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There was some kind of rough, flat stone
under my left breast and my nipple was grinding steadily against it
as Liam drove his hips into my upraised buttocks hard and fast. My
nipples are very sensitive at the best of times but were even more
so now.

I couldn’t do anything about it because my
wrists were tied to the stump of a tree in front of me. I couldn’t
complain because he’d slapped some tape across my mouth. My hips
were raised up and bent over another fallen tree, one about as
thick as my thigh as Liam drove his cock gloriously deep into my
belly again and again.

God, it felt good! It felt incredible! The
hard, deep thrusts, feeling that big cock of his driving so high
inside me and punctuated by the hard, jarring blow of his hips
against my taut buttocks had my mind swimming in heat and
hunger!

I could hear the sound of waves lapping
against the shoreline a half-dozen feet to my left, and some birds
were twittering off in the distance. Aside from that, there was
only the steady furious slapping of his hips against my buttocks
and my own ragged breathing in the small, treed inlet.

Every time I felt the head of his cock
driving into me a surge of dark excitement rippled through my mind.
And given how fast he was riding me, that meant those surges were
sweeping through me faster than I could cope with them.

I cried out as he wound my hair around his
fist and yanked it back, then again as he slapped my bottom sharply
and stingingly.

“You like that, slut!?” he growled in a
menacing voice.

He slapped my butt again. “It’s what you
deserve!”

My whole body was shaking and shuddering at
the impact of his hips against my buttocks. The impact seemed to
resonate, to echo up through my belly along with the crackling heat
originating between my thighs. My mind was filled with a dark,
wicked passion and excitement, my body inflamed by my own
imagination and hunger as he used his big cock like a spear, like a
weapon.

My nipple was starting to burn as it kept
grinding against that stone, but it really was the least of the
sensations sweeping through my body and overwhelming my nervous
system. My hunger and my passion were scary things when released,
which is why I have to take such care in how I arranged things.

Crack! He slapped my bottom again.

Crack! His hand came down sharply once
again.

“Take my cock, slut!” he snapped.

I felt his big hands jerking my thighs wider
and moaned as his cock pushed in just slightly deeper, so that it
felt as if it was punching against the back wall of my pussy. It
ached, but just the right way when combined with the dark heat
roiling my mind and body.

Liam yanked back on my hair again and my
scalp stung, and then he forced his hand in beneath my chest to
roughly fondled my breast as his hips continued to pound savagely
against me.

I was starting to lose myself, as I did
during those worst moments, those darkest, hottest, most passionate
times. It was like my consciousness melted, my personhood fading
into this strange instinctive animal form. All cares and concerns
disappeared in the light of the pleasure and wanton heat filling my
mind.

I was making gurgling animal sounds, gasps
and grunts, at every thrust of his cock, my mind hazy, my body
flaring with more and more intense sexual tension. I knew I was
close to an explosion and wallowed in the storm of excitement and
pleasure flooding through me.

More than any other time, more than anything
else I did, this was living, this was life, this was passion.
Nothing else really came close. And then the orgasm hit and I
screamed all the air out of my lungs, glad of the gag as
convulsions wracked my body. My muscles spasmed uncontrollably, my
hips bucking back frantically against his hard, plunging cock.

My mind was swamped with heat and a glorious
sense of euphoria. I wallowed in it, wishing it would last forever
even as he continued to roughly use my body, to slap and yank and
grope me and drive his big cock into me with relentless speed and
power.

My eyes lost their focus, my mind floating on
the ecstasy gripping me, the pleasure flaring hotter and hotter,
melting my brain. My orgasm continued for long, long seconds,
nearly a half minute, in fact. When it finally faded it left me
breathless and dazed, limp in both mind and body.

I felt his cock stopping even as his thumb
pressed in against my wrinkled back passage, twisting and turning
and slowly sinking into me all the way to the knuckle. There was
little resistance given my state of mind and body. All my muscles
felt as if they were exhausted from constant spasming. The ones in
my abdomen ached.

His thumb pulled back and his cock slid out
of me. Then I felt the pressure as he tried to push the latter
against my ass. I moaned dazedly as he slowly began to sink himself
into me there. We had discussed this a time or two and I always put
him off and delayed. I hadn’t given a flat no but honestly had not
seen the benefit to me in allowing it.

Now, though, gripped by the languorous
afterglow of that wonderful climax, I barely cared. And began to
ache as he pushed deeper, taking advantage of my lack of
resistance, using slow strokes but pushing deeper with every
one.

By the time I really had enough of my mind
functioning to feel a sense of disapproval and indignation, he was
already deep inside me so I kind of shrugged it off as something
already done. It wasn’t the first time someone had sodomized me,
after all. At least my body had been kind of oiled up with
sunscreen so as to make it easier this time.

And I was in the mood, my mind in that frame
of existence which loved being dominated, being manhandled, being
treated like someone’s bitch. Believe me, that wasn’t how I live my
life most of the time. I believed in equality as much as the next
girl. Just not in bed. Or at least not all the time.

There is no way of telling a guy like Liam
that you want to be tied up and dominated and used roughly, that
you want them to pull your hair and slap your butt and call you
names without giving up all control of your body. I mean, that was
the thing that was so hot, the giving up of control, which made me
feel lost and completely at his mercy.

And I was in that frame of mind now even as
he pushed his big cock deeper into my ass and I moaned through the
gag as cramps began to assail me. His cock was NOT small! And it
ached as he stretched me out. I winced at another slap to my butt
and cried out as he pulled on my hair. And during that distraction,
he drove his cock balls-deep in my ass.

I cried out again and felt how very, very
deep he was, the head feeling as if it was high in my belly as he
ground himself against me.

“I always wanted to stuff my cock deep in
this beautiful ass of yours,” he said, slapping my bottom again.
“This ass was built for fucking. It was built to be pounded, to be
reamed.”

I suddenly felt his breath against the side
of my ear. “And so are you, slut,” he growled.

His left hand released my hair and swept down
and around my neck from the front. He squeezed and pulled my head
up and back as I gurgled weakly. Then his hips began to ride me,
that big cock sliding in and out of my tight ass.

He was half laying on me, his teeth nibbling
on my earlobe, his breath hot against my ear, and I felt his right
hand pushing in beneath my raised belly, his fingers pushing
upwards along my abdomen, still slick with sunscreen, until they
found my pussy. Then they began to rub right there at the sweet
spot.

I moaned and gasped, finding it harder to
breathe, his big hand tight against my neck as I struggled to draw
breath. His fingers were doing marvelous things down there as his
cock plunged in and out faster and faster.

I was feeling a strange mixture of alarm,
anxiety, heat, and dark passion as he lay atop me like that, my
bottom still raised up by the log. Sexual energy was crackling
through my body and a liquid heat was flooding my mind.

“What a tight little ass you have, Rowan. I
think I’ll invite all my friends to come and enjoy it too. You hot
little fuck-toy,” he growled into my ear.

I was becoming lightheaded from lack of
oxygen, black dots starting to dance before my eyes even as my body
shuddered to the blows of his hips. When he released my throat I
sucked in air with desperate relief, only grunting as his hips went
into overdrive against my buttocks. My whole body shook to the
hard, determined pounding as his cock skewered me!

And then, as his fingers rubbed furiously
against me the passion and heat flared wildly. Suddenly I was into
another orgasm! I felt a sense of astonishment at that, coming so
soon after the first, especially with him pounding way up my ass,
railing me the way he was. Then my consciousness fled under a
towering wave of pleasure which drove me into something like
rapture.

I trembled and shook even more than I had
been as my mind was shattered by the intensity of the sensations
gripping my body. God, it was so good! I felt so… used! Ravished! I
reveled in being owned!

*

I whistled to myself as I paddled back to the
cottage, feeling more than slightly contented and smug. I had done
something outrageous and gotten away with it. Again. Nobody would
have a clue. I had gone out to do a little canoeing, which was good
upper body exercise, I’d been sure to tell my mother.

And stopping in to do a little exploration of
an abandoned island was hardly unusual for me even if I decided to
tell anyone about it, which I wasn’t going to do. No one was going
to guess that I had arranged to meet up with Liam, let alone how
that had gone.

I was a good girl, after all.

Well… Sort of.

I was going to have a word or two with Liam
the next time we talked, though. He had left me there just like
that, gagged and tied to a tree stump. His only parting words had
been “Maybe I’ll come back and fuck your tight little ass again
tomorrow, slut.”

I mean, first of all, his free pass at
calling me names ended with the sex. Second, yes he had made it
easy to untie myself, but even so, a little help would have been
good. I had to scrape the tape off my cheek against the side of one
of the branches and then slide further forward and down off of the
log which held my hips up so that I could bite at the end of the
knot he’d used to tie my wrists to the trunk and pull it free.

It hadn’t been difficult, but imagine if
something had gone wrong and for whatever reason the knot had
refused to undo! Moron! Mind you, I hadn’t selected him for his
brainpower, but for his body and his willingness to both indulge me
in my kinky games and keep his mouth shut about it.

Of course, almost any guy would have indulged
me for the opportunity to use my body the way he did. I was well
aware of my value on the sexual market, so to speak. Guys had been
chasing after me since I was twelve. A lot of them were kind of
pathetic about it, too.

The problem was most of them were pretty
pathetic in bed too. They had very few needs. The girl they were
with didn’t even have to be conscious. Anything satisfied them.
They didn’t seem to quite understand that the reverse was not true
for us girls. Our bodies were more complicated and required a lot
more time and effort.

The light was starting to fade as I rounded
the bank and saw the dock ahead. There was a lantern hanging on the
end whose light was already glowing faintly. The boathouse appeared
next, and that was my goal. I brought the canoe in smoothly against
the dock there then carefully stepped out and tied it against the
edge.

Whistling again I left the boathouse and
headed up towards the house. It was a broad lawn, and, feeling in a
happy mood, I did a cartwheel or two before reaching the stone
stairs and taking them up towards the deck and cottage above.

The deck ran the length of the building and
was about ten feet deep, with lots of room for furniture. I
bypassed it all and pushed open the door, stepping inside to the
cool air-conditioned interior with its smooth hard wood on the
floor and ceiling.

It was a chalet style, with a high ceiling
and open floor plan. I could already smell dinner cooking and
sauntered into the kitchen to see what it was.

“Yaba Daba Dooo? I said as I came in behind
my mother and peered over her shoulder. “What’s this, Mrs.
Flintstone? Beef stew?”

“Beef bourguignon,” she said, looking over
her shoulder.

She frowned. “Must you wear that top? It
really is too small for you now."

“It does the job,” I said with a shrug.

“If the job is to draw every male eye in the
room, then yes.”

“I don’t need a bikini top for that,” I said
in a cocky voice.

“Then I’m sure you’ll want to change for
dinner.”

“Prude! If you’ve got it flaunt it!”

“If you’ve got it you don’t need to flaunt
it,” she replied.

We’d been having these discussions for years
now and neither one was going to win so neither of us put much
effort into it. She had more or less given up any control of what I
wore once I hit eighteen and got my first job. That didn’t mean she
was resigned to it.

“Bingle bangle bongle,” I said as I
departed.

“You’re a very strange girl,” she said after
me.

I half turned. “I know, huh?!”

I certainly didn’t want to be seen as too
conventional or ordinary!

I ignored the backs of my younger brothers’
heads as they sat on the sofa playing a videogame, though Lucas,
who was Collin’s guest, and not my brother, turned to stare as I
went by. The admiration of lust-crazed adolescents was nothing new
to me nor did I much care, and so I ignored him.

I took the stairs two at a time. The second
floor hall was the same as the first. All wood everywhere I looked.
Personally, I think you can take this rustic look a bit too far.
Fortunately, at least the bedrooms were drywall and not more log
cabin-type stuff.

I pulled off the baseball cap and tossed it
on the dresser then ran my fingers through my hair as I gazed at
myself in the mirror. It certainly was a mess, but I was pretty
sure a brushing would do for now. I picked one up and started in on
it, my eyes glancing at my chest as I did so.

Granted, with my hands up above my shoulders
that kind of did stick my boobs out more, but I supposed my mother
had a bit of a point. The bra covered my nipples (if only just),
but it was starting to show some underboob as well as side boob.
That wasn’t all that classy.

I put the brush down, and took off the bikini
bra, tossing it in the corner, then slipped off my cutoffs and
kicked them after it. Maybe a quick shower wasn’t a bad idea, I
thought ruefully. I was sure nobody was going to be able to smell
the sex on me, but I had been rolling in the dirt and grass and the
rest of nature while getting royally fucked and sodomized.

I was such a dirty girl!

Smirking to myself, I quickly moved into the
small, attached bathroom and turned on the shower. I don’t normally
take quick showers. In part that was because I simply loved the
feel of my slick, soapy body against my fingers and tended to take
my time about it. Now with dinner coming due and temporarily
stated, I quickly soaped up, especially in certain areas, and
rinsed myself off.

I turned the water off then reached up and
gathered in my hair, wringing the worst of the water out as I slid
one hand back along it to let the water spill down my back in
between my buttocks. Then I grabbed the big bath towel from where
it hung from the top of the glass and drew it down over my head,
mopping up most of the wetness that remained.

I pulled it down completely and turned it
around, wrapping it around my upper body as my reddish-brown hair
hung down in wet tendrils, then slid the door open and flung the
towel up across the crossbar above. I pulled down another towel
from the hook just outside and used that on everything below the
waist, including my feet.

With that done I stepped out onto the
bathroom rug and picked up the brush. I’d once had waist-length
hair, but it was impossible to dry properly. The amount of time it
took me to brush so it didn’t fly everywhere was insane. Now it
hung just past my shoulders, a deep, lustrous brown that was like
silk against my soft skin.

I used just a bit of jell on the front, just
enough to let the bangs spill across my forehead without falling
into my eyes, then flaunted my naked body for – well, myself.

“Sexy!” I said in approval.

I reached up and stroked my thumb lightly
across my left nipple, which still felt a little bit sore. It
hardened immediately and I drew my hand back. My nipples are small
in pink, but they certainly get hard quickly and easily. That used
to lead to embarrassment when I was younger, but I kind of accept
it now. Guys are gonna stare, and so what? Let em!

I pulled on a pair of short, low-riding
cotton shorts and a small, thin crop top and headed for the door.
It’s not that I’m a cock tease or anything… well… usually, but why
shouldn’t I be comfortable at my own place? The crop top was plenty
of coverage, though admittedly not wearing a bra with it made the
presence of the “girls” fairly obvious. I’m not huge but I’m far
from small.

My father and brothers wouldn’t even notice a
thing. Lucas… well, whatever. Who cared? My mother would frown, but
shake her head since hey, that was how I dressed. The person most
likely to notice was my father’s friend Martin, who, along with his
wife Kara, was my father’s guest. I didn’t mind Martin, but I
really detested Kara and her snotty, simpering voice.

She was okay looking but kind of
flat-chested. So I was going to sit right across from them and hope
that the presence of the girls irritated her to no end. I was quite
certain Martin would notice, after all. And however much he
pretended otherwise, Kara would be watching him like a hawk.

Okay, so maybe I was being a bit of a bitch.
So sue me. Kara deserved it. She really was a bitch.

I trotted down the stairs, wincing just a bit
as the girls wobbled. I mean, my mother and I had had arguments
when I was young about the usefulness of bras. I had pointed out an
article that said that bras did not actually help maintain the
shape or firmness of breasts, and that depended on exercise. She
had pointed out that was all very well but a bra kept them from
bouncing around when you move. I had replied that I didn’t mind a
lot of attention.

Of course, I don’t like my boobs bouncing, or
wobbling, so to speak, so I slowed down. They still kind of jiggled
but not as much. There was only so much exercise can do with real
breasts. If you’re bigger than a thirty-two and I certainly am at
thirty-six, they’re going to move as you move, no matter how firm
they are.

And mine are pretty darn firm! When I’m not
moving around much.

I slipped into a chair across from the empty
chairs next to where my father was sitting at the head of the
table. Martin would be sitting there. Lucas sat next to those empty
chairs and did his best not to stare at my chest. I ignored him.
Which is what you do to boys younger than you.

“How are the cartoons going?” my father
asked.

I rolled my eyes at it. “Animations, dad.
Computer animations.”

He shrugged “Cartoons.”

“Cartoons are for comics. Animations are for
all kinds of things from advertising to video games.”

“Like anime!” Lucas said.

“Not really,” I said. “Those are essentially
cartoons too. I mean, you use the same software, but it’s a
different concept.”

“Some of them are pretty realistic looking,”
he said.

“Some videogames are,” I said. “Anime isn’t
meant to be realistic. That’s why they have those huge eyes and
everyone looks pretty much the same. Pixar movies would be
animation.”

Martin and Kara sat down, and I caught a
quick scowl on her face as she saw me and what I was wearing. I
pretended not to notice, though I felt a little sense of smug
contentment.

Kara and I had gotten off on the wrong foot
almost as soon as I met her. I’d been swimming when they arrived,
and she’d been kind of snarky about my bikini. Jealous bitch. She
was blonde, fake of course, short and slender, with perfectly
combed whitish blonde hair falling down around her face and
shoulders.

I figured her to be in her early to
mid-thirties, though she acted older. A prudish woman and obviously
jealous of my looks and body. Lots of older women were like that.
It certainly wasn’t going to bother me. I was enjoying my youth and
intended to go on doing so. There was plenty of time to get all
boring like her and wear sensible clothes. Summer at the cottage
was not that time.

I had to get up and help my mom lay out the
food. Normally that was annoying. I mean, she didn’t ask my
brothers to do it. But no, I’m a girl, so apparently kitchen shit
is part of our job. I didn’t mind so much this time, because it
allowed me to move and bend over in front of Martin and Kara, much
to her annoyance.

I thought I was being very clever as I bent
forward with a plate of rolls in my hand and smiled at him and
asked. “Would you like any of these, Martin? They taste
lovely.”

I almost laughed at his obvious effort at
keeping his eyes on the plate and not at my breasts just a few
inches above. And no one else noticed a thing, except Kara, who
gave me a flinty-eyed look.

Once back in my seat, I got my own food and
began to dig in. Since both my hands were busy on the table, I let
my upper arms kind of press in a little against the sides of my
breasts to squeeze them out even more against the thin top.

I knew Martin noticed that!

Not that I was actually trying to seduce him
or anything like that. He was way old for me. He wasn’t bad
looking, mind you. And seemed to have a pretty decent body for an
old geezer of maybe forty. But I already had one unsuitable lover.
I didn’t need another.

Fortunately, he seemed like the stable type,
and not likely to become infatuated and try and go after a girl
half his age and well out of his league. He noticed, though. You
can be sure of that. And his wife noticed, too.

After dinner, when I was picking things up
and bringing them to the kitchen she decided to have a little chat
with me. It was like she thought she was imparting pearls of wisdom
of her wonderful maturity or something.

“You know, Rowan, it really isn’t necessary
to dress to emphasize your body around others. You should look to
be respected for your mind and accomplishments instead.”

I gave her a deliberately blank look. “What
are you talking about?”

“Well dear, I mean, your little too big to
not be wearing a bra, for example.”

“This is just the way I always dress around
the house,” I said. “It’s a hot day outside. Why should I dress
up?”

“I suppose that’s fine when you don’t have
strangers over, male strangers, that is. But you could be giving
them the wrong idea when you dress in a revealing fashion.”

I looked down at myself and up again at her.
“What’s revealing about it? I’m all covered up.”

She gave me a look.

“We all know men are silly about breasts,”
she said in a lecturing tone, “and so it’s best to not put
temptation in front of their eyes too often when they can’t have it
anyway.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I
said. “If your husband is staring at my boobs then maybe you should
talk to him, not me.”

She really didn’t like that at all but I
didn’t care. I turned away from her and smirked once my back was
turned.
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The next little adventure I had planned with
Liam was going to be a bit more daring. I wanted to do it right
here inside the cottage in my own bed where I was more comfortable.
Obviously, that was going to be difficult if anyone else was home.
Especially if I lost control and started getting…loud.

What I figured to do was to beg off when the
rest of the family was going to town, as they did occasionally for
supplies. It was a quaint little town and had some neat little
stores, but I was willing to sacrifice one visit. I was betting
Kara and Martin would go with them since my dad had brought the
Yukon and that was a monster SUV that seated eight.

I communicated with him by text, telling him
what I wanted, and that we would have to wait till my mother or
father decided to go into town. He was enthusiastic, as always. The
plan was for him to wear a ski mask, surprise me, tear my clothes
off, tie me up, and then use my body roughly and ruthlessly.

This time he wouldn’t say a word, so I could
pretend it was some stranger. And since the anal sex had actually
worked out pretty well I told him he could do anything he wanted to
me.

I’m a pretty good actress so I had no
difficulty faking a stomachache when my parents decided to go to
town. Martin said it sounded very quaint and interesting and so did
Kara so I knew there’d be no issues there. Besides, it was clear
that she was a city girl who didn’t like the country anyway and was
just along to humor her husband.

As soon as they left I texted Liam and then
changed into the clothes I had chosen to wear. They were old and
thin, a top I didn’t like anymore, and a pair of shorts that were
simply too tight even for me. I also had an old bra and panty set
on, and I weakened the strings with a pair of sewing scissors so
they’d be easy to tear away,

I paced back and forth downstairs, already
feeling excited, heat rolling through me at what was going to
happen. My chest was getting tight and my heart was beating faster
as sexual tension gripped me. As soon as I saw the masked figure
slip through the door I gave an admittedly not very good squeal of
fear and ran for the stairs with him chasing.

The fact I couldn’t 100 percent be sure it
was Liam added to the wild, crackle of sexual electricity gripping
my mind and body as I ran into my bedroom and then ‘tried’ to close
the door on him. Of course, I failed, and the door burst open so
that I staggered back.

“Now I’ve got you, slut!” he growled.

I glared at him. “Liam! You idiot! You’re not
supposed to speak!”

“Oh, right. I forgot.”

Like I said, I hadn’t picked him for his
brains.

He grabbed me and then tore my shirt open,
sending buttons popping. I was irritated. His talking had spoiled
the tiny shred of uncertainty I’d had that it was him. That took
away the edginess of what was going on. He also didn’t tear my
clothes off roughly enough though he did shove me hard so that I
fell into the bed.

He had brought a coil of black rope with him
that I had bought and given to him. It was specifically used for
play acting like this because it was soft against the skin. He
straddled my body and tied my wrists to the headboard above my head
then lifted my ankles up and back above and behind me.

This was such a hot, obscene, helpless
position, that I was starting to get aroused once again. And then
he almost made up for his talking by grabbing the rope and tying my
ankles back to the headboard above me. Now, this was helpless and
obscene!

He put tape over my mouth and then stripped,
except for the mask, and began to tongue my already swollen little
clitoris. Granted, this wasn’t exactly what a burglar would likely
do, but I appreciated it anyway. Especially when his fingers began
to push into me as I got wet.

By the time he entered me, I was sopping wet
and burning up with a feverish heat. He drove himself deep and
began to pound me, and my eyes started to roll back in my head. Now
I was regretting that he wasn’t talking, wasn’t saying nasty things
to me, threatening me, or something like that. Because that
would’ve been hotter.

And even if I wasn’t gagged it’s not like I
could’ve told him to talk again after bitching at him for doing it
in the first place.

Still, I was enjoying being pounded, even if
it wasn’t quite nasty enough, when suddenly the eyes behind the
mask went wide, and he kind of flung himself backward and off me
and fell onto the floor. I was like… wtf… when he started
yelling.

“She asked for! This is what she wants! We’re
playing a game! Tell her!” he said frantically.

I stared up at him, bewildered, and tried to
twist my head around to see what the hell he was looking at behind
me. And then Kara came forward holding a shotgun on him. My eyes
went wide even as my face flamed.

“Honest! I can show you the texts you sent
me!”

She glowered down at him then at me, then
reached over and yanked the tape off my mouth.

“Do you know this guy?”

“Yes! We’re just playing a game!” I
exclaimed, mortified.

“I think I should leave now!” Liam exclaimed,
grabbing for his clothes.

There wasn’t a hell of a lot I could do as
she glared at me, then at him.

“Take them and go!” she growled.

Liam scrambled after his clothes and took off
with her following him, leaving me alone, tied to the bed, with my
ankles up and spread wide behind me. Fuck! I tried to pull free but
he’d gotten the ropes done nice and tight this time.

No matter how I pulled and twisted I could do
nothing to free myself. It seemed like I would have to wait until
Kara came back to untie me. And what a humiliation that was going
to be! What the fuck was she even doing here!?

And where was she?! Was she talking with
Liam? What were they saying!?

Finally, she sauntered back into the room,
giving me a smug, superior look.

“Really, honey, if you’re going to play these
perverted little games, you should at least ensure your door’s
closed,” she said.

My face caught fire again and I looked
away.

She came in closer to the bed and stood over,
smirking down at me.

“Just to be sure that this really was some
kind of kinky little game of yours that young man showed me the
texts you sent him,” she said. “Really, dear, telling him to be
rough, to call you nasty names, to slap you and pull your hair? You
must really feel bad about yourself to want to be treated like
that.”

“Untie me!” I gulped, still looking away

“I mean, obviously you have plenty of call to
be ashamed of your behavior. But if you want to be punished for it,
there are better ways a responsible and mature young lady could
figure out. Like, for example, stop being such a slut.”

God, this was so humiliating!

“Untie me!” I gulped again.

“Why should I untie? I didn’t tie you up. I
don’t owe you anything. And let’s be honest here, I don’t like you.
And it’s not like you’re asking nicely either. So perhaps you can
just stay like that for a while. It’s probably your natural
position anyway. So I’m sure you feel quite comfortable in it.”

She turned around and headed back for the
door and I jerked my eyes around to stare at her back anxiously.
“Wait!” I blurted.

She turned her head and smirked at me.

“I- I can’t get away on my own…”

“Not my problem, deary.”

“But you can’t leave me like this!”

“Why can’t I? You don’t seem to be in any
danger. And as I said, clearly this is a position you favor.”

She tapped her fingers against the side of
her jaw as she looked at me.

“I suppose you’re extremely dissatisfied that
you don’t have a big thick cock inside you. I believe you told that
young man in your texts that having something big and hard inside
you is what makes you feel alive.”

This was excruciatingly embarrassing!

“I suppose that comes from having the mind of
a slut.”

“I am not a slut!” I cried.

“The evidence would seem to indicate
otherwise,” she said with a smirk. “Besides, you wanted him to call
you a slut. Why should you be upset if I do? Is it because you
don’t have something big and hard and thick inside you to make you
feel better while you acknowledge what a slut you are?”

“You are such a bitch!” I cried.

“Funny, I was thinking the same of you
earlier.”

And then she walked out of the room. I lay
there in that uncomfortable position, my ankles bound back above
and behind my head, my body straining, pulled into such a tight,
folded position my buttocks were actually lifted off the bed.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck times ten! How far back had
she even read those texts? I should have had Liam deleting them as
we went along!

I struggled futilely to pull my wrists free
from the ropes while I started to feel the pressure of time. The
door was open. What was going to happen when my family got
back!?

“Kara!” I yelled.

There was no response and I yelled again,
louder, then louder still.

After a minute or so of yelling she wandered
into the room again and scowled at me. “You know, I stayed home
because I was getting a bit of a migraine. I don’t need your
yelling.”

“Please untie me!” I whined.

“Oh, now it’s please. Don’t worry, dear. I’m
sure your parents will be home soon.”

She turned to leave and I yelled after her.
And for some reason what I said was. “Please! I’ll do whatever you
want!”

She turned her head and smirked at me again
and then sauntered back over to the bed to sit down on the
edge.

“Will you now? And what is it that you
imagine I want from you?”

I had no clue. Other than a groveling
apology. My humiliation was fading away under a wave of anxiety and
desperation. I had to get her to untie me before anyone came home
or the embarrassment I had already suffered would be nothing
compared to what would soon happen when I was discovered like this
by one of my family!

“I- I don’t know what you want!” I
gulped.

“And yet you say that you’ll do anything I
want. That’s a pretty open-ended offer for a girl to make.
Especially staring out between her own legs while she’s naked on a
bed.”

I didn’t understand what that meant exactly
as her eyes flicked over me.

“We can start with you reforming your
behavior,” she said.

As she said that, she put her hand on my
right leg just behind the knee and then slid it slowly down along
my thigh towards my buttocks.

“I’ll expect a more respectful attitude and a
more modest wardrobe around my husband.”

“Wh-Whatever you say,” I gulped.

“It’s all very well to be proud of your
body,” she said.

Her hand glided lighly down across my
buttocks and I sucked in a ragged breath of air as her fingers then
traced up and down along the line of my sex.

“After all, it’s quite a nice body, all new
and lush and soft. You certainly have a nice, tight looking little
pussy here that your boyfriend was apparently thoroughly
enjoying.”

I was astonished at what was developing,
gripped more by disbelief than anything else as her fingers lightly
spread the lips of my sex and then slid forward to brush the pads
of her fingertips against my clitoris.

Her other hand moved in over my leg and gave
my right breast a gentle squeeze.

“And you do have lovely-looking breasts,” she
said.

Her hand slid up so that she was simply
holding my nipple between her thumb and forefingers and rolling it
idly between them.

“But you should know that these are passing
advantages which diminish every year. You need to develop skills
and abilities that will put you in good stead when you are less
physically impressive.”

She abandoned the nipple and her hand slid up
across my face into my hair then she jerked sharply back and I
cried out in pain.

Her eyes widened as if in surprise. “Why,
what’s the matter? You like having your hair pulled. You even told
him that.”

She turned further around and leaned over,
her eyes narrowing.

“Are you willing to do as you’re told, you
little slut?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Well then, I’ll consider it.”

She got up and left the room again, leaving
me staring after her, my mind swimming in confusion. What the fuck
had that been about?! She clearly wasn’t gay but was she bi or
something?! Was she going to… did she want… like.. sex or
something?! That made no sense! She seemed so… sexless.

How long was she going to wait?! I had no
idea what time had already passed. I could absolutely not be caught
like this when my family returned! I started calling out for her
again, adding the word please a lot.

She sauntered slowly back into the room,
giving me an irritated look.

“Did I not tell you that you were being noisy
I didn’t want to hear you?”

I stared at her for a moment because she was
holding a cucumber in her hand. And it was sort of glistening as if
buttered along the top half. She sat down on the edge of the bed
with that in her hand and I stared at it anxiously.

“I was just about to have something to eat,”
she said. “Now what do you want?”

“Please untie me,” I asked in my most meek
voice.

“What’s in it for me? Why should I exert
myself? It’s not like you’re in any kind of danger. Someone will be
along soon to let you free.”

“Please!?” I whined.

You’re not answering my question, little
girl. Clearly, you don’t want your family to realize with a kinky
slut you are. Is that the problem? Answer me.”

“Y-Yes,” I gulped.

“Then you have to be more communicative,
dear. Just say to me I’m afraid that my family will come home and
see what a kinky, perverted slut I am. Go ahead, say it.”

My face reddened further. “I’m afraid that my
family will come home and see what a kinky perverted slut I am,” I
said in a low voice.

“Yes I can understand why you would want to
hide that,” she said.

As she talked she kind of waved the cucumber
around and it kept catching my eyes as a wondered what she thought
she was going to do with it.

“But you haven’t answered why I should care
given that I don’t like you. What’s in it for me?”

“Wh-What you want?”

“Well, I’m rather bored up here, as you
probably know. I could use a little entertainment.”

“I- I don’t understand what you mean,” I
said.

She leaned in then caught my hair again,
jerking it back sharply so I cried out.

“I don’t understand what you mean, Mrs.
Sutherland. Say it, slut.”

“I don’t understand what you mean, Mrs.
Sutherland!” I exclaimed.

“Well,” she said with a smile. “Since you
like big hard objects inside you I was just wondering if this
tight, neat little pussy of yours could take something the size of
this cucumber. What do you think, slut? You don’t mind if I call
you slut, do you?”

Holy shit! Holy fuck! Was she joking!?
Surely, she didn’t mean it! She was just trying to bluff me! Bitch!
She was enjoying being able to lord it over me! Cunt!

“I’m not afraid of you,” I gulped.

“Nor should you be,” she assured me. “All I
wish is to either entertain myself or go and get something to
eat.”

She stood up with a smug smile and started
for the door.

“Wait!”

She turned and gave me and scowl. “Don’t give
me instructions, slut. Ask. Say please. And call me Mrs.
Sutherland.”

“Please, Mrs. Sutherland!” I called as she
headed for the door.

She turned her head again. “Please what?
Please fuck me hard? That was among the things you said to that
young Liam fellow as I recall.”

She sauntered back to the bed, her face smug
as she reached over with the buttery tip of the cucumber and
pressed it against my naked sex.

“I would never do anything that you didn’t
allow,” she said with a purr in her voice. “In fact, I would never
amuse myself by trying to insert this big hard thick object in your
tight little pussy without, say, you begging me to do so.”

She leaned over me more and smiled down at
me. “To be honest, I’d rather just go downstairs and eat.”

“You… I… Th-That won’t fit!” I gulped.

“Not only would it fit, little slut, but I
guarantee that you would come like the whore you are before it got
more than halfway up your tight little cunt.”

Her words were strangely captivating. I mean,
my mind was swimming and spinning and squirming to begin with, not
exactly operating in a smooth, logical fashion just then. But I was
becoming more convinced that she might well be bisexual, and there
was something strangely edgy, thrilling, and dark about letting
her… well… abuse me.

Especially while I was tied up and completely
helpless!

She continued to rub the tip of the cucumber
back and forth along the soft flesh of my sex and pressed in a
little harder to deepen the sensations. The rounded nose of the
cucumber was now pushed in completely between the lips of my sex
and was caressing the pink flesh within.

She drew the thing back with a smirk.

“I’m quite sure that the elastic texture of
your hot little cunt will stretch to encompass almost any size
object. And you’d still come like a whore,” she said.

Her fingers almost casually spread the lips
of my sex and then her index and ring fingers pushed into me,
turning and twisting and slowly sliding down into my warm depths as
my eyes widened and my chest tightened.

“I assure you that I know the mind and body
of sluts well. I know perfectly well how delighted they are having
large objects inserted within them,” she said as her thumb came
down against my slick little clitoris and began to rub.

“I’ve met a number of slutty young whores in
my life,” she said casually. “Their minds, such as they are, are
like open books to me.”

The way her thumb was moving against me was
already sending rushing waves of sensation up through my body and
making my mind stumble in confusion.

“I know how to deal with sluts like you.”

She pulled her fingers back out of me and
then pressed them against my lips.

“Lick,” she ordered.

Trembling a little, I let my tongue lick
lightly out at her fingertips.

“Open your mouth, slut.”

I obeyed and she slid her fingers into
it.

“Now close and suck. Don’t tell me you don’t
like sucking on things.”

I moaned weakly as I obeyed again, and she
casually pumped her finger slowly in and out between my pursed
lips, her eyes boring into mine.

She pulled her fingers back with a smirk and
then leaned in. I felt her fingers in my hair again and then her
lips came down on mine, surprisingly gentle, at first, and then
seeming to shift, spread, warm and slick as her kiss deepened. I
didn’t know where the cucumber was but her other hand was now on my
breast, kneading it, squeezing it, making it throb as her tongue
dipped out and her lips caressed mine.

It’s not like I was a stranger to kissing,
but this bitch was good! I couldn’t help appreciating it even as I
was gripped by a sense of wonderment and confusion. And the longer
the kiss went on the more I began to feel myself falling into it,
embracing it, absorbing it, a sense of warmth spreading through my
body.

She drew her lips back, her face rising a few
inches.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” she said in a soft
voice.

I stared at her, gulping in air, then gasped
as her fingers jerked at my hair.

“Say it, slut. Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I-I… I’m your… your bitch,” I gasped.

She shook her head slightly and tugged a
little more sharply on my hair.

“Now. Beg me to be my bitch. Beg me, slut,”
she growled.

Holy God! This was so dark and kinky! I mean,
I played around with stuff like this when I could find safe guys to
cooperate, but I had always had to feed them the lines and tell
them what to do. Now it was like suddenly she was making it seem
more real, much edgier, because I didn’t know what she was going to
do, what she was capable of doing!

“Please… Please can I be your bitch?” I
gulped.

She picked up the cucumber and pressed it
against me. She pushed it in slowly, letting it rotate from side to
side as she increased the pressure.

I stared, my eyes going wider as I felt the
pressure grow.

“What’s my name, slut?”

I flicked my eyes up at her in confusion and
she abandoned my hair, her hand encircling my throat instead and
squeezing so that my eyes felt like they were bulging!

“What. Is. My. Name?”

I gurgled helplessly, trying to talk, but
only a kind of strangled croak emerged until her fingers
loosened.

“M-Mrs. Sutherland?” I gasped.

“Correct, slut. Now, I want you to beg me to
fuck you with this cucumber.”

Holy fuck!

“Please, I… I don’t… I’m not…”

“Beg me, slut. Beg me to make you come like a
whore.”

She caught my hair again and yanked it and I
cried out in pain.

“Beg me, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
cried.

She smirked and drew back. Then she reached
into her back pocket and took out her phone. I gasped and jerked my
head away as she pointed it at me.

“I wouldn’t want there to be any doubt about
what you wanted. So I want you to repeat after me “Please make me
come like a whore, Mrs. Sutherland. Go ahead, say it, slut.”

This was wild and sick and humiliating. And
yet I could feel the familiar throbbing between my legs even though
she wasn’t touching the anymore. And I wanted her to touch me
again. At least my body did. I had never put anything as thick as
that cucumber inside me but the idea was dark and nasty and… And I
wanted to try!

“Say it, slut!”

“Please make me come like a whore, Mrs.
Sutherland,” I gulped, looking still looking away.

“Look directly into the camera, slut. And
repeat the words.”

I cringed inwardly but turned my face towards
where she held the phone and repeated the words.

She pressed the tip of the cucumber against
me again and began to twist and turn it slowly from side to side as
she increase the pressure.

“Beg me to fuck you hard,” she said.

“P-Please fuck me hard, Mrs. Sutherland,” I
gasped breathlessly.

I could feel the pressure mounting, could
feel the ache growing. Even as she put the phone down and reached
over with her other hand, letting her fingers brush across my
clitoris. The butter she had put on the cucumber made my flesh even
slicker than usual and the sensations as her fingers stroked across
it sent waves of pleasure up through my body.

I groaned as the rounded tip of the cucumber
pushed down into the mouth of my sex, stretching me wider still.
And then, shocking me, she leaned forward and began to lick her
tongue across my now swollen clitoris. That sent a wild, psychic
jolt through my mind even as the sensations swept through my
body.

Her tongue flicked back and forth, turning
and twisting as she altered the pressure on the cucumber, turning
and slowly twisting until it slowly began to sink into my aching
pussy. Heat began to sweep through my body as a dark sense of
thrilled excitement gripped my mind.

She closed her lips around the little button
and kind of sucked rhythmically before massaging it with her lips
and tongue. All the while, she was slowly feeding more of that big
cucumber down into my body.

I moaned helplessly, staring in fascinated
heat, my eyes only a short distance away as I saw the cucumber
disappearing inside me. The lips of my sex were straining and
looked distended around it as it pushed deeper. It ached, yes, but
the hunger was rising to the point where the ache didn’t
matter.

Then her other hand slid in and cupped my
breast, fingers kneading it quite skillfully as she drew the
cucumber back a bit and pushed deeper. Her tongue was dancing,
circling and sweeping across my clitoris and I rolled my head back,
gulping in air as the dark, sexual heat crept higher within my
mind.

I could feel the big, hard body of the thing
driving down into my abdomen, filling me up, stretching me out,
giving me a hard ache within. But she just kept pushing, drawing
back a little when there was too much resistance, then pushing
again.

She pulled her tongue away and released my
breast, her fingers stroking hard and fast against my clitoris as
she pushed the cucumber harder. I felt the tension growing to the
point that my body trembled with the force of it. I couldn’t take
my eyes away from the sight of the disappearing cucumber, for more
than half of it was now inside me.

“Tell me you love it, slut,” she ordered.

I stared at her in bewilderment.

She reached down with her left hand and slid
her fingers through my hair.

“Tell me you love it, bitch.”

“I-I love it, Mrs. Sutherland!” I moaned.

“Beg me to ram every last inch deep into your
whore cunt. Say it, slut. Say the words.”

“I-I… Please!” I moaned breathlessly.

“Say it slut.”

“Please ram every last inch deep into my
whore cunt, Mrs. Sutherland!” I moaned.

I felt the pressure increasing and cried out
as the ache did, too. But her fingers returned to stroke expertly
across my little button and I trembled and moaned as the heat swept
through me.

I realized with a shock that I was about to
come, felt a moment of wildness, and then seized on the passion and
hunger, my head rolling and jerking slapping back against the bed
below me as my body began to shake.

The orgasm seized me and I cried out in
helpless pleasure, finding it almost impossible to repress the
cries as my body twisted and shook, jerking against the restraints.
I saw her lips curled up and she leaned into the cucumber so that
inch after inch of remaining green vegetable slid slowly down into
my spasming depths.

She laughed at my cries of pleasure, smirking
as my hips bucked up frantically.

“We are going to have such fun,” she
said.
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She pushed it so deep that the mouth of my
sex was now mostly, though not entirely closed. The last half-inch
or so of the narrow tip was still visible. I could hardly believe
it was all inside me, even though I could feel it so thick and long
and hard and heavy within my abdomen.

Kara untied my ankles and I groaned as they
thumped back to the bed, my back finally unfolding. But she wasn’t
done with me.

“Roll over onto your belly, slut.”

I moaned dazedly. But then I did as she
ordered. My wrists were still bound to the headboard above as she
reached down and gathered in my hair again. I gasped in pain as she
twisted it slightly to the left and the right.

“Raise your ass high into the air, slut.”

Moaning, I obeyed, even spreading my legs
apart.

“Did I tell you to spread your legs, you
filthy little slut? Did I?”

She yanked painfully on my hair.

I gasped in pain and closed my knees.

“I asked you a question, slut.”

“N-No, Mrs. Sutherland!” I moaned.

“Only do what you’re told to do, slut. You
are my little bitch, after all.”

She released my hair and stepped back a pace.
She walked to the closet, opened the door, and examined the
contents. When she returned it was with a thin leather belt which
he doubled in her hand.

“Bitches need to learn to obey and respect
their betters,” she said. “You think you can learn that bitch?”

Crack! She brought the doubled-up belt
snapping down across my upraised bottom and I cried out at the
sharp, stinging pain.

“Ahh!”

“I asked you a question, slut.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sutherland!” I cried.

“Good. You are to stay in exactly that
position and not move without my permission. Is that clear,
slut?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sutherland!”

She left the room and I moaned weakly,
wondering what she intended, and still trying to think of how long
it had been and when my family would return. This was a dark and
kinky game, which was, of course, my favorite kind. It was doing
weird things to my mind, though, because I had always controlled
the kinky games before.

That I wasn’t in control here made it both
more exciting and thrilling, and more dangerous. She returned and
stood before upside the bed. Her hand slid between my thighs, her
fingers stroking against my clitoris.

“You like having something big and hard and
thick inside your cunt?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Sutherland,” I moaned.

“That’s because you’re a filthy slut, isn’t
it?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sutherland.”

Her hand drew back and the belt cut across my
bottom again so that I cried out in pain.

“Say it, slut.”

“Ah! I’m a filthy slut, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
gasped.

“That’s better. Confession is good for the
soul.”

Her hand slid in between my legs again only
now there was something in it, something that… vibrated. It was
like a small… soft… egg. And she was rubbing it against my clitoris
as it thrummed powerfully.

“Wh-What is that!? I squeaked.

She took it away and then the belt cracked
across my buttocks again so that I squealed in pain.

An instant later she returned it, rubbing it
back and forth against me.

“Your job is to do what you’re told, bitch.
You do exactly as you’re told, and only as you’re told. Nobody
needs to satisfy your curiosity. No one wants to hear your voice or
opinions. You speak when spoken to. Is that clear, slut?”

Wow! This was so dark and nasty!

“Yes, Mrs. Sutherland!” I moaned, feeling a
wild thrill sweeping through me.

What had to be a vibrator returned. I had
never seen one that small. In fact, I’d only seen them on the
internet. It wasn’t something I was willing to try since there was
no place for me to keep it that didn’t risk one of my brothers, or
perhaps my mother coming across it. It wasn’t like I had a lot of
privacy around them.

Besides, my orgasms were loud enough that I
had difficulty keeping anyone from hearing. I wasn’t about to try
something which might make them even more intense. And it wasn’t
like I needed any assistance. I never had any difficulty achieving
orgasm when I masturbated.

Now though, the vibrations were doing strange
things to me down there. It was becoming difficult to keep still,
and my thighs kept trying to spread open even as my muscles fought
to push my hips back against her fingers and that hard little lump
rubbing against me.

She drew the thing back and a moment later
the belt cut across my buttocks with a stinging blow.

“Agggh!” I cried.

“When you are a miserable little bitch to
people, you have to expect punishment from time to time,” she
said.

Crack!

“Ahhh!”

“Isn’t that so?”

Crack!

“Ohh! Please!” I cried.

Crack!

“Please what, slut?”

Crack!

“Don’t you think you deserve to be punished,
you slut?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Answer me, slut!”

“Ohh! Yes, Mrs. Sutherland!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I squealed and yelped and my bottom jerked
and twisted and rolled as the belt came down across it.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!”

Crack!

“Say it!”

“I’m your bitch, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Again!”

“I’m your bitch, Mrs. Sutherland!”

Crack!

“Again!”

“I’m your bitch, Mrs. Sutherland!” I half
sobbed, my buttocks stinging and burning.

I felt the vibrator against me again, rubbing
back and forth as her thumb pressed against the nose of the
cucumber as if to somehow try to force it even deeper. A moment
later she slipped the looped belt over my head and down around my
neck and then yanked it back so that it closed tightly around my
throat.

“I heard you liked breath play,” she said
with a sneer.

My eyes bulged as the belt tightened around
my neck. I tried to breathe but couldn’t, my mouth open as I tried
to suck in air. Meanwhile, the sensations were pouring through me
and incredibly I felt the cucumber slowly pushed even deeper as she
rubbed the vibrator back and forth across my clitoris.

I started screaming as the orgasm hit, my
mind buffeted by powerful waves of intense pleasure that swept it
clear of all higher order thought and reduced me to animal
instincts. My hips bucked back desperately against her thumb and
fingers as she laughed down at me, rubbing harder, pushing more
strongly.

My mind was coming apart as my body twisted
and bucked, my nervous system overloaded and my skull felt ready to
explode from the pressure. It was like I was screaming again and
again only without any air. Then she loosened the belt and all I
could do was gulp in ragged breaths and cry them out again in dazed
animal passion.

“Slut,” she sneered.

She picked up some of the rope and wrapped it
around my waist, then she fed it down between my legs, across my
pussy, and up between my buttocks. Since my hips were still lifted
in the air she had no difficulty feeding the loop through the one
around my waist and pulling it back down again and back up and
across my pussy. Now I had two loops pressing in firmly against the
base of the short cucumber jammed up inside me.

She untied my wrists.

“All right, slut, get dressed. Everyone will
be back soon, and we can’t have them finding out what a filthy
little slut you are, now can we.”

I moaned and shuddered, reaching my hands
down to feel the ropes pulling up against my sex.

“Leave those there, slut. Nobody will
notice.”

She pulled the belt off of my neck and
doubled it in her hand and swung it down sharply to strike my
buttocks so that I squealed in pain half flipped over onto my
back.

“Do as you’re told, slut.”

I wasn’t tied up anymore, so I didn’t have to
do what I was told, but on the other hand, despite that incredibly
intense climax I was feeling a dark sense of excitement, the kind
of thrilling, breathless heat which I worked at with Liam to bring
about.

But what I did with Liam was just a game,
just playing. I mean, no matter what he said or did, I knew that
really it was me orchestrating everything. It was me telling him
what to do and setting limits. But now, it was almost like this was
reality, like I really was her bitch. And that was, okay, kind of
irritating, but also deliciously edgy and hot.

I rolled over onto my side, groaning as I
swung my legs over the edge of the bed and carefully got up without
putting any pressure on my pussy.

“Put on a pair of shorts and a top, slut,
we're going out.”

I stared at her in surprise

“Where are we going?” I asked hesitantly.

She slapped my butt sharply and I yelped in
pain.

“What did I tell you? You don’t get to ask
questions. You do what you’re told like a good little bitch.”

I felt a flare of anger, but it was quickly
doused in heat. I grabbed a pair of cutoffs and slid them up,
wincing a bit as the crotch made contact with my roped pussy. The
ropes around my waist were visible, but once I put on a T-shirt,
you wouldn’t notice.

It was really freaky walking with that thing
inside me. It was hard and heavy and really stretched me out and
filled me up. We went down to the dock and she headed for my dad’s
fishing boat. It was a 12-foot aluminum boat with an outboard motor
on the end.

“I know you know how this works, so start it
up,” she ordered.

I climbed into the boat carefully and knelt
before the outboard motor before checking it and then starting it
up. She cast off the line and climbed in then told me to take the
boat out and find a nice abandoned island.

I was nervous but feeling this shivery kind
of excitement too, not having any idea what she intended to do
except that it would be about sex, hot, nasty sex. And since she’d
already given me two fantastic climaxes, I figured I was likely to
get at least one more.

I didn’t dare sit down, so instead I kind of
squatted on my heels, feeling uncomfortable, but with this
incredibly tight-chested sense of anticipation. Always before when
I arranged something dark and nasty I knew exactly what was going
to happen. Not knowing, was... wild!

“Find me somewhere no one is going to notice
a naked little slut being tortured,” she growled.

Yikes! This sounded dark and wicked!

I knew the perfect island, for of course my
brothers and I had explored the area around my father’s cottage for
years. I sent the fishing boat that way and then pulled into a
small inlet. I stood up and stepped ashore, then took the line from
the motorboat and tied it around a fallen tree trunk.

She stepped out of the boat and I led the way
down a narrow path between the scrub trees until we found the open
area just a little ways in.

“Excellent. Take your clothes off, slut.”

I felt my pulse racing as I peeled my T-shirt
up and off and then undid my shorts and slipped them down my legs,
stepping out of them.

“Hands behind your back, slut.”

I felt myself trembling just a bit as I
crossed my wrists behind my back and felt her wrapping the rope
around them, crisscrossing them several times tying them tightly
together.

“On your knees, slut.”

Heart pounding, I knelt there in the grass. A
moment later she came back around in front of me and I saw she was
now naked as well. Her fingers gathered up my hair she smirked down
at me, and then she jerked sharply on it, just to hear me cry out
in pain, I think.

“Now let’s see if you can do anything useful,
you miserable little bitch.”

She pulled my face in against her naked sex
and I moaned and began to lick. I didn’t have an awful lot of
experience with women, but I wasn’t completely without any. Doing
this without my hands being free was more difficult, but also more
exciting. My tongue licked hard and fast at her clitoris, but of
course, I couldn’t spread the lips of her sex apart like I usually
would.

She kept her fingers tightened in my hair and
suddenly jerked back again so that I yelped in pain at the sharp
stinging ached in my scalp.

“Apologize for being a filthy slut,” she
growled.

“I-I’m sorry for being a filthy slut!” I
gasped.

She jerked back on my hair again and again I
cried out as she reached down and slapped my face.

“Did you forget to whom you were speaking,
slut?”

“N-No, Mrs. Sutherland!” I cried.

“Apologize for being a filthy whore.”

“I’m sorry for being a filthy whore, Mrs.
Sutherland!” I exclaimed.

She jammed my face back in against her sex
and I moaned helplessly and resumed licking. I had this incredible
rush of sexual energy at the words she was saying and making me
say. It was just so much more realistic than it was with Liam!

The steady pressure of the rope pulled in
against my own swollen, hypersensitive little clitoris was adding
to the heat churning wildly within me. The way I was stuffed
achingly full because of the cucumber and the tightness of the
ropes around my wrists all added to the dark hunger and passion
filling my body and mind.

So, without her even doing anything, with me
being the one who was trying to please her body, I still wound up
being half consumed with passion and hunger, and sheer want!

I licked hard and fast against her, wincing
as she twisted her fingers in my hair. I was pleased when her hips
began to grind against me, and I could hear her breathing getting
rougher and faster. Her orgasm wasn’t as obvious as mine, or at
least not as loud. She jammed her pussy against me, grinding
herself furiously against my lips and mouth as I licked her through
it and then sighed in pleasure.

“Now, I think I need to arrange a little time
for self-reflection for you so that you come to realize that it’s
not a good thing to be a filthy little whore.”

She shoved me so I fell back onto my back on
the ground, then she tied one of the ropes tight around my right
ankle several times before tossing it up across an overhead tree
branch. She pulled on it and I gasped as my leg was lifted straight
up in the air. She pulled harder and my hips rose up too, my other
leg kind of flopping open a bit.

“Wh-What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“I told you before, slut, that you don’t get
to ask questions.”

She wrapped the rope around the tree and then
pulled again, grunting with effort as she lifted my lower body
completely off the ground, and I was kind of pulled along a bit
until I was only just kind of on my shoulders she tied off the rope
then. She came back and untied my wrists.

“Put your hands against the ground and push,
slut. Push yourself up until your arms are straight.”

Which I took to mean she wasn’t strong enough
to lift me up as high as she wanted. I pushed up so that my arms
were straight and the rope went slack around my ankle and she went
back and untied it and then pulled tight once more.

She tied another rope around my other ankle
and walked away some distance before tossing it over another branch
and pulling.

I gasped as my leg was pulled up and apart,
wide apart. The more she pulled, the wider my legs spread even as
my hands rose off the ground.. I moaned helplessly, as the blood
rushed to my head.

She tied off the rope and came back and
untied the rope holding the cucumber inside me. Humming to herself,
she tied it around my wrists and then had me lift them up and back
behind my neck. Then she wrapped the rope around my neck and tied
it firmly, tightly enough that it was digging into my soft skin,
but not tight enough to interfere with my breathing to any great
extent.

I felt her hands sliding up and down over my
sex, then I heard a sound that sounded kind of like tape being
unrolled, followed by the snap of it being cut. A moment later
something firm was pressed against the top of my sex right over my
clitoris. Then fingers pressed down on either side of it and along
my flesh, taping it in place.

It was a vibrator. She turned it on, then
knelt in front of me.

“The thing to do with sluts, is punish them
so that they learn just what low and miserable creatures they are,”
she said.

Then she wrapped some kind of scarf over my
eyes and tied it behind my head, blindfolding me. And that was the
last I saw or heard of her. A minute later I heard the motor
starting up, and then its sound got lower and lower as it went
away.

I gasped aloud, realizing she had left me
there like this, and felt a sudden sense of vulnerability and
helplessness! My mind started filling with thoughts of what would
happen if someone came across me like this. How long was she going
to leave me here?!

I tried pulling my wrists free of the ropes
binding them, but doing that pulled the rope against my neck so
that I couldn’t breathe very well, or sometimes not at all. I had
to give it up, gasping for breath even as the buzzing little
vibrator made my entire lower body… or was it my upper body now…
thrum with energy.

I was full up with the big cucumber but
that’s not what I wanted inside me. I wanted to be fucked. I wanted
something to pump in and out of me. And I wanted the vibrator to be
rubbed against me, or better yet a nice, long tongue. There was
nothing I could do about any of that but hang there like that,
panting and moaning weakly as my body trembled and shimmered and
sizzled with sexual heat and hunger and need.

The muscles in my body spasmed, my hips
trying to grind against something which moved with them instead of
holding still. I could feel my pussy muscles squeezing down around
the cucumber jammed high inside me. My nipples tingled and sparkled
like live electrical wires.

It was like I was very close to orgasm only I
couldn’t quite bring myself to quite reach that peak. I hung there
in an agony of need and passion, writhing in place, my head
pounding, filled with heat and lust, my body throbbing.

I had no way to measure time, no way to know
how long she had been gone. Had it been ten minutes, twenty, half
an hour?! I wriggled helplessly, my legs spread achingly wide, the
air rushing across my hypersensitive nipples, my wrists pulling and
twisting at the ropes around them.

An hour passed, or at least, that was my
guess. I was physically and emotionally exhausted and drained, and
yet my body continued to wriggle and writhe. My mind continued to
churn with dark, desperate need.

At the back of my mind, though, was this
fear: what if she just left me here? I mean, surely she wouldn’t do
that. But how well did I know her? Not very well at all. All I knew
was she didn’t like me. But surely she wouldn’t just leave me like
this. Eventually, someone would find me. Especially if I started
screaming or something.

Occasionally I heard sounds around me, like
some animal roaming through the grass or trees. That made me
nervous, but also give me some hope that maybe she’d returned. Or
was it someone else?!

Nothing happened, though, for what felt like
way too long. And then suddenly there was a hand on my left
buttock! I yelped in surprise and fear.

“M-Mrs. S-Sutherland!?” I gasped.

No one answered. A moment later some kind of
belt or strap cut across my back and I yelped at the sting. Did
that mean it was her? Because I wasn’t supposed to ask
questions?!

The thin belt cut across my look back again,
higher, then again, harder. I moaned helplessly, whimpering as the
belt raised stinging lines of pain across my back. A hand came down
right between my legs, pushing against the base of the cucumber,
and the fingers pressing down against the taped vibrator.

I shuddered and moaned as the fingers began
to move a little, grinding the vibrator against me. Then the belt
came down again, but this time on my belly, and then on my right
breast. I cried out at the sharp sting. However, light and thin the
belt or strap was it still did sting quite a bit.

But the fingers were rubbing against the
vibrator and grinding against my clitoris in a way that was making
my entire nervous system thrum with renewed energy. I squealed and
twisted as the belt continued to drop down and slash across first
one breast and then the other, making them ache and sting and burn
as my nipples throbbed.

Suddenly I felt fingers rubbing against my
wrinkled little back opening; slippery fingers, pushing slowly into
me, pumping in and out. Only, that finger felt kind of big to be
Sutherland…

The fingers pulled out and then what
definitely felt like a cock, a real one, pushed there. My muscles
tightened up a bit but then loosened immediately as the belt cut
across my stomach. I cried out in pain and then again as it bit
into my right nipple then my left.

Meanwhile what felt like a pretty big cock
was pushing slowly down into my ass. And I had no idea who it was!
I had this wild, crazed idea that maybe it was her husband! That
sent a dark shudder through my body, because that would be so
outrageous.

The thought was both shockingly embarrassing
and awful, and darkly thrilling at the same time. Whoever it was,
their cock was big, and thrusting deeper and deeper, pumping in and
out, even as their hand was rubbing that vibrator thing against my
clitoris. I felt my head swimming in dark liquid heat, and my body
began to writhe and twist once more as the belt continued to snap
down across my breasts and belly.

My whole body was jerking and trembling to
the hard blows of his hips now as he ran his cock into me hard and
fast. And then I heard something, like a whisper, first male, then
female. The female voice was irritated though I couldn’t make out
what either of them said. But I recognize that voice: it was
Liam!

The realization sent a wave of relief through
me, but also a strange little disappointment. He thrust harder and
faster, rubbing the vibrator against my burning little button. And
the sharp little stinging jolt of pain coming from my breasts
somehow didn’t seem to matter. In fact, I felt as if the churning
heat gripping my mind and body simply embraced them and made them a
part of it, as if the little stinging jolts of pain were actually
pleasure instead.

And then the orgasm hit and I lost my mind.
And it was only when I started to scream and hardly anything came
out that I realized that I had been jerking my wrists back sharply
against the rope around my neck, tightening it again and again so
that I could barely breathe. I gurgled and gasped and let out a
long, half-strangled cry of pleasure as I thrashed there between
them.

“Slut,” I heard her say.

I couldn’t deny it and didn’t care. The
orgasm went on and on, tearing through me, not like a tornado but
like a hurricane, on and on, overwhelming my senses. My whole body
was shaking anyway because Liam was jerking on my thighs as he
ground himself into my ass. The fact I was blindfolded and upside
down just made everything that much more crazy and confusing,
leaving me half out of my mind.
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Nothing much happened between me and Mrs.
Sutherland for the next couple of days. I was nervous around her,
though, and wondering if she might say something. But if she did it
would be accidental. She had lost any opportunity to blackmail me
for my kinky sex when she joined in with it.

Still, the fact that she knew about it, knew
about my kinky sex with Liam, knew about my dark fantasies, and
didn’t much like me made me nervous about her letting that
information slip. I mean, what if she told her husband? What kind
of relationship did they have?

Did he know that she liked girls? A lot of
men don’t seem to mind that although mostly if they get to watch.
In fact, a lot of guys, seem to be as turned on by the idea of
watching their girlfriend or wife in bed with another girl as they
are by being in bed with them themselves.

What would I do if she had him join in?!
Frankly, the idea that was even a possibility tightened my chest
and made my nipples tingle every time I thought of it. Not because
I had the hots for him. But because of the idea of him watching me
and his wife, and maybe even joining in. Like, being ‘forced’ to
have sex with an older guy by his wife!? That was nasty And
hot!

Anyway, a part of me wanted to provoke her
again after a couple of days of nothing happening. So, when I
spotted Martin down at the dock I decided to put on my sexiest
bikini. I undressed quickly, put on the little black bikini with
the cheeky bottom (my mom would’ve freaked if I wore a thong), and
then I hurried outside and down to the dock.

But I didn’t want to make it obvious, so I
waited until he was looking the other way and snuck into the
boathouse and I slipped into the water and swam out into the river
and then over to the dock. He seemed surprised when I climbed up
onto the dock.

“I didn’t know you were swimming, Rowan,” he
said.

“Oh yeah, I like to get exercise, so I swam
back from my friend Hannah’s place just up the way,” I said
casually.

Of course, given how small the top was he
would’ve gotten a really good view of the girls as I climbed out.
But I made sure to casually reach up and back to squeeze the water
out of my hair so that he had more of an opportunity as I arched my
back in front of him.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“Just sitting and reading and enjoying the
outdoors,” he said with a smile.

“Yeah, it’s a beautiful river,” I said. “I
wish there were fewer people along it, though. It’d be cool to go
skinny-dipping more.”

I smiled and then casually sauntered
away.

I was delighted to come across Kara as I was
walking up the steps to the cabin. She glanced past me at her
husband and then her eyes narrowed as they turned back towards
me.

“Being a little cock tease again, Rowan?”

“Moi? Surely you don’t think an innocent girl
like me would do a thing like that,” I said in mock surprise.

“Innocent!” she sniffed. “You’re a cock
hungry little whore, and we both know it.”

I sniffed ostentatiously and walked past her,
feeling very smug.

There wasn’t anything she could do this close
to the cabin, anyway. I was hoping she would consider doing
something later on, though. I went back to the cabin and back up to
my room to undress. I’d only put on the bikini so he could see me,
after all.

But then I reconsidered. I didn’t have a lot
else to do today. Why shouldn’t I continue to tease them? And I
knew just how to do it. I went back downstairs again humming to
myself as I went out onto the deck and then down the stairs. Kara
had joined her husband on the dock and her head turned towards me
as I arrived.

She scowled but I ignored her and turned into
the boathouse, then got out one of the jet skis, mounted it, and
moved out onto the river. I opened up the throttle and sped out
onto the river, then did a few little back-and-forth spins and
raced back towards the dock.

I had in mind to swerve at the last minute
and splash them all like I would do to my brothers, but I knew I’d
get in trouble with that from my mom and dad. So instead I slowed
right down and drove up next to the dock.

“That looks like fun,” Martin said.

“Well, why don’t you hop on and I’ll give you
a ride,” I said guilelessly.

Kara’s eyes narrowed and I giggled
inside.

“I’m not really dressed for it,” he said.

I considered how much trouble I’d get if I
suggested he just strip down to his underwear, but I really didn’t
know the man that well, and if he mentioned it to my dad or Kara
did to my mom… boy. I’d get in trouble!

I laughed and took off again, only splashing
them a little.

I drove over to my friend Hannah’s and
stopped at their dock, tying off the jet ski and then walking up
the dock to their place. I found her around front mowing the lawn
with a push mower of all things.

“Oh cool. Someone who’s having less fun than
I am today!” I said in amusement.

“Oh, you’re so funny,” she said.

“Does your dad know there’s such a thing as
gas-powered mowers?”

“He says this is better for the
environment.”

“It is,” her father said, coming out of the
cabin. “Hello, Rowan. We’re about to go to town. Do you want to
join us?”

“Sure,” I said. “I want to pick up a couple
of things.”

“Well if you go dressed like that you’re
going to be picking up a bunch of horny men,” Hannah said
cynically.

“Well then you’ll have to loan me some
clothes,” I said.

“Only if you take turns pushing this…
thing.”

We pushed it together, which let us move it a
lot faster. Then we went up to her room and she found a pair of
shorts and a T-shirt for me to wear. I texted my mom to let her
know where I was going to be and then we headed for the little town
of Jeffries. It was what old people called quaint.

And the only way it was attractive to me and
Hannah was that it was a lot better than a cabin in the woods by
the river. There were some stores there, including the general
store where all the vacationers got their groceries.

Hannah was a cute blonde, though a real one,
unlike Mrs. Sutherland. She was about my height and build, though
her boobs were a little smaller. Maybe because of my recent
experience with Mrs. Sutherland, I found myself looking at her in a
new light. Now that I had some exciting experience with another
girl… well, a woman, I felt myself wondering what sex would be like
with Hannah.

I didn’t really even know if she was at all
into girls. But it would be interesting to find out, to hint
around. It wasn’t like I needed to really worry about gossip from
her getting back to my gang, to the people I hung around with, back
in the city. She didn’t live anywhere near me.

Still, the thought of sex with her wasn’t
nearly as exciting as the thought of the wicked stuff Kara would do
to me. Not many people were into that, or at least not many girls.
It wasn’t something you could easily hint about without people
thinking you were a perv.

Which, I suppose, I was.

It was really hot. Anna’s parents are very
much into the environment so they usually didn’t want to put on air
conditioning in the car. But it was also pretty humid so they
finally gave in, prompted by Hannah’s whining. Once we got to town,
though, and stepped out of the car, the heat really hit me. I don’t
mind heat like this when I’m by the river and can just jump in. My
parents at least, make sure that the house is kept cool enough to
be livable. Walking around in a town, however small, over paved
roads and sidewalks with the heat beating down on you is awfully
hot.

“Fuck, it’s hot,” Hannah groaned.

I thought so too, so I peeled off the T-shirt
before closing the door. A bikini top wasn’t that out of line in
town given so many cottagers were around. At least as long as I
wore shorts.

“You need a hat,” I said.

I had been wearing a baseball cap when I was
out on the river and still had it on. It kept the sun out of my
eyes, which at least made it feel a little better. We headed up the
street for the general store, which was a cornucopia of every
imaginable thing you can think of from beer and laundry soap to
posters, baseball caps, mousetraps, statuettes, hamburgers, and
camping gear.

Her parents went back to the grocery section
while me and Hannah looked at the knickknacks and other junk. She
tried on several wide-brimmed caps and we both laughed at a Mexican
sombrero on her before she decided to buy a pink baseball cap.

I found a framed picture of a pair of
chimpanzees holding hands and took a picture with my cell phone
then sent it to Collin with a message that said I’d found a picture
of his real parents. Then I grabbed a Coke from the fridge and
started drinking it while Hannah got a popsicle.

As we wandered along the aisles I noticed a
guy watching us, and in particular watching Hannah. I turned to say
something to her and realized why with a little whiff of amusement.
The fact is, a girl can’t suck on a popsicle without giving guys
ideas. And she had it halfway up into her mouth as her lips closed
around it.

“I think that guy across the aisle is
watching you sucking on your popsicle and imagining it was
something else,” I said in a low voice.

She flicked her eyes across to him and he
looked away.

“He was just looking at your tits.”

It was true that my bikini top was kind of
small.

“Maybe he was doing both,” I said.

Neither of us thought anything much of it. We
were both used to guys of all ages looking at us. That’s just the
nature of being an attractive girl. Whether you wear a bikini top
or suck on a popsicle or not. Doing such things just catches their
attention all the more.

But now that she mentioned it, I did notice I
was getting somewhat more attention from males as we shopped. But
hey, was I supposed to complain about that? I liked looking good.
When the day comes that guys aren’t interested in looking at me in
a bikini top, I’ll know I’m over the hill or something.

We tried on different kinds of sunglasses,
mostly cheap plastic ones, then made our way to the snacks
aisle.

“You still messing around with that Liam
guy?” she asked.

She didn’t really approve of Liam because he
was several years older and kind of a redneck. She figured I could
do way better. And I agreed, normally. She didn’t know the kinds of
things that Liam and I did, though.

“There’s not an awful lot of eligible
unattached guys around here,” I said, “and we’re only up here for
the next few weeks. You want me to start checking out the girls
instead? Maybe the ones who look so pretty when they’ve got a
popsicle in their mouth and are sucking on it?”

She smirked at me and then slid the whole
popsicle through her pursed lips.

“Are you trying to give me an erection?” I
asked.

She giggled in amusement.

“Want me to put you across my knee, baby, and
teach you not to be such a cock tease?” I growled in a low, male
sort of voice.

“Oh, promises-promises,” she said.

Which didn’t mean anything because it wasn’t
like she thought I was being serious.

I got an indignant text from one of my
brothers wanting to know where the jet ski was. So I told him then
he bitched about having to go over and get it. I didn’t mind.
Irritating my little brothers was not something that bothered me.
It did mean that when we got back from town I had to walk back
along the road, but that was no big deal as it was only about half
a mile.

I left Hannah’s clothes at her place with the
thought that maybe when I got back to our cabin I’d run into Kara
or Martin again. Instead, I met my mother. She frowned as I
strolled into the yard.

“You didn’t wear that to town did you?”

“Of course,” I said. “Don’t I look sexy?”

She scowled and I could tell she was going to
get pissed.

“I borrowed a T-shirt and shorts from Hannah
and wore those over my bikini,” I said.

“You better have.”

“Honestly, mother, you think I’m going to
wander around in town in just a bikini?”

“One never knows with you.”

I was headed for my room when I got a text
from Liam. “Come out to the island,” he said.

I knew which island he meant. He meant the
last one where him and Kara had done nasty things to me. And of
course, the memory of that immediately tightened my chest and made
my nipples tingle.

Usually though, when I did something with
Liam, I arranged it, and set up what I wanted him to do. I
hesitated because a part of me liked being the one who was in
control of things. But another part of me had discovered that
things were a lot hotter when somebody else was in control.

I just wasn’t sure he was smart enough to do
things properly without going overboard. But I could go over there
and find out what he had in mind. Teasing Kara and Martin had been
enjoyable, but it hadn’t exactly been satisfying in other ways.

Both the jet skis were back in the boathouse.
I checked one and put some more gas in it, then headed out
downriver towards the island, a little flutter of anticipation in
my lower belly.

It didn’t take long to get there, and as I
pulled into the inlet I saw Liam’s fishing boat there half drawn up
on shore. I tied off the jet ski and made my way through the bushes
and trees to the open area of grass and weeds and dirt.

“Liam!” I called.

He stood up amid the grasses and waved to me
and I walked through them and over to where he was fooling around
with of all things a croquet game.

“What the fuck are you doing with these,” I
asked in confusion.

“Is that any way to talk to your master,
slave girl?” he growled.

I sniffed derisively. “Master? More like
masturbator.”

He stepped forward, wearing only his swim
trunks. His hand came up and went around my neck. I scowled and
grabbed at his wrist even as he tightened his hand against my
throat.

“Take off your top, slut,” he growled.

The words were only jarring because he had
said them without my putting them in his mouth. Of course, it
didn’t take any great brainpower to figure out what turned me on by
now. I had told him to talk like that often enough.

And in fact, I suddenly did feel a rush of
dark heat as he glared down at me. My heart started to beat faster
and my pulse began to race. I reached up and back behind me and
undid my bikini strap then pulled it forward over my shoulders and
dropped it to the ground. My nipples were already rock hard.

“Now the bottoms, whore.”

This was deliciously dirty and nasty! I felt
the sexual pressure rising inside me.

I slipped my thumbs into the straps of my
bikini and pushed it down over my hips. It slid down my thighs to
my ankles and he tightened his hand and jerked me forward. I gasped
aloud, stumbling on my bikini bottoms, grabbing his wrist for
balance before I could shake them off my feet.

“Did I say you could touch me, slut?”

He tightened his hand more. And like I said
before, he was a big, well-built guy. I felt my heart beating
faster, my pulse speeding up as I struggled to breathe. I dropped
my hands to my sides then, and the dark heat grew deeper as I stood
before him, gasping weakly.

“Cross your wrists behind your back,
slut.”

I did, as he continued to scowl down at me,
his hand tight around my neck.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“I’m your slut!” I gasped around his thick
fingers.

“You forgot to say sir, bitch.”

And then I felt rope being tied around my
wrists! I gasped, startled, instinctively trying to jerk my hands
away as I rolled my eyes around to try and see behind me.

“Don’t move, whore!” Liam growled.

Dark heat and even darker anxiety whipped
through me. It was probably Mrs. Sutherland, but what if it
wasn’t!? But what if it was some other guy?! That would be so
fucking outrageous! So embarrassing! So dark and dangerous and
intense!

The ropes looped around my wrists several
times and then Liam pushed downward so that I half fell to my knees
before him.

“Spread your knees apart, slave girl.”

I moaned and did as he ordered me to as he
squatted down in front of me, his hand still firmly gripping my
throat. There was some kind of hammering sound, and I felt
something hard against my right leg just behind the knee. Someone
was hammering something there, and it went down all the way until
it pinned my leg to the ground.

Then they did the same onto my other leg, and
I realize from the sound and feel that it was the croquet wickets,
those plastic things that I’d seen lying around. I still couldn’t
see who was doing it though! I couldn’t turn my head at all. Two
more went down across my ankles pinning them to the ground as
well

Then I felt something slippery rubbing
against my pussy. It was warm and slick and rounded and it began to
push against me, finger spreading my lips as it slowly forced its
way up into the mouth of my sex.

“Tell me you love cock, slut.”

“I-I love cock!” I gasped.

He slapped my left breast and I yelped in
pain.

“You forgot to say sir again, slut. Remember
my name is Sir.”

Whatever the thing was, it was kind of thick
and it felt really good as it was pushed slowly up inside me. I
could feel my lower belly starting to churn with more and more
excitement and sensation as it penetrated deeper and deeper.

It jammed pretty high, and then it felt like
there was something, kind of a branch or spur sticking up and out
from the side that kept it from going deeper. Then some kind of
thin cord was stretched up from whatever had been stuffed up inside
me across my abdomen over my hips across my back and down around my
other side before being tied off. The thing inside me started to
quiver and buzz.

It was a vibrator! It was a lot bigger than
that little one that Mrs. Sullivan had used on me before. It was
also stronger. It vibrated up inside me, but the part that was kind
of curved up on the outside was vibrating right against my
clitoris!

I still couldn’t move my head because he was
still holding my neck and jaw firmly in place as he looked down at
me. I felt someone gripping my bound wrists, or the rope going
around them, and then they were kind of pulled back and down a
little, forcing me to ease down, to bend my knees to sit on my
ankles, or really, between them. But as I moved down several inches
I felt something pressing against my wrinkled little back
opening.

It was rounded and hard and slick and
slippery.

“Tell me you’re a whore.”

I shuddered weakly, my breathing rough and
ragged around his big hand.

“I’m a whore, sir,” I gasped.

“Tell me you love having big cocks inside
you.”

“I love having big cocks inside me, sir!” I
croaked.

The thing that was pressing against my back
opening was getting wider as it pushed slowly into my body. I was
balanced rather awkwardly on my knees, with my knees bent so that
it was hard to support myself where I was for long. Normally I
would sink back down onto my heels, but there was that thing
pushing against me.

I slowly eased down, but the more I did the
wider it got! I thought I might know what it was, now, given that
Mrs. Sutherland had used one on me a couple of days ago. It felt
like it was probably a cucumber, only a bigger one that she had
used before.

The vibrator was doing amazing things to the
nerve endings in and around my pussy. The muscles in my lower body
were starting to spasm and twitch and my clitoris felt swollen and
hot and throbbed with energy.

I hissed as I eased slowly down, feeling the
thick cucumber passing slowly up inside me. But the more aroused I
became, the more inflamed my mind was with the thought of myself as
the helpless, tied-up, virtuous prisoner. I moaned as I sank down
bit by bit, feeling the thing slowly pushing up inside my
belly.

It was impossible to stay up in that
position. The more I bent my knees the more pressure there was on
my abdomen and legs. They started to quiver and shake and I had to
let more and more weight down onto the thing pushing up under my
bottom. That forced me down onto it more, impaling me.

I sank down until my buttocks were pressing
firmly down on the insides of my ankles. But by then it was deep
inside my abdomen. Liam released my neck and pulled his cock out
and someone behind me pressed a cloth belt no more than a couple of
fingers wide against the back of my neck, then wrapped it around my
neck and drew it back behind me again.

 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Liam jerked his swimsuit down and his cock
sprang up in my face. Whoever was behind me was standing, and as
they pulled back on both ends of the belt around my neck they
forced my head firmly back against their thighs and hips. Liam
rubbed his cock up and down across my face then pushed it slowly
into my open mouth as I moaned helplessly.

The vibrator was having a definite and
powerful effect, but so was whatever had been pushed up into my
ass. Sexual electricity crackled up and down my body as I sucked on
Liam’s cock. He gathered in my hair, twisting it around his fist,
and then whoever was behind me, which I was reasonably sure was
Mrs. Sutherland, pulled the belt tighter.

“Swallow my cock, slut,” Liam growled.

He has a nice long, thick cock, which was one
of the major reasons that I had selected him for my kinky games.
Now the head pushed into my throat even as Mrs. Sutherland
tightened the belt around my neck. I gasped dazedly, a feverish
heat gripping my body from the vibrator and cucumber, from being
tied up naked and helpless and… forced!

He slid his cock slowly through my lips,
across my tongue, then into my throat. I gagged but not as much as
I had on previous occasions when practicing. I was too distracted,
both by the vibrator and the tight grasp on my neck. Already my
eyes were kinda bulging and I was gasping helplessly. Now with his
cock down my throat I couldn’t breathe at all.

“You’re my little bitch,” he said. “I can do
anything I want to you.”

And just at that minute, he was correct. My
eyes widened as inch after inch of thick cock slid through my lips.
My mind was filled with churning sexual heat, and a kind of
lightheaded confusion from lack of oxygen.

I gurgled wetly as his cock pushed deeper and
deeper until my lips were wrapped around the base and he held me
easily in place even while whoever was behind me tightened the belt
so I couldn’t breathe at all. Not that that was really necessary
with Liam’s cock filling my throat!

He ground himself against me as I trembled
and shook and then slowly drew his cock back out, inch after
glistening inch appearing in my blurred double vision until he
pulled out freely. My mouth was open wide as I gasped for breath,
barely able to draw anything in due to the tight belt.

Then as he rubbed himself back and forth
across my face, the belt was loosened and I sucked in great,
shuddering breaths of air. He rubbed himself back and forth over my
lips and across my cheeks and forehead as I breathed raggedly. Then
without warning slid himself through my open lips and drove himself
deep into my throat as the belt tightened around my neck again.

“Owned!” he growled in amusement. “You can’t
do anything but what I tell you.”

That was fucking obvious!

I gurgled and gasped, fighting against
gagging as he buried himself in my throat once again.

“You make a good little cock sucker,” he
said.

Although it wasn’t like I was doing any
sucking.

He ground my lips against the base of his
cock then pulled out again before thrusting home once more and then
again while my face turned red and my body began to quiver more and
more violently. He drew out and I sucked in deep, desperate breaths
of air while he slapped my cheeks with his hard cock.

“A sex slave has to be good at swallowing
cock,” he said.

My instinct was to jerk away but of course, I
couldn’t move at all as he drew his cock out again then thrust home
once more. He did this several more times, his cock sliding out of
my mouth as I coughed and gulped in air and then pushed back in and
down deep. He pushed in against me so that I could feel the
pressure of the back of my head against the person standing behind
me while he ground himself against my face.

The belt tightened and loosened but I was
still lightheaded and confused as he repeatedly buried his cock in
my throat. Then he started to thrust in and out slowly and steadily
and I gurgled some more, twisting helplessly between them.

He pulled out entirely, his cock still hard
and glistening.

“I think you need more training, slut. I have
just the tool for you.”

He reached down and took something out of the
bag, then straightened up again. What he held was a kind of long
green, translucent cock. Except it was two or three times longer
than any other cock you could imagine.

He pushed it into my mouth and down my throat
until only a few inches were sticking out of my mouth. Then he
squatted in front of me and his fingers twisted and tugged on my
nipples before squeezing my breasts.

“You hot little fuck toy,” he said.

I shuddered as I slid lower and lower on what
I was sure was a cucumber now, and it was so deep inside me that I
felt cramps in my abdomen. And when Liam reached down and rubbed
the little branch thing of the vibrator back and forth against my
swollen little clitoris. The surge in sensations made me tremble
and shake and gurgle around the thing in my throat.

He gripped the head of the long cock thing in
my mouth and slowly pulled it up and out. I gurgled, choking a
little, inch after inch after inch sliding up and out of my throat
and mouth until what looked like almost two feet had been pulled
free and I was able to gulp in great, heaving breaths of air.

He rubbed the branch of the vibrator against
me again, back and forth, back and forth, and waves of pleasure and
sensation made my body undulate, my head jerking back, my back
arching again and again even as I gulped in ragged breaths of
air.

The orgasm hit and I felt this tremendous
explosive force inside me. I jerked back hard against whoever was
behind me again and again. I deliberately sank myself down even
more onto the cucumber as my eyes kind of rolled back in my head.
Even as I started to cry out in pleasure the belt tightened around
my throat until all I was doing was making kind of hacking breath
sounds.

My mind was buried by an avalanche of
pleasure, wallowing in something that came very close to ecstasy. I
lost myself to it, lost my mind, becoming some kind of animalistic,
instinct-driven creature again that only knew and cared about
pleasure and pain. And right now I was buffeted by such intense
pleasure that nothing else could survive in my head.

I felt something being done to my hands but
had no idea what it was and didn’t care. I came down from my high
slowly, feeling half melted by it, groaning weakly and with little
thought in my head but gulping in air. I felt the croquet wicket
being pulled up away from my legs and then my wrists were untied. I
fell forward onto my hands and knees and then noticed that there
were some kind of black mittens around my hands. I call them
mittens but mittens have thumbs and these didn’t

I saw Mrs. Sutherland standing there smirking
down at me, I was not surprised that she’d been the person behind
me. Liam would not have thought up anything very complicated on his
own.

“Did you have a nice little cum, slut?

“She’s a cum slut,” Liam laughed.

“She’s a nasty little animal. A bitch in
heat,” Sutherland said. “And you need to train her properly.”

She looked at me again. “That’s what we’re
doing, slut. We’re giving you the proper training to be a sex
slave.”

I collapsed onto my arms and rolled onto my
side, then my back. I looked down at my body and saw the base of
the vibrator protruding from the straining lips of my sex and
groaned aloud. I drew my knees back until my feet were flat on the
ground. I could feel the pressure of whatever was in my butt, could
feel it sticking out, and groaned as I reached down for it.

I caught a glimpse of something round and
green like a cucumber and knew that I had been right in my guess.
Almost all of it was up inside my belly with just the tip sticking
out of my butt.

“Get up on all fours, slut,” Sutherland
ordered.

She had a whippy little switch in her hand
and brought it down against my breast so that I yelped and rolled
over. Then she snapped it down against my hip and my butt until I
rolled onto my belly and rose on all fours

“Always obey orders, slut," she said.

The vibrator was still buzzing away inside me
and against me as she directed Liam to pick up the rope belt and
tug on it.

“Now were going to go walkies, little bitch.
Your new master is going to bring you to heel like the sexual
animal you are. Animals crawl, after all, and you’re a little bitch
in heat.”

Liam laughed and tugged on the belt which of
course tightened against my neck.

“Crawl, slut,” he said, pulling again.

I lurched forward with a gasp, crawling a few
paces and then more as he continued to walk.

“Faster, you little animal,” Sutherland said
as she snapped the switch down across my buttocks.

I yelped in pain and crawled a little faster,
the mitten things giving my hands some cover against the rough
grasses but my knees starting to ache.

I was starting to get my mind fit back
together again, but found it was still churning with dark, wicked
sexual heat and hunger. Crawling like an animal was outrageous and
so in this context, I felt kind of a sense of awe at how kinky and
nasty it was. It was degrading, and that, combined with the big
cucumber sticking out of my butt the vibrator were making my body
thrill to a dark, wicked sexual hunger.

Liam didn’t hesitate to tug on the belt so
that it tightened around my neck repeatedly. I gurgled and gasped,
reaching for it several times only to find that the mitten things
wouldn’t allow me to do anything. Plus I suffered stinging little
blows from Mrs. Sutherland’s switch to my butt.

They made me crawl around the clearing, then
stop.

“Position your slut body to be mounted,
bitch,” Sutherland growled. “Face down, ass up, legs spread.”

Crack!

The switch cut across my buttocks
stingingly.

“Now, slut!”

I gasped in pain and dropped my body down, my
mittened hands sliding ahead of me as I pressed my throbbing
breasts against the ground and raised my hips high.

“Beg your master to fuck you,” she
ordered.

“Please fuck me, master,” I groaned.

Crack!

The switch cut across my buttocks again.

“Beg harder, slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please fuck me, master!” I cried.

“Say please fuck my filthy whore body,”
Sutherland ordered.

I felt a ripple of dark, thrilling heat sweep
through me.

“Please fuck my filthy whore body, master,” I
moaned.

Liam dropped to his knees behind me and I
felt him undoing the strings holding the vibrator in place then
tugging the long, thick sex toy out of my body. I felt momentarily
empty, which was strange given the thick cucumber stuffed up inside
my belly. But he almost immediately rammed his big into me and I
cried out in both pain and pleasure as he ground himself against
me.

He started to pound himself into me hard and
fast right from the start, gripping the belt and pulling it back so
that I gurgled and gasped helplessly before him. Every time he
ground himself forward his pubic bone seemed to hit the base of the
cucumber which was still outside of my body and I felt the tip jam
against something deep within me.

“The perfect picture of what you are, slut,”
Sutherland said. “A bitch in heat being mounted like animal and
fucked hard like she deserves.”

My whole body was shaking as Liam pounded his
hips against me. My mind was quivering too, swept by wave after
wave of dark, scalding heat. My swollen breasts were being ground
against the rough stones and dirt and grass below me as my mittened
hands clawed feebly at the ground.

He abandoned the belt and wrapped my tangled
hair around his fist and yanked it back so that I cried out in
pain.

“You like my cock, slut!?” he exclaimed.

I was kind of beyond speech, gripped by a
sexual fever. The noises I made were inarticulate gasps and cries
and moans of pleasure, along with words like a fuck.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fucking… fuck me! FUCK
meee!” I half sobbed.

I cried out again and again as he rode me
furiously, savagely, laughing down at me as he jerked on my hair
and reached in to roughly fondle and squeeze and even slap at my
breasts.

Then Sutherland knelt next to me, bringing
the buzzing vibrator up under my hip, the tip pressing firmly
against my clitoris.

My body erupted and I cried out again and
again, my voice rising until he tightened the belt around my
throat, my mind blotted out as I wallowed in glorious rapture. It
was a searing heat that had me twisting and writhing and jerking
and rutting back at him.

After I had recovered my mind, they made me
continue to crawl. I was dazed and felt exhausted, but the switch
stung when it struck my breasts and buttocks. Liam tugged on the
belt and I crawled to the edge of the wood and then through them
along a narrow path.

There was an old, abandoned cabin in the
wood. The roof had fallen in. The door and windows gaped emptily.
The paint had peeled off leaving nothing but gray flat boards
behind.

Mrs. Sutherland didn’t put the vibrator back
inside me. In fact, she pulled the cucumber out of my ass. Boy did
I feel empty, then. I felt a tremendous relief, though. She tied a
rope around my belly. It wasn’t soft, bondage rope like the kind I
had bought for Liam. This was rough, hemp rope, and very scratchy
against my soft skin.

She fed two loops down my abdomen, then tied
them together in a knot. She pressed it against me, drew it back,
and tied another knot, a bigger one. Then she pulled the two
scratchy ropes down against my sex, between my thighs, and up and
back to tie into the rope around my waist. She pulled harder and
harder so that the rough hemp pulled in between the lips of my
sex.

The first knot was right over my clitoris,
and the second one was pushing in against my little back opening.
She and Liam pulled me to my feet and pushed me back against the
wall of the cabin. Since I had last been here, someone, likely Liam
and her, had screwed ring bolts into the wall and tied a rope to
them.

Now they tied my wrists to the ring bolts
with my arms up and wide apart. They bent and tied my ankles wide
apart, as well. Other ropes went across each of my thighs just
below my pussy, across the center of my chest, digging a line
across my breasts, and across my waist, pulling in tightly against
my soft flesh.

Then, smirking at me, Sutherland pushed a
ball against my open mouth. It was smaller than a croquet ball but
bigger than a golf ball. And I realized it had a cord stuck right
through the middle of it. I felt a little thrill of recognition as
she tied the cord around behind my head. It was a ball gag! I’d
seen them on the internet.

Where was she getting all his shit!?

They left me there and a couple of minutes
later I heard the motor going on the boat as they pulled away from
shore. I moaned into the gag, simmering in heat, but also not
looking forward to being left here for who knew how long.

I had never been tied so firmly in place
anywhere before, not even by myself. My legs in particular were
pinned immobile against the wood. At least these ropes were cut
from the long coil I had bought for Liam and were softer against my
skin. All except for the one which crossed my chest. In what had to
be calculated cruelty, the rope which cut directly across the
center of my breasts over my nipples was the scratchy hemp variety,
with knots right over my nipples!

Already the rope digging into my pussy was
starting to make me ache. It was making me itch badly. And as I
said before it was a hot day. After all that wild action I was
sweating heavily. Even so, there was a low, bubbling, simmering
arousal within my mind which affected my body.

Pinned there like a butterfly to the wall,
surrounded by the quiet solitude of the woods around me, unable to
move at all, baked in the heat, the focus of my thoughts soon
turned to my discomfort. That would be those rough ropes digging
into my sex and across my breasts. There was no way to do anything
about the discomfort, no way to ease it.

My legs began to ache before very long.
Standing in one position, immobile, was not something a human body
was designed for. The rest of my body began to soon feel stiff and
sore, as well. The only part of me I could move comfortably was my
head.

I began to feel sorry for myself, but even
this had a sexual tinge to it, the kind of masochistic victimhood
sort of sense that added to my arousal. So as physically
uncomfortable as I was getting, a part of me wallowed in my own
sense of being so cruelly and outrageously treated.

Still, standing there like that baking in the
heat was physically draining. My breathing grew shallower and my
head began to feel heavy.

And then suddenly, Sutherland was there in
front of me. I was startled, of course, and hadn’t heard her
approach, hadn’t heard the motor. Without speaking, she simply
undid the rope that crossed my breasts and it fell away to the
side. There was a red line across my breasts where the skin had
been so irritated.

She bent and took the center of my left
breast into her mouth, sucking gently as her tongue caressed my
raw, stiff, burning nipple. God, it felt so good! I moaned
helplessly as her fingers gently kneaded my breasts and she shifted
to my other nipple, soothing its raw ache with her soft licks and
the warm, soft heat of her mouth.

She quickly had both my breasts throbbing, my
nipples tingling and crackling with life, and my body thrumming
with sexual energy.

She slapped my face, startling me, then undid
the ball gag and pulled it free.

“Tell me you’re a filthy slut,” she
ordered.

She slapped my face on the other side and
repeated her order.

“I’m a filthy slut, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
gasped.

She slapped my face again.

“Tell me you’re a filthy whore!”

“I’m a filthy whore, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
gasped.

She reached down and did something with the
rope which went between my legs and I cried out as she tightened it
painfully against me.

“Tell me you’re a filthy slut.”

“I’m a filthy slut, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
moaned.

“Now tell me you’re a filthy whore.”

“I’m a filthy whore, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
gasped as she loosened the ropes.

She gently peeled the rope down along my
abdomen and eased it out of my sex. She dropped to her knees there
and her tongue began to lick soothingly against my raw, sensitive
flesh.

God, it felt good! I moaned, my hips trying
to grind against her but unable to move.

Her fingers slid slowly up inside me as her
tongue caressed my clitoris.

She paused and looked up at me. “Tell me
you’re a filthy slut and a filthy whore.”

“I’m a filthy slut, Mrs. Sutherland!” I
gasped.

“Now tell me you’re a filthy whore.”

“I’m a filthy whore, Mrs. Sutherland!”

“Now keep saying them. Keep repeating them.
But don’t use my name. You’re saying this to yourself, not to
me.”

She started licking so energetically that I
shuddered and gasped in between the words, the muscles in my hips
trying to grind my sex up against her.

Her fingers slid several inches high and
began to stroke and rub along the front wall of my pussy as if she
could catch my clitoris between them and her licking tongue.

My voice trailed off and she stopped, looking
up at me.

“I’m a filthy slut!” I gasped. “I’m a filthy
whore! I’m a filthy slut! I’m a filthy whore!”

She started licking again, her fingers
stroking and rubbing. Whenever I stopped saying the words she
stopped, too. And then I would begin again and then she would
begin. I continued to say the words, even as she applied her
considerable skill to raising a feverish sexual hunger within
me.
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I didn’t even hear the motor of the boat
arriving. I was writhing and twisting and moaning, gasping for
breath and whimpering at the overwhelming flood of sensation
sweeping through my body and mind.

“I’m a filthy slut!” I moaned. “I’m a filthy
whore!”

It was so wicked and dark to say such things
while tied like… like some kind of helpless prisoner to the old
wood wall!

“I’m a filthy slut! I’m a filthy whore!” I
gasped breathlessly, my pussy tingling wildly from the rope jammed
into it.

“I’m a filthy slut,” I gasped. “I-I’m a.. a
filthy whore!”

I heard the sounds of footsteps coming
through the bushes but discounted their importance. It was just
Liam.

Only it wasn’t. It was Martin. I hardly
noticed him even as he moved forward, and then I stopped talking,
shocked as his eyes drank me in, to his evident delight. I felt
frozen, stunned, even as Mrs. Sutherland stopped and stood up. She
went to him and they kissed, then both turned to look at me.

“Well, slut, would you like a nice big cock
inside you?”

I was feeling a terrible hunger for just
that. Her fingers had felt incredible inside me but they lacked the
thickness and the depth that I really wanted. My body was thrumming
with the pressure of the sexual need within and I moaned, horribly
embarrassed under his eyes, especially to be seen like this and to
be heard saying the things I had been saying

Martin was wearing only a bathing suit and
his wife pulled it down to reveal his big, hard erection. Despite
feeling horribly ashamed, I sucked in a breath and felt a deep jolt
of hunger at the sight.

“Beg,” she said. “Beg him to fuck you,
slut.”

My mind squirmed with immense discomfort. Yet
it wasn’t like I hadn’t thought this might come. And imagining it
happening had not exactly filled me with dismay or fear. What I was
feeling was the embarrassment of being seen by him naked for the
first time as bedraggled and sweaty and worn out as I was rather
than at my best.

She ran her small hand slowly up and down
along the length of his shaft and I felt my pussy twitching and my
hips jerking against the ropes binding them to the side of the
shack.

“Beg him to fuck you, whore.”

My mind was still squirming I wanted him
inside me, but I didn’t know that I could bring myself to
speak.

“I guess I’ll just have to satisfy him
myself, then,” she said.

She was quite capable of that, the bitch. And
I’d be left like this again!

“Please fuck me!” I said in a rush that made
me cringe again.

“You forgot to say sir, slut,” she
growled.

“P-Please… please… please fuck me… sir!” I
moaned, my head down.

He stepped forward and I saw his cock
sticking out, almost touching me until his hand lifted my chin
up.

“Beg,” he said softly.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gulped.

His hands cupped my breasts, kneading them
softly.

“Beg harder, slut.”

I cringed at him saying that word and yet it
also sent a thrill up my spine for some reason.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I begged.

He eased closer, gripping the shaft of his
cock, then pressed the head up against me and let it rub slowly up
and down along the line of my sex.

“Beg, slut,” he said again.

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“Beg, whore.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I cried, louder.

His cock sank slowly up through the soft,
sopping folds of my sex and I shuddered, my head thumping back
against the wall as a deep, glorious rush of pleasure and
satisfaction swept through me. He buried his cock inside me and
ground himself against me, crushing me back against the wall, his
hands still on my breasts.

His mouth closed on mine then one of his
hands rose, gripping my hair roughly to pin me in place and kissing
me even more roughly. His hips began to move harder and faster as
my sexual hunger deepened. I gasped and moaned and panted and
writhed between him and the wall. And then the pleasure
exploded.

In seconds I felt the orgasm rising within
me. A deep upwelling surge of sensation, glorious sensation flooded
through me and made me arch my back frantically, crying out in
dazed ecstasy as it swept through my mind and body.

Martin thrust himself into me hard and fast,
his lips crushing mine and silencing my cry of pleasure as his cock
thrust deep into me again and again. My body trembled and shook
between him and the wall, nerve impulses overloaded and muscles
spasming as his tongue invaded my open mouth.

I let my lips fall open, as if not caring
what he did, not caring if he forced his whole body through my
mouth. Martin seemed eager to do just that, his lips voracious as
his cock thrust up into me and his hips pummeled my thighs.

He drew back as my orgasm faded and his wife
stepped forward, dropping to her knees before me, her tongue
sweeping across my clitoris again as her fingers slid into my
body.

Martin stepped aside but his hand resumed
kneading my breast and he gripped my hair again kissing me roughly
and hungrily.

“Tell me you’re a filthy slut,” he whispered,
his lips an inch from mine.

I was panting for breath, my mind still drunk
on the afterglow of that wonderful orgasm.

“Say it, bitch. Tell me you’re a filthy
slut.”

His hand came up around my neck and squeezed
and I gurgled and gasped, my eyes bulging.

“I’m a filthy slut!” I gasped.

He loosened his hand.

“Continue.”

“I’m a filthy whore,” I said.

His fingers rolled my nipple between them and
he kissed me gently on the lips.

“Continue.”

“I’m a filthy slut. I’m a filthy whore. I’m a
filthy slut. I’m a filthy whore.”

I continued with this as Mrs. Sutherland
licked harder and faster and my body began to twist and writhe once
again. I moaned into Sutherland’s mouth as he kissed me once more,
his tongue dipping and darting, sweeping across my own which rose
to meet it.

And then his wife stepped back and he pushed
his cock inside me once more, crushing me against the wall as he
thrust furiously to bring me over the edge into another incredible
orgasm.

Even as that began to fade they were untying
me, and I all but collapsed to the ground. Martin put the belt
around my neck again and Kara picked up the switch as they made me
crawl back to the clearing. As I crawled I had to keep saying “I’m
a bitch in heat.”

When we got there Martin pulled harder and
harder on the belt which forced me up on my knees. I brought my
hands up to my neck until Kara ordered me to drop them to my sides.
I obeyed despite the fact I could barely breathe.

Then he released me and they flung me forward
on my belly on the ground.

I let out a startled cry and caught myself,
gasping for breath as my hair tangled around my face and head, and
sweat trickled down my flanks.

“Raise your ass in the air, slut,” she
ordered. Spread your legs. Beg him to fuck your slut body.”

I shuddered and obeyed, heat rippling up my
spine.

“Please fuck my slut body, sir! I moaned.

She came around in front of me and removed
the mittens.

“Put your hand back between your legs and
spread the lips of your sex, slut.”

Every new humiliating, degrading order sent
another sudden jolt of dark excitement and thrills through my
mind.

I obeyed, spreading the lips of my sex.

“Now masturbate for us like a good little
whore.”

I shuddered and again obeyed, whimpering and
moaning as my fingers caressed my swollen little button, the
knowledge they were standing behind me watching was an incredible
presence in my mind.

Martin put his foot against my hip and shoved
hard so that I fell over onto my side then my back. Kara threw the
vibrator at me.

“Fuck yourself while we watch, slut.”

Another jolt swept through me at such obscene
and degrading instructions, but my body was already throbbing with
hunger, my heart pounding, and pulse racing. I picked up the thing
and fed it into my sex as I let my knees rise up and fall wide
apart, staring at it as it entered me and slid down deep, then
raised my eyes to theirs as I began to pump in and out.

“Turn it on, you stupid whore.”

I moaned and pulled it out of my sex to
examine the base.

“First put it in your mouth and suck it like
a good little cock sucker,” she ordered.

I did that instead, staring at them, pumping
the cock in and out of my mouth as my other hand dropped between my
legs and began to rub my clitoris again. Martin had his phone in
his hand now and was pointing it at me, taking pictures or videos.
That made me burn even hotter! Surely there could be nothing more
degrading than this, and the dark pit at the back of my mind
thrilled to it.

I turned it on again and fed it back into my
pussy, pumping in and out, grinding the stem against my clitoris,
all while they watched, looking down at me and calling me a whore
and a slut and a sexual animal.

Mrs. Sutherland stepped forward and gripped
the belt, which was still looked around my neck. She pulled on it
sharply enough that I gurgled as it tightened around my neck and I
was forced to sit up and then rise onto my knees. Her husband
gripped my hair and jerked my head roughly forward and I opened my
mouth as he plunged his cock through my lips.

I began to suck hungrily, gripped by a
frenzied need, my hunger, and lust so powerful that my fingers and
hands were trembling. Martin drove his cock deep into my throat as
his wife moved around behind me to grip the belt on either side of
my throat as she had before with Liam.

Martin fucked my throat and mouth as she held
me steady, and I became lightheaded from lack of oxygen even as my
hands trembled at my sides. She jerked back on the belt hard enough
to pull me away from him and he stepped back and she shoved me hard
in the back so I fell sprawling before him.

“Raise your ass high in the air again,
whore.”

Panting for breath, dazed, I obeyed.

“Now show him how much you want his cock
inside you. Lick his feet.”

God! This was so sick! This was so dark and
wicked and edgy and hot! The enormity of it gripped me for a moment
of indecision, then I whimpered and pushed my tongue out, extending
my head to lick up and down along his foot.

“Now beg him to fuck your slut body.”

“Please fuck my slut body, sir!” I
whimpered.

He moved around behind me and I eagerly
raised my hips even more, spreading my knees a little further
apart.

I felt his cock rubbing up and down against
me and the muscles in my hips spasmed uncontrollably, rutting back
against him. Then he pushed into me and I came, crying out again
and again as he rode me hard and fast. His wife’s foot came down
between my shoulder blades to pin me firmly in place as his hips
pounded against my upraised buttocks and he rode me through a
massive, howling orgasmic storm.

She then sat before me, spreading her legs
wide, gripping the belt, and drawing me forward until I began to
lick her pussy. Her husband fucked me with steady strokes, pausing
to grind himself against me often, his hands roaming my body,
kneading and squeezing my breasts as she jerked tight on the belt
to force my tongue to work harder.

I was able to make her come, and he was able
to make me come twice more. Then, I crawled alongside them as they
went back to the boat.

“We don’t really want this slut in the boat
with us, do we, dear?” Kara said.

“Of course not,” he said. “Disgusting
creature.”

So they tied my wrist together in front of me
and then as they pulled the boat out into the inlet they tugged me
along after them. I crawled into the water as best I could then was
pulled forward as the boat moved out into the river. They dragged
me behind them about ten feet back. The water sluicing over and
around my overheated, sweating body felt incredibly refreshing and
cleansing.

It was a few minutes before I recovered
sufficiently from the exhausted heat to feel any sense of anxiety
about being out and about completely naked. They were moving
quickly enough that it wasn’t hard to keep my head above water. And
I kept looking around to see if any other boat was near. And began
to worry that they would bring me all the way back to the dock like
this and someone would see me.

They weren’t that crazy. Though I was
beginning to wonder how crazy they actually were. But then again, I
guessed I was crazy too. They slowed as we neared my place, reeling
me in, then untying the rope from my wrists. They tossed my bikini
at me and then continued on, leaving me a few feet from the
shore.

I know most people would find it difficult to
understand how tremendously arousing I found it to be treated, or
mistreated like that, to be degraded and abused. But as I said
before, it was somehow related to my own sense of excitement at the
thought of being “forced” to do nasty, wicked things against my
will.

Maybe that was because I wanted to do them in
the first place, but some kind of sense of guilt or shame prevented
me unless I could convince myself that I was helpless and had to
obey my captors. That, I think, was why being tied up made me so
hot.

Whatever the causes buried in my
subconsciousness, the more outrageously I was treated, the more
breathlessly excited I became. But only in sex, I should add.
Outside of that, I wanted to be thought of and treated with
respect. That wasn’t really possible with the Sutherlands, but at
least given the forbidden nature of our relationship, they had to
be discreet around others.

So when I was around the cottage, or on the
deck, or down on the docks, unless alone, they would treat me
exactly as friends of my parents should be treating me. Unless, of
course, they could be sure no one was watching or hearing.

Like, for example, I was sitting on one of
the wooden Adirondack chairs on the dock, and my brother Evan was
sitting on another one. The Sutherlands were sitting on chairs at
the table a few feet away. They were perfectly polite as long as
Evan was there, but when he got up and went back up to the cottage
that changed.

The ground sloped away from the cottage,
which meant that when you were up there on the deck you had a
glorious view of the water. But down here at the rear of the dock I
was mostly hidden from the windows and deck above by the back of my
chair and by the waist-high retaining wall behind me. So when Mrs.
Sutherland turned to me and said “pull your bikini top down so my
husband can see your lovely tits again, slut,” I knew I could do it
without anyone up there seeing me.

Right away, of course, my chest tightened and
I felt this sudden jolt of excitement sweep through me. I didn’t
even look around because I knew they could see from their more
upright chairs better than I could and wouldn’t be doing this if
anyone would be able to see me.

So I pulled my bikini top down letting the
cups pull under my breasts while the strings squeezed them in
together.

“She has lovely nipples,” Martin said.

“Play with your nipples, slut,” Kara ordered
me.

My nipples were already tingling but I
brought my fingers up to them and rolled them between the pads of
my thumbs and forefingers as they looked on from a few feet
away.

“Take your bikini bottoms off, whore,” she
said, holding up her phone.

This was dangerous, I thought. But the danger
just made it seem more exciting and wicked. I knew it would only
take me a second to jerk them on again if they saw anyone coming
down the stairs from the deck or cottage. And there was no one in
sight out on the river. It made my heart beat faster, though, and
made my pulse race as I slipped my bikini bottoms down and off.

I’d never dared be completely naked like this
on the dock!

“Slump down and drape your legs across the
arms of that chair, whore.”

I did as she ordered, my body already
thrumming with excitement.

“Now pick up that bottle of sunscreen and
squirt it over your body up and down from your pussy to your
beautiful tits.”

I picked up the bottle as she ordered and
squirted the clear fluid across my breasts and down my belly in
between my legs.

“Now fuck yourself with that bottle.”

God! Fuck! This was so filthy and nasty and
edgy!

The bottle was rounded and while it was
thicker than most any cock, I was able to rub it back and forth
against my slick, slippery pussy and slowly push up inside myself.
Then, holding just the bottom, I pumped it in and out as I used my
fingers to masturbate.

Mrs. Sutherland continued to hold her phone
up as if taking a video, sneering at me as I masturbated.

Heat rose quickly within me, and my clitoris
felt as if it was already hypersensitive. It was, more than a
little, because of how the rope had ground against it the other
day. Doing something this daring and nasty and degrading so close
to home, right out in the open, and with the two of them casually
watching me made the heat flare wildly within me.

“Don’t neglect your breasts, whore.”

Moaning, I left the bottle buried in me to
base and brought my slippery hands up to caress and squeeze my
breasts, spreading the oil over my body as she continued to hold
her phone up. Then I brought my head back down and resumed rubbing
my clitoris with more and more energy.

“Someone’s coming,” Martin said.

I gasped and grabbed at my bikini bottoms
pulling them over my ankles and yanking them up my legs. The bottle
which had sunk its entire plastic body into my sex up to the baser
slid deeper inside as I sat up. So I yanked my bikini bottoms up
around my hips and then quickly pulled my bikini back in place.

“Jump in the river or they’ll wonder why
you’re so glistening with sunscreen.”

I did as she said without looking back, but
when I turned around and climbed back up I saw there was no one
there.

“I guess they turned around and went back,”
Martin said with a smile.

I gave him a dirty look because I hadn’t been
very far from coming and I loved coming.

“Is that any way to look at your betters,
slut?”

“She obviously needs more punishment,” Kara
said.

“Take her into the boathouse,” he
replied.

So they got up and after pulling myself out
of the water I preceded them along the dock to the boathouse. I
felt excited because I knew that once inside they would do
something else nasty and wicked to me. And in fact, that was what
happened. As soon as I stepped into the shade of the boathouse
Martin gripped my hair firmly, shoving me hard forward and then
roughly bending me over a worktable there.

He pulled my bikini down and his fingers
quickly began rubbing against my clitoris as his thumb pushed the
six-inch bottle deeper into my pussy.

“Tell me you’re a cock sucking slut,” he
growled.

“I’m a cock sucking slut, sir!” I moaned.

He yanked me back by the hair and forced me
down onto my knees before him as his wife sauntered over as if to
examine the boat. She placed herself in a position where she could
look through the open doorway and see up along the stairs to the
cottage and also watch us.

The worktable was exactly what you would
expect to find in a boathouse. It was a big, roughhewn slab of wood
with tons of tools on it. There were vice grip on both ends, and it
took Martin about ten seconds to tie my wrists up and apart to the
two big vice grips.

Then he gripped my hair roughly slapped my
face and shoved his cock into my open mouth.

“Suck that cock, whore,” he growled.

I was already doing it, sucking and licking
hungrily as he pumped slowly in and out of my mouth. Then he jerked
back on my hair to force my head up and pushed himself deep into my
throat, burying himself to the balls and grinding my lips against
him.

“Nasty little fuck toy,” he said. He pulled
back and started pumping violently in and out as I gurgled and
gagged and gasped helplessly. I was sagging against the straps
holding my wrists up and out, my eyes started to glaze from lack of
oxygen when he pulled free, slapping my face again as I gulped in
air.

He dropped to his knees before me, still
gripping my hair tightly, his other hand roughly squeezing and
fondling my breast.

“Apologize for that insolent look, slut.”

“I-I’m sorry f-for my insolent look, sir,” I
gasped breathlessly.

He stood up again and buried his cock in my
throat once more, pumping steadily in and out, using the long
length of himself, holding my head firmly in place every time he
buried his cock to the balls.

He pulled out, fisting his cock, pumping it,
and he came, spraying his thick, white droplets of come across my
face and open mouth. He used his cock to spread the droplets out
over my forehead and nose and cheeks and across my lips and chin.
Then he traded places with his wife who also gripped my hair
roughly and pulled my mouth up against her pussy.

I didn’t need any further instruction and
began to lick frantically.

“You’ll make an excellent sex slave,” she
growled. “We’ll keep you in a cage, and let you please our friends
and visitors with your slut body.”

And here’s the thing, none of that was the
actual punishment. The punishment was not being allowed to come,
and being forced to keep the bottle in my pussy as a continuous
presence to rouse my hunger and need even as I had to go back and
sit down again on the chair and pretend it wasn’t buried inside
me.

The punishment was also having to greet
others who came down with that up inside me and Martin’s cum all
across my face.
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It didn’t surprise anyone, now that they knew
the way, for Martin and Kara to decide to drive into town by
themselves. Nor was it surprising that I would ask to accompany
them, though it wasn’t actually my idea. Especially since it was a
chilly day that threatened rain, which meant there really wasn’t
much to do by the river.

This time I wore a pair of cut-offs and a
sweatshirt. And that wasn’t my idea either.

Under the cut-offs, I had the hemp rope tied
around my hips and jammed up hard between my legs again. This time,
Kara had thrust the small vibrator up inside me first. There were
also ropes encircling my breasts, squeezing the soft flesh tautly
under the sweatshirt.

This time I had to sit down. The knot they
had tied right over my wrinkled little back opening had not
bothered me overly when I was standing against the shack. But now,
sitting down, it definitely made its presence known! It was
incredibly uncomfortable!

“I’ve ordered more toys for you, slut,” Kara
said once we were in the car.

Apparently, the vibrator and ball gag had
come in the mail to the town post office where they had picked them
up during their last sojourn.

As soon as we are away from the house they
made me strip off the shorts and sweatshirt, spread my legs wide
apart and play with my breasts and nipples. Then Kara turned on the
vibrator somehow. Apparently, she could do it from a phone app.

The vibrator wasn’t directly touching my
clitoris, but it was sitting snug just inside my pussy, with only a
little bit of flesh between the front wall of my sex and where my
clitoris sat. That meant the vibrations were still pretty strong
and clapping my hands down against the rope which was digging into
my sex didn’t help any.

The vibrations soon had the nerve endings
down there flooding my body with sensations. Martin stopped the car
on an isolated road and Kara climbed into the back next to me. She
made me put my hands together on the back of the seat above my head
and gripped them there with her hand as she leaned over me, her
other hand down between my legs.

“You’re a cock hungry little slut, aren’t
you, bitch?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sutherland,” I gulped.

Her fingers gripped the knot which was
pressing in against my clitoris and gently rubbed it from side to
side. I gasped at the raw and unpleasant surge of sensation but
didn’t even try to really move.

“Say it, whore,” she said softly before
taking the center of my breast into her mouth.

“I’m a cock hungry little slut,” I
moaned.

She sucked and nibbled at my breast, her
tongue sweeping back and forth across my nipple.

“You’re barely more than an animal,” she
growled softly, nibbling on the nape of my neck. “A sexual animal.
A crawling, whining animal!”

She chewed lightly on my earlobe, the hand
down between my legs slowly grinding the rough knot against my very
sensitive clitoris.

“A bitch in heat,” she said. “Tell me you’re
a filthy whore.”

“I’m a filthy whore, Mrs. Sutherland,” I
gasped.

“Dirty little girl,” she said. “Maybe we’ll
find a bunch of men in town to gang-bang you. I know that you’d
love that, slut.”

She brought the hand up from between my legs
and closed it against my neck, making me gasp as it choked off my
breathing.

“Tell me you want to be gang-banged, slut.
Beg me to find a dozen men to gang-bang you.”

I moaned helplessly, gasping for breath.
“Please… please find… a dozen men to gang bang me, Mrs.
Sutherland!” I gasped in a choked voice.

The thought of that was scary and also
outrageously hot. But I didn’t think she could possibly find a
dozen men in that small town. Not that there weren’t a lot of men
in that town who would’ve wanted to have sex with me. But not that
many men would want to be in a gang bang. At least I didn’t think
so.

“Whore,” she whispered, her lips coming down
against mine.

She pulled her hand off my neck, allowing me
to breathe as she kneaded my breast and rolled and twisted the
nipples.

“Coming up on busier roads,” Martin said from
the front.

She pulled away from me with a smirk. “Put
your clothes on, whore.”

Moaning, I closed my legs and, still
squirming because of the vibrator, pulled the sweatshirt down over
my head and then pulled my cut-offs up my legs. We entered the
small town shortly after that and parked near the general store.
Naturally, they insisted I stay with them as they wandered through
the aisles, picking up this or that, taking their time.

Meanwhile, of course, I had the rough hemp
digging into me, and the vibrator buzzing away inside me. My
nipples were rock hard, and my breasts throbbed. My pussy was a
strange mixture of raw, aching, overheated arousal. I had to work
hard to make sure I didn’t keep putting my hands over my crotch,
which was a continuing source of powerful sensations, both good and
bad.

We left the general store and walked across
the street toward a clothing store.

“We’ll see what might’ve shown up at the post
office for you, little slut,” Kara purred.

The post office was a kind of small counter
inside the pharmacy. And they did indeed have a couple of packages
for the Sutherlands. We returned to the car and they opened them
with interest. One was a simple cotton skirt that I thought
might’ve been for a very young girl except it had a slit that went
halfway up the side.

“This will be perfect for you, slut,” Kara
said.

“That would never fit me,” I said in
surprise.

“Of course, it would. It’s just your size.
Put it on.”

“But it’s too small.”

She gave me a dangerous look and I shrugged.
It was a wraparound skirt so I just wrapped it around myself over
the cutoffs to show them that it was too small. Surprising me, it
snapped together on my left hip. But, it wasn’t even a foot long,
and my cutoffs showed clearly underneath.

“See?”

She smirked then lifted the skirt up and
undid my shorts.

I gasped and clapped my hands to it as I
looked wildly around. We were standing next to the car, between
this one and a pickup parked next to it. Technically almost no one
could see us.

Martin gripped one of my wrists and pulled it
away, and I gasped as Kara yanked my shorts down. I mean, I wasn’t
even wearing any underwear!

“It’s too short!” I gasped.

And it was until Karen tugged the skirt down
more and more so that it was riding very low on my hips. In that
position, it was just low enough to cover my buttocks, and just
high enough to not be showing my pussy.

“There. Fits perfectly.”

“And this will look nice on you, too.

She held up a light gray crop top and held it
against me. It, at least, didn’t look too bad. It sort of looked
like a sleeveless T-shirt that had been cut off three or four
inches below the breasts. Again, Kara suddenly yanked my sweatshirt
up to bare my breasts. I reacted instinctively with a yelp, jerking
my arms out to cover them, and that allowed her to peel the sweat
shirt up over my head and shoulders, and then yank it down my arms
and off.

I looked around wildly but the car and truck
blocked us from front and back, and Martin blocked us from the
sidewalk. Kara pulled the crop top down over my head and I quickly
put my arms through and pulled it down over my chest.

It was okay, except for one thing. The ropes
they had tied around the base of each breast had made them both
very firm and full, pushing out strongly against the thin,
thankfully loose cotton top. My nipples were poking out quite
obviously against the light-colored material.

“There now. You look very casual and
comfortable,” Kara said.

“I look half naked!” I hissed.

“Well, you are a slut. This is the way sluts
dress.”

“I don’t dress like this!”

“That’s because you’re dishonest. You’re
lying to people by pretending you’re a normal girl when you’re
really a cock-hungry slut. This is much more honest. People will
look at you and know exactly what you are.”

She tossed my shorts and sweatshirt into the
car then closed and locked the door. I had little choice when they
walked away other than to join them. I kept nervously tugging at
the tiny skirt as if I could pull it lower, but really, if I pulled
it any lower I’d be showing my butt crack in back.

Needless to say, I got a lot of second
glances on the street. Even more than I had the last time I’d been
there in my bikini top.

The vibrator had been buzzing off and on,
depending on what she wanted to do with her phone app. Now she
turned it on again I squirmed mentally and tried not to squirm too
much physically.

“Maybe you can find some random guy here to
give you some cock,” Kara said. “Wouldn’t that be nice? You love
having a cock inside you.”

She tugged up the rear of the skirt to bear
my bottom to anyone on the street and I yelped and jerked it back
down as she laughed in amusement. The men and boys all stared at me
everywhere we went, while the women scowled at me.

They did a little more window shopping and
browsing in a few stores while the combination of the vibrator and
the rough hemp rope drove me half-crazy, and my mind was squirming
with all of the attention I was getting.

They then led me into a small parking lot,
with Kara pulling on my hand until we were against a brick wall
with two cars on either side. Martin blocked the view of anyone who
might have come into the parking lot as Kara lifted up the little
skirt.

“Honestly, you bitch and whine so much,” she
said. “You really should be punished. But I’ll be nice for now and
remove the rope.”

She did just that, untying the rope, and
pulling it away. The vibrator oozed slowly out into sight and she
pulled it free with a smirk, examining it.

“It’s soaking wet,” she said. “And so are
you, whore.”

“Maybe I should take care of that,” Martin
said.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pushed me
roughly against the wall and then spun me around. I yelped and
gasped as he jerked back on my hips, using his grip on my hair to
force my face against the warm stone.

“Push your ass out and spread your legs,
slut,” he said.

I felt a tremendous wave of dark heat
sweeping through me at doing something like this in a semi-public
place. It was almost like when we had been back on the dock and
they’d made me masturbate.

I felt his cock pressing up and down along
the line of my sex and then force me open. I ached there, there,
but the feel of his big cock sliding up inside me was glorious. He
jerked my tank top up over my breasts and filled his hands with
them as his cock began to thrust in and out of me.

“This is how a whore gets fuck,” Kara
sneered. “Just throw her against the wall and lift her skirt up.
Don’t you agree, you filthy little girl?”

The angle had the head of his cock rubbing
hard and fast along the front wall of my sex and I shuddered and
ground myself back at him as the heat built up rapidly within me.
His hips began slapping against my buttocks as he alternated
jerking back on my hips and groping my bare breasts.

Kara leaned past him, gripping my hair and
pulling up and back then pushed the ball gag thing into my mouth. I
did nothing to resist her. I was too busy wallowing in the feel of
that big cock punching into my belly. My eyes were already starting
to go glassy as the heat melted my mind.

There was a spike sticking out of the wall a
few feet above me. Kara moved next to me and quickly tied a rope
around my wrists where they were up against the wall, then raise
the rope and tied it around the spike. Obviously, this had been
planned out, but I didn’t really care until she placed some kind of
soft black cloth against my eyes and tied it around my head,
blindfolding me.

That was when I had an OMG moment, but there
wasn’t anything I could do about it. And while the two of them were
there it wasn’t making any difference anyway.

“Are you going to come, slut?” she sneered
into my ear.

I couldn’t very well answer, which didn’t
seem to bother her. She pinched and twisted my nipples while her
husband jerked back on my hips and drove his cock into me hard and
fast.

She was right in that I was sopping wet, my
body thrumming with sexual tension even before he had driven his
cock up into me. So it didn’t take long before the orgasm began to
rise up within me, sensations swelling like an explosion howling
through me as I cried out again and again, my voice muffled by the
ball gag as Martin’s hip slapped hard and fast against my
buttocks.

“Harder, Martin! Fuck the little whore’s
brains out!” Kara said.

Martin was doing his best, and my brains were
already scrambled as my body twisted and writhed and my hips jerked
back against him. My face, my cheek was pressed against the wall,
as were my arms, but the rest of me was pulled out at an angle,
shaking hard as Martin’s used my body to sate his own lust.

I came out of the orgasm still filled with a
dark hunger and heat, though breathless and dazed from the power of
the climax. My lower body was still shaking as Martin drove his
cock into me with hard, fast thrusts. I moaned dazedly through the
ball gag, feeling the warmth of the stone against my cheek and
drooling a little around the ball-gag.

My body and mind were so gripped by hunger
and need that even as the orgasm faded my body began climbing its
way upward toward a second. And it climbed much faster when Kara
reached in and began fingering my hypersensitive clitoris.

“The little slut likes that, doesn’t she,”
she said cattily.

Martin’s cock pulled free, rubbing up and
down along the outside of my sex, against the tender flesh that the
rope had been digging into.

“I think this little bitch should be punished
for being such a slut,” Kara said.

“I agree,” Martin said.

And then something, something thin and
flexible, cut across my outthrust buttocks with a sharp, stinging
blow that made me cry out into the gag.

Kara’s hand was still between my thighs, the
heel of her hand pressing up against my pubic bone to push me back
as her fingers rubbed my clitoris. I heard a sound, like a hissing
sound, or something thin cutting through air and then another blow
cut across my buttocks, and another, and another, as I shuddered
and moaned and ground myself against Kara’s fingers.

“Nasty little slut,” she whispered. Dirty
little girl. Whore! Bitch animal!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The switch or whatever it was continued to
snap down across my buttocks but the pain was not nearly as
overwhelming as the dark heat and pleasure. Each stinging blow made
me gasp and moan and cry out, but my body continued to burn with a
feverish need as I ground myself against her fingers.

When Martin thrust himself back into my body
and started hammering away at me I came within seconds, crying out
at the top of my voice, lost in the churning rush of sensation that
made me twist and writhe as my muscles spasmed again and again.

I guess Martin came inside me because he slid
out once more and I all but collapsed against the wall as Kara
pulled her hand back.

“What a slut,” she said in amusement. “Let’s
just leave her here.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” Martin said.

And then I didn’t hear a word from either one
of them. I didn’t really care that much, because I was too busy
trying to fit my brain back together again from that wonderful
orgasm. I was pretty sure they were still there anyway. That would
be why they put the blindfold on me. It sure wasn’t because they
didn’t want me to see them leave, after all.

I was still a little nervous as I regained my
senses. I mean, I was still out in public, basically naked, and
what if somebody came back here, maybe to get one of these cars and
drive away? How long were they going to risk leaving me like
this?

The minutes ticked slowly by. I had brought
my hips in closer to the wall, which not only eased the pressure on
my wrists it kind of hide everything other than my bare butt from
the world. I even kind of wiggled my body around hoping that the
skirt or crop top would fall down. But neither did.

For all I knew they were both standing near
me quietly, watching me squirm.

“Well now,” a male voice said, “What do we
have here?”

I froze, even my breathing going still at
this strange voice. It sounded like an older man, maybe a big one
given how deep the voice was. I felt hands on my shoulders turning
me around and heat suddenly burned in my face as someone whistled
at what they were seeing.

“Well, this sure does look like a pretty
little slut,” he said. “I wonder why someone would just dump you.
You look like you got a lot of use left in you.”

A big hand pushed between my thighs and I
squealed through the ball gag as he chuckled low in his throat.

“You little bitch, you’re as wet as can be.
You must really be a cheap whore.”

It didn’t take a genius to figure out that
this was not some random guy, not the way he was talking and
acting. But he was still a complete stranger to me! I felt stunned
and anxious and stiff and horribly embarrassed as his hand slid up
and fondled my breasts.

“Nice tits on you too.”

I cried out as he caught my nipples between
the nails of his thumbs and forefingers, pinching and then pulling
them up and out so that I was forced to sharply arch my back. He
chuckled and released them in and then roughly spun me around to
face the wall like I had been before.

Crack! His hand slapped stingingly
across my bottom.

“Nice little ass on you, too,” he said.
“Spread your legs, slut, and push your ass out more.”

I moaned dazedly and then his hand cracked
down against my bottom again with stinging force.

“Do as you’re told, slut.”

Moaning, I obeyed, spreading my legs wider
and pushing my ass back again.

“Now that looks like tasty stuff,” he said.
“You got some fucking body on you, bitch.”

My embarrassment was still burning wildly
away in my mind, but I was more and more coming to think that this
guy had been arranged by Kara and Martin, and that they were
probably standing right there with him. The thought of having some
complete stranger looking at me like this running his hands over my
body, touching me everywhere, was… Outrageous, degrading, and
humiliating!

So of course, I started to feel a spiraling
sense of dark, thrilling hunger building within my mind.

I felt his finger, slick with something,
pressing against my wrinkled back opening, and moaned helplessly
into the gag. And then I felt something I had never felt before in
my life. His hands gripped my thighs firmly, big, strong hands,
jerking them even wider apart. His big thumbs pressed against the
inside of my buttocks, and then his tongue began to lap against my
back opening!

I was shocked! This was something I had
barely even heard of, and certainly, no guy had ever offered to do
it to me! The very idea was gross! Or, at least it was once. But I
had been sitting on that rough knot and it had been driven hard
against my soft, tender little opening even as I had walked around.
So I felt kind of raw there.

His tongue felt deliciously soothing as it
circled and circled and licked up and down against my tight pink
opening. I was panting heavily through the ball in my mouth,
moaning, my cheek against the wall again as he licked at my back
opening. I was not surprised when he stopped and I felt his hard
cock pushing against me there.

“I bet you’re tight, you little blonde slut,”
he said in a deep, rumbling voice.

I cried out as he gripped my hair and jerked
it back sharply, and as he did so he pushed his cock smoothly into
my ass. I heard him chuckle as he reached around my hip, his hand
pushing back against my lower abdomen as his fingers found my
clitoris and rubbed hard and fast.

His cock sank deeper and deeper into my belly
and dark rippling waves of heat and crackling jolts of sexual
electricity swept through me. The embarrassment and
self-consciousness faded under the storm of dark, thrilling, edgy
hunger.

Some stranger was fucking me in the ass right
in a public area! I was helpless, tied up, like… like some kind of
sacrifice laid out for the gods! And oh fuck his cock felt enormous
as he buried it deep in my belly and ground himself against me!

“Fuck yeah!” he growled, chewing at the nape
of my neck. “Nothing like ass-fucking a nice, dirty little whore up
against a wall!”

His fingers rubbed hard and fast at my
clitoris as he jerked back on my hair again and he chuckled low in
his throat. He kissed and chewed his way along my neck, then
released my hair to roughly fondle my breast.

“Nice tits. I wonder how much I can sell you
for.”

He started to thrust harder, then, and that
big cock punched deep into my guts, sending cramping sensations
rippling through me.

He stopped a moment.

“You want some of this slut?” he said as if
casually offering me to someone.

Then he was shifting me around, turning me so
that he was against the wall with his back to it. I was standing
almost straight now, moaning around the ball gag. I felt another
cock rubbing up and down against my pussy, then pushing up inside
me as strong male hands lifted my feet off the ground.

Fuck! Two guys were fucking me! Two
strangers!? Or was the other guy Martin? Or… or Liam? I had no
idea! I had no way of telling!

And I suddenly, amid the torrent of heat,
realized it didn’t really matter.

The second cock sheathed itself in my belly
alongside the first, and I whimpered and moaned and trembled as the
two men jerked me up and down, driving their cocks up into me with
hard, eager thrusts as they laughed in amusement and pleasure.

My head fell back as my mind melted under the
scorching heat at the wild, outrageous, shocking, wicked wonder of
what was happening to me! And then I came, screaming, trembling,
writhing in their grip as their big cocks speared up into me again
and again!

My legs were splayed out to either side as
strong hands held me up by my thighs, and my back arched as my head
rolled and thrashed in dazed pleasure, drowned in a searing sense
of dark, feral passion. Used! I was being USED! God! I was being
done! Tied up and used like a whore!

I came and came again, twisting and sobbing,
drooling around the gag as I was crushed between two large male
bodies. And when they finished with me they left me there, barely
conscious, all but hanging from my wrists, my bones rubbery, my
mind blasted by the intensity of the scorching pleasure which had
overwhelmed my senses.
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I don’t know if it was the constant
repetition by Martin and Kara and Liam and whoever else they had
invited to use my body, but I was more and more coming to associate
‘slut’ and ‘whore’ with ‘scalding passion and wicked, forbidden
pleasure’. The outrageous had already been exciting to me but now
it reached even higher levels of thrilling heat.

Around the cottage, they treated me perfectly
politely whenever anyone else was in sight or sound, but any other
time… things were entirely different. Kara insisted I wear no
underwear anymore, and that I have a butt-plug inside me at all
times. That was one of the other things they’d picked up from the
post office.

So whenever they ran across me, by design or
accident, one or the other would roughly fondle me, call me a slut
or a whore, make me say I was a slut or a whore or something, and
leave me panting for breathe with my body thrumming with sexual
hunger.

But aside from that they would also pull me
into rooms, like the bathroom, say, and, just as they had in the
boathouse, use my body to please themselves, roughly, quickly, and
thoroughly. At other times they would summon me by text, telling me
to go to this or that room, where they had set something up for
me.

They were always saying that because I was
such a slut I needed to be punished. And a part of me, the normal
part, the part that was aghast at the things I was doing, sort of
agreed with them. Maybe that was how I reconciled to doing such
slutty things. If I was punished for them then… well, that kind of
evened things out, right? Kind of?

Of course, my punishment had to be quiet if
anyone was around, and it couldn’t leave marks on any part of my
body visible around my bikini. That severely limited them.

One of the punishments they found for me was
to have me straddle a sawhorse in the shack my dad used for a
workroom. Then they tied my wrists together above my head and tied
the rope to a ring in the ceiling and pulled my ankles up and back
and tied them to the sawhorse behind me. That left all of my weight
I couldn’t hold aloft with my arms – which given my strength level
was almost all of it – jammed down against that narrow length of
wood.

And for good measure, they put clips on my
nipples and pulled them up and out by thin cords. Then Kara taped a
vibrator down along the top of the sawhorse with its narrow nose
jammed in against the top of my sex.

Let me tell you, that was punishment! Before
long, my pussy was aching! And my nipples were burning! And yet,
with the vibrator purring away against me, I was also gripped by a
wildfire heat of dark excitement.

Kara pulled the clips off and then used a
thin riding crop to whip my nipples until the center of both
breasts was red and burning, then she and Martin both took a nipple
into their mouths, sucking and licking as their hands kneaded my
breasts.

I came like crazy but boy was my pussy sore!
In fact, it was so sensitive that they were able to make me come
really easy in the days after by just rubbing and licking me. It
was like they supercharged the nerves or something.

Other times they’d drag me into their room
where I had to lick Kara’s pussy while Martin fucked me from
behind. Or into the bathroom to have a shower with one or the
other, and please them however they wanted with my body.

It was like… at any time of any day I had to
be prepared for some kind of sexual event, even if it was only Kara
or Martin grabbing my boobs or kissing me or pushing their hand
down my shorts to finger my pussy.

But it was when my parents went to town and
took my brothers with them that they really started in on me. It
got to be that as soon as I knew they were leaving my chest would
get tight and I’d start feeling this dark wave of anticipation and
excitement at what would happen after they were gone.

Like I said, our cottage is one of those
chalet styles, with high ceilings, done all in wood with exposed
crossbeams. So the next time my parents left they’d barely driven
away when Kara and Martin grabbed me and stripped me naked.

And they weren’t polite about it, either!
That was the thing which really made my mind burn. It wasn’t like
“Okay, Rowan, your family is gone so let’s have some fun. Take your
clothes off.” No, no. Instead, they just grabbed me roughly and
began to tear my clothes off. Then Martin shoved me hard and bent
me over a dresser.

“Bend over, slut,” he growled.

“Spread your legs, whore,” Kara added,
slapping my bottom sharply.

I gasped and obeyed, and Martin produced
something new – a big, pink dildo which was realistic, except it
had a fat round bulge an inch from the bottom. He put some lube on
it and then began to work it into my butt. Meanwhile, Kara worked a
thicker one, actually it was the vibrator, into my pussy.

I could only gasp and moan, my breasts
pressed against the dresser as they pumped and twisted the dildos
to get them deeper and called me all kinds of nasty things. When
the fat part of the dildo spread my butt open even wider. I could
feel the ache both right there and deep inside from how high it
was. Then the fat part slid in and my sphincter closed behind it,
just leaving an inch or so of base sticking out of me.

He pulled my wrists back and began fitting
some kind of leather strap around them as Kara continued working
the big vibrator deeper into my pussy. When she was done she
somehow fastened it to the butt-plug to keep it in place and slid a
thick strap around my neck. Finally, they put the ball-gag in my
mouth before jerking me roughly to my feet and turning me to see a
mirror.

I gasped to see that the thing around my neck
wasn’t just any old belt but a bondage collar. I looked so
deliciously sexy! The straps around my wrists were the same. Nice
thick black restraints with metal studs and rings! Yikes! I looked
hot! And helpless! Like a victim! Like a prisoner!

“Get moving, whore. You can admire your looks
later,” Kara said.

They took me downstairs to the living room,
where we gathered every evening, and then threw a rope up over the
crossbeam. The other part of it tumbled down and they raised my
wrists up and tied the rope to rings in the leather restraints.
Martin drew the rope back to one of the wooden support columns and
wrapped it around, then pulled slowly until I was lifted completely
off my feet!

I had never hung completely free by my wrists
before and shuddered as I swayed in place. The vibrator turned on
and I shuddered even more, squeezing and rubbing my thighs
together. Kara knelt in front of me and began to lick my clitoris
as Martin roughly fondled my breasts.

“How many times are you going to come today,
slut?” he asked.

He slapped my bottom stingingly.

“Horny little cum slut,” he said.

My wrists ached where the restraints dug into
them. The restraints were padded but all my weight was on them, and
I moaned helplessly as the two of them fondled my breasts and
licked my pussy, and turned my mind to dark, pulsing mush.

Then Martin moved away and returned with
something in his hand which he showed to me. I gasped, my eyes
widening. It was a whip! A real whip! You know, one of those things
with a whole bunch of thin black laces? I moaned helplessly as he
moved behind me, wincing in anticipation as I tried to turn my head
to one side, then the other, trying to see him.

I saw a flash of movement as he swung his
arm, but the whip made no sound as it flew through the air and then
spread out so the dozens of slim laces cracked down across my back
with a crackle of stings that spread across my entire upper
back.

“You know you have to be punished, slut,” he
said.

I did!

The whip swung again and again, and the
crackle of long, thin bursts of sharp, stinging little pains
erupted across my back again, and then again, and then again. My
back was starting to heat up as he whipped me, but my insides were
already a raging inferno as Kara both licked my clitoris and ground
the little branch from the vibrator against it.

Her hands on my thighs kept me from swinging
around as her husband brought the whip down again and again, moving
his aim slowly downward until the crackle of stings was landing
across my buttocks and thighs! By then I was almost ready to come
anyway. The stings weren’t exactly pleasant, but the idea, the
thought of being whipped was so exciting that I was overpowered by
my own hunger and need.

Not to mention what Kara was doing!

Every time Martin brought the whip cracking
down across my body he said something like, “Whore!” or “Slut!” as
if to remind me why I was being ‘punished’!

It was just so wild and so intense that I
came, sobbing with dazed heat as Kara licked furiously at my
clitoris.

They lowered me to the floor, then to my
knees, though the rope kept my hands up above me. Martin fucked my
mouth and face, then came in my face, all while Kara took video.
Then I had to lick her pussy while Martin took video.

They put a blindfold over my eyes, then, and
the ball-gag in my mouth, and stopped talking completely. I knelt
there panting and moaning weakly for a long minute until a fist in
my hair pulled me to my feet. Then I felt the rope around my wrists
being pulled and had to stumble forward.

They led me out onto the deck, then down
towards the dock, saying nothing. I was nervous outside, of course,
wondering who might be able to see if they weren’t careful. And
also nervous about what they intended to do next.

We went to the boathouse. I could tell that
easily enough from the direction and sounds. I was lowered into a
boat, then pushed to my knees. I settled on the bottom of the boat,
unable to sit with the base of the big dildo sticking out of me,
and knelt gingerly on my heels.

The engine woke and the boat took me out of
the boathouse and out onto the river. I moaned weakly, anxious, as
always, about being naked outside.

I had no idea where I was going now. And
didn’t even know who was in the boat with me! That, I was sure, was
by design. Kara was such a spiteful bitch! My heart and pulse were
racing, wondering what was going to happen. The vibrator started to
buzz and I squirmed helplessly as we continued along.

We stopped and a strong male hand gripped my
upper arm and helped me not very gently out of the boat and onto
shore. They let me go and then the rope pulled me forward. I
stumbled anxiously along, hearing birds in the distance and feeling
rough dirt and grass and weeds underfoot.

Finally, we stopped. A hand lifted my hands
up and I felt something being done with the rope. It pulled free of
the leather restraints, then my wrists were lifted up and back
behind my neck before being clipped to the back of the collar.

A foot kicked at my ankles to force them
apart, then a rough hand jerked back on my hair to force my head
back and my back to arch.

“That is one hot-looking slut,” I heard a
strange man’s voice say.

My pulse rocketed up again!

“Nice tits. Nice shape on her. She looks
firm,” said another strange male voice.

“And tight,” said a third!

Oh God! How many men were here!?

“Hot looking little fuck toy,” said another
male voice.

Suddenly there were hands all over me!
Fingers slid through my hair, rolled and plucked and pinched at my
nipples, kneaded my buttocks, and groped my breasts. I heard a male
snicker as they tugged at the dildo and vibrator.

My pulse raced as I moaned and squealed and
squirmed under all those fingers and hands! And then they backed
off and hands gripped me by the shoulders and thighs and lifted me
up horizontally before setting me down on something – something
wooden, like a table. Only it wasn’t a very wide one because my
head hung over one side.

I felt the vibrator being pulled free, and
then what had to be a real cock slid into my body and began to pump
hard and fast from the start! I shuddered and moaned, his hips
slapping against my buttocks as my legs were held up and wide
apart.

A lot of hands roughly groped and fondled my
breasts as someone undid the strap that held the ball-gag in place
and pulled it free. A moment later a big cock slid through my
gasping open mouth and drove deep into my throat!

Holy fuck!

I squirmed and gurgled and moaned as the cock
pumped up and down in my throat, strong hands gripping my
upside-down head as he buried himself in my mouth again and again.
Meanwhile, my legs were being held up and wide while someone fucked
me hard and fast.

I was getting light-headed from lack of
oxygen when the cock in my throat came free. Whoever had been
fucking me drew back and I was lifted up again, then lowered to my
feet before being pushed to my knees. I was then lifted again and
settled so I was straddling someone. I felt a cock against my pussy
and sank down on it as I was bent forward.

I moaned as someone jerked on my hair and a
cock pushed into my mouth. Meanwhile, someone was behind me, and I
felt their cock against my buttocks before the dildo there was
pulled free. The cock pushed up inside me as the one in my mouth
drove deep into my throat. Hands fondled my breasts and fingers
rubbed at my clitoris as three cocks pumped in and out of my
body!

I was being gang-banged! What an insane,
shocking, wicked, outrageous thing to do to me!

I couldn’t see any of the men fucking me,
which, come to think of it, was just as well. But I was becoming
overwhelmed by the shock of it all, not to mention the sensations!
I gurgled and moaned around the cock fucking my throat. I was
wincing and gasping at the rough handling of my breasts and
squirming as someone rubbed a vibrator against my clitoris!

Meanwhile, I had two big cocks thrusting into
my tight belly!

My first orgasm came soon after that, one
that set me to screaming so loudly my throat ached, though not a
lot of the sound emerged around the cock fucking my mouth and
throat. I was becoming light-headed again, having little air to
breathe, and I swayed as whoever was using my throat kept fucking
it, their fist filled with my hair.

They finally pulled out and I coughed and
then sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air as someone sucked and
chewed at my left nipple. Then someone was biting at the soft flesh
of my right nipple, and the soft flesh around it as I cried out and
moaned dazedly.

The cocks in my belly kept thrusting hard and
fast. And either fingers or the vibrator rubbed against my clitoris
nearly continuously.

The cock in my ass pulled out and another,
thicker one pushed into me. Then my head was jerked to the right as
another cock – a dry one, which meant not the one that had been
there before – pushed into my mouth. I started to almost
instinctively suck on it but it pushed impatiently down my
throat.

It fucked my throat for long seconds, then
pulled out and my head was jerked sharply to the left. Another dry
cock pushed into my mouth, slid along my tongue, then drove down my
throat. It fucked my throat, pumping in and out and pulling me
forward to my right, then pulled out. My head was jerked to the
other side again and a slick wet cock pushed into my mouth.

I came again as the vibrator ground against
my clitoris, screaming around one of the cocks in my throat. I was
lifted up, then set down on another cock, which thrust up into me
as the guy behind kept pumping into my ass. My head was jerked from
side to side to let the two cocks fuck my face and mouth as hands
kept fondling and groping my breasts.

I’m not sure how long this kept up. I was
getting delirious until they pulled out, put me on my knees with my
face against the grass, and someone fucked me from behind. Just one
cock! I felt like I could relax and finally breathe!

But before long I was pushed over onto my
left side. My right leg was lifted up high and a cock pushed into
my pussy while another pushed into my ass. Someone got their cock
in between my breasts, then, mashing them against it, fucking my
breasts while the other two drove their hard cocks into my aching
belly.

Then someone pulled my hair to force my head
back and pushed a cock down my throat.

I couldn’t keep track of how many times I’d
been fucked, especially since I didn’t know which ones were pulling
out because they were done, or pulling out to trade places with
someone else before coming back. It went on and on, and my abdomen
ached from all the muscle spasms from my frequent orgasms.

It was both physically and mentally
exhausting. And it went on for what seemed like hours!

They carried me to the boat, tied the rope to
my wrists, unlocked them from the back of my collar, and then
pulled out, with the boat dragging me behind it in the water the
way they had done before.

Which was probably good, since I figured I
probably had come all over my face and body by then. And I
definitely needed cooling off.

It turned out I’d been away for hours. It was
Liam who brought me back. Martin and Kara hadn’t even been there! I
was too tired and sore to complain or question him and went inside,
then upstairs for a long, hot shower.

Kara shrugged and pretended ignorance when I
asked later.

“How would I know how many men you spread
your legs for, slut?” she asked as if confused.

It wasn’t until the next time they left that
I found out. That was because I was tied to one of the roof beams
atop a vibrating dildo they had stuck to the floor beneath me when
they put a video up on the big screen on the wall.

It was a video of me! I gasped to see myself
on video, so bright and crisp and clear, showing me masturbating,
showing me sucking a cock and taking it down my throat, showing me
licking a pussy, then being fucked in the ass. I was shown clearly
but the people I was with were only shown from the waist down.

I stared, moaning, gasping around the
ball-gag they’d put in my mouth, and slowly riding up and down on
the dildo staring at myself. Then the video of that day came on and
I stared at what looked like a crowd of men pawing and groping at
me, not to mention fucking me and watching me being fucked!

There were nine of them! Nine men, including
Liam, had gang-banged me! I stared in astonished excitement,
gasping and moaning as I rode harder and faster on the dildo,
whimpering and moaning as the sight of myself being gang-banged
overpowered my mind and sent it spinning off into a wild, dark
place full of wicked passion and need.

I swear I came like a dozen times while
watching myself in all those videos! I looked so hot! So helpless!
So charged up!

Well, by the time Patrick and Kara went home
I was pretty frazzled, enthralled with how dark and wicked they’d
taken the little game between me and Liam. But they left me with
contact information. So when I got home I got in touch with them,
of course.

Patrick arranged for me to be hired for a job
on the far side of the city. And shortly after I told my parents
that the trip there and back was a pain in the ass and I was moving
in with another girl who worked there. That was a lie, though. I
was moving in with Patrick and Kara!

As soon as I walked into their house they
tore my clothes off and put me in restraints that included a collar
and ball-gag. Then I was taken to the basement and tied spreadeagle
with my arms up in the air. They spent some time with vibrators and
dildos working me up, and then gave me my first whipping!

This wasn’t the soft, light touch of the flog
they’d used on me at the cottage. Oh, no! This was a real whip! It
sliced down across my skin and left thin welts behind as it cut
into the soft flesh of my back and buttocks, then my breasts!

I came like crazy!

I mean, yeah, it hurt, but the heat, passion
and desire were overwhelming. I was lost in a fantasy, a dark,
wicked, thrilling world of sexual domination and submission. And
every time Kara brought the whip slicing across my hip from behind
so that it curved down across my abdomen to snap at my pussy I
screamed and thrashed wildly!

Oh yeah, it hurt! But when they were done and
I was barely hanging there, panting and whimpering, the vibrator
drove me out of my mind as her husband drove his cock into me from
behind! I came and came!

My bed was a thin mattress in a dog cage, and
for a solid two weeks I wore not a stitch of clothing and crawled
around their apartment, begging for my food and then eating it out
of their hands or off the floor where they tossed it.

And my body was roughly used again and again,
both by them and their friends! I was treated like a sex slave! And
I wallowed in it!

Before long they had set up an internet site
where members could pay to watch me being pounded and abused. The
videos were incredibly hot and horrifyingly graphic! God, if anyone
I knew ever saw them I’d just die! But boy, did they make money!
More money, to be honest, than I ever could have made at any kind
of conventional job.

I suppose eventually I’m going to have to get
my own place, and maybe look about getting a more normal ‘job’ but
that wasn’t going to be soon. For now, I was just living the life
of my dark fantasies, thrilling to the way I was being treated and
manhandled, punished and used! A dozen orgasms a day makes up for a
lot, and as my whole being became about sex and submission the
orgasms were relentless.

I doubt many women would ever want to imitate
me, but that’s their loss. Let them spend their time working at
Walmart or in a cubicle earning pennies. We’ll see who looks back
on their youth when they’re middle aged and remembers the fun and
excitement!
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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!

 


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.
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