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Erin was absolutely fed up with young men. At
twenty-six she’d been the much sought-after 'hot girl' in every
class she’d gone to, and every place she’d worked. But at five
eleven, with a body which could have been sculpted by an artist, a
body which could not possibly be improved in any imaginable way,
only the cockiest and arrogant of the guys dared approach her for a
date. It wasn’t just the body, of course. She was a beautiful girl,
with high cheekbones on an oval face, full, sensuous lips, bright
green eyes, and her pride and joy - her hair, rich red, thick and
silken, spilling over her slender shoulders like a curtain of
fire.

She had slender hips, but a ridiculously tiny
waist, and ensured she stayed fit and firm through regular
exercise. She played tennis, volleyball and basketball, swam laps,
and ran, rather than using exercise machines. Erin had a lot of
energy and enthusiasm for life. It was just men she was having
trouble getting enthusiastic about of late.

She didn’t like being fawned over, didn’t
like being “seduced”, didn’t like the flattery and the charm,
usually so artificial, being turned on her. She especially didn’t
like the groping, and then the frantic sex. She understood
excitement, for she was subject to it herself, but really, the men
she dated didn’t seem to have the slightest patience, but wanted to
rut like bulls and then roll off and do something else.

Of course, the fact all of them seemed to
feel that a date included getting drunk probably had something to
do with that. Why did they all feel the need to drink so much!? And
finding one who could converse intelligently on any subject other
than sports or cars was proving nearly impossible. It wasn’t that
Erin was a nerd, exactly, but she had a high interest in politics,
in international affairs, in philosophy and art. Why did every date
have to be to a rock concert or a movie?”

Well she’d been out of university for two
years now with her masters in International Governance and she was
tired of dating BOYS. That was why, when Adam Warring invited her
to a gallery opening she accepted. Of course, the fact Warring was
a tall, handsome man with broad shoulders played a part in her
acceptance, even though he was over fifteen years older than her.
She wasn’t really contemplating anything serious. She just wanted
to see what dating a grown man was like!

To say he swept her off her feet would be an
understatement. He wore a very nice suit, and she wore a long
dress. They went to a lovely Italian restaurant, then sipped wine
and nibbled delicacies at the gallery opening. He was amusing,
treated her like a person and not a desperately sought after prize,
and had no difficulties engaging in intelligent conversation. He
was also flawlessly romantic and charming without apparent effort.
Yet he made all decisions as if by right, as if it were simply his
nature, and she found herself ceding that to him almost without
thought. He was so clearly intelligent, sophisticated, and of
course, older and more experienced than she. He also had a will
like a Juggernaut, and it seemed daunting to try to oppose it.

She hadn’t intended to sleep with him. First,
there was the age thing, and second, well, it was a first date,
even though she knew him from work. But he insisted on seeing her
to her door, and what in a younger man she would have taken for
stubborn determination to try to get her into the sack seemed, in
him, more like genuine masculine determination to ensure she got
home safely.

It was probably something he saw as his
‘duty' as a man, she thought, giving way. She had come to realize
through the evening that Adam was not a man who had any doubts
about his place in the world as a male. Men had a certain code of
conduct and behavior, as far as he was concerned, and he assumed
those duties as a matter of course. It was old fashioned, but there
was something awfully reassuring, and even comforting in that.

In the alcove of her doorway, she turned to
say goodnight, and of course, for the mandatory good night kiss
which had her stomach fluttering a little in both anticipation and
anxiety. He slid his arms around her, and she felt a little sense
of breathlessness at his big, strong hands and arms. Then his lips
met hers, and stayed there. Her eyes blinked as she felt him taking
control of the kiss, felt his lips moving against hers, his tongue
dipping ever so lightly, his hands caressing her back, sliding up
and down, his arms squeezing her.

She found herself getting breathless, felt
herself falling into the kiss as heat started to rise within her.
Almost at once she found herself thinking “Why not!? Why not do
it!?”

His hands slid lower and cupped her bottom
through her dress, and she felt her chest beginning to tighten, her
stomach fluttering much more wildly as his tongue eased deeper into
her mouth and met her own. Her body was pressed against his,
surrounded by him, held in his powerful, masculine embrace, and she
moaned softly into his mouth, the light scent of his aftershave in
her nostrils as she felt her body melting against him.

The goodbye kiss lasted almost a full minute
before she breathlessly came up for air, and then, slightly dazed,
gasping, fighting to control her breathing and steady herself, all
she could say was.

“Why don’t you come in and… and have
something?”

He smiled gently, reaching past her to push
the door open. Then his arms slid around her again and his lips met
hers once more. His hands pulled her in against his body, cupping
her buttocks, and then suddenly he had lifted her effortlessly and
was carrying her through the door! She slid her long legs around
him, letting out a little delighted laugh. Then her down inside,
and turned and pushed the door closed.

“I uhm, I guess I uhm, should put on some
coffee…” she gulped.

He grinned again, and she flushed a little at
her own comparative unsophistication.

“Let me uhm, show you the place,” she
said.

He took her hand, and she felt her pulse beat
quicker.

“Well, this is pretty much the place,” she
said with a shrug, sweeping her free hand out to show him her
apartment.

“What? No bedroom?” he asked in
amusement.

She felt herself blushing for some reason.
“Uhm, yes, well there -- .”

He pulled her in against him and his kiss
silenced her. His arms slid around her again, and his hands cupped
her buttocks as his tongue did astonishing things inside her mouth.
It might have been a full minute later that he broke the kiss, and
she gasped, dazed. His hands, which were on her back, slid
sideways, and only then did she realize he’d unfastened the buttons
down her back, for he pulled the dress open in back and over her
shoulders with a firm, fluid motion.

She gasped as her dress was pulled forward
and down her arms, but when she instinctively tried to jerk her
arms up to cover herself - still caught in the sleeves of the
dress, he held them down, and pulled her in against him to kiss her
again. For long seconds they kissed, and then it didn’t seem to
really matter, and she let her arms pull free of the dress as it
slid down around her hips.

His hands caressed her bare back, and she
shuddered, and then her bra was unclipped, and the heat soared as
he pulled it free, bent, and took the center of her breast into his
mouth. She stared down at him in something like a astonishment,
wondering how things had gone so far, so fast, and then she forgot
to care, as his tongue twirled around her throbbing nipple and his
lips sucked rhythmically and his teeth pressed in ever so firmly,
just barely aching as she gulped in air.

His hands slid her dress down over her hips,
and took her panties with it, and again she felt a blow to her mind
as she flushed and stammered and then let out a squeal as he
abruptly lifted her up over his shoulder. She stared down his back
as he carried her over to the sofa, and her dress and panties fell
off her legs as they walked.

Was this how cavemen did it, she thought
dazedly.

Then he swung her abruptly forward and she
let out another squeal of shock, thinking she was going to hit the
sofa hard, but he caught her in his arms as if she was a baby and
held her easily, then sat down lightly, holding her in his arms -
naked. It was absolutely like nothing she’d ever experienced
before, and Erin felt herself adrift on a wild, churning current
without much of a paddle to steer her.

She was flushing furiously, though, for she’d
never gotten naked with a guy this quickly, and never this sober
either, nor in this much light! Her legs were firmly together, and
she felt she had to protest, to do something to take control, but
then his lips were on hers again, and his hand was in her hair,
holding her in place, and his other hand was cupping and kneading
her breast.

He had – amazing – hands!

This was no eager, frantic groping. This was
a level of skill she’d never encountered. His fingers gently
massaged and caressed her breast, and he caught her nipple between
the pads of his fingertips, rolling and pinching it as his mouth
fed at hers, threatening to devour her.

Erin’s breasts were swollen, her nipples
achingly hard, and her pussy throbbing between tightly closed
thighs which were beginning to ease apart. He hadn’t even tried to
put his hand between her legs but she knew she was wet and ready,
and felt a breathless sense of inevitability as their kiss went on
and on.

And then he pulled back suddenly and grinned.
“So, about that coffee…?”

She blinked at him in confusion.
“Wha-what?”

“You offered me coffee. What kind of a
hostess are you?”

“You… bastard!” she said in delight.

She thought he was teasing, but he leaned
forward, his arms still holding her, and eased her back onto her
feet.

“You’re kidding?”

He shook his head with a grin and she blinked
uncertainly then collected herself. “Okaayyy,” she said, looking at
him suspiciously.

Was he teasing her?

She paused to pick up her dress.

“Leave that,” he said. “I want you to stay
naked.”

She blushed, and her arms automatically moved
to cover herself, but then she eased them apart, and, blushing like
a girl, she went into the kitchen to make coffee, clad in nothing
but her high heels.

This was incredible! She felt a sense of
breathless excitement as she stood there NAKED in her kitchen, with
a man she hardly knew in the living room waiting for her.

She could hardly believe things had worked
out like this. Oh. My. God!

She leaned around the corner, and couldn’t
help hiding her lower body while putting her arm across her
breasts.

“Milk, sugar?”

“You can can me honey, not sugar. And no,
black,” he said with a lazy grin.

She giggled helplessly.

“Come back here,” he said.

Shyly, she walked out into the room, heart
pounding, pulse racing, still fighting not to cover herself with
her arms.

“Stand straight, stand proud,” he said with
that same lazy grin.

She snorted but did so. “Easy for you to say.
How come you’re not naked?”

“Because I am not as incredibly gorgeous as
you are,” he said.

“Shouldn’t I be the one to decide that?’ she
said, stopping before him.

“No.”

She gave another snort.

“Women generally have more beautiful bodies
than men. And you have an incredible body.”

He said it almost matter-of-fact, not with
any need to flatter her, and she blushed again.

He took her hand and she leaned forward, and
then he pulled her in and down so she was straddling him, her legs
folded up on either side of his body, their lips meeting again as
his hands caressed her back and slid down onto her buttocks.

Then one of his hands slid into her hair,
pulling it firmly up and back. Erin gasped, arching, and felt his
mouth on her breast, felt his lips sucking, his teeth biting a
little harder now into her soft flesh. She moaned and shuddered as
she ground herself into him, feeling his hardness underneath her
through his trousers.

He shifted to her other breast, sucking and
chewing, licking an teasing her as she moaned in complaint, her
back starting to ache, her nipples and breasts burning.

Then he jerked her forward by the hair,
crushing her lips against his, one of his hands cupping and
kneading her breast as their tongues joined together.

She was almost ready to climax when he
slapped her bottom sharply, and told her the coffee was ready. “Go
get my coffee, wench,” he said.

“Bastard!” she groaned.

“No backtalk, or you’ll get a spanking,” he
warned.

She giggled as she walked quite unsteadily to
the kitchen. “Promises promises,” she said over her shoulder.

God! It was so weird being naked like this
around a man! She’d never experienced anything like it before!
Always by the time the guy got her out of her clothes they were
laying together, kissing and making out, and then he was inside her
and it was done. This extended period of nudity, when he hadn’t
even taken off his suit jacket, was quite outside her
experience.

She walked back, carrying the mug, blushing
again as soon as she turned the corner and his eyes lit on her.

“No coffee for you?”

“No,” she gulped, fighting to keep her hand
steady as she handed it to him.

“Wait,” he said, blocking her from sitting.
“Stand up. I want to look at you.”

“Adam,” she said, blushing..

“You are so incredibly beautiful,” he said
admiringly.

She flushed with pleasure.

“Slide your fingers through your hair.”

Breathlessly, she raised her arms and slid
her fingers through her hair, arching her back, looking at him
seductively.

“Step a little closer,” he said, sipping from
the coffee.

She awkwardly shuffled forward a step or so
and his other hand slid up the inside of her thigh.

“No! Keep your hands up behind your head,” he
said firmly.

Trembling slightly, she obeyed, and his hand
caressed her inner thigh, then the other.

“Your skin is so soft. It makes silk seem
rough.”

His hand slapped against her thigh.

“Spread your legs.”

She blushed more deeply, but obeyed, and then
sucked in air as his hand cupped her sex lightly.

“You do a very good job here,” he said, his
fingers lightly caressing her shaven mound. “And you have a
gorgeous pussy.”

She blinked, surprised by the compliment,
then flushed again.

A finger penetrated her, and she gasped
weakly, her legs shaking. It slid slowly up through the mouth of
her sex and into her body, gently twisting and turning inside her
as her heart pounded. He pulled it back and added a second, sliding
them both in to the knuckles, then using them as a sort of hook to
pull her a little closer. His thumb pressed down against her clit,
then, and she let out a helpless gasp of overheated pleasure. “Oh!
OhmyGod!” she moaned.

Her hands slid down and he pulled his fingers
away. “No, hands behind your head.”

“Adam!” she whined.

But she slid her hands up behind her neck
again.

“Back arched.”

She arched her back, and his fingers pushed
back into her body, his thumb lightly caressing her clit.

“Fuck!’ she gasped.

“Now, now. That’s not a very ladylike way to
speak, Miss Cooper. If such language continues I may have to resort
to harsh measures.”

“Ohh!” she gasped, her hips bucking
involuntarily as his thumbnail scraped lightly across her hot,
swollen clit.

A third finger pushed up into her and his
thumb stroked from side to side. She moaned and her hands jerked
down, but he grabbed one wrist and jerked her forward so that she
fell sprawling across his lap, belly down with her bottom high. His
fingers had pulled free but now thrust into her again from
behind.

“Fuuuuck!” she groaned.

He chuckled, then slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Oww!’

“Naughty girl, using such bad language,” he
said. “Shame on you, little virgin that you are.”

His left hand was kneading her breast and his
arm, intentional or not, was pressing against her back, holding her
in place as his fingers began to pump in and out of her overheated
pussy.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh! Please! Ungh!”

“Something you wished to say, Miss
Cooper?”

“Fuuuck!” she groaned.

He slapped her bottom again and again she
yelped, a hot wild rush of sexual excitement and energy swirling
through her.

“Bastard!” she groaned.

Another slap made her jerk against him.

“Bad girl,” he said.

His three fingers twisted from side to side
within the hot, clutching depths of her pussy, and her hips ground
helplessly back against them as her breath became ragged.

“Would you like to come, little girl?”

“Yeesss!” she moaned.

“Hmmm, I’ll have to consider letting you at
some point.”

His fingers slid out of her, and caressed her
buttocks as she wriggled in his lap.

“Bastard!” she moaned.

She wasn’t surprised at the slap, and though
it stung it delighted a part of her.

Here was certainly not the same, wild animal
rush of rutting and then nothing! Why, he’d already roused her to
greater heights than any boy ever had! For while she had enjoyed
sex, Erin had never come with a man before.

She wiggled and squirmed and got another slap
to the bottom.

“Let me uuup!” she whined.

“I don’t think so,” he replied in amusement.
“I like the view.”

His fingers stroked along her slit again and
she shuddered and her hips ground back helplessly.

“Are you ready to be a good girl?”

“I’m a bad girl!’ she exclaimed.

He slapped her bottom again. “You know what
bad girls get.”

“Fuck me!” she cried, knowing he would smack
her for it.

He did, and she gasped, her bottom stinging,
beginning to turn red from all the slaps.

“What you should say, little girl, is
`please, sir, will you put your penis inside my vagina’,” he said
mockingly.

Despite herself, Erin laughed. “You’re
crazy!”

That got her another slap to the bottom which
made her yelp.

‘No disrespecting the man,” he said sternly.
“The man is your god in all things. You women need to learn
that.”

“I don’t think so!’”

Another slap made her yelp, made her legs
kick.

“Impertinence will not be tolerated,” he
said, his fingers sliding into her again.

“Ohhh! Fuck!”

Another slap made her gasp. His fingers began
to pump in and out in tandem with his thumb, which he folded in
over her clit so that it stroked up and down as he pumped his
fingers.

She tried to squirm around, her insides
turning to mush, her overheated body trembling as the sexual
electricity tore through her, but he held her easily in place. He
bent forward, almost dropping her off his lap, and snatched her
bra, where it had dropped on the floor. Erin gasped and moaned,
paying little attention as he drew her right arm back behind her.
Then he grasped her left and pulled that back and around, drawing
both arms together at the elbow behind her back.

“Wha-what are you dooooing?” she moaned.

“The man is in charge. Don’t question his
divine wisdom, you mere girl,” he said.

She felt something being wrapped around her
arms, drawing them, in together, something cloth-like, and then she
realized it was her bra. Twisting her head around, she saw that he
had wrapped it several times around her arms where they crossed at
the elbows and was now tying it off.

“Wha- Adam!?”

He snickered in amusement and then slapped
her bottom again before sliding his fingers back inside her.

Now he began to pump them steadily, twisting
them around as his left hand kneaded her breast. The raw heat
swirled and churned through her trembling body, and Erin twisted
and wriggled in wildfire excitement, gasping and moaning and
nearing her climax.

He shifted his fingers around suddenly,
slapped her bottom again, then slid three fingers back into her.
Only this time his thumb, slick with her cream, pressed against her
wrinkled little anal opening.

Erin was hardly aware, at first, and then
gasped, eyes widening.

“Oh! What! Wait! Don’t!”

But his thumb was already sliding slowly into
her ass, twisting and squirming, until he had his fingers inside
her as though she were a bowling ball. Even as she yelped and
squirmed and blushed and twisted, his last finger slowly wedged
into her pussy, and he twisted and turned his hand. His other hand
slid under her belly and abdomen and his fingers began to stroke
across her clit as he raised her bottom up higher.

“Ohh! Oh Adam! What are you doing to me!?”
she cried, the wild heat beating at her like a storm-wind..

“Turning you into my beeatch,” he drawled,
“Into my babe, my slut, my hot, nasty, sexual animal.”

Her body was electric with the sexual charge
crackling within her. Erin had never felt this way, had never felt
the sensations he was rousing in her. His thumb was doing shocking
things as it thrust in and out of her bottom, and her pussy was
sopping wet and burning hot.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!’ she cried, nearing her
come.

“Are you my slut, Erin? Are you?

She gasped for breath, and his hands stopped
movement.

“Are you my slut, dirty girl?” he purred.

“Yes! Oh! Please! Don’t stop! Don’t
stop!”

“Say you’re my slut.”

“I’m your slut! I’m your slut! Ohhh! Oh
please!”

His fingers started moving, and she twisted
and writhed, then cried out as the orgasm surged and sensation
exploded within her. Her head, her entire upper body, thrashed and
twisted as his fingers made her lower body burn and churn with
convulsions. She cried out in helpless pleasure, writhing, her
insides flaring with uncontrollable star bursts of sensation, her
mind tumbling on the churning white flood of her orgasm.

“Hmm, responsive little slut,” he said
mildly.

She moaned dazedly, gasping, gulping in air,
limp across his lap as his fingers pumped idly inside her and his
hand caressed her upraised bottom.

“You should thank me, little girl. A man
likes to be acknowledged for his expertise and skill, you
know.”

Erin could only groan in response.
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She might as well have been a virgin for all
the experience she'd had in this sort of thing! This wasn't sex, it
was... well, she wasn't sure what it was, but it was as far above
the sex she'd had experience in as sex was above high school
kisses.

Adam didn't untie her arms, but instead
rolled her onto her back, then helped her sit up, propping her up
against his arm as though he were holding a baby in his arms. She
groaned, chest still heaving, trying to fit her mind back together
as he rained slow, gentle kisses along her bare shoulders, the nape
of her neck, and her upper chest.

“Did you like that, little girl?” he
purred.

“God!” she groaned.

“Just a man, though of course, a man can be
as a God to a mere woman.”

She let out a bark of laughter and shook her
head. “No one could possibly be that arrogant.”

He grinned. “I can be even more arrogant than
that!” he said.

His left hand moved up her back and his
fingers slid through her hair. Then he gripped it and gently but
firmly pulled her head back.

Erin gasped and moaned but didn't complain as
he pulled her head back, because then his lips dropped and began to
lick and suck lightly at her nipples and breasts. His right hand
also slid between her thighs as they parted, caressing her soft
skin, then lightly stroking along her sex and over her clit.

“Say thank you,” he said, kissing her
chin.

“Thank you,” she groaned breathlessly.

“Say, thank you for my orgasm, sir.”

“No way!” she exclaimed in delighted
outrage.

He pinched her nipple and she gasped and
jerked and squirmed.

“Always obey the man!” he taunted.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Adam! Stop!”

“Say it, little girl.”

“Thank you for my orgasm!” she gasped.

His fingers eased their tight, pinching grip,
and then began to stroke and massage her nipple again. His right
hand was now firmly between her thighs, fingers lightly stroking
against her clit.

She'd gotten control of her breathing but it
was starting to become ragged again. Erin felt as though she were
white water rafting again, the currents churning and boiling and
carrying her where they would, with little control over speed or
direction.

He pulled her head forward, chewing along the
nape of her neck, then along the front of her throat, then holding
her head firmly in place, even roughly so, as his lips found hers
and he kissed her deeply and passionately. She moaned in his arms,
moaned into his mouth, her hips starting to grind against his
caressing fingers as their tongues dueled.

He jerked her head back by the hair and she
gasped in surprise and some pain, then moaned as two fingers pushed
into her pussy. She was hot and sopping wet, and shuddered as she
pushed her hips forward against him.

He pulled her hair back more sharply then
began to rain light, but stinging bites across the taut surface of
her breasts.

Erin squirmed and moaned and twisted in his
arms, her own arms still tied behind her back, still helpless, even
as she yelped and protested at his nipping, stinging bites to her
nipples.

“The man is in charge,” he said arrogantly,
to her protests.

He jerked her head up and forward again,
sitting her up as three fingers pushed deep into her pussy. His
thumb stroked across her clit, and her legs spread wider as she
felt the rising surge of wildfire sexual heat flooding her mind and
body.

“Oh! Oh! Adam! Oh God!”

He chuckled throatily, and she felt like a
helpless, naïve little girl again.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he said in a
teasing voice.

“I'm your slut!” she groaned.

He slid his fingers out and then suddenly,
then were stroking across her lips, and then slipped into her mouth
and across her tongue. Erin tried to jerk her head away almost
instinctively, but he held her firmly by the hair, his eyes boring
into hers, eyes that were demanding, intimidating, insistent. She
shuddered and then felt a sudden collapse of will as heat roared
within her. She licked and sucked at his fingers, shocking herself,
outraging herself, setting her own mind aflame as she stared back
into his eyes.

He brought his fingers back down against her
pussy and she moaned as they caressed the mouth of her sex.

“Please!” she gasped.

“Please what... slut?” he taunted.

“Please don't tease me!” she moaned.

“Oh, but I like to tease pretty girls,” he
said, letting his fingers dip lightly in the volcanic entrance to
her pussy.

“Beg for it,” he said.

His fingers stroked up and down her slit and
over her clit and she felt a hot gushing wall of pleasure.

“Please fuck me!” she moaned.

“Now I told you you were not permitted to use
filthy language like that, did I not? Do you want a spanking?”

“Please fuck me, Adam!” she moaned.

He flipped her over onto her belly, and then
slapped her bottom sharply, then again, then again, and still
again, as she yelped and moaned and kicked her feet helplessly.

“Oh! Ow! Don't! Stop!”

Again and again his hand slapped down against
her bottom, the stinging starting to take the edge off the wildfire
heat which had been threatening to consume her. But then he let his
right hand slide between her legs again, his fingers pushing into
her, stroking across her clit as his left kneaded her breast. She
trembled weakly, bottom hot, pink, her insides roiling and churning
as her heat rose once again.

His fingers pumped harder, deeper, faster,
and she felt her hips grinding back, her breathing becoming more
ragged as the pleasure rose.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Oh fuck!”

Another sharp slap, and another and another
and another as she cried out and squirmed in protest. Yet he
ignored her protests, spanking her again and again, and still again
before his fingers returned to her pussy. He continued to alternate
between spanking her and fingering her, and the contrary sensations
of hot pleasure and hot pain surged and twisted and melded and
split inside her so that Erin's mind felt a strange sense of dark,
overheated confusion, as if she were intoxicated, flummoxed about
what to say, or do, or how to react.

And then he spanked her even while fingering
her, and spanked her right through another churning, violent orgasm
that made her scream and twist and lose control of her muscles, an
orgasm that left her whimpering and moaning in breathless
exhaustion, her buttocks hot and throbbing and sore.

He flipped her over again, holding her in his
arms, kissing her gently as she caught her breath and tried to
reorder her mind.

“Do you have a dildo or a vibrator?” he asked
casually.

It was hardly the kind of question one would
expect a date to ask, especially on a first date, but somehow,
given the current context, it didn't seem quite so outrageous.

“Y-Yes,” she gasped weakly, hardly thinking
about it.

“Where?”

Before she could answer he lifted her off and
sat her on the sofa next to him, then casually got up and walked
across the room and into her bedroom. Frazzled, panting, she stared
after him, realizing she ought to feel some sort of sense of
outrage or embarrassment, and wondering why she didn't.

He returned with her vibrator, eying it
critically. “You should get the ones that plug into the wall,” he
said, “they're much stronger.”

He sat down next to her, examining the
vibrator.

“At least it has a nice clit tickler,” he
said.

Erin began to blush, and began to wonder just
how sane he was. Then she yelped as he scooped her up and pulled
her onto his lap again.

“Adam,” she said uncertainly.

“Quiet, girl. The man is busy,” he said.

“You are so – !”

He pointed a finger at her. “Careful, unless
you want your lovely bottom spanked again.”

She opened her mouth again to protest, then
reconsidered. She didn't want her bottom spanked again.

And that, she was to realize later, was the
moment she began to surrender.

Adam made her spread her legs, pulled her
head back again, and then began to work the vibrator along her
slit. He pushed it into her, and she groaned as she twisted and
turned it, sliding it in deep enough for the clit tickler to grind
against her clitoris. He seemed as familiar with the vibrator as
she was herself, and soon had her grinding and moaning and panting
breathlessly as the sexual heat swirled within her.

“How often do you masturbate?” he asked,
pausing his motions.

“Wh-what?” She felt her face heating at the
question.

He grinned. “Have you ever had a man
masturbate you before?”

The question left her speechless, and
embarrassed for some reason, but then he shifted the angle on the
dildo and she gasped and jerked in his arms.

“Beg me to masturbate you,” he said.

“Adaaaaam!” she moaned.

He pulled her head back sharply, even
painfully, and pulled the vibrator out.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please!”

“Please what?”

“P-Please masturbate me!” she cried, a
strange dark scalding wave of embarrassment and heat sweeping
through her at her own words.

She felt the lips of her sex begin to spread
as he inserted the vibrator.

“Again, little slut.”

“Please masturbate me, Adam!” she cried,
voice breaking.

“Call me Master,” he said.

“Master! Please masturbate me, master!” she
cried.

The vibrator slid deep inside her and she
came, bucking and twisting and writhing on his lap in helpless
paroxysms of pleasure. It was another massive orgasm, taking her
mind and breath away as she bucked desperately against the vibrator
and ground herself against the buzzing clit tickler.

The orgasm finally eased, leaving her limp,
and she moaned and let her head fall back, chest heaving.

He held her in his arms, caressing her soft
skin until her breathing began to ease.

“Adam, untie me!” she begged, trying to put
some force into the demand.

He grinned. “I like you like this. All you
can do is sit there and take it. If you were blindfolded and
gagged, you couldn't even see or talk, and could do nothing but
experience the raw pleasure I'm giving to your body.”

“But I want to hold you!” she whined.

“You will. When I say.”

She felt a little flare of anger and
indignation at that, but suddenly his hand went down to his
trousers and the unmistakeable sound of the zipper going down
silenced her.

“Now you get to give me pleasure,” he
said.

“But I need my hands!” she moaned.

He turned the vibrator on again and she
yelped and moaned and squirmed. She was feeling extremely sensitive
down there and the vibrations now seemed too powerful. He took the
vibrator out with a grin, then lifted her down onto her knees on
the floor, shifting his grip to her hair and pulling her in between
his thighs.

He reached into his trousers and pulled his
cock out, and Erin felt another hot flush of excitement, for it was
thick and long, and she felt a rising hunger and excitement as he
pulled her in against it. Her arms were still bound behind her, so
she had to let him control everything. He pulled her face in closer
and she licked lightly at the head, then took it into her
mouth.

He held his cock in one hand, her hair in the
other, and dipped himself into her mouth repeatedly before pulling
back, sliding his swollen cock along her lips and cheeks.

“Do you want to suck it, slave?”

“I'm not your slave,” she said
reprovingly.

He only grinned. “You're my sex slave,” he
taunted.

She snorted in disdain, but took his cock
into her mouth as he pulled her hair forward, sucking eagerly on
the head, wanting to give him pleasure, to make him feel the heat
she had felt, was still feeling.

“Do you want it, slave? Nasty little slave
girl?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Beg for it. Say, please may I suck you,
sir'.”

“Please may I suck you, sir?” she moaned,
feeling a dark, delicious sense of excitement.

He fed his cock into her mouth and pulled her
forward. Erin moaned around the thick girth as it pushed deeper
into her mouth than before, pulled back, then slid forward again,
almost to the point of gagging her.

He pulled out and rubbed himself across her
lips.

“Beg for it again, slave.”

“Please may I suck you, sir?” she moaned.

He fed her his cock again, and pulled her
down as she sucked, as she eagerly took him deep.

It was a novelty to her, sucking a cock with
her arms tied behind her. She was used to having control, yet now
she had little. He would decide how deep he went, and for how long.
And all she could do was work her mouth on him as he moved in and
pulled out. It felt degrading to be kneeling with her arms bound,
but degrading in a wild, hot, deliciously kinky way that made her
pussy burn and throb.

Like a sex slave! --, she thought, with a
wild flare of excitement.

He pulled her down, and didn't stop, and she
had a moment to draw in a deep breath, then his swollen cock pushed
into her throat. He didn't hesitate, but pulled her right down the
length of him, and she suppressed her gag reflex as his shaft slid
deep into her throat and her mouth and nose were jammed against his
groin.

He pulled back on her hair, and she gurgled
as his shaft caressed her throat on its way out. Then, gasping, she
felt herself pulled upwards through his lap, pulled up forcefully,
by the hair. It hurt, but the pain didn't seem to matter to her. He
pulled her up until their lips met, then pulled her further. Then
she was straddling him, sinking down onto his cock. She felt a
sense of glorious satisfaction as he penetrated her, as his thick
shaft slid up into her belly.

“Oh fuuuuuck!” she groaned.

He pulled back on her hair and then pinched
her nipple.

“What did I say about using bad language,
slave girl?”

“I'm sorry!” she moaned.

“Not good enough. You have to say 'I'm sorry,
master' or you get a spanking.”

“I'm sorry, master!” she cried weakly.

He chuckled throatily. “Say, Erin is sorry
for being a bad little sex slave'”.

Heat rippled through her belly at the
words.

“Erin is sorry for being a bad little sex
slave, master!” she breathed.

The pinching sting at her nipple turned to a
soft, rhythmic licking, then a gentle sucking, and he eased his
grip on her hair, allowing her to lean up and forward.

Every movement reminded her of his thick,
hard shaft buried in her belly, and she groaned again.

“Ride my cock, sex slave,” he purred. “Ride
it, nasty little girl.”

Erin began to do just that, gasping and
moaning and crying out in soft but rising pleasure as she rode his
thick cock, as she slid up, then impaled herself on him again and
again while he fondled and sucked and licked at her nipples and
breasts.

His hands slid under her buttocks, helping
pull her up and down, and soon she was again climaxing, again
crying out in wildfire pleasure as paroxysms of hot, churning
sexual heat tore through her lower belly and flooded upward. The
breath began to leave her with every plunge onto that thick cock,
with every deep thrust into her belly, and as she rode him she
became increasingly feverish, eyes wild, skin flushed as the sexual
heat burned within.

Again she came, crying out, twisting and
riding in frantic need, plunging down onto his hard cock again and
again as the explosive release of sensations rippled up and down
her spine and set her mind spinning in helpless ecstasy.

He was far from finished, though, and threw
her aside, positioning her on her knees along the sofa, her face in
the corner, her bottom high. He entered her again, and now began to
plunge deep, thrusting hard, his hips slapping almost painfully
against her buttocks as he rode her.

Erin's helpless cries of pleasure and pain
echoed through the room as he pounded into her, his hands now
yanking at her hair, now roughly squeezing her breast, now slapping
at her bottom with stinging force. She felt overwhelmed by the
force of his sexual attack, gasping and dazed and moaning as he
rode her, as he used her, as he fucked her into still another
helpless, shattering orgasm that took her breath away and
threatened to blow out her mind.
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It took her a while to come to terms with
what had happened. Sane, sober, and only slightly feverish as she
thought back on the incredible and intense experience she'd had
with Adam, she felt almost like giggling, except when she felt
anxiety and fear.

Erin was an independent minded young woman,
or at least, had thought she was. Yet the entire date had been one
of yielding to Adam on everything from where they ate, and what, to
how exactly they had sex, and for how long. They had had sex, she
thought, ruefully? It was more like he'd had sex with her. She
hadn't done anything but be used by him!

Of course, it had been a delicious use! But
it had in no way been a melding or sharing of equals. He had been
in control, utter and absolute control, right down to tying her
arms and spanking her when she swore. She'd never completely
surrendered control like that before to anyone, well, not since she
was a little girl anyway.

Yet she'd felt quite safe when doing so,
entirely trusting in him to make the correct decisions. And he had.
And the incredible sexual adventure he'd led her into couldn't be
denied. It had been a wild and searing experience! It was the
greatest sexual experience of her life! And yet, it was clear that
Adam had control issues. Did she want to get into a relationship
with a man who would want to control everything like that?

It wasn't that he'd treated her badly,
though, at least, not outside of sex, where he'd clearly been
toying with her, playing games with all that “sex slave” and
“master' stuff. Yet that had been so darkly, deliciously exciting!
And clearly he OUGHT to be in absolute charge of the sex! He was so
fucking good at it!

It was unbelievable that he'd made her come
five times! And then he'd apologized for having to cut it short and
get to a meeting with his son! As if that had been something of a
quicky to him! What was an extended sexual liaison like with the
man!?

But there's more to a relationship than sex,
she thought uncertainly. Then again, he'd actually been a terrific
date, quite aside from the sex. True, he'd been very take-charge,
to a degree she never would have allowed in a younger guy. But he
did it so naturally, so politely, so confidently and competently
she hadn't really minded. That was kind of weird too!

God, she was still sore, too, from that
absolute pounding he'd given her at the end! It hadn't been
unrestrained either, for his powerful body would have driven her
face into the corner of the sofa if he'd really hammered himself
into her with unrestrained ardor. No, his hips had smacked her
bottom with a degree of authority, all right, but it was his cock
which had really drilled her.

She'd had to sit down a little gingerly at
work the next day!

Yet when she thought back over the events,
the memories weren't clouded with uncertainty or anxiety at all,
but with pleasure, and a sense of flushed, excited embarrassment
and an almost-glee that she'd done something so kinky, so wild and
raw and sexual! What a difference from her otherwise staid, boring
,normal life!

She wondered what her girlfriend Amy would
say if she told her she'd been spanked by a man. God! Her eyes
would get big and wide and filled with delight and she'd demand all
the salacious little details which Erin was far too embarrassed to
share. More than that, she'd probably tell her friend Taylor, who
was so loudmouthed she'd tell everybody else. No way did Erin want
this sort of thing getting out about her!

When she rounded a corner and saw him she
almost dropped the file she was carrying! Of course, she knew he
worked in the building. That was where she'd met him, after all, in
the restaurant downstairs. But now she felt suddenly panicky, her
face flushed as he gazed at her – and winked.

Her stomach fluttered and she felt her
nipples starting to harden within the cups of her bra. But this was
hardly the place for that sort of thinking! She smiled tremulously,
waved, and quickly turned away, scurrying up the hall.

Then, of course, she began to feel anxious
that he might take it badly, might think she was rejecting him, not
wanting him around, not pleased about the date. She began to
frantically flip through emails they'd exchanged in search of his
phone number. And was doing so when he appeared at her desk. She
looked up, saw him, and let out a gasp, then flushed red as he
grinned curiously at her.

“H-Hi!” she said, her voice rather high
pitched.

“Are you all right?”

She bobbed her head anxiously. “Oh yes, yes,
fine. I uhm, I'm just a little uhm, distracted. Sorry!”

He leaned over and sort of beckoned her, and
Erin looked around nervously, then leaned forward as he spoke in a
low voice.

“You know, when you lean over like that,
Erin, I can see down the top of your shirt and remember how lovely
and soft your breasts were the other night.”

Her face heated and she jerked back in alarm,
not at him, but that someone might see or hear or suspect... She
looked around but there was no one in sight nor anyone in earshot,
especially as he'd spoken in a low voice.

She gave him a hesitant smile and he
chuckled. “Are you embarrassed?” he asked softly.

“I uhm, no... I mean, no uhm, I just...”

She looked around again.

“Don't worry. I'm not a gossip, and I'm quite
discrete.”

He leaned forward again. “But I do remember
how lovely and pink your nipples were, and how they tasted when I
slid my tongue across them.”

She flushed again, her nipples tightening
with a sudden flare of heat.

“Adam!” she hissed.

He grinned again.

“I'll pick you up after work tomorrow night.
I know a lovely little Greek restaurant on the north shore, and
there's a concert at the Arts Center at Eight.”

“But I uhm...”

He winked and walked away, and she stared
after him feeling a rush of anxiety – and excitement.

Concert!? What kind of concert!? The Arts
Center? That was no rock show. She googled it and saw that the
Berlin Philharmonic was playing the Arts Center that day. Wow, so
this was what grownups did on dates!?

The next day, a red rose was delivered, along
with a sealed card. It said “Wear your black slip dress, the one
you showed me from your closet – and no underwear. I want to know
the whole evening that only that thin bit of fabric is between your
beautiful body and my eyes.”

She gulped and blushed as she thought of the
dress. It had been something she'd bought on a whim but never
actually dared to wear. It was figure hugging, but ankle length. It
showed cleavage, but not a huge amount, and had a built in bra. She
loved how the green looked against her hair, and how the soft,
silky material felt against her skin. But she hadn't actually gone
anywhere where it wouldn't have been out of place. It was a semi
formal kind of dress, and her dates had only taken her to pubs and
movies.

No underwear? Well, given the length of the
dress that wasn't a big deal, though thinking about it made her
blush. He'd be staring at her the whole night thinking that!?

* * *

He picked her up in his Lexus. It was sleek
and beautiful and the interior was all black leather.

He kissed her lightly as she entered, then
pulled away from the curb.

“You look gorgeous,” he said.

He gave her a playful look. “And did you heed
my orders about underwear?”

She blushed and felt her stomach starting to
churn. “It has a built-in bra,” she gulped.

“And... below that?”

She felt her face heat. “I uhm, yes. I mean,
no, I'm not wearing any... anything.”

He nodded and smiled. “And would you like me
to warm your bottom for you?”

She jerked her head around, startled, and he
laughed.

“These are heated seats. If you're cold I can
turn them on for you.”

She laughed ruefully. “No, no. I'm okay.”

He nodded. “Of course, I might warm your
bottom later, the old fashioned way, if you're a bad girl.”

What did one say to that!?

“Maybe I like being a bad girl,” she said,
somewhat daringly.

“Really? Then I had best check to make sure
my orders are properly followed. Why don't you slide your dress up
so I can check?”

She let out a bark of laughter and he raised
his eyebrows. “Now, Miss Cooper.”

“You're kidding!?”

He shook his head and gave her that mock
arrogant look she remembered from the other night. “

Raise your skirt, girl, so I can ensure
you're being obedient to your master's will.”

“Yeah, right!”

“Shy?”

She blushed, but then in a spurt of daring,
she slowly slid the thin fabric up over her knees, then, looking
around carefully, she slid it up higher, baring her thighs and
then, as heat started to swirl around her, she bared her naked sex
to him.

“Don't put it down!” he said suddenly as she
moved to push the dress back.

“But... someone might see!”

“Very unlikely. There are no trucks on this
road, and the windows are tinted anyway.”

Which was undeniable, but still...

“Spread your legs wider.”

“Adam!” she moaned.

“Do it, slave!”

She gulped, her chest tightening, then
hesitantly slid her knees wider apart.

“All the way apart and slump down a
little.”

“I can't! That would be – .”

“Dirty? Slutty? Nasty? I thought you were a
bad girl?”

Gulping, she did as he wanted, slumping a
little, drawing her knees apart. The car stopped at a red light,
and his right hand slid down to caress her bare pussy. Erin jerked
in shock, then felt a sudden wildly spiraling wall of heat
enveloping her. His fingers stroked her clit, then one pushed into
her surprisingly wet pussy.

“Oh God!” she moaned, staring anxiously out
the windows.

He chuckled. “Draw your knees up and back
more.”

“Adam! I can't!”

“Yes, you can, now do it.”

Biting her lip, she did so, slumping lower,
spreading her knees apart. He reached for the glove compartment,
and pulled out, to her shock, a vibrator, or something which she
took to be one. He handed it to her and grinned. “Put it inside
you.”

The vibrator was thick and round, then
narrowed abruptly to something no thicker than a pencil near the
bottom. Then that portion curled up and widened. She didn't
understand the purpose, at first, but then, as she slid it into her
pussy she began to understand. The thin part, once the thick part
was through the mouth of her sex, let her pussy lips almost close
completely, and then curled up over her clit.

“I … don't know how to turn it on,” she said
a bit breathlessly.

He reached into his pocket and took out a
tiny remote control, then pressed a button.

Erin gasped as the thing came to life. Only
the narrow hook part which was pressed against her clit was
actually vibrating. The rest of it seemed to be sort of – pulsing –
inside her.

“Here, Put this in too. Get you ready for the
fun later.”

He handed her what she first took to be
another small dildo, but she realized it was too short for that,
and shaped rather like a mushroom. She was already a little dazed
by all this, and didn't understand until he guided her hand
downward against her little rosebud bottom.

“Oh no!” she said, starting to move it
away.

He pulled her hand back. “I 'm going to take
your cherry back there tonight. I want you ready for it.”

She should have been outraged at such an
arrogant statement. He was telling her he was going to sodomize
her! And he hadn't even suggested she might have some objection to
that!

“But I don't... I've never... “

“You're my sex slave now,” he said with a
twinkle in his eyes and a smile on his lips. “You're going to do a
lot of things you've never done before.”

She licked her lips nervously, but then,
blushing, she slowly worked the thing into her bottom, groaning a
little as it spread her wrinkled little opening wider and wider. It
ached a bit, was uncomfortable, but it wasn't too long, and once it
opened her up it slid into her fairly easily. Then her anus closed
behind it, clamped around the base, with just a little flat coin
shaped bottom pressing against her from outside and preventing it
from going deeper.

“Now pull your dress down and sit up like a
proper young lady. We're almost there.”

“I thought you said I was your slut,” she
said, obeying.

“All proper young ladies are sluts with their
men,” he said in response, grinning.

He really did have a wonderful smile, she
thought.

It felt odd walking with the two sex toys
inside her. She was particularly worried about the vibrator, but it
felt as though it was securely held inside her, and she squeezed
down around it with her vaginal muscles as she walked. The
restaurant was beautiful, with a view of the Bay, and he was
charming as he pulled out her chair for her.

He sat down himself, and was even more
charming, but also teasing. And as before, he ordered for her
without even consulting her. When she started to tell him that she
would prefer to order herself she stopped in mid-word, gasping, as
the vibrator came to life.

“Adam!” she said reproachfully, jerking her
eyes about.

“No one can hear it,” he said. “I can't even
hear it.”

She was already flushed with excitement from
that kinky scene in the car. Now, sitting in the chair, in a lovely
restaurant, with soft music playing, the vibrator purred against
her clitoris, and she felt her inner heat rising exponentially. She
tried to ignore it, but he kept reminding her of things they'd done
the other night, kept saying outrageous things in his very polite,
matter-of-fact voice, and that in itself was arousing, never mind
the vibrator.

She squeezed her thighs together, feeling her
heart pounding as the water returned with their food. The vibrator
stopped, and she let out a gasp of relief as they began to eat. But
every few minutes, without any warning, it would come on again, and
buzz away against her very moist, overheated sex, to the point her
hands began to shake as she fought with growing desperation to
repress the wildfire heat thrilling her body.

“Adam, please! She hissed desperately. “I'm
going to come if you keep it up!”

“I've never had a problem keeping it up, and
that generally helps me make the ladies come,” he said, smirking a
little.

The vibrator turned off, and she gulp in air,
trying to catch her breath and still her pounding heart. But a few
minutes later it was buzzing again, and she was squirming in her
seat, and starting to sweat with nervousness and heat.

“Adam, please!” she whispered
desperately.

He grinned. “Say, please master.”

She flushed still more deeply. “Please,
master!” she moaned anxiously.

“On one condition. You must call me master
for the rest of the night, unless someone is in earshot.”

She bit her lip, squirming helplessly. “All
right!” she gasped.

He raised his eyebrow.

“Yes, master!”

The vibrator eased and she groaned in relief,
her insides churning violently.

He turned it off for long minutes, and she
was able to regain control of herself, smoothing out her hair,
which had become a little tangled.

“We had best think about getting going,” he
said, checking his watch.

She excused herself to go to the ladies room,
and while there, she gently eased the vibrator out of her sopping
pussy and put it into her bag. Her pussy felt hot and vacant as she
emerged from the bathroom, but she felt relieved he couldn't
continue to drive her crazy in public. After a few more minutes he
paid the bill, and they got up to go. Then he frowned, and she
smirked.

“I took it out,” she said.

He gave her a stern look. “Did I tell you you
could do that?”

“It was driving me crazy!”

“Good!”

“But...”

The restaurant was in the ground floor of a
mall-like building which overlooked the bay. There were a half
dozen shops alongside it, but all were closed at that time. There
was also a second floor with a broad stone balcony containing
businesses. Erin was surprised when he took her hand and led her
away from the car and instead along the side of the mall and then
up the stairs to the second floor.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“Wherever your master decides to take you,”
he said sternly.

“Adam...”

He slapped her bottom and she yelped and
jumped.

“Master, remember your promise?”

“That hurt!” she complained, rubbing her
bottom.

He turned and shoved her against the closed
door of an accounting shop, looming over her, casting her in
shadow, and she felt a sense of helplessness, and nervousness. Then
he grabbed her and abruptly turned her around, and before she could
react to that he had yanked her skirt up, yanked the dress up over
her waist, then up under her arms! The force of his sudden, and
determined yank forced her arms up and the dress came off, leaving
her completely nude!

“Adam!” she gasped, crossing her arms over
herself.

He dropped to his knees, his large powerful
hands grasping her thighs and shoving her back against the glass,
spreading her legs as his tongue whipped up along her slit.

“You're crazy! We'll be arrested!” she
gasped, heart pounding.

He ignored her, and she let out a startled
moan as his lips caught her clit and began to suck, as his tongue
stroked across her, then pushed into her.

“Oh fuck! Oh God! Oh! Oh!” she moaned,
overwhelmed by the wildness of what he was doing, of what she was
experiencing, of the incredible intensity of the sensations he was
raising in her body as he sucked on her swollen clit.

“Oh my God!” she moaned, her hands going to
his head as her legs grew rubbery.

He rose suddenly, grabbing her arms, jerking
her forward, out of the shadows, and she squealed as he shoved her
across the balcony to the railing and it pressed against her bare
belly. She grasped the stone rail, trying to push herself back, for
she could see people on the road below, but he gripped her hips and
yanked them back as he kicked her legs apart. Then she heard his
zipper jerking down.

“No! Don't! Not here! Adam you can't! I –
ohh! OH!”

His cock pushed into her, and she was
dripping, and hot, and when he jerked her hips back and thrust
forward his fat prick slid deep into her belly with a single,
determined thrust.

She grasped the rough, thick surface of the
top of the railing as his hips ground against her buttocks. Then he
started thrusting, hard – fast – deep, and she fought to keep her
voice low, to keep from crying out at every deep, spearing
thrust.

He yanked her hair up and back, and his other
hand slid down her belly, finger stroking against her clit. The
wild heat redoubled and she began to lose control, her hips bucking
back against him, her insides roiling and steaming, her mind
battered by the bubbling hot lava of sensory delight pouring
through her.

Her cries began to echo around the parking
lot, and there was nothing she could do to stop them as her body
flared with wild, feverish heat and his cock drove into her again
and again and again.

Then, abruptly, he stopped, his cock buried
inside her, and the hand which had been between her legs was now
around her throat, silencing her cries – and breath. She grasped at
his wrist but could do nothing against his strength.

“Are you my slut, Erin?” he demanded. “Are
you?”

His fingers loosened enough for her to gulp
in air, then tightened again.

“Are you?!”

“Yes!” she gurgled, the words stillborn in
her mouth.

His fingers loosened.

“Yes, master!” he snapped

“Yes, master!” she gasped in a hoarse
voice.

He jerked back on her hair and she let out a
helpless cry of pain.

“Say it!”

“I'm your slut, master!” she gasped, reeling,
dazed.

He twisted his fingers again, and again she
cried out.

“Again!”

“I'm your slut, master!” she gasped, his
fingers still around her throat.

“Are you my slave!?”

“Yes! Yes, master!” she croaked.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm your slave, master!” she gasped.

He released her throat, then jerked her
backwards. His hands grasped hers and slapped them down on the top
of the stone railing, then jerked back on her hips, spreading her
legs wider.

He started thrusting, and Erin, gasping,
dazed, moaning, stared down at the concrete below, bent over at a
ninety degree angle, white knuckled fingers clinging to the rough
surface of the rail as Adam began to pound his cock into her with
hard, furious strokes that set her entire body shaking. Her breasts
rocked below her, and her head rolled and jerked until he grasped
her hair and jerked it up and back.

She couldn't protest, couldn't speak,
couldn't think, could only gasp and grunt and moan as his thick,
steel-hard cock drove into her again and again and again. And then
he fires burned through the last of her inhibitions and the orgasm
tore through her with a vengeance. She cried out in wild,
uncontrollable pleasure, her warbling, gurgling voice filled with
animal heat and passion as he rode her and she rode the dark,
violent heat through the massive orgasmic storm.
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Her body felt limp, worn out, and aching when
he'd done. He had to put her dress back on himself. But first, he
bent her over the rail so her upper body hung over the edge, spread
her legs, and slid the vibrator back into her pussy.

She was – wary of him during the drive to the
concert hall, and somewhat indignant and upset, but at the same
time, the intensity of the orgasm had left an almost echo in her
mind and body, and she was still aroused by it. She was shocked
that he'd taken her like that, practically in public! But no one
had seen, and while someone might have heard her cries of pleasure
they didn't know where they'd come from. It had been dangerous,
though. They could have been discovered! Fine for him, fully
clothed with just his fly open! But she'd been completely
naked!

And then he started turning the vibrator on
again, damn him! At first she felt annoyed enough, almost sulking,
that it had little effect. But the continued buzzing slowly began
to shift her thinking as it roused her once more.

He turned it off for the walk up to the
concert hall, and as they were seated She couldn't recall being to
an orchestra concert before, and was feeling quite impressed by it
all. It was so much more civilized than a rock show! Then the music
started, and then the vibrator started, and she found herself
enjoying both – helplessly so.

She got hotter and wetter as time wore on, to
the point she realized that she was so wet she'd soaked the part of
her dress she was sitting on! Fortunately, though it was very thin
fabric, it was sleek and shiny, with a 'wet look' so no one would
be able to tell.

And as if the vibrator weren't enough his
hands roamed, in the dark, pushing down between her thighs and
massaging her. With a man sitting right next to her it had made
Erin's heart pound with fear of discovery, but of course, the man's
eyes were on the lighted stage ahead of them.

But if Adam kept this up people nearby would
smell her!

She was flustered and disheveled by the time
they left, her body suffused by heat, her mind swirling. That they
were headed for what she was certain to be a hot sexual tryst only
aroused her further, and she didn't protest as he took her arm and
led her to the car.

They got in and he pulled out into the stream
of cars pulling away.

“Are you my slut?” he asked.

Erin flushed and dropped her eyes. “Yes,
Master!” she whispered, her nipples throbbing.

He motioned to her to continue.

“I'm your slut, master!” she gulped.

“Is your pussy hot and wet, slut?”

She flushed, her mind squirming. “Yes,
master!”

“You need a stiff cock in you, don't you,
slave?”

“Yes, master!” she said, partly embarrassed,
partly delighted at how nasty and kinky the words were.

”Say it, slave.”

“I need a stiff cock inside me, master!”

He pulled out into traffic, driving off into
the darkness.

“Pull up your dress, and spread your legs.
Slouch down.”

She felt another shock, but obeyed, her pussy
throbbing as she slumped low in the seat, heart pounding.

“Take the vibrator out, slut.”

She moaned, and gripped the narrow 'hook',
then slid the vibrator slowly up out of her pussy.

“Reach under the seat.”

She dropped her arm, fumbling below the seat,
and her fingers slipped around something thick and latex. She
pulled it up to find a large dildo, very realistically shaped. It
was thicker than the vibrator, and she didn't have to be told to
rub it along her throbbing slit. The sensation that produced made
her moan helplessly.

“Put it in, slut.”

Giving a half sob, she slowly sank it into
her burning pussy, groaning as she twisted and turned it, pushing
it deeper.

“Now masturbate for me.”

She blinked, startled. There was something
about – the word...

“Do it sex slave. Masturbate while I watch
you.”

She moaned and shook her head, but she was
already pushing the dildo deep, and couldn't seem to stop herself
from slowly pulling it back up. Her breathing became ragged, and
she began to thrust it in and out, moaning, her eyes glazed, her
head rolling back against the seat back.

“That's it, slut. Fuck yourself with that
dildo. Nasty little whore. Filthy little sex slave. Harder, slut.
Deeper. Ram it all the way into your hot, sexy little slut body!”
he growled in a low purr.

Whimpering, shocked by herself, overwhelmed
with heat, Erin couldn't stop herself from obeying. Her head lolled
bonelessly as she rammed the dildo into her aching pussy again and
again, heedless of who might see. Her thrust became harsher, more
desperate, and then suddenly his hand grasped hers, halting
her.

“Oh! Oh please! Please, Adam!”

“Master,” he said remorselessly.

“Master! Master! Please!” she whined,
struggling against him.

“Do you want to come, slut?”

“Yes! Please master!”

“Beg for my permission, then. Beg me to let
you come.”

God, she thought, he was so incredibly kinky
and perverted! Why did it delight her so!? Why was it making her
blood burn?!

Erin gulped in air, sweltering in her own
heat. “Please I... please may I come... master! Please let me
come!”

“Not yet.”

“Please, master!” she gasped, shocked at how
whiny her voice had become, and how desperately she wanted to come.
“Please may I come!?”

“Take your dress off.”

She felt a wild dark thrill at the order.
Panting, moaning, she peeled her dress up and off, still retaining
enough presence of mind to gaze around furtively for fear of being
seen as he pulled over to the curb.

He reached out behind her, grasped her soft
red hair, and pulled her up and sideways, bending her across so her
face was in his lap. She moaned, half kneeling on the floor, half
laying along the seats, the dildo still jammed deep inside her as
he ground her face against his groin.

Her hands grasped at his pants, undid his
zipper, and pulled his cock out, then her lips slid along it as she
moaned and plunged deeper. She had one hand on his cock and the
other down beneath her, her fingers sliding down to stroke rapidly
across her clit as she mouthed him.

He didn't have her bra to use, but this time
he'd apparently come prepared, and as she sucked, she felt her
hands being pulled up behind her and crossed at the small of her
back. Then he wrapped some sort of leather cord around them,
tightly binding them in place. She whined at having her hand pulled
away, but felt another hot rush of heat as she felt them bound
together behind her back.

It was all so wild, so raw, so kinky and
exciting!

She continued to suck his sock, bobbing her
lips up and down its length as he caressed her buttocks, slapped
them, and pumped the dildo slowly in and out of her steaming pussy.
He drove the dildo deeper into her pussy than she had, punching the
head deep into her belly, making it grind against the very bottom
of her pussy tunnel as he fucked her with it. It hurt, but she was
still burning up, and every thrust sent a scalding wave of
excitement and pleasure through her trembling body. With one leg on
the seat and the other on the floor, her groin was pressed against
the edge of the seat, and she began to grind herself against it
with increasingly frantic movements as she sucked.

He pulled her off by the hair and shoved her
back into her seat, and Erin cried out in pain as she rolled over
onto her buttocks and jammed herself down against the dildo
protruding from her hot, moist sex.

He pulled back into the street, and she
moaned and whimpered, grinding herself down against the dildo,
staring at him, face flushed, wanting, needing a hot cock to pound
her, to make her come.

“Please can I come, Master!?” she whined.

“Soon, slut. Soon.”

“I can't wait!” she gasped, face flushed,
body overheated.

She ground her hips down, moaning at the pain
as the end of the dildo jammed into the back wall of her pussy. But
the pain was a dull thing compared to the wild, ravaging heat
consuming her, and she began to gasp and moan as the intensity of
the sensations rose.

“Stop,” he said.

Panting, moaning, Erin ignored him, grinding
herself down hard against the dildo, arching her back, head rolling
as she gulped in air. He pulled the car over, then grabbed her
lower leg, jerking it upwards, rolling her back onto her lower
back.

“Adam!” she whined.

“I don’t want you to come yet,” he said.

“Bastard!” she said, knowing he would
probably smack her bottom for it later.

“You need to show more respect for the man,”
he taunted.

“Ha!” she said.

“Little slut,” he said, slapping her buttock.
“I’ll have to punish you if you keep disobeying.”

“Fuck me!”

“Later.”

“Bastard!”

He snorted, then slid his big hand down, or
rather, up to her ankle, forcing it back over her head, rolling her
body back in the seat. He leaned forward, taking her other leg and
lifting it up and back, as well, forcing them back over the seat
top. He produced a slender strap, wrapped it around her right
ankle, then pulled her ankle back behind the headrest and wrapped
it around her other ankle. That left her, in effect, sitting on her
lower back, with her ankles strapped back behind the headrest and
her bottom raised. Her pussy burned, but with her legs spread and
her arms bound she could do nothing for herself.

“You better hope you don’t get pulled over,”
she said, panting.

“If I do I’ll just offer him the use of my
sex slave,” he said.

“Ha!’ she snorted, but stared at the
protruding dildo, at how taut her sex lips gripped it, and squeezed
her vaginal muscles as the heat shimmered around her. This was all
quite insane, and deliciously kinky. She’d never done anything like
this in semi-public before, and was filled with excited shock at it
all.

“I think you’re just a big fat -- Oohh!”

She gasped in pain as his hand came down
casually on the base of the dildo and thrust it into her harder. It
was already in as far as it could go - or so Erin had thought, but
somehow the pressure found room inside her for another inch. It
hurt though, and she writhed and moaned as he took his hand away
and continued driving.

Then he turned off into a driveway, and
stopped. She felt her heart beating faster, felt her excitement
rise as he got out of the car and moved around to the passenger
side. The door opened and she looked up at him excitedly. It was
dark, wherever they were, and he showed no signs of concern that
anyone might see her like this - which was reassuring.

He unstrapped her ankles and she moaned as
her legs came down. Then he took her arm, half lifting, half
dragging her up out of the car, and another little shock-wave of
visceral excitement rippled through her as she realized she was now
standing naked, save for her high heels, outside a darkened house
on a suburban street. There were houses across the street and she
gulped, stomach churning, trying to hide behind the car.

Her wrists were still bound together behind
her back, and he showed no sign of attending to that as he took her
arm and led her, naked, towards the door. She felt somewhat in a
daze, her pussy flaming around the thick dildo impaling her, her
nipples so hard, so sensitive, that the soft breeze wafting across
them made them crackle like live electrical wires. It was a quiet
evening on a nice street, and yet she was naked and tied, in the
midst of a scalding sexual scene that would no-doubt shock the
neighbors.

He released her arm as they stood on the low
porch, and he bent over the lock, fitting a key in. Erin trembled,
staring around at the quiet neighborhood in something like
disbelief, her wrists pulling against the leather strap as she
watched the windows of nearby houses anxiously.

“You’re insane!” she whispered.

“You better hope not,” he replied.

The door opened and he led her inside,
gripping her upper arm tightly, then closed the door and turned on
the light.

They were in a round entrance hall with a
short, stylish chandelier overhead and a floor of black tile.

“Untie me,” she demanded in something of a
whiny voice.

Instead he abruptly turned and shoved her
back hard against the wall. She gasped in shock, then moaned as his
right hand shot down between her legs and his left gripped hr hair.
He forced her head back and crushed her mouth with his as his hand
took the base of the dildo and put pressure on it, twisting and
grinding it inside her. His thumb stroked repeatedly across her
clitoris as his tongue shot into her mouth, and Erin felt a wild
rush of conflicting sensations and emotions, from pleasure to pain,
excitement and heat to anxiety.

“Think I can make you come, slut, right here
against the wall?” he growled.

“Nooo!” she moaned.

But the heat swirled around her, and despite
the pain deep inside her where the dildo jammed against the back
wall of her pussy her insides were flaming with excitement and a
dark, crackling sexual pleasure.

“Ohh! Oww! Please!” she gasped. “Y-You’re
hurting me!”

“I like to hurt pretty girls,” he whispered,
twisting the dildo within her churning belly.

A ripple of fear swept through her, but in
the next moment he pulled back. She staggered, but he caught her
arm and led her forward, past a winding staircase leading up to a
closed door. He opened it, and she saw stone stairs leading down
into darkness. That raised her anxiety level but he jerked her
forward, snapping on a light.

“Wh-where are we going?” she gulped.

“To my play room,” he replied.

The stairs weren’t wide enough for two people
to walk down together. He pushed her ahead, gripping her hair from
behind as she gingerly descended into a basement which was
considerably lower than the norm. The ceiling beams were at least
ten feet overheat, and the walls, rather than poured concrete, were
ancient stone. She wondered fleetingly how old the house was.

The basement contained the usual piles of
boxes, furniture and assorted junk, but he led her through them and
through another doorway. To one side was a modern laundry room,
very nicely set out, with large, black washer and dryer under an
elegant counter. Past that was the furnace room, and past that, and
into another room everything changed.

The room was about ten by ten in size. The
walls were all the same old stone, but the floor had been covered
in a heavy carpet - black. There were strange looking wooden frames
set against the wall in several places, and something which
resembled a sawhorse, only a shining, polished brown. A cabinet sat
in one corner, a table in another, and chains hung from the ceiling
in various locations.

Erin’s anxiety level rose dramatically and
she pulled much more earnestly against the handcuffs.

“Adam -- !”

Before she could demand he uncuff her,
though, he pulled back on her hair sharply enough her mouth opened
to cry out, and he pushed something like a ball into her mouth. She
blinked at it cross-eyed, and let out a little yelp as the pressure
against her teeth forced them wider. He wedged his fingers into the
sides of the ball, and forced it into her mouth so that it pressed
down against her tongue and up against the roof of her mouth.

He yanked her to one side and bent her over
the table, then untied her wrists. She could do nothing to get
away, though, as he held one arm tightly, and let the elbow of his
other arm press down against her back, keeping her bent over. She
felt a thicker, heavier leather restraint of some kind wrapped
around one wrist and buckled in place. Then he grabbed her other
wrist and wrapped one around it.

Her fear level had risen dramatically, along
with her anger, largely dissipating the ragged heat which had
gripped her just minutes earlier, and she struggled against him to
no avail as he pulled her upright, pining her wrists in one big
hand, and raised them above her head. He attached them to a chain
there, set it up so that the pull against her wrists kept her
tautly in check, then stepped back with a grin.

She was frazzled, flustered, fearful, and
angry, but could do nothing but make muffled noises he could easily
ignore.

“You seem a little peeved, Erin,,“ he said
with a smile. “And no, I’m not actually insane. You need have no
fear there.”

Oddly, the reassurance assuaged much of her
fear, though she still felt anxious and indignant at the way he’d
manhandled her. But as he stepped forward and began to gently run
his hands over her body that anxiety began to dissipate and the
heat started to surge to the fore once again.

He mouthed her nipples, sucking and nipping
lightly as his fingers kneaded her breasts, then kissed and licked
his way down her taut belly until he was kneeling before her. Her
breathing became more ragged as his tongue traced a slow circle
around her clit, and then he began to slowly pump the dildo in and
out as his lips caught her clit and began to suck.

The raw heat billowed up around her and she
lost her care and concerns about anything else. He licked and
kissed along her inner thighs, forcing her legs apart so that she
could barely make contact with the floor. Then he moved behind her,
kissing her shoulders, her spine, sliding downwards until he was
kneading her buttocks and spreading them open.

His finger probed at her rosebud, then,
slippery with something, pushed into her ass. She moaned in
something like dismay, but the heat had too strong a grip on her to
feel any great sense of inhibition as his finger squirmed up into
her bottom and pumped in and out. It pulled free, and something
considerably thicker slowly forced its way into her. It was, she
soon determined, a butt-plug, and she groaned as it spread her
open.

Then he was around in front of her again, his
lips moving along her throat, over her shoulders, down across her
chest. He sucked and bit at her nipples, bit hard enough to make
her squeal and cry out into her gag, but the pain was always brief,
and followed by a hot, bubbling pleasure.

He pushed against the dildo in her pussy
again, and she groaned as the ache was transmitted into the deepest
part of her belly. Did he somehow force it even deeper!? She
shuddered as it twisted around inside her and his thumb stroked
across her clit.

He stepped away from her, going to the
cupboard, and returned - with a whip.
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Erin's eyes were glassy with the intoxicating
heat within her, but they widened at the sight of the whip, a
startling jolt of fear and anxiety rolling through her. She moaned
and shook her head but he only smiled. It was a short handled whip
with a dozen or so foot-long black leather laces. And she squirmed
and pulled against the restraints holding her wrists up as he
stepped back and drew his arm back. His face took on a sinister,
evil look, and then he flung the whip forward!

The laces spread out and snapped against her
chest with minimal force. She had braced herself against the pain
only to find there was, at best, a very light stinging here and
there. She felt a wave of relief sweep her, and then moaned as he
swung again. He was just as dramatic, swinging his shoulder
heavily, but she could see now he wasn’t actually swinging it hard
at all. The laces fell across her chest a little heavier now, and
she felt light stings across her breasts and chest.

But the absence of fear, combined with a
sudden intense wave of sexual heat at the thought of him “whipping”
her made her pussy burn and her mind reel. She gasped as the stings
spattered across her chest for a third time, moaning into the gag,
her body twisting, writhing as he chuckled in mock cruelty.

He moved behind her and the whip landed
across her upper back, harder now, but not stinging any more since
her back wasn’t as sensitive as her breasts. Raw, wild heat burned
within her as the whip slashed across her lower back, her bottom,
and then around her ribs to snap at her breasts and belly.

She danced and twisted and jerked and cried
out into the gag at each blow, at each crackle of stinging lashes
to her reddening skin. But her inner heat was a fire which was
consuming her mind and shielding her from care about pain.

He paused to lick her clit, almost driving
her into orgasm, then pulled the butt-plug out and replaced it with
a dildo. The feel of the4 long, thick, curved dildo riding a slick
layer of some sort of lubricant pushing up into her ass, up deep,
deep into her belly, almost made her come, as well. She groaned as
it jammed high inside her against the very back wall of her anal
tunnel, gasped and writhed as he pumped it in and out, twisting and
turning it inside her. If he’d so much as brushed his fingertip
across her clit she would have exploded. She almost exploded
anyway!

He stood up before her, and finally began to
remove his clothes. She stared through glazed, smoldering eyes,
suddenly conscious of the fact she had never seen him naked, even
partially naked before. His shoulders and chest were as broad and
powerful as she’d thought, and she felt a longing to be embraced by
him now, to feel his soft skin and the obvious hardness of the
muscles beneath against her breasts and body.

His belly was flat. He didn’t have the
washboard abs of one of those exercise models, but he had the
outlines of one on his smooth, flat, hairless belly.

He took off his shoes and then skinned out of
his trousers, revealing black silk boxers underneath., tenting up
from his groin with what looked like a huge erection.

He pulled them off and she moaned and
squeezed her thighs together. He had said women looked better naked
than men did, and he was right. Few men looked very good naked. But
he was an exception. His body was firm, smooth, and muscled, and
his cock sprang up hard and powerful, like a club, between his
legs. Most men looked awkward, even amusing, with their cock
dangling or bouncing before them. But with Adam, it looked the
menacing horn of a rhino or bull.

He pressed himself against her, gripping her
hair again, forcing her head back, chest out. He bit and sucked and
kissed at her throat as his hand kneaded her breast and pumped the
dildo in her pussy. Then he stepped back and picked up the whip
again.

Dazed, moaning, overheated to the point of
trembling, Erin cried out softly as the whip cut into her breasts.
It stung now, sharp, hot little pinpricks of pain raining across
her breasts and chest, then her belly and ribs as he struck again,
and again, and again. He moved around her body, whipping her back,
and the pain grew. But she was nearly feverish with heat and dark
excitement, and the pain was only heat, absorbed into the wild
maelstrom gripping her.

He shoved against the dildo protruding from
her bottom, and she screamed at the pain inside her as he somehow
forced it even deeper. It felt almost buried inside her now, and
cramps rippled through her belly.

He pressed his cock against her from behind,
sliding it between her trembling thighs, then reached around her,
gripping the front of his cock with his hand, rubbing it upward
against her mound, against the dildo sticking out of her there. He
gripped the latter, and pulled it slowly out of her body, every
inch glistening with her juices, then dropped it on the floor.

The head of his cock pushed against the mouth
of her sex, and then slid into her. His hands gripped her thighs
shifting them apart, pulling her bottom back, and then his cock
slid up into her belly with a glorious sense of sensory perfection.
She thrust herself frantically back against it, shoving her bottom
up and spreading her legs as far as she could, desperate to take
him as deep as he could go.

And then the orgasm blossomed within her, a
massive explosion of sensation that tore though her body. Her
muscles spasmed and her body screamed as she jammed herself back
feverishly, crying out into the gag as he drove himself into her.
His hand slid between her legs and found her clit, and the orgasm -
had an orgasm. That was the only scant thought she had before her
mind was torn apart by the violent upsurge in pleasure. The
intensity of it sent her mind spinning end over end, and she had no
idea what the sound she heard was for long, long seconds, until she
realized it was her, screaming into the gag.

His hips were slapping against her buttocks
with bruising force, his cock thrusting into her hard, deep and
fast, his finger jamming down against her clit as his other hand
gripped her breast and crushed it.

The orgasm went on and on, the point black
spots danced before her eyes as she forgot to breath. She became
light-headed, but didn’t care. She was caught up in the pleasure
and would do nothing at all which might give it pause - like
breathing.

It fade, finally, before her mind faded out,
but left her dazed, eyes glassy, and virtually hanging by her
wrists as her body went limp. Yet he continued to thrust into her,
his cock, feeling so glorious inside her, pumping in and out, up
and down, his hips slapping against her, the blows even thumping
against the base of the dildo still inside her bottom.

Those blows gave an echoing thump against
something deep inside her as they kept jamming the nose of the
dildo up into her belly, but pain meant little to her. Pleasure was
all that mattered, and in the wild heat of the moment even pain
could add to her pleasure.

She realized, in a moment of clarity, that
she was drooling around the gag, but didn’t care. Her body was
jerking in time to his hard thrusts, her body echoing to the
slapping of flesh, the bruising of muscle, the impact of his heavy
hips ramming against her. Her insides swirled and throbbed and
sucked on his big cock as it drove up into her again and again, and
another orgasm swept around her and set her eyes rolling back in
her head as her body trembled and shook through the power and
intensity of her release.

She was too dazed to note when he finished.
She sensed his arms sliding away, his body backing off, the slowing
and then stopping of his hard thrusting, but she was all-but
hanging by her wrists by then, drooling around the ball gag, eyes
slitted, chest heaving.

And then she was fully hanging, for he did
something to the chains which raised her higher, her toes barely
brushing the floor, and then not even that. She groaned at the
increased pressure against her wrists, against her arms, even the
muscles running down her shoulders and into her chest aching.

He returned to her, picked up the dildo which
had dropped from her pussy and smiled, then fund another, a much
thinner one, and eased it up into her well-used, still overheated
pussy. He attached a small tube to the end, with a bulb on the end,
and then began to squeeze.

Moaning, dazedly, chin on chest, she hardly
noticed, at first, what he was doing as she sought to put her
shattered mind together. But slowly, the dildo within her
thickened, widened, to the point where the sensation of pressure
and strain against her pussy began to catch at her attention.. She
raised her head, panting, moaning, eyes fluttering as she sought to
understand what he was doing.

He walked away, returning with another dildo,
black, long, but thin, and a moment later she groaned as the dildo
he had pushed up into her ass slid back down. She felt open and
gaping for a moment, then he slid the other into her, and because
of its relative narrow girth it pushed up deeply and easily. But
then that too began to thicken and widen, and she groaned as it
spread open the mouth of her sex, strained her rosebud and brought
cramps to her belly.

He moved around in front of her, and squeezed
the bulb dangling from between her legs. That caused that dildo to
swell further, and she groaned in response, twisting a little in
her restraints now, feeling a strange sense of weightlessness as
she hung before him. He produced a small clip, and pinched her
still swollen nipples with a smile. Then he fit the little clamp
around it and began to tighten it.

Erin felt pressure, first, then hard
pressure, then stinging pressure that caused her to writhe and moan
and shake her head. He released the clip, and it clung, squeezing
painfully around her nipple. But he had a second, and in short
order her other nipple burned and throbbed as much as the first

“Now, now,” he said to her moaned complaints,
“You’re a slave girl, and must be properly tortured.”

He grinned teasingly as he said it, as if to
rob the words of any real threat.

He knelt before her, his fingers lightly
caressing her exquisitely sensitive clit, and she shuddered, her
hips bucking at the sudden wave of raw sensation. He chuckled and
bent lower, and she breathlessly watched as he fastened a pair of
inch wide straps around her big toes. He clipped slender chains to
the straps, and then eased her feet apart a short distance, fitting
the chains to rings in the floor.

Then he returned to her clit, smoothing back
the hood, licking her clit, then before she realized his intent, he
had another clip squeezing together around it. She shook her head
frantically as it began to close tighter, but he was not looking
up, and her movements were severely limited, making it impossible
to prevent him from tightening the clip to the point of real
pain.

Then he rose and turned his back to her,
making it impossible for her frantic eyes to catch his. There were
five feet high candle sconces around the floor, and he went to
each, lighting the tall candles. Then, before she could do anything
to catch his attention, he turned out the lights, opened the door,
and was gone.

Erin stared at the closed door in
consternation, and more than a little frustration. Yet at the same
time, oddly, she felt a sense of relief. The wild tumultuous sexual
game playing with him had her pulse racing from before she’d even
gotten into the house, never mind afterward. Now, at last, she
could get hold of herself, calm down a little and reflect on what
the hell was going on, and what the hell she ought to be doing, how
she ought to be reacting.

But while she was able to catch her breath
and calm down somewhat, she found it still difficult to think about
much of anything beyond her immediate physical wants and needs.
She’d had two massive orgasms, but her body was still thrumming
with sexual tension. The thickness of the inflatable dildos in her
belly was a constant ache whose presence was darkly arousing, even
thrilling. God, they so filled her up!

The clips on her nipples, not to mention her
clit, produced a hot, throbbing ache from all three locations, but
the intensity had eased, and in the context of her sexual heat the
throbbing was little more than a mild distraction. Hanging by her
wrists as she was filled her mind with a plethora of dark sensual
images and fantasies. No doubt that was part of Adam’s purpose in
lighting the candles and turning off the lights, to establish a
mood of a sort of dark dungeon where she was kept a prisoner.

It was an intensely erotic scene, and her
body’s thrumming sexual heat only deepened as she gave herself to
it, Her lithe young body was stretched out tautly, her downy skin
drawn tight across her breasts and belly as she hung helpless and
moaning into her gag. A part of her even wished Adam would come
back and whip her again!

God! He had whipped her! Oh, true, it hadn’t
exactly been a scourging. But he was hitting her kind of hard after
a while. It had hurt!

What would her friends think of how kinky a
scene this was? She couldn’t even hint at it. If she told anyone
she’d been hung from her wrists and whipped, why, they’d think she
was insane!

The door opened after only about five
minutes, but by then she was already overheated, even while her
arms and shoulders and especially her wrists ached.

Again she felt a fleeting sense of
disappointment when he lowered her to the floor and she was able to
stand firmly on the cool stone. She wasn’t really ready for this
wild, slave girl game to end!

Adam didn’t move to release her, though, but
instead fooled with the chains overhead. They were on a series of
metal crossbars which went back and forth along the roof, and so
were somewhat adjustable. Now Adam unstrapped her big toes, and
then unclipped her right wrist from her left. He held her right
wrist aloft, however, and hooked its restraint directly to the
chain. Then he gripped her other hand, brought it to his lips and
kissed her knuckles before drawing her arm up and out to the side,
and then hooking it to another chain.

Now her wrists were held up and out to the
sides Mark placed the straps around her toes again, but now pulled
her ankles much farther apart, so that she was barely able to keep
the balls of her feet in contact with the floor.

Then he adjusted the chains to her wrists and
lifted her into the air again.

Her sheer helplessness, her inability to do
anything at all, even complain, even look at him, for he wasn’t
looking at her, was frustrating, but it also gave Erin a strange
sense of floating, of riding an uncontrollable wave she could
neither steer nor affect. What was happening would happen without
any consultation with her, and there was nothing she could do about
it. That wasn’t something she usually liked very much, but it gave
her a sense of calmness, for she had no decisions to make.

Adam picked up the little hose with the bulb,
and reattached it to the dildo protruding from her straining pussy
lips and gave it several squeezes. She moaned into the gag as the
dildo inflated further, spreading her pussy even wider. It was
already thicker than anything she’d ever had inside herself, and
she moaned and strained against the restraints anxiously .

Adam pulled the tube loose, but then went
behind her and enlarged the dildo stuffed into her ass, and she
groaned as her insides throbbed and churned.

He moved away, behaving almost too casually,
as if he were working on a car or something. When he returned, he
had several little weighted, stainless steel balls in his hand,
rather like large marbles, but with hooks attached. He hung these
on her nipple clips and the one biting into her clit, pulling them
downwards and making her gasp and hiss at the increased pain and
pressure. But again, before she could demand, even with her eyes,
that he remove them, he was gone.

She felt almost as though she were in a
dream, a dark erotic fantasy, for the world seemed to swirl around
her, and it was hard to think straight, hard to even breath
properly! She groaned as she strained weakly against the
restraints, but she could do little more than writhe in their
grasp. Her arms and wrists hurt less with them spread apart, but
her toes were starting to ache, and the ache was sharper than that
of her wrists.

Her nipples and clit stung more now, too, for
the little balls dangled from the clips, and her every movement set
them to swinging and dancing and tugging on her sensitive flesh.
And, of course, he'd pumped the dildos thicker still so that her
insides felt bloated, and overfull. She continued to drool around
the ball-gag, and her saliva was dripping slowly onto her chest,
then trickling down her body. For that matter, it was warm now, or
perhaps it was merely that she was so overheated. Regardless, she
was perspiring now, beads of sweat appearing on her forehead and
upper chest.

Erin shook her head wearily, as if trying to
clear her mind, but it was of little use. She kept thinking of how
absurd, how unreal this was, kept getting little bursts of
disbelief that she was doing this, that she was even involved in
something this wild and kinky – and thrilling. But at no time did
she want it to end. She was fully aware that this was the most
scaldingly exciting sexual even of her life, and feeling a sense of
exultant and masochistic delight.

She rolled her hips and moaned, rolled her
head back and gasped as her body's movements jerked the little
weighted balls into motion. She discovered that moving her hips
tended to cause her pubic muscles to spasm around the now horribly
thick dildo he had stuffed up into her body, and so her body
writhed in slow, sensual bliss as she bathed in the hot, dark fires
of sexual heat and hunger.

The flickering candles around her only added
to the sense of unreality and fantasy as she gulped in air and
blinked her eyes against the sweat now trickling more thickly down
her body.

Her skin felt raw where he had whipped her,
raw and sensitive, and, looking down, she could see the red lines
the laces had left on her pale flesh crisscrossing her chest and
belly. The sight made her shudder with a sense of astonished
heat.

She hung for long minutes, with no way of
keeping track of time, mind and body churning, simmering as if in a
cauldron of her own lust, desire and need, kept just below the
boiling point. Her arms and wrists ached more fiercely, her
shoulders joining in, but that was a dull, background thing to the
heat baking her.

And then he was there, and her eyes fluttered
and she moaned in sudden awareness – and pain. He gripped her hair
and jerked her head up and back sharply, then bit into the nape of
her neck.

“Sex toy,” he purred, his breath warm against
her ear, “Sex slave.”

His free hand slid around to cup and fondle
her breast, then eased down, caressing skin which was soft, taut,
and slick with her own sweat, sliding down to rub lightly against
her clit.

Erin's hips bucked helplessly, as his finger
brought both pleasure and pain, pushing against the clip biting
into her clit even as it caressed her hot, swollen flesh. Then he
drew back and she groaned deep in her throat as she felt him seize
the end of the dildo sticking out of her ass and slowly, slowly
draw it free. It didn't go easily, and she whined and moaned as her
flesh clung to it, as the shaft slid slowly out through her taut
opening and then finally pulled free – leaving her feeling vacant
and empty.

She didn't stay that way. Something else slid
up into her gaping bottom, something less thick, but considerably
warmer. Her resilient muscles were beginning to reawaken, to close
up even as it pushed into her, and she grunted with sudden dark
heat as she realized that the feel of this intruder was entirely
different, and could be only one thing.

She had never been sodomized before, but now
she felt the long, throbbing length of him slide up into her belly
with a sense of hot, delicious need. There was no pain, and as she
began to tighten around his cock she gloried in the sense of deep
penetration.

His abandoned her hair, his hands cupping her
breasts instead, roughly, twisting and jerking and kneading the
swollen flesh before sliding quickly down. They caressed her belly,
then gripped her thighs and pulled her legs in and and back as his
hips began to grind against her buttocks.

He began to move in and out then, his cock
sliding up and down inside her, his hips hitting her buttocks with
increasing force. The movement sent the weighted balls jerking and
swinging, sending hot little sparks of pain and pleasure through
her nipples and clit. Erin gasped and moaned, eyes wide, feeling as
though she were riding a whirlwind as sensations swirled wildly
within her. His strokes became longer, deeper, harder, and her body
jerked and shuddered to the impact of his hips.

The sharp stinging pains coming from the
clips seemed to twist and morph within her as her body boiled over,
and the orgasm rose up and swamped her with a sudden hot eruption
of wildfire pleasure. It was a low, seething eruption that had her
writhing and twisting and gurgling in pleasure, but then, suddenly,
it scaled upward in power and intensity, and she cried out, then
cried out again, her muffled voice rising in a helpless animal wail
of mindless pleasure as the storm became a hurricane and carried
her away with it.

It was like tumbling and turning end over end
amid a boiling froth of raging floodwater, and she writhed and
screamed in pleasure as she was consumed by ecstasy. Every hard,
jarring blow of his hips against her buttocks sent a boiling froth
of sensations spilling through her body as he rammed himself up
into her belly again and again and again. She didn't know if she
could survive it, or if her sanity could, but didn't care in the
least.

It was the longest, most exhausting orgasm of
her life, and left her barely conscious, hanging limply, slack
jawed, eyes slitted, moaning as her body continued to jerk and
shudder to the hard, deep thrusts of his cock into her ass.

She was only peripherally aware when they
stopped, when he moved back. She felt boneless, and moaned
half-conscious, into the gag, her head falling forward as she hung
there trembling and twitching.

Hands before her were barely sensed, and then
the clips were pulled free of her nipples and clit. Again, she
hardly noticed, except that she felt a moment of relief from the
pain, then much longer moments of pain, deep, stinging, biting
pain, as the flow of blood resumed in tender flesh. And then, as
that began to fade, her nipples and clitoris took on a sense of
light throbbing and pins and needles. But given how sensitive they
were, and given her body's wild sense of lust and heat, they drew a
moan of suddenly roused heat.

He picked up the whip again, though she
didn't see, and then the laces slashed across her back like a cat's
claws. She cried out, head thrown up and back, gasping, moaning,
startled out of her dazed reverie. She twisted and shook her head
in denial, but the next blow followed, and the next, and she cried
out again and again as the hot, sharp ache rose on her flesh.

And then the flog, the laces longer than the
last one, and heavier, began to strike her at an angle, the long
laces curling around her hips to snap at her pussy and abdomen, or
curling around her ribs to bite and claw at her breasts. Erin
jerked and thrashed, sobbing in dazed confusion as hot, sharp pain
assailed her. But when the sharp ache met the pins and needles
sensations of her nipples and clit something else erupted, and the
dark sensual heat roared up within her as she twisted and writhed
in sensual need.

Her need became feverish, and almost every
blow now curled around her body to lash her breasts and belly and
groin, the laces snapping at her swollen nipples and clitoris as
she screamed into the gag. And then another massive orgasm tore
through her. She danced in mid-air, convulsions wracking her
slender body as her mind was swamped by the sheer intensity of the
sensations and the raw madness of ecstasy consumed her.
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She was limp, sore everywhere, as he carried
her in his arms, yet she felt utterly safe against his body, like a
child in its fathers arms. He settled himself into a warm bath,
with her still in his arms, and she groaned as the hot water rose
over her chest. For more than an hour he held and caressed her,
kissing her tenderly, then began to gently soap up her body, and
even wash her hair. He rinsed her off, carried her out of the tub,
and toweled her off, then carried her to an enormous bed.

He lay her back and then gently bound her
wrists to the top corners of the bedpost with silk, and and spread
her legs wide. The thick dildo was still inside her, still holding
her sex lips wide, almost buried in her now. He ran his tongue up
and down along the straining lips of her pussy, ignoring her moaned
denials, then gradually eased up to work on her clit.

Erin felt drained and weary, but she could
not stop him from indulging himself, and was shocked at how quickly
his agile tongue began to rouse her once again. No man she had ever
dated had the kind of skill Adam had with his tongue, and only now
was he giving her a demonstration. Her hips began to roll and
grind, then buck and jerk uncontrollably, so he was forced to bind
her ankles apart, as well before resuming his efforts.

Orgasm after orgasm tore through her as his
skilled lips and agile tongue worked tirelessly at her swollen,
aching clit. Nor were his hands ever still, as they roamed her
body, kneading and stroking and caressing her, making her breasts
throb with hot pleasure, and her sore nipples sparkle and burn.

He paused to let her catch her breath, making
himself a drink, then spent some time teasing and taunting her with
ice cubes, with feathers and with hot candle wax, before resuming
his expert tonging and drawing her into orgasm again.

All night and deep into the morning he played
her body like a maestro, forcing her to beg for her orgasms, and
then to work for them. She knelt beside his bed, taking his cock
deep into her throat, mouthing his balls, using her mouth on almost
every part of his body, and giving herself to him utterly.

It all had a profound effect on her and her
sense of self, her sense of inhibitions and her strength of will.
For he would brook no refusal, no hesitation, and she must continue
to call him 'master' with every sentence.

She slept, finally, with her wrists bound
behind her back with silk. And when she wakened, it was to his hand
between her legs, and another orgasm. In the morning, he led her,
still bound, to the kitchen, where she knelt as he fed her one
piece at a time, letting her eat from his fingers. And so alive
with sexuality and sensual pleasure was she that she didn't even
think to protest.

He took her, again, her face pressed to the
cool tiles of the kitchen floor, her bottom high, her knees wide,
gasping and grunting and moaning as he rode her, as he used her, as
he fucked her, deep and hard, and he told her, all the while as he
had the previous evening, that she was a sex toy, a sex slave, that
she was his flesh and blood toy to do with as he wished.

She didn't argue.

* * *

Erin was a changed woman. She wouldn't have
denied it had someone told her. But she didn't really think about
it. Life was far more exciting now. She felt far more alive as
Adam's girlfriend, though he never referred to her as that. He told
her when they would meet, where they would go, and what she would
wear. That usually didn't include underwear, and at any point while
out he would do his best – and his best was very good – to rouse
her to gasping, panting heat and need.

She had thought he was fifteen years or so
older than she. It turned out he was twenty years older, but that
didn't seem to matter. Not even when she met his son Jeff.

It did feel odd, though. Jeff was nineteen,
still a boy to her lofty twenty-six, but still an oddly
uncomfortable age in comparison to her. The idea of being his
'stepmother' was absurd, even though Adam was now talking casually
about the possibility of marriage.

Jeff was tall, like his father, but not
nearly as broad shouldered. He was a 'cute kid', she thought, but
didn't have the kind of strength of will and character his father
had. Of course, that was to be expected at his age.

Then she met Allan, who, at twenty-two, was
even closer to her age. He too, was tall, but more broad shouldered
than his younger brother. He looked much more like Adam, too, and
had more of his personality. But it was meeting Scott which truly
made her mind squirm. Scott was Adam's oldest son, and at
twenty-five, he was so close to her age it was impossible for her
not to think about the idea of dating, of possible marriage to a
man literally old enough to be her father.

She had just moved in with Adam – at his
'suggestion' when she met Scott. Adam had a large house, and all
three of his sons had bedrooms there, though none lived with him.
Scott came to stay over for a few days, which presented
problems.

Adam's absolute domination of her was
something she had come to take almost as a matter of course. And
most of the time at home she was naked, or wearing some little
scrap of leather or lace. Often enough she wore a collar and
bondage restraints, as well. Obviously this had to change while
Scott was there.

She had only been Adam's girlfriend a month,
but he had already completely changed her wardrobe. He had thrown
out most of her old clothes. Now she had dresses and skirts which
were very short, and designed to expose her long, lovely legs. They
were also, for the most part, quite tight, and often enough
displayed a good deal of cleavage. It still embarrassed her to go
out in them, but it also gave her a kind of squirming sense of
masochistic and exhibitionistic pleasure and excitement as well,
especially since she was rarely permitted to wear any panties.

He'd done away with most of her shoes,
replacing them with some very hot, very sexy shoes which were all
stiletto heeled. Even around the house she either wore no shoes or
wore those with five and six inch stiletto heels.

Even her work clothes had been replaced. They
were more modest, of course, but even so, he had chosen them with
an eye to flattering her body. She had tight, slinky, form-fitting
sweater dresses, and tightly cut blazers with short, business
skirts. But those were for work. She wasn't allowed to wear them
anywhere else.

Thus when she met Scott she was wearing gray
suede thigh-high boots with stiletto heels, and a short, tight gray
and red sweater dress with horizontal stripes. The outfit did
little to hide her shape from him, and his eyes did little to hide
his appreciation of what he saw. That he looked so much like Adam,
had his face, his jaw, and almost his voice, made her insides
squirm even more as he looked at her.

It was impossible to treat Scott as a 'child'
or a boy, for he was her own age, and moreover, wouldn't accept
such treatment if she'd tried. He clearly had the same sort of
A-type personality as his father, and was a firm, take charge kind
of guy. And however much she tried to ignore it, he was also
undeniably hot! After all, he seemed almost everything his father
was, except he was her age.

Still, it was Adam she loved, or at least, by
that time, thought she did. Adam was becoming her whole world. So
her mind shied away from that sort of thought.

But he didn't make it easy.

And neither did Adam.

The very first evening he was there she was
in the kitchen at the stove, stirring a pot of stew when he came up
behind her and, in almost the same way his father tended to do,
suddenly hemmed her in and reached his arms around her on either
side. Unlike his father, his hands didn't go to her breasts, of
course, but instead, one rested on the edge of the stove while the
other took the wooden spoon from her hand and held it up to sip
testingly.

“Hmmm,” he said, his breath warm against the
back of her neck. “Tasty.”

He reached up and past her with his other
hand, taking down a little basil.

“Needs something,” he said.

“This is the way your father likes it,” she
protested.

“Shh. Never correct the man,” he said with a
smirk in his voice.

The words startled her, but no doubt he had
gotten them from his father, who must have used them before around
him.

“Scott!” she said protesting weakly.

“Shhh,” he said, handing her back the
spoon.

“But...”

She gasped as she felt his hand grip a
slender tendril of hair behind her back, and gently tug up and
back. It forced her head back and her chest out, and she was
breathless for a moment, for it again was the kind of thing his
father did.

“Don't argue with the man,” he said again,
just as teasingly.

He put the basil back, and then pulled back,
but gave her a short, light smack on the bottom before going.

After dinner, he was sitting in the living
room across from his father, with his legs propped on the coffee
table when she went in to clear up bottles of beer from the side
table.

“Move your legs, Scott,” she said.

He grinned lazily up at her. “Say please,
wench.”

She flushed a bit. “Please.”

“Say pretty please.”

She frowned and looked at Adam, but he was
just smiling.

“Pretty please,” she sighed.

“Pretty please with sugar on top.”

“Pretty please with sugar on top,” she
said.

“And a cherry.”

“Adam!”

“And a cherry,” he insisted.

“And a cherry,” she grumbled.

“Now all together.”

“Pretty please with sugar on top and a
cherry,” she said.

He pulled his legs back and she shook her
head. “Brat,” she said.

She gasped as he grabbed her arm and jerked
her sideways, and she stumbled and fell across his lap.

He slapped her bottom sharply, laughing. “I
see why you like her, dad,” he said, as she scrambled up and
away.

Adam laughed in amusement, and Erin rubbed
her bottom uncertainly and grabbed the empties, then slid warily
past him as he and his father laughed again.

* * *

“Are you sure, Adam?” she gulped.

“Aren't I always sure, slave girl?” Adam
teased.

“Yes, but... with Scott here.”

“Scott's seen pretty girls before, and pretty
girls in thongs too.”

She bit her lip anxiously but had learned not
to argue with him.

He wanted to enjoy the pool. That meant he
wanted her with him. And just as he'd replaced the rest of her
wardrobe, he'd bought her new swimsuits. She'd never worn it,
however, for he liked her to be naked by the pool. With Scott over,
however, she would wear the swimsuit he'd chosen for her, a black
thong with very small cups which displayed much of the creamy flesh
of her full breasts.

She'd never appeared in public in so little,
and the fact Scott was a handsome young man she barely knew added
to her discomfort. But there was no point in trying to get around
it. She put on the suit and followed Adam down the stairs and out
back through the solarium to the big pool.

Scott was already sitting by the pool in his
swimsuit, and Erin's face flushed a little as he eyed her
appreciatively.

“Nice suit, Erin,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said, blushing.

“Nice body too,” he added, deepening her
blush.

“Would I have anything else,” Adam asked.

“Nope,” Scott said with a grin.

She got them both drinks, and then sat on the
edge of Adam's lounge as he spread suntan lotion over her body. She
began to get progressively more uneasy, however, as he took his
time, and as he applied the lotion quite liberally across the top
of her breasts while Scott looked on. He had her stand and turn and
then ran his hands up and down her legs, as well, and didn't
neglect her bare buttocks.

“I can help with that if you like,” Scott
offered.

“You're a considerate son,” Adam said,
snorting.

They lay by the pool for a few minutes,
chatting idly, and Erin began to relax, but then Adam got a phone
call and had to make a quick trip to the office to take care of an
emergency.

“You stay here and entertain Scott,” he said
with a grin.

Scott smirked at her and Erin licked her lips
nervously.

“So how did you and dad get together?” he
asked after his father had left.

She shrugged. “I was tired of dating immature
young men who thought a belching contest was high art,” she
said.

He snorted in amusement. “Not all us young
men are immature.”

“I haven't found one who isn't,” she
said.

He beamed and pointed at himself.

“Suuuure,” she said.

“You doubt me? Hasn't dad taught you yet that
the man is always right?”

“Your father is a man. You are a boy,” she
said pertly.

“Oh yeah?”

He swung his legs around and then sprang
forward.

“Scott!” she said.

Laughing, he scooped her up as though she
weighed nothing, turned, and flung her into the pool.

She squealed, and then landed in a splash, a
splash echoed a moment later by his as he joined her.

“Brat!' she sputtered, emerging and shoving
her wet hair back from her eyes.

“Boys will be boys,” he said cheerfully.

She swam to the ladder but when she started
to climb he grabbed her leg and yanked her back. Again she splashed
into the pond, and he laughed at her. The water was about up to her
waist, so she started to move towards the shallow end and stairs,
but he picked her in his arms and threw her again.

He was so big and strong it was as silly to
think about physically overpowering him as it would have been his
father, but she did try to swim away. The feel of his warm, wet
body against hers whenever he grabbed her was producing thoughts
and feelings which she was growing increasingly uncomfortable with.
The way he was manhandling her – so much like his father – wasn't
helping. He was a big, powerful man, and big powerful men had
always made her legs a little weak.

He grabbed her arm, laughing, yanking her
back to him, and the next thing she knew she was pressed against
him, her breasts pillowed out against his chest. He gripped her
buttocks and lifted her up into the air as she squealed again, then
pulled her up over his shoulder and turned, walking through the
waist deep water with her draped across his shoulder like a wet
sack of potatoes. He climbed up the ladder with her like that, then
turned and flung her into the deep end.

“Bastard!” she cried, emerging, and swimming
to the opposite side.

“That's more an insult to my mother than me,”
he said.

He let her climb out, and she flushed as he
eyed her glistening body.

“I guess I'll have to help you put on suntan
lotion again,” he said.

“I don't think so.”

“Dad said for you to entertain me,” he said
with a grin.

He moved around the pool, and she circled the
other way, then she changed directions and so did she.

“Adam! I mean, Scott!” she cried as he darted
forward.

She twisted and dodged but he caught her and
lifted her, squealing, into the air again, turning to heave her
into the water as he legs kicked feebly.

“Don't! Don't!”

“Say please!”

“Please!”

He swung her back from the water and eased
her down so her toes were able to touch the deck right at the edge
of the pool. But she found she was pressed up against him, and he
was looking down at her.

“You are one hot redhead,” he said.

“Scott I – .”

His big, powerful arms slid around her and
then his lips were against hers, and Erin's eyes widened as they
crushed her own lips while his hands cupped her bare buttocks. She
froze for long seconds, then squirmed helplessly, breathlessly, as
she fought to keep from falling into his kiss.

He eased back, and she gulped in air,
gasping, then yelped as he pulled her back to the lounge
chairs.

He sat down and pulled her down next to
her.

“The thing about redheads is they burn
easily,” he said. “We don't want that beautiful skin of yours
getting burned ,now do we?”

He squirted oil against her chest and she
gaped in confusion. But then his hand followed the oil, spreading
it over her upper chest, then circling slowly in to caress her
upper breasts. She tried to squirm free but his other hand was
around her.

“Scott!” she said desperately.

“Dad says you are a particularly hot
redhead,” he said. “In fact, that you're hot almost all the time,
and that when you're not, it doesn't take much to make you
hot.”

She blinked at him anxiously, her chest
tight, her heart pounding, and then his oily, slippery hand pushed
down along her breast and firmly into the cup of her bathing suit
top.

“D-Don't!” she gasped, clasping his powerful
wrist.

He chuckled and she gasped as she felt her
hair pulled back, forcing her back to arch. Her hands automatically
went up and back behind her, and he gripped them, pinning her
wrists there.

“Scott!”

“So tell me, are you into that bondage stuff
like dad is?” he asked with a smile.

She froze, shocked that he had any such
knowledge. She had no idea what to say, especially as his other
hand was sliding down her belly now. She squirmed and tried to
twist free, but his slippery fingers plunged into the front of her
little thong, and she squealed helplessly as she felt them ride
over her clit.

“Oh! Oh don't! Oh! Please! Oh God!”

“Say master,” he said in amusement.

“Scott! S-Scott! Don't!” she gasped, as his
oiled fingers caressed her clitoris and a wild, raw heat rose up
around her.

“If you keep disobeying I might have to spank
you,” he said.

He gripped the thin strap of her thong and
tugged it down under her buttocks, producing another shocked squeal
from the wriggling girl. But he only chuckled, pulling the suit
down over her knees and off. Then he pulled free her top so she was
naked beside him. She cried out as he forced her head back even
farther. Then two long fingers penetrated her and slid deep into
her hot, thrumming pussy.

“This oil is edible. Did you know that? I
suppose you did,” he said with a grin, bending and sliding his lips
around one stiff, throbbing nipple.

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Oh please! Oh! Scott!”

He slid his fingers out of her throbbing
pussy and caught one of her nipples between the nails of his thumb
and forefinger, pinching painfully.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! Don't! Ow!”

“Say master,” he taunted.

“I-I can't.. you can't...”

He twisted his fingers harder in her hair and
she gasped in pain as he forced her head further back. At the same
time dug his nails harder into her nipple, which began to burn
fiercely.

“Say it,” he ordered in amusement.

“Master!” she cried.

He chuckled throatily and examined her
nipple.

“You've got holes in your nipples, baby. How
come you don't have a ring or stud through them?”

“I-I... b-because you... you would see them
in the suit!” she gasped helplessly, back still straining and
arched sharply.

He chuckled again, his fingers caressing her
aching nipples. “Afraid of shocking the innocent young boy?” he
asked with a smirk. “Did you think I was completely unaware of my
father's habits with women?”

Two oiled fingers slid up into her pussy
again, pumping in and out as she squirmed and moaned helplessly.
Then his thumb began to stroke against her clitoris and the wild
heat churned higher and hotter.

“Oh! Scott! Y-your father – .”

He jerked her hair back sharply and she cried
out in pain.

“Master,” he said. “Say it.”

“Master!” she gasped. “Master!”

He began to suck and lick at her breast,
raining bites across the taut flesh as she whimpered and squirmed.
In short order Erin felt the orgasm swirl around her and cried out
in helpless pleasure, twisting and writhing, hips bucking violently
against his plunging, stroking fingers as he sucked and bit into
her nipple.

“Hot little redheaded slut,” he said with a
fierce grin.

She had worn a very short, thin wrap as she
came in. He pulled the belt away from it, rolled her to the side,
then pulled her arms back behind her. As she groaned in dazed
incomprehension he bound her wrists together behind her back, then
rolled her back and knelt next to the chaise lounge. His big hands
gripped her thighs and jerked them up and apart, and his lips
descended between her legs as his tongue began to dip within the
hot, moist folds of her sex.

She groaned helplessly, but could do nothing,
and he seemed almost as expert at his father with his tongue and
lips and fingers. Holding her sex wide with his thumbs, he plunged
his tongue into her, then twirled it around her clit and began to
suck. Erin was soon grinding and bucking in wanton heat, her back
arching and head rolling back beneath her.

Chuckling, he yanked on her legs, sliding her
bottom right to the edge of the chaise, letting her head fall over
the opposite end as his mouth ravished her. Again she couldn't help
herself, and her trembling, grinding hips began to buck violently
as another intense orgasm tore through her slender body.

He sucked and licked her through it, then
pulled her off the lounge and put her on the ground. Panting
weakly, she groaned as he raised her hips and then yelped at his
sharp slap to her bottom.

“Raise that beautiful ass, red,” he said.
“And spread your legs wide for me.”

Again he slapped her sharply and Erin
scrambled to obey, flushed with heat and disbelief as his hand
caressed her nakedly displayed, overheated pussy. She bit back a
cry of pleasure and heat as he slid first one, then two, then three
fingers deep into her pussy, pumping them in and out and twisting
them from side to side.

Then he mounted her. He left her kneeling
there, face against the ground, gasping, trembling, as he slowly
positioned himself behind her. She stared at the ground through
glazed eyes as she felt the rounded knob of his cock rubbing up and
down along the moist furrow of her pussy. Then her sex lips were
forced in and back, spreading farther apart as his cock slowly
pushed into her body.

“Oohh!” she groaned. “Oh God! Oh please!”

“All men are gods,” he said, gripping her
hips, “And all women are their slaves.”

Then he began to thrust.
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He slid into her, tight, but slick, filling
her in a way which made her mind and body swoon with heat and
exultation. He was even bigger than his father, and she shuddered
as he drove himself in to the hilt and began to pump. His big hands
held her slender hips easily as he thrust in and out, and soon his
hips were striking her bottom with growing authority. Her body
rocked and shuddered to the blows, and her insides twisted and
squirmed and pulsed around his thick steel of flesh as it drove
deep into her belly again and again and again.

“Keep that ass high, red,” he ordered,
slapping her bottom again as he rode her.

His hips were pounding against her now, and
without her hands to brace her Erin had to spread her legs still
wider for balance. That let him ease just that much deeper, and she
thought she saw stars as the soft head of his cock began to pound
against the back wall of her pussy.

Ohmygod, she thought dazedly.

He reached forward and tangled her long red
hair around his fist, then slowly lifted her face up and back off
the ground, raising her chest as well so that he held her upper
body horizontal to the ground, her breasts swinging and swaying now
beneath her as his hips continued to beat a powerful tattoo against
her shapely bottom.

His other hand began to maul her breasts,
fingers digging into the soft malleable flesh, pinching and pulling
and tugging at her nipples. And all Erin could do was gasp and yelp
and moan and try somehow to keep her mind from disintegrating as
the heat swirled around her.

She failed ,of course, and her next orgasm
shattered her mind to the point she became, as she had on numerous
occasions with his father, little more than a sexual beast for
riding, gurgling and yelping and moaning in near mindless sensory
bliss, carried along on a flood tide of churning sexual pleasure as
her mind tumbled in endless slow circles.

* * *

“I hope you and Scott got along while I was
away,” Adam said on his return.

“Y-Yes, Master,” she gulped, looking around
nervously.

He chuckled. “You want to watch that master
business when one of the boys is around.”

“Yes, Master.”

She was wearing a sleeveless green mini dress
which set off her hair well, and white high heels, and when he
kissed her, and his hands went to her bottom, they didn't have to
do much work to get the hem up a few inches to bare her bottom to
his searching fingers. His tongue slid into her mouth and she
moaned into it as his fingers kneaded her buttocks. Then he eased
back to cup her breast through the thin material, and his fingers
caught at her already erect nipple.

“You're not wearing your rings,” he said,
drawing back.

“I-I thought... I mean, in the pool,
Scott...”

“Don't think. Just wear them as you're told,”
he said sternly.

“Yes, master!” she gulped.

He went to the dresser and found a pair he
liked, and she untied the dress behind her neck and lowered the
front, then tugged her bra down to bare her breasts. He slipped the
rings into her nipples himself, and she winced a bit, but felt a
hot little tingle of lust and excitement between her legs as his
fingers moved over her nipples.

Then she drew the bra and dress back up and
over her breasts and tied it behind her neck. It was fairly obvious
if one looked that she had rings in her nipples now, but she was
less worried about what Scott would think after today!

“Bend over the dresser and spread your legs,”
he said.

She pursed her lips but of course obeyed, and
felt a hot thrum of excitement as he slid one of the inflatable
dildos into her pussy, working it deep. She swallowed anxiously as
he angled it up and drove it deeper still.

“Oh!”

He slid the second one into her ass, and then
began to twist and pull the two until they were so deep they were
practically buried in her. Only then did he began to pump them up,
spreading them wider and wider, until the the entrance to her sex,
and her wrinkled little rosebud were spread so tightly that there
was no danger of either of them falling out. He removed the tubes,
then, and pulled her upright so she could smooth down her short
skirt.

Smirking, he slid his hand beneath the skirt
to rub her clit lightly, then pushed her to the door.

She went back downstairs and started dinner
while Scott and Adam went into the den and began to set up a game
of pool. The two dildos inside her were a distraction, of course,
but he had done this on a number of occasions, so she had learned
how to cope. She had to walk slowly, and keep her legs from getting
too close together. This time, though, he had really pushed them
deep. The base of the two dildos was actually almost flush with her
pussy and anal opening.

Since she knew they were a foot long the
thought of how deep into her belly he had worked them was
helplessly arousing.

“More beer!” Adam's voice called from the
den.

She shook her head, but immediately got a
pair of beers from the refrigerator, opened them, and carried them
down the hall and into the den.

“Nectar of the gods,” Adam said, taking his
and kissing her.

He also gave her ass a squeeze before turning
her loose.

She walked around the table a bit nervously
and handed Scott his.

“Where's my kiss?” he said.

“Uhm.”

She looked nervously towards Adam, who was
just grinning as he held the bottle to his lips, then leaned in and
tried to give Scott a chaste kiss. Instead he slid his arm around
her, cupped her bottom to pull her in tight against him, and kissed
her deeply, his lips crushing hers.

He laughed as he set her free and she
stumbled back.

“You poaching on my territory, son?” Adam
asked.

“Well Dad, you always said what's yours is
mine,” Scott said with a grin.

Erin scurried out the door and went back to
the kitchen. After a few minutes, however, Adam called her back,
and he had a stern look on his face.

“Erin,” he said.

Scott was smirking, sitting propped against
the pool table.

“Uhm, yes, Adam.”

“Is there anything you'd like to tell
me?”

She rolled her eyes nervously at Adam. Surely
he hadn't blabbed!?

“Uhm no,” she said anxiously.

He folded his massive arms across his chest
and frowned at her.

“Come here.”

She licked her lips and crossed the floor,
and he slid his hand beneath her chin and lifted it up so he could
look deep into her eyes.

“Would you like to tell me what happened
between you and my son today?”

She felt stricken, and her eyes widened.

“N-N-Nothing!” she gasped.

He snorted and drew his hand back, then
turned her around and abruptly bent her over the pool table.

“Lying is not something I'm going to let you
get away with,” he said.

“But... But...!”

He lifted her skirt high and Scott wandered
around beside him as they looked at her naked bottom, and the
dildos barely protruding from her pussy and bottom.

“What a lovely ass,” Scott said.

“Did you get a chance to use it?”

“No, her pussy is plenty tight for me.”

“You have to try this ass before you go,” he
said, as Erin jumped to a slap. “It's amazing.”

“Adam...”

“Now I think you've earned yourself a
strapping for lying to me, Erin,” he said.

For lying to him!? Erin was in a daze of
disbelief. For it seemed he knew that his son and she had had sex
and all he cared about was that she had lied about it!

He went to the sideboard and took out his
favorite strap, one she'd become rather too well-acquainted with
over the last few weeks. It was of soft leather, about eighteen
inches long and four inches wide.

“Are you prepared for your punishment,
Erin?”

“Yes, master!” she whimpered in a small
voice.

The strap cracked across her bottom and she
let out a squeal of pain.

“Th-thank you, master!” she gasped.

It didn't count if she forgot to thank
him.

Crack!

Again she squealed and jerked. “Thank you,
Master!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows fell across her bottom firmly,
evenly, slowly, in a measured way, turning her soft flesh red with
heat and pain as he brought the strap down. That Scott was looking
on only made it that much more bizarre, more shameful, and, despite
herself, more arousing.

“You're not hitting her too hard?” Scott
asked.

“She likes it this way,” Adam said
confidently.

“I mean that's a beautiful ass. I wouldn't
want to see it all bruised.”

“That's why I use this strap. It's heavy
enough to sting but light enough not to leave any lasting marks.
Here, give it a try.”

Gasping, moaning, Erin's eyes widened, and
she jerked her head slightly around to see Scott taking the strap
from Adam. She opened her mouth to say something but then the belt
cracked across her bottom with stinging force and she cried out in
pain.

“Th-Thank you.... Master!” she gasped
helplessly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap bit into her burning hot bottom
again and again, and she whimpered and moaned as the pain
soared.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Tears began to fill her eyes, and she sobbed
weakly, yelping and moaning and thanking Scott for each blow. Then,
suddenly, he moved closer and she felt his big hand envelope her
pussy, squeezing lightly, the palm of his hand pressing against the
base of the dildo.

“Oh!” she gasped, head jerking up and back,
body half rising from the pool table.

“She's hot and wet,” Scott said, tracing his
finger along the circle of flesh squeezing the dildo so
tightly.

“She always is,” Adam said, with something
that sounded almost like pride.

“You really going to marry her?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

The words startled her, for while Adam had
mused aloud about it he hadn't actually asked her.

“You going to keep having her wear these
little dresses?”

Adam chuckled. “That was for your benefit,
but since you've already figured things out...”

Erin gasped as fingers pulled her upright by
the hair. Then her dress, already around her hips, was yanked up
and off, leaving her naked.

“Now go and finish dinner,” Adam said, giving
her a push towards the door.

Dazed, she staggered a little, as the two men
watched her, grinning, then went back into the kitchen to do as she
was told.

They were both crazy!

And so was she for putting up with this!

She made dinner, though she herself was
simmering hotly the entire time, then brought it out to the dinning
room and set the three plates on the gleaming oak table. When they
arrived, Adam had a length of black bondage rope, something he'd
used on her numerous times, and almost matter-of-factly turned her
and pressed her against the wall, pulling her arms back together
behind her back.

Blushing, Erin clasped her hands as he drew
the rope around her arms at the elbows.

“Now see, the trick is to evenly layer it,
and make sure that while it's tight it doesn't constrict the blood
flow,” he said, as Scott moved in beside him to watch.

Erin's face was pressed against the wall as
she felt the rope layered around her elbows, drawing them back
together until they were pressed firmly against one another.

“Oh! Oh!” she gasped.

“She's pretty limber, but you still want to
work the shoulders carefully so nothing gets strained too badly,”
Adam said.

She realized it was Scott layering the ropes
above and below her elbows now, and gulped in air as he then drew a
few loops up and over between her arms, tightening the loops
further. She felt the rope drop low, then circle her wrists, as
well, though they were fairly useless already with her elbows tied
together.

Adam and Scott then moved back and sat down.
Adam took her plate and scooped part of the foot onto his, and the
rest onto Scott's.

He pointed at the floor and Erin, blushing,
shuffled forward, and then knelt between their chairs, knees wide,
back straight, as he'd taught her.

Her mind squirmed as Scott looked down at her
and grinned. That he was her own age made her behavior that much
more... degrading, for some reason, but heat swirled through her
mind regardless, and she knelt watching them eat and talk, until
Adam cut a piece of meat and then held it out to her in his
fingers.

She leaned in and let her lips slide around
his fingers, taking it off and chewing, then swallowing as Scott
grinned down at her.

They alternated in feeding her, and she
leaned her neck first one direction, then the other, licking and
mouthing pieces of meat out of their fingers and the palms of their
hands.

After dinner, Adam disappeared, and Scott
pulled her to her feet by the hair, and led her into the living
room. He pulled his trousers and shorts down and off, then sat on
one of the overstuffed chairs, slumping low, spreading his legs,
grinning as he pulled her to her knees and in against him.

Her lips slid over his hard cock and she
began to suck. She had no idea where Adam was, but it was clear
that he more or less expected Scott to use her as he wished, even
to discipline her. She was far from sure she approved of that, but
had become almost reflexively submissive over the past weeks, and
didn't quite have it in her to refuse or even question either
man.

Scott liked having his balls sucked, and so
he directed her mouth to his testicles repeatedly where she could
mouth and suck and massage them as he worked his fingers through
her hair and kneaded her breasts.

She took him deep into her throat, and he
came, there, pouring his cream down into her stomach. But that was
far from the end, for he was a young man, and he had her suck him
erect again, then straddle him. He pulled the fat dildo out of her
pussy then had her sink down on his stiff cock, riding him as he
sucked and chewed on her breasts and nipples.

His hands went to her bottom, helping her
rise and fall, kneading her buttocks as she panted and moaned and
gasped in pleasure, that stiff, slick, deliciously hot cock pushing
up into her belly again and again. It took very little time to ride
him to a glorious climax, and not long after that he came for a
second time inside her. And that seemed to satisfy him for a
while.

Scott wandered outside after that, and a
short while later he and Scott returned. They turned on a football
game, and Erin spent the next couple of hours belly down across
Adam's lap as he fingered and caressed her to the brink again and
again, only to draw teasingly back. After the game he brought her
to bed, lay her on her belly, and pulled the big dildo out of her
bottom so he could sodomize her.

He took her hard, fast and deep, with Erin
crying out in pleasure and pain as he pounded into her. Then he
sighed in pleasure and sent her back out to Scott.

Adam had an early day at the office, but
Scott was on vacation. With her arms still tightly bound, he had
her lick and suck him again. In fact, he had her kneel and give him
a tongue bath, from his toes all the way up his legs to his balls,
and then up to suck and lick at his chest and nipples. He pushed
her back down again, drawing his knees up and apart, and pulled her
mouth in against his own anal opening.

Erin almost resisted, but resistance was not
really in her, and she moaned softly as she leaned in and began to
tongue his rosebud. Her tongue swirled and circled, then began to
dip in and out as he twisted his fingers in her hair.

“Oh yeah!” he groaned. “You are one hot
little slut, baby! Lick my ass, red!”

His cock was rock hard, but she obeyed,
licking at his ass, swirling and circling with her tongue until he
abruptly pulled her off. He threw her down, lifted her ankles up
and back, and entered her hard and fast, pounding against her
wildly for long minutes, crushing her legs back against her chest
as his hips beat a painful, bruising tattoo against her upraised
bottom.

* * *

Their marriage was no grand affair. Adam
procured the appropriate license, had her sign, and then they went
to city hall to get the marriage done. Scott served as best man,
and his younger sons Allan and Jeff were witnesses. It was not a
particularly sentimental thing. It was more like getting something
out of the way, like getting a license to expand the back porch,
say. She almost had the feeling he and Scott were amused when the
man behind the counter asked her if she would take him as her
husband, as if the thought of asking her was silly.

No honeymoon was planned just yet, for Adam
was very busy at work. Jimmy and Jeff were staying over for a few
days so it was back to wearing clothes again. But Erin found
herself quite nervous in their presence. Would Scott tell them what
he had done? Would they think they had the right to touch her, to
use her as they wished the way Adam had apparently allowed Scott
to? For that matter, would Adam allow his other sons to … to use
her!? They were much younger than Scott. Why, Jeff was practically
a boy!

The question didn't take long to answer.
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She was in Allan's room shortly after they
got home, just making sure that everything had been set up
properly, and that he had fresh towels in the en-suite, when he
showed up.

“Just checking to make sure there were
towels,” she said with a smile, moving to go past him.

He put his hand on her chest above her
breasts, and pushed her back, startling her, then closed the door
behind him.

“Take your clothes off,” he said.

She gaped at him for a long moment, stunned
by his casual demand.

“Now!” he snapped, his eyes getting hard.

She felt a sudden tinge of fear, and almost
immediately pulled her dress up and over her head. She blushed as
he snapped his fingers at her, and removed her bra.

“Put your hands behind your neck and arch
your back,” he barked “Now!” he snapped when she hesitated.

Blushing, face flaming, swallowing anxiously,
she obeyed, and he examined her with an arrogance that almost
outdid his father. She flinched when he put his hand on her chest
above and between her breasts, and when it descended, she felt
another jarring little shock as he casually cupped and fondled her
left breast.

Then he abruptly seized her hair, roughly,
jerking her head up and back so she cried out in pain and alarm. At
the same time, his other hand was thrust between her legs. Yet his
fingers there were not rough. Instead they rubbed her carefully,
caressing her intimate, sensitive flesh.

He jerked her head forward again, and she
found his fingers against her lips, sliding into her mouth.

“Suck,” he growled.

She moaned, rolling her eyes up towards him.
His fingers were in her mouth, three of them, and she closed her
lips, sucking awkwardly.

“Lick!” he growled.

Erin licked at them, eyes blinking rapidly,
heart pounding. And then he jerked her head back sharply again so
that she again cried out in pain and alarm. His fingers slid
between her legs, rubbing more heavily against her clit and along
her tight sex. Then one of them curled in and up and pushed into
the mouth of her sex.

“Are you a whore?” he demanded, his face down
next to her ear, his voice a harsh purr.

He jerked his fingers in her hair and she
cried out.

“Answer me!”

“I-I... y-yes!” she gasped almost out of
habit.

After all, it was one of those games Adam
often played with her, making her say terrible things, making her
admit to being a whore, a slut, a slave, his bitch, his sexual
animal.

“Are you a slut?” he growled softly.

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

“Yes? Yes what, slut?” he demanded, two
fingers abruptly thrusting up into her pussy.

She staggered and yelped and moaned, her body
twisting in response, but he kept firm hold on her.

“Put your hands down! Put them down now!”

She dropped her hands obediently, panting,
moaning as his fingers twisted inside her, as he licked lightly
along the top of her shoulder.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Yes, what?” he barked.

“Yes... yes, master!”

“That's right, you fucking whore. Don't
forget to use the word!”

“P-please!” she gasped, staggering.

His thumb stroked across her clit, and then
she felt his lips on her breast, felt his teeth gnawing stingingly
against her nipple.

“Oh! Oh! Please! Please, master!”

He bit her nipple and she cried out in pain.
Then he sucked lightly, his tongue circling and caressing it.

“You want to be my slut, don't you? Say
it.”

“I-I want to be your slut, master!” she
gasped.

The tip of his thumbnail ground into her clit
and her lower body jerked convulsively as pain bit into her. But
then his moist, slick thumb-pad stroked repeatedly across the
outraged little button, and she felt a hot rush of liquid heat that
made her legs wobble.

He jerked back on her hair and she stumbled
backwards against the wall with a weak cry of pain. He shifted his
grip from her hair, then, to her throat, holding her tightly
against the wall, big hand enveloping her neck, squeezing.

“Put your hands down, slut!” he snapped as
her hands automatically raised to his wrist.

Moaning, she dropped her arms to her sides as
he leaned into her. His fingers made it harder to breath, but were
not closed tightly. And his other fingers continued to thrust up
into her pussy as he leaned his face in close to hers.

Erin rolled her eyes up at him, and moaned as
he leaned past her, and she felt his lips on her throat just under
her ear. She felt his teeth closing on her flesh, and moaned, heart
pounding, as the pain mounted. She felt overwhelmed, and without
the time to think, to react. And her submissive persona now seemed
to make it impossible to even attempt to resist him.

Not that she could! He was as big, powerful,
as overwhelmingly masculine as his father and older brother! And
she moaned as he manhandled her and made her body twist and writhe
to his touch.

His teeth bit into her throat again, higher,
then lower, as his body pressed her against the wall. His fingers
continued to pump and stroke at her sex, and Erin found her hips
beginning to grind helplessly back at him.

“Come for me,” he purred. “Come for me, slut.
Come for me, whore. Come for me, bitch!”

She whimpered and moaned, and he drew her
forward by the throat then thrust her back against the wall hard
enough for her head to ache.

“Come for me, sex slave,” he growled, fingers
making her hips grind and her entire lower body wriggle and twist.
“Come for me, fuck toy. Come for me, you fucking bitch animal.”

And she did, arching and bucking violently as
his fingers sent fire up through her lower belly. He closed his
other hand around her throat, completely blocking her air supply,
and her arms half rose before trembling and falling lifelessly to
her sides. She didn't care about breathing. She didn't care about
anything but riding the intense wave of sexual pleasure pouring
through her system. For squeezing off her air somehow made the
pleasure soar that much higher, and her head throbbed and her skull
threatened to come apart with the pressure of the climactic energy
exploding within.

Her pussy ached around his fingers, four of
them up inside her now, and she sobbed dazedly, her bottom slapping
against the wall again and again as the orgasm churned through her
nervous system and made her muscles spasm and convulse.

He drew back abruptly and she staggered and
then her legs collapsed as she slid down the wall to her knees,
gasping for breath, gulping in air. Without thought, her hands went
between her legs, squeezing her burning sex as she half collapsed
forward with a shuddering, gasping moan of dazed heat and
wonder.

“Get on all fours. Get on all fours, you
slut. Now!”

She moaned in sudden fear. His aggressive
tone made her nervous and anxious. It made her even more nervous
when he produced a riding crop, and Erin felt her heart
thumping.

“Let me see you crawl. Crawl back and forth
across the room.”

Fighting to get her breathing back under
control and clear her head, Erin obeyed. It didn't really even
occur to her not to obey.

She crawled unsteadily across the room,
panting, nervous under his gaze, then crawled back to kneel before
him, looking anxiously up.

He grasped her hair and yanked her up on her
knees, and she cried out in pain, hands grasping his wrist as she
gazed up at him fearfully.

“Are you an obedient slut?” he demanded in a
hard voice.

“I... yes, master!” she gasped.

“Drop your fucking hands then!”

She obeyed, pulse racing again.

“You're going to do whatever I tell you to
do. Aren't you, slut?”

“Yes, master!”

He released her hair, and Erin sank slowly
down again.

“Show me just how submissive you are,
slut.”

He pushed his foot forward. He was wearing
the same polished leather shoe he'd worn to the wedding.

“Clean it with your tongue.”

She gaped at him a moment, but then he
reached for the crop and she hurriedly bent over and began to slide
her tongue across the top of his shoe. She licked up and down along
the top, and then in around the sides, fearing a blow at any
moment. He stepped back and raised his foot up and back on the
heel, and, whimpering, blushing, she turned her head to the side,
her cheek against the floor so she could lick along the bottom of
his shoe. It wasn't as clean as the top, and she felt pieces of
grit and stone and dirt with her tongue as she licked along the
tread.

“Enough. Position yourself, face down, ass
up, arms out to either side. Now!”

She gulped and obeyed, and he circled her
slowly, then slid the crop between her legs, sliding it up and down
along the narrow slit between her smoothly shaven sex lips. Erin
flinched as it stroked across her clit, and she felt a soft thrum
of heat inside her as her flesh sparkled with renewed hunger.

He knelt behind her, and she felt the flat
tip of the crop caressing her puckered anal opening. Then it
slapped against her rosebud and she gasped at the sting .

“Do you like it up the ass, slut?”

He slapped her rosebud again and she gasped.
“Y-Yes, master!”

He slapped it a third time, harder, and she
squealed, her legs jerking together.

“Spread your legs, whore! Keep your
position!” he barked, slashing the crop across her buttocks and
leaving a red line of pain behind.

Moaning, she obeyed, and he used the flat tip
to slap at her rosebud again, and then again.

“Do you love taking it up the ass, slut?”

“Yes, master!”

“Say it.”

“I love taking it up the ass, master!”

He shifted his position, moving a little to
the side, and Erin gasped suddenly as his left foot came down on
the back of her neck, jamming her face against the floor.

Another snap against her rosebud made her
yelp. Then another made her cry out. Her knees started to close,
but she jerked them apart again.

“Keep your ass high, slut,” he growled.

The flat tip of the crop began to slap
against her rosebud with short, sharp, rapid blows that stung, and
began to burn, and sent strange, swirly echoes of sensation through
her lower belly

She had never felt such sensations before.
Her anal opening was on fire as the crop snapped down again and
again and again, so fast it must have been a blur in his hand.

Then he drew back, lifting his foot off her
neck.

“Sit back on your heels. Legs apart, hands
behind your neck,” he growled.

Panting, gasping, Erin obeyed, arching her
back as he glowered at her, then moaned as he began to rub the flat
tip of the crop against her left breast. A moment later she winced
as the tip snapped down against her nipple.

“Hold your position, slut,” he growled.

He began to rain sharp little blows down on
her nipple, his arm largely unmoving, using only his wrist to make
the crop blur and swing the tip down against her nipple in very
short, rapid blows. As with her rosebud, her nipple and the center
of her breast soon burned hot with pain. Erin gasped and moaned and
gulped in air but somehow managed to keep her position, even as he
turned to her other nipple and began to strike it in turn.

When both nipples throbbed as hotly as her
rosebud he paused.

“On your face on the floor, animal!” he
snapped.

Dazedly she half fell forward onto her belly,
her nipples burning.

“Roll onto your back!”

She rolled over again, staring up at him
anxiously.

“Hands above your head! Feet flat on the
floor!”

She raised her knees and pushed her arms up
above her.

“Legs spread!”

Erin obeyed again, and then on orders, she
lifted her lower body off the floor, holding herself in position
with her knees apart as he rubbed the flat tip of the crop up and
down across her clit.

She moaned helplessly, and then yelped as the
crop struck her clitoris.

“Obey, slut. Keep your legs wide,” he
growled.

And she did, gasping and yelping continuously
as he began to rain blows down against her sensitive, swollen clit.
Her bottom dropped several times, but she forced it back up, her
stomach muscles and back muscles aching and clenching.

Again, without warning, he drew back, gripped
her thigh, and flipped her over onto her belly. His hand shot
between her legs, gripping her pussy, jerking her bottom into the
air. Then he moved directly behind her. She cried out again as he
gripped her hair and yanked her head up and back, placing her on
all fours. He slapped her bottom stingingly, and then she felt what
had to be his cock rubbing up and down the still very moist
entrance to her sex.

It made her clit ache every time he rubbed it
against it, and she moaned and trembled before him as he continued
to rub her, then sank it between the swollen lips of her sex. He
seized her hips and sank firmly into her quivering belly until his
hips were flat against her buttocks.

He slapped her head.

“Ride back, slut. Move your lazy ass!”

She gasped and began to work her hips in and
out, then to grind them as well, while he simply knelt there doing
nothing. She worked her pussy up and down the length of his cock,
eyes wide, even wild, jaw wide, gasping for breath as she pushed
herself back against him. Then he seized her hips and began to
thrust, hard, deep and fast, using what was surely almost the full
length of his cock. His hips began to strike her bottom hard and
set her entire body trembling and shaking.

His upper body folded over her, and he must
have peeled off his shirt because Erin felt his bare flesh against
hers as he began to lick and bite and kiss along the nape of her
neck. She felt the weight of his chest and belly against her back
and sagged beneath it. Then he gripped her hair, jerking her head
up and to the side as he bit more firmly into her throat. His other
hand slid under, roughly kneaded her breast, then slid down her
belly and between her legs.

His fingers found her clit and began to rub
and caress it with an expert touch as he rode her harder. Her upper
body sagged under his weight, and she moaned and gasped for breath
as his plunging cock stoked the fires within her to greater
heights.

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

“Take that cock, you animal,” he growled.
“You're a fucking animal! A sex animal! Take it! Love it! Come for
me again, slut! Come for me you filthy little animal!”

And again, she did, crying out in pleasure as
her pussy erupted around his pounding cock, as he rode her like an
animal, as though he were an animal, growling into her ear, biting
at her throat, hammering his heavy body into her from behind.

She sagged dazedly and he drew back, grasped
her wrists, and yanked them up and back along her hips. That lifted
her upper body, and his hips continued to pound into her bottom as
he rode her. Erin gurgled weakly, head lolling up and down as her
body shook to the rapid impact. Allan was a whirlwind, violent,
fast, unpredictable, and she had no idea what he was going to do,
or even what he WAS doing to her as her head lolled dazedly.

He drew her arms in together behind her, and
for a time, held them in one big hand, pinning them at the elbows
while his other hand kneaded her breast. Then he bent her arms at
the elbows, placing her forearms together, and pinning them like
that as he began to slap her bottom and ordered her to work herself
back at him.

Erin's insides felt as though they were being
churned into mush as his big cock continued to ram itself into her
with unrestrained savagery, and her buttocks felt bruised and sore,
her breasts swinging below her. He abruptly jammed her arms down,
dropping her upper body to the floor once again, letting her aching
nipples be crushed against the cool wood as her breasts pillowed
out beneath her ribs. He began to slap her bottom harder as he rode
her, and she whimpered and moaned and tried to rut back as he
ordered.

He leaned over her again, jerking back on her
hair, biting into the nape of her neck as he pounded into her, and
Erin's insides twisted and roiled and burned around his skewering
shaft until another orgasm tore her apart and set her to crying out
in helpless pleasure under his continued animal assault.

* * *

“I see you and mommy are getting along
nicely,” she heard Scott's amused voice say.

“Fuck you,” Allan replied a little
breathlessly.

Allan eased back, and released her arms, and
Erin sagged to her belly, gasping, eyes closed, moaning to herself
as Allan got to his feet.

“You fuck her ass yet? Dad says it's
something special.”

“She's a hot piece of ass. I'll give him
that. But no, not yet. I'll get to it.”

“Dad's out on the deck with Jeff. He wants
you to join us.”

“Get me some rope first.”

Erin moaned weakly, wriggling a little on the
floor, bruised and battered and feeling as though she'd been
attacked by a wild beast.

“Put your hands behind your back and clasp
your fingers together,” Allan ordered.

Erin groaned, rolled her eyes up at him, and
then wearily complied. She lay on the floor until Scott returned
with a long length of black bondage rope. Then the two of them
knelt on either side of her, and she gasped as they lifted her onto
all fours. Their hands kneaded her breasts for a moment, then Allan
tied a double loop in the soft rope and wound it around first one
breast, then the other before closing the loops tightly next to her
chest.

She gasped as she felt the soft flesh of her
breasts constricted, as her breasts were forced into taut balls.
The ropes were then fed around her ribs and her arms were held
tight together behind her as the ropes went around them, drawing
them together. The loops encircled her arms above and below her
elbows, then she was placed flat on the floor – her breasts
aching.

She yelped at a sharp smack to her
bottom.

“Raise your hips, slut,” Allan ordered.

She lifted her hips and felt a dildo sliding
into her already well pounded pussy. It was thick and long, and
pushed deep into her belly. She was not surprised when she felt a
slippery finger against her anal opening, and then another dildo
was forced into her back passage.

They forced her flat and lifted her ankles up
and back behind her. She felt the ropes circling her ankles, and
felt from the pressure that they were bound to her wrists. Her body
began to bow back as the pressure drew the ropes tighter.

A double loop then circled her throat, and
she gasped weakly. It grew tighter, and her eyes bulged, but then
it loosened, and she drew in a ragged breath.

A jerk on her hair lifted her head up and
back, and forced her mouth open for the ball gag which Scott pushed
into her mouth. Then her head was dropped and she was rolled onto
her side. Erin moaned into the gag as she felt tight cords bound
around her nipples, and felt the cords run down along her belly and
between her legs to circle the base of the dildo around her pussy.
The boys then placed a painful clip on her clitoris and tied the
cords to it.

They rolled her onto her back, her arms and
legs folded back beneath her, and left her like that, getting up
and walking out of the room.

Erin lay on the floor, chest fluttering as
she tried to understand what had happened, and what it meant for
her. She'd just been married, and then virtually attacked by one of
her stepsons on the same day. And somehow, she knew full well that
Adam would not object. Could she even complain? After coming like a
whore?
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Every part of Erin's body seemed to ache. Her
bottom felt bruised, hammered. Her insides felt battered and
stuffed. Her nipples and clitoris ached sharply as her breasts
throbbed against the constricting ropes. Her back soon began to
ache, as well, for she was bowed sharply.

As her body became more uncomfortable, it
began to move in what ways it could, almost without thought, trying
to ease the pressure, the strain, the ache here and there. She was
tightly bound, though, and so every movement which eased the
pressure in one place increased it on another.

She discovered that the cords bound to her
nipples were also bound to the base of her neck, and so whenever
she pulled her head back it tugged against her aching nipples. Her
nipples, of course, were also tied to the clip biting into her
clitoris, so that too would be tugged, and she would receive sharp
little stinging pains from all three.

Cord had also been tied into her hair,
however, pulling her head back somewhat. That cord too, was tied to
the clip biting into her clitoris. So whether she moved her head
back or forward, whenever she moved it at all, there was pressure
on her nipples and clitoris.

The pressure against the back wall of her
pussy, and deep inside her anal tunnel from the two impaling dildos
was a constant dull ache, and she discovered that both of them were
bound within her by cord across the base of the two sex toys. The
pressure on that rope also depended on how her body was positioned.
The more she arched her back – though of course, that hurt her
spine – the less pressure there seemed to be on the ropes going
over the two dildos and holding them within her. Trying to pull
herself forward, however, increased that pressure, and the ache
deep inside her.

The ropes around her breasts were bound to
her arms, ultimately, and so each time her arms moved, the ropes
around her breasts either pulled tighter, or eased, increasing or
decreasing the throbbing ache. Erin didn't know if all of that was
by design, but given what she was coming to see from Adam and his
family she doubted any of it was coincidence!

The longer she lay in place, the more her
back ached, and the more her nipples burned, and the more her clit
throbbed, and the more those two hard dildos made her insides groan
and cramp up. And so her body was in near continuous movement,
wriggling, twisting, arching and shifting as she drooled helplessly
around the ball gag.

She wondered forlornly, where her husband
was, why he didn't come and get her. But knowing the way he had
reacted when he'd discovered Scott's use of her she doubted Adam
would show any particular outrage at the way his son's had tied up
their brand new stepmother.

Her continuous movements began to have an
effect other than on how sore and cramped she was. The tugging on
her nipples and clit, the squeezing of her breasts, the alternating
pressure on the dildos inside her, all began to come together
within her aching body, and a fluttering, spasming heat began to
seep through her. It soon caught her attention, and she gave
herself to it, for pleasure was infinitely better than the ache of
pain.

Soon she was pulling and twisting and
writhing in such a way as to repeatedly pull against her nipples
and clit, to make squeeze the rope around her breasts, and jam the
dildos harder against her insides. The pain was a distraction, but
it wasn't like she had anything else to do, and slowly, gradually,
the masochistic heat built up within her to the point she was
panting and moaning in a near feverish heat.

But pushing herself over the edge wasn't
easy, under the circumstances, and so she remained in that feverish
state, moaning, twisting, gasping, writhing in the tight grip of
the ropes for long, long minutes before the orgasm tore through
her.

It was not to be the last.

Over the course of the next several hours she
came many times, growing more and more exhausted by the effort,
until, by the time she felt hands on her, undoing some of the ropes
and cords, she could barely open her slitted eyes.

It was Jeff, and she blinked in surprise,
then felt herself blushing as he casually undid some of the cords
and ropes. She groaned aloud as her legs were able to unfold at
last, and the pressure on her spine finally relented. But then she
yelped in pain as he tied the ropes going over the two dildos to
the one around her waist and pulled hard. The pressure against her
insides redoubled, and she moaned helplessly.

He gripped her hair, wrapped it around his
fist, and carelessly used it to lift her onto her knees. Her arms
were still bound together behind her and as he released her hair he
slid his fingers in between the cord tied between her nipples and
her clit and tugged it harshly enough to make her cry out
again.

He smiled in almost boyish amusement at her
reaction, then undid the ball gag and pulled it out of her
mouth.

Erin gulped in air, panting, licking her
lips, and he gripped her hair again, pulling back slightly.

“You have nice hair,” he said.

She blinked as she saw the dildo in his hand.
It pushed into her open mouth and slid across her tongue.

“Suck,” he said.

She sucked on it as he pumped it slowly in
and out. He turned and twisted it inside her, then pushed deeper,
so the thing threatened to slide down her throat.

He pulled it back and out and she again
gulped in air, then her eyes widened as she saw him with a twenty
inch long double-headed dildo. Again he slid it into her open
mouth, pumping in and out.

“Swallow,” he said, pushing it deeper.

She had little choice as her 'step-son'
pushed the dildo into her throat. She gagged a little, but Adam had
been getting her well-used to deep throating, and she handled it
with reasonable ease, even as he pushed it deeper – and deeper
still. Almost the entire twenty inches slid down her throat as he
stood there, her hair in his hand, grinning at her in
amusement.

She wondered fleetingly if Adam's kids were
all crazy or just perverts like him.

He pulled the dildo out and she gagged and
coughed and choked a bit, but then was able to breath almost freely
until he pushed his own cock into her mouth.

She began to suck as he ran his fingers
through her hair, licked as he tugged on the cords to her nipples,
and bobbed her lips up and down as he began to thrust into her. He
jerked her face in to meet his thrusts, in effect, fucking her
mouth, fucking her throat, the same way his brothers had taken her
pussy. Erin gurgled and gagged and choked as his cock slid up and
down in her throat, but she was in no position to deny him whatever
he wished to do with her body.

What he wanted to do, often enough was jam
her face into his groin and hold her there, his cock buried deep in
her throat. And he was deep in her throat when he came, his juice
bypassing her mouth and pouring straight into her stomach as he
groaned in pleasure and pulled at her hair.

“She's not a bad little cock sucker,” a voice
said from behind her.

“I've had better,” Jeff said.

“She'll learn.”

It was Adam, and he grinned down at her as
she knelt, panting and gulping in air.

“You don't need to tie all that shit around
her, boy. She's an obedient little slut,” he said.

He squatted behind her and began to undo the
ropes, and Erin groaned as the tight pressure around her breasts
was released at last. He chuckled and massaged her shoulders, then
pulled free the cords binding her nipples.

“We don't want too many rope burns around my
beautiful young wife,” Adam said.

“Worried about rope burns around the nipples,
dad?” Jeff asked with a grin.

“Don't be a smart-ass,” Adam replied. “Just
remember, like the car, this is my property. I might let you borrow
it, but you better not bring it home with scratches on the bumper,
much less a dent in the hood.”

He pulled the clip off her clitoris, but left
the dildos jammed up inside her, along with the rope binding them.
Erin yelped and cried out in pain as the clip came off, but, like
her nipples, the sharp pain quickly eased to a dull burning, then
slowly gave way to a sensation of pins and needles which was not at
all unpleasant. He pulled her to her feet and she stumbled but he
held her arm to steady her.

“I've got something else for you to wear,
beautiful slave,” he said.

He led her from the room and up the hall,
with Erin wincing a bit as she walked due to the pressure of the
dildos jammed inside her.

What Adam had for her was a collection of
straps and metal rings. The straps were about three quarters of an
inch wide. They circled her breasts, then went over her shoulders
to join together behind her neck. There was a ring just below the
cups at the center of her chest. Two straps angled down and to the
sides to cross her hips. One went straight down to her groin. Adam
finally pulled the two dildos out of her, and she almost collapsed
in relief.

However, he replaced the one in her bottom
with a thick butt-plug, then pulled the strap in between her legs
and up between her buttocks. He pulled it hard, jamming it up in
between the lips of her sex, and putting painful pressure on her
aching pussy as she wriggled and moaned in halfhearted protest. He
ignored the protest, fastening the strap behind her. A black
studded collar, and matching wrist and ankle restraints followed,
then before she could say anything, he ordered her mouth wide, and
forced a large metal ring into it. The ring was wedged tightly
between her teeth, holding her mouth open, and a strap went around
her head to fasten behind her neck. He then slipped a perfectly
sized penis gag through the open ring and into her mouth, and
snapped it in place.

He locked her restraints together behind her
back and brought her to the mirror so she could look at herself.
Erin moaned softly, feeling the excitement starting to rise within
her body at how rawly sexual she looked, how erotic and darkly
exotic she appeared. She looked like a slave girl!

She whined in protest, though, when he put
the clips on her nipples, but he ignored her, and all she could do
was dance in place, gasping and yelping into the gag as the clips
were tightened. The clips were small and simple, and had a one inch
chain dangling from them, and the little metal weights at their
end.

He had carefully adjusted the straps and
rings so that one of the rings was directly over her clitoris, and
now attached the third clip to it, along with the weight. Again she
squealed and twisted, but to no avail.

“Perfect,” he said, admiring his handiwork.
“Maybe we'll make that your permanent uniform. What do you think,
little slave slut?”

He slapped her bottom and led her from the
room, then down the stairs. She blushed as they reached the main
front room, where the three boys sat around looking at the big
screen TV. They all turned with interest and Adam released her and
let her stand alone.

“So what do you think of your new
step-mother, boys?” Adam asked with a laugh.

Erin blushed and dropped her eyes.

“I think she looks like a hot piece of ass,”
Scott said.

“I think if I hadn't just dumped a load down
her throat I'd want to bend her over and fuck her brains out,” Jeff
said.

“With a body like that she doesn't need
brains,” Allan said with a laugh.

“Remember, she belongs to me. You can borrow
her, but don't break her,” Adam said.

Then he grinned. “Breaking her is my
job.”

He took her arm and turned he around, then
led her back upstairs and into the master bedroom.

“I have very high standards of cleanliness,
as I'm sure you realize,” he said. “And you're responsible for
keeping this house clean from now on.”

He led her into the en-suite bathroom, then
opened one of the cupboards.

“Everything you need is in here,” he said. “I
expect this room to be clean enough for you to eat off the floor.
And you'll be testing it with your tongue when I come back, so make
sure everything in here is sparkling. Understand, slave?”

She blinked in confusion, but nodded her head helplessly.

He turned her and undid the clip holding her
wrist restraints together.

“Start cleaning, slave,” he said. “Doing a
bad job will earn you punishment. Remember that.”

There was nothing for it. She couldn't argue
or ask questions, and a low simmering heat was beginning to take
hold of Erin as she gazed at the cleaning supplies. No one could
have ever suggested to her before that she might find cleaning a
bathroom to be arousing in any way, but now the prospect of doing
so – as a slave – made her pussy throb.

There were no mops in the closet. She was
just as glad. It wouldn't have seemed proper for a slave. She had a
pail, and a variety of scrub brushes and sponges. She started with
the two sinks, scrubbing until they sparkled. Leaning over made the
weights swing from her nipples as she scrubbed, and that was a
constant distraction which made her nipples both ache and sparkle
with heat.

She scrubbed the counter, then dropped to her
hands and knees, wincing as the weight clipped to her clitoris
bounced. Her pussy ached from the tight pressure of the strap
cutting between her sex lips, but that was just a hot background
throbbing as she began to scrub the toilet, inside and out. There
was a toilet scrub brush, but after using that she then used
another, soaping up the inside, rim and outside of the toilet very
carefully before scrubbing it.

As with the sink, the weighted balls kept
swinging and tugging at her nipples, and now the one attached to
her clip was distracting her more and more. But she knew without
being told that if she tried to remove them she'd be punished.

She turned to the tub, scrubbing it out
inside and out, then did the floor. It felt almost surreal to be
kneeling as she was, nipples flaming, pussy throbbing, clit
pulsing, virtually naked as she scrubbed at a floor like a – a
slave! And her body thrummed with sexual energy as she continued,
then turned to the shower.

“Turn around, slut.”

She jerked her head up and around
breathlessly, feeling a sudden hot gush of excitement at Scott's
voice. She turned as he ordered, and when he snapped his fingers
she crawled to him and rose on her knees.

He undid the clip holding the penis gag in
her mouth and worked it out, then unzipped his trousers and slid
his semi-hard cock into the opening.

Erin simply knelt there, arms at her sides as
he pushed his cock deeper, and she began to lick and suck at it as
he pulled her hair up into a tangled mass behind her head and
pulled her mouth closer.

His cock hardened in her mouth, and he slid
it down her throat, pulling her face forward. She gagged a little
but managed to keep her arms at her sides as he buried himself in
her throat.

He held her against him then eased his
grip.

“You going to do a good job scrubbing, slave
girl?”

She blinked up at him helplessly.

“Nod your head, slut.”

She nodded her head awkwardly and he grinned,
pulling her back, then forward, then pulling out entirely and using
his grip on her hair to raise her to her feet. He slid the penis
gag back into her mouth, then bent her over the counter and slapped
her bottom.

“Dad's been bragging about your tight little
ass,” he said. “I thought I'd give it a try.”

Erin groaned as the tight pressure of the
leather strip digging into her pussy was released. Then she felt
the butt-plug pulled slowly out of her round rear opening. A moment
later, Scott's big cock slid into her, and she shuddered and moaned
in pleasure as it pushed deep into her belly.

Scott sighed in pleasure. “Dad was right.
You've got a gorgeous, tight little ass, slave girl.”

His cock filled her, and as he ground himself
against her and began to pump in and out the metal ball began to
swing back and forth from her clit, tugging and bouncing and
pulling at it as Erin whined and moaned and trembled at the rising
heat and lust sweeping through her.

He gripped her hair, forcing her upper body
off the counter, lifting her up and back as he thrust himself deep
into her pussy. The weighted balls swung and bounced from her
nipples as he pulled the one on her clit free.

Sharp pain assailed her, but as he continued
to thrust it eased and dulled, and when his fingers began to stroke
across her swollen, aching clit the sensation was indescribable.
Erin lost control of herself, screaming into the penis gag as the
raging torrent of sensual heat tore through her. The climax
hammered her mind and sent it spinning as she half collapsed over
the counter, held up by the hair, gurgling helplessly at the
continued hard thrusts into her ass.

He rode her through it, his cock skewering
her, ramming deep into her ass while his hips pounded against her
upraised bottom. Then he emptied himself inside her, and,
chuckling, fed the butt-plug back into her rosebud opening,
fastened the straps as tightly as before, put the clip back onto
her clitoris, and told her to continue.

She found herself on all fours scrubbing
again, a little dazed about what had just happening, feeling a wild
sense of dark, submissive excitement at the thought, the mere idea,
that this was going to be her life from now on, this dark, sensual
sexual fantasy.

But she kept scrubbing.

When Adam showed up for 'inspection' he came
with a leash. He removed the gag, and the ring from her mouth, then
made her crawl around the room on all fours, testing her confidence
in its cleanliness by licking at the floor. He had her crawl into
the shower and lick at the floor and walls there, then do the same
with the tub. And as she had feared, though not really expected, he
also made her lick at the base of the tub, up along its sides, and
across the room. Then at his orders, she licked inside along the
toilet bowl, and even drank from the toilet!

Adam seemed satisfied, and as a reward he sat
down on the toilet, pulled her over his lap, and masturbated her to
an intense orgasm.

Then he led her crawling at the end of the
leash, out into the hall and into the main bathroom, where she was
required to begin cleaning anew.

Then came the bathroom in Allan's room, and
her pulse began to race as he came in behind her and watched her
work.

“Dad is way too gentle with you,” he said as
she scrubbed nervously.

He brought his hand our from behind his back
and she felt a sudden sharp sense of anxiety at the riding crop in
it. He sat down and pointed to the floor in front of him.

“Come here, you filthy slut,” he growled.

Her chest tight, Erin crawled across to kneel
before him, and then cried out into the gag as he reached out and
gripped her hair, yanking her up and forward, then twisting her
around.

“Put your hands behind your back, sex toy,”
he ordered.

Whimpering, her stomach fluttering, she
obeyed, and he fastened the wrist restraints together, then pulled
her wrists up along her spine, up between her shoulder blades,
making her shoulders ache and burn, and somehow fastened them
there. She felt the pull on the back of her collar and knew he had
used something, chain or strap, to bind them to the ring there. A
quick slap to her bottom and then he had undone the strap there and
pulled her up onto his lap.

He pulled the butt-plug out of her and sat
back.

“Let's see how tight your ass it, slut. Sit
on my cock.”

Moaning, Erin obeyed, and she felt the
rounded nose of his cock-head press against her rosebud, and then,
as she sat gingerly down, sink up into her body. She groaned
weakly, riding slowly up and down, taking it deeper with each
stroke until she was able to sit fully on his lap, facing away from
him, her insides cramping from the pressure of his cock so deep
inside her.

Like this brother, he pulled the clip free of
her clit. And just as then she squealed and moaned in pain
initially.

“I love how your slut ass clamps down on my
cock when you're in pain,” he growled into her ear. “I'll have to
see to it you're in pain constantly.”

Erin's eyes grew wider, and she moaned as she
rode slowly up and down on his cock.

He cupped and squeezed her breasts, mashing
them together, digging his fingers into the soft, swollen flesh,
then slid a hand down between her legs to caress her clit as it
nestled, tightly encircled by the round metal ring.

“Ride my cock, slut. You filthy slut animal!
Ride my cock!”

She did, panting, moaning, working her legs
up and down, and then moaned as she saw him pick up the crop. He
let the flat tip rub back and forth across her clit as she rode his
cock, then began to slowly and lightly slap it against her swollen
clit.

The sharp, stinging ache against her
sparkling, throbbing clit made her insides swirl and churn and
threaten to turn over, but as he continued to both rub and slap at
it the dark heat blossomed inside her. Gasping and moaning, face
and chest flushed, she rode up and down on his stiff cock, feeling
the wonderful sensation of fulness, the erotic heat of its nose
jammed deep into her belly.

The crop slapped faster against her clit,
harder, and she winced and moaned and whimpered as she continued to
ride him. She groaned as he pulled back on her hair, forcing her
back to arch, bending her body back towards his left so his right
arm could use the crop more efficiently.

Her sex ached and burned. Fire coursed
through her and flames surged up within her mind as she plunged
down on his cock again and again, grunting and moaning at the
cramps deep inside as he rubbed and slapped at her clitoris.

“Slut,” he gasped into her ear. “Slut animal!
We're going to find a cage to put you in!”

She moaned in helpless heat, still riding,
still twitching and jerking and bucking as he slapped and rubbed at
her clit with the crop. Then the orgasm swept around her, and she
screamed into the gag, twisting and writhing, but still desperately
bouncing atop him as he slapped harder and faster at her clit.

The blurring slap of the crop against her
clit was like a howling dark wall of sensations riding up beneath
the pleasure, pushing it higher and deeper, like oil on the furnace
of her dark lust and excitement, and the orgasm flayed her mind and
set her body into convulsions as she forgot to ride, forgot to
breath, forgot to think, and simply sat atop him, trembling and
shaking and grinding in helpless animal pleasure.
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Erin moaned as the four of them examined
her.

She knew she was going to be punished, and
was both frightened and excited by the prospect.

After Allan had fucked her into a state of
near unconsciousness, he had reattached the clip to her clitoris,
done up the strap and put the butt plug back in place, then left
her to continue cleaning his bathroom.

Her clitoris, however, was swollen and aching
from the crop, and the sensation of the clip biting into it and the
ball swinging from it were now too irritating, the sensation too
powerful, too uncomfortable. And so she had reached back and
removed it, planning on putting it on again after she had finished
cleaning the bathroom.

But Adam had come in to check up on her and
noticed it at once.

Now she was in the front room, naked, the
clips removed, as well as the straps. All she wore was the collar,
and the restraints. Her wrists were held up and out to either side
by chains attached to discretely located ceiling hooks. Her ankles
were likewise pulled apart so that she was spreadeagled before them
and helpless.

“How do you punish a slut that loves
punishment?” Scott asked with a smirk.

“Oh the slut might love it but the slut fears
it too,” Adam said. “And despite the pleasure, the pain is still
quite real.”

He opened drawer and took out a whip, and
Erin whimpered as her heart skipped a beat. This was not the thin
laces of the flog. It was a single, long coiled whip, and her
stomach clenched in fear as he let it drop open and slid across the
floor.

“Won't that, uhm, scratch the finish?” Allan
asked.

Adam smiled thinly. “Not if it's done
properly.”

Erin pulled feebly against the restraints,
eyes wide.

“The trick to properly whipping your slave is
in the wrist,” Adam said. “You need to use the wrist to control how
hard it hits. You want it to cause pain but not damage. You want
your slave to feel the pain, but not be scarred by it. You need the
right kind of whip, the right length, thickness and material, and
you want to use just the right degree of force. That last is always
important as you train your slave. Observe.”

He drew his arm back, and Erin felt her pulse
race. She jerked her head away, gulping in air, moaning, trying to
brace herself.

She didn't hear anything until the whip
snapped across her back. Then she screamed into the gag out of
sheer reflex, her back arching even before the pain hit. And then
the pain did hit, and she screamed again, twisting and thrashing
against the restraints as a line of fire cut across her back below
her shoulder blades.

The three boys moved around to examine her
back, and she sobbed helplessly, her body throbbing even as the
whip struck again, also unexpectedly. She screamed as it snapped
across her buttocks, throwing her hips violently forward and
raising another line of fire across her tender flesh.

Tears began to fill her eyes as blow followed
blow, crisscrossing her back until it burned hotly. She tore and
thrashed in her restraints, but could do nothing to protect herself
from the sharp, biting pain.

And then the pain began to meld together into
one hot, throbbing ache along her back. The sharp sting of fresh
blows faded into that mass of heat, and Erin began to breath again,
moaning, gasping, still flinching and jerking from the blows, but
with her pulse starting to ease back down.

She felt a wild sense of surreal heat at him
whipping her like this, at the boys watching, at the ache to her
back and buttocks. Disbelief gave way to a dark, masochistic sense
of arousal and excitement as the worst edge of the pain gave way to
a sense of almost euphoria at her survival. She grunted and gasped
at the fresh blows, but the pain was much more tolerable now.

“Now watch your wrist,” Adam said. “And don't
hit heavily the first few times until you get used to it.”

The whip cut across her back again, and she
moaned and flinched, but the pain was easily bearable, and masked
by the throbbing heat of her already burning back. Another blow
followed, and she turned her head slightly, panting, drooling,
moaning, to see Scott holding the whip.

Another blow landed, harder, then another
that made her scream and arch back. But the pain was not really so
bad, and her pussy throbbed in dark response.

Allan tried his hand, then Jeff, as Adam
instructed them quite casually in how to use the whip, and let them
practice on her aching flesh.

Erin practically hung by the wrists, moaning
dazedly, her back and buttocks on fire, but her pussy throbbing
with a different kind of heat.

Adam moved up behind her and jerked her head
up and back by the hair, then slid his whip hand down between her
legs.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled. “We'll
beat obedience into you, slut!”

His fingers stroked across her swollen clit,
and she shuddered, her hips grinding back instinctively. He
chuckled, reversing the whip, pressing the thick leather handle
against her opening and then slowly pushing it up into her. He
drove it deep, pumping it in and out and letting his thumb stroke
across her clit as it moved, and Erin felt her legs getting rubbery
and heat flaring wildly inside her.

He pulled back, sliding the whip handle out
of her.

“Now this takes a more expert hand,” he said,
moving back.

She whimpered as he took aim, then the whip
flew forward and struck her back. The force was light, however, and
the tip of the whip curled along her ribs like a line of fire and
snapped at her right breast with stinging force.

She screamed anew, both in pain and in shock
that he would whip her there! She pulled against the restraints
again, moaning, wide eyed, but the whip curled around her ribs
again on the other side and the tip cut into her nipple as she
howled and thrashed wildly.

Another blow followed, and another, then more
on the other side, as her breasts began to burn and her nipples to
ache. Again and again she writhed to the sharp pain of the whip as
the tip sliced into her belly and chest, into her breasts and
nipples. And then the whip curled over her hip and sliced down
between her thighs to crack against her naked sex. She howled
again, legs jerking frantically as they sought to close.

But blow followed blow as the whip curled in
between her legs and bit at her sex, and she thought at first the
pain would drive her mad.

She saw Allan moving out in front of her,
carrying a flog, and then Adam stepped back. Jeff moved behind her
with another flog, and she shuddered as the first blow landed.

The feel of the flogs was entirely different
than the whip. Each lace was was far lighter and so they landed
with little weight. They stung a little, but it was the combination
of all together which drew a result normally. In her case, her
flesh was already overheated and burning. The flogs didn't have the
necessary weight to cut through that fire, and instead, only added
to it.

She screamed as the flog lashed her breasts
directly, the hot high pitched sensation of heat making her head
twist and roll even as the other flog struck her back. Then Scott
positioned himself to the other side, and his flog lashed at her
groin.

The three whipped faster and faster and Erin
felt overwhelmed by the wild flood of sparkling flea bites that
rained down upon her body. She writhed and twisted and screamed in
animalistic response, overwhelmed by the sensations as the first
orgasm flooded her mind. Every fresh blow, especially the ones
cutting across her breasts and into her sex sent a new scalding
wave of sensation roaring through her nervous system, and at the
speed the boys were swinging those waves were continuous and even
overlapping.

The orgasm churned through her like a
tornado, but tornadoes are supposed to move on, and this one
didn't. She screamed and writhed, convulsions wracking her body as
the orgasm extended its grip on her mind. It was as if every fresh
blow from the flogs kicked new energy into the orgasm, holding its
pressure in place as she trembled and shook and her hips bucked in
spastic animal response.

The orgasm went on and on until, robbed of
oxygen, her mind slowly faded out amid a sparkling light show that
had her mind reeling.

* * *

The leather straps became permanent, but her
nipples and clitoris were pierced so that Adam no longer needed
clips to hold the weights dangling from them. She spent much of her
time taking care of the house, usually on all fours. She vacuumed
the rugs on all fours. She scrubbed the floors on all fours. Adam
even leashed her and took her for walks around the back yard which
included bathroom breaks in the bushes.

They found a cage for her, a large cage, with
a padded bottom, and when not cleaning or doing some other chore,
or not serving Adam or his sons, Erin would be locked in the cage,
usually with a dildo for company. She would masturbate to orgasm,
and then nap. Then she would wake up and do it again.

She remained gagged except when performing
oral sex or eating. And she took her food on the floor on all
fours, either eating out of their fingers, or from bowls and plates
set on the floor.

Adam and his sons used her multiple times
during the day, and even when their cocks weren't stiff their
skilled fingers could bring her off easily enough, and did so.

A few weeks into her marriage, Jeff brought
home a half dozen of his friends, and Erin, face flushed with
humiliation, but pussy on fire, knelt before them, serving their
cocks with her lips and hands, then with the rest of her body. The
three boys had already taken her three at a time. Now Jeff and his
friends did it again, only this time she also had a cock in each
hand as they rode her.

It was far from the last of her gang bangs.
The next, with Allan's friends, had a dozen young men sating their
lusts on her body, many of them more than once. And Scott's was
even bigger.

She occasionally paused to consider the irony
that she had first accepted a date with Adam because she was tired
of the boorishness of young men and their fixation on sex. But only
occasionally. Her life had become one which revolved around sex,
and she had evolved into a creature of sex, uninhibited and almost
insatiable. And whatever the ironies involved, she was certainly
not bored any longer!
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