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On the whole, Willow generally approved of
her parents. They seemed smart, capable, dressed well, and provided
her with most of the things she felt she wanted in life. She had
not wanted to be sent to a private, conservative girls' school in
southern England for her high school years, but she could see,
logically, why her parents had made that decision.

She could follow their logic, even if she had
disliked the end result. Especially since she understood that it
was important to approach these things from the perspective of the
people making the decision. From their perspective, it made perfect
sense given the poor quality of the public schools here in
America.

They could have selected private schools
closer to home, but most of the conservative schools here were
apparently affiliated with this or that religious group. Willow was
just as glad they had avoided that since she had a lot of issues
with the logical consistency of the stories the major religions
taught. Asking questions about those inconsistencies tended to
irritate their more faithful adherents.

And there was no question the school they had
sent her to was gifted with superior teachers and taught to a high
level. They were also quite good at preventing the spread of the
sort of self-indulgent immorality her parents saw as an issue with
teenagers.

Since the girls all wore uniforms, and since
there were no boys to impress, there was little point in trying to
dress in revealing outfits, or wear too much makeup, especially
since makeup was forbidden anyway. Nor did they engage in most of
the other activities teenagers generally got in trouble for. Social
media was banned at the school, and discipline was enforced in
everything from diction to posture to manners.

However, this left them, and certainly her, a
little behind the curve once graduated, without the same level of
experience that normal young people had in interacting with each
other, and in particular with the opposite sex.

Willow was aware of this failing, but it did
not overly concern her. She had been a solitary girl since before
adolescence, fascinated by how things worked and were put together.
Her interests lay in the engineering behind everything from
computers to toasters, though over the last few years videogames
had caught her attention in a big way.

She read voraciously, though she disdained
the normal romance books that most teenage girls preferred in favor
of science fiction and fantasy. Rather than going to internet sites
which featured celebrities and models she went to the ones which
spoke about computer gaming, interface systems, artificial
intelligence, and computer-aided design.

Another area in which she differed from most
girls her age was that Willow made little effort to improve her
appearance. She certainly wore nothing designed specifically to
make herself look more sexually desirable or to flaunt her physical
assets.

She’d never worn makeup and saw little point
in doing so. She only occasionally remembered to brush her blonde
hair, and usually just used her fingers to comb it back from her
face. Her large, round eyeglasses were framed by thin silver rims.
She had a slender nose and full lips which had never known
lipstick.

Her favorite items of clothing were long,
loose rugby shirts, generally dark in color and striped, which hung
down to just below her buttocks. They were easy to put on, easy to
take off, and easy to care for. They also generally warded off
unwanted attention from people she wanted little attention from,
which was almost everyone. Willow was definitely not a social
butterfly.

Of course, her parents had expected her to
attend university the following year, and she had not disappointed
them, though the world had disappointed them all. Because of the
ongoing pandemic, classes would be done from a distance over the
computer. From home, in other words. That was fine with Willow, and
she thrived in that atmosphere, getting top marks.

However, this failed to greatly add to her
store of experience with social situations. Particularly with boys,
she supposed they were, at this point, properly to be referred to
as men. Willow did not have an abundance of respect for the male
gender, though. They seemed to be obsessed with sex, and in
particular with the physical components of the act, as opposed to
anything one could term emotional or romantic.

Some of the girls at school informed her that
when they were going to regular schools they got from half a dozen
to a dozen requests a day for nude or semi-nude pictures. And they
would often find intimate unasked for pictures of boys in their
message queues.

Willow valued logic, discipline, and
self-control. And it seemed to her that most boys had none of these
things. And since the school had done a good job of teaching
manners, she frowned on the idea of sending requests for such
things to people you barely knew.

Not that she overly approved of most of the
girls she went to school with either. They seemed altogether too
emotional, frittery, obsessed with small things like their
appearance, their hair, and desperate to emulate personalities who
Willow thought very little about.

She thought of herself, then, as something of
a weird nerd, different from most of the other girls her age. But
this rarely bothered her. She was largely content with her own
amusements, including playing video games, and building and
programming computers with the parts her parents were more than
willing to pay for.

Her family lived in California, but inland,
well away from the cities along the coast. Things were much more
conservative inland, and there were smaller cities and towns. Her
family’s house was large and had a two-acre plot. That left plenty
of space for a large swimming pool, her mother’s garden, and a
comfortable gazebo, while still having room to throw a Frisbee
back-and-forth or play a game of lawn darts or croquet.

Willow rarely used any of this space herself.
She was not much of an outdoors person, nor into physical activity,
aside from the exercise routine she rigorously applied herself to.
When she did go out back she was normally alone. Her parents used
the backyard rarely, themselves, except for hosting guests and
occasional parties.

Her father swam a number of laps every
morning, but otherwise the pool was largely empty during the day.
Both her parents worked long hours, so she was often the only one
in the house anyway.

The Tuesday morning when she found the naked
man in the pool she was supposed to be at a summer course in
machine learning. It had been canceled at the last minute, which
left her alone in her room playing video games.

If the man had not chosen to use the diving
board she probably wouldn’t have noticed him at all. But some
movement out of the corner of her eye caught her attention and she
looked to the window to see nothing for a moment. Then a man
bounced into view, or at least some of him before he
disappeared.

She frowned, got up and went to the window to
see a man in the pool diving off the board. He was underwater but
came quickly to the surface then pulled himself up over the pool
and went back to the diving board.

Her first thought had been confusion as to
why a strange man was in their pool in the first place. That
rapidly gave way to a sense of astonishment and then a very
unfamiliar rush of heat through her body for he was entirely nude.
Not only was he nude but he was a large man, in every respect.

He was an older man, perhaps in his thirties,
quite fit in that she could see the muscular development of his
chest and abdomen as he moved. He had very impressive shoulders,
and a penis which from what she understood seemed to be unusually
large given it was not erect.

He had a sprinkling of hair across his chest,
belly, and face. He had short dark hair and gray eyes. And he
seemed very focused as he stood tall on the board, his arms
stretched above his head, his masculine frame stretched out very…
nicely, before he dove down into the water. He did not seem to be a
crazy man. Surely crazy men weren’t as fit as this one. It required
constant exercise to have that kind of musculature, which meant
discipline.

He had a nice ass, too.

Aside from watching him, Willow was at first
confused about what if anything she ought to do. She could call the
police, but that could be embarrassing if he had some justification
for being there. And she had a vague recollection of something her
father had mentioned a few days back about a new neighbor. Someone
had bought the McConnell place next door. And he might be dropping
by? Why would she be told that? Wasn’t it something to do with the
pool? She hadn’t really been paying attention.

She watched him climb out of the pool again
and found herself enjoying the spectacle. He was very fit, and he
moved very… graceful was the wrong term. Women moved gracefully. He
was athletic and moved with a strong, confident gait.

And he really did have a great ass.

Everything about his body was impressive and
she couldn’t help imagining running her fingers over those muscles,
from his shoulders to his chest to his abdomen and down to that
large appendage dangling between his well-muscled thighs. This was
an uncommon thought for her, but then viewing naked men in person
was an uncommon thing.

Willow wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with sex.
She had, after all, read much about it. Her actual physical
experience with it however had been limited to a couple of the
girls at school. That had been pleasant, but doing it with guys was
considerably more complicated and fraught with risk. From
everything she had read most of them weren’t very good at it, and
finished fairly quickly, well before their female partner was even
nicely heated up.

It would probably be different with an older
man than a guy her age. He had certainly had more time to
accumulate experience. Perhaps he would have more self-restraint,
more discipline. She had never really considered sex with a guy
before, not seriously, not in the immediate nature that she was now
considering this naked man below.

He was extremely fit! And Willow found
herself physically drawn to him in a way she had never been drawn
to a man – or boy – before. Just watching him had roused a sense of
pressure within her body, especially down there.

She was aware that she was somewhat naïve and
inexperienced with men, but she knew what they wanted, and she knew
what society considered a sexually attractive girl should look
like. So she was quite confident that the man would be interested
in her, unless perhaps he was married and had no interest in other
women.

He was older, true, but from what she
understood, men responded to their sexual instincts as far as women
were concerned, much as women did. Women looked for tall,
powerfully built men with broad shoulders because their instincts
told them they needed such a man as a provider and protector. It
didn’t really matter that this was no longer the case. You can’t
argue with instinct.

Though she tried to. She admired logic, and
attempted to behave in a logical manner wherever possible. Just
because this man was so… powerfully built and large and had those
lovely broad shoulders was no reason for her to start getting
fluttery over him. What good were such things in the computer
age?

Yet fighting her instincts seemed futile, and
why should she when the logic behind seeking an older man for…
instruction seemed quite clear?

And men, well, men wanted young women of
perfect breeding age with good-sized breasts to feed the young even
if they had no interest in having children. She’d seen herself
naked enough in the mirror to acknowledge that she met all the
proper criteria.

There remained the question of what to do.
Being a little socially awkward placed her at a disadvantage. She
wasn’t exactly an expert at seduction techniques. If she tried
something like that she would likely just make a fool of herself.
The preference among women, as she understood it, was to make men
come to them. Then they could act reluctant, but let themselves be
persuaded into doing things they wanted to do anyway.

Men were very judgmental, and disapproved of
both women who were too prudish and women who were too easy with
their favors. But did she care about his approval or not? He was
far too old to be anything but an experimental dalliance. He could
be as much as fifteen years older than her.

There were a number of advantages to this,
though, including the fact he was most unlikely to be bragging to
any of the people she knew, since he would not know them or likely
anyone around them. He was old, after all. He would be more
accomplished at the physical act, have more composure, more
restraint, and expertise, and be less likely to become emotionally
involved.

She wondered how big that thing got when he
became aroused. It looked impressive enough as it was. And didn’t
men get smaller in cold water? Of course, it was quite hot out so
the water likely wasn’t very cold. She watched him swim the length
of the pool and back again and thought he moved quite well.

Finally, she got up and went to her closet,
and searched among her things. She could just walk out and talk to
him as she was. But that didn’t give her an excuse to hang around
nor would it likely interest him as much as showing him something
of what lay below her rugby jersey.

Willow decided that her quiet personality
would be unlikely to excite a man so her body was what she had to
put forward. She had very little that might be described as
revealing. That included her swimsuits. But yes, there in the far
back, in a box, was the plastic bag with the bikini her cousin
Hannah had sent her as a joke birthday present when she was
sixteen.

She remembered it principally because it had
a thong bottom, and while the mere thought of wearing it around
this man was starting to make her stomach flutter wildly, she knew
she only had one opportunity and needed to make the most of it.

The swimsuit’s bottom fit, after a fashion.
The rear was nothing but an upside-down triangle at the top of her
buttocks, and the front was a small V of material over her groin.
If she had not accepted a gift from her mother of laser hair
removal a few years earlier it would have been far too gauche to
wear it. Visible pubic hair was so gross around a swimsuit or
panties!

The top was another thing, for she had grown
somewhat since then. Even loosening the strings, the cups left half
her breasts bare. She blushed just looking at herself in the mirror
as she imagined him staring at them. Still, she would be wearing
far more than he was. If anyone was going to be embarrassed, it
would be him.

His level of embarrassment would also be
informative. A strong, confident, logical man, aware of just how
good a body he had, would be considerably less embarrassed than a
man lacking such qualities. Men were generally far less
self-conscious about being naked than women anyway.

Willow grabbed a towel and dropped it across
her right shoulder as she headed downstairs. She considered various
pretenses including acting shocked or angry, but decided that her
normal calm demeanor would be best. Also, it would be best to
address him while he was still in the pool in case he was a crazy
man. Then she’d have time to run back inside before he could climb
out.

Her stomach was still fluttering in her chest
and got worse, to the point that tension was making it difficult to
breathe properly as she watched him dive in again. She steeled
herself and slid the door open and stepped out onto the back patio.
He was in the pool, swimming, so noticed nothing as she
approached.

She cursed herself as she arrived, thinking
she should have taken off her glasses and replaced them with the
contact lenses she had upstairs. But it was too late for that now.
She watched him swim back and stepped closer to the edge of the
pool. And then he seemed to realize she was there and stopped,
treading water.

“Good day,” she said. “Have you gotten lost,
somehow?”

She had a slight British accent developed
over the last four years at school but was proud that she kept her
voice is calm and even as it was.

“I’m James Hudson,” he said in a deep voice.
“You would be Willow.”

“I would be,” she agreed. “I live here.”

He swam slowly towards her. “Yes, I know.
Your parents mentioned you.”

“I wish they had chosen to do the same about
you. Finding a naked man in my pool is an unexpected event.”

He stopped at the edge of the pool and looked
up at her she backed up a foot or so.

“I spoke with your father, about moving in
next door. It seems we share a love of water exercise in the
morning. He invited me to make use of yours until mine is
ready.”

“I doubt he was aware you intended to do it
without a swimsuit,” she said. “Not that you don’t have the right
to be proud of your body.”

He grinned up at her, seemingly not at all
embarrassed, and then to her surprise placed his hands on the edge
of the pool and pulled himself up and out. She blinked and
repressed a gasp of mixed alarm and anxiety. Her eyes widened,
though, as she found herself before so much powerfully built, naked
male flesh as water dripped down onto the stone interlock
below.

Hudson made no effort to hide his body, and
in fact reached out and casually snatched the towel off her
shoulder, using it not to wrap around his waist but to towel off
his head and face before dropping it down to do the same to his
chest.

“I’m not ashamed of my body,” he said. “That
would make no sense. It’s far better than most men have. Are you
ashamed of your body, Willow?”

Willow redoubled her efforts to look and
sound calm in the face of her racing pulse.

“No, but I don’t habitually go around naked
outside, especially in other people’s yards.”

“I was given to understand you would be away
this morning. And that you rarely use the pool anyway.”

“Both of these are normally correct,” she
said. “Today was an exception.”

He dropped the towel down around his waist to
continue toweling off, then wrapped it in place there before
holding out his now merely damp hand.

Reluctantly, Willow took it and found her
small hand completely enfolded in his much larger, more powerful
one.

“Your parents describe you as a bookworm and
computer nerd,” he said. “You don’t match the description.”

“Because I’m wearing a bikini?”

“Because you look like a model, and a
gorgeous one at that.”

Willow was not immune to flattery, especially
when it was said as confidently and convincingly as his while his
eyes raked up and down her body.

“I’m not tall enough nor skinny enough to be
a model,” she said, aware he was still clutching her hand.

“You seem fairly tall for a girl. Skinny? You
mean because you have breasts? Some models have good-sized breasts.
You can model lingerie or bikinis.”

His casual discussion about her breasts made
her chest tighten even further, and she was aware that her nipples
were tingling and hard under the suit.

“Why would I want to do that? It sounds
painfully boring.”

“That’s right. You’re going to Caltech.”

He released her hand at last.

“Would you like to join me in the pool?”

“I don’t think my parents would approve,” she
said firmly.

He grinned and walked away towards the diving
board, then he bent over there and picked up a small scrap of
fabric. He dropped the towel and then stepped into a bathing suit,
giving her a very good view of him from behind as he bent over
before pulling it up his legs and settling it around his hips.

She gulped, feeling a rush of heat both to
her face and between her legs. The man had an amazing body!

The swimsuit was a speedo, and covered almost
as little as her own bikini bottom did, except in back.

He turned around he grinned at her. “Now I’m
decent,” he said.

He walked back to her, still grinning a
little.

“I understand you went to school in
England.”

She blinked in surprise. Obviously, her
parents had been talking to him about her.

“My parents wanted me kept away from the
immorality and dumbing down of the California school system.”

“And did they succeed? In keeping you away
from immoral things?”

“Not entirely.”

“Good. Virgins can be boring.”

She flushed slightly. “What makes you think
that one of the immoral things involved sex?”

He shrugged. “A boarding school for the
children of the well-to-do is unlikely to have escaped at least a
little dabbling among the student bodies.”

“I don’t think my parents would like to hear
or talk about that.”

“No doubt you’re correct.”

“And in any case, it was an all-girls
school.”

He raised an eyebrow. “So?”

She felt her skin flush slightly.

“Your father said they teach discipline
there. That’s always an excellent subject for girls to learn.”

“And boys?”

“They need to learn self-discipline.”

She frowned uncertainly. “What’s the
difference?”

“Self-discipline is imposed on yourself.
Discipline is imposed upon you by another.”

“Should boys learn discipline, too?”

“Boys are less emotional. They need to learn
to control themselves. Girls generally need someone else to control
and discipline them. That used to be their fathers, and then their
husbands. But nowadays we’ve gotten slack, and a lot of young women
are quite undisciplined. I don’t suppose they still used the cane
in that school of yours?”

“Of course not!”

“A strap? A paddle?”

“Certainly not!”

“Ah, well, so much for discipline among young
women.”

He turned and dove into the pool and swam to
the other side before coming back again and pulling himself out of
the pool.

Willow stared at him in confusion, not
certain what he meant, and not certain that he meant it seriously.
It sounded like he felt young women should be taught discipline by
the application of straps and paddles… most likely to their
bottoms. That was, to put it mildly, politically incorrect, and
more than slightly outrageous.

But it brought to her mind the sudden,
entirely irresistible image of herself bent across his lap while he
spanked her bare bottom. And that sent such a flare of heat up
through her body that for a moment she was speechless.

“That’s… incredibly sexist,” she said.

“Indeed,” he said before diving into the
water.

Now what do I do, she wondered as he
swam lazily across the pool. He had invited her to join him in the
pool, which was not all that magnanimous since it was her pool. But
she’d come out here as if she intended to swim. She neither wanted
to abandon her actual reason, which was to interest this man in
some kind of sexual experiment with her, nor to look like a silly
girl by running off.

So it seemed the thing to do was to dive into
the pool. She took off her glasses and set them on the table and
then climbed the short ladder onto the diving board. She didn’t
really need her glasses to see at this distance. Though up close
she would have difficulties without. She waited until he had
climbed out and then dove into the pool.

She had never worn his bikini before, and it
had been sitting in the bag for five years. And since it had been
meant as more or less a joke, her cousin being well aware she would
never wear such a thing, it was not exactly high-quality material.
It was also too small for her. Diving head first into the pool sent
a flood of pressure into the poorly fitting cups and tore the top
right off.

She realized it immediately, of course, but
could not halt her body’s movement through the water as it plunged
down and then curved forward and up again. Meanwhile, her bikini
top floated to the surface and the back splash from her dive sent
it floating towards the edge of the pool.

So it was that when her head and shoulders
popped out of the water and she looked frantically around she saw
Hudson rising from one knee at the edge of the pool, smiling at her
as he held her top in his hand. “Missing something?” he asked.
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Blushing, Willow already had an arm across
her chest, cupping her left breast with her right hand. She kicked
herself closer to the edge and held her hand up for him to throw
the top in.

“I’m afraid this won’t help you,” he said,
examining it. “The string has torn.”

He held it up to her and she could see that
rather than becoming untied the thin black strap had torn off the
left side of the bikini cup.

Willow’s heart was beating rapidly and her
pulse was racing. What she desperately wanted to do was to cover
herself and scurry back into the house. But that would not
accomplish what she had come out here for. Plus she had just teased
him about how he shouldn’t be ashamed of his body. Should she act
otherwise now and confirm his belief in how overly emotional girls
were?

She needed to act with the same sense of
calm, self-confidence he had demonstrated earlier. And so, bracing
herself, she did her best to act casual as she abandoned covering
her chest and gripped the side of the pool with both hands before
pulling herself up and out of the water. She didn’t look up at him
as she did so but was quite certain where his eyes would be
laying.

She climbed out of the pool and he reached
down to take her wrist, pulling her to her feet. She couldn’t help
herself. Her arms crossed her chest an instant later and he grinned
in amusement.

“From what I saw, you should not be ashamed
of your body, but be proud of what you have,” he said, repeating
back her words to her.

“I’m not ashamed!” she said hotly,
flustered.

He gave her a mocking look and she scowled
and dropped her arms to her sides. Her heart pounded and she felt
an incredible rush of energy through her at displaying her bare
breasts before this man. She was well aware of how attractive they
were. Even the girls at school had complemented her on how full and
firm and round they were, with tiny pink nipples

“Very nice indeed,” he said, looking down at
her breasts.

“I’m so glad you approve,” she said
coolly.

“You should be. I’m an excellent judge of
girl flesh. And you have marvelous breasts.”

Willow felt her face heat further and turned
to walk away only just then remembering the unfamiliar thong.

“And a great ass, too,” he said.

She turned around quickly to find he had come
up behind her.

“I couldn’t help notice the lack of a tan on
that lovely little bubble butt of yours. Clearly, you don’t wear
that thong often. Nor the suit, for that matter. If I was a
suspicious man I might suspect you had put it on just to come out
here and meet me once you saw me in the pool naked.

“I… did no such thing!” she said hotly.

“Young girls who lie to men tend to get
punished where I’m from,” he said softly.

“P-Punished?!”

“Nothing harsh,” he said. “Perhaps the
application of a good, firm hand across a soft, round bottom.”

“I think you’re lost in the wrong century,
Mr. Hudson,” she gulped.

“You are not the first to believe that, Miss
Morgan. But sometimes the old ways work best.”

“Y-You can’t prove I was lying!” she
exclaimed.

“Not even if I saw you looking at me out the
upper window?”

She felt her face redden further.

“If you saw me looking then why didn’t you
put something on?!” she demanded.

“Why? You’re an adult. You didn’t seem
offended. And as you say I have no reason to be ashamed of my
body.”

He took a step closer and she took a step
back. “Though I have to wonder, why you decided to put on a suit
and come out here to see me. I mean, if all you wanted to do was
demand to know what I was doing here, what was wrong with the blue
sweater you were wearing in the window?”

Willow felt a jolt at the words, for they
showed how completely false her approach had been.

“I gather it’s so I would get a better look
at this body of yours, which I admit is absolutely terrific. Or
‘smashing’ as your English friends might say. Did you arrange for
this top to come off during that dive?”

“Of course not!” she exclaimed.

“Perhaps you should arrange for the bottom to
fall off as well. Although it’s not hiding much. The rest of your
body looks nearly perfect. So if you came out here interested in a
little male-female togetherness, I’m more than willing to
accommodate you.”

He moved closer and she backed up again, only
to find herself backing into the side of the diving board.

“Or did you just come out here to tease me
with what you didn’t intend to let me have? There’s a word for
that, you know, and such girls should be punished even more
severely than those who lie.”

With his revelation he had seen her in the
window and his amusement that she had changed into a revealing
bikini Willow had lost her psychological balance. Her interest was
laid bare at the same time as he had calmly stated he returned that
interest. Now she had no idea what to say or do.

Fortunately, he took matters into his own
hands, so to speak.

His large hands came out and up very quickly
and caught her head between them as he leaned in and kissed her.
Willow was so startled she didn’t react at first, then her instinct
was to pull away, but with the diving board behind her and her face
in his hands she could do nothing of the sort. Her hand shot up
against his chest as if to push him back but the moment they
touched his warm, muscled flesh she felt a psychic jolt and
froze.

Wasn’t this exactly what she wanted to do?!
And did she want to act like some silly virgin girl!? She awkwardly
began to kiss back, and as he continued to kiss her, she felt her
pulse racing faster, a strange pressure filling her body, and the
realization that he was way better at kissing than she was.

His lips moved against hers like warm liquid,
soft, gentle, and yet somehow demanding. His hands tilted her head
back and she moaned uncertainly into his mouth as her hands slid up
his chest and onto his shoulders. She felt another rush of energy
as her fingers caressed his firm, hard shoulders, and his mouth
pushed even more demanding against her, as if to force her lips
wider and force himself inside.

His tongue eased forward to tease her own and
Willow felt her heart beating so powerfully she wondered if he
could hear it. His big hands abandoned her head, slid down her bare
back, up and down, and then down again onto her bare buttocks,
squeezing and kneading them firmly as their lips move together.

One hand disappeared and then she felt his
fingers at her abdomen just above the small pocket of the bikini
bottom. Her eyes widened as she realized his intent just as his
fingers pushed in below the elastic band. The big hand pushed down
and more than filled the small cup as his fingers made contact with
her naked sex.

“W-Wait!” she gasped, pulling her lips
free.

“Okay,” he said.

He gripped her buttocks and lifted her up to
drop her on the edge of the board then yanked her suit down and off
before she could react. An instant later he grabbed her thighs, and
jerked them up so that her hands instinctively went back behind her
to stop herself from falling. By the time she instinctively tried
to push back against him, he was already kneeling before her with
his head between her thighs.

And then his tongue swept up across the
tight, thin line of her sex and she let out a helpless cry of shock
at the rush of sensation.

“Oh! Oh, don’t!” she squeaked. “Oh! Oh my
God!”

His big arms pinned her thighs down against
the diving board and forced them wide as his tongue attacked her
sex. The board was not very wide, of course, which meant everything
above her lower chest dangled over the far side.

She tried to force herself up by grasping the
far side of the board but she had no leverage to hold herself up.
Her upper body fell back so that she was staring upside down at the
yard behind her while his tongue licked hard and fast against her
suddenly burning pussy.

Fortunately, he stood up, lifting her as if
she weighed nothing, turning her so that she lay lengthwise along
the board with her bottom at the edge by the ladder. Then his
tongue resumed its attack, his big fingers pressing against the
soft, moist lips of her sex to spread them apart is his tongue
drove into her body.

“Oh my God!” she gasped, her eyes wide and
her fingers grasping the sides of the board.

His tongue twisted and turned within her,
dipping and swirling against the walls of her sex before coming
free and sweeping around and over her clitoris again and again.
Waves of heat and pleasure rolled up her body, and Willow found her
resolve melting along with her inhibitions.

A large finger slid into her, pushing down
several inches then curving up and back as it stroked along the
front wall of her sex. Then he caught her now swollen clitoris
between his lips and sucked in an oddly rhythmic fashion so that
she gurgled and her hips rolled up frantically against him.

A second finger pushed into her and she felt
her mind sinking into a dark, bubbling, steaming swamp of liquid
heat She shuddered as they pumped in and out while his tongue swept
from side to side and up and down across her clitoris. What felt
like a sexual fever took control of her mind and her awareness
narrowed to the immediate pleasure and heat gripping her body.

Her back arched and she shuddered as her head
rolled from side to side, her slitted eyes staring sightlessly up
at the sky as his tongue and lips devoured her. Every thrust of his
fingers made her body tremble and jerk. Her breasts ached to be
touched. She was forced to abandon her grip on the diving board to
slide her hands up across them, squeezing and massaging as the
muscles in her hips spasmed, seeking to thrust her up against his
tongue.

He stood up abruptly and grinned down at her,
then slid his hands up along her body, pushing aside her own to
squeeze and knead her breasts.

“Afraid I have to bring up that little matter
of your dishonesty before we go any further,” he said. “As I
mentioned earlier I frown on such behavior from women. I also feel
that teaching and disciplining the young is an important task for
all members of society. So I’m afraid before we continue this you
will have to submit to a degree of punishment for your
misbehavior.”

Willow stared up at him through glassy eyes,
her chest heaving, her mind struggling to function through the
suffocating heat gripping her.

“Wh-What!?” she gasped.

“You’ll have to apologize for your
misbehavior and accept punishment,” he said.

His right hand lazily slid down her body and
his fingers, three of them, slowly penetrated her. He had very
large, thick fingers and she moaned as they twisted and pushed
deeper, stretching her out so that she instinctively reached down,
grasping at his wrist.

“Bad little girls need to be punished,” he
said. “And you’re definitely a bad little girl.”

Willow was somewhat naïve, but not so naïve
as to not recognize that as a definite sexual suggestion. She just
wasn’t certain what that suggestion was. Not until he slid his
hands out of her body, gripped her thighs, and then flipped her
over onto her belly on the diving board.

Of course, her buttocks had been on the edge
so now he lowered her legs to the ground below. This left her bent
over the board before him and she moaned as his fingers spread her
legs apart and rubbed slowly but firmly up and down along the line
for sex.

“Are you sorry for being a bad little girl?”
he asked sternly.

“What?” she moaned.

His fingers drew back and then she yelped as
his hand slapped sharply against her buttocks.

“Are you sorry for being a naughty girl?” he
demanded.

Crack! His hand slapped down
stingingly across her bottom again and Willow let out a squeak of
pain.

“Ow! That hurts!”

“That’s how little girls learn.”

Crack!

“Ow! I’m not a little girl!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Are you being impertinent?”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Disobedient?”

“Hey!”

Crack!

“Disrespectful to your elders?”

His fingers stroked her sex again and she
felt his thumb slowly pushing into her then rubbing in and out
along the front wall of her sex as his fingers rubbed from side to
side across her clitoris. A rush of sensation made her gasp and her
muscles spasm so her hips jerked upward.

“You must learn discipline, you naughty
girl,” he said.

Willow understood this was some kind of sex
game thing, and had a vague idea that men spanking women was a
thing. But she wasn’t at all sure she liked it, even though the
heat within her soared as is fingers stroked her so deftly.

His fingers pulled back and he slapped her
bottom several times with quick, stinging blows that made her
squeal and yelp and thrust her hand back protectively to block more
blows. She felt her wrist seized in his powerful grip, then he
grabbed her other arm, drawing it up and back to cross her wrists
together at the small of her back.

“Are you resisting your proper punishment,
naughty girl?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Quit it!”

“If you insist.”

He released her and stepped back and Willow
straightened up, gulping in air, panting for breath as she reached
back to rub her sore bottom. She glowered at him breathlessly.

“A little discipline too much for you?”

“That hurt,” she grumbled.

“Spoiled,” he sighed. “Today’s youth are
spoiled. A little light spanking and they cry.”

“I wasn’t crying!”

“And can you demonstrate a little discipline,
girl?”

“I’m already disciplined,” she said with a
scowl.

“Discipline means accepting orders from one’s
superiors.”

“You’re not my superior!”

“Am I not? I believe that I am far more
accomplished in life than you. And much more experienced. I am more
educated, wealthier, stronger, and certainly far and away more
experienced and skillful at sex than you. Would you deny any of
that?”

“No, but --!”

“Does it not make sense that the person with
the most experience and ability be placed in charge of a
thing?”

“Yes, but -- .”

“Then I am your superior and should be in
charge. Come here, girl.”

Willow was growing quite confused. What he
said made sense but the context in which he said it was still
wildly different from what she expected of sex so that she didn’t
quite know how to cope. She moved towards him reluctantly, wary of
what games he might want to play next.

“Put your hands behind your head and arch
your back.”

“Why?”

“We’re back to my being your superior again,
with greater knowledge, skill, and experience. And we’re back to
you having the discipline to cede control to me on something you
have very little knowledge of.”

She frowned but lifted her hands up and back
behind her head, face flushed

“Shift your feet apart and arch your back a
little more.”

Willow did as he told her, her pulse rate
picking up as she stood and basically flaunted her body before
him.

“Lovely. Gorgeous.”

He laid his hand on her upper chest then let
it slide lightly down to caress her breasts and squeezed them
softly as Willow trembled and her heart pounded.

“You have a body which couldn’t be sculpted
better by da Vinci,” he said. “You are a walking wet dream, my
girl.”

His hand slid slowly down until it was
between her legs, his index fingers stroking lightly up and down
along the line of her sex then sinking between them to stroke
firmly across her clitoris.

He moved in closer and she blinked her eyes
rapidly, uncertain, her heart beating faster.

“Would you like my cock inside you, little
girl?” he asked softly.

She felt a pulse of emotion and heat run
through her at the words.

“Y-Yes,” she gulped, face flushed as she
dropped her eyes.

“Then you’ll have to show a little
discipline, or submit to it.”

He drew his hand back and took a step back
“Don’t move,” he said firmly.

He moved past her and she struggled not to
jerk her head around to follow him with her eyes. He didn’t go far
and then returned with a plastic squeeze bottle in hand.

“Given it’s a bright, warm, sunny day and
you’re such a fair-skinned girl, I would have expected you to have
brought out some sunscreen. But of course, that was only necessary
if you actually intended to use the pool, which you did not.”

She tsk impatiently at herself for having
forgotten such an important item to back up her story.

“Never fear. You have a lovely complexion and
I wouldn’t want that to change. And of course, it’s up to more
mature adults to supervise and oversee the young to ensure that
they don’t harm themselves.”

He squirted some cream into his hand and then
began to spread it across her breasts. It was slick and slippery
and he took considerable effort to ensure he spread it in firmly,
including rolling her nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers.

He spread it over her shoulders along her
neck and then down her ribs and behind her back. His firm, strong
male hands spread the slick, slippery cream along her buttocks and
down her thighs as she waited with thundering heart for him to get
around to the one location she knew his slippery cream was aimed
at.

He moved around in front of her again and his
slippery hands spread the oil down her belly and abdomen. And then
his fingers were lightly gliding back and forth over her sex, then
more firmly as she felt the sexual heat grow in the sensations
flooding up through her body.

“Don’t. Move,” he said in a soft, stern
voice.

His fingers penetrated her, dipping into the
mouth of her sex, then sliding deeper, two and then three pumping
in and out as his thumb rubbed and rolled across her swollen
clitoris.

Willow felt the sexual tension and pressure
growing to unbearable levels, and knew that her hands would shake
if she took them away from her head. She fought to keep still even
as her hips wanted to grind eagerly against his fingers.

He pulled his fingers out and moved around
behind her. There was a brief delay, and then she felt him pressing
himself against her from behind. Her eyes widened he realized he
had dropped his swimsuit, and he was certainly no longer flaccid.
His cock was hard and thick and long as he pressed it up between
the cheeks of her buttocks.

His hands glided up and down the sides of her
ribs and slid around in front of her to caress her breasts.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient little
girl?” he breathed into her ear.

Willow could only moan in response.

“If you don’t tell me you’ll be a good,
obedient little girl, I’ll have to leave,” he said into her other
ear.

“I-I’ll… I’ll be a … a good girl!” she
gulped.

“A good, obedient little girl,” he
growled.

“I’ll be a good, obedient little girl,” she
moaned.

He pressed himself more firmly against her
and then let his hips roll slowly up and down so that his big cock
was mashed up and down between her buttocks.

“Since I am considerably older than you,
wiser and more experienced, I think that you should refer to me as
sir,” he said, again breathing softly into her ear.

One of his hands glided down her slippery
abdomen and his fingers found her hot, throbbing clitoris.

Willow’s hips jerked back convulsively as she
gasped at the rush of sensation.

“Say I’ll be a good, obedient little girl
sir,” he said.

“I’ll b-be a good obedient little girl, sir!”
she gasped.
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He chuckled softly as his hips pulled back a
little and his cock dropped away. The hand which had been casually
caressing her sex dropped down as she felt his shaft pressing up
against her, rubbing back and forth as he gripped the head and
pushed it upward. He let the head sink between the lips of her sex
and then rubbed slowly up and down against her clitoris.

“Would you like my cock inside you, little
girl?” he whispered.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she breathed.

“Beg me to fuck you then. Say please fuck me
sir,”.

Oh wow! Willow thought dazedly.
This is so sick and weird and wicked and nasty and… hot!

This was definitely not the sort of thing she
had done with girls, nor what she had imagined doing with a boy.
But of course he wasn’t a boy.

“Please, fuck me, sir!” she gulped, her body
thrumming with energy and need.

The head of his cock rubbed a little harder
against her and tremors spread through her body.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.

She felt the thick, slick head easing
backward and down and then pushing up at an angle that forced it
into the mouth of her sex. She gulped in air, eyes widening as she
felt herself stretched, felt the head prodding and pushing a
little, slowly easing deeper.

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she whimpered.

“Don’t. Move,” he growled.

She ached as he stretched her opening and
pushed up deeper into her quivering body. She almost instinctively
rose up onto the balls of her feet to give him a better angle and
almost cried out as his cock drove deeper still.

“What a nice, slick, tight, warm little pussy
you have for such a naughty little girl,” he growled.

His right hand, no longer needed to guide
him, was once more stroking her clitoris. His left slid up off her
breast and folded itself around her slender throat, squeezing
firmly but lightly.

His cock drew back then pushed deeper still
and she squeaked, rising onto her toes briefly before he pulled
back again.

“You think you can take the whole of me
inside your hot little pussy, girl?” he whispered.

He began to thrust in and out with long, slow
strokes that threatened to drive her out of her mind. She wanted
his fingers rubbing harder and his cock moving faster!

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

The big hand around her throat tightened and
she felt her eyes bulge a little

“You forgot to say sir,” he said sternly.

He eased his grip. “Say it.”

“Sir! Please, Sir!” she gasped.

“Please sir what? Please fuck you
harder?”

“Y-Yes!” she cried.

“I’m being gentle. You wouldn’t want me to
fuck you like you were a hungry little slut, would you?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Yes? Would you like me to use your body like
I would a slut?”

“Oh, yesss!” she whimpered.

His hand tightened around her throat again
and she gurgled dazedly.

“You forgot to say sir again,” he growled.
“Now beg me to use you like a slut.”

“P-Please use me like a slut, Sir!” she
gasped in a choked voice.

His hand tightened again, and remain locked
around her throat so that she could barely breathe at all.

“Are you going to be my little slut, girl?
Tell me you’re my slut. Say it!” he growled.

“I-I’m y-your slut, sir!” she croaked, her
voice a rasp around his fingers.

His hips worked faster, harder, and he thrust
himself deeper so that she felt the head of his cock punching
against what must surely be the back wall of her sex! The heat
boiled up within her and took control of her mind. She felt a
sweltering hunger and passion gripping her, sinking into her brain
and melting away all cares and concerns but her own immediate
pleasure.

Her mouth was open and she struggled to
breathe but couldn’t. But that was a secondary consideration given
the flood of heat and pleasure churning through her in
ever-increasing amounts. His fingers were rubbing harder and faster
against her clitoris and then somehow his hips began to slap
against her buttocks as he buried the last inch of his long cock
inside her aching, burning sex.

She felt utterly and achingly full, beyond
anything she had ever experienced before! He felt enormous inside
her, and she marveled that he could fit! Was he damaging her? Had
he torn something? Perhaps, but she couldn’t bring herself to care.
She was too fully occupied with the storm of sensation battering
her mind.

He halted suddenly, his cock nestled in the
mouth of her sex.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” he growled. “Say
it!”

“I’m your slut, Sir!” she coughed around his
fingers.

“Again, slut!”

“I’m your slut, Sir!”

His hips worked in and out and hard, powerful
thrusts that made her entire body shudder as he slapped against her
buttocks. The thick cock inside her made her gasp and cry out with
every stroke, rising onto her toes each time he drove it into her
then sinking back only to rise up again.

Her hands slipped off her head and grasped
his wrist but it was so thick and strong and powerful that their
feeble efforts could do nothing to dislodge his hand from around
her throat. Nor could she really summon the strength of mind or
will to care all that much.

The orgasm hit and it was like the howling
scream of a hurricane as the pleasure battered and flayed her mind.
Her hips bucked violently, frantically back as her eyes rolled back
in her head and she felt convulsions racking her body.

Her mouth opened and closed soundlessly,
breathlessly gurgling as her eyes glazed over, drowning in pleasure
more intense than she had ever felt before. The orgasm seemed to go
on and on, her muscles spasmed, nerve endings crackling like live
wires. Her hands dropped away from his wrist to hang beside her,
bouncing and shaking in tune with her body’s movements.

Then his hand loosened and his cock slid out
of her body as he lowered her to her knees. Willow gasped as she
felt him gripping her hair roughly then bending her forward until
her breasts were pressed against the grass and pillowed out beneath
her chest. She felt his hands on her ribs jerking her back and then
his hands moved to her thighs spreading them apart.

Through this she simply allowed herself to be
maneuvered in position, her mind more than slightly stunned by the
force of the orgasm and the dark heat running rampant through her
body. She was gulping in air gratefully, while her mind was gripped
by the afterglow of that powerful orgasms.

He gripped her wrists and pulled them out
before her, then leaned in so that his lips were near her ear.

“Do. Not. Move,” he growled.

He stood up and moved away, and the dazed
girl continued to gulp in air, panting noisily as she felt her head
slowly clearing. She had no idea what he was doing, but what he had
already succeeded in doing made her concede that she ought to
simply allow him to continue. Because whatever weird and kinky
stuff he was up to, the results were worth it.”

Her breasts throbbed and ached beneath her,
and she felt a growing sense of anxious anticipation, wondering
what he was doing and when he would resume driving her out of her
mind. She never would have thought that being driven out of her
mind was such a wonderful thing, and now she just wanted more of
it.

She felt a dark sense of almost forbidden
excitement at her exposed and obscene position. She was certainly
flaunting herself now! God! She couldn’t be in a more obscene and
degrading position, waiting for him to return and thrust himself
into her once again.

And then he returned, moving behind her and
kneeling once more. She gasped helplessly as she felt the head of
his cock rubbing up and down along the line of her sex.

“Do you love having my cock inside you again,
slut?”

She felt a jarring psychic blow at the word
and her r mind rebelled indignantly. But a moment later she gasped
at the slap to her taut buttocks.

“Answer me!”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Tell me you’re my slut again.”

Crack!

“Oh! I’m your slut, sir!” she moaned.

“Put your hands behind your back and cross
your wrists.”

She obeyed and a moment later she felt
something being wrapped around her wrists and tightened. It was
long seconds before she realized what he was doing and then she
gasped, trying to jerk her wrists apart but failing.

Crack!

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

Beg me to fuck my little blonde slut
hard.”

“Ow! Please fuck your little blonde slut
hard, sir!” she gasped.

His cock sank through the lips of her sex and
rested there.

“You want me to use you like a bitch? Are you
my bitch? Are you my little blonde bitch?”

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

Crack!

“Oh! I’m your bitch, sir!” she cried.

She gasped as he gathered in her hair and
yanked it back, slapping her bottom again.

“Beg me to use you like a bitch,” he
growled.

“Oh my God! Please use me like a bitch, sir!”
she moaned.

His cock thrust into her and she cried out
pleasure, shuddering as his hips ground against her buttocks.

You’re my bitch now, girl. You’re my slut. I
own your slutty body. You belong to me.”

His hips began to work in and out hard and
fast and Willow gasped and moaned as he pulled on her hair and
slapped her bottom. He dropped his heavy body atop her, and his
arms slid in under her throat then up and back to catch her neck in
behind his elbow. His other hand drove downwards under her raised
belly, his fingers finding her clitoris.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” he growled. “Say
it!”

“I’m your slut, sir!” she gurgled.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!”

“I’m your bitch, sir!” she gasped.

Beg me to use your slut body!”

“Please use my slut body, sir!” she whimpered
as his hips pounded against her buttocks

“Tell me your body belongs to me, slut!” he
demanded.

“My slut body belongs to you, sir!” she
croaked, struggling to breathe.

His fingers rubbed furiously against her
clitoris as his cock punched into her trembling body again and
again and his hips slapped hard and fast against her raised
buttocks. Willow’s eyes had become glassy and she gasped
breathlessly as her mind was overcome by heat and sensation, by
passion and lust and need.

Her mind and body were aflame, her
inhibitions gone, her pride, dignity, and all cares and concerns
melted away as she fell back on her animal instincts. Her focus was
on the big cock punching away inside her and the scalding heat
flooding through her body.

Another massive orgasm tore her mind to
pieces and she trembled and shook below him as his heavy body
continued to hammer itself against her raised buttocks and his cock
continued to spear deep into her spasming, overheated belly.

“I own you, slut! You’re my bitch now,” he
growled into her ear.

The orgasm made her want to scream at the top
of her lungs but she had no breath in her body. She trembled and
shook more and more violently as her eyes rolled back in her head.
He released her and straightened up behind her. Willow gulped in
deep, ragged breaths of air even as he wound her long hair around
his fist and used it as a lever to pull her up and back against
him.

His hips continued to strike her with
bruising force, her entire body shuddering from the impact as he
held her upper body aloft by the hair. But she was uncaring, hardly
noticing the sting to her scalp as his big cock continued to punch
deep into her belly with hard, powerful strokes.

His other hand slid up her body to roughly
fondled and squeeze her breasts and drop back down between her legs
to finger her clitoris.

Then he jerked harder on her hair and she
cried out in pain as he pulled her head up and back against his
shoulder, his other hand rising to envelop her throat once
again.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I’m your bitch, sir!” she moaned.

“Tell me your body belongs to me.”

“My body belongs to you, sir!” she
gurgled.

He released her throat and his hand dropped
back between her legs, fingering her to a third orgasm so intense
she almost blacked out.

Then he came inside her, grunting with
pleasure, dropping her upper torso back to the ground as he seized
her hips and rode her even more powerfully. He poured himself into
her his eyes closed and his body and mind gripped with pleasure,
then slid back out and left her as she was.

He moved away and a moment later she heard
the splash as he dove into the pool.

After several seconds she fell onto her side,
moaned dazedly. She was breathing heavily then rolled onto her
back, her knees falling apart. She felt sore and aching there, and
hollow inside. She stared wonderingly up at the sky, chest heaving
as she absorbed the incredible sensations and passion and heat she
had been subjected to.

That had been… beyond anything she had
imagined. She didn’t quite understand why, though. The man seemed
fairly skilled with his fingers and was a good kisser, and his
tongue work was obviously pretty good. But none of that and
accounted for why she had been so incredibly aroused, why she had
reacted so powerfully. Or why, even now, she felt a sense of dark,
delicious sexuality and arousal.

This man was outrageous! Talk about sexist!
Talk about sick! And yet she lay there naked, her wrists tied
behind her, wallowing in the afterglow of a powerful orgasm, barely
caring.

And then he was back, dripping wet. His big
hand seized her thighs and jerked her buttocks closer and forced
her legs wide. Then his mouth was on her sex and she shuddered, her
hips rolling up instinctively as she gasped and moaned.

“Oh! Oh, God! Oh, please!” she moaned.

Her sex felt hypersensitive, especially her
clitoris. But his tongue was relentless, and she squirmed and
twisted begging him to stop and then begging him to lick harder.
Instead, he drew back, roughly pulling her up onto her knees before
him. He pulled her face in against his cock and gathered her hair
firmly in his fist.

“Take my balls into your mouth and start
sucking, my sexy little blonde slut.”

The ‘sexy little blonde’; took the sting out
of the ‘slut’ and she moaned as her mouth opened and she took his
heavy balls in, sucking and licking at them. Her tongue massaged
them up against the roof of her mouth as she sucked and then he
pulled her back, guiding her up along his cock as he held it
pressed back against his belly.

Panting for breath, she licked her way up and
down it, then took the head into her mouth and started to suck and
lick. He thickened in her mouth, widening and hardening as she
bobbed up and down then he abruptly drew back, pulling her to her
feet so that she cried out at a pull on her hair. He marched her
back to the diving board casually, lifted her up and laid her down
on her back along it with her head falling over the edge.

He stepped in against her, his cock hard, and
gripped her hair to pull her head down once more as his cock slid
into her open mouth.

“Swallow my cock you slutty little blonde
girl.”

What?! she thought. He didn’t
mean --!

His cock pushed deep into her throat before
she was even fully aware of his intention.

Her eyes bulged and she jerked violently, but
helplessly, her back arching and her wrists pulling frantically
against whatever was tying them together. She stared at the long,
thick cock as it kept pushing forward into her open mouth, feeling
the head deep in her throat and his shaft sliding forward until her
lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft.

“That’s my little bitch!” he growled,
grinding himself against her.

Her legs jerked and flailed on the board, but
he held her easily in place, one hand on her chest to pin her down
as he drew his hips back. He drew a good half of his cock out of
her then thrust back to grind himself against your once more. He
pulled out as her head began to burn and pound and buried himself
in her mouth and throat a third time.

“Hot, sexy little blonde slut.”

He pulled back again and buried himself once
more in her throat. Then he drew back completely and she coughed
violently and gulped in air, her chest heaving as he fingered her
book nipples and squeezed her breasts.

“If you’re going to be a hot little slut you
need to be able to deep throat a man’s cock, blonde girl.”

And then he pushed himself into her open
mouth again, and straight down her throat.

Once again, Willow reacted, instinctively
twisting and writhing in place, her legs rising and flailing, her
feet dropping back to the board then jerking up and out to either
side before falling again. Her back arched repeatedly as he pumped
his cock slowly in and out of her mouth and throat.

“Remember what you said. You’re my bitch.
You’re my slut. Your body belongs to me now. I can do anything I
want to it. I own you.”

He buried himself in her as she trembled and
shook, then pulled out again to let her gulp in air.

“Your body was built to give pleasure to men,
you blonde slut. That includes your throat.”

And then he buried himself in her throat
again, this time dropping his body atop her to pin her to the
board, his forearms forced her thighs wider as his tongue began to
sweep hard and fast across her clitoris. His cock was a thick spear
of flesh lodged deep in her throat and his hips rolled up and back,
up and back, fucking her mouth and throat as he licked her
pussy.

Her head began to pound and her chest burned
from lack of oxygen, there was little she could do but lay there,
staring upside down at the sight of his thick cock sliding in and
out, using her mouth and throat for his pleasure. She was already
lightheaded, which added to the confusion in her mind from the
dark, churning passion and heat which had been gripping her since
he had stripped off her thong.

Her eyes glazed over as a dazed torpor took
her. His cock pulled back and she gulped in air instinctively, then
he thrust himself back in continue to use her mouth and throat as
his tongue licked hard and fast against her hypersensitive little
button.

The orgasm hit and her hips bucked
frantically as the sensations grew into a howling storm of pleasure
within her. She stared unseeingly out through wide eyes as his cock
continued to plunge into her, moving harder and faster while she
gurgled mindlessly, drowning in pleasure and burning up with the
heat.
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She had simply been out of her depth, Willow
thought later. She only had vague notions of the dark, sexual games
older people played. Her wants and needs had been simple and
uncomplicated, the same as that of most of the guys her age. Her
inexperience had not prepared her for sex with a man like
Hudson.

He was obviously not just older, but well,
certainly not normal. He was a kinky man with dark hungers. His
words had been outrageous, and crazy if he actually believed them.
Was he crazy? She had wondered that several times as he was choking
her while he was driving her out of her mind with pleasure and
passion.

Because she was the kind of girl she was, the
first thing Willow did when she had calmed down, showered, and
gathered her wits, was to do research on the internet. She typed in
some of the things he’d said and some of the things he’d done, like
choking her, and they all came under the general heading of
something called dominance and submission.

That was all related to bondage and spanking
and calling her his slut. At least she understood what he was up
to, what his particular kink was. She could see the attraction, for
both sides. She had never really thought about how giving up
control would loosen her inhibitions and allow her to feel more
pleasure and more passion.

The very idea of allowing someone to do
whatever they wanted with her body was anathema to her. Even if she
trusted them and she didn’t. She didn’t know enough about him to
trust him. She was lucky he hadn’t harmed her, even killed her!

She had been insane to get involved with a
naked man she had discovered in her pool. Especially an older man.
Granted he was awfully handsome and all those muscles did something
to her mind. And something deep in her subconscious was dredging up
out of her instincts. How could she possibly have any kind of
relationship with an older, more sophisticated, and infinitely
stronger person other than submissiveness?

After all, didn’t that simply mean he was in
charge? And which of them should be? Clearly him. That made perfect
logical sense. But allowing him to tie her up and manhandled her
the way he had, while deeply arousing, was also degrading and
dangerous.

He used her like his… well, his bitch. He had
even made her admit that that was what she was! He’d made her beg
him to use her like a bitch, like a slut, and he had done just
that. And yet… so scalding was the heat and passion gripping her
that she had said what he wanted her to, and it had excited her to
say such nasty things about himself. It had aroused her to present
herself as his bitch, his sex toy. His whore.

Well, she had had her experiment, and it had
turned out quite differently than she had thought. In a way it was
a success because she had learned things about herself, not to
mention quite a bit about sex and how it could feel with the right
man. It had absolutely raised her interest in finding such a man,
and in sex in general, far above what it had been.

But as she ran the names and faces of the
guys she knew through her mind all of them seemed to fail
spectacularly in the potential to duplicate what Hudson had done.
They were not particularly strong, nor did they have anything like
his kind of body or his sophistication. And frankly, she would not
trust them with tying her up or trying to get rough with her. Even
assuming they had an interest in doing so.

She would have to look for men at school when
she returned in the fall, presuming she actually went physically to
school this time.

As for Hudson, she felt as if she had been
mauled by a tiger yet escaped with few injuries. She had best not
tempt fate again in the future.

Later that evening she was able to question
her father on the man next door, and his absent-minded reply jolted
her out of any further thoughts of experimenting with him.

“Oh yes, they are a very nice couple,” he
said.

He didn’t notice how the term widened her
eyes.

“The Hudsons. Emily and Jim. He works in
private equity. She’s a lawyer. You should see what they’re doing
in the backyard, turning it into a kind of paradise.”

“When do they move in?” She asked as casually
as she could.

“They’ve already moved in. Though they are
still doing some renos, including some yard work to finish up
around the new pool. Oh, I mentioned that I gave them permission to
use our pool until theirs is ready, right?”

“I’m not sure. If you did I forgot.”

“It should only be another week or so. None
of us really use it much anyway except for my morning laps.”

So, he was married. What a bastard! Should
she tell his wife? No, of course not! How could she do that without
implicating herself as being a slut? An adulterous slut at
that.

But I didn’t know! she thought
defensively. I wouldn’t have sex with a guy if I thought he was
married or had a girlfriend. Of course, she hadn’t asked, but
she had expected him to let her know.

Well, she was no longer a virgin, however
technical that virginity had been given the dildos she had
previously used and the girls she had slept with at college. And
he’d certainly been a memorable first time. And, she reluctantly
conceded, incredibly pleasurable, too. From what she understood
that was rarely the case with other girls. So she supposed she
should thank him in that regard.

Though of course, she wouldn’t.

She buried herself in her computer work and
software programming, and her study of artificial intelligence. She
was determined to sink her mind into that and push away the strange
dark passions which had gripped her with that strange, dark
man.

But that evening, as she prepared for bed,
she found the dildo she hadn’t used in a while and stripped naked,
using it on herself as she masturbated and thought about some of
the incredible things she had done that day.

Her orgasm came much quicker than usual, and
was much more powerful, to the point she had to bury her mouth
against the crook of her arm to keep her cries of pleasure from
echoing through the room and beyond the door. It wasn’t as intense
as it had been with Hudson but it was much more powerful than she
usually got.

The next morning Willow kept an eye on the
pool, and sure enough, he showed up naked again. She drew back from
the window so he didn’t see her, licking her lips nervously as she
watched him dive in and swim back and forth, then dive again. She
fetched her iPhone and turned the camera up to full telescopic so
she could get a closer view, then took pictures of that powerful,
muscular male body.

God, he was so hot! She could go down there
right now and he would do her again, probably in similar ways to
what he had done already.

No way. Her throat was still sore! That
bastard! Imagine shoving himself deep into her throat without even
asking! She was lucky she hadn’t choked or thrown up. She was
amazed she hadn’t gagged more. In fact, she felt a sense of
satisfaction at having been able to handle such a big cock. She
should probably practice and see if she could learn how to deep
throat. If she was going to impress the guys that would definitely
add to their respect for her ability.

She watched him until he pulled on his shorts
and T-shirt and then left the yard. She felt a sense of regret as
well as relief, then studied the pictures again. She got her dildo
and then found the suction cup and went into the ensuite bathroom.
She considered the best place to practice and then went into the
shower stall.

She thought it better to strip naked, and
then given some of the things she had read, decided to masturbate
first. She turned her back to the dildo and let it slide into her
body then lowered herself to her elbows and reached a hand back to
finger her clitoris as she pumped her hips back and forth and
imagined giving herself to Hudson again.

Her body heated up quickly, surprisingly so,
and it took an effort of will to pull herself away. She turned
around then slid her lips over the dildo. Pretending it was him she
slid forward until the head pushed into her throat. She gagged and
pulled back, saliva filling her mouth but she forced herself
forward again, and then again, gagging each time.

She reached below her, fingering her clit
once more, letting her mind fill with visions of him using her
roughly, manhandling her, fucking her like she was his bitch. When
she was aroused again she determinedly forced her lips down the
length of the cock, gurgling and gagging as it pushed into her
throat but sliding deeper regardless. Saliva poured over her lower
lip onto the floor but she forced herself down further, ignoring
the ache in her throat as she rubbed her clitoris and squeezed her
breast, and forced her lips all the way down to the base of the
dildo.

She drew back coughing violently gasping for
breath but with a sense of victory filling her. It could be done!
She just needed more practice! Well, she would get it. And the more
she did this the more her mind would accept it and the easier it
would get.

The next time she slept with a guy he was
going to be very impressed with her skills!

*

She was not the least bit surprised when her
father said he would be coming back late. Nor when her mother
called and said the same. They both often worked late. When she had
been younger, nannies had fed her more often than not, for her
parents were very busy people.

She was in the kitchen considering what she
should make for dinner and whether or not she should just order
from one of the many food companies and restaurants which supplied
them. Most likely she would do that, she thought as she gazed into
the fridge. She turned and saw movement through the large window
looking out into the yard and blinked in surprise.

For an instant, she thought it was him coming
back and her heart skipped a beat. But then she realized it was a
woman. It was a small woman, slim, but as she pulled off her wrap
and revealed herself in a bikini, a very buxom one.

She, at least, had brought a towel, which she
sat neatly on the back of one of the chaise loungers. Was this Mrs.
Hudson? Willow felt a sense of guilt and anxiety. But surely the
woman couldn’t possibly know or guess. And if she was a lawyer, she
was probably a bitch, so… So Willow had no reason to feel
shame.

It wasn’t her fault anyway. It wasn’t like
she had known. Or asked, she told herself.

The woman saw her and waved casually before
turning away towards the pool. Willow raised her hand in a return
gesture, then thought that she probably should go out to meet
her.

She didn’t really want to but it might look
odd if she didn’t. All she had to do was say hi and introduce
herself. That wouldn’t be difficult.

It wasn’t like she could know what Willow had
done with her husband unless she had watched or been told. The
hedges were high enough to prevent the former, and well she
couldn’t imagine why her husband would confess anything to her. He
certainly hadn’t seemed like the kind of man who would feel the
slightest regret about cheating on his wife or anyone else.

Reluctantly, she slid open the door. She was
wearing bright white shorts and an over-the-shoulder crop top which
hung loosely past her breasts. She blinked in the bright sun as she
walked casually across the patio and over onto the interlock stones
around the pool.

The woman was on the diving board. She had a
round, sweet face, with large brown eyes, and thick brown hair
which hung just past her shoulders. She dove into the water and
then, just like her husband had, swam to the shallow end. Unlike
him, she walked out then, climbing the stairs there and then coming
around to walk back towards the diving board. She reached up and
back behind her head, wringing some of the water out and
simultaneously pushing her already impressive breasts out against
the small cups of her pink bikini.

“Um, hi,” Willow said. “You must be
Emily.”

The woman was a good eight or nine inches
shorter than her, barely five feet tall. Her breasts weren’t that
big, Willow thought. It was just they were on such a small frame.
The woman’s petite size reassured her, as did the large, soft brown
eyes. That man had been a bastard to betray her! She seemed very
sweet.

“I’m Emily Hudson,” she said. “You must be
Willow Morgan.”

“Um, yes,” Willow said.

“Is adultery a normal course of action for
you, Miss Morgan?” the woman asked coolly.

Willow froze, her heart skipping a beat, her
jaw dropping as she stared down at the woman.

“I asked you a question,” the woman
demanded.

Willow’s face reddened, and she stammered out
a frantic and instinctive denial.

“No? You didn’t come like a whore while my
husband was fucking you? Four times, wasn’t it?”

He must’ve told her! Told her everything!
Why!?

“I- I’ll just.. be going,” she gulped.

“Fine, I’ll speak to your parents later.”

Willow froze, the thought of the woman
talking to her parents about this made her red-face turn pale. She
watched the woman climb onto the diving board and dive in again,
gripped by indecision and uncertainty. The woman climbed out and
walked back again.

“Are you going to continue to try to lie to
me?” she demanded.

“L-Look, I had no idea he was married!” she
blurted out.

“Did you ask?”

Willow closed her lips tightly.

“Just because you thought he was or might not
have been married was that an excuse to go out there and basically
beg him to fuck you like some kind of whore?”

“I didn’t!”

“You saw him naked and came outside in a tiny
bikini without any sunscreen just to hold a conversation? Because
it sounds to me like you saw my husband and decided you wanted to
wrap your long blonde legs around him without even knowing his name
or who he was. What kind of a slut are you?”

“I-I… It wasn’t like that!” she stuttered,
face reddening again.

Because, of course, it was exactly like
that.

“My husband and I, have something of an open
marriage. But a partner does not do something without the other
being aware of it, consenting, and getting something out of
it.”

She poked her finger against Willow’s chest
and glowered up at her.

“What you need to consider, is how you are
going to make it up to me.”

She went on to the diving board and jumped in
again while Willow stared at her in wild confusion and uncertainty.
What did she mean by that?!

The woman climbed out of the pool again,
wringing her hair out once more. This time she picked up the towel
and wrapped it around herself then pulled it up around her head to
soak up most of the water from her hair. She slipped the wrap on
and then threw the towel to Willow, who, surprised, caught it
instinctively.

“Come with me.”

Willow stared after her, and the woman turned
her head back. “Your parents are away this evening, and we can
settle a few things.”

She walked on and Willow helplessly followed,
not knowing what else to do. They walked out of the yard and then
around the hedges and onto the grass of the house next door. Her
pulse was racing and her mind was spinning with uncertainty and
indecision as she followed the woman along the hedge next to her
and then into her backyard.

A lot of work had been done here since the
last time Willow had seen it. It was a large pool, though there was
no water in it, and it was not shaped like a pool so much as an
oval pond of some kind, closely surrounded by rocks and brush and
bushes.

The woman led her in through the back door of
the house and Willow nervously followed, her anxious eyes flicking
around the room.

“I told you, my husband won’t be home
tonight. Were you looking for more cock?”

Willow flushed hotly and glared at the
woman.

“It’s not my fault that your husband isn’t
very faithful!”

The woman snorted in amusement.

“Come,” she said, walking up the hallway to
the stairs.

“Look, I… What am I doing here?” she asked as
she followed.

“I told you. We are going to settle a few
things and then have dinner.”

Willow had no desire to have dinner with the
woman, though she did want things settled. She followed the woman
up the stairs down the hall and into a large master bedroom.

“Toss the towel in the hamper there,” Hudson
said as she pulled off the wrap and tossed it onto the bed.

Willow saw the hamper at the entrance to a
walk-in closet and crossed the floor, throwing the towel in. When
she turned around the woman was naked and she gulped in surprise
and embarrassment.

“I understand you enjoyed sex with my
husband,” she said as she walked into a large ensuite bathroom.

She emerged with another towel, further
drying herself as she looked up at Willow.

“That’s hardly surprising, given his skills,
what an incredible looking man he is, and that you’re a
blonde.”

Willow flushed again. “Look, I’m sorry but --
.”

“Excuses?! You’re going to give me excuses
for why you acted like such a slut?!” the woman demanded.

Willow cringed, for there was really no
denying that she had acted like a slut. But she couldn’t really
explain why she had acted in such an uncharacteristic fashion, or
even prove how unusual that had been for her.

“I’m not a slut,” she exclaimed.

“You certainly acted like one yesterday.”

She walked up to her and Willow averted her
eyes from the woman’s nudity.

“Does the sight of a naked woman embarrass
you, Miss Morgan?” she asked in amusement.

“Of course not! I mean, I went to an
all-girls school and -- .”

“Oh yes, that supposed confession you made to
James, the implication you had had sex with other women. No doubt
that was designed to excite him.”

“It was not!” she cried.

“Prove it.”

Willow stared at her in confusion.

“The way that my husband and I equalize
things is that when he has sex with someone so do I. If you slept
with women before you can do it with me. Then we’ll be even.”

Willow wasn’t sure what she had expected but
it wasn’t this! She stared at the woman, dumbfounded.

“I… I... That’s ridiculous!”

“Am I ugly?”

“Of course not! But --,”

“I don’t have a nice body?”

“No! I mean yes! I mean... I’m straight!”

The woman looked at her and raised her
eyebrow.

“I mean… I mean… I might’ve slept with girls
at college bu… I don’t usually!”

“Do you usually throw yourself at every
married man who appears in your backyard?”

“I didn’t throw myself at him!” she
exclaimed.

“Would you agree that you own me
something?”

Willow hesitated. “Well… I mean… I
suppose.”

Willow was overwhelmed by the suddenness of
all of this and not quite sure how to respond. She felt guilty
about sleeping with the woman’s husband, and certainly felt slutty
and embarrassed about it, and couldn’t deny that she owed the woman
something. But sleeping with her!? The idea had come right out of
the blue!

But now, as she tried to explain to her why
she didn’t want to do that she found it difficult to rationalize
that decision herself. What would it be like to sleep with this
woman? Like her husband, she was older, more sophisticated, more
experienced. Doubtless she was better at it than the girls at
college. And the idea was at least somewhat intriguing. It would
also relieve some of her sense of guilt.

And there was no denying that the woman was
extremely attractive and had a gorgeous body. She was also somewhat
intimidating, much like her husband. Did he make a practice of
tying her up and spanking her? She longed to ask the woman.

“You think you deserve to be punished for
what you did?”

Willow gulped, opening her mouth and then
shutting it again uncertainly. She did, of course, what did the
woman mean by punishment? Was she talking about the sort of thing
her husband had in mind the other day? Willow felt a rush of heat
at the thought but also anxiety.

Letting a big, powerful, muscular man spank
her was at least kind of hot. But allowing this petite woman to do
so was, well, it didn’t have the same sense of the erotic.

“I mean, I suppose,” she said
uncertainly.

“Do you think that I can punish you and give
you an orgasm at the same time?” The woman asked, her voice
lowering into a kind of purr as she stepped forward.

Willow felt her pulse racing and her mind
churning with indecision and confusion. She didn’t know how to
respond properly. She didn’t want to act like a slut again, but on
the other hand she was becoming more excited at the possibilities,
and then on yet another hand she was wary of what the woman
intended, and also of what she might do or say if Willow
refused.

Mrs. Hudson stepped closer still, and her
hands rose to cup Willow’s cheeks and draw her face downward.
Willow felt a sense of déjà vu from the other day as the woman
kissed her, except of course that this one was shorter and not
taller than her.

Her hands did not rise to the woman’s chest
as she had with her husband but to her shoulders, again, like the
other day, instinctively pushing against her. And again, just as
the other day, doing so in a halfhearted, uncertain manner.

 





 


 


 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Sex with the girls at college had been calm
and gentle and warm. What could it hurt to see how much better Mrs.
Hudson was, she thought a little desperately?

Like her husband, she certainly knew how to
kiss well. I’m certainly learning to be a better kisser with
these two, Willow thought.

The woman’s hand slid downwards along
Willow’s shoulders, and then along her bare hips before sliding up
again. As they rose her fingers hooked beneath was loose crop top
and pulled it upwards above her breasts and then before she could
react yanked it up over her head and down along her arms as the
startled blonde pulled them back.

Willow’s face reddened and her breaths
quickened as she felt a familiar thrum of energy growing within
her. Still startled at how quickly Hudson had removed her top she
barely had time to think about a response before the woman was
yanking her shorts and thong down together. She yelped and grabbed
at them but Hudson laughed and pushed her back so that she half
fell onto the big bed.

She pulled Willow’s shorts and thong down her
legs and off, popping her sandals off at the same time. Willow
scrambled to her feet determined to regain some control of the
situation.

“Wait!” She exclaimed.

“For what?”

Willow didn’t have an answer ready and the
woman laughed, gripped her arm, and quickly turned her around. An
instant later her fingers were at the clip holding Willow’s bra
strap and it was released. The blonde girl grabbed at it as Hudson
laughed in amusement.

“You’re acting like a little virgin girl,”
she taunted.

Willow flushed with embarrassment and
scowled, letting the woman remove her bra.

Hudson was suddenly pressed against her and
Willow gasped at the feel of her warm, soft body and full breasts
against her own. She gripped Willow’s cheeks again and kissed her
more passionately than earlier and Willow felt a wild thrill of
excitement sweep over her as she returned it.

Why not, she thought.

Hudson pushed her back a little, and Willow
felt the thick high bedpost behind her, as her mind was caught by
the delicious sensation of Hudson’s full breasts pillowing out
against her own. The girls she’d slept with at college had both
been much smaller than herself so this was a new experience.

She gasped as Hudson gripped her hair and
pulled it backward, and her own hands instinctively rose up at the
sharp ache to grab the woman’s wrists. Hudson released her hair in
an instant and instead caught at her wrists, shoving them up above
her and pressing them back against the post as she rubbed her
breasts against Willow’s own and grinned at her.

“Don’t move,” she growled.

This was again so similar to what her husband
had done that Willow felt a jolt of excitement and instinctively
obeyed. She felt something hot ripple through her as the woman
rubbed her breasts firmly up along Willow’s body. But she was
looking upwards and Willow twisted her own head up to see a kind of
leather strap being wrapped around her wrists. She stared, her
chest tightening as the straps closed firmly.

“Now I can do anything I want to you, you
nasty little blonde slut,” Hudson said with a smirk as she pulled
Willow’s glasses off and tossed them on a chair.

Willow gulped, feeling a rush of anxiety but
the first thing the woman did was to cup her breasts and then lean
in to skillfully suck and lick at her erect nipples. Her hand
dropped down between Willow’s thighs and her fingers stroked up and
down along the line for sex.

“I’m going to make you scream, you blonde
slut.”

She dropped to her knees and shoved hard on
Willow’s thighs to force them apart then ran her tongue slowly up
and down along her sex before plunging it up inside her.

Willow moaned, her head rolling back as the
woman’s tongue found her clitoris and twirled expertly across it.
Her small fingers gripped her buttocks and her tongue lapped hard
and fast across her little button. Then her lips closed and sucked
in much the same way her husband had.

It had the same effect. Willow gasped, her
hips bucking forward as pleasure swept through her. The woman was
just as good at oral sex as her husband was, she thought. That
shouldn’t have surprised her, she thought dazedly, since she would
have required that of her mate.

A minute later she realized she had been
mistaken. Mrs. Hudson was quite a bit better than her husband.

Willow found it impossible to keep still. Her
body undulated, her hips grinding helplessly as she gulped in air
and heat rolled through her in waves.

The woman stood up, her eyes filled with
hunger.

“Of course, you have to be punished, you
nasty little blonde slut,” she purred.

She gripped her hips and spun her around to
face the post, then yanked back on them.

“My husband was quite descriptive of your
tight little teenage ass,” she said. “Push it out for me so I can
get a good view.”

A rush of dark energy, heat, and wariness
rolled through Willow’s mind as she obeyed, panting for breath as
the woman’s hands caressed her buttocks.

“Don’t move, slut.”

The word jolted her but she was getting used
to it. And she couldn’t really argue the woman’s right to use it.
She had slept with her husband after all.

Hudson’s left hand was caressing Willow’s
abdomen, her fingers sliding down to rub lightly against her
clitoris. Her right squeezed her buttocks, then she moved back a
few paces. She returned momentarily, resuming her position next to
the blonde. Her left hand slid down so that her fingers could rub
her clitoris while her right spread her buttocks, a finger probing
against her wrinkled back opening.

“Oh! What are you doing!” Willow gasped,
twisting her head around.

“Whatever I want. You’re all tied up and
helpless now. I can punish you anywhere I want to, you nasty blonde
slut.”

A part of her realized that the woman with
using that term repeatedly for effect, and not because she was
particularly upset. But it still jolted her every time she did. She
felt the woman’s finger pressing against her and then sliding
inside. It felt slick and slippery, as if there were some kind of
cream on it. It reminded her again of her husband using that
slippery sunscreen the other day.

The finger dipped in and out them something
harder and slicker pushed against her. Willow gasped, twisting her
head, trying to see what it was as Hudson pushed it in harder. She
felt herself being spread wider and wider.

“What is it!? What is that!?” she gasped.

“It’s merely a butt plug. You have a lovely
little bottom. It should be well used, but you need to get it ready
for visitors.”

What!? I-I don’t understand!? she gasped.

“What is there to not understand? Do you not
realize what a lovely little ass you have? Do you not realize that
men like to stick their big cocks up inside it? I know my husband
wants to.”

Whatever it was it stretched Willow painfully
and then suddenly narrowed to almost nothing. It felt as if it was
being sucked into her body, except that some part remained pressed
against the outside.

“Please, I -- !”

She gasped as she saw what the woman held in
her hand next. Hudson smiled at her as she showed her the big, very
realistic-looking dildo.

“I know you blonde sluts love big cocks,”
Hudson said.

She brought the thing down between Willow’s
thighs and the blonde girl felt it pressing against her. She moaned
in growing heat, but also anxiety and uncertainty and confusion.
She felt the thing pushing against her and spreading her open, and
then slowly sinking up into her body.

“Would you like to apologize for being a
filthy slut?” Hudson asked calmly.

Willow shuddered. “I… I’m sorry,” she
moaned.

“You’re sorry? What are you sorry for,
slut?”

“I - Oh!” she cried as the woman suddenly
thrust the dildo deep.

“What a tight little cunt you have, blonde
girl,” Hudson said.

She drew the dildo back and pushed it deeper
still and Willow squealed, forced onto the balls of your feet as
the head of the thing was forced deeper still.

“Oh! Oh! Please! That’s too deep!”

“Don’t be silly. I know how much cock you can
take, slut. You took every inch of my husband’s cock, after all.
And this isn’t even as long.”

In fact, the woman was able to force the
thing so deep that Willow felt the palm of her hand pressed against
her sex with the base of the dildo nestled just within her
body.

Hudson then did something with the base of
the thing and Willow felt the pressure on the plug thing in her
bottom as if they had been attached. A moment later the dildo
started to vibrate powerfully and she squealed and cried out in
alarm and surprise.

“Oh! Ah! Take it out! Oh!” she cried,
twisting and writhing.

The woman ignored her. In fact, she calmly
walked out of the room, leaving Willow alone.

The powerful vibrations were overwhelming her
nerve endings, and she ground her thighs together, gasping and
moaning in discomfort. But as her body adjusted the discomfort
faded and she began to feel something entirely different.

This was all so insane! So dark and nasty and
kinky and wicked! And this big cock thing inside her was starting
to drive her crazy! She pushed her hips forward, pressing herself
against the post she was tied to, gasping in growing hunger and
need as her body thrummed with energy

Hudson returned, scowling. “Didn’t I tell you
not to move, slut?”

She walked up to her and seized her hips,
jerking back as Willow gulped in air.

Willow rolled her eyes back at her and felt
another jolt of anxiety as she saw the strap in the woman’s hand.
It looked like a thin leather belt folded in half, and she felt a
sense of relief when the woman tossed it on the bed, but then
Hudson gathered her hair in and jerked her head back sharply.

As she opened her mouth to cry out woman
pushed something against it, forcing it through before Willow could
even try to resist. It was a ball of some sort, and it filled her
mouth, pressing her tongue down and preventing her from even fully
closing her jaw as Hudson drew a small strap behind her head and
buckled it in place.

“It’s a ball gag, in case you were wondering,
slut.”

She picked up the belt again and then stood
beside the trembling, moaning blonde girl.

“As I said, you have to be punished for your
adulterous behavior with my husband.”

Her left hand slid down Willow’s abdomen so
that her fingers could brush her swollen clitoris then she brought
the thin belt down across her buttocks with her other hand.

Willow gasped at the sting, but also moaned
in heat.

“Remember what I told you, slut. I can make
you come, even while I’m punishing you.”

The belt snapped down, again and again, each
time sending a stinging jolt of pain through her body.

“Nasty little slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Adulterous whore.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

 “You think you
spread your slut legs and fuck any man you want to without
shame?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Filthy blonde fuck toy.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Willow squirmed and moaned and gasped as the
stings multiplied and her bottom became sore and tender and hot.
Yet she continued to feel the delicious vibrations setting her body
to quivering and trembling. She was helplessly grinding her hips
against the woman’s fingers as her mind was flooded with more and
more liquid heat.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I’ll teach you to spread your legs for other
woman’s husband’s, slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The orgasm swept through her and Willow cried
out in dark, helpless pleasure, her head thrown back, her back
arching, her lower body twisting and bucking desperately as the
storm of ecstasy washed over. Her mind was swept away in the
torrent of sensation and she lost herself to the wonder and rapture
gripping her body.

Even as the belt snapped against her bottom
again and again she rolled her hips back at it, crying out in
animal hunger and passion as the climax clawed at her mind.

“That’s it slut. Come like a whore. Show me
what a sexual animal you are.”

The prolonged orgasm stunned Willow and left
her dazed and panting for breath, sagging against the post for
support as Hudson threw down the belt and reached up to undo the
strap binding her wrists above her.

She groaned as it came free and her arms fell
to her sides, but before she could do anything else Hudson drew her
wrist back behind her. The strap had been released from the post
and from one of her wrists but it was still around the other and
now Hudson quickly wrapped it tightly around both wrists to bind
them together behind her.

“I’m far from done with you, slut.”

She gripped Willow by the hair, forcing her
onto the bed, not that the dazed blonde resisted.

She had her sit back against the headboard
and raise her knees, her feet flat on the mattress and spread wide
apart. Then she found another strap, wide and soft, and wrapped it
around Willow's throat, drawing it up and back to the headboard
above her until the strap tightened.

Willow gasped, her eyes widening, arching
back with the pull of the strap. A moment later she felt Hudson’s
tongue at her clitoris and cried out at the rush of sensation. The
vibrator had made her nerve endings quiver violently. Now they were
hypersensitive and the woman’s warm, soft tongue swept across her
with soothing, delicious warmth.

Hunger and need rocketed upward within her
and she gurgled helplessly, her eyes rolling back as she sank
downwards, slumping in place, spreading her knees wider to give the
woman better access. That this tightened the strap around her
throat did not seem important even as she struggled to breathe.

Her face was already flushed but reddened
further as the woman licked and sucked hungrily. Then Hudson rose,
her eyes steely. She gripped the base of the vibrator, unlatching
it from the plug thing and drawing it out a few inches.

“Slut!” she growled as she thrust it
home.

Willow cried out in dazed pain and heat.

Hudson was gripping the base of the thing in
such a way that her thumb rubbed firmly across Willow’s clitoris
when she rammed the vibrator into her body. She drew it out again
then rammed it in hard.

“Whore!”

She began pumping the thing in and out harder
and faster, using longer strokes, but every thrust buried it in the
moaning blonde girl’s quivering belly and had her thumb rubbing
firmly across Willow’s swollen, burning clitoris.

Willow felt lightheaded, dazed, her eyes slit
and glassy with the heat enveloping her mind. Her knees jerked back
with every thrust as her head twisted and rolled.

Hudson moved around beside her, still pumping
the vibrator, still thrusting it in hard. She gripped Willow’s hair
and yanked it roughly, making her gurgle in pain.

“How angry am I, slut?” she purred into her
ear. “How mad am I that you fucked my husband? Perhaps I will fuck
you to death like this. Would you like that? Would you like that to
be your punishment, you blonde whore?”

Willow heard the words and understood them
after a fashion, and did feel a sense of fear, but the fear was
overwhelmed by the intensity of the pleasure and heat. It really
didn’t seem to matter that she couldn’t breathe. She didn’t even
bother to try to sit up to ease the tightness of the strap around
her throat. Her knees and feet jerked and flopped like a frog’s
legs, her back arched and her hips bucked frantically up at the
plunging vibrator.

“Filthy blonde fuck toy!” the woman growled.
“You belong to me now. I own you.”

Willow screamed again and again, almost
entirely soundlessly for she had no breath to scream with. The
pleasure was so powerful she couldn’t care less about anything
else, even dying. She wallowed in ecstasy, her body trembling and
shaking as her muscles spasmed uncontrollably.

Her feet slapped and kicked at the mattress
and her eyes bulged, her nipples burning, her head pounding as
ecstasy drowned her and she became more and more dazed from lack of
oxygen.

The strap abruptly loosened and she gulped in
air in deep, shuddering breaths only to cry them out again. The
orgasm slowly faded but left her shellshocked, stunned, and still
trembling and twitching.

Hudson dragged her back from the headboard so
she fell flat then rolled her onto her belly and brought the belt
down sharply against her bottom until she raised her hips high.

“Spread your legs, you blonde whore!”

Crack! Crack!

Willow cried out and dazedly obeyed.

“That’s it, raise that tight little ass high
in the air. So inviting.”

Hudson slipped off the bed momentarily as
Willow continued to gulp in air, her head still pounding, her chest
still rising and falling rapidly, her body still twitching with the
afterglow of that incredible orgasm.

But the vibrator was still jammed into her
body in this new, and yet familiar position, similar to the one
Hudson’s husband had put her in the other day That roused her
subconsciousness to further hunger. Mrs. Hudson climbed back into
the bed and Willow felt her fingers at the butt plug thing, then
felt it pulled free.

An instant later it was pushed back, but no,
this was different. It wasn’t as narrow at the tip, and wasn’t as
slick and hard. It also pushed deeper as she groaned weakly, her
eyes fluttering in confusion and uncertainty.

“Am I the first one who gets to fuck your
tight blonde ass?” Hudson asked. “I’m sure there will be many, many
more after me.”

The thing pushed into her bottom, then slid
deeper and deeper and began to pump in and out with strong,
measured strokes. Hudson’s hands slid over her hips and pushed down
along her waist and in beneath to roughly squeeze her breasts.

“Remember, slut, you belong to me now. I own
your body. I can do anything I want to you.”

It was the same weird stuff her husband had
said the other day. Willow didn’t really understand it then, and
she didn’t really understand it now. Nor did she really care. Her
mind was focused on the sensations of the thing pumping in and out
of her bottom, gasping and moaning as it pushed ever deeper.

It was obviously a dildo of some kind, and
yet Hudson wasn’t holding it for her hands were elsewhere. It took
Willow a few moments to puzzle out that she must be wearing
something like she had heard of, that she had seen on the
occasional porn video. It was a strap-on dildo. That meant Hudson
was fucking her like a man would! In the ass!

She moaned around the gag, a halfhearted
protest. And yet as the thing pumped in and out and as the vibrator
continued to purr she felt the dark heat settling around her mind
once more and her body began to thrum with sexual energy as the
pressure grew within her.

This was so sick and nasty and hot and wild!
Yet she did not fear damage to her reputation, did not fear her
friends or anyone she knew at school would find out. She didn’t
have to worry about any of that.

No, she only had to worry that maybe Hudson
was a psycho bitch who hated her for screwing her husband and might
kill her! She didn’t think that was the case, however. But it did
add an edgy quality to what was going on.

She gasped and moaned with every thrust as it
drove deeper and cramps began to roll through her abdomen. Then she
gurgled as Hudson gripped the strap still around her throat and
pulled back like a leash. Her eyes bulged momentarily, then heat
and lust and need grew within her and she lost all interest in
anything but the pleasure and the dark thrill of what was
happening.

A sexual fever settled around her mind. She
gasped and moaned and whimpered and cried out as the big cock
plunged into her body again and again. Hudson’s hips were striking
her buttocks now. And as the vibrator buzzed and her body shuddered
to the blows she gave herself to the fever with a sense of
acceptance and passion.

“Come for me again, whore!”

Crack! “You know you want to, you
blonde fuck toy!”

Crack!

“Slut!”

Crack!

Willow came again, twisting and writhing and
bucking back against the plunging dildo, crying out in pleasure and
heat as the orgasm swept down upon her and pummeled her mind.

Hudson pulled back and then shoved her hard
so she fell onto her side, then forced her leg back to turn her
onto her back. She undid the straps around her hips and pulled the
dildo harness off then crawled up over the panting, moaning girl
and undid the straps holding the ball in her mouth. She pulled it
free and then shifted herself up and forward until she was kneeling
to either side of her head.

“Now, slut, you’re going to please your
mistress with your tongue. And you had better do a good job.”

She settled lower and pressed her pussy down
against Willow’s mouth then ground it against her with a slow,
circular motion. She gripped the blonde hair and tugged on it, and
Willow moaned helplessly.

“Let’s see what you learned in this college
of yours, slut.”

Gasping, moaning, Willow began to lick.

She hadn’t learned as much in college as she
had just now, but put her newfound knowledge to work as she tongued
the woman’s clitoris.

Hudson wound long tendrils of blonde hair
around her fingers and tugged on them as she urged her on to
greater energy.

“You better make me come, you blonde whore,
or you’re going to be punished much more severely.”

Willow moaned and redoubled her efforts,
gasping and whimpering every time she felt the pull on her scalp.
She didn’t protest, though. The thought did not even occur to her.
The thought of disobeying this woman or refusing her never entered
her mind. She felt utterly dominated and completely at her mercy.
Because she was.

“That’s it, you foul slut, you adulterous
blonde whore.. Lick harder, bitch.

Willow did her best, the sting to her scalp
lending her energy as the woman ground her pussy down into her
mouth. At one point Hudson began to groan and moan in pleasure and
then jammed herself down harder and faster as she cursed Willow
with more emotion.

Willow thought that probably meant she had
come, especially since Hudson then pulled back and got off the bed.
She squealed in pain as a woman pulled her after her by the hair,
half tumbling onto the floor on her knees.
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Mrs. Hudson pulled her to her feet and then
shifted her grip to the strap, holding it up and forcing her to
stumble back towards the post where she had first been bound. The
woman drew the strap up there and pulled it tight so that Willow
gasped for breath.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy slut?”
Hudson demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Hudson,” Willow gasped.

Hudson picked up the small strap and then
brought it down across Willow's left breast.

The blonde girl squealed in pain and
alarm.

“You will address me as mistress, slut. Now
apologize for being a filthy slut.”

“I’m sorry for being… being a filthy slut,
Mistress!” she gasped.

Hudson brought the belt down across her other
breast and she squealed at the sharp sting.

“Apologize for being an adulterous
whore.”

“I’m sorry for being an adulterous whore,
Mistress!” Willow gasped, struggling to breathe.

Hudson swung the little strap down to strike
her breast again and Willow winced and yelped.

“Apologize for being a fuck hungry little
blonde bitch,” the woman growled.

“I’m sorry for being a.. for being a… a fuck
hungry little blonde bitch, Mistress!” she moaned.

Again the strap snapped down across her
breast, and Willow winced in pain.

“Are you willing to make it up to me,
whore?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

Her head was pounding and she was becoming
lightheaded again. She rose on the balls of her feet to ease the
tightness of the strap, gasping for breath.

Hudson moved in closer, her hand dropping
between Willow's thighs, her fingers stroking Willow’s clitoris
with a skill that made her moan in pleasure.

“Tell me I own you. Tell me I own your body,
bitch.”

There was that wild, outrageous, dark, and
wicked suggestion again.

“Say it, you miserable little cunt.”

“I-I… Ohhh! Oh, God!” she moaned as Hudson
forced three fingers up inside her.

“Say it, whore!”

A fourth finger slowly pushed into her body,
and despite how petite the woman was, Willow moaned as she was
stretched wide. Hudson gripped the strap and pulled, tightening it
around her throat again and Willow struggled to breathe.

“Say it, bitch!”

“You… You own me, Mistress!” she gasped in a
ragged, gravelly voice. “My body belongs to you!”

Hudson released her grip on the strap and
Willow gulped in air as the woman sank down between her legs. Her
fingers twisted slowly from side to side and then pushed deeper as
her tongue began to lap at Willow’s hypersensitive clitoris.

She moaned and shuddered, overwhelmed with
everything which had happened, with the dark, and wild, and wicked
events of the morning and how her body had responded. Passion and
heat poured through her body as Hudson sucked and licked at her,
and stretched her wider and wider.

Her head rolled back, her back arching
repeatedly as the pleasure became a fever once again. She ached
down below and dazedly dropped her chin, staring through glazed
eyes, watching in numbed wonder as Hudson’s hand disappeared inside
her. She stared in confusion and disbelief as she saw the woman’s
wrists sliding forward, gripped by the taut lips of her sex.

Then her head fell back against the post and
she gurgled in wonder as she felt that hand twisting and turning
inside her. She could feel each individual finger as it pressed
against the tight, elastic walls of her sex, and then drew slowly
back and in against the woman’s palm to form a hard little fist
inside her.

The orgasm had her dancing on the balls of
her feet, banging her head back against the post, her back arching
and hips bucking violently as Hudson slowly began to move the fist
in and out. The woman sucked rhythmically on her clitoris and
licked hard and fast to drive her into a second orgasm and then a
third...

All the while her small fist move up and
down, faster and faster as Willow screamed in animal passion and
wonder.

*

Willow was in too much of a daze to care what
the woman did to after that. Her wrists were unstrapped and then
strapped together again with harder straps. Some kind of belt was
placed around her throat. She felt straps around her biceps, and
then felt them drawn in towards each other by something. She heard
the clinking of some kind of chain and then felt hard leather
around her ankles.

When Hudson had finished with her she drew
her around by the hair to see herself in the big dresser
mirror.

She had a thick black studded leather collar
around her throat from which dangled a stainless steel O-ring. That
complemented the ball gag in her mouth again. The lips of her sex
were spread wide around the base of a dildo or vibrator which had
been stuffed up inside her, perhaps the final half-inch visible
there. She also had the butt plug back inside her, and a tiny chain
between the two kept the dildo in place.

When Hudson turned her to the side she could
see similar studded leather bracelets of some kind around her upper
arms as well as her wrists. A thin chain fell from the back of the
collar to just above her buttocks. Another chain was linked to it
and to the two restraints around her upper arms. Her wrists were
also linked to the bottom of the chain.

Despite all she had gone through, Willow
stared at herself in awe and disbelief. She had sort of known what
this was all about, the kind of kink that both the Hudsons were
obviously into. She had seen the occasional picture on the internet
of girls that looked something like this. She had certainly never
expected to be one of them.

She couldn’t say she really understood it
even now. It was deeply erotic looking, though. She was impressed
with how hot she looked. The petite woman clipped a leash to the
O-ring and then tugged on it, leading her from the room. Willow was
gripped by awe and a sense of wide-eyed amazement as she
followed.

Hudson led her down the hall and then down
the stairs, through the house, and into a luxuriously decorated
dining room.

“I did say we would be having something to
eat together, did I not, slut?”

She gripped her by hair and arm and forced
her down to her knees next to the table.

“Sit on your heels, and spread your knees
wide.”

She released her and stepped back, staring
down at her for a moment.

“Shoulders back, head up. If you move you
will be punished.”

She left the room then, and Willow tried to
get a grip on what had happened, what was happening. Those
incredible explosive releases of pleasure and passion had been even
more intense than she had felt the other day. This was sex like she
had never imagined it, pleasure and passion like she had not known
existed.

She didn’t understand it, but there was no
denying it. This bondage stuff gave her a strange, dark, heady
thrill. Even after those incredible orgasms she still felt a
simmering heat gripping her body and mind. And those nasty things
Hudson said to her, they were so sick and outrageous! Yet they did
something twisty to her mind which sent floods of breathless
excitement through her body.

Hudson returned, fully dressed now in dark
black shoes and a short black dress with pearls around her neck.
That she was dressed up made Willow feel even more naked as she
knelt there, even more helpless and lower and insignificant.

Hudson removed the ball gag and looked down
at her.

“There really is only one thing to do with a
filthy blonde slut like you,” she said. “Do you know what that
is?”

“No, uhm, Mistress!” Willow gulped
anxiously.

Again, she was fairly certain the woman’s
attitude and words were part of a sort of role she was playing with
this kinky game of hers and her husband’s. It felt dark and
sinister and edgy and thrilling.

“It is clear that the only purpose in life
you could possibly serve is as a sex slave. So you will be our sex
slave from here on in. Our bitch, our slut, our fuck toy, our
possession to do with as we choose. Do you understand me, slave
girl?”

The words were said with such determination
that they took Willow’s breath away momentarily. She felt a sense
of alarm and anxiety. But then she realized that no one could be
this crazy. The woman was simply pretending, and she felt a dark
rush of sexual energy which made her body tremble.

This was so sick and weird and hot!

“Answer me, whore!”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gulped.

“You are now a sex slave. Say it. Tell me
you’re my sex slave.”

“I-I’m your sex slave, Mistress,” she said in
a trembling voice.

“A sex slave is practically an animal, of
course. It does not have the same rights as a human being. It is
more like a pet, owned, a possession. Your body now belongs to me
and my husband. You will do as you are told instantly and without
hesitation or be punished. We will use your body any way we desire,
and perhaps even loan it to our friends.”

Willow felt her pulse racing at the words.
They were even more outrageous! They were even darker and more
deliciously thrilling in how wicked and nasty and impossible they
were.

“You, of course, have no say in anything. We
will decide what you eat, when you eat, or if you eat. We will give
you pleasure or pain as we choose. You have no dignity or pride or
privacy from us. Any more than a dog would have with its master or
mistress. Tell me again that you are my sex slave, slut.”

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress!” Willow
gulped.

The doorbell rang and she gasped and half
started to her feet.

“Did I tell you could move!?” Hudson
snapped.

“N-No, Mistress!”

“Stay in here and do not move, slut.”

Hudson left the room while Willow knelt there
anxiously, wondering if she would bring somebody in to see her like
this. The things Hudson had said were outrageous and wild and
shocking, but clearly the woman couldn’t believe them. They were
meant for effect. And they certainly had an effect on Willow.

She looked around nervously, realizing again
with a sense of both wariness and excitement how helpless she was.
Hudson could do anything she wanted to her. She could even bring in
men to… to ravish her senseless! If she didn’t mind breaking the
law.

And, Willow realized, even if she did that
there was no way Willow was going to call anyone to complain. There
was no way she was going to want anyone to know about what she had
done today or how she had responded to the woman. Nor even what she
had done with her husband.

Hudson returned, alone, carrying the kind of
boxes that you got from a food delivery service.

Willow could smell something spicy as Hudson
put them down on the table and then left the room to return with
plates and utensils.

She licked her lips and wondered how she was
going to sit with the dildo protruding from her sex. Could it go
deeper? It hadn’t seemed like it.

Hudson sat down and then began to eat. She
ignored Willow for a minute, then turned to look at her as she
chewed whatever it is she was eating.

“I wonder what I should name you,” she said.
“Maybe Fifi, or Trixie.”

She took another bite of some kind of meat
and chewed it slowly as she regarded the blonde girl.

“How about Bambi? I think that’s a good name
for you. From now on, your name is Bambi.”

She reached down to Willow and stroked her
head as if she were a dog other pet.

“Tell me your name, slut.”

“Uhm, Bambi, Mistress.”

Hudson slapped her cheek and Wilow gasped in
startled pain.

“No hesitation, slut!” she growled.

Her eyes glowered.

“What is your name, slut?” she growled.

“My name is Bambi, Mistress!” Willow
exclaimed.

“Good slave girl.”

She patted her head again.

She cut a piece of whatever meat it was she
was eating and then held it between two fingers and lowered them to
Willow’s mouth.

“Open your mouth, Bambi.”

This is so fucking weird! Willow
marveled. She opened her mouth though and Hudson slipped the meat
into it. Willow chewed and swallowed, pleased by the taste.

“We’ll have to see to it that you are fed
well. Slave girls use up a lot of energy, after all. All that
fucking and orgasms.”

She fed her another piece and Willow took it
from her fingers and chewed.

“Of course that’s nothing new to you, being
blonde. I suppose you fuck hundreds of men every year. Don’t
you?”

The scowl she gave Willow told her she had
better not deny it.

“Yes, Mistress,” she gulped.

“That’s because you love cock, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Let me hear you say it. Tell me you love
cock.”

“I love cock, Mistress!” Willow
exclaimed.

The words were darkly exciting, especially
saying them to another person!

“We’ll have to see to it you get gang banged
a few times. I’m sure you’ll enjoy that.”

Willow felt her eyes widen.

“Of course, I’m sure you’ve already had sex
with many men at the same time previously. Three? Five? Ten? And
those dogs. You do love to fuck dogs, isn’t that right, Bambi?”

Holy fuck! Willow thought. This
woman is sick!

Suddenly what she had thought was a dildo
began to vibrate and she gasped and dropped her eyes down between
her legs. She jerked her legs together until Hudson ordered her to
spread her legs again. She did so, gasping and moaning and fighting
to keep from twisting and writhing in place.

“We’ll have to see if we can get a couple of
big dogs to mount and ride you every day the way you deserve to be
ridden, like a slutty little bitch in heat,” Hudson said
casually.

Hudson popped another piece of meat into
Willow’s open mouth. “Eat that down like a good little bitch,” she
said.

Willow chewed and swallowed, though her knees
kept flinching as she kept instinctively trying to close her
legs.

Her breathing grew more ragged as she fought
to maintain her position. And then Hudson got up and walked out of
the room briefly, returning with what looked like a small silver
chain. As she sat down again, Willow realized it was a Y-shaped
chain, with two small rubber-covered alligator clips on the shorter
arms.

She watched as Hudson drew them in against
her breasts, centered her nipples between the jaws, and then let
them close. She squealed in pain as her nipples were pinched
sharply, but Hudson took the long chain attached to the two shorter
ones and tugged on it, holding her in place as if it were a
leash.

“You have to learn to be still when you are
ordered to be still, slave girl. You must always obey your
mistress. Otherwise, you will be deservedly punished.”

She fed her another piece of meat, this time
pulling on the chain to force her forward and make her back arch
first.

“Open your mouth, Bambi. Open wide.”

Moaning, Willow obeyed and the woman tossed
the piece of meat into her open mouth. Meanwhile, the vibrator
buzzed away inside her and her mind and body continued to squirm
and tremble.

“Tell me you’re a sexual animal, Bambi,”
Hudson ordered.

“I’m a sexual animal, Mistress,” Willow
moaned helplessly.

“Would you like me to fist fuck you again,
Bambi?”

Willow gasped at the words. That fist inside
her had hurt! And it had frightened her, and still made her anxious
that the woman might have damaged something inside her. But the
intensity of the orgasm she had experienced had stunned her. She
was anxious not to feel that pain again but if that was what would
bring that level of pleasure once more she knew she couldn’t
possibly say no.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered.

“You’re such a whore,” Hudson said with a
laugh. “I will have to introduce you to some of my friends and see
how they enjoy your sluttishness.”

Willow didn’t really care at that moment. The
vibrator had her mind so flustered with heat and need that she
would have agreed to almost anything.

Hudson threw the other piece at her mouth but
it bounced off her cheek and onto the floor.

“Well? Lick it up, slut!”

She plucked the clips off Willow’s nipples
and then shoved her so she fell onto her side on the floor. Willow
gasped aloud, her nipples still throbbing even as the sharpness of
the pain faded. The piece of meat was right next to her face so she
dazedly arched her neck and licked it off the floor.

“That’s a good bitch,” Hudson said.

She threw another piece onto the floor, not
even pretending to try and get it into Willow’s mouth, and the
moaning, gasping girl wriggled forward a little and licked it off
the floor. She was well aware of how degrading this was but simply
didn’t care. Some part of her mind was wallowing in this game of
dark sexual submission, and the more outrageous and degrading
things got the more deliciously kinky and exciting she felt.

Hudson put the plates away and then removed
the chains from the leather bands around her wrists and biceps,
freeing her arms. But then she picked up the leash attached to the
collar and jerked sharply so the blonde girl fell forward onto all
fours.

“You’re going to crawl on all fours like an
animal,” Hudson said to her. “Like a bitch in heat.”

She tugged on the leash and Willow crawled
after her out the door. She led her up the hall and then halted.
“Put your chin on the floor and stretch your arms out in front of
you. Keep your bottom high and spread your legs. That’s right. You
know this position. This is the perfect position for a horny little
blonde slut like you to be mounted and ridden.”

She put her foot down on the back of Willow’s
neck.

“Now roll your bottom around as if there was
a really great looking German Shepherd behind you. You want to
interest him in mounting you. Roll that little bubble butt around,
Bambi. I’m sure he’s got a big cock and he’s going to climb up on
top of you and ram it into your hot little pussy.

Hudson laughed and then yanked on the leash
to force her back onto all fours before leading her into the front
room. There Hudson made her drop face down once more, raise her
bottom, and roll it around at the imaginary dogs behind her. The
vibrator was driving her out of her mind and every dark, perverted
suggestion only added oil to the fires raging within her.

“Let me hear you bark, bitch dog,” she
ordered.

She had picked up a thin leather switch and
snapped it down across Willow’s buttocks with a sharp, stinging
blow so that the blonde girl yelped in pain.

“Bark!”

“Whoof! Whoof!” Willow gasped.

“Roll your little ass around at that German
Shepherd! You want him to mount you and pound you with his big
cock. Bark, slut!”

“Whoof! Whoof!” Willow gasped, rolling her
hips around frantically.

When Hudson donned the strap-on dildo again
and dropped behind her it was all Willow could do to prevent
herself from crying out loud in pleasure.

The woman pulled the vibrator free and then
thrust the big cock home and started pounding away at her
immediately. It was a rough, savage ride, with her yanking on
Willow’s hair as she cursed her and used the big cock like a
weapon.

It ached, but Willow didn’t care. The heat
was seething within her, and she dug her nails into the rug as her
eyes closed and heat poured through her mind.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!” she
sobbed to herself with every hard, deep thrust.

Yet another orgasm exploded within her and
she cried out loud, her voice rising in a loud, animal wail of
pleasure and passion and release as she rammed herself back against
the big dildo churning within her. Her voice cracked and broke
along with her mind as she rutted back frantically, impaling
herself on the big dildo again and again, drowning in pleasure and
passion.
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“What did you get up to this evening?” her
mother asked.

“This and that,” Willow replied. “Started a
new experiment in artificial… intelligence.”

“That’s nice, dear.”

Her mother didn’t really understand computers
any more than was necessary to use them. Nor wanted to.

“Are you getting a cold? Your voice sounds a
little raspy?”

That had probably come from her screaming,
Willow thought. Or maybe from that bitch Hudson half-strangling her
several times!

“I’m fine.”

She was wearing nothing but her short baby
blue silk nightie. Her nipples were still sore, and her pussy ached
more than a little, too. Hudson had been very rough when she had
used the dildos and vibrator on her. And though Willow resented it
and her, there had been something so dark and animalistic about it
that it had driven her nearly out of her mind with heat and
passion.

She had never imagined the kind of wild,
carnal sex she had experienced now from both Hudsons. And it left
her questioning her worldview, not to mention her image of herself.
She had always been more than a little arrogant.

She had felt quietly superior to most girls
who she considered frippery and silly and emotional. She had a lot
of confidence in herself and her abilities, especially her
intelligence and cool, calm logic. That had all been shattered by
the Hudsons and their dark, kinky games. Some other side of herself
had been revealed, someone who seemed to revel in outrageous,
thrilling, and strangely, masochistic sex.

She wasn’t sure masochism was the right term,
but there was no denying that the nastier Hudson had treated her
and the more degraded she was the hotter she felt. There was
something about being out of control, about being overwhelmed and
completely under the control of someone else which freed her mind
of all but instinctive desires and pleasure.

It was certainly true that when she was tied
up helpless, especially if she was gagged, there was nothing for
her to do but concentrate on what was being done to her. She didn’t
have to make any decisions, didn’t have to worry about what to say
or how to respond, didn’t have to consider moving her body in kind
or flattering or discussing anything with her partner. And given it
was Hudson she also didn’t have to care if she did something which
might harm her reputation.

She didn’t have much understanding of what
the woman actually believed in. A sane person wouldn’t believe in
much of what she’d said. She could certainly understand her
considering Willow to be a whore. After all, she pretty much acted
like one with her husband, and then with her. But all that nonsense
about her belonging to Hudson or being a sex slave, much less her
wanting to be gang-banged or have sex with dogs, was surely just
thrown in to get a response from her.

Not to mention all those nasty, insulting,
and degrading words she had used and required Willow to parrot back
at her. Mr. Hudson had done some of the same stuff, so obviously
they had practiced this on others. Or maybe on each other for all
she knew.

And she didn’t think it was just to insult
her. No, those words had a purpose. Making her say them had a
purpose. They were supposed to turn her on, clearly. And they did.
What she didn’t understand was why. Unless she really was some kind
of masochist. Only, instead of pain she wanted, what, to be
degraded, insulted, abused verbally?

Maybe she should include psychology courses
in the electives she selected for school.

She took her juice and went back up to her
room, stripping immediately. She reached up and cupped her breasts,
and let her fingers and thumbs lightly brush her still sore
nipples. They throbbed and ached, and yet oddly that sent a dark
little thrill of pleasure through her.

She placed the juice down on the table then
climbed into bed and pulled over her laptop to skim through some of
the things she was considering buying. The site she was on sold sex
toys of various kinds including a variety of restraints, gags,
harnesses, and other fetish-type clothing.

Much of it seemed kind of silly to her. The
thigh-high boots with the stiletto heels were intriguing, though.
She bought a pair, along with a couple of dildos, several
vibrators, and a couple of gags.

Her interest in sex had been enormously
expanded, and her orgasms were far more intense than they had been.
But they had always been rather powerful and keeping from making
any sounds which might be heard out in the hall had always been
something she’d worried about. She simply hadn’t thought about gags
before.

She lay back on her back and ran her hands
lightly across her body. She had been neglecting that aspect of her
life, she thought. Oh, she exercised well and was proud of her
body, of how fit it was and, though she rarely admitted it, how
well it met with society’s approval for what a good-looking,
attractive girl ought to be shaped like. But she’d always preferred
to focus on her intellect before.

Now she felt the delicious sense of pride and
pleasure as she let her fingers glide across her soft, warm skin
and noted the lush contours of her breasts and the firmness of her
belly leading down to the smooth, tight line of her sex.

She’d always known that she had the kind of
body others either sought after or envied, but had certainly never
thought of herself as any kind of sexual sophisticate. She hadn’t
really considered how attractive she might be to people who were
not just salivating boys overcome by hormones but mature,
intelligent adults.

Whatever the Hudsons might say in the way of
insults, it’d been very clear from the start that they thought she
was hot and sexy and wanted her body. Everything else they did and
said was in pursuit of being able to play whatever kinky games with
her they thought she would let them get away with.

Sex slave! That was a dark and kinky
fantasy. And certainly realistic when she was wearing a collar and
restraints. And put her into the role of a sexual creature, a
sexual animal as Mrs. Hudson had suggested. And that let her shed
her inhibitions and not worry about her pride. But she never would
have allowed any of that or tried any of that with anyone she
knew.

She didn’t think she would take it very well
from guys or women her own age, either. Taking orders from an older
couple seemed more acceptable, somehow. Normal. She had always
deferred to older people, after all, be they relatives, her
parents, teachers, coaches, tutors, or whomever.

There were limits, of course, but she had not
yet found them. She would have to be careful about that, and about
her natural habit of letting older people tell her what to do. She
still didn’t know the Hudsons that well, and didn’t trust them,
particularly Mrs. Hudson, not to do something which might cause
damage to her reputation, or even her body.

She spread her legs wider and let her finger
brush lightly up and down along the line for sex. There was
something deeply enthralling about having someone thrust something
so large inside her, whether it be Hudson and his cock, Mrs. Hudson
and her dildos, or even her fist. Was it instinctive? She wasn’t
sure.

But it certainly had thrilled her. And as
much as she found it an interesting intellectual challenge, solving
a software issue did not thrill her. And certainly never gave her
an orgasm.

*

She was not surprised when Mr. Hudson
appeared in her yard the next morning. In fact, she was excited and
filled with a rush of anticipation, though also with a degree of
wariness. She wondered how much his wife had told him and what he
would think of Willow having sex with her.

She really should try and get to know these
people on some level higher than just sex, though. But then again,
the fact she barely knew them was part of what made this so
outrageous and hot and edgy. And honestly, what did she have in
common with a married couple more than a dozen years older than
her? Other than sex.

This time, Hudson came right up to the back
door and disappeared. For a moment, Willow wondered if he was
waiting for her to answer, and quickly stood up and went to the
door of her bedroom. But she could already hear noises downstairs
and she gasped, partly in alarm and indecision as she realized that
he had simply walked into the house. Her father must have left the
door unlocked.

Sure enough, she saw him walking up the
stairs and felt a dark thrill of heat mixed with anxiety as he
looked at her.

“I let myself in. Since you are apparently a
sex slave now, I feel entitled to have access to your body at any
time. Take off your clothes.”

Again, he said it with such breathtaking
certainty, such casualness, as if it was self-evident, that she
almost wanted to shake her head in disbelief. But on the other
hand, it was reassuring. He was clearly an intelligent and stable
individual. He couldn’t possibly believe this for a second. So it
was simply an act, one of those role-playing sex games old people
played.

That didn’t make it any less outrageous or
darkly thrilling.

She felt a flush spreading down her face and
neck as she undressed before him. He looked around himself calmly,
then back at her, watching as she stripped off her underwear to
stand up slightly trembling, and naked.

His big hand suddenly shot forward and
grabbed her by the throat, pushing her back against the wall.

Willow squeaked in alarm and grabbed at his
wrist but he didn’t tighten it very far.

“A slave girl accepts whatever her master and
mistress do,” he said calmly. “She does not struggle or resist,
knowing that whatever her master and mistress desire must be for
the best. Now put your hands back against the wall next to your
head.

Gulping in air, heart pounding, Willow
obeyed. It wasn’t like she could do anything to his powerful hand
anyway. She gasped as he tightened his grip so that she had to
struggle to breathe.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave,” he ordered.

“I-I’m a… a sex slave, Sir,” she gasped.

His hand drew her forward then thrust her
back hard so that she winced as her body struck the wall.

“Call me master. That’s what sex slaves call
those above them. Now try again. Tell me you’re a sex slave.”

“I’m a sex slave, master!” she gasped,
filling a rush of dark heat.

“Tell me you’re a blonde fuck toy.”

“I’m a blonde fuck toy, Master!” she said in
a wondering, excited voice.

“Will you obey your master, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

His other hand thrust between her thighs and
she cried out in startled heat as his fingers instantly began to
caress her already swollen lips. A finger push between them and
began to wriggle upwards into her body, and Willow realize she was
already wet. She shuddered as his thumb stroked skillfully against
her clitoris.

His mouth came down on hers and she moaned as
his lips crushed her, hot, moist, demanding her submission. She let
her lips spread, giving herself to him, surrendering as her pulse
raced and her hips began to grind helplessly against his
fingers.

He tightened his grip around her throat and
she gurgled weakly. Her mouth was still open even as he drew his
head back, trying to gulp in air but failing.

“Let us see how obedient you are, slave girl.
Do not move.”

They stood there together like that, his
fingers stroking, pumping down between her trembling thighs, his
hand locked firmly around her throat as her face reddened. Willow
felt her head pounding, her chest burning. Still, she remained
unmoving, the knuckles of her fingers pressed against the wall
beside her head.

She felt increasingly lightheaded, her lips
opening and closing like a fish out of water. Black dots danced
before her eyes, and then as she began to feel her vision blur. She
fell to her knees, her glasses spilling off her nose and falling to
the floor. Hudson dropped down with her. He drew his hand back and
she gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air last.

“Good slave girl,” he said, petting her, his
hand caressing her hair. “Good bitch.”

He gathered her hair up and picked up her
glasses, then placed them on the dresser just inside her doorway
before turning and pulling firmly on her hair.

Willow was still dazed, still gasping for
breath and she yelped in pain as he pulled at her scalp. She fell
forward onto her hands and knees, then began crawling awkwardly
down the hall as he pulled her along at his side. . She didn’t know
where he was going but crawled after him because she had little
choice.

He quickly found the master bedroom and went
inside, pulling her after him. He led her over to the bed, then
with a sharp pull which made her cry out in pain, she scrambled up
into her parents' bed.

He let go of her hair and drew her arms back
behind her back then pulled a soft rope from a pocket and quickly
bound it firmly around her arms just above the elbows. He drew the
loop in tighter and tighter, forcing her arms back, her shoulders
aching until she cried out in pain.

“Oh! Oh, please!” She cried.

Crack! His hand snapped down across
her bottom sharply.

“That’s please master, slave girl,” he
growled.

He roughly rolled her onto her side.
“Remember, you’re a slave girl, a sex slave, a sexual animal. Your
purpose in life is for your body to give sexual pleasure to others.
Let me hear you tell me that you’re a slutty little animal.”

“I’m a-a… a slutty little animal, master,”
she panted breathlessly.

He yanked his trousers down and his cock
sprang up hard and red and hungry before her eyes. In an instant,
his big hand had pulled her head up and forward and he jammed
himself into her open mouth.

Willow moaned dazedly, her lips wrapped
around the thick cock as it slid across her tongue. She
instinctively began to suck and lick then gurgled and almost threw
up as the head of his cock pushed deep into her throat. Her body
instinctively struggled, writhing and twisting on the bed as he
remorselessly pulled her face forward and up into his groin,
burying his cock in her mouth and throat.

Hudson raised his right foot and brought it
down on her upper leg, pinning her in place as he began to pump
slowly in and out of her mouth and throat.

“I’m doing this here because every time I
meet your father I want to be able to know that I fucked his whore
daughter right in his own bed,” he said.

He pulled out and Willow sucked in deep,
desperate breaths of air as he roughly flung her back onto her back
on the bed, grabbed her leg, and yanked her around. An instant
later he was on his knees, her legs spread almost painfully wide as
his tongue attacked her sex.

She didn’t care about anything but drawing
breath, at least for a long minute. When she finally sated her
desperate desire for oxygen she became aware of just how powerful
the sensations were that were flooding up through her already
overheated body. She whimpered and moaned helplessly, her eyes
closing and back arching as his fingers pushed into her and his
tongue licked expertly across her burning, throbbing little
button.

He stood up and flipped her over just as
roughly, gripping her hips and yanking them into the air before
slapping her bottom stingingly.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

He entered her with little hesitation, and
Willow cried out as his thick cock stretched the lips of her sex
and drove deep into her tight, slick sheath. A moment later he had
dropped his heavy body down atop her, as before, his arm slipping
in under her neck to catch her throat in the crook of his elbow.
His other hand began to fondle her breasts as his cock moved in and
out with hard, deep strokes.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he growled into
her ear.

“I-I’m your bitch, master!” she gasped, her
voice ragged.

“Tell me you’re my whore.”

“I’m your whore, master!”

“Tell me you’re my fuck toy.”

“I’m your fuck toy, master!”

His cock was thrusting into her like a warm,
soft spear, his hips working powerfully as he rammed himself
against her and into her trembling, wriggling body.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

His right hand slid down and his finger found
her clitoris, causing Willow to cry out at the surge of
sensation.

“Please fuck me, master!” she cried.

“Beg me to use your whore body.”

“Please use my whore body, master!”

The words were scalding. It was bad enough he
was saying it, but repeating them back to him did something dark
and wicked and thrilling to her mind. The continuous hard pounding
of his hips against her upraised buttocks and his cock impaling
her, again and again was sending rippling floods of sensation up
through her already overloaded nervous system.

“Again, whore!”

“Please use my whore body, master!” she
croaked, finding it increasingly difficult to breathe as his arm
tightened around her throat.

Then the orgasm exploded with tremendous
force and she screamed all the air remaining out of her lungs as
convulsions wracked her body. She shook violently, gurgling and
gasping in ecstasy as every nerve ending in her body seemed to
flare and her muscle spasmed uncontrollably.

“You fuck-hungry little slut,” he growled.
“We’ll have to feed you more cock.”

He rode her through the orgasm then pulled
free and rose up, releasing her to gulp in dazed breaths of air.
Not for long, however, for he roughly rolled her onto her back and
dragged her by the hair until her head hung over the edge of the
bed. His cock pushed into her open mouth and straight down her
throat. Then he began to thrust in and out in hard, deep
strokes.

Willow stared out of glazed eyes, her mind
overwhelmed, her body stunned by the eruption of pleasure, unable
to move except to tremble and twitch as his cock slid in and out of
her open mouth and up and down her throat.

He yanked her up by the hair just as roughly,
turning her around, dropping her head back, lifting her legs up
onto his shoulders. And this time his slick cock pressed against
her round little back opening.

“I can’t believe my wife got to fuck your
beautiful little ass before I did,” he said.

She felt as if every muscle in her body had
sunk into an exhausted slumber and so Hudson was able to drive his
big cock deep into her ass with hardly any resistance, at first. He
shifted his grip to her legs, pushing them back against her chest,
then straightening them out as his hand slid past her knees and
down to her ankles to jam them back over her shoulders.

“You are the sexiest little fuck toy I think
I’ve ever buried my cock in,” he growled.

Willow gasped and moaned as he forced her
ankles back against her ears and then behind her head, leaning in
over, his cock plunging down into her aching belly again and
again.

“This is the way a slutty little blonde fuck
toy should be taken,” he growled, “Hard and fast, teaching her
justwhat her purpose in life is.”

His fingers pushed into her sex, pumping in
and out, his thumbs stroking across her clitoris even as his cock
buried itself repeatedly in her tight bottom.

“Sex slave!” he taunted. “Tell me you’re a
sex slave. Say it!”

“I’m a sex slave, master! Oh! Ohmygod! Oh!
Ungh! Oh!” she gasped.

It was like being ravaged by some wild man,
and it was all happening so fast that she had no time to catch up
to anything, no time to stabilize her mind or get a grip on
herself. She had been overwhelmed from the start, lost and helpless
as he used her so roughly. And yet the dark, animal passion burned
within her, melting away all other cares and concerns as she
wallowed in the heat.

Another orgasm rose up within her and her
mind collapsed under the strain.
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Mr. Hudson had her put on her shortest skirt
and then rolled it up at the waist until the hem barely covered her
buttocks. He found her thinnest silk shirt and had her tie it
together beneath her breasts with no bra and no buttons closed.
Then he led her outside and around the edge of the hedge and into
his backyard.

Much progress had been made since the other
day. It was now starting to resemble the paradise that she knew
they intended. But she was led indoors and into the living room
where Mrs. Hudson waited.

“Well that took you long enough,” the woman
said.

“I told her you wanted to see her but she
said she wanted me to fuck her first because she couldn’t live that
long without my cock inside her,” he said matter-of-factly.

Willow’s face reddened and she gasped at his
words. “I did not!” she exclaimed automatically.

His eyes narrowed. “Are you calling your
master a liar, slave girl?” he demanded.

She stared at him helplessly.

“So, the little slut insisted on committing
adultery again, did she,” Mrs. Hudson growled. “Obviously she’s
going to have to be taught a few lessons. First, you will confess
your sins. Then you will be punished.”

*

Willow was brought upstairs to the attic and
hung upside down by the ankles, her legs spread wide. Leather
restraints encircled her ankles and wrists, the latter of which
were drawn down and apart and held by chains which ran to rings in
the floor. The thick dildo had been buried in her aching bottom and
a fat vibrator stuffed deep into her pussy. The vibrator had a
little branch at the base which slid down over her clitoris.

It was hot in the attic, and she had begun to
sweat even before they had suspended her in place. With the ball
gag in her mouth, she could not complain and her body strained with
the taut pull against her four limbs. The blindfold covered her
eyes and added to her sense of unbalanced confusion as she hung
upside down.

She had confessed her sins in front of the
two, reading from a tablet Mrs. Hudson had placed before her as she
knelt naked with her hands on her head.

“I am a filthy blonde fuck toy, little more
than a sexual animal. My only purpose in life is to give pleasure
to others through my body. I am a slut and a whore. I serve no
purpose except through giving pleasure. I love cock. I love to be
used roughly. I love to be taken forcefully. I love to have cocks
in every one of my holes at once. I am never happy without a cock
inside me. I have no morals and no inhibitions. I love showing off
my body to others. I am a cheap, bitch whore and must be treated
like one.”

What she hadn’t been aware of at the time was
that they were recording her voice. Because even as she hung here
place, trembling and moaning and whimpering as the heat and passion
soared she felt earbuds pushed into her ears. Then she heard her
own voice speaking the same words continuously.

Suddenly a tongue attacked her sex, licking
hard and fast against her swollen clitoris. That was all it took to
drive over the edge into a monster orgasm that had her screaming
helplessly again and again as she strained against the restraints
in place.

She thought she might pass out but slumped,
dazed, exhausted, as the vibrator continued to throb powerfully.
Her body heated up again, her mind even more aflame with hunger and
passion and lust. That was when she felt the first blow.

She cried out in surprise and some pain, but
mostly surprise. It felt like… Like someone had swung a double
handful of shoelaces against her back. When it came again she was
prepared, but still startled. They weren’t shoelaces for they felt
slick and long but they had no more substance or weight to them.
And there were rather a lot of them.

And she realized it must be something like
those whips she had occasionally seen on TV or the Internet. Though
it didn’t seem to hurt all that much. She winced a little as it
struck harder across her lower back. Then it came down between her
legs and she yelped, though the vibrator and dildo protected her
most sensitive parts.

She realized that the blows were following to
the words of her own voice and her ears when she cried I am a slut,
the blow fell just that she was saying “slut”. The same happened
when she said she was a whore or an animal or bitch. She didn’t
think that was a coincidence. And it was starting to make her skin
feel rather tender as the multiple thin laces snapped down across
her soft skin again and again.

Like I’m being whipped, she thought
excitedly.

And then there was a brief pause and the
laces came down across her belly, making her cry out, startled. The
next blow landed them across her breasts and she squealed in alarm,
but then when she realized the stinging was so light a rush of heat
spread through her mind and body.

Whipped! Like a slave girl! Like a sex
slave!

The laces came down across her breasts again
and again and they ached and heated up, but her nipples were
swollen and hard and desperate to be touched as she writhed
helplessly in place. And when the tongue came down on her sex again
she screamed all the air out of her lungs as another massive orgasm
tore her mind to pieces.

Orgasm after orgasm assailed her, leaving her
exhausted and dazed. Though she hung in place as they caressed her
body, squeezing and kneading her breasts, rolling and stroking her
nipples, pumping the dildo in her ass, and grinding the vibrator in
her pussy.

They lowered her to the floor and she lay
there trembling, shellshocked. She cried out at a sharp, stinging
blow across her bottom.

“Get on all fours, slut.”

She didn’t know if the words came from the
earbuds or from them standing around her nor did it matter as she
shakily rose to all fours. She was still dizzy, trembling, weak,
exhausted and covered in sweat.

“Do you want a cock inside you, slut?” Hudson
demanded.

“Yes, Master,” she half-whispered.

“Beg. Beg any of the many men in the room to
use your whore body,” Mr. Hudson ordered.

“Please use my whore body, Master!” Willow
moaned.

She heard movement behind her and then hands
on her hips, rough male hands that slapped her bottom and jerked
her legs wider. A moment later the unmistakable feeling of the
warm, hard cock pushed into her from behind. She moaned in
pleasure, her head sinking low until someone gripped her hair and
yanked it up again to push a cock into her mouth! She gasped and
began to instinctively suck and lick.

A moment later she felt a sense of shocked
realization that neither the cock in her mouth nor the one in her
pussy were fake. She was virtually certain of that. Well,
absolutely certain about the one in her mouth. And those were male
hands on her hips using her from behind, male hand sliding under to
roughly fondled her breasts!

Mrs. Hudson had said it the other night. They
might loan her body to friends since she was just a sex slave and
belonged to them. She’d even said it herself. For that matter she’d
been repeating those words to herself for hours now saying that her
body belong to her master and mistress. That took much of the
outrage away but still left her helplessly self-conscious and
embarrassed as she knelt naked before some strange guy.

She didn’t know if the guy behind her or the
one in front of her was the stranger, and then suddenly realized
she didn’t know if it might not be both of them! They both had big
cocks, that was for sure. Of course, her hands were free so she
could yank off the blindfold, but to do so would be to reveal
herself before this strange man or men and that would be
humiliating.

So she had no choice, as she thought, but to
keep the blindfold on, to hide herself as the two men used her body
to pleasure themselves. And the more she accepted that the more
thrilling the idea became that there were two men using her body at
once. Surely that was absolutely outrageous!

She didn’t need to see to visualize herself
kneeling between them, a poor helpless girl being ravished by
cruel, lust-crazed men! She felt a wild thrill of heat sweep
through her but there was something missing, something she needed
and wanted. She let her hand go forward to touch his leg and slide
upwards over his belly, her fingers tugging lightly on pubic hairs
until her hand was swept away.

She raised her hand again and felt both her
wrists gripped and yanked back behind her strongly enough to hold
her body in place. They were rough! She needed them to be! Someone
yanked on her hair and she gurgled dazedly, more heat sweeping
through her as a cock in her mouth pushed deep into her throat.

Yes! She wanted them to be rough, to
manhandle her, to use her like a whore, like their bitch, like a
sex slave! That was what the role gave her, freedom to do anything!
Helplessness let her take control of her body and free her of
inhibitions.

And now she was caught between them, strong
male hands gripping her slender body as they thrust themselves into
her from behind and in front of her. She twisted her arms but
whoever was holding her wrists held firmly. Then they were pulled
up and back behind her back and pinned together with one large
hand. Another hand held her hair up cruelly, and she moaned in pain
at the stinging in her scalp.

Large male hands fondled and mauled her
breasts roughly, rolling and pinching her burning nipples as her
head pounded from lack of oxygen.

The cock came free of her throat and mouth
and she gulped in air as one of the hands left her breast and
slapped her face.

“Tell me you’re a slutty blonde fuck toy,”
Hudson growled.

“I-I’m a sl-slutty blonde f-fuck toy,
Master!” she coughed as she gulped in air.

Now the hand closed around her throat and her
eyes bulged as it squeezed firmly then loosened.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave.”

“I’m a sex slave, Master!” she moaned.

His cock pushed into her mouth and plunged
down her throat again as Willow felt some kind of strap going
around her throat. His hand returned to fondling her breast again,
just as the other man was doing. Then the strap tightened.

“We can do anything we want to a sex slave,”
she heard Mrs. Hudson say. “Sex slaves are less than animals.”

Someone slapped her bottom sharply and she
gasped and moaned around the cock in her throat. The strap
tightened again until her eyes bulged behind the blindfold, then
loosened as the cock pulled free.

“Tell me you’re a bitch animal,” Mrs. Hudson
demanded.

“I’m a bitch animal, Mistress!” Willow
panted.

She felt fingers rubbing her clitoris, soft,
slick, female fingers, and gurgled helplessly even as the strap
tightened around her throat once more.

“Come for us, slut. Show us what a whore you
are. You’ve got two big cocks inside you and that’s what every
blonde animal like you wants.”

Willow felt fingers at her bottom, gripping
the dildo and the guy who was fucking her pumped it in and out. It
was all so wild and insane and wicked and wild and outrageous and
dark! She could hardly believe she’d become involved in this, that
her incredibly uncomplicated and boring life had somehow taken this
kind of a turn. She felt a growing fever as the passion rose within
her. And then the orgasm hit and just as she started to scream the
strap tightened around her neck and the cock plunged back into her
open mouth and down her throat.

Her head felt like it was going to explode,
as if the pressure of the orgasm was being restrained by the strap
around her neck. Her body trembled and shook as the men continued
to thrust into her savagely. Her body shuddered to the impact of
the hips of the man behind her as the one in front forced her head
back by pulling harder on her hair and fucked her throat
freely.

Her whole body seemed to flare with energy
and pleasure and passion and she thought she might literally shake
apart from the force of the explosive release. Her mind rolled
wildly like a cork in a high sea and her eyes rolled back in her
head behind the blindfold.

“Whore! Come for us, slut! Dirty little
girl!” Mrs. Hudson’s voice taunted her. “I bet if we had a dog fuck
her she’d still come, the little bitch animal.”

Her fingers continued to rub hard and fast
across Willow’s clitoris as it burned wildly and sensations
overwhelmed her mind and body. Her muscles spasmed and her body
writhed in their grip as she became more and more lightheaded.

The orgasm faded and she went limp, sucking
in air around the cock in her throat as the strap was released. She
wasn’t even aware she was doing it, at first. And didn’t know how,
really. Nor did she really care a lot… about anything. She was
gripped by a deep sense of lethargy, the afterglow of the orgasm
leaving her dazed and shellshocked

She was aware of being carried somewhere,
down the stairs, and then… She had no idea. But she could breathe
freely now. They placed her on all fours on a hard surface. It felt
like stone or tile, and the leather restraints were removed. A
moment later, so was the blindfold and she blinked her eyes to find
herself in a large shower stall in a very large bathroom.

“You’re all hot and sweaty and I’m going to
wash you the way I would an animal or dog,” Mrs. Hudson said. “You
will not speak unless spoken to.”

That was fine with Willow. She was too
mentally and emotionally exhausted to speak, not to mention
physically drained. The woman used a hand shower to soak her upper
body and use some kind of sweet-smelling shampoo on her hair. She
applied soap, using her hand as the scrub brush, sliding it
everywhere, even plunging fingers deep into her pussy and pumping
them in and out.

She rinsed her off then swept the towel
around her head to soak up most of the water before toweling off
her body. She led her, crawling, out of the shower stall and then
used a blow dryer on her hair as she brushed it back.

She placed the restraints around her wrists
and ankles again and the collar around her throat. Then Willow
crawled at the end of the leash out of the bathroom and into the
master bedroom. Mrs. Hudson had her crawl into bed then fastened
her wrists behind her before stripping naked and climbing in with
her.

She let herself down across the beautiful
blonde, their breasts sliding together as she gripped her hair and
brought her lips down against Willow’s mouth. This was the sort of
lesbian sex Willow had been expecting the last time, and welcomed
it now. Especially since it was so different from the wild and
rough passion the men had shown her.

Hudson rose, and dropped her pussy down over
Willow’s mouth. She began to lick immediately as the woman rubbed
softly against her, pushing her tongue up the woman’s sex as far as
deep as she could before sweeping it across her clitoris again and
again.

“You’re starting to learn, little fuck toy,”
the woman said. “That’s good. I won’t have to beat you as
much.”

Willow was certain the woman had come yet she
only moaned and trembled a little before slipping off and shifting
her body down until she was between Willow’s legs and could start
licking her. She immediately showed her superior skill and
experience and despite everything which had already happened to her
Willow felt her body heating up once again.

Hudson produced a dildo, a very long, thick
dildo, which she fed slowly up into Willow’s pussy. It was
impossible for it all to fit, though. And the blonde girl watched
as Mrs. Hudson fit the other end against her own sex and slid it
inside,

Hudson half-turned Willow onto her side and
raised her upper leg high as she maneuvered her sex in against
Willow’s.

Willow groaned as her leg was forced wide and
back and Hudson brought her sex in against her own, grinding
herself forcefully against her as she reached forward and gripped
her hair to yank her head back sharply. Her other hand settled on
Willow’s breast, squeezing and caressing it as she ground her
overheated pussy against Willow’s own.

Willow couldn’t see her anymore as Hudson’s
pull on her hair had forced her head way back so she was staring
behind her at the headboard.

Hudson leaned into her, grinding faster and
harder. The hand on Willow’s breasts slid up around her throat and
squeezed.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave, slut! Tell me
you're my sex slave!”

“I’m a sex slave, Mistress! I’m your sex
slave, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Whore!” Hudson pulled her hand off her
throat and slapped her breasts sharply. “Who owns your slut body,
whore!?”

“Ah! You do, Mistress! You own my slut body!”
she gasped.

Passion and pleasure were rolling through her
body as the woman used her so roughly. The big dildo was twisting
around in her abdomen and her sex was throbbing wildly. Another
orgasm exploded within her, and she cried out dazedly as Hudson
continued to roughly grind herself against her, calling her names,
slapping her breast, and choking her until her own climax
arrived.

Hudson got dressed after that, but Willow
remained naked and collard and leashed as the woman led her
downstairs and then into the kitchen. With the ball gag reinserted
in her mouth, she was given a pail of soapy water and a sponge with
which to clean the kitchen floor.

Willow started in on her task doubtfully, but
obedience had always been ingrained in her. And while she had never
enjoyed washing floors, this proved to be a rather kinky and edgy
way to do it. Shortly after she started Mrs. Hudson appeared again
and pushed a large butt plug into her bottom. The tail descended
from it to dangled between her thighs.

Hudson then placed a pair of furry gold ears
on her head resembling that of a cat or dog before calling her a
bitch animal and telling her to continue.

Willow obeyed. Despite the numerous orgasm
she’d already had and the intensity of the sex and passion which
had gripped her since Mr. Hudson had stepped into her bedroom her
body and mind still simmered with a dark hunger and passion.

Her breasts hung freely below her, and they
shook and wobbled whenever she scrubbed hard. Soon they began to
ache, and she tried to hold them in place with one arm while
scrubbing with the other. That proved to be extremely difficult.
There was an apron on one of the cabinet doors, though, and she
tied that around her chest to hold her breasts in place as she
continued to scrub.

Naturally, Mr. Hudson noticed when he came
into the room.

“And what is this tied around you, slave
girl?” he demanded.

“I tied it there because my breasts were
moving around too much while I was scrubbing, master,” she
gulped.

“Did anyone tell you to do that?”

“N-No, master.”

“Do you not understand that slave girls only
do what they are told to do and nothing more?”

“Yes, master,” she said anxiously.

“Then you have to be punished. Sit back on
your heels and spread your legs. Put your hands behind your neck
and arch your back.”

Willow anxiously complied as he untied the
apron and pulled it away to free her breasts.

“So you don’t like your breasts hurting, do
you, little sex slave? But you forgot that those breasts belong to
me. I own you, after all. I own your body. I can do anything I want
to it.”

He left the room and Willow knelt there in
place, wary and anxious, but still feeling that dark, simmering
heat as she thrilled to the delicious and fantastical role of being
a ‘sex slave’.

He returned with a small object in his hand.
It was a short-handled whip or flog of some sort with thin,
ten-inch-long leather laces.

“Tell me your body belongs to me, slave
girl,” he ordered.

“My body belongs to you, master!” she
gulped.

He brought the little flog down so that the
laces slashed across her right breast. They were extremely
lightweight and quite thin and yet the combination of several dozen
of them did sting enough to make her flinch. He struck again and
again, then switched to her other breast, swinging faster and a
little harder so that she moaned and her fingers tightened against
the back of her collar.

“Are you sorry for being a bad little slut?”
he demanded.

“Yes, master! I’m sorry for being a bad
little slut!”

He continued to bring the little laces down
across her breasts with rapid little motions of his wrist and hand
and Willow clenched her teeth as her breasts began to warm and
ache.

“Are you sorry for being a disobedient little
blonde fuck toy?”

“Yes, master! I’m sorry for being a
disobedient little blonde fuck toy!”

He swung faster and harder and she moaned
helplessly starting to whimper as her breasts ached and burned.

“Are you willing to apologize to me properly
and show your regret and submissiveness, slave girl?”

“Yes, master!”

He halted and glared down at her then pointed
down at the floor directly in front of his shoes.

“Face down, ass up legs spread!” he
barked

Willow quickly obeyed, assuming a position
she was coming to know well, though this time seemingly facing the
wrong direction.

“Clutch my ankle in both hands,” he said.

Confused, Willow quickly obeyed.

“Now bring your lips down to the top of my
shoe and kiss it.

A swirling, churning wave of outraged
excitement and dark heat rolled through her as she hesitantly
complied. She brought her lips down to the top of his black leather
shoe and kissed it.

“Now tell me that you’re sorry for being a
disobedient sex slave.”

“I’m sorry for being a disobedient sex slave,
master!”

“And now lick my shoe. Long licks, slave.
Show your submissiveness to your master.”

Willow felt the urge to clap her thighs
together and grind them against the throbbing heat of her sex as
she obeyed. She stared in fascination at his black shoe as she
licked her tongue across it.

“Apologize again, slut.”

“I’m sorry for being a disobedient sex slave,
master!” She exclaimed.

“Keep licking, slave girl.”

She felt a dark heat gripping her mind as she
swept her tongue across his shiny shoe and down along the side. He
then lifted his foot back on its heel to expose the underside.

“Lick the bottom, you nasty little slave
animal.”

Moaning, heat thrumming wildly within her,
Willow turned her head to the side, bringing her tongue up against
the underside of his shoe and licking. She could taste the grit and
see little specks of dirt and dust it had picked up as her tongue
rasped across the bottom.

“I forgive you then, sex slave. Turn around
and show me your cunt.”

Another dark thrill rush through her as she
quickly turned around, maintaining the same position. She moaned as
she felt him kneel behind her and felt his fingers at her sodden
sex.

“What a wet little slut you are,” he
said.

Willow whimpered as she felt his fingers
penetrating her. She heard his zipper go down and then his fingers
drew back. A moment later his cock pushed against her thrust
deep.

“Beg me to use your cunt, slave slut.”

“Please use my cunt, master!” she moaned
helplessly.

He drove himself into her hard and fast, his
hips slapping against her upraised buttocks.

She cried out.

“What are you? Tell me what you are.”

“I’m a filthy sex slave, master!” She cried.
“I’m a nasty little blonde fuck toy and a whore and a slut!”

He ground his hips against her then thrust
hard and fast, grinding his hips against her then thrusting even
harder and faster. His hand pulled back sharply on her hair as his
other slid in around her throat to squeeze firmly.

“You forgot that you’re a slave and you
forgot that you’re an animal, a little slut animal, a little slave
bitch.”

“And you belong to us, slave bitch.”

He ground his hips against her then thrust
hard and fast, ground his hips against her, then thrust hard and
fast. His hand pulled back sharply on her hair as his other slid in
around her throat to squeeze firmly again.

Willow grunted and gasped and moaned and
thrust her hips back to meet his strokes as the heat rolled all
through her mind and washed away all thoughts, cares and concerns
but her own dark passion and pleasure. It grew more and more
intense and then exploded within her as she tried to cry out in
ecstasy.

Her eyes bulged in her head as her skull
throbbed and she trembled and shook through the violent orgasm, his
hips still pounding against her as he buried his cock in her
trembling depths again and again.

“That’s it, slut. Come for me. Come for your
master, slave bitch. I want to feel your hot little cunt squeezing
my cock dry.”
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That had been a wild and outrageous day.
Willow could only shake her head in wonderment at some of the
things she had done, and some of the things they had done, not to
mention what she had been made to say. She marveled at the depths
of passion and heat and hunger which had gripped her for so long
while she was over there.

She knew that none of this was logical and
that she should not be putting up with it much less seeking it. But
the pleasure and passion were too intense for her to turn aside. It
was like she had become addicted to them, and could not give them
up.

She was still wary of the Hudsons and their
seeming certainty that she was their sex slave and fuck toy as they
put it. Surely they were just role-playing and did not expect that
she actually considered herself to be such. Their words were far
too deliberately insulting to be anything other than deliberately
provocative.

Did that mean they knew something about her
and her inner desires she herself did not? That they understood
what insults would actually arouse her? She had actually licked a
man’s shoe! How much more degrading could you possibly get!? That
had certainly aroused her wildly. But why?

It was so wildly different from her
self-image, and the way she generally looked at the world from a
superior height. She was proud of her intelligence and abilities,
and now more than ever proud of her beauty and her lush young body.
So why would she be aroused by acting like a degraded slave
girl?

If she knew an expert she dared question she
would ask. But she couldn’t imagine finding such a person she would
be willing to confess what she had done and what she had been
feeling to.

In the meantime, she felt distinctly sexual
and sensual almost all the time now, for she found it impossible to
forget what she had done and how wildly exciting and outrageous it
had been. It was hard to get her mind on anything but sex now. She
tried on her clothes repeatedly and was repeatedly disappointed and
dissatisfied with them for not doing anything to accentuate her
body.

She needed to buy new clothes, sexier
clothes. Not slutty, necessarily, but at least a little better than
what she now had. Maybe tighter tops and shorter skirts. Was it
really necessary to hide her butt from everyone’s eyes? So what if
they saw it and appreciated that she had a great butt. Why should
she be ashamed if men looked at her appreciatively?

Why should she be embarrassed about being
sexy? She enjoyed being sexy.

Of course, being sexy had become… more or
less her everything right now. She paid little attention to
anything else.

The next morning began with a phone call from
Mrs. Hudson.

“Get over here, sex slave,” was all she
said.

It was all she had to say to get Willow’s
pulse racing and her heart beating faster.

 When she arrived
Hudson had her strip and then put on the collar and restraints
before setting her on her knees before her and having her lick her
pussy to an orgasm. Then she attached a leash and led Willow,
crawling, into the kitchen.

The backyard was finished, and it did indeed
look like paradise, with bushes and flowers and trees surrounding
the beautiful pool. Mrs. Hudson led her out through the back door,
crawling on all fours. This time instead of a ball gag she had a
bone gag in her mouth to go with the doggy ears and the tail
descending from the big butt plug. She also had a large vibrator
stuffed deep into her aching pussy which buzzed powerfully.

Mrs. Hudson led her around the yard showing
her the plants and having her sniff at them like a dog would,
calling her little bitch and little bitch animal.

“Smell this beautiful plant, little bitch,”
she said, leading her over to a large flowery plant.

She led her across to the other side of the
yard to a scarce stretch of empty grass by the hedge.

“And this is where you can go to the bathroom
if you have to pee,” the woman said casually.

The words jolted Willow for some reason. It
was just one more outrage on top of others. Yet the more the woman
treated her like an animal, the more she degraded her, the more
wickedly aroused Willow became. Hudson led her back to where a
comfortable chaise lounge lay and had her drop her upper torso to
the ground and spread her legs wide.

She locked her wrists together behind her
back and then ordered her not to move as she went back inside. She
returned after a minute or two with a glass of ice water, wearing a
bikini, with a towel over one shoulder and a book in her other
hand.

She took her seat, lay back comfortably, and
placed the glass on a low table.

“I have a new whip, slave girl. I’m looking
forward to you disobeying me so I can use it on you,” she said.

Willow moaned and knelt in place, the
vibrator throbbing inside her as her blood got hotter and
hotter.

“Nasty little slut animal. A bet you wish
there was a big dog coming to fuck you. I’m sure he’d love the
sight of you looking like that. He’d come in behind you and lick
that hot little pussy of yours before shoving his cock deep inside
your body. Maybe a nice big black dog with a big black cock.”

Willow did her best to keep from moving, but
her body was starting to tremble in place at the effect of the
vibrator.

“Didn’t I tell you not to move, slut?” Mrs.
Hudson growled.

She got up and came over to where Willow
knelt, then produce chains which she attached to her ankle
restraints, stretching them out to the sides, spreading her legs a
little wider as she fastened them in place to small rings
discreetly hidden just at the side of large stones. She attached
another pair of chains to the O-ring at the front of her collar,
pulled them out to either side and then clipped them to similar
rings.

Her fingers stroked and caressed Willow’s
clitoris until the helpless girl was panting and moaning and
grinding her bottom back at her in desperate hunger. Then she
laughed and slapped her bottom, going back inside.

Willow moaned, heat and passion rising within
her. She felt frustrated, though., For she couldn't do anything
about it other than rub her soft breasts against the stone below
her. And then she gasped as she heard voices. She tried to turn her
head but the chains around the collar kept it firmly in place.

“Well you know of course she’s a blonde,” she
heard Hudson say. “That means she’s a bitch in heat all the time
and since she’s straight she loves the feel of a cock punching deep
into her belly.”

“Blondes are all alike,” another woman’s
voice said.

Willow’s face burned as she heard footsteps
coming up behind her.

“I see she’s all ready to be mounted,” the
strange woman’s voice said in amusement.

“This little bitch is always ready to be
mounted,” Hudson replied. And then Willow heard what sounded like
whining and kind of barking sound. She gasped and jerked her head
around as a black woman in a bikini moved up beside her. The woman
was leading a man crawling on a leash!

The man was black, muscular, and naked.
Rather than having animal ears on, his entire head was concealed
beneath a black leather hood which was shaped roughly like that of
a dog. His tongue rolled over his lower lip an astonishing length
and he had an enormous erection. The leash was not attached to his
collar but to a ring around his cock just behind his balls.

Hudson bent over behind her and removed the
vibrator, and the man lunged forward to jam his mouth in against
her sex.

Willow squealed around the bone gag, jerking
and pulling against the chains to no avail as she felt that
tremendously long tongue thrust deep into her overheated, sopping
wet pussy.

Every time she thought she had understood the
depths of depravity and perversion the Hudsons were capable of they
taught her how little she understood the concept. She’d never even
imagined, much less heard of something like this! The man’s tongue
was absurdly long and thrust in and out of rapidly, sweeping and
swirling around as his leather-covered nose jammed against her
body.

The two women simply lay down on the chaise
lounges as the man tongued her wildly. His tongue pulled free of
her sex and swept furiously across and around and over her clitoris
as the astonished blonde girl trembled and moaned, her eyes rolling
wildly.

This would have been laughable if it wasn’t
so shocking and embarrassing and astonishing! And if her body
wasn’t already burning up with heat so that the feel of his tongue
made her mind and body both squirm wildly.

“Go ahead and mount the bitch, Thor,” the
other woman said. “Fuck some puppies into her belly.”

The man behind her growled like a dog and
quickly rose behind her. Willow trembled and gasped, her eyes going
wide as she felt the pressure against her sex. His cock was thicker
even than Mr. Hudson, and she felt herself straining and aching as
he slowly forced himself into her.

He dropped his upper body down atop her, his
hands forcing their way under her body to maul her breasts as he
growled into her ear, licking and sucking and chewing on her throat
as his cock was forced deeper and deeper.

Willow thought she was losing herself to this
insanity, but the feel of that big cock driving higher and higher
into her aching belly did something to her mind. She felt herself
surrendering to the role the Hudsons had created for her, that of
some kind of bitch in heat, an animal that craved only sex. Animals
had no sense of privacy, after all, no sense of embarrassment in
front of others.

The man was thrusting in and out wildly, like
a dog would, though his fingers were eagerly kneading her breasts
in a very manlike fashion. Aside from that, though, he was acting
very doglike, growling and licking thrusting into her hard and
fast.

As she tumbled into the role and her mind
surrendered to it, Willow opened herself up to the pleasure and
heat and began to grunt and moan and gasp at the wild, savage use
he was making of her. She began to scream as the orgasm took her
mind, twisting and rutting back, glorying in the hard, animal
pounding as the man rode her furiously. What kind of man would
allow himself to be degraded like this, she wondered, even as she
gloried in her own degradation.

“You can see the little blonde slut really
loves that big black doggy cock inside her,” Hudson said.

“I haven’t met a blonde yet who didn’t,” the
woman replied.

Willow’s mind spun wildly as the man
continued to ride her. Orgasm after orgasm sent her mind spinning
while the man growled and bit and salivated over her, punching his
cock into her helpless body again and again as if there were no
physical limits to his ability to do so.

Finally, though, he let out a wild animal
howl as he ground himself into her with especially hard and
powerful strokes, trembling and moaning as he emptied himself into
her burning belly.

“Your dog seems very eager,” Hudson said.

“Well, I never let him fuck me,” the woman
replied. “I use his tongue, that’s all.”

“That must be quite frustrating for him.”

“Why would I care about what was frustrating
for him?” the woman asked guilelessly.

They laughed and the man went over and
settled down, laying down much like a dog on the grass next to the
pool. Mrs. Hudson came in and unchained her, then led her back on
all fours until she was kneeling in front of the other woman. The
woman removed her bikini and gripped the leash, tugging Willow in
and undoing the gag from her mouth.

“You will please this woman with your mouth,
sex slave,” Hudson said. “Otherwise I’ll take the whip to your
pussy.”

Moaning dazedly, Willow obeyed, licking at
the woman’s naked sex as she felt her fingers combing through her
soft blonde hair.

“Have you considered shaving all her hair
off?” The woman asked.

“Do you think I should?”

“Well, you can fit a full hood over her head
more easily then. That way you wouldn’t have to see her ugly little
face.”

“That’s actually a very good idea,” Hudson
said. “She’s repulsively ugly, after all.”

Willow kept licking. Their words were
insulting and somewhat threatening, but she was well aware of how
attractive she was. And so she discounted the insults as merely
part of the role Hudson had designed. It was just another nasty
comment meant to degrade her.

Why that excited her was beyond her ability
to understand, and she had given up trying.

The woman reached down and roughly squeezed
one of her breasts.

“Have you considered milking her?” the woman
asked.

“You mean use a breast pump on her so she
starts giving milk?” Hudson asked. “That might be interesting.”

“That way the little cow would at least be
good for something.”

Willow marveled at their perversion.

The woman pulled at her hair roughly squeezed
her breast and pinched her nipples as she ordered her to lick
faster and harder. When she came, she simply pushed her back, and
Hudson grabbed her hair, pulling her in between her own thighs.

When she licked Hudson to orgasm she was
placed back in the same position again. Only instead of the bone in
her mouth, her tongue was stretched out and clamped painfully. A
small chain pulled it forward as she moaned helplessly.

“Your tongue needs stretching, much like
Thor’s. You appreciated his enough, slut.”

Willow had, indeed, and not long after she
was placed in position Thor came up behind her and began to tongue
her again. His tongue was much longer and stronger and more skilled
than hers and despite the pain to her own tongue she was whimpering
and whining and rolling her hips back at him.

He mounted her again, thrusting deep into her
belly and rutting wildly as she cried out in dazed, animal heat and
passion. He rode her for long minutes through orgasm after orgasm
before pouring more of his cream into her and then settling down
once more.

Willow held herself in position, trembling
and twitching and moaning. The two women eventually went inside,
but Thor stayed out with her, mounting her two more times and
pounding her furiously until she thought she would lose her
mind.

He never spoke, though. He maintained his
role of dog throughout. And there were moments in the midst of her
dark passion when Willow thought he was one.

She was unchained now, but simply maintained
her position, even when Mrs. Hudson thrust the vibrator back inside
her. As she began to tremble and twitch and moan Hudson spoke
up.

“Slave girl, reach your right arm down
underneath you and bring her fingers up to touch the base of that
pretty cock inside your hungry little pussy.”

Willow quickly complied, moaning.

“Now slide it most of the way out.”

Again she obeyed.

“Now jam it back inside your hot, hungry
little cunt again.”

Again, Willow obeyed. Soon she was pumping in
and out and rubbing her clitoris, whimpering and moaning in rising
heat as she masturbated in front of the two women and the panting,
tongue lolling man. “Would you like to come, sex slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please may I come, Mistress?!”

“You may, sex slave.”

And she did just that, somewhat
self-conscious and embarrassed, but also burning up with heat and
excitement at masturbating so brazenly and graphically and
obscenely in front of three people. She rammed the vibrator into
her burning pussy and cried out again and again in breathless,
wonderous passion and heat as the orgasm shredded her mind.

The two women laughed and called her names,
deriding her as a slut and whore.

Ava came over to her, then. Mistress Ava. She
had two hard-looking objects in her hand. They looked somewhat like
a cross between the pads athletes wore to protect their knees and
the elbow joint of a pipe with some kind of stiffened material on
the inside and Ava fastened them around her knees. They even locked
in place with a small key.

“Stand up, slave girl,” the woman
ordered.

Willow tried but failed immediately. She
could not straighten her legs with the things wrapped around her
knees. That seemed to be the purpose as Ava nodded in satisfaction.
She made Willow bend her arms and then put similar devices around
her elbows to lock her arms in place like that. Then Mrs. Hudson
placed little mittens over her hands. Except the mittens had no
thumbs and were leathery and stiff.

She picked up a small ball and tossed it on
the lawn.

“Fetch, bitch,” she said with a smirk.

Willow felt a surge of shame and indignation.
But she knew she had to do it and so began to crawl across the lawn
to the ball. It was awkward crawling with the things around her
elbows but it actually made it easier in a sense since her knees
were no longer coming in contact with the hard stone. It just took
a little practice.

She reached for the ball but quickly
discovered she was unable to pick up anything with her hands. A
moment later she felt a rush of understanding and with it more
indignation and a dark thrill. They meant her to pick it up like a
dog would. She was a bitch dog, after all. She bent her head and
picked it up between her teeth, then turned and crawled back to
place it in the woman’s hand.

“Not exactly very graceful,” the black woman
said.

“Grace is not what blondes are known for,”
said Mrs. Hudson.

She tossed the ball again and Willow had to
crawl across the lawn to get it and bring it back. Hudson pulled
her in closer and slapped her bottom sharply and stingingly several
times.

“You’re too slow, little bitch. Let’s see
some energy.”

Willow moaned and crawled off after the ball
again, this time crawling much faster. She returned and dropped
into the woman’s hand in this time Hudson showed her a large,
realistic-looking dildo. She grinned and threw that across the
lawn.

“Fetch, little bitch.”

Willow hurriedly crawled across and started
to pick up the dildo between her teeth.

“That’s not the way to carry a nice cock,
slave girl. Everyone knows that blonde fuck toys like you love to
have big cocks inside them. Take that cock into your mouth and
slide you lips all the way down to the base. Then you may bring it
back to me.”

Sick! Sick! Sick! Sick! Willow thought
with growing excitement.

She bent her head and slipped her lips around
the head of the cock, tilting it on its base and sliding her lips
slowly down. She gagged slightly as it entered her throat but
managed to push her lips down the rest of the way and clutched the
base of the thing between her lips and teeth as she rose and
crawled back to the two women.

Mrs. Hudson slid the dildo slowly out of her
throat until only the tip remained between her lips and pushed it
back in again.

“Slutty little blonde fuck toy,” she taunted
her.

She pulled it out again entirely and then
threw it once more.

“Fetch, bitch.”

Panting, gulping in air, Willow once more
took the dildo into her throat and crawled back. She had learned
how to breathe even with a cock or dildo in her throat, but not
quickly. She was starting to become breathless as Mrs. Hudson slid
the dildo out of her throat once more.

“Are you a filthy little blonde bitch
animal?” She demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” Willow panted.

That got her sharp slap to the bottom.

“Say it, animal.”

“I’m a filthy little blonde bitch animal,
Mistress!”

“You certainly are.”

She pushed the ball gag back into Willow’s
mouth and then told her to go and lie down as if she was a dog.

Willow gratefully settled down on her belly
and then her side, her knees, and arms bent because she couldn’t
unbend them.

She was, confused and slightly bewildered.
She again felt as she often had over the past few days that she
ought to do something to express her opposition to this degrading
and obscene behavior. She ought to be challenging it or at least
some of it. But she was even more intimidated by Mrs. Hudson than
she had been before, and the wicked excitement, passion, and
pleasure were too overwhelming for her to quit.

Being here was like being in another world, a
world where she could freely and openly enjoy her sexuality and
even fly her naked body before people without fear of
repercussions. As long as no one else knew, she can get away with
anything here. And it wasn’t like the people here could judge her
any more insultingly than they had from the start anyway.

The two women went inside leaving her behind
with the black man. She studied him doubtfully, without making it
obvious. What kind of a man would let himself be encased in that
weird hood and act like a dog? He wasn’t even getting sex for! That
woman had said that she never let him fuck her. That was why he was
so enthusiastic about fucking Willow. What kind of man would let
himself be treated like that? Maybe he was crazy. Maybe they were
all crazy.

He stirred and looked at her and she quickly
looked away. Then he rose on all fours and began crawling towards
her. She tried to ignore him but unlike her his hands were free and
he simply and roughly flipped her onto her back and spread her legs
achingly wide as he brought his mouth down against her sex.

There was nothing Willow could do about this,
or even complain, assuming she wanted to complain. But though he
made her nervous, he was also fascinating. His tongue was so long!
Her own tongue still ached from the brief time it had been clamped
and she wondered how long he had spent with his tongue clamped in
order to get it to stretch as long as it had

And he certainly knew what to do with it! She
shuddered as his tongue thrust inches deep into her sex, twisting
and stroking and writhing and wriggling inside her. She had never
felt anything like it in her life. And when his tongue came out and
started the work on her clitoris she moaned and whimpered and her
hips began to roll up desperately against him.

He crawled upwards, nipping and lightly
chewing, kissing and trailing his tongue along her soft belly then
up onto her chest. He sucked and licked at her breasts, chewing
them lightly then almost to the edge of pain. He sucked on her
nipples to the point she cried out as they burned and ached. She
tried to push him down back towards her sex, but was unable to do
much of anything because of the things around her elbows.

Trying, made him growl in an astonishingly
lifelike way and slap her arms away. Then he lunged upwards, his
jaw opening wide and his teeth closing on her exposed throat.
Willow whimpered as she felt the pressure against her soft skin and
he growled menacingly. For a moment she forgot he wasn’t really a
dog, that he wasn’t really an animal.

He drew back, hovering over her, gripping her
thighs and roughly flipping her over onto her belly. His strong
hands jerked her up onto all fours and she shuddered as she felt
his thick cock pressing against her. She cried out as he entered
her, feeling herself stretched and deliciously aching as inch after
inch of his long, black cock drove into her quivering belly.

He dropped his body atop her, his hands
fastening firmly onto her breasts as he bit softly into the nape of
her neck and growled. Three orgasms later and the breathless, dazed
blonde was still being pounded by the hungry man atop her, his
thick cock punching furiously in and out of her aching, overheated
sex.

Finally, he seemed to come, flooding her with
his juice and then crawling away, losing interest in her
immediately. She practically fell onto her side with a moan, trying
to bring her hands down to cup her aching sex but unable to do so
because of the elbow things.

After a while Mrs. Hudson came out for her,
snapped the leash to her collar, and led her back inside, still
crawling. The woman, Ava, did the same for the black man.

The two women led them upstairs to the second
floor, and then further up to the attic. The dog man sat on his
heels while the women removed the devices which locked her elbows
and knees, then pulled Willow to her feet and over to the center of
the room. She was hung from the same chains as she had been before,
except right side up instead of upside down.

They spread her legs and chained them down
hard and fast so she could barely move. Then Ava sent Thor in to
lick and slurp at her pussy until she was trembling and moaning
once again. Thor fucked her with the vibrator, pushing it deeper as
he resumed licking and then a sharp line of pain cut across the
small of her back as Ava brought a long, thin leather whip
down.

This stung quite a bit more than the thin
laces had, even though it wasn’t aimed at one of her most sensitive
places. So did the next, and the next. Willow began to whine and
whimper and shake. Thor pushed the vibrator deep inside her and
Willow’s body thrummed as the man-dog slurped and licked at her
clitoris.

Then the whip flew out again and cracked
across her upper back. Willow cried out, writhing and arching, her
eyes wide as she stared ahead of her, reminding herself she was a
sex slave. And this was what happened to sex slaves. The whip cut
across her bottom and back repeatedly as she twisted and writhed
and strained in pleasure and pain, crying out again and again.

I’m losing my mind! she thought
dazedly.

The whip flew out and curled around her ribs
to snap at her breasts again and again so that they burned and
stung. An orgasm took her away from the pain for almost a full
minute as she screamed all the breath out of her lungs, pleasure
consuming her. Then the whip swept in again, and again, and
again.
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Willow had always prided herself on her
logic, and in making decisions based on common sense. Not anymore.
She knew that what was happening to her next door was bad for her,
and anguished over returning again and again, but couldn’t keep
away.

She was able to convince her parents she was
enrolled in a computer training course which gave her an excuse to
stay away from the house for a week. She spent that week with the
Hudsons as their sex slave and bitch animal. She wore no clothing
the entire time and serviced not only their own sexual needs and
desires but that of several of their friends.

The next time two men took her at once she
was not blindfolded. The day after that it was three men, and the
slender girl was crushed between two large men, their cocks
churning in her belly as another roughly jerked her head up by the
hair and plunged his cock down her throat.

The seething, thrilling passion flayed her
mind and she came again and again. She masturbated in front of
growing numbers of people and performed sex acts on anyone she was
ordered to. Towards the end of the week, the Hudsons took her to a
strip club where she danced and stripped in front of hundreds of
men and then gave lap dances in the back rooms.

She felt awfully guilty and ashamed of
herself, terribly self-conscious with all those men watching, and
worried about her reputation, but she wallowed in her own sexuality
and how much everyone desired her and wanted to use her body.

When she went home Mr. Hudson gave her a
flash drive. On it were videos of many of the wild and kinky sex
acts she had taken part in over the week. They were astonishing,
desperately exciting videos and she masturbated helplessly every
time she looked at one.

After that, she began posing for pictures.
Some were quite modest and fully clothed. Some were in various
bikinis, and others in lingerie. Still more were naked, some more
obscene than others. These went on the Internet, to a website they
had designed for her.

Not surprisingly, the website became very
popular, and since people had to pay a membership fee, she began to
make a lot of money. The money wasn’t very important to her,
though. It was the wild, kinky, outrageous sex that mattered. That
was what she was addicted to.

She hardly thought about computers anymore.
Perhaps she would get back to them someday when she wasn’t having
so much fun. Maybe when she wasn’t as young and beautiful. For now,
though, she was going to enjoy the hardest, nastiest, most
outrageous sex she could find.

 


End
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Other
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a
nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky
attention of a very
black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about
to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I
came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set
the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he
taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky
thought it was a great
summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents at their
beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to
teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant
she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt
didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit
and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is
eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when
she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work,
helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling
agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but
finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and
is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige
gets a job as a
receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a
strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination,
with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from
the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but
the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a
spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things
at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a
muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting
him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is
schooled in submission!

 


The
Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall,
athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student,
an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets
herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo
assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to
tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds
herself helplessly aroused and completely at their
mercy!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new
boss was a man who got
what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant,
yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body
each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and
tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission
than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and
his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a
foggy London night,
Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a
shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded
subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked
and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her
introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement,
of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's
difficult to describe
what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no
control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told
myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just
wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems to do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When
Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to
relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son
came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his
looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away
both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and
taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney
is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse
with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date,
but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting
his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and
pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!
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