
        
            
                
            
        

    


DOMINATED



This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination, or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, evens or locals is entirely coincidental.



 



 
  



 



 
 Published by Park Place



 



 
 Publishing (3P Ventures)



 



 
 Copyright 2021 by Vixen Wade and 3P



 



 
 Ventures.



 



 
  



 



 
 All rights Reserved.



 



 



 



Sophia’s night is just beginning.



She’s been coerced by her mom’s boyfriend, then broken in by the Angels outlaw MC. Rode hard and put away wet, she’s sore and tired and sticky. She’s learned things about her body and her appetites than she ever dreamed possible.



It’s been quite the awakening for a girl perched on the verge of becoming a woman.



It’s not over yet.



Scrubbed down and dolled up, she’s about to go out to pay off her mother’s gambling debts. She’s scared, but she’d be lying to herself if she didn’t admit she’s also curious.



When Amos, the Angel’s leader, takes her to the Bartholomew Lexington hotel, one of the nicest downtown, she thinks she’s ready.



Ooops.



In a penthouse suite she becomes plaything to a mysterious and wealthy man known as “The Tutor.” His lessons aren’t just naughty, they’re utterly filthy. Lessons in submission. Lessons in bondage. Lessons in how pain and pleasure can mix in a single, orgasmic harmony.



The hand that spanks is also the hand that pleasures.



These are the least of the Tutor’s dark kinks.



He demands she call him Daddy or face punishment. Uttering this taboo name unlocks something inside Sophia, something she didn’t know was there. The Tutor doesn’t just enter her body in new painful/pleasurable ways, he also enters her mind.



Whatever Sarah thought she knew about discipline and humiliation, she’s about to learn a lot more about being DOMINATED.



 



This is a dark, EXPLICIT journey packed to the brim with Trigger Warnings. Find a quiet place, bring kleenex, and
 buy this book!
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1.



Sophia loved riding the motorcycle, she had never felt anything like it before. This was a night for feeling all sorts of things she’d never felt before.



Happy birthday to me,
 she thought.



Amos had brought her into the city and she loved downtown after dark. The main avenues were ablaze in light and sharp neon glow. People were dressed up to go to clubs she wasn’t old enough to enter. The sidewalks bustled with tourists and street performers. It was a universe away from the trailer park.



They’d cut through the industrial section of the city on their way here. There she’d seen girls the same age as her obviously hooking. They wore heavy makeup and short skirts or dresses.



I’m just like them,
 she thought.
 I wonder how many of them ever blew their mom’s boyfriend, with her knowledge? Or were in a threeway with him and the man who’d been their stepfather?



Her mind flashed on the image of her servicing them both at the same time; rough hands gripping her hips as she was pounded by hard cock in her pussy. Hands wrapped in her hair as she sucked the other one off at the same time.



She came out of her daze as Amos, leaders of the Angels MC, pulled in front of the Lexington Hotel. The place looked lavish, a gleaming, elegant tower of dark glass and ornate steel. It screamed money.



Well maybe I’m not
 just
 like them,
 she corrected.



A valet approached, either to tell Amos where he could park his bike or to shoo him away. Amos looked at the uniformed man and scowled. It stopped him in his tracks. He suddenly remembered he had something to do somewhere else.



Amos was a big man with thick arms and broad shoulders. Sophia knew personally that he sported a massive cock to go with all that muscle. She’d sucked him off less than an hour ago.



It had been quite a night so far.



She’d agreed to work off her mom’s gambling debt with the Angels. That had started a lot of dominoes falling.



First Randy, her mom’s current boyfriend, had taken her virginity. Not gently. Then he drove her to the Angels owned strip club where first Amos had faced fucked her, and then Randy came in with Frankie and tore into her.



Up until about a year ago Frankie had been her stepfather.



The two of them tagged teamed her across Amos’s desk. They’d been brutally rough and impatient. So far every cock that’d been inside her body had been inside her mom as well. Including Amos.



She didn’t know what she thought about that. It felt twisted, but also naughty-sexy somehow.



“Get off,” Amos growled and she obeyed.



The outlaw biker cut the big bike’s engine. She stood in front of him, hands held before her. She was dressed in a skirt as short as the street walking teen hookers wore. Her legs looked long and a little skinny between the micro-dress and her fuck-me-pumps.



She wore a light jacket Amos had given her after she showered clean from the sticky mess the three men had left on, and in, her. Beneath that she went braless under a violet tube top that showed off her flat belly and left her nipples constantly aroused.



Amos looked at her, expression flat.



There wasn’t a lot of warmth and kindness in his eyes.



As far as Amos believed, Sophia knew, their relationship was boss and employee, master and servant. She wondered if tonight she’d see another cock as large as his. It seemed pretty unlikely.



“You remember my safe word?” He asked.



Sophia nodded.



More accurately, the safe word was a safe phrase. It involved her saying she couldn’t take it and wanted out...and admitting her mom would then face violent consequences for her unpaid debt to the MC.



She didn’t feel forced, exactly. More like coerced.



“You want to quit?” he continued. “It ain’t your job to fix your slut whore mom’s problems. She’s the adult and you’re the kid.”



She shook her head. Solving her mother’s problems was something she was used to doing. She’d been doing it for most of her life.



“Say it out loud.”



“I don’t want to quit.”



Amos nodded. He ran his eyes up and down her body like a man did with a bass boat he loved. She was his property. She had value.



“Good. Now listen the fuck up. First take this phone. It’s a burner and you can use it to reach me.”



Shook the phone as Amos kept talking.



“The client has already paid for you. You don’t need to collect any money. Understand?”



Sophia nodded.



Amos frowned.



“I understand!” she said quickly.



“Good. Your customer is in the penthouse. The girls call him ‘the Tutor’ because he likes training the new ones up.”



Butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She didn’t tell Amos about feeling nervous. She didn’t think he’d take it well.



“You ready?”



“Yes.”



“Good. I’m going to park my hog and wait for you in the downstairs bar. Go on, knock ‘em dead kid.”



“I will.”



He paused, studying her, then offered a slight smile.



“Look you’re going to be fine. If you suck his cock as good as you did me, he’ll be happy. Plus, I saw you taking Randy and Frankie, they pounded your tight little pussy like fiends and you took it.” He laughed “Hell, you loved it!”



“Yes, Amos.”



Nut he was already riding away.



Nothing to it but to do it,
 she thought.



It was a favorite expression of the woman who’d put her in this position to begin with, her own mom.



Heart racing, she entered the hotel.
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Sophia got off the elevator.



She entered a tastefully decorated foyer. There was only a single set of doors in the antechamber. It was very quiet. The only sound she heard was her footsteps
 swooshing
 on the carpet. And her breathing.



Heart racing, she hyperventilated like she’d been held underwater too long. Stopping in front of the ornate doors, she froze, her mind whirling with imagination and anxiety.



Uh, hello,
 she told herself,
 I’ve totally like read 50 Shades of Gray. I know what a sexual “tutor” means.



She’d been fucked in handcuffs only an hour ago, how much different could this be?



Stomach knotting, her flesh broke out in goosebumps from the adrenaline. She hugged herself. She was going into a hotel room to have sex, and god knew what else, with a total stranger. This was different than fucking men who’d practically been family up until now.



But fear wasn’t the only thing she was feeling. She also felt...
 anticipation.



Those good feelings, those orgasms, were also possibly on the other side of the door. She was going to have sex with a stranger. People did that all the time in one night stands.



Plus she was helping her mom.



Thinking about this unmet man’s cock made her pussy clench and dampen a little. She could quit anytime she wanted, walk away anytime she wanted. She told herself she was here of her own free will.



She knocked on the door with a trembling hand.
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Nothing happened.



Then she heard footsteps approaching. Whomever it was, their steps were not fast. They were not hurried, though surely they knew the woman they’d bought was the one knocking.



The steps paused on the other side of the door. Sophia waited. She wrung her hands.



The dead bolt clicked over.



She watched the door knob slowly turn. Finally, the door opened. The penthouse was dark and the lighting in the foyer subdued. The man stepped to the side as he opened the door and now stood in shadow.



“Come,” a clipped baritone murmured.



The voice was very nearly hypnotic and she felt compelled to follow the instructions without thinking. She stepped across the threshold and the door closed. The sound of the deadbolt clicking.back over was loud.



The man stepped behind her. She tried turning to face him, but was immediately stopped.



“Eyes forward.”



She stood still. The stranger was a tangible presence behind her. She heard him breathing, smelled his cologne. She didn’t recognize the scent, but felt herself responding to the leather and musk smell.



That must mean it’s expensive,
 she thought.
 No one in the trailer park ever wears the good stuff.



While the man stood behind her she studied the part of the penthouse she could see. Sunken living room, what she assumed was very expensive furniture, a 72” flat tv. The lights were off. Dozens of candles burned, casting soft illumination. Light classical music played at a low volume.



I wonder if rich guy cock tastes different than biker dick?



The question sprang to mind fully formed.



She shivered. Sophia realized she
 would
 be tasting this man’s cock very soon. Very soon she’d feel it inside of her, moving back and forth.



Her pussy dampened again and she realized she was almost as aroused as anxious. This felt like an adventure. If he turned violent Amos wouldn’t know to come and save her. Maybe Amos didn’t even care as long as he was paid.



She heard the man inhale slowly, smelling her.



“I--” she began.



“Silence.”



The word was spoken in a normal conversational tone, yet so laced with authority she promptly shut her mouth.



“Turn around,” he said, “slowly.”



Sophia obeyed.



Facing him she got a better look at the body that went along with that confident baritone.



He was tall, as tall as Amos, though not anywhere near as muscle bound. Whoever he was, he looked fit, but not weight lifting fit. Maybe more how Sophia thought Michael Phelps looked; wide but not thick and, she guessed, very defined under those clothes.



He stood very straight, tall and lean and tanned. He wore wingtips and a business suit with a tie hanging untied around his neck. His shirt was unbuttoned to his chest and a heavy gold necklace around his throat. His hair was shaved smooth as his jaw. That jaw was heavy, almost brutally so. It reminded her of the jaws she’d seen in pictures in school of cavemen.



Her mom said jawlines told you how much testosterone a man had, and that, she added with a lewdly drunken wink, is how you know they have long, fat cocks. The memory drew her gaze downward.



His pants were tight and she saw the outline of his cock. He had on an expensive watch and wore a gold band on his left hand. On his right he wore a silver and black signet ring.



Tearing her eyes from the bulge in his pants, her gaze traveled upwards and found his face. It gave her pause. This man, this Tutor, was very handsome. She didn’t know why an obviously wealthy man, who was also so handsome, needed to hire women. Surely plenty of women would sleep with him for free.



Hell,”
 she thought,
 mom would try and fuck him in under five minutes
 .



Growing up in a single wide trailer with very little privacy she’d heard, and sometimes even walked in on, her mother blowing and screwing her boyfriends dozens of times. When she accidentally interrupted someone with her mom, men like Randy and Frankie would just look at her and smile knowingly as her mom’s head continued bobbing in their laps.



Now she realized what that look in her mom’s boyfriends and ex-husbands face’s had always been. Lust.



Frankie was never inappropriate with her until he separated from her mom and provided with a gift wrapped opportunity. He’d jumped on the chance without hesitation and fucked her hard and rough. He was an outlaw biker through and through.



Randy, her mom’s current boyfriend, had, well...Randy had fucked her twice only a couple of hours ago. First taking her virginity then tag teaming her hard with her ex-stepdad, also an Angel.



She remembered the masculine smell of his crotch, the taste of his cock in her mouth. She didn’t know how she was supposed to process everything she felt about the experience.



She blinked as if coming out of a dream and found herself staring into intense blue eyes.



It felt like the man was looking inside her, like the only thing he saw in the world was
 her.
 She flushed. The intensity of his gaze made her feel seen, made her feel real. It was a far better feeling than ones she had stuck in the trailer with her mom.



“While you are with me you will address me as Dadd,” he said. “Do you understand?”



She swallowed hard. Her body began trembling again. Between her thighs her pussy ran slick as warm oil. She tried to slow her breathing. Finally, she found her voice, though she couldn’t speak above a whisper.



“Okay.”



“Do not say okay. Say either yes or no.”



“Yes.”



“Yes what, slut?”



She foundered for a moment, unsure of what he wanted from her. It clicked after a moment and she answered, her voice still soft.



“Yes...Daddy.”



The Tutor, Daddy, grunted his approval.



“This is a good start, little slut.”



“Thank you, Daddy. My name is--”



“While you are here I will refer to you as I wish. Whatever name I call you is the one you use. Understood?”



“Yes Daddy.”



“The first thing I want you to do is go to the bathroom and take off your whore clothes. There are dresses in there, choose one. And while you’re at it wash that slutty warpaint off your face.”



She felt slapped, stung by his words of disapproval. It didn’t make her happy to make Daddy angry. Why? He wasn’t her daddy, though she guessed he could have been, since she’d never met the man. Still, it didn’t feel right.



Her started pounding, she wanted to please this man.



“Yes, Daddy,” she said.



She went to the bathroom door. It stood next to an open door leading into a lavish bedroom, but across the sunken living room from the double doors to what was obviously the master bedroom. She saw a kitchen she thought would impress Martha Stewart, and a dining area with a table as large as a battleship.



Off to the side a steaming jacuzzi bubbled.



Holy shit!



Realizing she was keeping the man, Daddy, waiting while she gawked, she entered the bathroom. She stood, gaping.



The bathroom was like nothing she’d seen in life. The closest she’d come to something like it was on TV or in the movies. Gleaming marble tile. Gold faucets. Two toilets, one rich looking but normal, and a second one that didn’t have a lid or seat on it for some reason.



She mentally shrugged. Perhaps he hadn’t called in a work order yet because he didn’t want to be interrupted “tutoring” her.



Hell,
 she thought,
 maybe rich people don’t sit down to take a dump.



The marble countertops were a different color from the floor. One that made her think of pearls. The shower, large as an SUV, had multiple nozzles and looked like six people could comfortably bath in there.



Or have a really wet orgy.



A large women’s makeup case sat open on the counter. It was stuffed with unopened
 La Prairie
 products. Next to the funny toilet with no lid she saw sundresses hanging from a rack. Obviously, she was supposed to choose one.



First Daddy says I have to clean this slutty make up off my face
 , she thought.
 Stop it! You don’t have to call him ‘Daddy’ in your head. Your thoughts still belong to you!



Having mollified herself, she obeyed and began scrubbing herself clean.



It didn’t occur to Sophia to question how normal it felt to obey without protest this stranger’s



Daddy’s



commands. She just knew how she felt. When she obeyed it felt right. If she considered disobedience she grew anxious. She finished washing her face and dried off with the fluffiest, softest, whitest towel she ever seen or felt.



Inspecting her efforts, she stared into the mirror. Her face looked clean and freshly scrubbed. It made her look younger, more vulnerable. Without the make-up she’d change from harlot into a young girl next door. The kind her stepfather or a neighbor secretly thought about fucking when they jerked off.



She turned to the dresses.



“Which one would Daddy like best?” she asked herself.



She didn’t question her using the name this time. It didn’t occur to her. She was a little further down the rabbit hole.



Intuitively, she sensed that how everything would go down in this encounter was somehow determined by which dress she chose to wear. She bit her lip and wrung her hands with the anxiety of choosing just the right dress.



Finally, she picked a yellow
 Balmain Grain De Poudre
 dress. She had no idea what that label meant. It was short but demure floral print. There were brand new white cotton panties next to the towels and she put them on after shrugging on the dress.



Combined with her freshly scrubbed face it made her look even younger. She smiled. She thought Daddy would like that. She thought he might even tell her she was a good girl. That would be nice.



Breathing deeply, she opened the door and went out.
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Sophia stepped into the room.



She saw Daddy.



He stood under the enormous television next to a liquor cart. The penthouse suite had come with a nearly three thousand dollar Pioneer XDJ XZ  professional-level-DJ controller/sound system. She knew it because she’d seen the system used by the best DJs at EDM parties in the nearby college town. A Graphite iPhone 12 was plugged into it.



Classical music played at a subdued level. He studied her.



He held a tumbler of brown liquor in his hands. Suit jacket off, he wore his button up shirt with collar now open to the navel, and sleeves rolled up his veiny forearms. His loose tie was still draped across his neck. He leaned against the liquor cart with legs crossed before him. This made the bulge of his package sit atop his lap like a bag of oranges.



“Come,” he ordered. “Let me see you.”



“Yes Daddy,” Sophia answered .



Head down, she went to him and stood looking at the floor with her hands clasped behind her. He straightened. Slowly circling her, he said nothing.



Sophia remained very still, as if she was a waiter standing at attention. She breathed in the scent of his cologne again. This time he was so close she smelled something beneath it.



She recognized this smell very well, though she’d only discovered the scent for the first time that night. It was the aroma of a Man.



She’d inhaled it as they thrust their stiff erections into her mouth, pushing the length of their cocks deep enough that her nose buried in their pubic hair. The memory of that essence brought back the taste of penises she’d sucked, the feel of the shafts sliding across her tongue, gagging her...



She blinked, coming back into herself.



Am I a whore just like my mom?
 she wondered.



She’d learned for herself that sex could be pleasurable.



She didn’t suffer her haunting, perpetual boredom when men did these things to her. She felt desired seeing them so frantic to get their cocks in her mouth or up between her legs. She felt more alive in the last few hours than ever before. She was afraid, but she wanted more.



Her tutor seemed to promise sensation on an entirely new level. She closed her eyes and bit her lip. He was directly behind her now. She felt his warm breath brush the skin of her bare shoulders.



“You chose well,” he said.



“Thank you, Daddy.”



He set his drink down and brought over a chair from the set in the dining room. Sitting, he looked at her. She knew how young she must look, how fragile.



“Kneel.”



She went to her knees before him, eyes on the floor. After a moment she felt one of his fingers under her chin, lifting her face to meet his. Their eyes met and his were powerful as a magician’s.



“You look acceptable now,” he murmured in that rough baritone. “But we both know you’re not fresh and innocent, don’t we?”



The condescension in his voice made her cheeks blaze with humiliation.



She knew she was neither fresh nor innocent. She’d sucked cocks until men came in her mouth. She’d given her virginity to her mom’s boyfriend then fucked him again along with her former stepdad, both at the same time. She’d cum over and over again while doing it.



Now she was in a stranger’s hotel room preparing to do these things all over again. She was a slut, a whore, a cock-crazy bitch.



Just like mom,
 she thought.



Images flashed through her mind: Randy slapping her, Amos using her face like a fuck toy, her stepdad and mom’s boyfriend both shoving their dicks in her at the same time. Of her loving the feel.



“Don’t we?” he repeated.



“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.



Tears of shame burned her eyes.



She couldn’t bear looking into his burning gaze, but he held her chin firm, grasping her slender jaw in a vice grip. He stared into her, into her very essence and she trembled with the indignity of not having come to him an unspoiled virgin.



What is happening to me?



She was too young, too inexperienced, to understand her feelings. Everything was a jumble of thought and feeling. Lost in a wilderness of emotion, she needed a guide. She needed a tutor.



He brought up his free hand and traced the line of her lips. He cocked his head to the side, eyes focused on her mouth like a jeweler inspecting a gemstone.



“You’ve sucked men’s erections with this sweet little mouth, haven’t you? Lapped up their sperm like a greedy little pig.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



“Yes Daddy
 what
 ?”



“Yes, I’ve sucked cocks and ate cum, Daddy.”



“
 I
 …?”



Scowling he shoved her face back as if he’d discovered his hand buried in trash. He shook his head back and forth in dismissal or disappointment. Taking the crystal tumbler he drank.



Oh, no! What have I done?
 she thought.



“Daddy?” her voice was plainative.



“You are not an ‘I’ when you are with me,” he said. “You are my pet, my Little Girl, and that is how you will refer to yourself or you will be punished.”



His tone was coldly furious. Reaching to his waist he unbuckled his leather dress belt one handed and yanked it free. Sophia’s eyes widened. Randy had done the same thing but it had been more of a threat with him.



With this man, this tutor, with
 Daddy,
 she didn’t think the belt would only be used as a scary prop. Her eyes widened.



“Yes, Daddy!” she cried. “I’m your pet, I’m your Little Girl!”



Setting down his drink, he made a noose of the thin belt and slipped it  around her neck then drew it snug. It didn’t strangle her, but instead collared her with the threat of its potential. He held the end of the belt the way an owner holds a dog leash.



“Tell me.”



Daddy commanded and the Little Girl obeyed.



“Daddy, your little girl sucked cocks and ate cum like a slut-whore greedy pig.”



The admission left her breathless.



Using the belt, he pulled forward until her chin hovered just above his knees. She saw his bulge and filled out into a banana outline. A long, thick banana.



“Did they fuck you?”



“Yes Daddy! Your Little Girl got fucked by men with big dicks, even two at a time. They shoved their hard ons into me and used me over and over!”



Satisfied, he leaned back.



She looked up and something caught her eye, a reflection in the TV screen. There was someone else here!



Startled, she looked over.



Sitting quietly on the section of couch where no candlelight reached was a man. His shape was dim, but she could make him out. He was older than the man she called Daddy, maybe by twenty or even thirty years. His short beard and swept back hair were silver. Dressed in a casual suit with no tie, his prick was out and hard as wood.



He watched her humiliation with glittering eyes, stroking his prick with leisurely motions with one hand and smoking a cigar with the other. He smirked at her. Cigar smoke squirted from his nostrils like the breath of a dragon. The cherry glowed red in the gloom.



Daddy was turning her face back to him.



“Did I say you could look away from me, slut?”



“No, Daddy. Your Little Girl is sorry.”



He ignored her apology.



“You know you must be punished for being a whore, correct?”



“Yes, Daddy.”



She
 did
 know. If she were punished enough perhaps Daddy could forgive her!



“You are too much of a whore to be my Little Girl.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



“Say it!”



He snarled the words out and yanked on the belt. She jerked forward painfully. Now that she knew the other man was there she heard the sound of him masturbating. Old pervert. She thought she heard him sigh with satisfaction as the Tutor disciplined her.



“Daddy, I’m too much of a whore to be your Little Girl!”



“You’re not even a whore are you?” he seethed. “No, you’re just a cum sucking little slut-pig, aren’t you?”



“Yes, Daddy!” she wailed. “Your whore is just a cum sucking slut-pig!”



He leaned back and loosened his hand on the belt. Sophia swooned a little as blood rushed back into her head. The feeling left her so dizzy she felt a strange, light-headed euphoria.



“Good,” he pronounced. “Now your punishment begins. If you are good perhaps you’ll earn back your status as a whore.
 If
 you do really well, and do what you’re told without complaint, you might be rewarded by becoming my Little Girl.”



“Yes, Daddy!” she cried. “Your slut-pig will be good!”



“Good. Now lay across Daddy’s lap.”



Smelling the smoke from the Old Pervert’s cigar, Sophia obeyed.
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She lay across his lap. The heat of his crotch burned through her sundress. The lump of his hard cocked pressed into her flesh. He spread his knees open as she submitted and her clitoris ground into the hard muscles of his thigh. One of his big hands lay on the swell of her ass. She heard him drink, smelled whiskey. Tingling sensations swept from her scalp down to her toes where she kneaded the thick, soft carpet in her nervous anticipation.



“Daddy?”



“Yes, slut pig?”



“Uhm,aren’t we supposed to have safe words or something? I don’t really know how this works or anything.”



She flinched in preparation for his fury at her bold question. Surprisingly, he was not angered.



“Safe words are not organic to this experience. We won’t use them.”



“But then how will we know---”



“Are you questioning me slutty pig?”



Sophia closed her mouth. She felt anxious all over again. Putting her eyes on the floor like a good girl, she cleared her throat.



“No, Daddy.”



“See that you don’t. Now be still.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



The hand resting heavily on her ass lifted then came down again, hard. The open palm slap stung her through the flimsy material of her dress. His hand was heavy as lead, unyielding as oak. He was strong. Strong enough to handle her like a puppet, or a fuck toy.



Real men are strong
 , she realized.
 He is a master,
 she thought out of the blue, unsure how the idea had entered her mind.



The jolt of the slap reverberated through her body and drove her swollen clit into the rigid spread of his leg. Shock. Pain. Tingles of pleasure.



“Ow!” she squealed.



He tightened the belt around her neck, cutting off her howl. Suddenly she couldn’t breath. It was amazing how quickly her face swelled as trapped blood pooled. She gasped for breath but couldn’t get one.



“I. Said. Be. Still.”



“Uh, uh,” she grunted trying to get the word
 yes
 out.



She tried again, nodding as best she could to show her acquiescence--but his grip was too tight. He held it fast and her panic rose, adrenaline rushing through her in a chilly wave that cooled her fevered flesh.



The leash loosened and she gasped for breath, dizzy now with the rush of oxygen-rich blood into her brain. The relief was euphoric. She lay panting across his lap, the iron bar of his cock between them. His hand rested on her ass once more.



“Be still, slut pig.”



She lay silent.



His hand roamed her ass, rubbing, squeezing. Gently he moved the leg she was bent across back and forth. Sensations aroused by asphyxiation and stinging pain the spanking made her clitoris feel overstimulated. She flinched as his knee rubbed across it.



Moaning, she ground her pussy against him.



Reaching under the short skirt of her sundress he pushed it over her hips, exposing her ass.



“She has done much wrong, eh Padre?”



“Sí,” the man answered, still jerking off.



She heard him beating his cock, smelled his cigar smoke.



“Tell me about the men you let use you, slutty pig.”



He jerked her panties down in a single violent motion. She inhaled sharply. Her ass was utterly exposed, her pussy naked against his expensive trousers.



What will he do now?



He hauled on the belt and held her back. Instinctively, her hands went to her throat. He snarled in anger and slapped her ass
 hard
 . Oh it stung! She made inarticulate grunts of pain.



“It seems slutty piggy doesn’t know how to behave. Let us fix that.”



She heard the sound of silk quickly rubbing through cotton. She managed to loosen the belt with her fingers and suck in air, but an instant later he had both her hands behind her back and was wrapping them up with his silk tie.



Her arms were cinched firmly behind her, her shoulders pulled back. She was trussed like a pagan sacrifice to some dark fertility goddess.



This caused her to panic and she squirmed in protest. Her nipples grew tight with arousal, her clit inflamed and her pussy wet. The more she wiggled the more she drug these overly sensitive parts across his strong legs.



She began crying in frustration, tears spilling. Why wasn’t she telling him no? Why wasn’t she telling him to stop and then leaving? Why did it feel so good pressing against him?



I don’t
 want
 to stop,
 she thought.
 I want to make it better. This is my fault for being a slutty piggy. I’ve disappointed Daddy and now he has to punish me.



She tasted her tears. She opened her mouth to tell him she understood, but at that moment he yanked the belt tight again. Gagging, she choked as her windpipe closed off. He bent like an archer pulling a bow.



His rough hand came down. This was no playful slap. This was punishment. The pain was searing, lighting up her brain in explosive bursts. It stung and left her little ass tender and glowing.



Smack!



The next blow hurt even more. Then the next. The sound of blood rushing in her ears muffled her hearing. Her vision narrowed to darkness. Unconsciously, she continued grinding her pussy into his leg.



Daddy’s spanking me
 because I’ve been bad. I’m a naughty slut pig who likes sucking and fucking, I’m dirty because I love cock!



The epiphany was startling, freeing, but she couldn’t hold on to it. All she could consider was the belt closing her throat and the feel of his hand as it spanked her ass.



Smack!



The blow left her cheeks glowing like an oven. There came a pause, pregnant with the energy of the next swat she knew was coming. She wiggled in anticipation of the pain, but this only served to inflame her clit more, leaving her wetter than before.



Smack!



“Ah!”



Her head jerked back and forth with each powerful blow. Tears of pain and shame streamed down her face. She felt at once ashamed and utterly aroused. Now that she’d had hard cocks inside she knew exactly what she was craving.



Oh, but she couldn’t have it! Daddy would never give her his cock to a slutty pig!



“Please, Daddy, please!” she sobbed the words. “Daddy, I want to be a good girl! I don’t want to be a slutty piggy!”



Smack!



“Ouch!”



Smack!



“Daddy, I’m sorry!”



She’d broken his rule about how she was to speak, but he seemed too caught up to notice. Breathing heavily, he paused. Attuned to him now, she knew his hand remained poised above her reddened ass like a paddle.



“Sorry for what, slutty pig?”



“Daddy, I’m sorry for sucking those cocks and eating their cum!”



Smack!



“What else?” He roared.



“I’m sorry I let them fuck my tight little pussy!”



Smack!



“What else!”



She sobbed, broken to his will.



She’d lost count of how many swats she’d endured. Frenzied, she rubbed her pussy back and forth across his leg with each blow. While she screamed for mercy a faucet opened up inside her, low down in her gut.



She felt like she had pee, like a volcano was building toward eruption between her legs.



“What else?” He shouted. “What else are you sorry for?!”



Smack!



The slap came from down low, rising upward as he drove the oar of his hand into her burning ass cheeks. Unaware of her own actions she ground her sopping pussy into him. Her clit ballooned up until it was like she had a hard but tiny prick.



The volcano between her legs cut loose and lava spewed. The faucet in her belly opened wide and steamy fluid gushed.



“Daddy! slutty piggy is sorry she liked fucking and sucking all those cocks!”



Toes curling up so tight they cramped, her bound arms jerked, fighting to be free. Her head bobbed and bounced, spilling her tears. Goosebumps spilled across her body in waves and the pleasure was so intense it
 burned
 . Her eyes rolled up in her head.



“Please, Daddy!” she shrieked, voice cracking.



Fluid exploded out of her cunt. It sprayed backward as it splashed down her thighs. The pleasure was too much and she spasmed as if caught in a seizure.



“Uhn, uhn!”



The sounds she made were utterly animalistic. She groaned and grunted through her orgasm, body stiffened as if electrical currents coursed through her.



When it was finished, and only the receding, tingling tide was left like surf running out from a beach, she wept in adulation.



His hand rested on the small of her back. His dick throbbed between them. His other hand began gently stroking her hair.



“Sshhh,” he whispered.



Her body quivered with the force of her crying. Her voice came out mournful and thick.



“Daddy,
 please,”
 she bawled.



He stroked her hair.



“Daddy, I don’t want to be a slutty piggy. Daddy I want to be your Little Girl.”



“You’re not ready to be my Little Girl,” he answered.



His voice was not unkind.



A hand slid between her legs and she felt a long blunt finger easy into her already dripping pussy. Pulling his finger back, he smoothly reversed direction and pushed it back in, this time a touch farther.



The belt did not loosen.



Too much was happening and she slipped towards blacking out. At the last moment the pressure around her neck abruptly lessened. She inhaled like someone who’d been underwater too long.



“slutty piggy will be good, Daddy! I’ll do what you tell me!”



Daddy’s hand came to rest on her hot, pulsing ass, and she jumped in anticipation of pain, but his touch was gentle. His finger moved inside her, exploring.



“Daddy doesn’t want to punish you, slutty pig,” he said in a soft voice. “But you know you were bad, right?”



“Yes, Daddy,” she eagerly agreed. “I was a slutty piggy. Daddy, you feel so good inside my vagina.”



“Hhhmm.”



He said no more than that.



His finger moved inside her and his hand gently rubbed her ass. He leaned in and his breath spilled across her pulsating skin. She moaned as if she’d just bitten into some delicious confection. Pussy juice leaked down her legs, she knew it must be soaking his pants leg.



“Slutty pigs don’t have vaginas,” he murmured. “They have sloppy wet cunts.”



“Yes Daddy,” she whimpered.



The finger pushed past her labia and continued moving in and out. After the pain of the spanking every nerve in her body was alive. The pleasure felt exquisit.



“Daddy, slutty pig can be a whore. Let me be a good little whore. Daddy, This slut pig wants to be your whore.
 Please
 Daddy.”



For long moments he remained silent, saying nothing. His hand began stroking her hair.



“I don’t just require a whore,” he finally said. “ I require a whore who knows her place. A whore who does as she’s told.”



Sophia’s heart lurched with sudden hope.



“Let me serve you like a filthy whore, Daddy. I can be a good little whore, Daddy!”



After she spoke the desperate rush of words she realized again she’d accidentally referred to herself as
 I
 . She tensed, but again he seemed not to notice.



She thrilled at the touch of his hand stroking her. She thrilled to the feeling of his finger in her cunt.



“I allow it,” he said, voice soft. “I will allow you to be Daddy’s little whore.”



She closed her eyes and sighed with relief.



“I will,” she pledged. “I will be the best whore for you Daddy. I promise.”
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Sophia lay across Daddy’s lap.



Her ass pulsated with heat from the spanking.



Her tears lay drying on her cheeks. Senses heightened, she felt the throb of her clit, her juices damp on her leg. She felt the silk of the tie binding her wrists, the leather of the belt around her neck.



She smelled his scent and the cigar smoke from the man masterbating on the couch. She heard lilting strains of classical music wafting like a breeze through the room. Underneath the music the jacuzzi bubbled.



“You are very wet.”



Pretty damn wet,
 she agreed.
 It’s like a swamp down there after that spanking.



“Yes, Daddy,” she said.



The hand on her back lifted and came to rest on her sore ass cheeks. She shuttered softly. His palm slid over the curve of her buttocks and came to rest where the back of her legs met her ass.



“Oh Daddy, you feel so good.”



The words came out like a sigh.



The angle of his hand changed. Now he softly cupped her exposed vulva. His finger pressed lengthwise against her damp labia. He pushed past her labia and began moving his finger in and out. After the pain of the spanking every nerve in her body burned, alive under his touch.



“Ahhh.”



She sighed again as the digit slowly pushed into her. Her pussy clung to it and made delicate little squishing sounds. She lightened her voice, already a soprano, into a higher, sensually playful, pitch.



“Is your whore’s pussy wet Daddy?” she asked.



The finger slid in and out. Her thighs squeeze together. She grew increasingly aware of the weight of his palm pressing down against her asshole as he fingered her.



He started wrapping the length of belt around his other hand. She wasn’t fully choked this time, but her head was forced back so she faced the ceiling and her spine bent like the runner on an old fashioned sled.



He plunges his finger inside her with languid motions. There’s nothing delicate about the sloshing in her pussy now.



“Such a tight little cunt, whore,” he murmurs. “How those big cocks must have stretched you out.”



He pulls the finger clear and she whines in protest like a nervous dog. Head still pulled back he brings the wet finger to her lips. She smells



my pussy



herself. It’s pungent and raw, a musky aroma. The damp finger presses against her lips the same as it had her labia.



“Taste yourself, whore.”



Obediently she opened her mouth and his finger slipped between her lips. She tastes herself. Tastes her own pussy.



“Suck it like you suckt cocks, whore.”



Her lips form a vacuum around his finger. She sucks. Her tongue swirled around the finger. With a slow rhythm he pulls his finger out then slips it back in.



His dick, already hard, stiffens so much it jerks against her body. She closes her eyes and redoubles her effort.



He pulls his finger free and that hand rests on her ass. She opens her eyes and finds him looking down at her. He eases tension on the belt just a bit.



“Good whores obey,” he tells her.



“Anything, Daddy.”



“Look me in the eye,” he orders. “Don’t look away or I’ll use the belt.”



“Yes, Daddy.” Unconsciously she puts the squeak back in her voice again. “I’m a good little whore for Daddy.”



He sneers and growls, obviously turned on by the girlish timber in her voice. His cock twitches again.



She feels the finger damp with her spit trace the outline of her puckered asshole.



“Oh…”



He presses and lubed finger pushes through her sphincter. He stops as her rectum contracts around him. He pushes a little deeper and his first knuckle pops in.



“Oh, Daddy,” she whispers.



“You are still a virgin in at least one way, whore.”



She blinks, trying to decipher and digest this information. She gets a little excited.



I do have something left to give besides my obedience!



His finger sank deeper. She gasped as the knuckles pushed in. Her asshole is a tingling mess of aroused nerve endings. In its own way it feels as good as something rubbing inside her pussy, but at the same time also different.



He pulls his finger back, then smoothly reversing directions, pushes it deeper in.



“That feels so good, Daddy.”



She remembers feeling Randy’s cock filling her as her mother drank in the other room. She remembered feeling so full, stretched by the biker’s big dick.



But Daddy’s hard on was big too, and her asshole was so small, so tight. She didn’t know if she could take it. His finger felt like a baton, she couldn’t imagine what his cock would feel like. Her heart beat faster.



.
 But if I don’t want to disobey,
 she thinks.
 I don’t want to go back to being a bad, stupid slutty pig! I want to be Daddy’s Little Girl, I want to be Daddy’s good whore.



“I will do anything to please you Daddy,” she told him.



He smiled. It was a grim smile, like that of a dictator.



“I know. Taste yourself.”



Pulling his finger clear of her ass he shoved it into her waiting mouth.



“Clean me, whore.”



She eagerly licked and sucked his finger. She bathed it in her saliva. She realized with a shock that it was
 him
 trembling now. She smiled a smug little secret smile.



You want me, Daddy,
 she thought.
 You want to fuck your Little Girl so bad you’re shaking!



Without waiting to be told she pulled her mouth free. He leaned over her, bending her head back so that their faces were close together. She met his gaze, opening her eyes wide.



“Please, Daddy,” she begged. “Please Daddy, fuck my tight litte whore asshole.”



“Goddamn it!” he roared.



She yelped in surprise at his sudden movement. She started to slide off his lap as he rose but his strong hands scooped her up easily.



“Goddamn it!” he cursed again.



Sophia couldn’t tell if he was furious or just that horney, or both. It frightened her. She didn’t think her ass could take another paddling.



“Daddy?” she cried.



Ignoring her pleas, he put her belly down on the arm of the long sectional couch. The Old Pervert grinned as their eyes met. He pumped his cock. Beyond stiff, it was fully engorged now, purple headed and veiny. She looked away, humiliated at being forced to perform for him.



She was bent over the couch, face pressed into the cushion, vulnerable ass in the air. She struggled, trying to free her hands. She wanted to turn and see what he was doing, but the knot was too secure.



Without conscious thought she immediately ground her clitoris against the couch. She shuddered with relief.



“Spread your legs you filthy whore.”



Sophia spread her feet apart though she was bent so far forward only her toes reached the carpet. Her clit sent electric shocks deep inside her pussy with each adjustment. His zipper came down and she heard the rustling as he dropped his pants.



He’s going to fuck me in the ass,
 she thought,
 and he won’t be gentle because I’m just a filthy whore.



The hot weight of his big dick slapped the crack of her ass. She gulped as the girth pressed between her asscheeks still sensitive from her spanking. Like a violinist drawing bow across strings, he pulled his hard on deliberately between her cheeks, running its length over the puckered rosebud of her ass.



“Daddy, that feels so good.”



“
 Ay Dios Mio,”
 the older man said.



Grunting the man grabbed the length of tie between her tiny hands with one fist and unceremoniously hauled her up to a ninety degree angle. Off the couch she was pointed straight at the pervert as he frantically jerked off. She watched his hand pump, hypnotized.



If Daddy tells me to suck that old fuck’s dick I will,
 she told herself.
 I’m Daddy’s filthy whore and whores do what they’re told.



“Look at me!” he barked.



Immediately she turned her head and looked over her shoulder. His cock was a pulsing log in her ass crack.



“Yes Daddy, anything Daddy.”



“Say it, whore. Say what you want Daddy to do.”



She stared him in the eye. She saw his shock seeing the mischievous challenge in her look. She would need correcting. Hard correcting.



“Fuck my ass,” she whispered, voice raw with her own need. “Daddy, fuck your filthy whore’s tight virgin asshole.”



He grunted like a bull in heat. All her weight was on her shoulders where he held them behind her, in utter control of her body. She didn’t control herself.. He determined her every movement. She existed only to please him.



Moaning, she shook her ass back and forth, teasing his cock and grinding her pussy further into the couch.



“Daddy I want you to be the first man I feel inside my tight shithole. Oh Daddy,
 please
 ! Fuck my ass!”



Teeth bared in a snarl he leaned in and spit on her. The warm saliva splashed her asshole. She felt his spit slip inside her. He released his grip on the tie and she fell forward into the couch again.



This time she realized she could see their reflections in the large mirror over the liquor cabinet. There they were: the old pervert jerking off, her bent and bound, face tear streaked, hair mussed, and Daddy behind her with his cock in his hand and his eyes burning.



She wiggled against the arm of the couch.



“Do it Daddy! Fuck your whore!”



Only by being eager could she push back fear of the coming pain. She prepared to be assaulted.



To her surprise he dropped to his knees and buried his face in her asscheeks. She wailed her pleasure as his hot, slippery tongue probed her asshole. It was soft and wet and squirming into her shithole. She jumped at the sensation as his tongue thrust deeper.



As she pushed back against his face he made sloppy gobbling sounds. One of his fingers came up and pushed into her cunt, dragging across the spongy roof of her cervix. This was where her mom had told her was something called a G-spot. The finger slid back and forth. His tongue burrowed deep inside anus. She ground her engorged clit into the couch and it swelled up so fiercely she feared it might split like overripe fruit.



“Yes Daddy!” Her voice was a scream.



Oh my god,
 she thought, nearly delirious from the pleasure,
 I’m going to cum!



“Daddy, daddy!” she shrieked.



The finger stroked her G-spot while his tongue lapped her ass like ice cream. Her clit sent out currents of sensation like an exploding transformer. Once again that faucet in her gut opened up and warm jets of gratification streaked through her body.



“I’m coming, Daddy!”



Her back arched. Her ass pushed hard into his face as her pussy clamped his finger like a velvet vice. Her juices sluiced out across his hand. Still quivering, she saw him rise in the mirror.



“You goddamn whore!”



Without preamble he shoved his dick into her sopping pussy, soaking up her nectar. He plunged in further, coating his shaft with the slick ooze of her cunt juice.



She gurgled deep in her throat as his long shaft pushed deep against her cervix. She gasped at how completely filled she felt. Then in the next moment she groaned as he pulled free, leaving her empty and hollow.



In the next instant his cockhead was at her backdoor, the spongy fist of his cockhead damp from her pussy. She saw the startled look on her face as he pushed the speartip of flesh into her. Her ass stretched, giving way to the invasion.



Once he was anchored inside, he paused. Grabbing hold of the tie again he hauled her back up so that her torso and head were off the cushions.



“You’re a whore,” he announced. “So get fucked like a whore!”



He shoved.



She shrieked long and loud.



“Yes Daddy!”



Like a battering ram, his big cock thrust in deep all at once. He pulled out and shoved it home a second time. Again she threw back her head and
 screamed
 ! The pain made her vision blaze white. He was neither slow nor gentle.



Slam
 .



The cock filled her.



Yank
 . The cock pulled back.



Slam
 . The cock filled her again.



It hurt!



He was brutally rough, utterly careless about her feelings. That time was past. Now she was only a whore used her master. Used by her Daddy.



Slam.



Yank.



Slam.



The reverberation of the impacts punched her guts. If she’d felt filled to splitting when he was in her pussy, then what she felt now was an order of magnitude far, far greater.



She was being ripped apart.



I have to take it!
 she thought.
 I have to prove I’m a good whore. I can take Daddy’s cock!



Tiring of his grip on her hands, he reached forward and snatched her hair. His fingers knotted through it and he hauled back. Her head snapped up and she saw the old pervert shooting cum all over his belly.



“Si miho! Si!”



He pulled her hair without mercy until it seemed he was yanking it free of her scalp. Tears blurred her vision. Adrenaline and endorphins flooded her body. He held her in a sort of backwards S-shape.



From the corner of her eye she caught her reflection in the mirror. Her titties jiggled with each ruthless thrust, her nipples stood out like diamonds.



Slam.



The fat cock stabbed home. It hurt. Every time.



Yank
 .



The cock drew back and there was an instant of relief as the pressure receded, then…



Slam.



“Daddy you’re too big!”



“Whore!”



“Daddy!”



He fucked her standing now. One hand wrapped in her hair, he jerked loose the belt with his other. It came clear and the old pervert was suddenly there. The wiry bristles of his beard scratched her skin as he took her hard nipple in his mouth.



Rolling his tongue, he bit down and ribbons of pleasure arched like high voltage from her tits to her clit. He slurped and sucked. The pleasure merged with the pain. She felt overwhelmed and confused by her feelings.



Suddenly the old man’s left hand was at her dripping cunt. His fingers found the bloated nub of her clitoris and began to squeeze. His hand was sticky from where he’d spilled his own cum.



“Oh!”



She wanted to bring her arms around and run her fingers into that silver mane, to pull his mouth tighter into her, but she was still trussed up like a Viking captive.



Slam.



The cock slid home.



Smack!



The belt came down across her ass. It stung like fiery thorns.



“Ahhh!” she screamed.



The cry caused spittle to fly from her mouth.



The old pervert brought his right hand up to tweak her other nipple. He lathered and swirled the nipple in his mouth, sucking as his fingers pulled and pinched, pinched and pulled, on her other breast.



His cum stained hand worked her clit like it was a scratch ticket.



So much pleasure!



Slam.



Ripping pain!



Smack!



Stinging pain!



She began crying again, sobbing even as she moaned. She hurt so badly. She felt so good. The thrusting cock threatened to pull her inside out. The sensations twisted together until she couldn’t tell where one feeling ended and another began.



“Ugh!”



She grunted as he see-sawed his cock into her.



“Ahh!”



She cried out as the belt stung her.



“Ow!”



She shivered as the old pervert worked her titties and stroked her clit. She was consumed by the pain filling her ass, at the same time she felt the building pressure of an orgasm. The hard link between her nipples and her cunt couldn’t be ignored.



“Please, please, please,” she begged.



She didn't know what she was begging for, or to who.



She struggled against her bounds, trying to get free. Whether to push the old pervert clear, or to shove his hands inside pussy, she didn’t know. Everything was fire; good fire, bad fire.



“Whore!”



“Please, Daddy! Please, please!”



Smack!



“Daddy I’m good! Please, Daddy, I’m a good whore!”



In the mirror she saw the belt fall to the floor. His hands came up and grabbed her by the insides of her elbows. He hauled back until they resembled a K formed with human flesh.



The cock thrust into her. His hips slammed her ass, his heavy ballsack slapped her swollen pussy. The old pervert scooted forward and continued working her nipples and clit.



She gasped, heart pounding. The pervert bit her nipple harder, rubbed her clit faster. Cock pounding her, his hands formed steel cuffs around her arms. Fire burned inside her. She was ripping apart, She rose on her toes, unable to help but try and escape the hard pounding. She couldn’t escape.



“Daddy, Daddy,” she sobbed, “I’m a good whore!”



“What am I doing?” he demanded.



“Fucking my ass, Daddy. Oh Daddy, you’re fucking my ass so hard!”



The old man’s hand ground her clit. The pain in her asshole rose to a crescendo. Pleasure, pain. Too much.



She wailed as her orgasm struck. The feeling rolled through her body like an earthquake. As she convulsed his thrusting grew frenzied and his big dick swell even more. Cum rolled up his shaft and spewed inside her as her orgasm reached its peak in the same moment the agony of his jackhammering cock overwhelmed her.



Her vision dimmed as she swooned. More cum spurted inside her. Knees buckling, she fell, and he held her by brute strength. Confusion and dizziness crashed over her with tsunami force.



He slammed his cock home one last time, fairly vibrating with the force of his orgasm.



“Whore!”



“Daddy I love you!”



She howled the words out.



The men drew back and she collapsed.
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She came round and found Daddy holding her.



Confused, she looked around. The old pervert was gone. She tried taking stock of herself. Her nipples and clit were painfully sore. Her battered asshole throbbed. Cum leaked from it. Tears streaked her face.



But Daddy cradled her in his arms, gently rocking, her head tucked under his chin. Her hands were free and she put them on the flat plane of his chest.



Closing her eyes she leaned into him and inhaled. She smelled their sex, and his essence. His arms enfolded her. She felt drained, hollowed out, satisfied. She was at peace in a way she’d never experienced. She kissed his skin.



“Was I good, Daddy?” she asked, using that tiny, delicate voice she knew he liked. “Did I do everything right?”



He stroked her hair. His lips pressed her hair.



“Ssshhh,” he hushed. “You were a
 very
 good Little Girl. Daddy’s proud of you.”



She startled in his arms like a frightened doe. His words sent shivers through her. She’d felt so many different shivers this night, but this was the best one so far. Pressing her tiny hand against his hard, swimmer’s chest, she leaned back and looked at him.



Did she dare hope?



“Am I, did you,” she stuttered, “did you say, am I your...Little Girl?”



He smiled. She’d endured a sort of crucible of judgement, though she didn’t understand it in those terms, and emerged the otherside. She obeyed. She pleased her Daddy.



He kissed her forehead.



“Yes, you are Daddy’s good Little Girl.”



Her lip began to tremble as if she would cry again and he kissed her softly. She kissed him back, at first hesitantly, then with growing passion. His tongue slipped in her mouth and she sucked it.



She broke the kiss and took his face in her hands, locking eyes with him. She wanted him to know what she said was true, true to the very core of her being.



“I’m glad it was you, Daddy,” she whispered. “I’m glad you took my asshole cherry. Thank you.”



He drew her to him and hugged her.



“Hush. I know you arel, Daddy knows. You were so brave. I’m very proud of you.”



Scooping her up, he stood and carried her to the bubbling jacuzzi and lowered them both in. Sophia sighed as the warm water soothed her. She melted against the tub, letting the jets massage her body.



She closed her eyes and immediately dozed. She woke again as he reentered the jacuzzi. She saw he’d placed a plate of dark red strawberries and a saucer of smooth liquid chocolate next to the tub. Beside them lay a narrow box of crushed velvet about five inches long.



She leaned into him, resting her head against his shoulder. She’d never felt safer or more well cared for. They kissed again. When their lips parted he reached over and dipped a strawberry in the chocolate.



“Here,” he said. “Let me feed you.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



He fed it to her and she bit down. The tart flavor of the strawberry mixed with the sweet chocolate and she moaned afresh as its flavor filled her mouth. He watched her chew. When she finished he fed her another one. They did this until she was full.



He pushed the plate away and picked up the box. Sophia’s heart skipped a beat. She knew from TV what boxes like that meant.



Jewelry.



Surely not,
 she thought. She felt so nervous!



“This is for you,” he murmured.



She breathed in as he snapped open the box. Her hand flew to her mouth where her lips made a little “O” of surprise. Inside lay a thin silver necklace. Formed from the same metal, hung a cursive letter D, accented with scintillating diamonds.



“I pay Amos,” he said. “The money is between you and your pimp.”



I have a pimp?
 She silently marvelled. She considered it for a moment.
 I guess I do,
 she thought.



“Yes, Daddy,” she said.



He took the necklace and pendant from the box and handed it to her. She took the necklace with worshipful hands.



“This isn’t payment, this is my gift to you. A gift from Daddy for a very special Little Girl.”



Her eyes burned as more tears threatened to spill. So many tears this night. Tears of joy. Tears of pain. Tears from pleasure. She held up the necklace. It sparkled in the candlelight.



“It’s beautiful,” she whispered. “I’ve never seen silver that color before.”



“Baby,” he explained, “that’s not silver, that’s platinum.”



Her brow furrowed.



“What’s platinum?”



“It’s a precious metal. More valuable than gold.”



More valuable than gold
 !



She hadn’t known such a metal existed.



“Daddy, it’s so beautiful.”



She explored the pendant with a finger. She now had jewelry, real jewelry.
 Expensive
 jewelry! Jewelry with diamonds. Real diamonds, because Daddy would never buy anything as low class as fake diamonds.



“Let me put it on you,” he said.



Taking the chain, he placed it around her neck where the belt had choked her earlier. He pulled back and the necklace dangled from her throat. The D shaped pendant lay nestled at the top of her breasts. She studied the D, its diamonds sparkled.



“Does the D stand for something, Daddy?”



She looked at him, eyes questioning. He smiled.



“Of course it does, Little Girl. It stands for Daughter.”



Crying now, she threw herself into his arms and clung to him, sobbing, as he hugged her. He stroked her hair and shushed her gently as he held her.



“It’s alright, Little Girl. Daddy’s here. Daddy’s got you.”



After awhile she stopped crying. Pulling back she looked into his eyes.



“I meant it,” she whispered. “I love you Daddy.”



“I know Little Girl.”



He kissed her then stood.



Getting out of the jacuzzi he held her hand as she followed. Picking up a thick, oversized, towel he dried her. Once she was ready he stepped back, holding her hands loosely in his.



She blushed under the weight of his adoration. Dropping her hands he stepped back further.



“Put your whore clothes back on. You can use the make-up in there to put on your slutty pig make-up. Off you go.”



“What?”



She was so startled she staggered.



Ignoring her, he turned his back and walked across the sunken living room toward the master bedroom. To her shock Sophia saw a beautiful, full figured woman with white-blond hair lounging naked on the covers. The woman saw her looking and smirked. She held up one hand and waved goodbye to her.



“Was she good, dear?” the woman asked.



“Good enough,” he answered.



He stopped at his door and spoke to Sophia without turning around.



“Get ready,” he said. “Make sure you’re gone when I come back out.”



He shut the door behind him.



Heartbroken, shell shocked, she turned and entered the bathroom to dress. Her night wasn’t over.



Far from it.
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Inside the bathroom she dressed in her (whore) clothes and put on her (slutty pig) make-up. A void filled her chest.



Maybe he’ll want to see me again,
 she told herself.
 I’ll do an even better job next time!



She looked in the mirror at her pendant. That D had to mean something, didn’t it? There had to be hope she’d see him again. She prayed it was true.



She looked away before she started crying again. Glum, she reached for the burner phone Amos had given her. She hit the one number in the speed dial. It rang three times.



Amos picked up.



“You done?”



She swallowed the lump in her throat.



“Yes,” she whispered.



“What?”



“
 Yes
 ,” she spoke louder.



“Good, because I’ve got a fantastic gig set up while you were busy. You don’t even have to leave the goddamn hotel.”



“What?”



Another one?
 she thought.



Her jaw was sore. Her ass burned. Her pussy throbbed.



He wants me to do more?



The thought left her speechless.



Amos giggled and she realized the burly outlaw biker was stoned again. Or still.



“Yeah.” he told her. “This won’t be another rich shit like that fucking snob fag the Tutor, though.”



Don’t talk about my Daddy like that,
 she thought, angry.



But she knew better than to talk back to Amos. She swallowed her fury.



“Yeah?” she said instead.



“Yeah. Take the elevator down to the eight floor. Long fucking ride from the penthouse, I know.”



She closed her eyes and swallowed again.



“Okay.”



“You’re going to room eight-zero-twelve.”



“Okay.”



“There’s a group of eight Marines partying there,” Amos explained. “They all chipped in and bought you to share.”



Eight!
 Jesus fucking Christ!
 she thought.
 You fucking asshole.



“Okay” she said.



“That’s a good girl,” Amos told her.



I’m not
 your
 little girl,
 she shouted at him in her head.
 I’m Daddy’s Little Girl!”



What she said was...“okay.”



“Alright then. Shake your ass, I’m sure these guys can’t wait to get their cocks into you after eight months in Af-fucking-ghanistan.”



The line went dead.



Sophia put down the phone. She looked at herself in the mirror.



You can do this,
 she told herself,
 Daddy taught you how much you could take. You’re strong enough to take them. All of them. Daddy believed in me. I won’t let him down.



Rising, she prepared to ride the elevator down and pay down more of her mom’s gambling debt.



 



END



 



Sophia’s rough, raw and kinky adventures continue in PASSED AROUND



Coming March 2021




cover.jpeg
Thesie hour of Sarah'sgllieht.
Tied@iPs Turned on. \if






