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Blind & Bound

Naked, I lay on the bed listening to the clock tick. The sun had just gone down, and the last bit of light flowed through the window like pale purple liquid. I licked my lips, my body tingling with awareness of every little thing. The creases in the blanket beneath me. The breeze of the overhead fan, sending cool whispers over my breasts and thighs.

The sound of the clock ticking. The sound of my own breath. The sound of Sir outside the door.

He’d come home in quite a state. A difficult day at work, I’m sure. He’s had a few of those, lately. My body bore plenty of evidence. When I thought of them, the marks on my upper thighs and buttocks seemed to grow warm, pulsating slightly like they were still a few hours old.

Licking my lips, I heard His footsteps approaching the bedroom door. It creaked as Sir pushed it open, my fingers twitching in response to the draft passing over me. My toes tingled as He approached.

“Hello, slave,” He said, voice half-weary, half-frustrated. “You may greet me.”

“Welcome home, Sir,” I sighed, eyes travelling to His looming form. He stood at the side of the bed, examining me. “How may I serve you?”

He rubbed His thumb across His lip, contemplating. I licked my lips again, reflexively. The smell of His cologne, spicy and wooded, went straight from my nostrils to my pussy. My thighs clenched. My nipples began to pucker. My well-trained body began to respond the way it was meant to when Sir was near.

“Be quiet,” He finally said. “You’re not to speak again unless I tell you to, do you understand?”

I nodded, pursing my lips in obedience. I watched as He turned to the bedside drawer, opening it smoothly. He pulled out the blindfold, and left the drawer open. He knelt on the bed beside me, causing a riot in my veins. I was torn between wanting to cringe away and wanting to lean in. He could hurt me so horribly – and yet, He never failed to make me want more. I lay still as He slipped the blindfold over my head and lowered it, covering my eyes and pitching me into darkness.

Right away, my senses began to compensate for the blindness. The breeze became a gust, the creases in the blanket fairly digging into my skin. Blood thumped quickly through my body, much of it collecting between my legs, my sex throbbing with heat. Goose bumps raised the hair on my arms, and my belly clenched with anticipation.

“Roll over,” Sir said. I quickly did as He said, feeling the cool air flow over my scarred backside, while my breasts flattened against my chest. The blanket was rough on my hardened nipples, and the stimulation had my muscles tightening.

Blindly, I buried my head into the pillow and waited. I swallowed my gasp as Sir roughly tugged at my wrists, pulling them behind me and tying them tightly. I didn’t bother testing the bind – He was nothing if not thorough, and I wouldn’t have a chance against any of His knots. He released my now-bound arms, and I felt the bed bounce as He got off.

His footsteps tracked a course around the room, following the perimeter of the bed, until He was at the closet. The clock ticked. He opened the closet, and rummaged just long enough to find whatever He wanted. My toes curled in fear – the closet rarely held any pleasant surprises for me. When He returned to the bed, it sank down with His weight.

“Fucking assholes,” I heard Him mutter as His strong hand landed on my rear. He grabbed my flesh roughly, bouncing it, squeezing. I lifted my hips, giving Him more of me. He took it, running His palm smoothly over my marks and welts. “Goddamn cubicle rats…”

A rough day at work. I bit my lip, closing my eyes in the blindfold, my body tensing as I prepared for what came next.

“Lazy…” He growled, right before the first impact. I bit the pillow to keep from screaming as the wide, flat surface of the paddle smacked against my ass.

“Entitled…” He said, spanking me again, harder. Every instinct in my body told me to fight, but I swallowed them all, forcing myself to be still and silent as He spanked me again, then again, each time releasing more of His anger.

“Worthless…stupid…ignorant…”

Again and again, Sir worked out His frustrations on my body. Tears came to my eyes, then spilled down my cheeks, as the pain burned through me. The old marks began to burn again, distinct from my unscathed flesh. New marks were sure to form – He was going harder with each spank, the sound of wood against flesh filling the room. He spanked me faster, practically spitting out the insults.

“Idiotic…pathetic…bitch!”

My voice clawed at my throat, desperate to escape in a cry of pain, but I swallowed harder and bit down into the feathers of the pillow. Tears streaked down my cheeks as I took His abuse in silence, my fingers writhing with each new blow, my toes curled so tight they felt frozen.

My body sank into the soft bed, which had begun to bounce with the force of His torture. Sir wasn’t angry at me, I knew – I was just His punching bag, His scapegoat. I was the thing He could hurt as much as He wanted, without punishment.

I was His property to use as He wanted, and tonight He wanted to beat me until my flesh was itching and numb at the same time. My mind began to unmoor, drifting off as the pain took hold in my body. I lay quietly and took it, took it, took it.

Until He was finished.

Sir was breathing heavy when He started to slow His beating. The blows came slower, and lighter. My ass and thighs tingled, still too painful to truly feel – they just burned. My jaw slackened, and I could feel the pillow soaked with my tears.

“…shit.”

Sir dropped the paddle to the floor. I could picture, in my personal darkness, His hard cock. He unzippered himself, but I didn’t feel His weight mounting me. Instead, I felt His fingernail against my marred and burning flesh. He traced it gently, tickling, down my ass, tracing the scars. The sensation was exquisite, pleasure and pain meeting in a headlong rush. Slowly, He made His way down between my thighs and into my pussy.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” Sir mused aloud, not expecting an answer. And He wasn’t wrong – I was wet, drenched, fully aroused and ready to take Him. I squirmed as He entered me with two fingers, biting the pillow again – to keep from moaning. The blindfold made every nerve fire at a hundred times its usual strength.

My wrists struggled feebly in the bind, useless but unable to stop. Sir entered me to the knuckle, then withdrew, His fingers wet. Sliding them deeper between my legs, He found my swollen clit and rolled His fingers around it. I could have screamed, but I just pushed harder into the pillow and thrust my hips up, spreading my thighs to give Him better access to my needy flesh.

I could feel His every fingerprint. The pain was coming back as my nerves returned to life, all of them screaming in protest at His treatment. And screaming, at the same time, for more. When He pulled away, my body could have lifted off the bed, levitated to follow Him, craving His touch like oxygen. When He grabbed my hips, roughly, I trembled.

Like a doll, He flipped me over.

“Spread,” He growled, referring to my legs. The blanket was hell against my ass and thighs, but I spread my legs for Him and didn’t betray my pain. The bed bounced again as He got up – a moment later, He grabbed my left ankle and wrenched it down to meet the bedpost. My tits jiggled with the motion, then again when He did the same to my right ankle. He tied my feet tidily to the bedposts. My hands, still bound at the wrists, formed an unnatural lump underneath my body. My shoulders ached from the way they were pulled tight.

Relief, when it came, was short-lived. Sir straddled me, His hard cock rubbing my belly. Lifting my upper half, He freed my arms – then ordered me to spread them, too. A minute later, and I was tied by all fours. Naked and spread eagled, I was bound and blindfolded and ready to be used. The fan blew air across my tender, needy flesh, igniting little fires all over me.

“You won’t cum,” He told me. “Not until I tell you to. And if you make a single sound…”

He slapped my cheek, just hard enough to get the message across. My breath was shallow, my body trembling. I was wound tight, almost ready to explode at the slightest contact. My nerves were alight, my hair tingling, my pussy dripping wet, nipples hard, clit swollen.

I was His perfect little fuck toy; responsive, obedient, immobile, helpless.

He dragged both hands down my sides, leaning over my prone body to kiss my chest. His hard cock pulsed against my stomach, but I knew He wasn’t going to use it – yet. It slid down, down, along with His weight, until He wasn’t touching me anymore. The clock ticked. The binds dug into my flesh. His fingers lit on my thighs, sending flames up my spine.

“Hhhh!” I barely suppressed the sound as Sir kissed my clit. His tongue wrapped around the swollen nub, flicking it and sucking it gently. Shockwaves rolled down my thighs to my toes, up my spine to my nipples. My stomach roiled with anticipation.

Two fingers against my slit, entering me as He continued to drive His tongue against my clit. Fingers pressing inside me, filling me, finding my tenderest places and stroking them. My hips lifted off the bed desperately, my body thrashing with the pain of holding back the orgasm. I bit my lip so hard it hurt, His tongue always keeping me on the very brink of ruin. He was laughing at me, teasing me, toying with me. Sweat broke out on my neck, the dark world pulsing and throbbing with heat and need.

“Hhh..nnnng…AHH!” I squealed. With a great, shining, trembling release – I came. Bucking violently, flooding His palm, gushing against His lips. Relief hit like a train, and left just as quickly when I realized I’d obeyed Him – in two ways, at the same time.

He sucked and fingered me through my climax, sending my pleasure to dizzying heights. But as soon as I fell, whimpering, to a stillness on the bed – He detached. And, growling, climbed up my body. His cock dragged up, between my breasts. My heart thudded with audible panic.

I’d disobeyed Sir. I’d been bad. A bad girl. Bad toy. He was going to punish me…and I deserved it. This time, it was only my fault. My failure made my stomach lurch. I wanted to apologize, but it would only make it worse. He paused at my breasts, sliding His cock between them, grabbing them with both hands and pinching my nipples so hard my head wrenched to one side.

“You’re a useless little slave, you know that?” Sir growled, disappointment dripping from His lips. “Good for nothing. I’m going to have to rape your throat, you know that, right? You’ve left me no choice. You need to be punished.”

All the while, He twisted and wrenched my tender nipples, sliding His cock back and forth, fucking my tits and abusing them at the same time. All I could do was nod my agreement. I wanted to see Him, I wanted Him to see me, to see in my eyes how badly I felt. For disobeying Him. For making Him punish me. I deserved to have my throat raped, and I knew it. I forced my body to be still, and opened my mouth wide.

“Well, at least I didn’t have to make you do that,” He said. Grabbing my cheeks, He pulled my jaw open wider. His other hand wrapped around my head, lifting it from the pillow at an angle. He slid His way up my chest, until He could push His cock past my lips and against my tongue. It throbbed there, pulsing, drips of pre-cum sliding down my throat as He teased me with short pulses. Blindly, I sucked on the head, licking around it like a good little slut.

He breathed heavily as I worshipped His cock. I could feel His fingers pressing against the back of my head, and then the increasing pressure as He began to force His way down my throat. Holding my head in place, Sir pumped himself forward into my throat. My gag instinct kicked in, but I fought it and took His cock deeply. The head rubbed against the back of my throat, but there were still inches left – I could imagine them, visualizing it.

My instincts started to struggle against my self-control. My hands twitched and tugged at the binds, my feet wiggling pointlessly. More tears slipped down my cheek as Sir pulsed and thrusted in my helpless throat. His grip on my face increased, and with a grunt He shoved His hips forward – hard enough to close the distance between us, and bury every inch of His shaft in my mouth. My throat burned and protested the intrusion, my lungs desperate for more air, my nostrils flaring. His balls rested against my chin. I could taste His pre-cum, continually dribbling down my throat. My tongue licked at His shaft, desperate for Him to cum so that I could breathe again.

I got my chance sooner than expected – Sir pulled out roughly, grabbing a handful of my hair and shaking my head.

“You know you deserve this, don’t you?” Sir growled. “Tell me.”

“Yes, Sir!” I exclaimed between gasps. “I deserve it, please punish me, please rape my naughty throat! I disobeyed you, and I deserve to be punished!”

Satisfied, He drilled back into my mouth and began to fuck me hard. I could just lay there and take it as His balls slapped against my chin and His cock prodded the very back of my throat again and again and again.

My tears soaked the pillow. Sir ground down against my face, fucking me hard, spit flying with each thrust. My body twitched and tugged at the ties, my pussy drenched despite what was happening in my throat. Not despite – because of. Sir used my mouth like a toy, like an object to be fucked as He desired. And that’s what it was. That’s what I was. My whole body, a toy for Him. I began to moan as the dirty thoughts and His rough treatment swirled in my head, igniting my passion again. My hips squirmed, thighs trembling. If He came in my mouth…

But He didn’t. With a frustrated groan, He pulled out quickly.

“I can’t cum like this,” He complained. “Not tonight. You’re a lucky little bitch, you know that?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasped, taking in air as fast as I could. I felt His weight move down my body, until He was between my legs again. I sucked in a quick breath of excitement as His hands kneaded my tender inner thighs. “So lucky…so lucky to be your property…”

“Quiet, now,” He muttered. I felt the head of His cock pressing gently at my entrance. I swallowed my groan of need, forced my hips to lay still on the bed. “And don’t cum until I tell you to.”

My hands fisted as He slid inside me. His cock, wet from my mouth, filled me entirely in an instant. My toes curled. I didn’t scream, though I wanted to, my whole being consumed by the sense of His cock buried in my pussy. His hands latched on to my tits, squeezing them as He thrust.

“God, I love having you here,” He whispered. “You’re such a good little whore. Let me do whatever I want, whenever I want.”

Yes, Sir, I replied in my mind. I’m all yours, I obey you, I am your property.

“And you love it,” He grit out, ramming His cock into me faster. “You love being used, raped, fucked. You love being my cumrag, don’t you? Speak, now, and tell me.”

“Yes!” I cried, relieved to express the pleasure that roared through me as He fucked my helpless body. “Yes, Sir! Use your pathetic little whore, cum on me, in me, cum all over me! I love the taste, how it feels in me, filling me up…”

“Fuck!” Sir squeezed my tits tighter, pinching my nipples. His balls slapped audibly against my flesh, His hips pummeling mine as He took me like an animal. He was savage, grunting and taking, taking, taking what He wanted. My need deepened with each violent pump, each feral sound. My chest quivered, heart racing, the world so dark it hurt to keep my eyes open, my bound body straining to meet His crazed thrusts.

My muscles felt like they were suspended in time, the ecstatic feeling of His cock plunged into my pussy sending fire throughout my nerves. I arched my back. I could feel my muscles tense, painfully, and my breathing became shallow. The clock ticked. My blood was water set to boil. If Sir didn’t slow down, I wouldn’t be able to hold back much longer. My body yearned for release, yearned to clench around His flesh and quiver.

“You want it, don’t you?” Sir growled. “You need it?”

I nodded, lips pursed, teeth on tongue to keep from crying out.

“Then wait for me to say it…” He rasped, speaking directly into my ear so that His hot breath swirled through my addled mind. I bucked in response. He reached one hand down between us, finding my swollen clit with His thumb and rubbing it. I tossed my head to the side, biting the pillow.

“Wait…” Sir demanded, pinching my clit softly, sending a mixture of pain and pleasure to every cell in my body. He was fucking me harder than ever and I was shaking, my muscles aching with the tension, my pussy feeling like it was splitting in half. Breathing heavily, I struggled to contain myself, clenching my pussy tightly around His cock and balling my tied hands into fists. My blood pounded in my head, in my heart, in every inch of my body I was a ball of beautiful, torturous need, until finally….

“Now.”

Sir plunged His cock into me with a final, powerful thrust. All my muscles released, my body bucking underneath His like a storm breaking. My ears rang. My pussy clenched and squeezed, a gush of hot cum splashing inside me as Sir came. His cock pulsed, my pussy milking it dry, His balls emptying inside me.

I could feel every jerk and drip, every hot tendril of pleasure, everything. It felt like Sir had gallons of cum to pump inside me, to fill me up. It leaked from my slit, dripping down my ass onto the bed. Sir pulled out quickly, releasing the last few streaks of cum onto my belly and tits. Sighing, I let my body go heavy on the mattress. My head sank down into the soaked pillow. My limbs ached from being spread and stretched, but it didn’t matter. I basked in the sweet glow of my climax, enjoying the feel of Sir’s cum drying on my flesh, listening to the clock tick.

Sir was breathing hard, His hands on my thighs, massaging. I could picture Him, strong and handsome, looking down at me. It brought a blush to my cheek. He noticed, and chuckled.

“My sweet, sweet girl,” He murmured, cupping my cheek. Then I felt His weight leaving me, and the relief of my ankles and wrists being untied. My body was free to lie naturally on the bed. Sir lay down beside me, and undid the blindfold. It had gone full dark, and I blinked to adjust to the streams of dusky light from the streetlamp outside. With a whimper, I turned to Sir and reached for His chest.

“Sir? Do you feel better?” I asked.

“Yes, dear,” He nodded, wrapping me in His arms. I leaned my head against His chest, listening to His heartbeat. I closed my eyes, willfully returning to the dark shelter of His care. “Much better.”

“Good,” I said. “Shall I make us something to eat?”

“Not yet,” He said, voice somewhat muffled as He pressed His lips to my scalp. “Let’s just lay here a while.”

“Yes, Sir,” I sighed, perfectly content to obey that order. We lay together, curled together, breathing together, in the darkness, listening to the clock tick.


Cuffed in Public

I was driving like a madwoman, and I knew it. I watched that little needle creep up until it hit 80. The green sign whizzing past me, almost too fast to read, reminded me that the speed limit was 45. My knuckles were white around the steering wheel, the road clear in front of me – and behind.

What the hell, I thought. It’s not every day you dump your coke-addict boyfriend. Live a little, Sonya.

I grinned, thinking back to Donny’s dumb face when I pulled up to his mom’s house with my car full of his shit. I threw it all out on the lawn, fast as I could, dodging and weaving as he followed me around – begging for forgiveness, then screaming at me for being a bitch, then begging again, then screaming again. I blocked it out. All of it. I’d had enough of Donny and his controlling, abusive behavior. I should have known when we got together and he spent our whole first date in and out of the bathroom.

I always did have a soft spot for the damaged ones. Thinking I could fix them or whatever…what a load of crap. Donny was the last bad boy I’d ever waste my time on. I was a free woman, and I was going to enjoy it. Starting right then and there, on that empty country road, I was going to enjoy the hell out of my freedom.

Or not.

I groaned aloud, easing my foot off the gas. As the car slowed, I turned down the volume knob on the radio. It had been blasting so loud that I hadn’t even heard the whoop whoop of the cop’s siren warning me to pull over. I just saw the flashing lights in the rearview. My stomach flipped over.

Dammit, dammit, dammit!

What strike was this gonna be? Two or three? My driving record wasn’t exactly immaculate. I really didn’t want to deal with another dumb ticket. And I’d been going really fast. I pulled to a stop, and leaned forward in my seat until my forehead hit the steering wheel. I shook my head slowly, back and forth. What the hell was wrong with me? This was such bullshit…

My keys hung from the ignition, glinting in the light. What if I just sped off? Maybe I could lose the cop somehow, or…

Well, that harebrained idea died quickly as the cop got out of his cruiser and approached my car. Despite myself, I let out a little whistle. He was hot. Like, way hot. I always thought that man in uniform thing was bullshit, but this guy was built. Tall, dark and handsome. A million times better than Donny looked on his best day.

I was only vaguely aware of myself adjusting my sundress to show off my C-cup cleavage, and running my hand through my bright red hair. I glanced in the rearview, happy to see that my makeup hadn’t run despite the few tears I shed when I left Donny in my rearview.

And then he was there. Leaning down slightly and knocking on my car window. I plastered on a smile and rolled it down.

“Hi, officer,” I chirped. “How are you doing today?”

“Ma’am,” he grumbled, clearly not interested in my cheery attitude. “Do you know why I pulled you over?”

“Well, sir, you see, I really didn’t mean to be going so fast, but…but I just…I…”

I desperately tried to think of a good excuse, something that would keep him from writing me up. But his bright blue eyes were distracting, as was his five o’clock shadow. He was way too good looking to be a cop. Was this some kind of candid camera show? I wouldn’t have been surprised, since the guy looked like he would be right at home in Hollywood.

“Ma’am, I need to see your license and registration,” he said, sounding annoyed. He reached for his belt, adjusting his gun. My stomach churned – I didn’t like that one bit. But I was just speeding. No need for things to get physical, right?

“Of course,” I mumbled, reaching for my purse in the seat beside me. While I dug for my wallet, Officer Dreamboat stepped back and examined my car. I found my license and then popped the glove compartment, pulling out my registration.

“Here it is!” I said, turning back to the cop. To my surprise – and dismay – he was staring at something through the back window, and frowning.

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to step out of the vehicle,” he said, blue eyes flashing in my direction. I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. This felt…bad. Did he see something back there? What could he possibly find in my Corolla? I – unlike my ex – never touched drugs.

“Now,” he repeated, and I realized I’d been sitting there staring at him for a few seconds too many.

“Of course,” I hurried to comply, stepping from the car. On the way, my dress rode up a bit. I was too flustered to fix it, and I noticed that the cop – whose nametag read O’Connor – took the chance to check out my black panties. A flush of shame and excitement ran through me at that, but it was soon replaced by fear as he stepped forward.

“Ma’am, do you have any weapons or illegal substances on your or in your vehicle?” He asked as though he already knew the answer.

“No, officer,” I swore. “I don’t…”

“Then what is that?” Officer O’Connor growled, pointing through the back window. I whipped around and immediately saw what he was pointing at.

It was one of Donny’s baggies. Some hidden stash that must have fallen out of a pocket or something while I was hurling all his clothes onto the lawn.

“Oh, my god! Sir, no! That’s not mine, I swear, it’s…”

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to turn around and put your hands on the car,” he said, taking a very menacing step towards me.

“Okay, okay, but please, just listen…”

“Now!” The cop barked. I squealed, turning around and planting my hands on the hood of my car. I still held my license and registration in one hand, and Officer O’Connor stepped closer to snatch them from between my palm and the car’s hood. The engine idled underneath me, vibrations running up my arms. Tears began to prick at the corners of my eyes. Dammit, Donny! Dammit, dammit, dammit!

“Ms…Perkins?” Officer O’Connor asked, looking at my license.

“Yes, sir, that’s me, Sonya Perkins,” I agreed, desperate to get on his good side. “That’s my boyfriend…my ex-boyfriend’s, I swear it. I just broke up with him, I had all his stuff in my car, I had to drive it to where he’s staying to give it all back to him, it must have fallen out and…”

“Quiet,” Officer O’Connor barked, and I shut my lips tight. His voice was kind of rough and sexy, which surprised me a lot considering the circumstances. The road was still totally empty, which was a relief since I was bent over enough for my sundress to cover almost nothing.

“Sonya Perkins, I am placing you under arrest…”

My mind stopped working at those words. Under arrest?! Oh, god! How would I explain this to my family, my job, my…

Oh, my. Officer O’Connor grabbed my arms and pulled them back. I fell forward onto the car hood with a squeal, my dress riding all the way up to expose my panties. I felt cool metal click over my wrists, and realized that I was being handcuffed.

Officer O’Connor lingered where he was, against my prone and bent-over body. I could feel him pressed against me, pinning me to the car. He was still reading me my rights, but I couldn’t really focus. I was caught between panic over being arrested and a crazy arousal at having his weight on top of me.

Donny was shit in bed, and he was so jealous that if I even looked at another guy, it would be big trouble for everyone involved. This was the closest I’d gotten to hot sex in a long time. To my shock and shame, my pussy tingled and my nipples got kind of hard.

“Do you understand?” The cop growled in my ear, his breath hot on my flesh. I stammered, unable to respond. “Do. You. Understand?”

“Y-yes? N-no! What’s…”

“Ugh,” Officer O’Connor lifted his weight off me and yanked me up onto my feet. I tested the handcuffs – no surprise, they were legit. Tears began to flow down my cheeks liberally; I had lost all control. As the cop began to walk me towards his cruiser, I could barely match his pace. We only got to the trunk of my car before I fell forward, my knees hitting the rough asphalt. Officer O’Connor fell on top of me, straddling my ass. “Fuck!”

“Sir, please, don’t do this,” I wailed. “I’ll do anything! I swear, I’m a good girl! I’ll do whatever you say, just don’t arrest me!”

I expected him to pull me up to my feet and drag me the rest of the way to the cruiser. But for a long moment, he did nothing. Just sat on my exposed ass. Then I felt something…hard.

“You’re going to cooperate?” He asked.

“Yes! Yes, sir!” I exclaimed. “I’ll do anything!”

“Anything…” Officer O’Connor’s voice took on a lilt of humor. “Listen. I believe you, okay? Pretty girl like you, probably got with the wrong guy…”

Hope blossomed inside me like a flower. He believed me! He was going to help me!

Oh, he also totally had an erection, and he was pushing it against my ass. Without meaning to, my hips pushed upward.

“…so let’s work this out. If you’re a good girl and take your punishment here, I won’t bring you in.”

“P-punishment?” I stammered, getting a pretty good idea of what that punishment would be.

“That’s right,” he said. “You were still doing double the speed limit, after all. So I’m going to discipline you right here, right now. All you have to do is do what I say. Whatever I say, as soon as I say it. Are you willing to work with me, Ms. Perkins?”

Believe me, I really did consider saying no. I considered letting him take me downtown and booking me. I mean, what kind of woman agrees to perform sexual favors for a police officer on the side of the road in exchange for her freedom?

Well, me, I guess. Because with my mouth full of gravel, I heard my own voice saying:

“Yes, sir. Yes, I’ll do whatever you say!”

“Good,” Officer O’Connor said, and I could hear the grin in his voice. He got up, my body suddenly feeling very light without his weight on top of it. I squealed in surprise as he lifted me up in one smooth motion, getting me to my feet just before pushing me over the trunk of my car. I hit the metal with an oof. My dress was a total mess, torn in at least one place. My knees hurt from the gravel that still stuck to them. And now I could feel the cop pushing my head down until my face pressed against the hot metal of my car.

“Spread em,” he growled, kicking at my legs. I did as he said, not that I had a whole lot of choice in the matter. I was facing the street, and to my horror I heard a car approaching. I thought I’d have the whole road to myself! But then again, it was getting to be five o’clock, when people would be getting out of work…

Oh, no!

But it was too late to go back now. The cop already had me spread and bent over the trunk of my car. I felt his hands on my calf, patting their way upwards. He started at my right ankle, working his way up to my inner knee. He did the same to my other leg, stopping at the knee again. Then he grabbed both my legs at the same time and slowly made his way up my thighs.

The approaching car sped past in a blear of honking. I shuddered as the officer’s fingers trailed up my inner thigh, my dress now bunched around my hips. He wrapped his hands around my thighs, pulling them even further apart as he moved closer and pressed his hips against me. Involuntarily, I groaned when I felt his hard cock against my ass.

“You like that, huh?” He growled, suddenly yanking on my panties. I squealed as he pulled them tight, tight enough to show the outline of my slit. “I guess you’re just a nice little slut after all.”

“Mmmhmm,” I couldn’t help but agree as he slid a finger between my lips, rubbing me through the fabric of my panties. Another car sped past while I let the cop grind his hips on my ass and rub my clit. It felt so good, to have a man’s hands on me again. When he let go of my panties and reached his hands up my back and belly, I squirmed in disappointment. My pathetic excuse for a dress was no match for his strong arms as he pushed his way up. It was hard, considering that I was still cuffed, but somehow Officer O’Connor managed to get my dress all the way off – leaving me half-naked on the side of the highway.

“Sir?” I said, wondering if this was going to get me in more trouble somehow. ‘What if..”

“Shut up,” the cop barked, grabbing a handful of my hair. He yanked my head up and spat into my face. “Don’t you speak unless I tell you to speak, understand? You’re in custody, slut.”

I bit my lip and nodded, somehow even more turned on by how badly he was treating me. I guess I’ve always had a submissive side, and being at his whim with my hands cuffed and visible to anyone driving down the road…it was all getting to be a bit much. He slammed my head back down onto the car and tugged my bra down.

My generous tits pressed against the hot metal, my nipples rock hard. I cooed at the sensation, then nearly cried out as the cop grabbed me again and lifted me off the trunk. Grabbing me from behind, he groped my exposed tits. In the distance, I heard something larger than a car approaching. But I couldn’t focus on the sound, could only feel the heat rushing through my body as he teased and tweaked my hard nipples. It sent jolts of pleasure and desire straight down to my clit, which had started to throb.

“That’s better,” Officer O’Connor breathed into my ear. “Just be a good girl…”

A huge truck barreled past us, the driver honking loud and long in appreciation of my exposed tits. I moaned, surprised at how turned on I was. Even when the cop reached down and yanked my panties to my knees, I was more horny than ashamed of being nude in public. I fell forward again, hands bound behind my back, bare ass now on display. Officer O’Connor hummed his appreciation at my bubbly ass, and slapped me hard on the ass.

“I think you deserve a spanking,” he said. “What do you think?”

“Yes, sir,” I panted, staring at the road as another car drove past. “Spank me, please.”

I knew it was what he wanted to hear, so I said it. I didn’t know what to expect. I’d never been spanked before. I squealed as he began to smack my ass, first one cheek, then the other. The sound was surprisingly loud, and my body jumped and jerked with each blow.

I counted five hard smacks on my ass – my flesh was starting to burn, tears dripping down my cheeks now as more and more cars passed by and witnessed my humiliating punishment. It only seemed to make the cop more enthusiastic, as he continued to rain open-palmed slaps on my tender flesh. I bit my lip, my pussy starting to drip as the adrenaline in my body ramped up higher and higher.

Slowly, Office O’Connor began to wind down his spanking. I knew my ass must have been cherry-red, and it was burning with pain. No fewer than five cars had passed, each of them slowing to gawk at me as I was spanked.

“Good girl,” Officer O’Connor praised, rubbing his hand firmly over my tender flesh. “Now, just hold still…”

I jumped, hips jerking, as he suddenly thrust a hand between my legs. My wet slit ached for his touch, and I moaned in satisfaction as he finally found his way to my throbbing clit. Rubbing it in slow circles, he send shudders of pleasure up my spine. I was nearly drooling onto my trunk – and I couldn’t hear him unzipping his pants over the sound of another truck going by. But I certainly felt it when he pushed the head of his cock against my dripping entrance.

“Oh, my god,” I couldn’t keep from exclaiming when the first inch slipped inside me. I could tell he was huge. Way bigger than Donny. And he was thick! It felt like he was tearing me in two as he slid forward and began to bury himself in my aching cunt.

“That’s right, my little slut,” he chuckled. “You better take it. All of it. I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you’ll be ruined for anyone else.”

“Urrrhgh,” I groaned into the metal, feeling his long, thick cock thrust all the way inside me. It felt like he was deeper than humanely possible, like he was fucking me all the way to my womb. My eyes rolled back in my head as he began to thrust. His hand never stopped rubbing my clit while his hips slammed against me, pushing me against the car, making me cry out with pain and pleasure. Two cars in a row slowed to a stop, the drivers staring at me, reaching down to stroke their cocks while I stared right back at them – unable to move my head. Unable to move anything. All I could do was take it as Officer O’Connor punished me with his thick, hard cock.

And then I gasped. It felt like the cop had a map to my pussy, and he’s just found the x. His cock angled upward and stroked my g-spot, rubbing it back and forth while he gripped my hip with one hand and teased my clit with the other. I couldn’t see anything but colors, and my whole body went rigid. All at once, it was like a spring unleashed inside me, and I cried out in pleasure. I came harder than I’d ever cum, jerking and bucking against his cock, slamming my body against him desperately, milking his thick shaft until he groaned and began to fill me up with hot, thick seed.

“Nice slut!” A voice screamed from a passing car. Something bounced off my car, a soda can or something. I didn’t care. I couldn’t care, about anything, except for the cock that was still pumping cum into my pussy. My spasms were barely subsiding, my body light and tingly all over, when Officer O’Connor pulled out of me.

“Geeze,” he said. “What a mess. Get on your knees and clean me up, slut. Then you can go.”

I looked at him, dazed, over my shoulder. He was standing with his pants held up by his sizeable thighs, his cock still half-hard and now coated in our combined juices. Groaning, I squirmed my way off the heated metal trunk of my car and onto my knees. With my hands still cuffed behind my back, it took considerable effort to turn myself around and face him; but I managed it at last, and found myself head-to-head with his cock. He held it loosely in one hand, and I blinked up at him, opening my mouth wide. Just this one little thing and I was free. Another truck blared by, and this time the driver slowed to a stop. I glanced up just as Officer O’Connor slid the head of his cock past my lips. The driver had his cock out, and was furiously stroking it. I was naked and dripping cum, bathing the cop’s shaft in my tongue, while another man jacked off. It was the dirtiest thing I’d ever done in my life, and I’d never felt so…free.

I closed my eyes and moaned as Officer O’Connor’s cock began to swell up again. I hadn’t realized he actually wanted to cum again, but I was more than happy to serve him if it meant he wouldn’t serve me up to a judge.

“Here,” his voice growled. I opened my eyes, and he pulled out. Unfastening his nightstick, Officer O’Connor knelt down and slid it between my thighs. I groaned as the smooth metal slid against my still-swollen clit. I caught the stick in my cuffed hands, and held it awkwardly between my pussy lips. I blinked up at the cop and he grinned. “Go ahead. I know a slut like you probably won’t be able to resist fucking yourself while you have your throat fucked.”

With that, he grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged me towards him. I landed mouth-first on his cock. Glancing to the side, I watched the truck driver jerk himself furiously while I began to slide my hips back and forth on the nightstick. It slid smooth across my clit, and I closed my eyes, enjoying the friction while Officer O’Connor took control over my mouth. There was no way his whole cock could fit in my mouth, but damn if he didn’t give it the old college try. I was gagging, eyes tearing, as he jammed his shaft down my throat again and again. I focused on the pleasure of humping the nightstick, and watched as the truck driver stared at me. My makeup must have been running, my nipples hard, my ass red from the spanking. And I was starting to drool around the cop’s dick, saliva running down my chin.

“Hey, shit or get off the pot, asshole,” a voice called. I noticed another car behind the truck. The truck driver’s eyes rolled back, and he came into his hand. Rolling the truck forward, the next car took his spot, another man stroking himself to the sight of me on my knees, fucking a nightstick and being throat-fucked by a cop.

“Alright, ah, fuck,” Officer O’Connor began to grumble. I moaned as he shoved his hardness even further down my helpless throat. My own body was beginning to vibrate with pleasure as I humped the nightstick faster. “Take it, slut, all of it...”

With a hot burst, Officer O’Connor came in my throat. Again and again, his cock spasmed and released thick ropes of sticky spunk. Overwhelmed, I thrust myself against the nightstick and came, too. The driver must have cum, too, because I heard his tires squealing away. While the cop continued to fill my belly with his seed, I gushed and rode the club until my body was limp.

Slowly, the cop pulled his soft cock from my mouth. Semen trailed down my chin, dripping onto my chest. I fell back onto my heels, licking my lips. Two cars drove past quickly, one of them honking. I blinked, watching Officer O’Connor zip himself back up.

“Okay,” he said, hands on his hips. “I’m a man of my word. Lean forward. Forehead on the ground.”

I did as he said, my forehead hitting the asphalt. My knees were cut up, my thighs and calves aching. But I felt a sudden rush of relief as Officer O’Connor undid the handcuffs. My arms fell forward, aching and heavy. The cop walked over to where my dress lay ruined on the side of the road, and kicked it towards me.

“Get rid of that shit in the backseat,” he advised, walking towards his cruiser. I began to crawl towards my dress, shaking with disbelief and the aftershocks of my orgasms. I heard his door shut. I pulled the dress over my head, finally covering myself from the cars going past. Officer O’Connor turned on his cruiser and began to pull back onto the road while I got to my feet. He stopped in front of me, and rolled the window down.

“And no more speeding, you got that?”

“Yes, sir,” I nodded, knowing I had learned my lesson. No matter how good you feel about dumping your boyfriend, there’s no excuse for speeding. Unless you happen to be going down a certain county road, at a certain time of day, when a certain cop is on duty…


Tied Up By My Tutor

I know it didn’t seem like it, but I wasn’t trying to flunk out of school.

I had wanted to go to submissive University since I was old enough to know what it was. As soon as I turned 18, I sent in my application, and as soon as I was accepted I had my bags packed and ready to go. I knew – just knew – that I was meant to be a submissive. It was my destiny.

I wanted to do well. I wanted to be the best in my class. I wanted to graduate Magnum Cum Lotta, the highest honor bestowed upon a student. I wanted to be the best little slave in the world, a vessel for Doms to use as they saw fit. Graduates from sU were employed at the world’s finest sex clubs, or in the households of the world’s richest Doms.

Why wouldn’t I want to do well?

But if you took a look at my mid-term grades, you’d think I was begging for academic probation. My first semester had gone smoothly enough – it was the easy semester, where all you took was the Intro courses. Intro to Oral Sex, Intro to Anal Sex, Intro to Vaginal Sex, Intro to Dynamics and Terminology. It was tough on the body, especially since I came in a virgin, but otherwise easy enough.

But now I was in my second semester and things were getting…rough.

I was acing two of my classes. But the other two, I was nearly failing. Bondage and Corporal Punishment.

Here’s the thing. I always thought I would want to be tied up and whipped. I always fantasized about it. But now that I actually had to do it, I found myself chickening out every single class. I would get as far as actually getting tied up, or halfway through a spanking, and then I would just freak out and use my safety word to get it to stop.

It was embarrassing. My classmates snickered at me as I would return, red-faced, to my seat. I’d have to sit there, watching all the other subs take their punishments or getting cuffed – all willingly, without complaint. Even when called upon to climax on command, I only ever succeeded half the time.

I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

And neither did the school.

That’s why I was spending a Saturday afternoon in my room, waiting for my tutor to arrive, instead of working out with the rest of the girls in my dorm. All students are expected to keep in good shape, and at least I follow that rule well enough. I am petite but busty, with C-cup breasts and a firm ass. I ran track in high school and still run every day.

I was nervous to meet my tutor. I’d heard from the upperclassmen that he was something of a miracle worker. But I was such a mess…I needed more than a miracle. I needed a brainwashing.

I was wearing the school uniform: a short leather skirt and a white blouse that tied under the breasts, exposing my midriff. As per school rules, I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. I was also wearing knee-high socks. I’d done my hair in ponytails and applied minimal make-up.

I wanted to be worth the tutor’s time.

He was extremely punctual, arriving exactly at 3:00. He knocked on my door, and I rushed to assume the position. I knelt down on my haunches and lowered my head.

“Come in,” I called, having left the door unlocked. When he entered, I peeked up and nearly gasped.

He was so handsome. So much more so than any of the other teachers. For instance, my Bondage professor was about seven million years old, and had moles coming out of his moles. But this guy was a silver fox. Not even, since he had very distinguished salt-and-pepper hair. He had hardly any wrinkles, unlike my shar-pei-esque Corporal Punishment professor. He had dark eyes and an attractive mustache. Immediately, I felt my body warming at the thought of being tutored by such a hunk.

“Hello, Missy,” he said, closing the door behind him. The two of us nearly took up the whole room. It was your typical dorm room, with just a desk and a bed and a bureau for clothes. The tutor held a black velvet travel bag, and set it neatly on the bed.

“Hello, Sir,” I managed, nearly breathless with anxiety and anticipation. What if I still couldn’t perform, and just embarrassed myself and disappointed him?

“My name is Roger,” he said with a nod. “But of course, you know what you’re to call me, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said with a quick nod. All men, all Doms, were to be called Sir. Except for special occasions, when they might be called Master.

“Very good,” Roger said. “Now, I hear you’ve been having difficulty keeping up in your classes?”

“Yes, Sir,” I admitted, blushing. I was glad my head was lowered so he couldn’t see my red cheeks.

“Well, you might be surprised to hear it, but I do understand,” he said, standing before me. I was so surprised I nearly snapped my neck looking up at him. Only, as soon as I lifted my face I remembered I wasn’t supposed to do that, so I snapped my head right back down. Roger chuckled. “You can look at me, Missy.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I sighed, looking up into his eyes.

“As I was saying, you’re a young woman. You can’t be expected to just suddenly be a perfect submissive. Especially since I looked at your course schedule and saw you’re taking classes with Lundstein and Phillips.”

I bit my cheek to keep from smiling at Roger’s tone when he said their names. He clearly didn’t think much of them as teachers, a sentiment I had to agree with. I had only the utmost respect for them as men, as much respect as I had for any man who was my superior, but they lacked a certain finesse when it came to hands-on training. I fought the urge to wiggle at the thought of Roger having his hands on me.

Roger reached out and stroked my hair, smiling slightly.

“That being said, we cannot allow girls like you to fall behind,” he mused. “So I’m afraid you’ll find this first session with me to be quite vigorous. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded, leaning in to his palm. He took it away, and I almost pouted in disappointment.

“Get on your feet, let’s have a look at you,” Roger said, motioning me to stand. I did as he said, doing a slow twirl so he could examine every inch of me. I stood a good foot shorter than him. He rubbed his jaw and nodded slowly, approving of my form and figure.

“You’ll do,” he said with a lopsided smile. “Now, I’d like to get right into it. Alright?”

“Whatever you say, Sir,” I nodded, now fighting a rising panic. I’d been okay so far, even getting excited…but now I actually had to do things. What if I screwed up? What if I was just a big loser who didn’t deserve to go to sU, or be in the presence of a Dom, or even to serve as a public urinal at a mid-range sex club?

The thought made me shudder.

“Bend over the desk.” I hesitated, heart pounding, nerves firing in all the wrong directions. Roger frowned, then leaned down and grabbing my chin. Immediately, my resistance began to melt as my submissive training kicked in. “Let’s go.”

When he released me, I rose and crossed the room. My desk was messy, and I had to shove some books and toys away before I could comfortably lay my stomach on the white-painted wood. I pressed my cheek to the wood and closed my eyes, preparing myself to get through another harsh and humiliating training session.

With my eyes closed, I couldn’t track Roger’s movements across the room. But I certainly felt it when he grabbed my wrists and yanked my arms behind my back. He tied them quickly, and tightly. I gave the bind a tentative tug, which, of course, yielded no results. As I was doing that, Roger was at my ankles. I bit my lip as he tied both my ankles to the desk. I hated feeling confined like this!

Roger’s fingers touched my ankle, then trailed up my calf. Slowly, he made his way up my inner thigh. Despite my discomfort at being tied up, my pussy reacted to his touch. As he pushed my skirt up, revealing my bare pussy, I shuddered in anticipation. His hands covered both my ass cheeks, giving them a good squeeze. Some instinct made me kick slightly, testing the ties on my ankles. Just like my wrists, they were too tight to fight. I was well bound, going nowhere fast.

I sighed.

“Alright, Missy,” Roger said. “We’ll start with a nice, gentle spanking.”

“Yes, Sir,” I murmured, wiggling my hips slightly. My pussy was just starting to tingle. Roger’s hand smoothed over my ass one more time before withdrawing, only to return in a light swat. My eyes popped open. Wow. That wasn’t as bad as…

I yelped as Roger spanked me again, harder. And then again, even harder. The sound of his palm hitting my flesh filled the room as he lay into me with increasing vigor. My flesh burned under his violent slaps, itching and tingling as I squirmed and moaned.

“Missy, tell me how you’re feeling,” Roger instructed, never losing his rhythm. He put his free hand on my lower back, forcing it down, constricting my movement even more. Not that I had much freedom to begin with, but now I couldn’t even squirm.

“H-hurts,” I admitted, panting, a distinct whine in my voice. “It hurts, Sir.”

“Do you want me to stop?” Roger asked, though his continued spanks gave no indication that he planned to stop regardless of what I said. I gathered my thoughts enough to answer him.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. Immediately, Roger stopped. My stinging, tingling flesh threw up a protest. Now that he wasn’t spanking me, my flesh had time to feel the effects. It was, somehow, worse than if he’d continued. Besides that, I felt a renewed desire to impress him and show him I could be dedicated to my studies. “No!”

Roger chuckled.

“That’s what I thought,” he said, and I heard him rummaging in his bag. “But since you requested I stop, I’ll have to move on to the next phase.”

“Wh-what’s that?” I whimpered, trying to look over my shoulder. I tested the binds again, even though I knew it was a waste of time. They were still tight.

“The paddle, my dear,” Roger explained.

Oh, no! Not the paddle! I’d never made it to the paddle – I always gave up way before. But I’d seen it used plenty on the other students. I swallowed hard and screwed my eyes shut. My nails dug into my palms, and I waited for him to begin.

“Just a few minutes, and then we’ll have you cum,” he said soothingly. “You’re doing wonderfully so far.”

Despite my fear of the paddle, I bloomed with pride at his praise. I could be a good student, I really could. I just needed the right teacher. I knew Roger would never go too far, and that made it possible for me to withstand the abuse. My ass still tingled and itched, and I was almost beginning to look forward to the paddle, thinking it would give me some relief.

Boy, was I wrong.

The very first smack had me crying out. It was a rubber paddle, bigger than his hand. The stinging intensified. While there was some relief to the itching and tingling, the new pain more than compensated for it. I wailed, then bit my lip, taking each blow with a whimper and a moan. Roger went harder and faster, until it seemed like there was no time at all between spanks. The noise was loud, filling the room.

“How does it feel now, Missy?” Roger said, barely sounding out of breath despite his exertions.

“B-bad,” I whined. “Hurts more!”

“That’s right,” he said, knowingly. “It does. Now, if I stop, will you cum like a good girl?”

Anything! I would do anything to get him to stop. I’d try my very hardest to cum as hard as he wanted. Sniffling, I shook my head. Just as quickly as it began, the spanking stopped.

“Alright, then,” Roger said, dropping the paddle and smoothing a hand over my raw, burning flesh. I sighed – his hand felt cool compared to my reddened skin. He crouched down, and began to kiss my cheeks, caressing them with his tongue, soothing the flesh. I moaned, thinking every dirty thought I knew. “Now, let’s try something…”

“Oh!” I squealed as Roger slid his hand between my legs. Gathering some of my arousal on his finger, he then moved it upward until he found my clit. My hips jerked, my body moving less than an inch total. Pleasure swept up my spine.

“That’s right,” Roger said, sounding pleased. “You’re not such a bad girl, are you?”

“No,” I said, feeling better and better as he rolled his finger around my clit. My ass throbbed, he continued to kiss and tongue my scarred skin, stimulating my clit like an expert. “I’m a good girl.”

“Yes, you are,” Roger murmured. “And good girls cum for their Sirs, don’t they? Even when they’re tied up? Even when they’ve been spanked?”

“Y-yes,” I admitted, panting now, eyes open but seeing very little. My cheeks were hot, flames licking at my face. My thighs quivered, body straining against its multiple binds. I thought I was going to start panicking again but…

“Calm down,” Roger said soothingly. “Enjoy the feeling. You can’t move, Missy. You’re at my will. There is nothing you can do to stop me from making you cum. I’m going to make you scream with pleasure. You can’t get away, you can’t stop it. Just let it happen. Be a good little slut and cum for Master…”

My eyes rolled back, my mouth flopping open, my body going tense. My muscles contracted, going rigid. Then they released, and I felt the swooning relief of an orgasm course through me. My pussy gushed, dripping down my thighs as Roger continued to stroke my clit and coax my climax to go longer and longer. I groaned, unintelligible syllables of pleasure as my body gave over to its submissive state.

“That’s a good girl, Missy,” Roger crooned, pulling away as my body went limp. “See? Not so bad, right?”

“Mmm,” I hummed, amazed at how good it felt. Even my sore bottom and confined limbs felt good now. “No, Sir.”

“Good,” Roger said, getting down behind me. “Because we’re just getting started. I’m very pleased with your performance so far. I think you deserve a little reward.”

“I do?” I asked, feeling relief as Roger freed my ankles. I waited for him to do the same for my wrists but…he didn’t. He stepped back, and grabbed my bound hands. Yanking on them, he pulled me to my feet. My skirt, which was scrunched up around my hips, fell down to my waist. Roger pulled it all the way down.

“I should have done this before…” Roger said, reaching around and grabbing my blouse. With a savage rip, he tore it apart, the buttons popping everywhere. I squealed in surprise. He pulled it down the length of my arms, until it reached my wrists. Since he couldn’t get if off without undoing the bind, he just wrapped the shirt around my wrists, like another layer of confinement. I was now fully nude, my pink nipples erect and puckered in arousal. Roger spun me around, until I was facing him.

“Was that my reward?” I asked, arching my back slightly to give him access to my tits. He smirked, and turned around, shaking his head.

“Not quite,” he said. My nipples craved stimulation, my body already well past aroused. “On your knees, Missy.”

I sank down, somewhat awkwardly, off-balance with my arms behind me. I took the submissive pose, resting on my heels, lowering my head. I peered up through my eyelashes, watching Roger take something from his bag. When he turned back, I quickly lowered my eyes and pretended I hadn’t seen anything. He approached.

“Look up now,” he instructed gently. I did, and saw that he held a thin blue collar. Silver letters read: FUCKTOY. I blushed, excited to be rewarded, feeling pleased with myself. Other girls at school had collars like that, and I always envied them. “I’m going to put this on you now, Missy. But it’s only temporary – unless you prove you deserve it. That means being obedient, totally obedient, for the rest of our session. No hesitation, no whining. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, too excited by the prospect of wearing the collar to really process his request. Hey, the spanking was over, so what else could be so bad? I wiggled in place, craning my neck upwards. Roger chuckled, amused by my excitement. He stepped forward, leaning down and pushing my hair to the side. After fastening the collar tight around my neck, he stepped back to look at me.

“It looks good on you,” he said. “I hope you prove you’re worthy.”

“I will,” I promised. “I swear, Sir.”

“You can start by demonstrating your cocksucking skills,” Roger said, unzipping himself. Without my hands free, I wouldn’t have been able to do it. He stood a few paces away from me, so I had to crawl towards him. I was excited to suck his cock – it was my best subject in school, and I wanted to show him I deserved the collar. This was the easiest way to do it, in my opinion. As his cock popped into view, I was practically salivating in excitement.

“Thank you, Sir,” I mewed, looking straight up at him, his yummy-looking cock just inches from my lips. “May I begin now?”

“You may,” he said. He was already plenty hard, so I leaned in and began to lick his shaft. Up and down, I dragged my tongue along his hard flesh. From base to tip, I covered every inch, moaning all the way to show him how good he tasted. It was a little awkward, having to balance only on my knees, but I managed.

When he was all wet and slippery, I leaned in and took his head between my lips. Gazing up at him, I flicked my tongue over his tip, sucking hard, letting my spit flow down my chin. Slowly, I began to bob up and down, taking him in one inch at a time. My eyes never left his, and I moved quickly, until I finally had every inch of him stuffing my throat.

I kept him there, balls against my chin, for as long as I could, sucking him deep. My eyes watered, my nostrils flared, and my body begged for air. I pulled up, gasped, and then went back to it, fucking him with my mouth the way I’d been trained.

“Balls, slut,” Roger said, pushing my forehead until his cock sprang free of my lips. Obediently, I lowered my mouth to suck and lick his balls while he stroked himself slowly. I worshiped his balls, licking every inch, savoring their weight against my tongue when I sucked them into my mouth.

Roger stroked himself faster. I thought he was going to cum that way, on my face, the way some men liked. I was more than a little surprised when he suddenly let go of himself and pushed me away.

“Alright, I’m satisfied that you haven’t missed any lessons in that subject,” he rasped. “Now, bend over the desk again.”

“Oh? But…”

“Excuse me?” Roger snarled, reaching for my hair. He yanked, tugging me to my feet. “What did I say about hesitating?”

“Sorry, Sir,” I moaned, crying from the pain. Roger released me with a violent shake, and I stumbled over to the desk. I leaned over, my tits pressed against the wood. I watched him approach from behind, and wondered if he was going to fuck me.

I got my answer soon enough.

“I assume you haven’t been flogged yet?” Roger asked, tying my ankles again. I shook my head, wincing as he tugged on my bound wrists. I glanced over my shoulder. He was making another bind, something more complicated than I thought. He undid the tie that held my wrists together, and relief washed over me. It was short-lived.

Tugging my ruined shirt off, he proceeded to position my arms around the edges of the desk, then tied my wrists together underneath it. I had even less mobility than before. While he was working on the binds, his hard cock kept bobbing almost close enough for me to lick, and I had to fight the urge to do so. Once I got started worshipping a cock, it was hard for me to stop.

But the threat of the flogging was enough to keep me in check. I actually prayed for him to come up with more ways to bind me, because every moment he was tying me up was a moment he wasn’t flogging me.

Of course, once I was totally immobilized with my ankles bound to the desk’s legs and my arms bound around it, there was nothing else for him to do but return to his bag. I winced, watching him pull out the many-tasseled tool. The cat o’ nine tails had a braided leather handle, and velvety-looking black strings that moved smoothly through Roger’s hands.

“I’ll make this nice for you,” he promised, standing at my rear once more. He put his hand on my lower back again, even though I could barely move as it was. I closed my eyes, preparing for the pain. Biting my cheek, I reminded myself that I was doing this to earn my collar.

Roger lay the tassels on my lower back, and dragged them down my reddened ass. It made me shiver. It felt good, all those little strings tickling me. And then he reared back and slapped me hard, and all those little strings stopped tickling and started hurting. I whimpered, but kept myself from whining. I could take this, I could do it, I could…

SWACK. Another blow rendered my flesh raw. I gasped when Roger changed his angle of approach; instead of striking me across the ass, he slapped my bare, spread pussy. Fire and ice met in my stomach, arousal and pain mingling. He did it again, and this time I moaned in pleasure. Roger slapped me again right away, this time on my upper thighs, someplace he hadn’t spanked before. My flesh there was new and ripe for abuse, and I tried to wrench my hips to escape the pain. It was no use, I was held tight by the ropes.

“Relax,” Roger mused aloud. “Let the pain relax you.”

How could pain relax me? I winced as another two blows hit the backs of my knees. Roger started his way back up, whipping the backs of my thighs, then my tender slit, then my ass. He was so perfectly rhythmic, like a metronome. Relax, I told myself, again and again, with each stinging blow. Relax, relax…

And, strangely enough, I did. Started to, at least. By the time he began to make his way down again, I had stopped struggling at all, stopped wincing. Stopped doing much of anything…except feeling. I was all sensation. And the sensations were…strange. Arousing. The marks stung where he tortured my flesh, but my pussy was dripping wet with arousal. And when Roger slapped the cat o’ nine tails upwards between my legs, I actually cooed with pleasure as it stimulated my clit.

“There we go,” he murmured, suddenly stopping. For a moment, there was nothing. And then I felt something hard – braided leather – between my legs. Roger slipped the handle against my flesh, rubbing my clit with the end. I gasped, and rocked my hips as much as I could manage.

“Now, that’s a good girl,” Roger praised, sliding the handle back and forth until I was quivering with need for more. “Dripping wet and desperate. Ten more blows, and then I promise, I’ll give you what you need. Beg for them.”

“Please,” I mewled. “Please, whip me more, Sir. Please make my ass red!”

“It already is,” Roger chuckled, withdrawing the handle and slapping my thighs with the tassels. “But I know what you mean. Keep begging.”

“More,” I gasped as he slapped the backs of my knees. “Please, Sir! I need more punishment! Your fucktoy needs to be abused!”

Three, four, five…Roger slapped my ass in quick succession while I cried out pathetically, begging like a slut.

“Please, Sir! Give me more, I need more!”

Six, seven, eight, nine…the pain was almost unbearable, but it was driving me mad with desire. For this much pain, I realized, there had to be as much pleasure. And my body was lusting for that pleasure.

“God, Sir, I need you to fuck me so hard, please just fuck me, please!”

Ten. Roger laid the last slap against my pussy, making my body jump as much as it could. I cried out, wanting him to fill me up right away. But he didn’t. I moaned, clawing at the bottom of the desk, juices dripping down my thighs. I heard Roger rustling in his bag, and then felt him return.

“One last thing,” he said, teasing me with a finger tracing down my vertebrae. “And you’ll get just what you need, princess. They tell me you’ve resisted this…”

My eyes popped wide open as I felt something lubed and smooth pressing against my rosebud. I should have known. It made sense that Roger would be slowly pushing a butt plug into my tight little hole. I moaned, not wanting to whine but unable to just lie there and take it. How could I bear it, when my pussy needed to be filled so bad – and he was filling my ass? I felt myself being stretched, my muscles fighting the intrusion – and losing.

“Relax, or you’ll stay tied up here for another hour without any hope of cumming,” Roger warned. I forced myself to breathe deeply. Roger spread my cheeks wide and pushed, forcing the plug all the way in. I grimaced, but didn’t make a sound, as I adjusted to the sensation of being stuffed and stretched.

“There we go,” Roger said, smoothing his palms over my ass again, soothing. “Now we’re ready.”

Pleasure gripped me so hard that I forgot all about the butt plug. Roger’s thick, hard cock slid between my legs. He teased it up and down my labia first, soaking it in my juices, stimulating my clit with the head. I wanted to thrust back against him, force him inside me, but I couldn’t move. Roger’s hands held tight to my hips, keeping me from the slightest bit of wiggling.

“Soon, you’ll be taking a cock in your ass and your pussy at the same time,” he told me, positioning himself at my entrance. “This is just preparing you for that. You understand that you’re nothing but a slut, right? That you’ve devoted your body to the use of men? That you have willingly given up all control, and offered your services as a public cum-dumpster?”

“Yessss,” I hissed. Roger, satisfied with my response, slowly entered me. Too slowly for my needs, but I was thankful all the same. My eyes rolled back into my head as his cock filled my cunt, my stuffed ass making me feel even tighter than usual. My pussy was dripping wet and hot, and Roger groaned as he slipped all the way into my slit, until he couldn’t go any further. His balls nestled against my flesh, he rocked against me, teasing me.

“How do you want me to fuck you?” He asked.

“Hard,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me as hard as you want, Sir.”

“Good,” he grunted, pulling out. “I plan to.”

And with that, he began to hammer into me. I screamed from the sensation as he plowed his cock into me again and again, slamming his body into mine, fucking me like the fucktoy I was. Roger reached forward, buried his hands in my hair, and pushed my head down.

“Your naughty little cunt is so wet,” he said, the head of his cock hitting my womb with each thrust. “You’re going to love being trained. You’re going to be a good pupil from now on, aren’t you? No more disobeying your teachers? No more ignoring your lessons?”

“Yes,” I said, voice muffled. “I swear, Sir, I’ll be the best little slut in school. I’ll be so good, so good…”

“Then beg to cum for me,” he growled. “Beg to cum like the animal you are.”

“Pleaaase,” I begged. “Let me cum, please, sir, your sweet little toy needs to cum!”

“Do it,” Roger said, reaching around my waist and finding my clit. With one roll of his thumb, he had me in pieces. I shuddered, fighting the binds that held me to the desk, crying out, spasming and cumming like a wild animal. My pussy clenched hard on his cock, my ass clenching on the butt plug. Roger groaned, leaning over me with his full weight, releasing his load into my pussy. Hot, thick cum poured out of his cock and into my womb.

“Thank youuuu,” I screamed, nearly blacking out from the pleasure. Roger pulsed inside me, emptying the last precious drops of his cum into my slit.

“Ah,” he said, slowly pulling out once his cock began to go limp. “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No, Sir,” I admitted, rubbing my cheek against the cool wood surface of the desk. My limbs ached, but I felt tingly and warm all over.

“We still have a long way to go,” he said, slapping my ass gently before leaning down to begin untying me. “You still have a lot of resistance in you.”

“I know,” I said. “I’m sorry, Sir. I’m going to work on it, I swear.”

“Oh, I know,” Roger said with a slight chuckle. I moaned in relief as my ankles suddenly came free, followed by my wrists. I just slumped backwards, barely able to use my strained and bruised limbs. “I’ll be here same time next week to work with you again. In the meantime, I expect your performance in class to improve. If I hear otherwise, you’ll be paying for it.”

“I understand, Sir,” I said, thinking that now I had a much better idea of how to get through my classes. Roger was a good tutor. I reached up and touched the collar.

“You can keep that, for now,” he said gravely. “But only if you promise to be a good girl for your professors. It’s a privelige, not a right. Do you understand?”

“Yes, of course, Sir,” I nodded fervently, looking up at Roger as he collected himself and his things, zipping his bag back up.

“Now, I have some extra homework for you,” he said. “Every night this week, after your shower, I want you to write the following phrase across your stomach, where everyone can see it.”

He grabbed a pen and paper from my messy desk and jotted down the phrase. He passed it down to me on his way to the door.

Please spank me.

“I expect you’ll get plenty of practice in the hallways with that message,” he said with a grin. He was right. I’d seen girls with similar messages on their bodies, and all the men on campus were eager to follow whatever direction was given. I blushed at the thought of becoming the campus spank-slut, but I knew it was for my own good.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, but Roger was already halfway out the door.

“Same time next week,” he reminded me before closing the door behind him. I sighed, lying back on my floor, stretching out my aching limbs and feeling his cum drip from my slit. I smiled. Maybe my dream of graduating Magnum Cum Lotta wasn’t so impossible, after all.
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