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The "First Person" series, Syndie Truelove explores sexuality from a very personal perspective. Syndie's goal is to not just tell the story, but to also pull you into it. To achieve that the stories are written from the first person perspective.


Syndie wants you to relax, read, and relate during another exploratory tale...



Introduction


I tend to be a very private person. My books contain bits and pieces of me, but I usually leave it to the readers imagination to guess which bits and pieces those might be. (And some readers have shared some very creative guesses over the years.)

I felt like this one needed a bit of introduction and context.

Several years ago a friend of mine was the victim of domestic violence. She was shot and killed by the man she was in a relationship with.

At first it did not seem like there was going to be justice. Everyone knew he had killed her, but building an actual case to prosecute is different than knowing in your heart what happened.

This troubled me--a lot. At the time I was having an affair with a man and was both flattered and struck when he said, "If something like that happened to you, I'd kill the bastard."

Not everyone is accepting of my choices and my lifestyle. I found it reassuring that someone was so ferociously ready to defend me from those who hate.

The more I thought about this, the more I wanted to explore the topic. We went back and forth in a series of e-mails and discussions. These stories here came out of that. Although I ultimately pulled things together into these stories, many of the ideas came from my friend and I have written these from his perspective.

This book is all fiction and fantasy. Consensual "rough play" in moderation is one thing, but there is no excuse and no place for true violence in any healthy relationship. Period.

Xoxoxo,
Syndie


Story One: The Abusive Boyfriend

Hello. I'm the guy you secretly see on the side. It isn't a perfect arrangement, but I care deeply for you and our stolen time together fills a need both of us have.


Until recently your real boyfriend and the person who will soon feel your wrath is Guy.



You meet Guy and you two seem to click. You enjoy being around each other and things seem great the first few weeks. Then you begin to realize there are some problems. Guy has borrowed $10 or $20 a couple of times and never seems to pay you back. Then you notice him giving one of your friends the eye. Later another friend tells you Guy makes her nervous. After you dig a bit you find out he's been hitting on her.

Your decide things are over with Guy...



Guy shows up at your place drunk. You tell him you need to talk about things, but he can't keep his hands off of you. You keep pushing him away and trying to tell him you don't want to see him anymore.

He pushes you against the wall and begins trying to undress you. Your shirt rips and he tugs at your bra. You fight back, but he seems possessed.

"You can give it to me easy, or I'll take you the hard way bitch!", he shouts.

He forces you to the floor, holding your arms to your side. He pulls his dick free and tries to stuff it in your mouth. In desperation you take his dick in your mouth... And you bite!

He begins to cuss and scream. You roll out from under him and run into the bathroom. You lock the door, but soon he's pounding on it. You're afraid he's going to break it down. You find a nail-file. It's not much, but if he comes at you again you swear you'll stab the son of a bitch.

After a few minutes he stops pounding on the door. You hear him breaking things and trashing your place. Later all is quiet. But you're still not sure he's gone. For several hours you wait. And while you wait, you cry...



After several e-mails from you, I'm worried. I get you to agree to meet for lunch. The weather is overcast and it's drizzling. Somehow your mood doesn't seem any better than the weather. During the meal you seem distracted and I know there's something you're not telling me.

As we're saying goodbye after lunch, I give you a hug in the parking lot. You hold me tight and I suddenly realize you're crying. "He tried to make me...", you say over and over.

As we sit in the car, the rain pounds against the window. You tell me what happened. And together, we decide Guy will die...



A few days later you call Guy. You tell him you were actually kind of turned on by the rough sex. You apologize for hurting him and tell him you'd like to see him again.

He agrees to drop by Friday evening. As you hang-up, you look across the room at me. We smile at each other knowing Guy is in for a surprise...



Guy shows up at your door. Your hatred is like a fire in your gut, but you act happy to see him. You grab him roughly and kiss him. As he tries to kiss you back, you push him away and tell him he needs a drink...

You come back from the kitchen with two drinks. You're careful to remember which one is the one you added the small pill I gave you earlier to. You sit down beside Guy on the sofa and hand him his drink. He gulps it down and begins running his hands over your body. A few minutes later his movements are slow and he's shaking his head like he's trying to clear it.

You get up and tell him you're ready to play rough. You tell you've had a fantasy that only he can make come true. You tell him to strip while you go get a surprise for him.

You walk back in holding some ropes and a pair of bright purple, silk boxer shorts. You tell him how sexy you think he'd look in them and ask him to pull them on.

Then you tell him you want to be tied to a chair and used. You offer to show him how you want to be tied and ask him to stand near the chair. You begin to feel nervous and hope he doesn't notice. You kneel by the chair and rub his dick through the silk boxers just to distract him.

While you're explaining how you want him to tie you up, you demonstrate. You've practiced a hundred times and it only takes a minute to tie both of his legs to the chair. Then you tell him if he'll bend over you'll show him how to tie your arms. A minute later he is bound tightly to the chair, helpless...

You walk over and turn off all the lights in the room except a small table light.



Outside I wait with three other guys. We see the light go off and walk to the door.

I pound on the door and shout, "Police! Open up!"

When you let Guy in earlier, you'd left the door unlocked. After a couple of more pounds on the door, I open it the four of us come in. One of the "cops" is in a uniform we rented. We all are waving fake guns and badges around. Guy is tied, disoriented, and helpless. Soon the three guys with me surround him. These three are specially picked. They are big. They are mean. They all have sisters or moms who were beat. And the thought of raping a guy in revenge turns them all on...

One of them spanks Guy hard on the ass and asks, "What you doing stud?"

Guy's mind is foggy after the spiked drink. He tries to mumble a response but can't.

"Those are cute boxers you're wearing, pretty boy...", one of the other cops observers.

One of the cops walks around to Guy's head. He unzips his pants, whips out his cock, takes Guy's head by the hair, and says, "Suck me, slut-boy."

Guy tries to shake his head and clamps his mouth shut. The fake cop tells him, "You'll beg to suck my dick before we're done you fucking whore..."

Guy feels the boxers roughly pulled down. One cop spreads his ass while the guy in the uniform takes the night-stick off his belt. He presses it against Guy's puckered hole. Then, suddenly and without warning, he gives it a hard shove.

You and I are watching and I feel you cringe as we watch four inches or so of the stick penetrate Guy's un-lubed hole. Guy screams in pain. The cop with his dick out tells Guy, "Beg to suck my dick..."

Guy shakes his head again. The cop with the night-stick and the cop with his dick out exchange glances. Suddenly another two inches is shoved in without warning.

The cop tells Guy, "We've still got a good 12 inches left of shove in if you want. Now beg..."

Guy mumbles something and the cop tells him to speak up. Guy speaks louder, "I'll suck you..."

The cop suddenly punches Guy in the mouth. "I told you to beg! That's not begging. Now beg like a bitch in heat!"

Guy says, "Please let me suck you..."

Almost before the words are out, the fake cop's dick is buried in Guy's mouth...



You and I sit on the sofa and watch for the next two hours. The three guys use Guy hard. It's not always fun to watch. Even with the hatred you have, you almost feel sorry for Guy. But this is payback...



By the time the fake cops finish with Guy, he's barely conscious. They get dressed and carry him out. We watch them drive off with Guy. I'm a bit worried they'll dump him in the river or something. I knew they were mean when I hired them for this, but I hadn't expected them to enjoy the brutality they inflicted so much.

You walk back into your bedroom. I'm not sure if you'd rather be alone. I'm feeling horny after watching Guy get used, but after what you went through a few weeks ago I don't want to have you think I'm forcing myself on you.

After a while I follow you back in. I find you sitting on the bed. The fake cops had untied Guy after the first hour or so and taken him to the bedroom. The sheet is stained with Guy's blood and the cum that had dribbled from his ass and mouth.

I sit down beside you. For a while you look at the floor. Then our eyes meet. You bend over and kiss me. You push me back on the bed and begin tearing at my cloths.

You've decided you do like rough sex, but you want to be the one being rough. You use me in every way for the rest of the night. There is a look in your eyes that almost scares me. But I eagerly submit. Hours later we collapse into each other's arms and fall asleep...



Guy's evening isn't going as well. Our friends dumped him on a road miles from anything. He wakes up in a ditch, cold and damp from the light rain. The drugs we slipped him earlier still cloud his mind.

He begins walking down the road...



Two sheriff's deputies are driving along a deserted road. Suddenly, in the headlights, they see a man dressed only in a pair of torn and stained purple boxer shorts walking along the road.

They pull over and one of them gets out. The man drops to his knees, apparently exhausted. The deputy walks up and asks Guy, "What happened? How did you get out here?"



Somewhere in Guy's mind, a survival instinct kicks in. He can't remember much, but he remembers what it took earlier for the cops to stop hurting him.

He's on his knees in from of the deputy and reaches up to unzip the deputy's fly. He begins to beg, "Please let me suck you..."

Several hours ago this stopped the unbearable pain of a night-stick being forced deep into his unlubricated ass. This time the results are different. The other deputy has walked around the car and watches Guy reach for his partner's crotch and hears him begging to suck. The second deputy unclips his night stick and knocks Guy unconscious with it just as Guy is pulling the first deputy's dick free.

The two deputies look at each other and shrug. Then they drag him to the patrol car and toss him in the back.



It's two weeks later before Guy is out on bail. With a good lawyer he faces only a disorderly conduct charge.

He calls you up and tells you that you'd better watch out, because he's going to get you. You call me and we talk. We had decided that if Guy seemed to learn his lesson, we'd put our plan on hold. But if he didn't, we'd take things all the way.

He didn't learn--and he's going to die because of that...



You call Guy up and tell him you want to meet him. You plead with him to let you make it up to him. You tell him you'll get one of your friends to go with you. Wouldn't he like to do two women at once?

You tell him your friend has a place. It's near a small town about a half-hour drive away. You explain that it's hard to find, but you and your friend will meet him near the edge of town.



Early on the day you and Guy are to meet a large truck takes a curve a bit too wide. As a result, it accidently knocks down a reflective warning sign.

The curve is known locally as Deadman's Curve because of the number of people who've died when they tried to take it too fast. Since the warning sign went up, there haven't been any accidents. But without the sign, it's an accident waiting to happen.

By the way, I'm driving the rented truck that "accidentally" knocks down the sign...



You and your "friend" (let's call her Rhonda) wait at the place Guy agreed to. The sun has just set and there is a chill in the air.

Rhonda loves to drive fast. In fact her boyfriend has let him drive his car in some of the smaller local races. She wins her share of them and can drive better than most of the men she races against. The car is hers and she knows how to handle it.

She was also raped a few years ago and has an idea of what you have been going through...



Guy pulls up. The chick with you is nice looking and his dick gets hard thinking about getting the two of you in bed. He gets out of his car and walks up to you. You're holding a beer--it's his favorite brand and he takes it from you. You start to say something and he slaps you...

"You be quiet bitch," he demands.

While you try to bury your anger, Rhonda takes over. She tells Guy that you were right when you told her that he was cute. Rhonda tells him she can't wait to get down to business, and winks at him to make it clear what kind of business she means.

Just like the plan, you've gotten back in the car while she's talking. Guy had acted just the way we thought he would. Rhonda tells Guy to follow her. She's got a water bed at her house, she yells.

She starts the car and yells to Guy, "Let's go make some waves..."



Of course the beer Guy took from you was spiked, just like the drink a few weeks back. By the time he is back in his car and begins to follow you, the effects of the drug are kicking in.

He watches the tail-lights of Rhonda's car and watches them pull away. In just a few seconds, Rhonda has pulled way ahead.

Suddenly Guy loses sight of the tail-lights. He speeds up...

Shit! He's not going to let that cute friend of yours get away and he has plans to make you pay for that last trick you pulled on him.



Rhonda has shut the lights off and takes the curve in the dark. She's practiced a couple of times, but without lights she still struggles to keep the car on the road. Once around the curve she coasts to a stop. As you get out, you hear the sound of Guy's approaching car...



Guy is doing about 75 MPH when he hits Deadman's Curve. People have had wrecks trying to take it at 50 MHP--and they hadn't been drinking a beer at the time.

Guy doesn't even have time to realize what is happening. The road seems to drop out from under him. The car hurtles into a small stream a few dozen feet from the road and stops.

Guy doesn't stop. He flies through the windshield. The impact crushes his skull and kills him instantly. His body continues to tumble until it comes to a rest a few dozen feet further on...



You don't see much except Guy's car hurtling by. The sound of the impact seems to shake your body. You stand for a few seconds--there is total silence now. Slowly you get back in the car. Rhonda starts the engine and you drive off...



The cops inspecting the accident scene shake their heads. Someone had reported the signs had been knocked down earlier in the day. Unfortunately, nobody had time to replace them immediately. And now someone had died because of it.

The cop picks through the car and finds a shattered beer bottle. He reconsiders. Some drunk had killed himself while driving. Somehow that doesn't seem as bad.



I'm not sure why you want to see Guy's grave, but I don't argue when you say you want to go.

We sneak into the cemetery after dark one evening. When we find the grave, you open a backpack you'd brought along and spread a blanket over the grave. You tell me to get naked and lay down. There is an edge of excitement in your voice. You strip also and soon you're straddling me on the blanket. You slide back, letting my dick enter you. Then you begin to fuck me. It's hard and it's fast. Five minutes later we've both cum and you collapse on top of me.

After we rest we pick up the blanket. Before you get dressed you squat over Guy's grave. I hear a noise that I can't identify at first. Then I realize you're pissing on the grave...

The thought turns me on so much I get hard again. I tell you to bend over Guy's headstone and I fuck you from behind. After I fill you with a second load, I take a piss on Guy's grave and we leave...


Story Two: Friends and Lovers


Hello, it's me again. You know, your guy on the side. Getting over Guy did not take you long. We even did a good deed and helped Rhonda the race car driver deal with the man who had raped her years ago. But that's another story.


After a few months life gets back to normal, are dating again, and, eventually, you find a guy who seems pretty special. At least until that day you dropped by the mall.



You always thought of DeeDee as a friend. Not your best friend or anything. She was nice, but wore her dresses a bit shorter than she should, used more makeup than was necessary, and talked a bit louder than she should.

One day you're walking around the mall and you see DeeDee--with Stan, the guy you've been dating lately. The way they look at each other and their goodbye kiss as they part tells the story...



You're mad as hell. But behind the anger, your mind begins to work. You want to get even and know just how to do it. But you'll need some help. Who would be twisted enough to help you with your plan? Hey, your man on the side helped you with Guy. Surely he'll help you with something like this.



You spread your legs a bit wider and you reach another orgasm. You look down at the top of my head. My face has been buried in your cunt for the last half hour and you've lost count of how many times you've come.

"Slow down, boy. My pussy is getting tender..."

Reluctantly, I stop and look up into your eyes. Pussy juice and strings of your love lube are in my mustache and you smile. Not knowing what you're smiling at, I smile back.

"You like eating pussy, don't you?", you ask and I nod my head.

"You like eating MY pussy the most, don't you?", you ask.

I look at your beautiful muff spread in front of me and answer, "Gez, babe. Your pussy is the best..."

You run your hand over the back of my head and look me in the eye and ask, "You'd do anything I asked just to have the chance to eat my pussy, wouldn't you?"

I nod and you begin telling me what you want me to. Kneeling between your legs, I listen. It sounds kind of sick and we could get into a lot of trouble. But then I look at your pussy spread in front of me. As I begin eating you again I know I'd do anything you ask...



You invite Stan and DeeDee over for a little party. While the three of you talk, you notice how they steal glances at each other. You just smile and check that the little pills have dissolved all the way as you serve them their drinks...

Soon both Stan and DeeDee are both feeling a little dizzy. They can't seem to focus and can't understand how one drink could hit them so hard...

They don't even notice you wonder out of the room. Soon you are back waving a DVD.

"A friend loaned me this. Said not to watch it in mixed company, but we're all friends, right?"

You plug in the video and the screen is filled with scenes of an ogry. Girls taking on three or four guys. Guys with two or more girls. The screen is filled with image after image.

Stan and DeeDee both stare at the screen, not even noticing when you get up to answer the doorbell...



You and I walk into the room. Stan and DeeDee look up briefly, but their eyes quickly go back to the scenes on the TV. You ask them, "Ain't that some funky shit? Maybe we could have our own ogry."

You look at DeeDee and ask her, "Wouldn't you like the three of us to do you?"

Then you look at Stan, "Then we three could take care of you..."



I drop between DeeDee's legs, pull her skirt up, and her pantyhose down. Just before I begin to eat her pussy, I look over and watch you pull Stan's dick from his pants...



DeeDee's brain is totally fogged. Between the drugged drink and the images on the TV, her mind drifts from one perverse thought to another. The fact that she's about to orgasm catches her by surprise. She looks down and is surprised to see my head buried between her legs. She doesn't remember who I am or how I got there, but she spreads her legs a bit wider, lets out a moan, and starts to cum...



Stan is fantasizing about what having you and DeeDee at the same time will be like. He's not sure who the guy is, but as long as he stays out of the way things will be okay. He looks down at you licking and sucking his cock. As you suck his balls and rub his cock, his dick suddenly sprays a load of cum up his stomach...



I whisper into DeeDee's ear, "Just like on TV, baby..."



You whisper into Stan's ear, "Yeah honey, we're going to do you just like on TV..."



The drug has totally numbed their brains. They are almost like zombies--able to move and do what they are told, but not really aware of things.

Well, maybe just a little bit aware...

Both look at the TV screen. The orgy is gone now and has been replaced by scenes of bondage, spanking, and torment. Do you think something in the back of their minds gives them any warning about what we have in store for them?



I tie DeeDee's arms behind her back. The ball gag is next--and I have to force her jaws open wide enough to handle the large ball I've selected. Before the blindfold, I show her the paddle.

"DeeDee's been a naughty girl," I tell her...

The loud pop of the paddle against her tender ass flesh is rewarding. Time after time I swing the paddle. Her body tenses with each impact. You can see the bruises begin to form on her vulnerable flesh. After a while a few of the blood blisters begin to pop and her ass and the paddle are both covered with blood.

She's use to the pain now. Her body doesn't even twitch with the blows any longer...



Stan's arms are stretched above his head and tied to a hook on the ceiling. The hook use to hold a hanging plant, but we'd tested it to make sure it could support Stan's weight. Standing on his toes, he can take some of the weight off his arms, but they still feel like they are about to be pulled from their sockets.

You gag him, knowing that he'll soon be wanting to scream in pain. You open a box of binder clips that came from the office supply store and hold one in front of his eyes. You squeeze it and the end opens. When you stop squeezing, the end closes back together. "It closes so tight," you whisper. "So you don't lose any papers..."

You open it again in front of his eyes. The you reach down and pinch his nipple. You put the clip over other small exposed nipples and let it close. He stiffens and even with the gag you hear the sounds of pain from deep inside him. You've caught your fingers in these clips before and even that hurts like hell. You think about how much it must hurt his tender nipples as you place a clip on his other nipple...



There is a big difference between simple torture and true lasting torment. With torture, you just keep hurting and eventually lose hope. But to really torment someone, you keep hope alive. You let them think it's over or that you've changed your mind. And then you crush that hope without mercy...



I use a warm wash cloth on DeeDee's bruised, swollen, and bleeding ass. I gently wipe away the blood.

"Poor thing," I tell her. "I don't want to punish you. But you've been so naughty..."

I am sitting on the sofa and have her laid across my lap. One hand runs through her hair while the other nurses her tender ass...



The box said twelve clips and now it's empty.  Two on the nipples, three along the tender underside of Stan's cock, and the rest hanging from his bag. You take some weights with hooks and begin attaching them to the clip handles. His cock and balls are soon sagging to a grossly distorted and unnatural shape. Blood shows in places where the clips have bit into his skin.

For a while he would try to move away or shake free. Now he's just hanging from the hook, all of his weight on his arms. His eyes are glazed and only his shallow breathing shows he's even still alive.

You whisper to him, "I've got another surprise. Let me go get it..."



You open the freezer and pull out a large, frozen, plastic bag. It takes a couple of practice tries, but it's pretty easy to make. You take off the plastic and have what amounts to a large butt plug made of ice.


Your face breaks into an evil grin as you walk back toward the room where Stan hangs from the ceiling...



"We can't let these nasty sores get infected," I tell DeeDee. I take away the warm cloth and grab a bottle of cheap whiskey. I pour some in the palm of my hand and begin to rub it over her raw ass...



Somewhere in the back of her mind, DeeDee feels the warm cloth disappear. Suddenly she feels something else cold and damp on her ass. The cold then begins to warm. At first it feels good, but the warming continues and in a minute it feels like her flesh is on fire.



I told you all about the ice butt plug (my own invention as far as I know). It can be an incredible mixture of feelings. The ice tends to make your asshole pucker. But with smooth sides, lubricated by water from the melting ice, it usually goes in easy. Once inserted, your whole lower body tends to tense up because of the cold intrusion. Some people find it unpleasant, but I've had some lovers who would achieve orgasms way beyond anything they usually had by using them.

But that assumes you make them some reasonable size. You look at the monster version in your hand as you spread Stan's butt cheeks. This big boy won't bring anything but pain. You can almost see his exposed asshole tense as you press the ice against it. There is resistance, but you relentlessly shove it forward. You feel Stan's body tense and again hear the sounds of his pain behind the gag.

A few minutes late the entire thing is buried in Stan's ass. At its widest point, the butt plug was larger than your fist. It tore the flesh a bit, but you got it in. You smile with satisfaction and walk to the bathroom to wash Stan's blood off your hands...



The alcohol in the whiskey has DeeDee thrashing around. I hold her down and take another box of binder clips. I take a small cup and slide it into her cunt. I tug her pussy lips to the cup and use binder clips to hold them together. Four clips fit around the edge of the cup. Two more go on her nipples.

Then I bend her over and slide my cock into her ass...



After washing your hands, you go to the kitchen and get another butt plug made of ice from the freezer. You watch as I shot my wad into DeeDee's ass. As I move away, you slide the second butt plug into her puckered turd hole. You look at the open sores on her ass and the way her pussy lips are bound to the cup inserted in her cunt.

You shake your head, "That's gotta hurt bitch..."



I carry Stan from the car and put him on the picnic table. It's almost dawn and I hope nobody comes to the park too early this the morning.

You walk up carrying a bottle. "Cute, isn't it?" you ask as you show the small bear-shaped bottle of honey. You squirt some of it on Stan's crotch and make a trail down to the ground.

I pull a plastic bag out of my pocket and carefully dump out a small package on the ground nearby.

We get back in the car and leave...



DeeDee slowly drifts back into the real world. She is sore all over. Her dreams have been filled with pain and humiliation. She tries to move and can't, so she drifts back to sleep...



The ants follow the trail of honey, gathering food for their colony. Once the honey is gone, they continue their search for food. The fire ants bite into Stan's soft, sticky flesh time after time...



You and I eat breakfast. We're both famished and a bit tired.

After breakfast we go back to your place.

I quietly look in on DeeDee. I can't tell if she's awake. I take a small syringe and give her a quick shot. Then you and I go to your room, lay down, and are soon fast asleep...



Stan begins to wake up. Something doesn't feel right and he looks down at his crotch. There are ants covering his entire body. He screams and tries to move. In the process he falls off the picnic table, bumping his head on one of the benches.



A few hours later a family out for a picnic comes across Stan. They call 911 from their cell phone.

As the ambulance pulls away, one of the police officers who responded to the call picks up a small folded pack made from aluminum foil from near where Stan was found. He shakes his head. Damn druggies are always doing crazy shit...



You and I are watching TV when DeeDee comes out of the room she's been in. The evening news is on and they're talking about the person found at a local picnic ground. They show a close-up of Stan...

I pull DeeDee over to sit on the sofa between us. We ask her questions. What did she do to Stan? How did he end up at the picnic ground? What did he do to her? What in the hell did she do to him?

Her mind whirls and memories of the previous evening are a fog. She doesn't remember any of what happened...



On the late news we hear that Stan died from brain injuries he suffered when he fell from the picnic table. Again we quiz DeeDee...

What did you guys do? Did he hurt you? Why did you kill him?

She's confused... She doesn't remember anything. She begins to cry and pleads for us to help her.

"Of course we'll help," I whisper as I hold her. Then I give her a shot to help her go to sleep...



DeeDee wakes up hearing a voice tell her over and over, "You've been a naughty girl, DeeDee."

She tries to cover her ears but can't seem to move. He feels herself put into a kneeling position--and then she feels the bite of the paddle against her ass...

She has been naughty. She deserves to be punished. After she's been spanked, she drifts back to sleep...



Every day for a week, we spend some time with DeeDee. We wake her up and feed her. Then we ask her why she killed Stan until she breaks down in a state of total confusion. Then I give her the shot to help her sleep. Once she's in an even more confused state, we spank her. Then she's given one more shot to truly let her sleep.




People ask about DeeDee sometimes. You explain that she was so shook up over Stan's overdose and death that she seemed to snap. Everyone talks about how kind you are to take someone in DeeDee's condition in and take care of her...




Sometimes at night people hear screams or crying coming from your house. They know DeeDee has problems, so they don't think much about it.




DeeDee knows that's she's been a bad girl in the past. She really wants to be a good girl for you now. Sometimes she still makes mistakes and you punish her for them. But she understands this is for her own good--it makes her a better person and makes her try harder to not make mistakes.


Secretly, she kind of likes to spankings. But she can't let you ever know or you'd think she was being naughty...



You step out of the shower and smile as you dry yourself. It's funny in a way. DeeDee tried to steal your boyfriend. Now, what she tried to steal is gone and the person who tried to steal it belongs to you...


Sure she's changed. She's scared of punishment, yet understands it's a part of her life. But she is eager to please and does anything you ask of her.

You look at the empty toilet paper holder and a thought strikes you. Anything you ask of her?

"DeeDee", you yell.

She comes quickly with her eyes on the floor and her head slightly bowed. "Yes ma'am?", she asks and waits to hear how she can serve.

"We're out of toilet paper...", you begin.

DeeDee glances quickly at the empty holder and says, "I'm sorry ma'am. I'll get some more ma'am."

As she turns away you call her name in a stern voice. She turns, again her eyes are on the floor and she meekly waits to hear the cause of your displeasure.

"DeeDee, I just took a crap. Since I didn't have toilet paper, I want you to clean my butt with your tongue. Do you understand?"

"Yes ma'am," she says and drops to her knees. You turn your ass to her, feel her gently spread your cheeks, and then her tongue is eagerly licking your asshole.

Sure you had really just got out of the shower instead of just taking a shit, but you know DeeDee would be as eager to please no matter what. And damn, that warm tongue actually feels kind of good back there...

"Yea honey," you moan. "Keep that up."

With the encouragement from you, DeeDee's tongue goes to work even harder.



You spread your legs a bit wider as you reach another orgasm. You look down at the top of my head. My face has been buried in your cunt for the last half hour and you've lost count of how many times you've come.


Suddenly your mind flashes back six months and you smile. So much has happened. So much has changed. 

"You like eating pussy, don't you?", you ask and I look up and nod my head.

"You like eating MY pussy the most, don't you?", you ask. I smile and nod.

You look at the head buried between my legs. "Is DeeDee taking good care of your cock?", you ask. And I nod once more.

"DeeDee," you say, "I want you to take very good care of his dick. Do you understand?"

DeeDee makes a happy, humming noise to show she'll take good care of me. DeeDee is doing the two things she likes the most--pleasing her mistress and playing with a hard cock. She makes more happy, humming noises as she deep throats my dick...



Later, while you and I sleep, DeeDee thinks. She still has the salty taste of my cum in her mouth and she was so happy when you told her she'd done a good job taking care of me. She doesn't remember much from before, but she knows how lucky she is that you're so patient with her after she was such a naughty girl...
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