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Money did not
necessarily bring happiness, Ian thought, but it sure beat being
poor.

He glanced with
satisfaction at the way the house was shaping up. He’d just moved
in the other day, but already most things were in order. Of course,
he hadn’t had to do much of it himself. He’d hired a moving company
and directed them – the men with the strong backs and weak minds –
to unpack and move things around.

It was far more
house than he needed. But then, as a single man, almost anything
over a small two bedroom condo would have been. But it wasn’t about
need. It was about want. He wanted a huge living room with a stone
fireplace. He wanted an enormous master bedroom with a raised dais
for the bed and an ensuite bathroom big enough to house a small
family.

And he wanted
the huge back yard with the high fences. He had plans for it, and
had already contracted with a landscaping company.

His next door
neighbour had the typical yard, with the large, in-ground pool, and
manicured lawns. The pool had a slide, a diving board, and a sort
of climbing bar, a metal ladder which went up and curved across the
pool and down the other side, for playing, climbing and diving
from, he supposed.

His back yard
would have a more natural looking pool, which would like a huge
pond. He’d build up the rocks at one end to about ten or twelve
feet, and have waterfalls splashing from it into the irregularly
shaped pond. There’d be a grassy island in the middle of the pond
with a shade giving tree. Oh it would look fabulous.

As befitting
the backyard paradise of a rich man.

Not wealthy,
just – comfortable. Ian had gotten lucky in the computer industry,
a partner in a small firm which had just started to consider the
potential for profits of various communications circuits when a
huge conglomerate had bought it up at a ludicrous price prior to
the whole dot-com meltdown. Ian had been one of the lucky few who
had gotten out before the disaster, and saved most of his
money.

Now he had all
the toys he wanted, and could travel the world and indulge his
fancies. He’d started out with a penthouse in New York, then had
gone round the world a few times before returning for long rounds
of partying. He’d now tired of that, and had purchased this place
outside the city, where it was more peaceful, where he had more
privacy, and his neighbours weren’t constantly in his face.

And yet, one of
the first things to catch his eye was his neighbor, or rather, his
neighbor’s daughter. He had seen her over the fence, from the attic
window, and, being a self-indulgent man, had gone downstairs to dig
out his binoculars.

The girl had a
fantastic body, he thought admiringly, watching her move around the
pool. It could have been carved by an artist. Every bit of it was
perfectly in sync with every other. The breasts looked large but
not unbalanced. She had a smooth, trim belly, flaring hips which
were still slim, rather than wide, and an ass that had him thinking
very impure thoughts.

Her face was
not that of a traditional beauty. She had dark brown hair which was
cut into a sort of untidy pageboy. He’d been around enough women
with expensively done hair to recognize what it was supposed to be,
but apparently her hair was the rebellious sort. It slipped down
around her ears properly enough, and curled slightly inwards below
her jaw, but the bangs were an unruly mass which she kept having to
reach up and brush aside, sometimes unconsciously, sometimes in
irritation.

She wore
glasses, as well, those thin frameless ones which gave her a bit of
an intellectual look. Her face was oval, rather than round, with
full lips and a narrow, aristocratic nose. Her eyes were bright,
bright brown, and had a look of curiosity and intelligence which,
he later discovered aptly described much of her attitude.

It was
something of a nerdy look, in fact, the face of a girl who spent
considerable time with books. Yet the body was all female, not
voluptuous, but soft, curving and with skin which looked like
unmarred silk. Yet as he looked at her, he had no particular
thought to make a closer acquaintance with the girl. Something
about her body, it’s lithe, coltish youth, fawn-like legs that
seemed too long for her body made him wonder at his age. Ian had
few moral qualms about seducing young girls, but had no desire to
explore the insides of a prison cell.

Besides, why
start trouble with a neighbor? There were plenty of lovely young
women out there easily impressed by sports cars, gold watches, and
expensive clothes.

* * * * *

“Hi,” she said,
a few weeks later.

“Hello,” he
replied.

“You’re the new
neighbor.”

“I suppose I
am.”

She grinned and
brushed back a thick mass of bangs. “We’ve been watching all the
trucks and men and wondering if you’re digging to China back
there.”

He grinned. The
girl was cute, after all, and had a sweet voice and a pleasant
personality. He liked girls, whether he was screwing them or not.
He gazed back at the house, and the tall hedges around it. You
could just make out the tip of the “mountain” the landscapers had
put in at one end, the end closets to her house, in fact.

“My name is
Chloe,” she said, holding out her hand in a very forthright manner
he found charmingly youthful.

He took it
solemnly, though grinning. “I’m Ian.”

“You’re all
alone in that big old house?” she asked.

“Just me. I
like my space. And you? Similarly basking in solitude?”

“Me?” she
stared at him in surprise, then laughed. “I live with my folks, and
my bratty little brother.”

“Ahh, I
thought, a woman your age would be out on her own already and
raising kids,” he said with a wry grin to let her know he was
teasing.

“Oh hah, hah,”
she said. “I’m only nineteen, and only halfway through
college.”

He felt a
stirring of interest at her legal age.

“Honestly, you
look younger,” he said.

“I’ve heard it
before.”

“So what are
you taking?”

“Aerospace engineering.”

He raised his
eyebrows.

“Yeah, most men
say the same thing, like a girl shouldn’t be interested in that.
But I want to join the air force. I’m really interested in missile
technology.”

He raised his
eyebrows again, and she shrugged helplessly. “It’s neat. The
dynamics of flight are really interesting and exciting.”

“Oh I’m sure
they are. It’s just that most young ladies your age think exciting
is something to describe a pair of new high heeled sandals or a new
dress.”

“You are so
sexist!” she exclaimed.

He shrugged
helplessly.

“It’s true,
though,” she admitted. “A lot of girls are really embarrassing to
the whole idea of equality between genders.”

“Well, I’m sure
you won’t find too many of those in the air force.”

“Yeah!” she
said enthusiastically.

* * * * *

His chat with
Chloe was interesting, but quickly forgotten. He still had no
desire to start something close to home. Though he had to admit to
himself that the girl really interested him. She was far from the
typical young girl, and struck him as probably quite inexperienced
sexually. There was something about the idea of opening those wide
brown eyes to the pleasure an experienced man could give a female
which was helplessly arousing to any man.

He was still
busy settling in. The attic was one of the areas that needed a lot
of attention. The previous owner had used it was nothing more than
storage. Ian had seen the possibilities in it, though, and the view
from the front window, which looked down the hill to the farms and
forest in the distance, was terrific. He had the window greatly
enlarged to let sunlight pour in, the floor refinished, and the air
conditioning piped in. The place was cleaned up considerably, and
he’d created a stylish sort of den there.

He’d largely
left the back window alone. It was small and too close to the
stairs anyway. But that itself meant he often passed by the window
as he went up or down, and it was only a few days later the
brightness of pale flesh against blue drew his eye as he passed. He
realized it must be Chloe at the pool, and his heart gave a little
pulse as his eyes told him she didn’t appear to be wearing even so
much as her bathing suit.

He quickly
fetched the binoculars and whistled slowly. Young Chloe was wearing
nothing but her birthday suit, not even her glasses. And her body
was as lithely attractive as he’d thought. Her breasts were
slightly larger than he had believed, with bright pink nipples. She
had a lean, concave belly as she hung from the metal bars which
crossed the pool, and from his angle, appeared to be neatly
shaven.

So why was she
hanging there?

He had
occasionally witnessed people climbing up and along those bars and
dropping into the water. He’d seen kids wrestling atop it, pushing
one another off into the water. He’d seen people jump off it, or
try to walk across it and, laughing, squealing, lose their balance
and fall into the water.

Chloe just hung
there, body taut, perfectly displayed. Her head hung low, chin on
chest, then slowly drew up and back, going back between her arms to
arch her back a little and give him an even better view. Then her
head came forward again, looking down the length of her body.

Her legs drew
closer together, and unless he was mistaking – and he didn’t think
he was – she was grinding them together a little. He stared raptly
at her face. He was not the world’s biggest playboy, but he knew a
woman who was aroused when he saw one.

He was puzzled,
though. He watched her hang there for quite some time. She shifted
her hands occasionally. At one point they were together on the same
bar, which seemed odd, one hand in front of the other rather than
side-by-side on different bars. Then she spread them apart, several
bars separating them. He watched her open her legs, spreading them
wide, holding them that way for long seconds, until it clearly
became too difficult and they dropped back together, to grind and
rub.

Ian began to
suspect now, what the girl was doing, what fantasy she was playing
out there in the supposed privacy of her back yard. And his cock,
already semi-hard, sprang fully erect. Was she imagining ropes
around those slender wrists? Was she imagining herself tied,
hanging by her wrists, helpless? Was that where her sexual longings
were directed?

He watched her
fall into the water, swim to the side, and emerge, skin glistening
and dripping wet. With her hair slicked back, she looked older, and
he shook his head as he watched her pad naked across the concrete
and then disappear into her house.

He caught
occasional glimpses of her, and was deliberately looking now,
checking the view of her back yard from time to time. She was
rarely nude, only, of course, when her parents and brother were
away, and even then only on occasion. But a few weeks later he
caught her on the bars again. This time she seemed to be sitting on
them, working at something.

He had his
camera ready by then, complete with telephoto lens. He zoomed in
and saw that she’d brought some rope up with her, and was tying it
around her ankles. He kept his camcorder on, watching with
interest, as she tied the rope to the bars, then slowly let herself
down through them, head first. She wound up gripping the bars with
her hands, her ankles spread wide, and tied to the bars off to
either side.

Then she let go
and swung completely upside down, legs wide, body hanging low. She
let her hands hang, and let her body stretch out for a while. Ian
watched, transfixed, waiting to see what she’d do next. After a
bit, she raised her hands and slid them over her breasts, squeezing
them lightly. A hand slid up between her spread legs and fingers
rubbed at her sex, then dropped back down to hang freely.

God, she had a
gorgeous, tight, slim little puffy pussy, with a neat, trim little
slit and small, tucked in sex lips.

And this was an
opportunity, one which could lead to an end to his little
voyeuristic fun, or, possibly, a lot more fun if he played his
cards right.

He put down the
camera and ran downstairs, his mind racing as he hurried out into
the back yard. The “mountain” off to the side had a set of artfully
crafted steps in the side which could take someone up to the top if
they needed to work on the pipe up there. He dashed around to the
other side of the pond and hurried up them, then pulled himself up
over the top.

Chloe hung
upside down not twenty yards away, her feet at the same height as
the mountain.

He pretended to
be shocked when he saw her. She was most definitely shocked when
she saw him. She screamed, and tried to twist free, but the ropes
she’d tied to her ankles were designed for quick escape. She tried
frantically to pull herself free, which unfortunately for her,
required that she try to bend her body upwards, grab her legs with
her hands, pull herself upwards, and grab at her ankles to undo the
ropes.

That, of
course, gave him an even better view of her pussy as she bent up,
and he shook his head in bemusement as she snatched and yanked at
the rope around her ankles. One of them tugged free, but in her
excitement, she pulled the wrong way on the other knot, and only
tightened it. This left her hanging from one ankle, twisting
helplessly, covering her face with her hands.

“Uhm, I am
sorry. I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said. “But do you need
any help?”

“No!” she
screamed. “Go away!”

Belatedly, she
clamped a hand over her pussy, and put the other across her chest
to cover her breasts.

“Well, I am on
my own property, but I will climb back down and let you er, work
your way free.”

He went back
down, but hurried back around the pond and into the house, then
back upstairs to the den.

She was still
hanging there. The rope around her ankle did not seem inclined to
untie, and it was very hard for her to reach for it while hanging
upside down, especially as the other leg kept pulling her down on
one side and making it hard for the hand on that side to reach up.
He watched her fumbling with it for a good twenty minutes,
whereupon she hung freely, hands down, and seemed to be crying.

Well, he was
just going to have to be the adult and help her out, whether she
liked it or not.

* * * * * *

It was the
internet that started me thinking about bondage. I wasn’t
purposefully trying to find anything nasty there. Quite the
contrary. I was intending to join the navy after I finished
university. Well, there were all kinds of things you needed to know
in order to become an officer in the navy, many of them kind of
antiquated. I mean, why would you think a pilot would need to know
anything about ropes? Yet all officers in the navy had to start out
learning about sailing of all things. Geese. Anyway, so while at my
dorm one night I was looking up various types of knots, because the
navy wanted you to know, and well, I guess you can figure out where
that led.

Now I don’t
want to pretend I didn’t know what the web site was about the
instant I clicked on it. I should have instantly clicked back out,
like I usually did when things like that happened. But the picture
caught my eye and kind of held me staring at it. I haven’t had a
lot of experienced with sex, so to me, bondage was just, like, this
silly game some people did, like tying you to the bed posts or
stuff, and tickling you or whatever. But the picture was quite
different.

It was a
well-proportioned woman laying on a black surface. Her legs were
bent so that her ankles were actually pressed against her hips, and
her arms were at her sides - sort of. Because her ankles were bound
tightly with ropes which pulled them upwards along the floor
towards her head. Her wrists were pulled downwards, towards her
knees, and this left her body arched strongly upwards, straining.
Her beasts were taut, the nipples hard. Her skin glistened as if
sheen of perspiration covered it, and the lighting was subdued.

It just struck
me as a deliciously erotic scene, and it served to draw me into the
sight, curious. The next scene was more forthright. A woman hung
from ropes, horizontally, her breasts bound but hanging below her.
Her ankles were against bond up to her outer thighs, her wrists
pulled up and back behind her, and her entire body was supported in
this manner as a man pushed his erection into her mouth. Again,
rather than feel the woman was being abused, though to some degree
she clearly was, I found a stirring in my lower belly.

When I was
younger, I had always liked tie-up games, always liked, for some
reason I had never been able to explain, being tied up in cowboys
and Indians, or being the “prisoner” of pirates or policemen. There
was just something fascinating about having my wrists bound
together behind my back and being helpless, something I could not,
at that time, understand or explain.

But now I
looked at pictures of beautiful women in erotic poses, some of them
stretched and taut, some involved in sexual acts. The ones of the
women naked, on their knees, performing oral sex on men made my
pussy pulse and throb and made me squirm in my chair. And I felt a
little breathless as I went through the site and felt myself
hungering for more.

It was a very
respectable site, with a lot of erotic pictures and videos, and
after considerable hesitation, I paid to get a membership so I
could watch those videos. I admit that I frequently masturbated to
them, finding the imagery deliciously arousing, and imagining
myself taking the place of those beautiful women in those erotic
poses.

Now I don’t
want to make it seem like I was obsessed in any way with this sort
of stuff. I was a young, healthy teenage girl, so of course I had a
considerable interest in sex and sexuality. True my interests
included a subject some might consider improper, but it was al just
healthy fantasizing as far as I was concerned. I didn’t have a
boyfriend at the moment, and I couldn’t imagine myself trying to
get a guy to tie me up like that. Most of the guys I’d known were
so immature and so big-mouthed that they’d have laughed through it
all and then told everyone I knew!

So I kept my
bondage fantasies to myself, not even telling girlfriends - not
that I had a lot. And certainly not telling any of the guys I
knew.

This came to a
head when I was out in the pool one day. We have a large in-ground
pool and a very private yard. There is a street on one side, a park
in the rear, thick trees to a third side, and a low house set well
back from our fence on the fourth.

The only
possible view into the back yard that I could see, on looking
around, was a tiny attic window on the Berkshire house on our west
side. But the Berkshire’s were a retired couple who traveled a lot
and were almost never home. So when my parents were reliably away -
at work, say, and my little brother was also certainly not going to
show up unexpectedly, I took the opportunity to swim and tan a
little in the nude.

Hardly
surprising, right? I mean, not the least bit perverted. Perfectly
normal. Now when we were younger, my dad had put a kind of climbing
bar over the center of the pool. Picture the monkey bars at your
school playground, only a lot bigger and longer. It was like a
narrow metal ladder which went up about seven or eight feet,
crossed the pool, and went down the other side. We often climbed up
and crossed to the center of the pool, then dove in. Anyway, one
day, I was in the back yard naked, and feeling a little buzz of
arousal I always get when I’m naked out of doors, a kind of sense
of daring and anxiety, and I climbed the bars.

I slipped
through them and hung upside down from my knees. Again, something
I’d done before, but this time, well, I was naked, and soooo, I
guess I flashed to some of those pictures, you know, and I felt
this hot throbbing between my legs. I pulled myself up, bending at
the waist to grab at the bars, then let my legs fall, and hang on
there, dangling as if I were hanging by my wrists.

I felt a rising
sense of excitement as I hung there, and tried to pretend I was
hanging by my wrists, that some exotic dungeon like setting
enveloped me. I gazed down the length of my taut body at my
breasts, which throbbed hotly, and my hard little nipples, gazed
down my lean body at my legs dangling so far below, like dead
weight.

It was exciting
on some level, and I hung on for a while, then dropped into the
water. I was so aroused by it that I went inside and masturbated to
a hot, rushing orgasm. And every time I had occasion to be outside
in the back yard naked after that, I always wound up hanging by my
hands and imagining it was my wrists, wondering how exotic, erotic
and exciting that would be.

I tried to
imagine how I could actually hang by my wrists, but knew no way of
ensuring I could pull myself up and get free again. But one day I
did think of an exciting addition to my little hanging routine. We
had some rope for camping and I thought, if I tied it around my
ankles and tied them to the bars, I could duplicate a picture I had
seen of a woman hanging upside down.

In fact, the
woman had had her wrists tied too, but it was the way her legs were
so widely spread, and her pussy and buttocks so tautly,
beautifully, and lewdly displayed for the entire world to see which
had really turned me on. I knew now how to tie slipknots so that
all I had to do to release myself, was bend up - and my stomach
muscles were quite strong, thank you - and tug on the ropes so I
would fall.

Upside down,
legs spread – naked for the entire world to see – on display.

Well, it was
something I thought about from time to time, and then one morning
in the back yard, things got hotter than ever for me. I was
climbing up the monkey bars, climbing across, and trying to
position myself so as to hang from my hands again. I needed to face
sideways and then hang down, and as I shifted, my pussy pressed
down against one of the horizontal bars and my mind flashed to
another series of pictures I had seen. These were pictures of girls
on various kinds of “horse”.

Now the horse
is a means of punishing women, a very old one. Basically you set a
length of wood or something on edge and you made the woman straddle
it, her entire weight crushing her pussy down onto the length of
wood. Depending on how wide the wood, and how long she rested
there; it could apparently be quite painful. I had considered
experimenting with that a few times, but now, here I was with the
bars between my legs, trying to perch my feet on them and…
well.

So I settled my
legs through the rungs and, gripping the bar, I slowly let my
weight down onto it. I was already quite wet. The idea alone had
aroused me considerably. So when the bar pushed up against my bare
little sex I could feel my wetness even as it pressed harder and
harder into my sex.

I breathed in
shallow little gulps, still holding some of my weight on my hands,
leaning back a little so my tailbone pressed against the round
metal bar. Then, slowly, I removed my weight, and sat there,
straddling it, gasping, moaning softly as the bar jammed into my
pussy. It hurt, in a dull, heavy, pressure kind of way, but nothing
I couldn’t take.

I drew my arms
back behind me, and crossed my wrists, my chest tight, breathless,
imagining I was a prisoner being tortured. The throbbing pressure
mounted, and so did the pain, but … it was a strange, dark heated
pain, a pain which made my mind and body tingle with sexual
electricity, it was a pain which, in a way, was almost
pleasure.

I began to sort
of – sort of shift my body, kind of using my weight to grind myself
down against the bar. That hurt even more but the sexual hunger
rose much higher as pleasure cascaded through my nervous system. It
was awkward, balancing on the narrow bar, though, and I had to keep
grabbing it to keep from falling to one side or the other as I
ground myself down.

I knew I would
come if I continued, and wasn’t yet ready for that. So I gripped
the bars on either side, and slowly pulled myself up. The sensation
as my pussy came free almost threw me into climax. There was a
quick, hissing pain, and then such a delicious sense of relief, a
relief that was sheer bliss in itself, so that I knew if I just
rubbed my fingers across my clit for a few seconds I would
come.

I couldn’t not
do it. I couldn’t! I was so aroused, and my pussy was burning so
hungrily with that strange mixture of throbbing pain, intense
relief, and wild sexual hunger. I just… I lay back along the bars,
along the ladder, if you will, spread my legs wide – painfully
wide, so the tendons in my thighs ached, and rubbed myself – hard.
I rubbed myself deliberately hard and the pain burned through
me.

And then I
climaxed so powerfully I almost screamed! My body shook and
thrashed and I arched and rolled, my hips bucking up, almost
spasming up against my fingers as my head jerked and shook and
little gurgling whimpering moans of helpless pleasure were breathed
out of my open mouth. I wanted to scream, to just wail out with the
strength of the pleasure, but somehow I repressed it as the orgasm
spiraled down and left me limp, gasping, chest heaving there laying
along the bars.
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I groaned
weakly, and slowly drew my legs up and together, rubbing at my
pussy. I was sore there, but – oddly, I was still aroused, still
obsessed, perhaps even more obsessed with the idea of myself as
naked sexual prisoner, a naked sexual – victim of some kind. I got
my strength back and hung down from my hands, wishing it were my
wrists. I rubbed my thighs together, moaning at how hot I was
there, then dropped off and plunged into the water.

I swam to the
side of the pool and climbed out, then had a drink, went inside,
and got myself – some rope. I returned to the ladder and climbed up
it, trying to figure out how to tie myself. I didn’t dare try
hanging by my wrists. I needed to make sure I could get out of it,
after all. Instead I planned to tie myself by my ankles, with a
slipknot so I could pull and get free.

I quickly tied
my ankles in place, then lowered myself carefully, holding the bars
until the ropes were almost taut. Then I let myself hang down, legs
spread wide.

The ropes were
tight and a bit painful around my ankles, but my body felt
gloriously tight and taut and restrained, if you know what I mean.
I hung there, quivering, trembling, gasping lightly, running my
hands softly over my breasts, then dropping them to hang low as if
I were tied or helpless.

My pussy still
throbbed, and I couldn’t resist. I slid my fingers up to it and
began to rub at my clit. I was still quite sore from sitting on the
bar, and my fingers hurt a bit as they rubbed. I was very sensitive
there, and yet that sensitivity also meant that the sensations as
my fingers rubbed at my clit were redoubled.

The orgasm
swept around me and it was all I could do to keep from crying out
loud. Being upside down had made the blood rush to my head, and the
orgasm coming on top of that almost made my head explode. I twisted
and thrashed and jerked spastically as I hung there, eyes closed,
head twisting and thrashing as the orgasm went on and on and on,
and then collapsing, gasping, arms hanging down fully as I tried to
catch my breath.

Ohmygod that
had been a good one!

I hung there
limply for a full minute, maybe more, enjoying the languorous
aftermath of the powerful orgasm, and considering what to do next.
For I still felt kind of aroused, kind of sexually high, if you
know what I mean. I wondered if there was some other way I could
hang myself and - .”

And that was
when I saw him, upside down of course, and gazed in utter shock at
the sight. He was the new neighbor guy. I’d only met him a few
times, and mostly forgotten about him. He’d gone nuts in the back
yard, building some sort of huge pond shaped swimming pool with a
waterfall in the corner. The top of that waterfall was up over our
fence, but I’d paid it no heed. It wasn’t like anyone was going to
be going up there after all.

And yet there
he was up there, staring at me in surprise, me in all my glory,
legs spread lewdly wide, my pussy fairly dripping from my recent
orgasm. My first reaction, once I’d gotten over my instant shock,
well, and screamed, was to bent, snapping my arms up and grabbing
at the slip knots to yank them free. That would drop me neatly into
the pool where he couldn’t see me!

Only I was
panicked and I snatched one of the ropes perfectly but missed on
the other, pulling on the wrong rope so that the knot actually
tightened around my ankle rather than coming free. That left me
hanging by one ankles, still naked, still upside down, him still
staring at me.

Frantic, I
tried to cover my body with my hands and yelled at him, mostly
incoherently, telling him to go away. He sort of apologized and
disappeared, and I moaned, absolutely mortified, and proceeded to
try and get myself loose and get dressed. My mind was spinning
wildly as I wondered what he would say, what I had to say. I mean,
did I have to see him, explain what I was doing? What if he
mentioned it to my parents!? Ohmygod the thought of that made me
crazy!

It was much
harder reaching the rope around my ankle because I was at an
awkward angle. It was especially hard to reach it with my right
hand since my right leg was dangling, and I had to carefully drew
it up and back, kind of holding it alongside the first leg, but
that made it hard to bend enough.

I’m in shape,
but frankly, I’m not an athlete. It was not super hard to bend
upside down at the waist to reach the ropes - done quickly. But it
was much, much harder to sustain that position for any length of
time, especially when only hanging by one ankle. My body kept
twisting and turning, and was not exactly thinking straight, my
hands shaking, my mind frantic. Somehow I twisted the knot into
something I couldn’t quite get free.

Of course, that
only made me panic more, and with adrenalin rushing through my
system, I was not the careful, precise person I normally am.
Instead my trembling fingers fumbled at the knots which I couldn’t
quite make out very well since I was upside down and… and it was
almost enough to make me scream in frustration!

I was also
still horrified at being seen like that. I mean, I’m normally a
very modest person when it comes to showing my body. To have a man
I barely knew see me - like that - legs spread gaping wide, my
pussy open. Oh. My. God! And worse, far worse, was how on earth
could he see it as anything other than some kind of perverted,
kinky sex thing. Had he seen me masturbate!? No, surely not! I had
seen his head rising over the top there and I had been finished
coming by at least, well, almost a minute.

I was just
going insane there, my head spinning in all directions, and
couldn’t get the FUCKING rope untied! I had to hang loose, try to
calm down, and try to get my aching belly muscles to work again. I
hung down for several minutes, mostly keeping a hand over my pussy
and trying to keep an arm across my breasts. But you know what,
that gets really HEAVY after a couple of minutes, and the effort
was further tiring me out. I tried to bend again, couldn’t quite
reach my ankle, and fell back, spinning and twisting on the end of
the single rope.

I’m sure that
eventually I would have gotten loose. But I was starting to get
really desperate at the thought that I would wind u hanging there
all afternoon and be found by my parents when they got home from
work. I was actually trying to think of how I would explain why I
was hanging by one ankle, trying to invent some sort of -practice
thing for the navy maybe, which would explain it. I mean, hideously
embarrassing enough to be found naked, let alone in some bizarre
sex game!

And then the
neighbor guy appeared again! I gave a shriek and tried to cover
myself again as he shook his head and smiled a little.

“Go away!” I
shouted.

He shook his
head and dropped out of sight, but a minute later he appeared,
climbing over the fence! “Go away!” I shouted again.

“Don’t be
childish,” he said, in a somewhat cross, impatient voice. “If
you’re old enough to be playing games like that then you’re old
enough to admit when you need help, embarrassing or not. You can’t
get loose and you can’t hang there all day. I’m going to untie you,
and you can go and hide after that.”

He said it so
firmly that it just silenced me. I mean, I had no counter argument.
He was perfectly correct, and his tone did not allow for
disagreement. Still, I burned with embarrassment, my face flaming
as he came around to the pool, then slowly climbed up the ladder
and across to the top above me.

Was it even
possible to be more humiliated, I wondered.

Almost
immediately the answer came back that yes, it could have been my
father up there.

The thought of
that was so horrible that I was willing to put up with anything
else!

So I shut up,
tried to cover as much of my body as I could, and hung there,
horrifically embarrassed, while Ian - that was his name - tried to
undo the knot around my ankle. I felt his fingers on the rope,
there, and on my ankle, and squirmed mentally. He didn’t seem to be
in any big rush!

“What’s taking
so long!?” I exclaimed, nearly in tears from the shame.

“This thing is
knotted up pretty good,” he said, “And your weight is actually
tightening the knots, so it’s hard to undo them. Tell you what,
I’ll pull you up and then it should be easy.”

He lay down
along the bars and reached down. “Give me your hand,” he said.

I gaped. What
was I supposed to do!? I couldn’t remove my - .

“Come on,
Chloe, don’t be a little girl” he said brusquely. “I’ve already
seen all your treasures so you’ve nothing left to hide. You’re
supposed to want to be in the navy, right, well time to grow up and
not worry someone will catch glimpses of your private bits.”

He snapped his
fingers insistently and I, well, I had to reach up. I mean, he was
browbeating me, but he was also right and… and I had to!

I kept my hand
over my pussy and reached up with the other, figuring, well, baring
my breasts wasn’t so bad, and he pulled me slowly up. But at the
top I had to let go of my pussy too, and just climb up and let him
see what he wanted. I snapped my legs closed as soon as I was on
top, and he untied the rope - not quickly, and then climbed
down.

“Th-thank you,”
I gulped, face flaming.

He paused and
looked up at me, eyebrows raised, his lips quirked in amusement.
“Next time you tie yourself up, make sure there’s someone around to
untie you,” he said.

My skin flamed
even hotter!

“I was… I was
just trying to uhm… to…”

“Don’t worry
about it, honey,” he said, climbing down. “I’ve dated girls who
liked being tied up before. It’s nothing particularly
shocking.”

“I-I wasn’t,
but I - l”

“that isn’t a
very good rope for it, though. It’s rough on the skin,” he said,
reaching the ground. “Get yourself some good, soft bondage rope.
It’s much more comfortable. I’ve got some I can loan you, in fact,
if you like.”

He winked and
went out the gate, closing it behind, leaving me gaping and
mortified.

I slid down the
ladder and ran inside, then clutched my burning face at how
shameful, how mortifying that had been! How could I ever face him
again!? What if he told anyone!? Surely he wouldn’t do that! Of
course he would! He’d tell his buddies about the kinky college girl
next door who tied herself up naked and then couldn’t get untied.
It was a great story. How could any man resist!?

But he probably
wouldn’t tell my mom or dad. He probably didn’t even know them
much, and it was hard to see it coming up in the conversation. If
he was some kind of religious prude he might, but he definitely
hadn’t seemed the type. In fact, there was a bit of flirtiness
there at the end which showed … well, maybe he would like to tie me
up. God! That was sick! He was ancient! Of course, he my neighbour,
and had seemed like a fairly nice, good natured guy up until now.
It wasn’t like he was a crazed murderer or something.

So he probably
wasn’t dangerous, just horny, like all men.

I quickly
dressed, then paced anxiously back and forth, wondering what to do.
Should I go and see him and ask him to keep quiet about it? Should
I call him? Should I try to forget it never happened and just hope
he didn’t mention it? He lived right next door. I couldn’t avoid
seeing him again, however much I might hide. And he was right, that
was acting like a silly girl, not a mature woman who wanted to e
seen as a take-charge officer candidate.

There was a
ringing at the front door, and I went to answer it. There was no
one there, though, just a large, thick brown envelope propped
against the door. I took it inside and felt a little sparkling of
anxiety when I saw my name on the envelope, then, swallowing
nervously, opened it.

Black rope fell
out into my hand., It was about as thick as my little finger, and
made of some soft fabric which felt quite pleasant against my skin.
I blushed hotly, knowing this must be the bondage rope Ian had
mentioned. I felt a flare of anger at him, indignation, even as I
appreciated that he was right, that this rope was much more
suitable, much better against my skin.

I wanted to go
over there and throw it at him, and yet… and yet…despite the
embarrassment, I was starting to at least consider his potential as
a … well, as a uhm, not a boyfriend, I guess, not really but maybe
a kind of fuck buddy. I’d never had one, of course. I was way too
concerned with my reputation for that, and was not about to have
cheap flings with guys I didn’t care for.

But Ian was
different. He wasn’t a guy. He was a man, and he was like, well, I
don’t know. He was almost in that “adult” category with parents,
uncles and aunts, teachers, coaches, officers, and other authority
figures. Certainly I had reacted quickly when he had been brusque
with me a couple of times out back, instantly cowed as I would be
if my father or a teacher had growled at me.

No way! No way!
Forget it! God knows what he’d want to do to me!

When I was all
tied up - and helpless - and maybe - naked…

Forget
that!

* * * * * *

Ian opened the
door, and felt a little rush of wary excitement as he saw Chloe
standing there, arms across her chest, glowering at him. She had
the envelope sin her hand, and her face was red. She was wearing
loose white trousers and an oversized, baggy white sweatshirt.

“Yes?”

“You have some
nerve giving me this!”

“Who says I
gave it to you?”

She stared at
him a moment, as if that weren’t an answer she had expected.

“I know it was
you. Don’t even try to deny it!”

“Okay, so I was
just trying to help. I won’t always be around to untie you.”

She blushed
even more deeply and he grinned. “You don’t need t be embarrassed.
Everyone masturbates.”

“I was not
masturbating!” she exclaimed, her face flaming.

“Okay, everyone
pretends to tie themselves up naked so they can uhm, get some
sun.”

She jerked
around to go, then stopped. “Are you going to tell my parents?”

“Why on earth
would I do a thing like that?”

“Okay then,”
she said.

“Like to come
in?”

“No way I’m
going in there!”

“I’m not
dangerous, Chloe. And as I recall, it’s you who are into bondage,
not me.”

“I did not say
I was into bondage! And you’re the one with the rope!”

“How about we
go in the back yard then and I can show you my pond.”

She nodded
grudgingly, looking at him with suspicion.

He led her back
through the gate and closed it behind, and she stared in
appreciation at the huge pond, bigger than her family’s pool, and
the waterfall tumbling down.

“Wow. Nice,”
she said.

“Have a seat,”
he said, motioning to a table beneath a sun umbrella.

She sat down
uneasily and he sat across from her.

“So have you
done a lot of bondage?” he asked.

Her blush
deepened again, and she glared at him. “You love embarrassing me,
don’t you!?”

“Not at all.
I’m just trying to act casually towards it. I feel casually towards
it. It’s you who are thinking it’s this huge freaking deal, like
the end of your life or something.”

“Who said I
thought it was a huge freaking deal!?”

“Okay, so why are you here?”

She looked
nonplussed for a moment.

“Did you come
to have me tie you up?”

“No!”

“You brought
some rope.”

She threw the
envelope at him and he caught it and laughed. Then he pulled the
rope out and ran it through his fingers, grinning at her
mischievously. “Sure you wouldn’t like me to show you a few
things?”

“Oh you’d like
that, wouldn’t you, perve.”

“Admittedly,
the idea does not fill me with disgust. You are an attractive young
woman, after all.”

“Way younger than you!”

“And since when
has that ever been a cause for a man not to be interested in a
woman?”

She had to
admit that it never had been, but she still glared at him.

“We can start
out with a fairly basic, common rule of life. I will never do
anything you don’t want, and never do anything you don’t ask me to
do.”

“That’s for
sure! But if you think I’m letting you tie me up you’re
dreaming.”

“Come on,
Chloe,” he said, serious now. “You didn’t just come here to return
this. You could have thrown it over the fence and I’d have gotten
the message. You’re considering whether or not you could experiment
safely with me because you’re fascinated by this stuff.” He shook
the rope at her. “And yet don’t want your friends to think you’re a
pervert. I don’t know any of your friends, so it’s not like I can
gossip about you. And you already know I’m not shocked and appalled
by the idea of bondage. I’ve already admitted I’ve done it, so you
don’t need to feel like some kind of demented slut around me.”

He picked up
his beer and grinned at her. “Act like a grownup, kid, and admit
that you’re interested in that sort of thing and want to explore
that side of yourself. You sure aren’t going to be able to once you
get in the navy.”

She stood up,
then hesitated, and sat slowly down. “Okay, so maybe I am. But that
doesn’t mean I want to be raped or anything.”

“I don’t need
to rape girls,” he said in annoyance.

“It doesn’t
even mean I want to have sex! I’d just like to - explore that side
of myself.”

“So I won’t do anything you don’t want, you don’t explicitly ask
for. How’s that sound?”

She looked
anxiously around, then gave him a doubtful look. “How do I know I
can trust you?”

He snorted and
stood up, then came around to stand next to her chair, put his hand
on the back and leaned over her. “I can do anything I want to you
right now if I was a mind to force myself on little girls,” he said
in a low growl.

She shrank
back, alarmed, then he stood up with a grin. “But as I said, that’s
just not my style.”

“Wha-what would
you do?” she asked doubtfully.

“You mean tying
you up? Oh there are many, many ways, depending on what turns you
on. Let’s go inside - .

“No! I-I’m not
ready to go into your house yet,” she gulped.

He shrugged.
Let’s try something out here then, in the bright sun, where if you
scream half the neighbourhood will hear. How’s that sound?”

She shrugged
self-consciously.

He gazed around
the yard. Yes, he had a few ideas.”

“Wait here,” he
said.

He went inside,
found his camping gear, and took out a half dozen long tent pegs,
then went back upstairs and out to the back yard.

She stood up,
gazing at the pegs in alarm at first.

“Tent pegs,” he
said. “I’m going to stake you out on the lawn.”

“Oh I don’t
think that sounds like – .”

“Who knows more
about this stuff, you or I?”

“But I -.”

“What are you
wearing under there?”

She blushed.
“I’m not getting naked for you.”

“I’ve already
seen you naked, remember? But that’s okay. I assume you’re wearing
underwear. That’s basically the same as a bikini anyway.”

“I can go back
and get my bikini.”

“No, I want you
to feel more exposed, and even though it’s basically the same stuff
except for the type of fabric, I’d rather you be in the bra and
panties. Just take off the sweatshirt and pants.”

He had a calm
smile on his face, then walked over to a patch of bare lawn and
shoved one of the stakes in. He pounded down with a hammer, nearly
burying it in the grass, then took out the black rope and tied it
to the peg. He turned and looked up at her expectantly, and saw her
standing nervously, clearly filled with indecision.

“You’re never
going to get another chance like this, Chloe,” he said. “Risk free
sexual experimentation. Be a grownup and go for it.”

She flushed,
then drew in a deep breath, turned around, and peeled her
sweatshirt up and off.

Yes, he felt
like shouting. He had her! He had her on the hook. Now he just
needed to reel her in and slip the net around her.

She undid the
pants and turned around, then slipped them down and off. She was
wearing a pink, lacy bra with half cups, and narrow, matching, high
cut panties.

“Come lie
down,” he said.

She moved
forward, blushing furiously, and got down on her knees where he was
squatting.

“Just lay down
here with your wrist against the peg,” he said.

She looked at
it and then at him, and he tried to seem as trustworthy as
possible, then she let her legs fold under her, and shuffled
awkwardly forward before turning and lying on her back well short
of the peg. He was puzzled, at first, as he watched her pushing
herself upwards towards the peg, then realized she was wearing
thong panties and hadn’t wanted him to see her bare butt. He
grinned and tried to keep his face looking open and honest, and not
leering and slavering to fuck her pretty young brains out.

He gently but
firmly wrapped the rope around her wrist, and then cut it before
tying it off. He moved over to her other wrist, pulled her hand up
and out, then wound the rope around it and hammered a second stake
into the grass before tying it off.

I am going to
fuck every hole you own, my lovely little slut, he thought, as he
gently spread her ankles wide, then hammered stakes alongside them
and tied them off.

He stood up,
looking down at her, and watched her pull experimentally at each of
the pegs. He could see the flush moving down her chest, and the
flickering sense of excitement warring with embarrassment in her
eyes. He reached down and removed her frameless glasses, and she
blinked rapidly.

“Nothing to
read here, little girl.”

She swallowed
anxiously.

“How does that
feel? Your wrists aren’t too tight? You can move your fingers?”

“Y-Yes,” she
gulped.

“Okay, I’m
going to go inside for a bit and leave you here for a bit of
solitude. Sure you don’t want me to remove the bra and
panties?”

“No!”

“Okay. Oh,
before I go in. I should put this in place.”

He squatted
between her legs, another tent peg in hand, and placed the tip
against the grass right next to her pussy. He pressed the side of
the stake back into her pussy, angling it downward from her sex,
then gave it several quick hammering blows that made her cry out in
alarm. He drew back with a grin. The stake was now in the ground,
angled towards her pussy, just barely touching it.

“See ya later,”
he said, going inside.
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Insanity!
Really crazy freaking stupid are-you-out-of-your-mind insanity!
That’s what this was. I could hardly believe I had let him tie me
down like this, hardly believe I had taken off my clothes and was
lying here in my underwear! I felt horribly embarrassed,
vulnerable, dumb, perverted, and exposed all at once I didn’t think
he would do anything to me without my permission, but at the same
time – I was laying there in my underwear, all spread out and tied
down!

I didn’t feel
at all aroused. Well, maybe just a tiny bit, but mostly I was
anxious, wary, and embarrassed. That bit at the end, where he had
pounded the stake into the ground right at my crotch had been
unnerving, and even more embarrassing. Now it was there, so close
to me that every time I inhaled I could feel it touching me through
the thin crotch of my thong..

I felt totally
stupid laying there. Yet, it was undeniable that the firm wrists
around my wrists and ankles did kind of feel - nice, hot in a way.
And as the minutes passed my uneasiness and embarrassment faded. I
pulled against the stakes from time to time, seeing how firm they
were. They were very firm. I was completely helpless. I kind of
shifted, strained, and felt my pussy pressing up firmly against the
stake he had pounded into the ground there.

Was that there
for that very purpose, I thought suddenly? Did he expect me to,
like, rub myself against it!? God, he was such a fucking pervert!
This was so sick!

Yet even as I
resolved to ask him to untie me the next time I saw him, I couldn’t
shake the thought that this would be so wildly fucking hot, so
kinky and exciting – if I was naked. I had no intention of asking
him to take off my underwear, of course! No way! It was jus a
thought! The idea was wildly sexually provocative!

But as my
embarrassment and anxiety eased, I began to feel that even laying
there in my underwear was kind of hot, kink of kinky and wild and
nasty. I could feel the grass under my bar butt, and could see the
tops of my breasts peaking out from the top of my bra.

Beyond that was
the growing sense of physical discomfort because I was lying in the
hot sun, starting to sweat. I looked over my shoulder at the house
from time to time, trying to see if he was there, if he was
watching me. It made me blush, and made my pussy throb thinking of
him staring at me and getting all turned on. But until I saw him I
couldn’t even call out, ask him to untie me, no matter how hot it
was.

I had thought
he’d just leave me for a few minutes but it felt like a freaking
hour. I was lying there baking in the heat, energy draining away
from me, when he finally came outside.

“Enjoying the
sun, princess?”

I blushed with
his eyes on me. “It’s hot,” I groaned.” I’m burning up.”

He went away,
and came back with a hose. He grinned and turned it on. It didn’t
have a nozzle, and the water poured out in a soft, solid stream
right onto my belly. I yelped and twisted and gasped at the sudden
cold as he played the water up and down my body. And now I noticed
that he was holding the hose between his legs, grinning as he
poured the water over my face and body.

“S-Stop!” I
cried.

“You said you
were hot.”

He squatted
down next to me, hose in hand, and let the water fall directly onto
my pussy. I flushed and tried to protest, but I was feeling -
conflicted, embarrassed, uneasy, and yet aroused in a dark hot,
daring sort of way. Is this cooling you off, princess?” he asked
with kind of a lewd grin that made me shudder.

He let the
water spill across my belly and then directly on my breasts,
swinging the hose a little back and forth. I was gulping in air,
gasping at the water and the cold and - and - what was
happening.

He grinned and
turned the water down but it was still a solid line of water
splashing onto my chest. Then he slid the hose downwards, laying it
right on my lower chest, letting the metal and plastic slide down
my belly, still gushing water.

I gasped, my
eyes going wide, as it slid across my crotch, and I felt the weight
of the hose and the gushing water slide over my pussy through the
thin soaking fabric of my thong. He casually slid the hose back and
forth, holding it a foot or so behind the spout, then slid it up
and pushed it through the waistband of my thong.

I let out a
little cry, and my eyes got wide, but I didn’t say anything - not
really. I think I said stop, but not in a very convincing voice. I
felt the water gushing over my bare crotch, felt the metal ring of
the hose sliding against my flesh as he pushed it further into my
thong, until it was touching my clit, twisting and turning there in
side my thong, still gushing cold water.

He let go of
the hose and grinned at me. “Think this will keep you from getting
too hot?” he asked.

“T-take it
out!” I gasped.

“You sure you
don’t mean put it in?” he said with a snicker.

He tugged it
out slowly, letting the hose slide across my skin, up over my
breast, and then pushed it into the cup of my bra. The cold water
poured over my chest, and he used the pressure of the plastic hose
pushing down to kind of open my bra a bit so he could see my bare
breast.

“Stop!” I
cried.

He grinned and
eased back. “I’ve already seen you naked, remember. You should let
me take off your underwear. You’ll find this a much more realistic
experience.”

“N-NO!”

“Your underwear
is practically see-through now, you know, now it’s all wet.”

“I-It it is
n-not!” I gasped , raising my head and looking down my body.

“Practically,”
he said, toying with me.

He slid the
hose back into my other bra cup, twisting the length so it pulled
the cup open more and he could see my stiff pin nipple.

“Stop!”

He snickered
and pulled it back, grinning at me as I blushed redly.

“Do you feel
helpless, tortured?” he teased.

He pushed the
hose into my thong again and I squirmed and yelped and moaned as it
slid up and down across that hard, frozen bump of my clit. He
pulled the hose out and slide it up across my chest, pushing it
into one bra cup, then the other. And both times he took the
opportunity to angle the hose out so it pulled open the top of my
bra.

“Still hot,
little princess?” he purred.

He reached a
hand behind my head, and I felt a little tug at my neck as the top
of my bra strap was released. I gasped aloud, feeling a little
shock run through me, but he just giggled a bit strangely and drew
back. He didn’t pull open the bra, though it now just rested across
my breasts.

My face flushed
but my heart pounded with anticipation and excitement. I didn’t
want him to see my bare breasts but - but - but I did at the same
time. He let the water play over them, slowly, teasingly, angling
it so it splashed against the top of my chest in such a way the
water very slowly was pushing the now slack fabric downwards bit by
bit.

Then my nipples
were exposed! First the left, then the right, and then it was like
- god! I don’t know how to describe the wild sexual tension I felt
as I lay there helpless, the water splashing down on my bare
breasts, my bra tied around my chest under them. My nipples were so
hard they hurt, and the water pouring over them made me want to
grind my hips up like a whore!

He chuckled and
moved the water downward, squatting low and sliding his hand in
under my back.

“Raise your
back, Princess,” he said.

“In a kind of
haze, I obeyed him, arching my back, blushing even more furiously
as that made my breasts thrust out at him. His hand slid beneath me
and undid the other bra strap, and he pulled it off me and tossed
it aside.

“You know you
want this off as well,” he said.

And before I
knew what he was doing, he had produced a tiny knife. He slit the
side of my thong, then the other and pulled it out from beneath me
as I squealed in embarrassment. He laughed at my reaction, then
went into the house, leaving me like that. Naked! Naked and
spread-eagled and tied down!

Oh. My. God!
Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!

My initial
response was to pull frantically against the ropes around me, but I
couldn’t pry them loose, and I went limp, gasping, panting - naked,
moaning to myself, my head cocking up and back repeatedly to see if
he was there, watching, in the window.

What was I
going to do! ? I was helpless and naked! I was completely
vulnerable to anything he wanted to do to me!

He could be
looking at me right now! Maybe even taking pictures!

I struggled not
to hyperventilate as I stared wildly around me, then slowly lay my
head back, gulping in air chest heaving. I was naked, spread-eagled
and helpless right out in the open. I pulled, straining against the
ropes, but couldn’t pull free. The sense of vulnerability, of being
completely helpless to anything anyone wanted to do to me, was
overwhelming, and produced both anxiety and a wild, soaring sense
of sexual heat.

And the way I
was twisting and writhing was unintentionally rubbing my now naked,
hairless pussy up against that metal spike he’d jammed into the
ground between my legs. That was having an effect, as well

He turned off
the hose and went back inside, leaving me panting, gasping, and
soaking wet. But the water dried surprisingly quickly in the hot
sun. I think within fifteen minutes I was entirely dry, except for
my hair, and feeling the hot kiss of the sun again.

Ian came out of
the house, carrying something. My pulse ratcheted up immediately,
my heart pounding as he walked up behind me, from the direction of
my head.

“Hey,” he said.
“You enjoying yourself? Want me to touch you yet?”

“No!” I gasped
in alarm. “D-Don’t you touch me!”

“Okay. That is
our deal, after all. I won’t lay a finger on you without your
permission.”

He had a kind
of long stake, like a three-foot high pole, and hammered it into
the earth just above my head.

“Wh-what are
you doing?” I demanded.

“Well, since I
can’t touch you I thought I’d torture you instead. Give you a feel
for it.”

From what I
could see of the thing, it was just a longer stake, sort of, but it
had a kind of branch sticking out near the top, and it was right
over my head, maybe a foot or so long so that I guess the little
hook on the end was over my chest a bit. I had no idea what he
intended as he knelt next to me with a thin cord in his hands

“Wha-what are
you doing!?” I gulped.

“Torturing
you,” he said in an amused voice.

The cord was
barely thicker than string. He tied a loop in it, and then lowered
it over my breast. I gasped, jerking my head up, staring, wide
eyed, as the loop passed over my rock-hard little nipple, and
pressed firmly against the soft flesh around it, the areola. Then
he slowly tightened the loop and it closed around the base of my
nipple.

My pussy
spasmed and I whimpered and moaned, transfixed, staring as the loop
tightened, as I began to feel it closing in on my nipple, as it
tightened, and then tightened more.

“Ahh! Ohh! Oww!
Ooww!” I cried, my body twisting involuntarily as the cord bit
painfully into my nipple.

My nipple
burned with the pain, so hot that I gnashed my teeth as he tied off
the knot and then lifted the cord upwards, sliding it over the hook
– and pulling. I whimpered and then cried out as my nipple
stretched up, and my back came off the ground, arching to ease the
pull.

He chuckled,
wrapping the cord around the overhead branch, then produced
another.

“N-No!” I
yelped.

He winked at
me, and let the loop circle my other nipple, then pulled it firmly
tight so that my nipple burned and throbbed powerfully. Again I
twisted and moaned and cried out as he stretched my nipple upward,
and wrapped the cord around the branch overhead.

“You lie there
and think about things for a while,” he said casually, getting to
his feet and walking back into the house.

Why was I so
silent? Why wasn’t I protesting, demanding? I couldn’t think
straight, that was why. My body was writhing on the inside, even if
it wasn’t moving, twisting and churning with the hot, dark desire
flooding my mind. My nipples burned with the pain, and yet somehow
that burning was inflaming my pussy and making me feverish with
excitement and arousal.

I was laying
there spread-eagled on the grass, my nipples pulled upwards so that
my back arched to ease the pain

I realized my
mistake, now, for it was hard to keep my back arched like this. Yet
pushing my chest up had simply allowed him to pull the cords
tighter, and now I was almost bound to hold my position, somehow,
for the cords bit tightly into my nipples, and when I tried to ease
my position they bit even harder. I pulled feebly against the ropes
binding me down, to no avail.

Yet I wasn’t
trying to break free. My pussy was calling to my hands, wanting
them there, wanting to be touched, desperate, yearning to be
penetrated. My legs wanted to close so I could grind my thighs
together. Darkness swept around me, flashes of bits and pieces of
fantasies making me moan, my skin flushed with heat and excitement
as my breathing came in ragged puffs and pants.

And then he was
there, and humiliation spread through me even as my pulse picked up
with even more dark hunger.

“Open your
mouth,” he ordered.

I gaped at him
and he held out a ball-gag. I gasped, and he pushed it against my
mouth. I didn’t resist, but didn’t open my mouth either – exactly.
My mind was too fractured to make any kind of decision. As he
pushed it down harder, my teeth, my mouth hurt, and I instinctively
opened my mouth wider, then wider still, until it was gaping, and
he was able to force the gag into my mouth.

I’d seen
pictures, seen videos, but this was my first experience, and it
sent more dark heat swirling through my body to the point I don’t
think I could even keep still. I was trembling, twisting and
writhing, moaning helplessly, my nipples flaming, my back hurting
from the stress of my constant arched position.

“I put that in
so your screams wouldn’t draw attention,” he said.

My heart
skipped a beat. What was he going to do to me!?

He grinned at
me, and held up – a vibrator.

I moaned and
shook my head helplessly as he clicked it on. Then he let it trace
a line slowly along my hairless slit.

My hips bucked
violently, and he chuckled, circling my clit without touching it,
sliding back along my oozing slit again, rubbing, sawing it up and
down against my opening. He let the vibrator slide upwards, again
circling past my clit, sliding the rounded phallic tube up my body
and lightly rubbing it against my burning nipples.

God! I could
hardly breath! I was going insane!

He let it glide back down my abdomen, then along my hip and outer
thighs before sliding back up my inner thigh and rubbing it against
my pussy. He gripped the stake there, pulling it out of the ground
to expose me further. He then pushed the dildo forward, putting
more pressure behind it, and I felt it slowly sinking through the
hot, swollen lips of my sex, twisting and rolling in the mouth of
my sex, and then penetrating me, sliding into me inch by slow inch,
a slow, agonizing torture which also send flaming hunger billowing
up through my mind.

He drew it out,
pushed it in, drew it out, pushed it in, slowly, tormenting me as I
trebled and shook on the edge.

He drew it
forth and then pressed it firmly against my clit.

My hips bucked,
quickly, violently, repeatedly, and the orgasm exploded within me.
I screamed, and at the first scream I knew the freedom the gag had
leant me. I screamed again, louder, redoubling the wail of passion,
excitement and release as a tidal wave of sensory pleasure swept
over me. My hips bucked frantically, and he rode my clit with the
vibrator, rubbing it there in short, rapid motions as my hips
bounced and jerked frenziedly.

Of course, my
movements also pulled the cords repeatedly against my nipples, so
that they jerked sharply, painfully, hotly, again and again and
again, the pain darkly exciting, sending a wild hot rush of sexual
passion and pleasure flooding through my already swamped mind.

I’d never felt
the freedom to scream before, and I have no idea how or why it
enhanced the pleasure, but it did. I howled and twisted and bucked
and thrashed in place as that monster orgasm trampled me under
massive jackboots and left me a puddle of goo there on the ground,
eyes unfocused, limp, my mind blasted into near
thoughtlessness.
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Ian could have
fucked her right there, of course. It wasn’t like she could have
complained, or like she was going to be filing any charges
afterwards. But as aroused as he was by her wild orgasm he wanted
more than a quick fuck from the pretty young thing. He’d fucked
pretty young things before, and ultimately, that was only
satisfying for a brief period of time. He wanted to seduce Chloe,
not with love, but with lust and passion and pleasure. He wanted to
seduce her to the dark side, to take her to her limits and then
beyond.

She was so not
his kind of girl. She was a good girl, a studious girl, an earnest
young patriot who studied hard, and who planned on joining the
navy. She was no party girl, that was for damned sure. And
something inside him felt a sense of wild hunger at the thought,
not of fucking her, but of – despoiling her. He wanted to turn the
earnest young girl into a wild kinky slut who would take on anyone
and everyone, who would bend over and spread her legs at the drop
of a hat.

It was
interesting challenge, and yet, he was already well down the road
with her. He had already passed the most imposing hurdle, getting
her clothes off, and keeping her aroused, getting her off, all
without her having cause to turn on him for violating her
trust.

He released the
cords from the overhanging hook and they fell across her lovely
young breasts, still bound to her nipples.

“I’m going to
have to touch your nipples to untie these,” he said. “Is that okay
with you?”

She nodded, her
eyes a trifle glassy soon.

He took his
time, gently thumbing and rolling her nipples between the pads of
his fingers as he untied the cords, and she hissed and moaned as
the pressure came off and the sensations shifted and returned.

“That hurt?” he
asked.

She nodded,
wide-eyed.

“Tell me when
it feels like pins and needles.”

He chuckled a
moment later. “Stick your thumb out when it feels like pins and
needles.”

She obeyed, and
then he grinned, for she had, after all, given him permission to
touch her nipples.

“You gave me
permission tot ouch your nipples, remember,” he said.

He lowered his
lips to one, spreading them around her hard, hot little button,
then sucking lightly, rhythmically as his tongue gently swept back
and forth across it.

She moaned into
her gag, her body arching a little, but offered up no serious
resistance as he sucked repeatedly on the nipples in turn.

“Does that feel
better, princess?” he asked with a grin.

Her eyes were
still wide. She nodded her head, however, and he grinned at her and
picked up the vibrator, which immediately drew her eyes instead.
She moaned as he ran it lightly along her slit, then pushed it into
her – slowly, twisting it from side to side as her breathing
quickened again, her chest rising and falling more rapidly. He
pushed it deep, and then released it, letting it sit there as he
leaned over her.

“Are you
listening to me, princess?” he asked. “I want you to hold your
thumb out to the side. Just close your hands, and stick your thumbs
out.”

She did so, and
he nodded.

“That will be
your sign,” he said. “If you want me to stop doing something, and
can’t speak, you hold your thumbs out. Understand?”

She nodded
slowly.

He winked and
went inside, leaving her alone in her mind for a bit.

* * * * * *

After what had
happened, it was hard to feel the same depths of uneasiness around
Ian, hard to feel worried about him, or ashamed when he looked at
me naked. Yet still, he was a man, a much older man, and there I
was, completely naked and spread-eagled on the ground, having just
– just – had the most powerful orgasm I could ever remember having
– while he watched!

And so I was
mortified, cringing at the thought of him having watched me climax.
It was because – he wasn’t joined to me. I mean, how do I explain
it – he was apart from me. He wasn’t my lover. He hadn’t fucked me
to climax and come inside me. It wasn’t a mutual lovemaking. He had
barely touched me. And so it was like I had put on a lewd show for
him, for a virtual stranger, had debased myself, humiliated myself
in front of him in the worst possible way.

And perhaps the
way he had kept himself separate from me was one of the reasons why
I felt so hot, still anxious, still uncertain, still wary, and
still embarrassed every time he looked at me, every time he touched
me.

He had pushed
the vibrator into me, and that made me blush, as well. I hadn’t
stopped him, or tried to. I had felt it pushing into myself,
blushed hotly, and done nothing as it twisted and turned and pushed
higher and deeper. Now it was sunk almost all the way into my wet
pussy, just the last couple of inches protruding, buzzing there,
just a little away from my clit.

Yet the
vibrations I felt coming from it were transmitted from inside my
pussy, and from around my pussy lips. My clit still felt them, but
more weakly. Still, despite my fantastic orgasm I felt my body
slowly beginning to respond to the sex toy, to the bondage, to the
situation, and moaned into the gag, wondering if I could have
another massive climax like that and remain sane.

Roy returned,
and I blushed automatically, for every time he left me alone and
then came upon me again I felt anew that sense of being naked
before a strange man. He grinned as he squatted next to me, and he
gripped the cylindrical vibrator, pumping it slowly in and out as I
looked at him, then at the sky.

He rubbed
something against my breast to get my attention, and I felt a
little shudder, a tightness in my chest as I saw that he had in his
hand a very lifelike looking dildo, a big cock, considerably
thicker than the vibrator. He laughed, I guess at my expression,
then brought the dildo down between my legs, and pulled the
vibrator out. He immediately pushed the fat cockhead of the dildo
against the mouth of my sex, and I moaned as it slowly forced me
wider, and then still wider.

I felt the
mouth of my sex stretching, felt my pussy lips straining, felt the
sharpness, the aching as I was spread wider and wider, and I almost
put my thumb out - yet didn’t. The head slipped slowly into me, and
the fat, veined shaft followed as I moaned and my head twisted from
side to side. My wrists and ankles pulled against the ropes, and
heat rose within me once again.

I groaned into
the gag, for I don’t think I had ever had anything so thick in me
before. He eased it in slowly, pulling it up and pushing it down,
and I was very wet, and so he managed to slowly force the big fake
cock far up into my belly, to the point I ached deep inside me.

He prodded at
what felt like the back wall of my pussy and I moaned and gasped at
the ache as the head jammed against me there.

He stopped, and
worked on something else, then he held something up for me to look
at, a sort of much smaller version of the dildo. It was basically
the head, on a tiny narrow tube attached to a flat, round base that
could have been a silver dollar.

He squirted a
little tube of something shiny on the cockhead, and then I yelped
as he bent over and I felt it pressing against my anus. I jerked my
thumbs out immediately, but he was intently looking down there, and
I felt the thing sink into me with surprising ease. My sphincter
widened, admitting the fat intruder, then closed – or almost
closed, around the narrow part that joined it to the base. The base
remained flat against my anus, preventing the head thing from
sinking deeper.

He looked up at
me finally. Does that hurt?” he asked.

I shook my
head, and he looked at my hands.

“Have you never
had anal sex?”

I shook my head
violently.

“Well we won’t
do anything you can’t take,” he said. “I will take this out if
you’re really worried about it, but if it doesn’t hurt you should
leave it there a bit and get used to it. One day you are going to
want to experiment with anal sex, so you should at least get a
small introduction to it.

I hesitated,
then closed my thumbs in, agreeing to it.

“Anal sex is
one of those things that you can never tell with women. I know
women who hate it, and I know women who love it, who adore it, and
actually prefer it. I think you’re going to like it. You know
why?”

He resettled
himself beside me on the ground, on his side, and his fingers
gently tweaked and rubbed my nipples, causing my chest to tighten
and my tummy to flutter.

“I think that
part of what gets you off is the shame of what you’re doing. You
get off on doing something shocking, wicked, forbidden, nasty. You
get off on being a victim, on the fantasy of being used against
your will. You find it degrading, and yet you find the degradation
exciting and arousing.”

He suddenly
pinched my nipple hard, and I yelped and flinched.

“You’re also
not adverse to pain,” he said. “I think you’ll like anal sex
because you’ll think it’s dirty and degrading. I think when you’re
put face down on the ground, with your ass up in the air and your
legs spread wide, the idea of some guy fucking your ass will turn
you on like crazy, because it’s so nasty, and because it goes so
much against everything you’ve been taught about needing to assert
yourself, and not let some man use you for his own pleasure.”

“You’re a
princess,” he said, pinching and twisting my nipples so I gasped
and moaned. “But you want to be a slut – sometimes. You get off on
the idea of a man treating you like a cheap whore, because it goes
so much against everything you’ve been taught. You’re a strong,
intelligent woman, and demand men respect you and treat you as
equals. Our whole culture has said that’s the way things have to
be. But your fantasy is to be treated like a whore, to be used and
degraded, to crawl before a man like a sordid sexual slave,” he
said.

He gripped the
dildo and pumped it slowly in and out, grinding the head against he
back wall of my sex each time he drove it in so that it ached and
hurt as it jammed against me. I suddenly realized that I wanted him
to fuck me, wanted him to lay atop me and fuck me hard, to use me
like a whore, just like he was saying. I had no way to communicate
that with him because of the gag, and to be honest, even without
the gag I couldn’t have brought myself to say it, to ask it.

I wanted him to
rape me. I know that sounds bizarre, but the very thought of him
leering at me, tearing off his clothes, and throwing himself atop
me while I was tied helplessly like this made my pussy burn and
spasm around the pumping dildo.

He showed me
another dildo, then, winked at me, and squirted it with that tiny
tube of what I took the be lubricant. I was too stupidly dazed by
arousal to consider what he planned to do with the dildo until I
felt his fingers against my buttocks and he slowly pulled the
cockhead thing – the butt-plug – out of me. And that felt – well,
good, to be honest, so that I made no objection as he replaced it
with the head of the second dildo.

But the dildo
pushed deeper, twisting and turning within me, and as my dazed mind
realized what he was doing I felt a shockwave ripple through me and
moaned into the gag, my head tossing and turning on the ground, my
limbs pulling against the ropes.

And yet it
didn’t hurt, as – well, gross – as it was. And then when it did
hurt, a little, I – I don’t know. I just didn’t stop him.

My insides felt
cramped and aching as he pumped the dildo deep, and I stared into
the sky, chest heaving, eyes wide as he shoved first one dildo,
then the other into my churning lower belly, always pushing them
painfully deep so that I was continuously gasping and moaning and
twisting and making little pain noises through the gag.

He stopped,
finally, and picked up the stake that had been between my legs. He
again forced it into the grass, winked at me, and left me there,
with the stake pressing against the base of the two dildos sticking
out of my body, and me just as naked, just as helpless, my body
roused to a fever-pitch.

With him gone I
lay there in a sort of shimmering sexual fog, electrified by the
wild kinky thrill of it all. My body was pushing slightly
downwards, jamming myself against the stake there to force the
heads of the dildos to grind against my insides. My nipples were
throbbing so wildly they ached, and I longed to feel his mouth on
them again.

The muscles in
my stomach were aching as I kept grinding my hips upwards against
the stake, my overheated body not caring about anything but
reaching the peak of the sexual mountain it had been climbing. My
hips rolled and bucked whorishly, and both heat and anxiety flooded
my mind at the thought he might be observing me.

Cold water
suddenly poured over me, drawing me back from the brink, and I
gasped and jerked my face away as he chuckled throatily. He had
come out without my even noticing.

“Now I didn’t
say you could masturbate, did I, Princess?” he asked, making me
blush furiously.

“I’m not sure
I’m ready to have you coming again yet,” he said with a grin.

He pulled the
stake free, then untied my legs. He lifted them up and back,
grinning down at me as he knelt there, both my trim ankles crossed,
and held in his large hand. He pressed the palm of his other hand
against the dildos and shoved, and I cried out into the gag,
twisting and grinding in pain as he forced them even deeper.

Then, he
separated my ankles, and leaned over me. He was wearing only his
bathing suit now, and he pressed me down, my legs lifted up and
forced back against my chest as if he would fuck me. He forced my
ankles way down, putting his weight on them, jamming them over my
shoulders as he leered down at me from above.

My heart
pounded as I felt his body jamming against the dildos, grinding
them against the deepest pit of my belly. Yet he made no effort to
remove his swimsuit, or to rape me. Instead he held himself above,
as though the cocks inside me were his, holding my body lewdly bend
back to receive him.

I felt again my
extreme helplessness and vulnerability as he ground himself against
the base of the dildos, then pulled back and let my legs down.

“Not yet,” he
said with a grin. “I think you’re ready to move a little further
along, though.”

He untied my
wrists from the stakes.

“Roll over,
Princess,” he ordered, turning me before I could respond. Then he
pulled my wrists back together behind my back and crossed them. I
held them there obediently, still overheated, though dripping wet –
inside and out, while he tied them together there.

He gripped my
hips and jerked them up so that I was on my knees, but pushed down
between my shoulder blades when I moved to try to rise on my
knees.

“No,” he
barked. “You’ll kneel as I direct. Keep your ass in the air. Spread
your legs wide apart. Present yourself as a slut to be mounted,” he
said.

He slapped my
bottom sharply, stingingly and I yelped, jerking my knees apart on
the grass, then farther as he slapped me a second time.

“That’s it.
Hold that position,” he ordered, his voice quite firm now, not
teasing at all.

It was, to say
the least, a degrading position, a very obscene position, my
breasts pressed against the ground, my bottom raised as high as it
would go, my legs spread wide apart. He was quite correct in his
description of me as a slut presenting herself to be mounted, and
my insides churned violently as he stood up and then stood back to
stare at me.

“I’ll be back
in a minute. I don’t want you to have moved any part of your body
so much as an inch. If you have, you’ll be punished,” he said
firmly.

He went inside,
and long minutes passed as I knelt there, my ass in the air, the
dildos sticking out of me, my legs spread, feeling horribly obscene
and exposed. My pussy bubbled and my stomach churned and my chest
was tight with the stress and excitement and anxiety and a deep,
searing sense of erotic masochistic pleasure.

It was several
minutes before he returned, and then he undid the strap behind my
head, and lifted me, firmly but slowly – by the hair! – so that I
was kneeling upright. He pulled the gag out of my mouth, and I
worked my jaw, which was a bit sore.

I didn’t look
up at him. It was too – I don’t know, embarrassing. My mind was
still squirming and twisting in confusion and heat by all this.

“Now there is
another element to this game, Princess,” he said. “For a girl who
becomes aroused by being degraded, by lewd, kinky, nasty things, by
being treated like a sex slave, this should be quite exciting.”

He gripped my
hair and pulled it back sharply, hurting me. I cried out in pain
and rolled my eyes up at him as he looked downward.

“BDSM,” he
said. “Bondage – domination – sadomasochism. I think we can see how
aroused and excited you are by bondage. I think you get turned on
by domination, as well. And now I am going to dominate you most
thoroughly. I’m going to verbally dominate you. I’m going to use
words to degrade you and shame you because that will make your
pussy bubble and boil over with heat.”

He released my
hair, and then to my shock, slapped my face. It wasn’t a hard slap,
but it made me gasp and cry out, my head thrown a little to the
side.


“Sadomasochism,” he said. “That’s a very difficult kink to explore.
We shall do so only slowly, testing your limits along the way.

“I-I don’t like
to pain!” I gasped.

“Don’t you?” he
asked with a smirk.

Then he was
kneeling next to me, his hand on the dildo protruding from my
buttocks. He jammed it up and I cried out weakly. But at the same
time his other hand was down my belly, his fingers rubbing at my
clit. I shuddered, my head jerking back as he pumped the dildo in
my ass and rubbed my clit at the same time.

“Slut,” he said
with a sneer in his voice.

I felt the word
hit me like a blow, and jerked my eyes back to him.

“Tell me you’re
a slut” he ordered. “Tell me you’re a hot, nasty, dirty little
slut!”

“Ungh!” was all
I said, as he jammed the dildo up deep into my ass again, making
cramps ripple through me.

“Tell me what a
cock-hungry whore you are,” he said, his voice dripping with
contempt.

“Tell me how
much you love to suck cock!”

He gripped my
hair and jerked my head back and I cried out.

“Tell me,
slut!”

“I-I am!” I
gasped.

“You’re
what!?”

“I’m a – a – a
slut!” I said in a choked voice.

“You’re a cock
hungry slut!”

“Yes!” I
gasped.

Again he ground
the dildo hard into the pit of my belly and again I cried out.

“Say it,
slut!”

“I’m a c-cock
hungry slut!” I cried.

“Again!”

“I’m a
cock-hungry slut!”

“Again! Keep
saying it, slut! Keep saying it!”

I repeated it,
like a mantra, gasping, moaning, as he pumped the dildo inside me.
His other hand seized the one in my pussy and began to pump that
one in and out as well, but each time he slid it up his thumb
stroked across my clit. I knelt there, gasping, moaning, mewling in
dazed sexual fever as he pumped the dildos in and out of me and I
chanted, over and over again. “I’m a cock hungry slut! I’m a cock
hungry slut!”

He shoved them
both achingly deep and seized my hair again, jerking my head up and
back. At the same time his other hand slid up my taut belly and
over my breasts, kneading and caressing them, pinching and rolling
the nipples.

“Tell me you
love to suck cock,” he ordered.

“I-I love to
suck cock!” I half sobbed.

“You’re a cock
sucking whore! Say it, slut!”

I cried out
again as he jerked back on my hair.

“I’m a cock
sucking whore!”

“Again!”

“I’m a
cock-sucking whore!”

He stood up
above me, no longer touching me, and I swayed dazedly on my knees,
my insides swirling and churning and bubbling.

“Keep saying
it, slut!” he growled.

“I’m a cock
sucking whore. I love to suck cock. I’m a cock-sucking whore. I
love to suck cock. I’m a cock-sucking whore. I love to suck cock.
I’m a c – ungh!”

He slapped my
face again, a little harder, stinging sharply. I could hardly
breath. My skin was flushed to the point of burning, and then he
slapped my face in the other direction. I swayed drunkenly.

He seized my
hair in his hand and jerked my face forward, grinding me against
him, against what I could feel and see through his swimsuit was a
thick hard erection. Fire and fear burned within my veins, but the
fire won out.

“Do you want
it, slut? Do you?” he demanded. “You know you do. You want cock in
your mouth.”

He reached to
his swimsuit and jerked it down, and then he was naked with his
swimsuit pooled around his ankles, and his cock, long and fat and
hard, red and purple, staring menacingly at me. Yet I felt myself
transfixed by the sight, my heart thumping like a drum as that fat
cock pointed at my face. Water was still dripping down my cheeks
from the dousing he’d given me with the hose, and my mouth was wide
as I gulped in air, trying to cool my wildly overheated body.

“Do you want to
suck cock, whore?” he growled.

He twisted his
fingers in my hair when I didn’t answer, and I gasped in pain.

“Answer me, you
slut!” he hissed.

“Y-Yes!” I
whimpered.

“Say it,
whore!”

“I want to suck
cock!” I said in a choked voice.

“Louder,
whore!”

“I want to suck
cock!”

“Why?” he
asked, deceptively mildly.

“I-I – because
I’m a cock-sucking whore and I love to suck cock,” I gasped, my
pussy pulsing now, almost ready to come.

“Open your
mouth, slut!”

I opened it
wide, waiting, staring up at him, overcome by the wild kinkiness of
what I was doing. I had never imagined anything so incredibly
degrading, yet so dangerously thrilling. I knelt with my mouth
open, my face flushed, waiting for him, and then slowly, he pushed
his cock into my open mouth, and I shuddered as it slid across my
lips and then over my tongue.

Oh. My.
God.
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I had not only
never been this aroused in my life, but I had never imagined you
could even sustain that level of arousal as long as he was
sustaining it. I was burning up within my own skin as I knelt
there, the dildos aching inside me, my wrists pulling against the
ropes, and his cock sliding deeper and deeper into my mouth.

I kept twisting
and pulling at the ropes, not in hopes of escape, but because it
aroused me every time I pulled and the ropes held tight. And now my
lips were wrapped tight around his big cock, a man’s cock, not a
teenage boy’s cock, and it filled my mouth to overflowing.

He stood before
me with incredible arrogance, arrogance which should have offended
me mightily, a sneer on his face, his legs straight and spread, his
arms folded across his chest, and he looked down at me as I mouthed
his cock and began to suck.

“Suck cock,
whore,” he said with a terrible contempt that made my body
burn.

“That’s it, you
cheap bitch. You love having your mouth filled with cock, don’t
you. Dirty little slut. Lick that cock, bitch. Lick it hard. You
love cock, don’t you.”

He jerked back
on my hair, forcing me off his cock, and again I cried out in dazed
pain.

“Don’t’
you!”

“Yes!” I
cried.

“Yes
what!?”

“Yes, I love
cock!”

“You love to
suck cock!”

“I love to suck
cock!” I sobbed.

He bent me
backwards by the hair. “Call me master, slut. Say it. Say the
word.”

“Master!” I
cried.

He pulled me
forward again, rubbing his now saliva coated cock across my
face.

“Beg for my
cock, slut. Beg to suck my cock.”

I moaned
weakly, on the edge of collapsing, feverish with the continued
heat.

He slapped my
face and I jerked and gasped.

“Beg,
slut.”

“P-please,” I
stuttered. “Please may I – may I suck your cock?”

“Master,” he
growled.

“Please may I
suck your cock, master?” I sobbed.

He shoved it
into my mouth and I moaned around it as my lips sank deep, the head
choking me.

He began to
slowly pump in and out, pulling on my head, then pulling back,
forcing the head in deep enough to gag me every time, until I guess
I got used to it. I felt rawly, wildly used, my throat being fucked
like it was my pussy, and then suddenly, shockingly, he pushed
forward like usual, pulled on my hair as usual, but didn’t stop. I
choked again, as usual, but his cock plunged into my throat, deep
into my throat, and my instinctive efforts to pull back were
defeated by his hard, powerful grip on my head and hair.

He shoved his
cock all the way down my throat! I gurgled and choked and gagged
around it, but my lips slid up his cock all the way to the root,
until my nose was jammed against his grin and my throat ached with
the size of him filling it.

“Now you’re
doing it, slut. Now you’re sucking cock like a sex slave was meant
to, swallowing your masters cock all the way.”

My chest
burned, my head pounded, and panicky fingers of fear slid through
my heart as he held me in place. But he soon pulled back, and the
sensation of his slick cock sliding up my throat was bizarrely
erotic to the point that a mini orgasm swept over me.

His gripped my
head in both hands, his fingers splayed around me as he tilted my
head back. He pulled the dripping wet cock out of my throat but
kept it in my mouth as I gulped in air. Then he thrust firmly
forward, and I could do nothing to resist as he pushed into my
throat. Again I gagged, and then was overcome by another mini
orgasm as his fat, soft, slick cock slid down my throat, inch after
inch of it.

My nose was
jammed into his groin again, and he ground himself against me, then
pulled back. He began to fuck my mouth and throat in long, slow
pumping motions, griping my head to either pull me forward, or hold
me in place while he pushed his cock into me. My heart pounded and
my pussy spasmed wildly around the dildo inside me, and then he
pulled suddenly out, gripped my wet, tangled hair in one hand,
gripped his cock in the other, and spat wave after wave of come
into my face.

The next thing
I knew I was bent over again, face pressed into the ground, my ass
high, my legs spread, and he had the vibrator rubbing back and
forth against my clit as he sort of spanked the base of the two
dildos.

The orgasm
exploded within me, and I cried out in raw, animal pleasure,
forgetting that I didn’t have the gag in place, my hips bucking and
jerking violently as he held the vibrator against me and slapped at
the base of the two dildos. The hard little thrusting jabs of the
twin heads against the insides of my belly sent harsh little
thrumming echoes of pain up through my body and somehow drove the
orgasm on to even more powerful heights.

It was the
longest orgasm I had ever had, and I thought I was going insane
with the wild pleasure of it, thought I would lose my mind, that I
would lose consciousness. I forgot to breath, my mind wrapped in
the hard, tight, burning grip of the orgasm until, finally,
finally, it subsided, and left me a blasted shell, drooling and
moaning, my eyes glazed and my body twitching and jerking
helplessly.

* * * * * *

His little slut
was coming along wonderfully well. She wasn’t anything to write
home about yet, other than, of course, quite youthfully beautiful,
with that delicious young coltish body and those impossibly firm
young breasts. She certainly was no wonder at sucking cock, though
she would learn.

But she’d taken
in everything he had tried, and loved it. Oh she was ashamed of
herself afterwards, and angry at him, of course, seeking to blame
him for shaming and degrading her. But by speaking to her in a
normal voice, acting respectful, caring, and using psychological
terms, he tried to place in her mind the thought that what they had
done was no more than playacting, and that as such she had no need
to be ashamed or embarrassed.

“The mind is
the most important sexual organ,” as I’m sure you’re aware,” he
said as she hurriedly dressed. “And so exciting the mind is as
necessary as arousing the body. In fact, it’s more necessary. Using
nasty words can excite the mind in certain circumstances, and it’s
clear that it did excite you.”

“Just me,
right?” she snapped somewhat angrily.

“No, me as
well. I’m not judging you about your preferences or desires, Chloe,
because I share them,” he said with a calming smile. “How could I
think you were sick or perverted for having the same sorts of
fantasies I have?” he said.

The obvious
parallel was that she could not think of him as a sick pervert when
she had the same fantasies as he did, of course. He didn’t need to
say it, knowing she would understand the implication.

“Y-You still
took advantage of me,” she stuttered as she jerked on her top.

“How so? Were
you drunk? No. You were very, very aroused, very hot. I said I
wouldn’t do anything you didn’t ask me to, and I kept my agreement.
I didn’t promise not to make you so wildly aroused you would ask me
to do things which you would later feel embarrassed about.”

“I’m not –
embarrassed,” she lied.

“About
performing oral sex on me?”

She blushed and
jerked up her pants.

“You’ve
performed oral sex on men before, I’m sure.”

“Of course I
have,” she said hotly. “But you’re… you’re ..”

“Old?”

“Yes!”

“Yet still
fully functional, as you saw. The only legitimate problem you
should have about doing things with me, Chloe, is that if we were
an actual couple, our age difference would make it hard for us to
find things to do because we don’t share the same interests or
tastes. Also, if we were thinking of say, having children, well,
I’d be in my sixties by the time they went to college. Those
considerations don’t actually apply, though. Remember, this is just
a little game we’re playing, both of us testing and experimenting
with our fantasies in a safe environment.”

“I’m
leaving!”

He nodded
calmly. “Okay. I hope you can put this into perspective and not get
wrapped up in guilt over doing something that wasn’t for once, the
kind of thing good little girls do. As far as I’m concerned youth
is for acting out, going wild, having fun, and experimenting to see
what the world can hold. Time enough for sober, conservative, safe
behaviour when you’re at a steady job and living with someone,
maybe even a mother.”

She glared at him and stalked off, and he shook his head, grinning
at her back.

When she was
gone he went inside and took the memory card out of the video
camera, walked it over to the computer, and plugged it into the
reader. He hummed to himself as he worked, then pulled up the video
and examined it.

He had, of
course, been careful about how he positioned the girl when he had
tied her down, and then again while he was out there, The video of
her alone, staked out, was perfect, taken from the side, and yet,
downwards towards her feet so that the camera could see her pussy
and the dildos protruding from her.

He watched her
body undulate, and listened to her moaning through the gag, for the
boom microphone had functioned exactly as it was supposed to. He
selected several of the frames and blew them up, especially a
couple where her back was arched, her chest thrust out hard, her
nipples incredibly hard.

“Lovely,” he
whispered.

He had again
positioned her exactly right to have her suck his cock, on her
knees, with the camera in front and to the side. He had even turned
her a little while she was sucking him, especially while he was
driving it down her throat, wanting the camera to see him burying
every inch in her sweet young mouth. It was a hot, erotic video,
and he grinned to himself, for the video showed him only from the
waist down, but had gotten all of her in its frame.

Then she was on
her face, her ass in the air as she came, and her body spasmed and
shook with obvious pleasure as she yelped and moaned and whined and
cried out in pleasure. It was a delicious video, about as good as
he could have expected without someone there to move the camera
around, zooming in and back.

He wasn’t quite
sure what he was going to do with it. Possibly, he would use it in
her training. Or perhaps it would simply serve as a fond souvenir,
a memory when he got older.

He had loved
the feel of her throat wrapped around his prick, her lips jammed
against his groin. He was fairly sure that once she got over her
embarrassment he would be able to duplicate the feat, and carry her
further along in her “experimentation” She was as much a natural as
he had ever met, and he was sure that orgasm both her orgasms had
been massive and all-consuming. Pleasure like that could be
addicting, and force her back for more, time and time again.

* * * * * *

I felt –
violated, not physically but emotionally, or maybe,
psychologically. I was ashamed of what he’d done to me, of what I’d
let him do, of how I’d behaved like a slut, what I’d said. I
blushed at every memory that crossed my mind. All except the memory
of the pleasure, which, which echoed in my mind from time to time
like a psychic blow.

I had never
intended going that far. I hardly knew him, after all, and he was
old enough to be my father. There was nothing between us. I mean,
he wasn’t my boyfriend, and never would be. And I felt like a
nasty, cheap slut for having let him do that, for having sucked his
cock, when he was a virtual stranger.

And yet – there
was a wild little prickle of excitement in that though, for I had
managed to swallow him, to deep throat him, with narry a problem.
That was so much beyond what I’d thought of myself! I was a goody
two shoes, and such things were for wilder, more sophisticated,
more experienced women.

I had deep
throated a guy!

Wow.

And yet, he was
an old guy, a man twice my age! I could only shudder and promise
myself that I would steer clear of him from now on, that I would
put this episode behind me and try to forget it.

Of course, I
couldn’t forget it.

I was back to
being a good girl at home, around my parents, dressing properly,
acting properly, like any other teenage girl. I talked to a few
friends on the phone, and watched TV.

But that night
in bed I stripped, spread my legs and arms wide, and relived what
had happened to me, my heart thumping as I helplessly brought my
fingers down between my legs and masturbated to a ferocious
orgasm.

The next
morning, in the shower, I did it again, masturbating as I
remembered how I had knelt before him, begging to suck his cock,
how my wrists had felt tied up, how his cock had slid down my
throat.

I stayed out of
the back yard that day, and the next, and the next, but I
masturbated more frequently, and every time I did so I thought
about that day, and how wild and dark and thrilling it had
been.

I finally
ventured out back, looking at his house, keeping an eye on the
fence line as I swam and moved around. I wore my bikini, and tried
not to think of him, but of course, I thought of him constantly,
and my heart thumped, my chest was tight, and my eyes kept flicking
towards the fence, towards the top of his little mountain.

And a week
later, heart hammering in my chest, I made my way around to the
rear, and went through the unlocked gate. He was waiting there, as
if expecting me. He smiled and held up his drink, gesturing me
towards the seat across the table from him.

“How are you,
Chloe?” he asked, genially.

“F-fine,” I
whispered, blushing deeply.

“Isn’t it a
beautiful day? You’re not out in your bikini by the pool?”

I shook my
head, embarrassed anew.

“Can I get you
a drink?”

“No, thanks,” I
said, kind of dry-washing my hands in my lap.

He sat back and
enjoyed the fall of water spilling from his fake waterfall into the
fake pond below. It certainly was relaxing.

“I have to go
run an errand, soon,” he said. “I wonder if while I’m gone you
would like to further – investigate that side of you, the one that
is into dark, exciting games?”

I flushed. But
I felt somewhat reassured that he had said “while he was out.”

“In what way?”
I asked warily.

“I have a few –
articles of bondage gear. I could let you wear them and hang around
out here while I’m gone, pretending you’re a slave girl.”

Put that way it
sounded more – silly – than dangerous and exciting.

“I don’t think
so,” I said.

“You sure? You
haven’t seen the articles,” he said with a mischievous grin.

“Uhm, what kind
of articles?”

“Bondage
collars and shackles, maybe chains, nipple clips. I would imagine
lounging around in those – and nothing else – alone back here,
perhaps going under the waterfall, would make you feel like a kinky
slave girl relaxing while the master was away.”

“I-I don’t
think so,” I said, but less certain.

“You could wear
your bikini. Only remove it after I’m gone,” he said.

That sounded
more promising. In fact, I had my bikini on under the sweatshirt
and sweatpants I was wearing.

“I… could try
that, maybe,” I said.

He winked.

“But… but there
can’t be any more sex or stuff!” she said anxiously.

He cocked his
head to one side and smiled, then shook his head a little.

“Come on,
Chloe,” he said, his voice low and persuasive. “You’re young and
healthy and beautiful and unencumbered by responsibilities, kids,
family. Now is the time for you to live a little, to experiment, to
see what life has to offer, however wild and crazy that is. Don’t
be so afraid of nothing.”

“I… I suppose,”
she said uncertainly.

He winked and
got up, going inside. She stared at the door, her eyes flicking to
the gate. A part of her wanted to run, or at least, scurry away
before she did anything else she would regret. But she was
intrigued, and his words had hit home. If she didn’t experiment,
see what things were like now, well then when would she, if
ever?

He retuned with
a small box, and she licked her lips nervously as he set it on the
table before her.

“You’ll have to
get your bathing suit,” he said.

“I’m wearing
it, uhm, underneath,” she said, blushing a bit.

“Well, let’s
see it, girl. Come on! Surely you can’t be embarrassed in front of
me given what I’ve already seen!” he said with a laugh.

She made a
face, for of course, he was right. It was quite silly to be
embarrassed at the thought of him seeing her in her bikini given
what he had already seen. Still, she blushed as she stood up,
peeling her sweatshirt up and off, and then pushing down her sweat
pants. He gave a wolf whistle, and she frowned at him
distrustfully, but he only grinned disarmingly.

“This is stuff
from your dreams and fantasies,” he said, letting his voice go
lower and become more mysterious.

“These are
quite cleverly made,” he said, pulling out a stainless steel
bracelet. It had a soft rubber lining on the inside. But on the
outside it was smooth, unblemished steel, about two inches wide. It
had a ring set on one side, and a clip on the other. He lifted her
hand gently as she looked at it uncertainly, and opened it, ten
closed it around her wrist. He made some adjustments, then snapped
it locked and released her hand.

The bracelet
was surprisingly lightweight for its size, yet it was still a
weight on her wrist, firmly circling her slender wrist, and locked
in a way she did not understand.

He snapped a
second bracelet around her other wrist, then took out another pair,
winking as he dropped to his knees and placed them around her
ankles.

She was
becoming more alarmed, even though the sight of them was exotic and
intriguing. Chloe held her hands out in front of her, staring at
the two shackles, for that was what they were, locked around her
wrists. But it was when he brought out the collar that her chest
felt a sudden wild thrill crackle through it, and her legs got
wobbly.

It was similar
to the others, except, of course, larger, and she sat as if frozen
as he slowly placed it around her neck and snapped it together. It
was as unblemished, as unmarked as the ones around her wrists and
ankles, save for a large metal ring hanging from the front, and
another in the rear.

“I have a
mirror inside if you’d like to see yourself,” he said. “It’s just
in the front hall.”

“Oh I don’t -
.”

“Oh come on, Chloe. I keep my bargains, don’t I? Come look.”

He took her
wrist, and she reluctantly let him lead her into the house. It was
beautifully furnished, she saw, and actually larger than she had
thought. But then her image caught her eye and she stared at
herself in the mirror at the metal shackles around her wrists and
ankles, and the collar around her throat.

“Here,” he
said.

He produced a
very short chain, less than a foot long, and snapped it to the two
wrist shackles, then released them, letting her stare at herself
and the shackles, watching her reaction, judging it.

“Is that a hot,
sexy slave girl or what?” he said.

He gripped her
hair and pulled it back slowly, and her hands instinctively came up
and back to free her hair. He seized her hands and raised them
above her head, pushing forward on her back to arch her back.

“Slave,” he
whispered in her ear as she stared at herself.

Her breathing
was becoming more ragged as her excitement mounted. Being in a
bikini inside - with him, was far more daring than being outside by
the pond in one, and made her feel a lot more exposed, a lot more -
naked, even in the suit.

“Would you like
to see the extra pieces which go with these?” he whispered.

“Yes,” she
breathed.

He drew her
hands back behind her head, and when he released them she found
that the chain was caught in the ring at the back of her collar.
She blinked her eyes in surprise, then a swirly wave of excitement
mixed with indignation and suspicion rolled through her.

He returned
with a narrow chain that he put around her waist. A second, even
more narrow chain dangled down her front from that. He had another
chain in his hand, also stainless steel. It appeared to have two
very thin, delicate seeming loops, one on either end. He quickly
undid the back strap of her bra, then the one behind her neck, and
she yelped and twisted in protest.

“Oh come on,
Chloe,” he said, his voice sounding impatient. “Don’t be a little
girl, for God’s sake. I’ve already seen and done so much you really
can’t still be shy of me seeing your boobs.”

He made it
sound as thought, well, she would be childish and silly, and she
felt that way, for of course, he was right. He had been chewing and
licking at her nipples just last week. So it was silly to get all
red faced and embarrassed about him seeing them, but she was, and
when he slipped one of the loops around her already hard nipple the
breath caught in her throat.

He tugged on
the loop, tugged harder, and it closed tightly around the base of
her nipples.

“Ahh!” she
gasped. “Oh! Oh!”

She danced from
foot to foot as the loop pinched her nipple tightly.

He brought the
other end of the chain up to her other nipple, and almost at once,
yanked it tight, as well, so that again she yelped and moaned and
danced from foot to foot. But he ignored her protests, slipping his
thumb under the center of the chain and lifting it up - then up
higher, until he could hook it into the ring in the front of her
collar. As soon as she realized what he was doing and saw her image
she stopped trying to resist, staring at herself.

“Wow,” she
said, her lips forming an “O“ of appreciation.

A ball gag
followed, metal, stainless steel. It probably wasn‘t as effective
as the one he had used the other day, but it looked more erotic and
exotic. But then he showed her something else, waggling his
eyebrows at her as he grinned disarmingly. “Guess where these go,”
he said.

Before she
could react he had tugged the strings to her bikini bottom and she
was naked.

She squealed in
alarm and embarrassment, but he was already, matter-of-factly
bending her over a nearby table, and pushing the already oiled
metal cylinder up through the moist folds of her pussy.

“Relax, kid, I
have to go. I‘m running late,” he said., smacking her squirming
bottom sharply.

The stainless
steel cock pushed deeper, and she moaned into the gag, eyes wide,
as he thrust it achingly deep. The second cylinder followed,
twisting and turning as he pushed it deep into her ass. Then the
chain which had hung down from her belly was brought between her
legs. There were small holes piercing the cylinders at regular
intervals, and she slid the chain through one and out the other
side. She fed it through the holes in the other dildo, the one
sticking out of her bottom, and then pulled it up between her
buttocks, pulling hard to attach it to the chain around her waist.
She had to pull that chain down a little, but got them hooked up,
then slapped her bottom again and let her go.

“Okay, I’ve got
to go out for a bit. You can enjoy yourself as you wish, just don‘t
go upstairs. Oh.”

He unlinked the
chain binding her wrists from the back of her collar, letting her
drop her arms in front of her. Then he went out the front door,
leaving her behind.

She watched him
go, filled with anxiety and indignation, even going to the window
to watch as he got into his car and drove off. But once she was
certain he had left she turned back and stared at herself in the
mirror.
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Holy shit!
That’s really all I could think or say as I stared at myself in the
mirror, hardly able to believe that this was me, that he had put me
in these chains and shackles, that I had essentially let him.
Ohmygod I looked hot and kinky! I turned and posed, my pussy
throbbing around the stainless steel thing he’d shoved up inside
me, my anus spasming around the other one he’d pushed up there.
They were both up deep and held tight by the chain which went
through them a couple of inches below the bottom of each
cylinder.

My nipples
throbbed from the tight metal loops around them, yet they were hard
and hot and tingling with excitement. I looked too fucking hot~! I
sank to my knees in front o f the big mirror, arching my back,
putting my hands up and back, chains visible, turning posing,
moaning as my pussy squeezed repeatedly around the metal cock
inside me.

My hands
dropped to between my legs and my fingers stroked excitedly across
my clit. I was too hot, too wildly aroused, and I had trouble
keeping still. I shifted my knees wider and wider apart, gasping
and moaning as my fingers rubbed at my clit. I sank down, sitting
on my heels, groaning as I eased my torso still lower.

I brought
myself low enough that the base of the two cylinders inside me
pressed against the floor, and I started sort of, bouncing lightly
atop them, gasping and groaning as the nose of each of the metal
cocks jammed and ground against the deepest pit of my belly. The
orgasm swept over me and blew me right up and back off my knees. I
cried out around the metal gag, falling back onto my back, knees
spread wide, my fingers rubbing desperately at my clit as my hips
bucked and jerked convulsively.

God! I felt
hot, slutty, kinky, wild. The hot thrill of sexual pleasure and
discovery rushed through my veins as I slowly picked myself up,
staring at the mirror again. I was drooling around the metal gag,
which was a trifle awkward, but looked - erotic - anyway. I turned
my back to the mirror, bending forward, rolling my hips as I looked
back over my shoulder, then I masturbated a second time, pressing
the base of the metal cocks back against the mirror as my fingers
stroked wildly against my clit.

The second
orgasm caused me to collapsed on my belly, and I moaned weakly for
a bit before slowly recovering and picking myself up again. I stood
up on shaky legs and then tried to get my bearings. I could wait
until Ian got back. That probably wouldn’t be too long, but the
drooling thing was kind of weird, and I didn’t want him to see it
because that would be - well - embarrassing. I tried to remove the
gag, and discovered, somehow, that I couldn’t. It was held in by a
metal chain which was fastened together behind my head, and I could
not, for the life of me, figure out how to unfasten it.

Of course, my
next discovery was that I could not remove the shackles either, nor
undo the chains binding the metal dildo things up inside me.

I felt a
strange, dark little jolt when I realized I could not get free of
anything, that I was locked up like this until Ian decided to
release me. Because in a way, even though the doors were open and
he wasn’t here, I was still trapped here, bound, shackled. I
couldn’t leave until he came and let me, because I could not hide
what I had on from anyone. How do you explain a metal ball stuffed
into your mouth?

That
realization irritated me, to some degree. But it also made me hot.
I don’t really know why. But it was like - like I really was a
prisoner, even thought I wasn’t. So I felt the heat of being his
prisoner, without the fear of really being a prisoner. I was safe,
and yet I was his prisoner, his - his slave, his sex slave!

I looked at
myself in the mirror, and started getting more and more aroused,
thinking of myself as a sex slave. Breathing a little ragged, I
walked outside, feeling more daring, feeling more wicked for being
like this outside. I walked over to the side of the pond, and then
lay back, arms above my head, striking a dramatic pose for the sky.
I sat up after a bit, and drooled onto my chest. I looked down,
moaning. Whenever I moved, my breasts kind of moved with me, and
since there was no give in the chains around my nipples, that made
them tug and tug and pull every time I moved.

It stung, it
hurt, it made my nipples excruciatingly sensitive, and it made my
pussy throb and pulse and burn.

I went back
inside, my every movement making my breasts shake lightly on my
chest, pulling at my nipples. I went inside again, and squeezed my
breasts - because I needed to. God, they so wanted to be touched. I
kneaded my breasts, staring at myself in the big wall mirror again,
digging my fingers into them, mashing them up against my chest,
lifting them, then letting them fall, though I winced as they
bounced against the chains.

I looked around
the living room and dining room and his den, then the kitchen. I
went to the front door, but there was no sign of his car returning,
so I went upstairs. His bedroom was huge, and had a gigantic
four-poster bed, the posts easily seven feet high. There was
another room, a guest bedroom, with a bed almost as bit, but it was
a canopy bed, an old fashioned one, without a curtain. The next
room was locked, but then there was a large bathroom with a huge
shower enclosure and a big corner tub, and then stairs to the
attic.

The attic was
HOT, and yet, already a little sweaty, my chest wet with my saliva,
I walked around it, feeling lewd and nasty, naked and erotic. What
matter if you sweated when you were naked. There was old furniture
here, and old pictures, as well as boxes of stuff he had not
unpacked. I peered at some of it, examining books he had read and
searching, off hand, for some kind of photo album, or perhaps a
clue to his family, his boyhood.

“I thought I
told you not to go upstairs, slut” his voice said sternly from
behind her.

I let out a
scram of surprise and twisted around, my hands automatically going
to my chest, to my groin, trying to hide myself. I relaxed a bit,
then, as I realized it was him.

“Come here,” he
ordered, pointing his finger before him.

I shuffled
forward, embarrassed, excited, anxious, guilty, and wondering where
he would take the game. And whether I would want to go there!

“Kneel,” he
snapped, scowling.

I felt a little
intimidated by his harsh voice, but reassured myself that he was
just playacting. Still, I sank to my knees in front of him, and
that too made my pussy throb excitedly.

“When I tell
you to kneel, you will sit on your heels and spread your legs wide
open,” he growled sternly.

Blushing redly,
I obeyed, exposing herself to his eyes.

“Put your hands
behind your neck,” he ordered.

Again I felt a
mixed jolt, excitement and embarrassment, indignation and
anticipation, but again, I obeyed, quivering slightly, my pussy
spasming.

“Did I not tell
you to not go upstairs, slut?”

I moaned around the metal ball, but nodded my head jerkily. I could
not deny that he had, that I knew it.

“Then you will
have to be punished, won’t you,” he said. “Slaves who disobey their
masters must be punished, after all.”

Punished?! Oh
shit! What was he going to do?! Was he going to spank me or
something!?

Anxiety, fear,
alarm swirled inside my mind with the heat, excitement and
anticipation. He reached behind is back, and drew out - what the
fuck was that? It was like, a little whip! Sort of. It had a short
handle and a long, thin, leatherish looking body, like, very thin,
half as thick as a pencil maybe at the handle, but getting more and
more narrow along its two foot length. At its tip, it was as thin
as the little silver chains leading to the loops around my
nipples.

“Arch your
back, slut. Present your breasts for punishment,” he growled.

He was kidding,
I thought. My back was already arched, kind of, with my hands
behind my neck. I arched it more, sticking them up and out at him,
staring at the little whip thing, wondering if he would really dare
hit me with it - there!

He reached down
to the loops around my nipples, and did something to them. They
both released and the chain pulled free. My nipples burned, and
then they began to sparkle with pins and needles, hurting even
more!

“What lovely
fat round nipples you have now, slut,” he said. “Just like a sex
slave should have.”

I moaned around
the metal ball gag, drooling onto my chest, then gasped and swayed
as he swung the whip thing down across my right breast. He hit my
breast with the last few inches of his whip thing, which were very
thin, yet I felt it. The blow drew a thin line of fire briefly
across the surface of my breast, and sent a hot, bubbling spasm of
sexual heat through my groin.

Oh. My God!

The force of
the blow was very light, though it stung a little bit. But the
shock of having him hit my breast was just huge, and my body
trembled as I watched him bring his arm back for a second blow.

“When your
master gives you an order, you filthy slut slave, you obey it,” he
growled, slashing the whip thing down across my other breast.

Another light
touch, a line of heat, and a little stinging accompanied the blow,
but I could not keep still. My body was kind of trembling and
shaking there as I stared up at him. Another blow landed, and
another, and another, and another, all of them accompanied by him
telling what a filthy little slave whore I was. The lines of fire
accumulated across my soft breasts, and they began to redden, the
lines of fire joining together to form something hotter.

I was, as he
had ordered, sitting on my heels, my knees wide, but my heels were
starting to slide out from under me, my groin coming down lower and
lower until the base of the metal cocks pressed against the floor
below. When that stimulation combined with the sizzling heat of my
breasts an orgasm spilled through my nervous system, and I moaned
and gurgled and sobbed into the gag as it tore at my mind and
body.

I ground myself
down against he base of both dildos, feeling the ache deep inside
me, the twin aches, using my legs and weight to kind of jab them
against myself repeatedly as Ian whipped my breasts. The strange
combination of stimulation, pain and pleasure, twisted and twined
together in my overheated mind and made me insane with pleasure and
passion and lust.

It was all I
could do, as the orgasm faded, to keep from collapsing onto the
floor, moaning weakly, exhausted, drained, eyes glazed.

Ian scowled at
me.

“Since you like
my attic so much,” Ian growled. “I’m going to let you hang around
up here for a while in order to better appreciate it.”

He dragged me
to my feet and led me beneath a beam, then moved to a distant
corner and returned with a log rope. He threw the rope over the
beam, and I watched, heart thumping, chest tight, my breasts hot
and aching. He tied the end of the rope around the short chain
binding my wrist shackles together, then stood back, his hand
sliding along the rope, pulling it upwards, raising my arms.

I stared at
him, drooling, panting, my entire body flushed with heat, inside
and out. He pulled my wrists higher, so that I was forced onto the
balls of my feet, and then led the rope off to the side and wrapped
it around one of the beams.

“When I come
back, I will probably beat you,” he said casually. “I’m just not
sure what kind of whip I’ll use.”

He ran his
hands casually over my taut breasts, rubbing at my stiff, tingling
nipples, then reached down between my legs and jammed his fingers
up against the dildo there, making me squeal.

He rubbed my
clit lightly, so that my hips bucked involuntarily, then smirked
and walked to the stairway and went downstairs. I moaned and
shuddered, staring down at my wounded breasts, at my engorged
nipples, which seemed almost to be sparking like live electrical
wires, up at my wrists above, and then down at my body once again.
My skin glistened with perspiration. It was quite hot in the attic,
as I said, and while I had not exactly exerted myself in the normal
sense my heart had pounded and my blood raced as he had whipped my
breasts.

And now I was
already feeling the strain of standing on the balls of my feet. I
was allowing some of my weight to be supported by the shackles, but
my ankles were already starting to ache from holding myself up off
the floor like this. My mind was awhirl with the wild dark heat of
it all, and I threw my head back, moaning into the metal gag,
staring up at the window above, and the tiny motes of dust hanging
in the hot, humid air.

I was
exquisitely aware of the twin dildos protruding from my belly, for
my legs were tightly pressed together, squeezing my buttocks and
thighs together around them. My clit felt enlarged, swollen, aching
to be touched, to be stroked. A tremendous inner turmoil kept my
stomach churning and my chest tight as my ankles burned and shook,
and I was forced to transfer more and more weight onto my
wrists.

It was silent
in the attic save for my increasingly labored breathing, and the
soft moans I made around the metal ball as I stood there, body
stretched out tautly, saliva slowly dripping onto my chest, sweat
beading my skin now more and more heavily as I was forced to exert
myself more in the heat.

My breasts
ached but in a delicious hot, throbbing way. The little whipping he
had given them had done nothing to dampen the masochistic lust
within me – quite the contrary. I was still in a heightened state
of outraged excitement that he would dare do such a thing, however
mild the “punishment” was, and wondered anxiously what else he
planned for me when he returned.

I had been
afraid, when I had started letting him tie me up, that he would
wind up fucking me, whether I wanted to or not. I had been slowly
resigning myself to the almost certainty that he would, eventually,
fuck me. Yet now I was starting, in a strange, dark way, to want
him to, to want him to rape me, to ram his cock into me hard and
use me like a bitch, like a whore, like a sex slave.

It wasn’t that
I liked him any more, or that I considered him any kind of suitable
date, partner or boyfriend, or anything like that. But… it would
be… disgusting, in a way, to have sex with a guy as old as him,
really slutty and kinky, and it would be degrading, because it
would be done in the context of my slavery, my being victimized,
being tied up and helpless, and in the idea of that, of being raped
by him, was becoming more and more arousing the more things I did
with him.

A part of me
realized that was almost certainly what he had been counting on,
but I couldn’t say no to my inner heat and hunger. Even now as my
ankles shook and burned and I sweated like a pig in the shadowy
attic my pussy was throbbing around the dildo he’d stuffed up it,
my body almost trembling in the throes of sexual hunger and
passion.

“And how are
you doing, slut?” he asked.

The voice was
jarring in the otherwise quiet room and I gasped, jerking around,
staring over my shoulder as he came up silently behind me.

“Are you ready
for more punishment… slut?” he demanded, his voice harsh as he said
the final word.

He yanked back
on my damp hair and I squealed in pain into the gag, even as he
roughly groped my breast.

“You sex slaves
need a lot of punishment in order to teach you your place,” he
said, sneering in a way so badly acted – well he was like a ham
actor, but still, the way he said it, the contempt he put into it,
made my pussy spasm.

He released my
hair and ran his hand slowly up and down my back.

“What
wonderfully soft skin you have, slut,” he said. “This back of yours
is so attractive, so bare, so unblemished, so perfect for the
whip.”

He went to the
wall and lowered me so that I was able to stand firmly on my heels,
and I groaned in relief.

He returned and
his fingers went to my waist, and he undid the chain which went
around my middle, then unhooked the lower one attached to it which
went down between my legs through the holes in the metal dildos. He
removed the metal shackles from my ankles, and replaced them with
black leather restraints. Then he removed my collar, and replaced
it with a black leather bondage collar.

He reached up
and slipped a padded black leather restraint loosely around my
right wrist, then removed the metal shackle. He did the same to my
left, and locked them together around the rope so I was essentially
in the same situation. I wasn’t quite certain why he was getting
rid of the stainless steel, but the leather did feel softer against
my skin.

He undid the
chain around my head and pulled the metal gag out, and I swallowed
in relief, licking my lips and preparing to say something, but then
he pushed a hard black rubbery leather ball into my mouth in its
stead. The pressure he used made me automatically pull my mouth
open as it pushed against my teeth, then open wider. He had to
wedge it in bit by bit with his fingers until it was all inside,
solidly filling my mouth top to bottom and still forcing my jaw
wide. Then he strapped it behind my head.

I cried out as
he pulled my hair back sharply, and at the same time pushed up hard
against the base of the dildo jammed up into my bottom. The twin
pains – the grinding ache deep in my belly and the sharp sting of
my scalp twisted my mind in confusion and momentary panic, but as
he drew his hands back and the pain subsided a white hot flare of
something darkly erotic made me grind my thighs together in
helpless excitement.

He moved out of
my vision, then returned, holding a dildo. It was a black dildo, a
large and realistically shaped one, and he grinned as he rubbed the
head over my face.

“I think we can
give you something more comfortable down below,” he said. “No need
to thank me.”

He forced my
legs apart, and so I was again up on the balls of my feet. He slid
the slick, metal cylinder down out of my pussy, and then pushed the
head of the latex cock against me instead. I have to say that it
felt incredible as it pushed up inside me. It was a little thicker
than the metal one, but more importantly, it had a soft, delicious
tactile touch against my moist skin, and the feel as it went up
inside me, as every carved ridge and vein on the latex prick slid
through the straining pussy lips, was indescribable.

It went up and
up and up until it would never stop, and then I felt the head
jammed up against what must be the very back wall of my passage,
and a dull ache there as he pushed harder. He stood up, grinning at
me.

“Make sure that
doesn’t fall out, slut, or I’ll have to punish you even more,” he
said.

He moved behind
me and gave my bottom a squeeze.

“But then we
have your beautiful ass,” he said. “Hardly touched, virginal.”

He squeezed my
buttocks, his rough male fingers digging into the soft flesh,
kneading and massaging it as I gulped in air.

“What a
beautiful ass you have, Chloe,” he said. “It’s an ass made to be
fucked hard by large cocks.

Suddenly his
face was up against mine from behind, his lips against my ear.

“And I have
just the cock that you need,” he breathed. “Hard and red and
wanting to jam itself so deep in your tight little teenage ass it
comes out your mouth!”

He drew back.
“But of course, that wasn’t our agreement. Still, I do have
something here that will feel nice back there.”

I felt the
metal cylinder sliding back out of me, then the pressure of another
fat black latex cock against the ring of my anal opening. Again, it
was thicker than the cylinder, only, though it was difficult to
tell, even more thick than the one he had pushed up into my pussy.
I felt him twisting and pushing the fat, mushroom shaped head,
slick with some sort of lubricant, against the resistance of my
sphincter, and groaned into the gag as he forced it through.

Yet it was
flexible to some degree, could be squeezed and twisted, and so he
was able to slowly push it upwards into me, pulling, pushing,
turning one way, then the other, drawing back, then pushing up
again. Now and then he would slap my bottom sharply, and I would
squeal at the pain. At the same time, he would use the distraction
to drive the thick dildo up deeper into my ass.

It was
unquestionably the biggest thing he had ever pushed into me there,
and yet it hardly hurt at all. It ached dully, and there was a
certain level of – embarrassment and mental discomfort, of
squeamishness with him doing that, but the physical sensations
were, on the whole, not unpleasant really. It did get worse as he
got it very high into my ass, and I began to feel a cramping
sensation inside my gut as the head jammed against the back wall,
or whatever was deep within my anus, gasping and moaning as he
pushed at it again and again.

“Don’t let this
one fall out either, slut,” he ordered, slapping my bottom.
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Ian moved a few
steps back behind me and I felt the pressure on my wrists grow as
he pulled on the rope. Again I was forced onto the balls of my
feet, and moaned unhappily at the quickly renewed ache.

“Now first,
before you get rewarded, you need to be punished. Or had you
thought I’d forgotten that?”

He moved around
in front of me, smiling narrowly, then gripped my hair again to
force my head up and back. I felt his lips on my left breast,
spreading wide to envelope the nipple, areola, and surrounding
flesh. His mouth was warm and moist, and I shuddered as he began to
suck gently and rhythmically, as his tongue began to swipe back and
forth across my quivering nipple.

I gasped as his
teeth closed around the flesh, biting into it with growing
strength, pressure, pain so that I cried out into the metal ball
gag. Yet all the while his tongue stroked rapidly across my nipple
and his lips sucked rhythmically, so that even as he bit into my
flesh painfully, my nipples burned with a wild animal pleasure.

He shifted his
mouth to the other breast, his teeth digging into it as he sucked
and licked, and I whimpered and moaned at the swirling confusion of
sensations and emotions twisting and churning through my head.

He released my
hair and breast and then moved around behind me as I sucked in air
around the thick ball gag and my mind reeled from it all. Then a
sharp stinging pain hit my bottom and I squealed and almost lost my
footing, my head twisting around to stare over my shoulders at him.
He was wielding a strap of some kind, perhaps a foot and a half to
two feet long. And he had already used it once.

“Bad little
girls get strapped,” he said, swinging his arm again.

I tried to
brace myself as the strap hit my bottom, and another hot stinging
explosion of pain made me squeal and threw me momentarily off my
feet.

“Bad little
girls who disobey their orders get their little bottoms punished,”
he said, swinging the strap in again, sharply.

Again, the
stinging pain threw me momentarily off my feet, as I twisted and
jerked in helpless response. This time I twisted completely around,
staring at him, and he frowned, shook his head, and turned me
around again, before swinging the strap again.

Again it stung,
and again I squealed, twisting and turning, losing my footing and
turning around towards him.

“I can see
we’re going to have to do something about this,” he said.

I waited with a
mixture of eagerness and anxiety to see what he would do. My bottom
stung, but not so much as to distract me from the frighteningly
erotic game he was playing with me.

He clipped my
ankle restraints together, and I felt the hard pressure of the
dildo sticking out of my bottom, squeezed in between my buttocks.
Then he tied a rope to the ankle restraints and pulled it
backwards. I squealed as I was pulled right off my feet, kind of
hanging at an angle, my body bowed. Then I felt the pressure on my
wrists ease. Looking behind me, I saw that he had both ropes in his
hands, the lower one feeding through a ring set in the floor.

My toes touched
the floor again, and then I was able to ease back down, my feet
flat on the floor. Ian came forward, slipping an arm around my
middle, pulling back so that I was straight, upright as far as my
hips. And there he tied off the lower rope. However, the upper rope
pulled my wrists forward sharply so that I was bent forward.

This, of
course, presented my bottom for Ian’s attentions without my being
able to turn or twist out of the way, and he began to strap me.
Each blow was deliberate, and he paused after each one to allow me
to recover. The sound of the strap striking my bottom was loud in
the attic, followed, of course, by my heavily muffled cry of
pain.

The first ten
blows were hard, but after that, with my bottom hot and throbbing,
the rest seemed comparatively easy to take. The sharpness of each
new blow faded into the throbbing heat my skin was producing from
the previous ones.

And so he
struck me harder. I felt the impact now, and bit into the gag,
moaning and thrashing my head. Yet I had no desire for him to stop.
This was so intense! It was so wild and thrilling and perverse! And
it was making my entire body thrum wildly with sexual energy and
heat.

I wanted,
actually, for him to hit me even harder.

I wanted to
feel the sharp sting as the strap snapped against my hot skin. I
wanted to know I was being cruelly tortured!

Even as the
pain mounted, to the point where tears were in my eyes, I was
almost overwhelmed by the intensity of the sexual passion swirling
through my mind.

“Are you going
to obey your master now, whore!?” he demanded. “Are you going to
obey your master, slut!? Filthy little disobedient sex
slave!”

He put down the strap and came up quickly beside me. He thrust his
left hand down between my legs, gripping the base of the dildo
protruding from my pussy as one of his fingers pressed against my
clit and began to rub harshly. At the same time, his right hand
gripped the thick dildo in my bottom, twisting it first one way,
then the other, then pulling back, then jamming it cruelly up
inside me so that I cried out in pain.

“Come for me,
slut. Come while I rape your tight little teenage ass with this
giant black cock! Come for me, you filthy little fuck toy!” he
ordered, pulling the dildo in and out.

He used longer
and deeper strokes, forcing that fat, veined latex cock up my ass,
harshly, so the nose punched into the deepest pit of my belly, then
yanking back again, almost the full length of my anal tube. My
entire body shook violently in time to his harsh thrusting as he
pumped that big dildo in and out as though he were stabbing me
again and again and again.

I came –
screaming at the top of my lungs – screaming into the gag, my eyes
wild, my entire body convulsed with the rush of energy released
into my system. Every muscle in my body spasmed again and again as
he raped my ass with that big dildo, and my hips bucked
frantically, my insides exploding with the wild sensations of
pleasure and pain as his finger jammed against my clit.

Oh my God it
was intense! I almost blacked out. I came so long, so powerfully,
that I forgot to breath. I became light-headed, dazed, and would
have collapsed were it not for the ropes binding me.

* * * * * *

It was hard to
argue that I didn’t owe him some relief. I didn’t even try, nor
would I have if I’d been allowed to. I was more than willing to
perform oral sex on him, though he didn’t ask, really, nor allow me
to do much.

I was groaning
exhaustedly as he set me on my knees before him. I was soaked in
sweat, drained, overheated, and my head was buzzing and fuzzy. He
clipped my wrist restraints together behind my back, took out the
ball gag, and then thrust his cock into my mouth.

I looked at him
dazedly, as thought I were drunk, and did little as he gripped my
hair, tilted my head back, and drove his prick straight down into
my throat.

I did not
really perform oral sex. I didn’t give him a blow job. Essentially,
he fucked my mouth, my throat, using me to masturbate. I gagged
weakly, almost insensible, as he jerked my face in and out,
thrusting his hips forward in time, fucking his big cock up and
down in my throat, across my tongue, with almost as much strength
and speed as he had used to sodomised me with the dildo.

When he was
done, he came in my face, but that hardly mattered to me. I was
kneeling dazedly, only staying on my knees because of his firm grip
on my hair. Had he released my hair I’d have fallen on my back or
face within seconds.

He picked me up
in his arms and carried me downstairs. I felt faint, overcome by
the heat, more than anything else. He sat me on the floor against a
cupboard, and I realized, vaguely, that I was in a large bathroom.
The sound of running water filled the air, and then he lifted me
and set me into a large bathtub. I groaned, laying back against a
padded headrest as the cool water began to rise up around my legs
and hips.

Ian took a
small hand shower and sprayed it lightly over my chest, then up
around my neck, and finally over my head. The feel of the cool
water trickling down my face was glorious, and I moaned into the
gag.

Ian unlinked my
ankle restraints, allowing me to spread my legs and then filled his
hand with soft body soap and rubbed it over my chest and shoulders.
He leaned me forward and his soapy hands moved down my back to my
waist. He unlinked my wrist restraints, but took my wrists in his
hands, pulling them forward, then up above me and down behind my
neck, where he linked them with the back of my collar.

Now he soaped
up under my arms and then lifted one ankle into the air as he sat
on side of the tube. That made me slump back in the water, my head
barely above the surface, as he gently, and erotically, I thought,
soaped up my feet and then ankles and lower legs, sliding his hands
gently through the thick, slick lather up past my knees to my
thighs.

He lowered that
leg and lifted the other, soaping and caressing, rubbing and
massaging it in turn.

I groaned
weakly as I felt his hands in my thick, wet hair, groaned again as
he tilted my head back, and then back, and back further, forcing me
to arch my back, to slide up and back so that, in effect, my head
was hanging out over the end of the tub, my feet were flat on the
bottom of the tub, and I had raised my groin out of the water.

His soapy hand
slid along my inner thighs, sliding deliciously on that thick
lather, and of course, reached my groin. I was astonished to feel,
to realize rather, now that I was thinking a little more clearly,
that the dildos were still jammed up into my body, and that in
fact, hardly any of them, maybe an inch or so, was still sticking
out of me. When I remembered how long they were I shuddered.

Ian’s fingers
massaged my groin, the slick, slippery soapiness of his fingers
caressing my clit, and making my hips buck helplessly.

“Come for me
again, slut,” he whispered not unkindly. “Come for your
master.”

And I did. I
came for him, moaning and jerking convulsively.

He was almost
as wet as I was as he ran his soapy hand up and down the length of
my dripping, soapy body, and then finally behind my head, undoing
the strap there and gently working the gag out of my mouth.

“Are you my
slut?” he whispered.

“Yes!” I
moaned.

“Say it, slut,”
he whispered.

“I’m your
slut,” I groaned.

“Master!” he
said, pinching a nipple.

“I’m your slut,
master!” I moaned.

“Do you like
having a cock up your tight ass, slave?” he asked, stroking my
clit.

“Yes, master!”
I groaned.

“Say it then,
slut.”

“I love having
a cock up my ass, master!” I said, excited by my own words.

“Do you want my
cock up your ass, slut?”

“Y-Yes,
master!” I gasped.

“Say it,
slut.’

“I want your
cock up my ass, master!”

“Beg for it,
slut.”

“Please fuck my
ass, master!” I whimpered.

“Beg me to fuck
your whore ass, slave.”

“P-Please fuck
my whore ass, master!” I breathed, the words like fire against my
skin.

“Again,
slut.”

“Please fuck my
whore asshole, master!” I whimpered, shuddering.

He fumbled with
his shorts and pulled them off. He was hard again, and now he slid
into the water with me. He released my hair and I groaned as my
body slid back into the water, yet, not quite, for his body was now
underneath me. He raised me up onto my knees, spreading my knees so
I straddled his legs as he sat against the end of the tub.

I was gulping
in air excitedly, knowing that I was going deeper into the nasty
game, that I had surrendered my body to him now, letting him thrust
his cock inside me. I’d never been sodomised before, yet now I felt
the dark thrill of doing the forbidden, the wicked, the nasty, of
acting like a slut with a man twice my age.

I knelt with my
back to him, his legs between my knees as his hands guided my hips
backward and down. I moaned as he gripped the dildo and then slid
it slowly out of me. I felt momentarily vacant, then he urged me
down, and I felt his cock slipping inside me.

I reveled in
the new physical sensation. For his cock was slippery, soapy, and
felt even more delicious, skin on skin, than the latex had. He slid
deep into me, and my mind thrilled to the deep penetration as I
sank down fully atop him.

It was
glorious!

I could take
every inch of him into me, and the head made me ache only a little
as my buttocks pressed firmly against his thighs. I shuddered and
moaned, my legs apart, my back arched because my wrists were still
locked to the rear of my collar.

Ian’s hands
slid over my breasts, kneading and massaging them, stroking and
rolling my nipples.

“Ride me, slut.
Ride your master’s hard cock.”

I let out a
choked sob of passion, slowly rising up, then sinking down, rising,
and sinking, moaning and gasping in heated passion as I took his
cock deep into my ass again and again. Ian’s hands massaged my
slippery body, and every time his fingers found my clit I let out
helpless little yelps of wildfire pleasure and rode him faster.

Then, with
Ian’s hand between my legs, rubbing my clit and pushing on the
dildo, I came again, crying out in helpless pleasure, wailing like
a whore, the sound of my own voice shocking me even in the midst of
my come. Yet I couldn’t be silent. I cried out again and again,
frantically impaling myself on his thick cock as hard and fast as I
could as the orgasm rippled through my nervous system.

* * * * * *

I don’t know if
I can adequately describe just how beautiful Chloe’s ass was as she
stood there, straight legged, bent over, displaying her buttocks to
perfect effect there in the attic. The fact that the base of two
thick dildos was sticking out from between her buttocks and thighs
only gave it a more exotic and erotic look as I ran my hands over
her soft young buttocks.

“What a lovely
ass you have, slut,” I said to her.

I was using
words like `slut’ and `whore’ at every opportunity. I wanted her to
associate them with excitement and pleasure, wanted her to come to
revel in the description, to take on the title of SLUT with
pleasure. I wanted her to BE a slut, my slut.

I would
continue to associate the words with the pleasure she was feeling,
just as I would ensure that she was always tied in some way
whenever she felt that pleasure, so that her mind would again come
to associate tight bondage and helplessness, with sexual
pleasure.

I was getting
her more and more used to my touch, more and more accustomed to my
“right” to touch her anywhere and any way I wanted to, even if it
hurt. She was to know that she was fully in my control, completely
at my mercy.

Her eyes were
glassy now, and I felt that the combination of heat – it was
hellaciously hot in the attic – and her physical exertions were
having the desired effect. Her skin shone with perspiration.

My cock
throbbed hungrily within my trousers, but I knew it would be fully
rewarded soon. I was accustoming my little slut to anal
penetration, and to feeling pleasure and pain at the same time. I
gave her as much pain as I judged she could handle without unduly
distracting her from the heat and pleasure, and when she was fully
aroused, fully inflamed, I started ramming that big dildo up her
tight asshole as fast as I could.

My fingers
stroked against her clit, and pushed rhythmically on the dildo
still protruding from between her pussy lips. I pumped hard and
fast, stroked faster still, judging her mood, her excitement, and
her come was not difficult to see and feel, as I rammed the dildo
forward hard, and fucked her right through it.

I fucked her
throat afterwards, a short, fast effort to take the incredible
pressure out of my balls. I spilled my juice across her dazed face,
then carried her downstairs to show her a more gentle side of
bondage.

I cooled her
off a little in the tub, stroking and caressing her. The feel of
her soft skin against my hands, all soapy and slick and wet, was
tactile heaven, as my fingers skimmed along the surface of her
soft, rounded body.

When it looked
like she was up for it, I drew her back across the side of the tub
and masturbated her to another orgasm. God, she was beautiful! And
she screamed like a whore!

I half wanted
to wait longer, but I knew her mind was receptive, at that moment,
to just about anything I wanted, and my cock was pulsing and
throbbing again from the pleasure of caressing and fondling her
delicious young flesh.

I wanted my
cock up inside her. I wanted to feel her tight, teen ass wrapped
around me.

It was not hard
to get her to beg for it, not hard for her to position herself, and
it was sheer glory as she slid down onto me and my cock felt the
soft, slick, warm insides of her belly squeezing around it.

“Ahhh! You
whore, you bitch, you slut,” I groaned, kneading her breasts as she
ground her bottom against me. “Ride my cock, you slut, you
slave.”

And she did.
She rode my prick without hesitation, taking every inch into her
tight little ass again and again as she rode up and down.

After we both
came, and her insides sucked me dry, I rinsed us both off, was
gentle and kindly to her, my voice soft. I continued to use words
like `slut’ and `slave’ though, even as I kissed her forehead, and
dried her off gently.

I dressed her
and sent her home. She left with, I think, some hesitation, thought
now with most of the hunger gone she was clearly starting to feel a
little uncertain about what she’d done.

No matter. She
wasn’t fully in my control yet by any means, but she was getting
there.

I went back to
the large mirror I had put her in front of right after putting her
in the metal shackles. It was new, put there by me only the other
day. I pulled it forward on its hinge and took out the video camera
behind it and fed it into my computer, smiling as the images
unfolded.

What a
beautiful, sexy young girl she was!

What a waste it
would be to put her into a dull blue uniform and have her working
in some kind of office. I wanted her to have a life of eroticism
where her body would be almost constantly uncovered for everyone to
enjoy.

My little
whore.

She had taken
to double penetration like a champ. I would start to introduce the
concept now, of more than one man doing her at the same time, of
two or even three men using her at once, and feed her mind full of
fantasies on how exotic and wild and exciting that would be.

And I would see
how much more pain she could take.

It was
important for her mind to associate shame and degradation with
excitement, and also pain with passion and pleasure. The longer
that happened, the more her subconscious would absorb it. And it
was the subconscious which controlled sexuality.
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It was back
into the attic, only it seemed even hotter today.

Ian put on the
leather restraints from the other day, including the collar. Then
he placed a couple of large cinderblocks on the floor and had me
stand on them. The cinder blocks were about three feet apart, and I
had to stand with my legs spread apart, but it was not a difficult
task. He then raised my wrists up and out, and attached the
restraints to chains. There were rings in the floor on the outside
of the cinder blocks which I was sure had not been there the other
day, and he attached short chains to them and locked them tight to
my ankle restraints.

“Okay, so far?”
he asked.

“Yes,” I said
nervously.

He slapped my
ass and I gasped and said “Yes, master!”

He got the same
large black cock dildo as before, and worked it slowly up my ass.
He had to oil it up first, and take his time, pushing and turning
and twisting, and even then it ached as he slowly forced it up
through my tight anal tube. When it was so deep inside I felt
cramps, he left it there and got another, pushing that one up my
pussy.

He left that in
place, then approached my mouth with what I at first thought was
the ball gag. But this, while similar, was shaped like, well, like
a big, fat penis head. He shoved that slowly through my tautly
stretched lips, and then strapped it around my head.

Then he pushed
the cinder blocks away, and I gasped as I found myself hanging
fully from my wrists.

He moved around
in front of me, a big vibrator in hand, and began to rub it slowly
up and down over my pussy, paying specific attention, of course, to
my clit. My breathing, already getting ragged from finding myself
hanging from my wrists, became even more labouredly as my clit
began to sparkle and tingle with sexual hunger and need.

“Like that,
don’t you, slut?” he said.

I moaned into
the gag.

My lower body,
my hips, began to jerk and spasm instinctively, and he pulled the
vibrator away and turned it off. “I’ll be back - eventually,” he
said.

And like the
other day, he left me alone in the attic, panting for breath,
overheated, sweating profusely already, only this time, hanging
freely from my wrists, which were already starting to ache and
urn.

But God it was
exciting! I was hanging fully by my wrists! My body felt heavy
below me, like my legs were dragging down the rest of me. Sweat
trickled slowly down my forehead, down my breasts and along my ribs
and hips. You wouldn’t know it, just from hanging there in place,
but for some reason it was taking a lot of energy out of me just
hanging there. I’m not at all sure why, but it was hard, and I soon
felt properly, well tortured, for want of a better word, my dark
fantasies flowed through my mind and I moaned excitedly.

There was no
way I could come, though, not quite. My body throbbed hotly, and my
imagination ran all kinds of feverish scenarios about rape and
torture, but my body just kept getting more and more exhausted,
more and more drained, and more and more sweaty.

I slowly arched
and twisted and strained as I hung in place, exulting in the deep,
dark, hot eroticism of being hung naked by my wrists, of the
helplessness and masochistic pleasure.

When Ian
returned I looked up at him, moaning into the gag excitedly, yet
anxiety flowed through me, as well, for he had the whip with him,
the one he had used the other day - the flog.

“It’s time for
you to be whipped, slave girl,” he said.

The first blow
that hit my back I realized that this was definitely not the whip
from the other day. This one was stronger, harder, heavier, and
when it cut across my back I felt lines of fire slicing into my
soft flesh, and gasped and arched convulsively. I felt a momentary
panic at the strength of the pain, but it eased so quickly - and
then he slashed the flog across my back a second time, and again I
cried out at the pain, but again it eased quickly.

But not
completely. He swung the whip slowly, deliberately, and each blow
caused me to cry out into the gag, caused my body to jerk and
shudder. And then as I realized how well-gagged my voice was, I
began to give vent to my cries, and even to play up to them,
screaming into the gag each time the whip cut across my shoulders
or back or buttocks.

It was like I
was being whipped - for real!

Of course, I
told myself that I wasn’t, that it was only a light flog and he was
taking it easy on me, but it was still tremendously arousing as the
sharp, stinging blows landed, and I jerked and moaned and cried out
through the penis gag, body hanging in mid-air, spread-eagled -
helpless.

It - hurt. I
mean, each blow stung, and while the sharp sting faded, it left
behind a dull, throbbing ache. As blow after blow landed across my
back and bottom, that ache grew and spread out until my entire back
and bottom were flaming hot and sore.

And yet I was
still wildly aroused.

When he moved
around I front of me I felt a hot, churning sense of fear and
anxiety, and moaned, shaking my head at him, but he swung the flog
down and I screamed freely into the gag as the long, thin leather
laces spread out and snapped stingingly down across my breasts. I
yanked wildly against the restraints, as the shockwave of pain hit
me, then hung, gasping, moaning at the echoing remembrance of that
sharp stinging pain. Another blow followed, though, and again I
screamed into the gag, jerking against my bonds. Another blow, and
another, and another, before I could even get my breath, even fit y
fragmented mind together.

I could hardly
believe this It was so darkly arousing and thrilling, so that even
with the sharp, stinging pain my pussy bubbled and boiled with lust
and passion and excitement. I clenched my teeth5, gasping and
moaning and crying out as the flog slashed down across my chest and
then even my belly! I felt as though I were on a wild, out of
control thrill ride, perhaps a roller coaster where you fear you
could go off the rails at any moment!

Ian stopped,
and I gasped, for breath, moaning through the gag. I was dripping
wet, inside and outside, and the entire surface of my skin felt raw
- as though I had a sunburn. Ian put the flog down, and I felt a
surge of relief. But then he produced a thin crop, not much over a
foot and a half long. It had a small red leather hand, like a
little glove at the ed, and he stood before me and then began to
smack that little flat hand down across my right nipple in rapid
little motions that had me moaning and writhing and twisting
against the restraints.

He was hitting
my aching nipple so fast the little thing was a blur of motion.
Then he shifted his aim and started whipping my other nipple, so
that both were sore, swollen and burning.

He turned away,
took a swallow of a glass of ice water - I thought, but then tuned
back to me and smiled, showing me an ice cube between his teeth. He
bent over, bit the center of my aching breast, and pressed his cold
mouth against my flesh, sucking and licking and mouthing it with
the ice cube twisting and turning within. It was a bizarre
sensation, and then his fingers moved to grip the base of the dildo
protruding from my pussy and started to jab it upwards even as his
thumb stroked across my clit.

I lost it. I
just - lost it. The orgasm swept through me like a freight training
roaring out of a tunnel and car fatter car rolled over my mind just
as orgasm after orgasm swept me along in a churning, frothing wall
of sensory floodwater.

Ian made me
come several times like that, then dropped to his knees and started
licking and sucking on my clit, with the remnants of the ice cube
still in his mouth, and made me come several more times. Then for
good measure he pulled the dildo out of my ass, sheathed his cock,
and sodomised me, his right hand tugging on the dildo, his thumb
stroking on my clit, and his left holding an ice cube and rubbing
it over my nipples and breasts as he bit and sucked on the nape of
my neck.

How could any
girl have stayed sane with all that happening?

I was an
absolute mess, a bedraggled mass of exhausted, dripping wet,
overheated girl flesh being abused and tortured, and now sodomised!
His big cock moved in and out of my gut, the head plunging deep
within me, making me ache in the pit of my belly, like it was
punching me deep inside. I moaned in helpless submission as he
thrust into me, feeling raped, but like, in an excited way, if you
understand what I mean.

A masochistic
haze seemed to have settled over me, and I just gloried in all that
was being done to me. When he yanked back my hair cruelly, closed
his hand around my throat, and gnawed on my earlobe, I just gurgled
and moaned, and spasmed and climaxed again. I don’t even know how
many times I came. It was amazing! I’d never been a girl to have
multiple orgasms before. I thought such people were freaks of
nature, to be honest.

I think I
partly passed out, for I was so dazed and feverish I hardly
remember Ian carrying me back downstairs and bathing me.

But I came
fully awake as he was tying me into place in his bed, the cool
sheets under mea s he bound my wrist together above my head to the
headboard. I was still gagged, and could say nothing as I stared up
at him through my bleary eyes and waited to see what he would dot o
me.

He stripped,
naked, and there was really little doubt after tat. As weary and
drained a I was, I felt my pussy throb weakly as I saw his cock
dangling down as he crawled into bed. He spread my legs wide, but
didn’t tie them down. Instead he slid to his belly between them,
his hands keeping my thighs apart, and began to gently and
patiently tongue my pussy.

I groaned
weakly, staring up at the ceiling, my fingers shifting tiredly up
above my head. He spread my legs wider still, his tongue pushing in
through the soft, swollen folds of my sex, dipping, darting and
caressing me in that most intimate of places. Tired as I was, his
tongue work soon had my hips grinding and rolling up at him as I
gasped and moaned and gulped in air, my heart beating faster, my
pulse racing.

And then he was
climbing up, and settling into place between my spread legs,
between my knees, which he pushed out to either side. I felt his
hardness crushed between us. Then he raised his hips, guided the
head of his cock into the warm, moist, pulsating opening to my
body, and pushed down and into me. I moaned helplessly, excitedly,
yet even then with a strange sense of denial as his big cock slid
down through the tight, slick folds of my sex, and filled me up to
the brim.

Aside from my
wrists being bound - and my gag - it was practically a routine,
missionary kind of sex, one I’d had before. Yet the bondage made
the difference, that and the preparation which made his cock move
so easily inside me, despite my tightness. His chest mashed down on
my breasts as his lips and teeth moved against the nape of my neck.
His hips ground and rolled as he twisted his cock around inside me,
then he began to thrust in and out with short, sharp strokes.

I told myself
that I had known that it must eventually come to this, that he
would eventually be fucking me. I told myself I had been hopelessly
naïve to have ever thought otherwise. And that dark side of me
gloried in being fucked like this, tied up and helpless. There was
more to it than the bondage, of course. I sensed that he had
manipulated me from the start, abused my relative innocence, all to
make me his little fuck toy. And I felt ashamed at having fallen
for it, and yet - and yet I felt aroused at this reinforcing my
masochistic sense of victim hood, of being cruelly, sexually abused
and used.

I felt a
desire, then, to be raped, to have my clothes torn violently away
and be forced to submit, to him, to someone, to anyone. That dark,
masochistic side of me was riding a strange dark wave of sexual
outrage, of passion and excitement at the notion of myself as an
abused girl and he as the leering, cruel lothario. It was even
close o the truth, which made it all the more exciting.

Ian began to
thrust into me more strongly, and my excitement mounted as his big
cock punched into my pussy. Then he slid his hands down along my
legs, gripping them behind the knees, and lifting them up and back.
His hands slid firmly along my legs, downwards, raising my legs up
and back higher, until the soles of my feet were pointed at the
ceiling above my head. He extended his arms, his hips working and
out, fucking me with long, deep strokes that made me moan and twist
in hot pleasure.

As his thrust
grew more powerful I felt myself aching inside. His cock was thick
and long and ached as it punched into me. And the harder and faster
he did it the more it ached. Yet the ache made my mind squirm with
pleasure. He gripped my ankles now, forcing them even further back,
my shins jammed up over my shoulders as he bent me in two and his
hips rose and fell hard and fast. I grunted and gasped with every
deep thrust, feeling utterly impaled, utterly used by his hard
fucking

There was no
mistaking what he was doing for anything else. He was not making
love to me, nor even screwing me, nor having sex with me. He was
FUCKing me. I grunted again and again as his hips slapped hard
against my upraised buttocks and his cock speared deep into my
aching, burning belly. The mattress jerked and shook beneath me as
the bed creaked and protested.

He forced
another orgasm into my exhausted body, and even as its muscle
spasms began to fade he was pulling back, roughly flipping me over,
and repositioning me on my knees. With my face and chest o the
mattress, my arms extended before me, and my hips raised high, he
drove himself into me from behind and continued his hard, even
brutal fucking. I cried out as he grabbed a fistful of my hair,
yanking back on it as he rode me, his upper body leaning over me as
his hips slammed into my bottom with bruising force, and his cock
thrust into me again and again and again.

I was so wet I
could hear the slurping sounds his cock made as it rammed into my
tight pussy, could almost imagine my juices squirting out around
his thick pole of meaty flesh. And that pole was just – drilling –
into me, his hips slapping against my buttocks and kind of rolling
them up and back with every thrust. My knees were awkwardly spread
on the bed, and my head pushed back, first by the pressure of my
chin against the mattress, then by his hands gripping my hair and
yanking my head back with every thrust.

I was being
fucked so hard, so HARD, so DEEP. He was rutting like a dog and I
was a bitch in heat, gasping and grunting and moaning and
whimpering into the gag that filled my mouth as Ian – as my master…
as my MASTER – fucked me hard, the way a whore like me deserved and
needed to be fucked!

Oh God it was
so good! It was so wild and raw and carnal and animalistic! And it
hurt! My buttocks felt bruised and sore, my insides raw and raped,
my scalp stinging, my back aching. And still he rutted into me,
riding me, using me like an animal. I felt a strange sense of
almost sublime calm and acceptance, as though this were the way
things were supposed to be, submitting totally to my master as he
used me as he wanted.

Another orgasm
blossomed within my lower belly and spread out through every nerve
and sinew in my trembling, quivering, convulsing body as Ian
continued to pound into me, and my eyes rolled back in my head as
the intensity of the come rolled my mind like a ball in the
surf.

* * * * * *

There was a
knock at his back door. He knew who it must be, and felt a stirring
of anticipation as he walked through the house to the patio door
and slid it aside. She was wearing shorts and a t-shirt, quite
normal for a girl her age, but she was blushing as he looked at
her. She licked her lips nervously, and then started to speak, but
he held up his hand to stop her.

“Just a moment,
Slave Chloe,” he said. “I think that in presenting yourself to your
master, you should always do so on your knees, like the filthy
little slave you are.”

The statement
was insulting and outrageous but it was in keeping with the “game”
they were playing, or at least, that she seemed to think they were
playing, and he could tell that it aroused her even as it insulted
and irritated her. He pointed down, and frowned, and after a
moment, looking like she felt silly - and yet excited - Chloe
dropped to her knees on the porch just outside the door.

“Now what would
you like to say, Slave Chloe?”

“I uhmm, I was wondering if I could show you something and we could
maybe do it next time,” she said.

“That is not
the way you make a request to your master, slave,” he said.

“Ian,” she
started to protest.

He slapped her
ace sharply enough for her to gasp, for her face to be jerked to
one side. A look of anger came over her, but it was momentary, her
expressions shifting rapidly through confusion, arousal,
indignation, and excitement.

“Beg me, slut,”
he said in as pompous a voice as he could, wanting to exaggerate
his attitude so she would take it as part of her “game”.

“Uhm, master,”
she said hesitantly, “I was wondering if you had ever heard of a
kind of punishment where a girl sits kind of uhm, straddling a pole
or something, tied up like that, you know, and - .

“You’re
referring to the horse, slave girl.”

“Yes!” she
excitedly.

He slapped her
face again, and gain he saw anger, indignation, excitement, heat
and anxiety sweep over it.

“Yes, master,”
she said.

“What about it,
slut?”

“I uh, was wondering if maybe you would like to punish me like
that, master,” she said.

“Have you done
something which merits punishment, slut?”

She looked up uncertainly and he shook his head and held his hand
up. “No matter. A master requires no specific act of disobedience
in order to punish his slave. The filthy sluts should be punished
continuously, except when they’re being raped. Would you not agree,
slut?”

“Yes, master,”
she gulped, face flushed.

“Have you ever
been raped, slut?”

“No, masters,”
she said, face reddening further.

“But the idea
excites you, doesn’t it, you filthy little whore?”

“Yes, master,”
she said, dropping her eyes in embarrassment.

“Beg me to rape
and punish you, slut,” he said with a sneer. “beg your master.”

Face hot, she
took a shuddering breath. “Please rape and punish me, master,” she
breathed.

“On your belly,
whore, with your lips against my foot,” he said arrogantly.

Again she
seemed to shudder, but she slowly dropped down, first onto her
elbows, then draped across the doorway, her breasts against the
floor as she reached out for his ankle. Her eyes seemed to grow
glassy as she pushed out her tongue, first just barely sliding it
past her lips. Then, as she appeared to get into it, her tongue
pushed out far and she licked excitedly at his shoe, moaning as she
breathed.

“That’s it, you
filthy fucking whore,” he sneered. “Show me what a vile, miserable
little slut you are! Show your master how submissive you are in
your miserable slavery! You foul whore!”

She moaned and
licked his foot even harder, her tongue lapping at his ankle, then
along the sides. He raised his foot up off the floor, and she
breathlessly licked at the underside.

He yanked his
foot back after a minute. “All right, whore. Go home while I see
what I can do to properly prepare your punishment. You will wait
for your cell phone to vibrate with my message, and then you will
return here. But you will not knock at the door, but come inside.
Is that clear, you filthy slut?”

“Yes, master!”
she moaned.

“Then get out
of my sight!”

Ian smiled as
she backed away, climbed to her feet and then hurried away, face
and ears still red. She was proving to be even more fun than he had
hoped.

He went
downstairs and examined what he had available. If the piece of wood
was too sharp it would risk harming her, and the pain would build
up too quickly and too sharply for her to spend enough time on it.
If it was too dull it would hardly hurt at all., merely being an
uncomfortable seat. He saw nothing suitable so he went out to the
car and drove to the hardware store. He found what he was looking
for in a four by four by eight post, sold for fences.

He bough it,
brought it home and down to the basement. Four inches was far too
wide a seat, of course, but he had no intention of setting it on
its side. Instead, he wanted it on its edge, with a corner pointed
up. To do that he put it on the band saw and sawed the post in half
lengthwise, right through the middle. This gave him two eight foot
long lengths of wood which were triangular. He got out his sander
and made sure the length he was going to use had no rough edges,
then varnished it to get a smooth, satiny finish.

He fastened the
length of wood I place between two of the ceiling posts in the
attic, then went downstairs to further prepare for his young
visitor.
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The feel my
phone buzzing made me jump. I licked my lips and pulled it out. The
message said “Wear what you were wearing yesterday evening when you
went out.”

I frowned in
surprise, then thought back a bit. Yesterday evening my family had
gone to a fast food restaurant for dinner. I had worn a blue,
button-down shirt, and a pair of light, white, linen trousers. Why
did he want me wearing them again? And was he watching me? Stalking
me? No, most likely he’d just been looking out his window and seen
me. But they weren’t at all sexy so why…

I felt my pussy
throb, and didn’t pause to consider it any further. I hurried
upstairs, put the same clothes on, then went across, going through
the rear, again. I slid the door open, wondering why all the lights
were off, and hesitated in calling out. Should I call out `Ian’ or
`Master’. Better to play it safe, I thought. I was just opening my
mouth to call out when a darker shadow moved out from behind the
curtain and I screamed as a black clad arm swept around me and
jerked in tight around my throat.

I was yanked
back against a hard male body as I struggled wildly, instinctively,
to pull the arm free of my throat. The other hand groped my breast
roughly, and then I heard a light, but almost maniacal laugh in my
ear. The arm whipped back from my throat and I was spun around so
quickly that I didn’t even have time to focus my vision before a
hand slapped my face hard.

I spun around
again, thrown against the back of a sofa, and he was on me
immediately, a black clad man wearing a black mask which obscured
all but his eyes. Even those were covered in dark glasses as his
hands went to the front of my blouse and tore it open from top to
bottom. Buttons popped across the room, and then his hands tore my
bra down and squeezed my breasts painfully hard.

I screamed,
again in instinctively response, grabbing at his wrists. He slapped
my face again, and I spun around dazedly, falling across the back
of the sofa again, this time on my belly. He grabbed at my hair,
and again I screamed as I was yanked back hard, up and back and
flung to the floor.

It was all
happening so fast, so violently that I hardly had time to think,
much less react! But a part of me realized this was Ian, of course,
and he was doing – doing what I had begged him to do! He was raping
me! I was going to be raped! Just like I had begged, just like I
had fantasized about! Well, not exactly, for I hadn’t imagined the
pain, really.

And again I
felt it, for he dropped to his knees between my spread legs, and as
I half started to sit he slapped my face again, throwing me back to
the floor.

His hands
grabbed at the front of my trousers, snapping the catch, roughly
yanking down the zipper, then tearing the trousers out from under
my buttocks, and down my legs, forcing my legs up into the air
suddenly, then letting them drop as he threw the trousers behind
him.

He tore my
panties off and then threw himself atop me, his lips crushing mine,
bruising, powerful, forceful as his tongue thrust into my mouth. I
felt his hardness against me and moaned into his mouth as he
reached down and jammed it against my pussy. He rubbed the head a
couple of times, and almost at once I realized that he had lubed
his cock.

Still, and
despite my growing sense of thrilled arousal as I understood what
was happening, it hurt as he rammed it into me, as he forced his
cock deep without giving me any time to adjust.

And then he
started to use me, roughly, cruelly, crudely, pulling at my hair so
he could tear my head to one side and bite and suck at the nape of
my neck, groping my breasts hard, then biting at the nipples. He
pulled back, his powerful gloved hands on my thighs flipping me
onto my belly as though I were weightless. He jerked my hips up and
thrust into me again, then grabbed at my torn blouse, tearing it
back over my shoulders, down my arms, and off.

He tore off my
bra, and rode me furiously, pulling at my hair, groping my breasts,
using me wildly as he pretended to be the rapist that I had
fantasized about. It was wild and animal, and I felt totally out of
control! It hurt, he was hurting me deliberately, being
deliberately violent. My insides burned and churned and I cried out
again and again as he roughly used and groped and slapped at
me.

He yanked my
hair up and back and again I cried out as he slapped my ass, and
rode me hard.

He began to
slow his pace, and I, gasping for breath wildly, tried to catch my
breath. My phone rang, absurdly, and continued to ring as he drove
his cock slowly in and out of me. And then he reached out to where
it had fallen, flipped it open, and answered it, putting it on
speaker.

“Chloe, is that
you?” a voice said.

It was Ian’s
voice.

“I got hung up
and won’t be there for about twenty minutes. Just hang around until
I get there,” he said.

It was Ian’s
voice!

My eyes got
huge and my mouth dropped, and then the guy behind me hung up, and
I heard a deep little snicker as he yanked back on my hair and
began to pick up the pace.

I was frozen,
shocked, and stared sightlessly ahead of me as he rode me, then I
almost instinctively tried to bolt. He grabbed my hair and yanked
me back, making me cry out in pain – and now fear. He grabbed at my
flailing arms, forcing my wrists back together behind my back, and
crossed my wrists, then forced them upwards along my spine, up
between my shoulder blades, and held them there as he continued to
rape me.

The fear
controlled me for a long minute, but then it began to slowly
dissipate in the face of his hard, steady thrusts.

I was being
raped. God, I was being raped !I was being raped like a helpless
little whore! I was being raped by a stranger who had torn away my
clothes and was just – just using me! The masochistic heat began to
rise within me once more, and as he picked up the pace my grunts
and moans were as much from helpless dark pleasure as pain. What a
slut I was! Being raped and loving it!

Every pull of his hands against my hair was now somehow more
shocking, more outrageous. Every time he roughly groped my breast
or slapped my bottom made me yelp and shudder with hot, steaming
masochistic desire and wild, erotic passion.

He flipped me
over again, just as roughly as he had the first time, entered me
and then forced my ankles up and back hard, bending me in two and
ramming his hips down into my gaping pussy. I was wet, and hot, and
my eyes were starting to glaze over as my mind give itself up to
the passion, submitting to the sense of helplessness and his
strength and power.

I moaned and
whimpered as he raped me, but my body flashed and flared and
thrummed with heat and hunger and passion, and when he jammed
himself balls-deep and ground himself against me, I came, crying
out, sobbing brokenly as the orgasm made my body buck and jerk and
tremble and thrash beneath him.

He pulled back,
let my legs drop, hurriedly moved his body upwards, and then
squeezed and pumped his cock, spraying white wads of come all over
my face.

Then he pulled
off the glasses and mask and Ian smirked down at me.

I felt a wild
sense of relief, and the fear drained out of me even as I lay there
gasping, chest heaving, trying to recover from my wild, bruising
fuck.

“Such a naïve
little girl,” he said. “Did you like being raped, slave?”

I moaned weakly, and then found the strength, in the face of his
sudden scowl, to say “Yes, master.”

“Even when you
thought it was a stranger raping you, you still came like a whore,”
he sneered.

I couldn’t deny
it.

He let me
recover somewhat, then led me upstairs to the attic. I wanted to
protest, but a part of me acquiesced. Being sweaty and overheated
seemed to add to the sense of punishment, of abuse, of torture. I
felt my pussy tingle when I saw the wooden beam, and I felt my
nipples tingle and my breasts throb as he led me to it and then
helped me straddle it.

I gripped the
wood as I settled my pussy down onto it, and he placed the ankle
restraints on me and then spread my ankles wide, down to either
side. He put the wrist restraints on and fastened them together
behind my back. Then he left me.

I wallowed in
my own heat and abuse. I began to sweat, then sweat badly, my
pussy, my groin aching, my tailbone sore and getting more sore by
the minute. Yet passion rose around me like a wall, screening out
the pain or twisting it into a hot, dark pleasure.

I was hardly
doing anything, just, occasionally, shifting my weight, grinding or
rubbing myself against he wood. But mostly, I just sat there,
aching, burning with pleasure and pain, moaning like the helpless
prisoner and torture victim I was. It was amazing how long my body
could sustain that sense of nearly feverish excitement without
actually doing anything.

Ian returned,
and for some reason he had put the mask and glasses on again.

“You seem too
comfortable, whore,” he said.

He squeezed my
right breast, making my hard nipple stick out harder, then placed a
clip of some kind around it. The clip had two jaws, both of them
round and hollow, but when he let them close they clamped tightly
around my nipple and the surrounding areola like a vice. I cried
out, twisting and turning, moaning and clenching my teeth against
the crushing hot pain.

He chuckled,
and then did the same to my other nipple.

With both of
them aching, throbbing, and burning, he pulled the chains attached
to the clips up and forward, forcing me to kind of arch my back as
much as possible. He attached the chains to the beam in front of me
and then turned, his fingertips gently stroking the sides of my
breasts.

He pulled on my
hair, forcing my jaws apart, and put a ring gag into place between
my teeth, strapping it around my head. A thick, soft black plug
filled it and then he returned to stroking my breasts.

“Of course, we
don’t want them coming off,” he said. “That wouldn’t be a good
thing at all.”

He showed me –
a pin – kind of. It was about an inch long, with a round black
base. He took the pin and placed the sharp point into the middle of
the hole in the round, hollow clip binding my nipple.

Then he thrust
it through, through the hole, through my nipple, down through the
other jaw, and out.

I couldn’t
believe it. I screamed at the pain, of course, but was so stunned I
couldn’t react other than for my body to instinctively try to twist
away. Yet, of course, I could not. I was held fast by the
nipples.

He chuckled,
the moved to my other side. I was still trying to cope with the
sudden pain, the sudden shock of seeing him shove a pin through my
nipple. I stared at the round black base, resting now atop the
clip, and then he thrust the other pin into my other nipple and
again I screamed into the gag, twisting and turning, my wide eyes
rolling at him.

“Now they’ll
stay put,” he said.

He turned and
left the attic, and I stared, breathlessly, at my nipples. I could
see the round base of the pins resting atop the clips, and the pins
sticking out from beneath my nipples.

My God, I
thought, dazed.

The sharp pain
had only lasted a few seconds, and the hard throbbing ache had
settled down after a minute or two. Still, my nipples were flaming,
both from the crushing of the clip and the piercing, and I moaned
weakly – even as I felt the hot, shimmering erotic passion of
being, yet again, a victimized prisoner.

The heat and
pain of my pussy began to reassert itself, and I moaned weakly,
helplessly, sweat trickling down my body as I sat there – being
tortured.

The sensual
heat of it all wrapped itself around me again and I swayed and
moaned and twisted slowly, writhing in the grip of that hot,
painful excitement as my nipples and pussy burned and the heat
swirled through my mind.

A very small
orgasm shook me, yet it was no kind of peak, no kind of relief. My
hips bucked and my body jerked to the force of it, but it was brief
and merely served to highlight the passion and feverish lust
gripping me.

Another hit,
not more than a few minutes later, then another, then another. I’d
never felt anything like it before, these mini orgasms, striking me
like blows, every few minutes as I sat there, twitching and
quivering and trembling as I again gave myself up entirely,
surrendering my will, closing down my mind, becoming nothing but a
body, a submissive sexual creature who did nothing but experience
the pain and pleasure given to her.

I have no idea
how long I sat there, straddling that piece of wood. But it took
days before my pussy no longer ached. Finally, he came for me,
jerking back on my hair, making my nipples burn and scream as he
forced my head back. His finger rubbed at my clit, and the sexual
explosion drove me into helpless screaming convulsions that stunned
me and left me barely conscious.

I hardly
remembered him pulling me off the horse, or pulling the needles
from my nipples, replacing them with rings. The rings had a
Y-shaped chain attached to them, and the next thing I remember I
was downstairs, on my knees, wrists still locked behind me, and he
stood over me, his cock pushing through the ring gag into my mouth
as he tugged on the chain to force me forward.

I sucked and
licked and slurped at him as he stood over me, dark and masked and
silent, and again I didn’t question why he was masked again,
perhaps because my mind was so frazzled, so dazed, that the thought
never occurred to me.

I took him deep
into my throat, again and again, though with the ring gag holding
my jaws open it wasn’t like I had a choice.

And then Ian
appeared in the doorway, watching, smiling, and I stared, stunned
again, unable to understand how he could be over there, and still
here.

“After you’re
done fucking my slave’s face,” he said. “You can rape her or fuck
her tight little ass, whatever you want.”

And then he
walked out of the room, leaving me with a stranger. I rolled my
eyes wildly up at him but could make out nothing through his mask.
He pulled me forward by the chains and by his grip on my hair, and
buried his cock in my throat again.

Dark heat
spilled through my veins again, and I felt the little orgasms
begin, even as he pulled out, forced me back, and pushed himself
into my aching pussy. I hissed and moaned in pain as my bruised
body was penetrated, but the fever gripped me and I reveled in
being raped as he rode me to a hard orgasm.

I gave in
again, even faster now, submitting myself, casting away my mind,
becoming just an obedient body to be used.

When he was
done, he left me there and walked out of the room. Then he walked
back in again – or did he?

He was dressed
identically, and wearing the mask and glasses, yet he began to suck
and lick at my body, and his cock was hard again as he entered
me.

Ian appeared
behind him, and then a second man, and I shuddered as I lay under
the third, his cock inside me, his lips on my throat.

It didn’t
matter. I was his. I was his slave. He was my master. I would do
anything he wanted.

* * * * * *

Ian knew there
was no question in Chloe’s mind now that she was his whore, his
slave, and that this was a good thing. He had six different men use
her, separately at first, but then two at a time, then three at a
time. She never resisted, and the way her eyes rolled back in her
head, the way she jerked and shook, the way her body spasmed and
bucked, he knew that orgasms were tearing away at her mind.

Once a girl has
been fucked by six different men, all strangers, in the course of a
few hours, and loved it, there’s really nothing to hold her back,
nothing for her to pretend shocks or shames her.

Further
whippings only instilled a higher level of obedience to her, until
it became instinctive. He changed the way she dressed, forcing her
into the sluttiest outfits she could possibly get away with wearing
in public without being arrested, and had her secretly come and
live with him. There was no chance of her parents running into her
because she never got to go out of the house except, occasionally,
in the back yard, or in the trunk of his car, tied up, and on her
way to be loaned to one or another of his friends.

She lived in a
cage in the basement, and lived to serve and service him and his
friends. There was just nothing so pliable as a young, female mind,
and he had chosen very well when he’d moved into his lovely house,
with a lovely young neighbor girl to decorate it.
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