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Homeward Bound


Life on the streets was
challenging and often miserable affair. I’d been living rough for
almost two years, having run away from my foster parents as soon as
I reached my 18th
birthday. My childhood had been one of constant
upheaval, being tossed from one adoptive family to the next. I
quickly developed a thick skin and a taste for mischief, soon
embracing a life of petty crime that tested my succession of
guardians to their limits. In retrospect, running away was a stupid
decision, motivated purely by my own ego and a thirst for
independence. I hated relying on them and even though they had
loved me dearly like their own child, I couldn’t face the humility
of returning with my tail between my legs. At least I had my pride,
if nothing else. The nights were the hardest, especially during the
winter. I carried a hefty rucksack on my back with a rolled up
sleeping bag consuming most of the space. I had little room or time
for keepsakes and rarely had any food to eat, let alone store on my
person. My only other possessions were my tatty old moth-eaten
clothes, consisting of a pair of denim jeans, a t-shirt, and a
thick hooded sweater to shield me from the elements. I relied on
the generosity of passers-by and most days, I was able to drum up
enough change to afford something simple, like a sandwich or even a
doughnut. My mousey young appearance probably helped, engendering a
certain amount of sympathy from those who laid their eyes on my
unkempt, wavy hazelnut locks or my prominent overbite.

I’d
scouted a prime location for begging in an open public water garden
situated in the city’s financial district. It lay between one of
the tallest buildings and the row of catering trailers to which the
affluent business men and women would flock every lunch time. I
would sit on a commemorative bench beside the gravel footpath,
smiling courteously at them as they bustled through the park. In
truth, I didn’t get that much more from the rich than I did from
the common folk in any other part of the city, but I did at least
get to enjoy the tranquil ambience of the many little fountains and
waterfalls dotted about the place. The flowers would emit all kinds
of fragrant aromas and for an hour or two during the day, the sun
would beam through a gap in the monolithic skyscrapers, casting its
warm glow over me like a comforting blanket. It was a meagre
existence, but those brief moments of happiness were enough to
sustain me through the tougher times. I had become accustomed to
the harsh realities of living on the streets and would take solace
wherever I could find it. It was with considerable shock that one
afternoon I found myself enveloped by the shadow of a tall, slender
figure blocking out the sun. Before I could look up at whoever
stood before me, a small foil-wrapped parcel landed in my
lap.

“Room
for two?” came the raspy voice of an older woman. Although the
bright glare of the sun peeking around the sides of her head cast
her face into the shade, I could tell from her tailored pinstriped
suit that she worked in one of the nearby buildings.

“Um...
sure.” I stuttered, clearly flabbergasted by the fact that she had
approached me, let alone wanted to sit with me on the bench. I
shuffled over to make room for her and watched in awe as she parked
her butt on the wooden slats next to me. She was kinda hot and even
though she was obviously quite a bit older than me, I couldn’t help
but notice her trim figure and stunning complexion. Her jet black
hair streamed down over her shoulders like a treacly waterfall,
shimmering softly in the bright sunlight.


“Madeline.” she stated, offering her hand out to greet me.
The name suited her perfectly, balancing her elegant femininity
with the steely look of authority in her eyes. She had a commanding
presence, despite having only spoken little more than a few words
to me.

“Alice.”
I replied, wiping my grubby fingers on my jeans before accepting
the shake.

“I hope
you’re not a vegetarian.” she chuckled, nodding down at the parcel
she had deposited in my lap. It was warm and spongy to the touch,
and gave off the delicious aroma of bacon and tomatoes. I
feverishly unwrapped one of the sandwich and sank my teeth into the
soft bread, tearing a mouthful away and chewing hungrily on
it.

“Thank
you!” I gasped as soon as I’d swallowed the first bite.

“You’re
most welcome.” she smiled, staring at me for a moment as if she was
eyeing up a priceless artefact. She began to eat her own sandwich
and pulled two plastic soda bottles from her bulky black leather
handbag, placing one on the seat between us. I grabbed it and
swigged back half the bottle, letting out a comically loud burp
that disgusted some of the other passers-by. She giggled, seemingly
not caring for a moment what any of them might think. She
immediately had my admiration for it.

“Sorry.”
I blushed. “I’m not used to being around people. They mostly just
ignore me...”

“Most
people are blind idiots.” she replied. “They don’t know real beauty
when they see it.”

At
first, I humbly assumed that she was referring to the beautiful
water garden surrounding us, but as we continued to speak, I came
to the gradual realisation that she was talking about me. We sat
talking for almost half an hour, eating the food and drinking the
soda she had provided. It was the greatest act of charity I’d ever
received and I genuinely pinched myself a couple of times to check
to see if I was dreaming. I honestly couldn’t believe that she
would sit with me, let alone chat with me freely like I’d known her
for years. In fact, that was only the beginning of our
relationship, as the very next day, I sat in the same place, still
buzzing over our previous encounter. I had no expectation that she
would show up, but deep down, I hoped more than anything that she
would. She had infested my dreams the previous night and had
occupied my every waking thought that morning. I had developed a
profound fondness for her that, whilst still in its infancy, was
stronger and more addictive than anything I’d ever felt before. I
tried to suppress it, in fear of setting myself up for a
disappointment, but I was ill-equipped to deal with my newfound
feelings. I would have been crushed had she not turned up, but
thankfully, I meant even more to her than she did to me. Little did
I know it at the time, but Madeline had a very specific plan in
mind for me and over the course of the following week or so, we met
regularly in that same spot.

Each
time, she would buy me lunch and chat with me, drilling me for
information yet rarely giving up any details of her own. I didn’t
mind, as it was the first time I’d ever discussed anything about
myself with another person and the more I came out of my shell, the
more her interest flared. Her questions soon became personal in
nature, asking me if I had some street version of a boyfriend and
what kinds of things I was in to. She seemed strangely thrilled
when I revealed that I had yet to experience the pleasure of
another person, whether with a man or a woman. It was something I’d
thought about endlessly, but which I’d never found the right person
with whom to explore. Her excitement was quite disconcerting, and
yet, for some reason, it only bolstered my attraction to her. It
made me wonder about the real reason for her keen interest in me,
and with each passing day, I could feel the rapport between us
becoming flirtier and filled with the promise of sexual discovery.
It was almost like she was interviewing me, trying to gauge my
suitability for some important position. It made me feel special,
as if for the first time my life, I had value to someone. Then, one
Friday evening, roughly a fortnight after our first meeting, I sat
on the bench, watching the sun slowly dipping between the
buildings. I could often scrape together a little more change from
the business people making their way to the bus stops and train
stations on their way home. That night, however, I was to receive
far more than a handful of shrapnel. I heard the familiar crunch of
the gravel beneath someone’s feet and turned to see Madeline
approaching along the path. It was the first time I had seen her
outside of our lunchtimes together and her sudden appearance struck
fear into my heart.

“Alice.” she said tersely. “Come with me.”

Before I
could open my mouth to ask why or where, she strolled off down the
pathway. I scrambled after her, hastily clambering my arms
into the straps of my rucksack as I followed behind her. She
meandered through the park until she came to the sidewalk, where
she waited silently at the crossing. I stood beside her, glancing
sideways to monitor her expression. She said nothing and barely
even registered my presence as we crossed the road. She clearly
wanted me to be there as that was her explicit instruction, but her
refusal to acknowledge me left me confused and slightly concerned.
I felt like a naughty school girl being led to the headmistress’
office for punishment, though, in a way, that wasn’t entirely
incorrect. Still, I continued to follow behind her, quietly
admiring her tall, slinky frame as we passed from one block to the
next. The hem of her trousers lapped at her ankles as she walked
and the fabric clung to her ass just tightly enough to highlight
the sublime curvature of her cheeks. I noticed the faint imprint of
her panties protruding from beneath and tried to avert my gaze, but
I couldn't help myself. Her perfume lingered on the air behind her,
leaving an intoxicating blend of orange blossom and Neroli at the
back of my nose. She was like a siren leading her innocent victim
astray, and even though I had no idea what she wanted with me, I
couldn’t bear to stop following her.

We
arrived at a tall apartment building and were greeted by a smartly
dressed doorman standing outside. He initially looked like he would
stop me from entering, but she signalled that I was with her and we
entered through the large glass doors into the marble and gold
laden foyer. She led me over to the elevators, ignoring the curious
looks and disapproving frowns of the few people loitering about the
place. I loved that she didn’t care what anyone else thought, and I
was sure that their disgruntled expressions amused her. As we
stepped into the elevator, she fished out a white key card from her
inner jacket pocket and inserted it into a slot at the top of the
bank of floor buttons. The doors immediately whirred to a close and
the lift began to accelerate up the shaft with alarming speed,
turning my legs to jelly beneath me. It felt like the force of
gravity had abruptly increased three-fold and almost pinned me to
the floor with my heart dropping to my stomach. I held on tightly
to the metal hand rail at the back of the elevator and watched the
floor counter ticking upward. The lift finally slowed and the
numbers turned to letters that read ‘PEN’, which I later learned
meant ‘penthouse’. The doors slid open to reveal a small corridor
with two doors. The one to my left was the fire escape and the one
in front was clearly the entrance to her apartment. She took out
the key card again and held the door open, nodding for me to
enter.

“Is this
where you live?” I asked, gawping at the lavish decor of her
expansive living area. The place was open plan with a sunken area
in the middle, where a cream leather sofa and two arm chairs sat
around a coffee table. There was a giant TV screen on the far side
and a variety of abstract modern art hanging from the walls. A
giant window consumed an entire wall, looking out across the
sprawling cityscape. Only a handful of buildings stood as tall as
her penthouse, giving us a pristine view of the mountains far in
the distance. I hadn’t been out of the city in years and seeing
them in all their grandeur was quite stupefying. I couldn’t believe
that I was standing in a place of such exuberant luxury and once
again found myself pinching at the side of my thumb to wake from my
dream.

“Yes.”
she said. “Do you like it?”

“It’s
amazing...” I replied. “You must be so rich!”

“Sure.”
she added, as if her exorbitant wealth was the least interesting
thing about her. “Money can’t buy you everything,
though.”

“What
else could you possibly want?” I asked.

“Let me
show you.” she grinned, waving for me to follow her as she waltzed
over to thin metal staircase that ran along the left wall. I
ascended behind her with my eyes fixed on her ass and the scent of
her perfume even more prominent in my nostrils. I had no idea where
she was taking me, but with every step I took, I hoped more and
more than her intentions were of an erotic nature. Everything about
her turned me on, but it was more than just a raw sexual
attraction. She possessed an air of authority that grabbed me, as
if the sound of her voice alone was enough to bend me to her will.
It excited me in a way I’d never felt before and the idea of
pleasing her only amplified the swell of arousal in my loins. We
reached the top step and turned along a passageway with several
doors on either side. Madeline proceeded along the corridor toward
the second door on the right, which she opened and nodded for me to
enter. It was a simple bedroom with a double sized divan in the
centre and a wardrobe and chest of drawers in the corner. Although
the room was plainly decorated and lacked much of the finery of her
living room, it was perfectly cosy in a nondescript way, almost
like what you might find in a budget hotel.

“I don’t
understand.” I said, shaking my head in confusion.

“This is
your new room” she explained, seemingly delighting in my confounded
expression.

“You
would let me stay here? In your beautiful home?” I
asked.

“I would insist on it!” she answered.

“That’s
awfully generous of you...” I said, still unable to believe that it
was actually happening. There was no way I was that lucky and I
could detect a catch coming a mile away.

“I have
something of an unorthodox proposal for you.” she elaborated with a
devilish smile.

“Oh?” I
said, preparing myself for some terrible fate.

“I will
let you stay here. I’ll give you a roof over your head, a warm bed
to lay your head, and all the food you could ever need.” she
explained. “You will never have to spend another night on the
streets. Your worries will be over.”

“But why?” I asked, feeling shamefully humbled by her most
gracious offer. “What could I possibly give you in
return?”

Her eyes
flared with fiery excitement. She was clearly anticipating
something, though I was damned if I knew what it was.

“Come
this way.” she whispered, and walked back out on to the corridor. I
dropped my rucksack in the doorway of my supposed new bedroom and
trailed eagerly behind her. We came to the door at the very end of
the corridor and passed through into a much larger bedroom, and I
could instantly tell that it was hers. A grand four-poster bed
extended out into the middle of the floor space, surrounded by fine
furniture and yet more priceless art on the walls. A huge window
stretched from the floor to the ceiling, showing off the wooden
decked balcony that lay outside and the glorious vista of the
mountains on the horizon. She walked over to another door at the
side of the room, which I initially assumed would be a closet. It
contained far more than shoes and dresses, though. She glanced back
at me with a look of fiery excitement in her eyes and opened the
door. The lights immediately flicked to life, illuminating the
bizarre looking den of depravity that lay within.

“W... what is this?” I asked, gazing across the black painted
walls and the dusty wooden floorboards beneath my feet. It was
almost as large as her bedroom itself and was littered with an
array of strange looking implements hanging from hooks and lying on
shelves on the walls. A pink leather padded crucifix stood in one
corner with a wooden pillory close by and a Y-shaped wooden bench
bolted to the floor in the centre of the room. I honestly didn’t
know what to think and I’d never seen anything quite like it. It
was obviously a very private place for her and the fact that she
was allowing me to see it only bolstered my adoration for
her. She suddenly seemed even taller than
usual, lending her already imposing demeanour an air of dominance
over me. I felt oddly compelled to obey her, and the thought of her
using the toys on my body made my thighs quiver with a curious
mixture of fear and sexual desire. I couldn’t explain it, but
seeing the collection of whips, ropes, and chains lining the walls
ignited a dark, twisted desire deep inside me. I was beginning to
understand what she wanted, though I could barely process
it.

“You
asked what I could possibly want that money couldn’t buy...” she
purred, moving behind me and placing her hands on my shoulders. I
felt the firm grip of her talons digging into my collar, and
although it was quite uncomfortable at first, I wanted to tolerate
it for her. In fact, the strange discomfort quickly began to turn
me on.

“Yeah.”
I muttered, feeling my fingers trembling at my sides as a flock of
butterflies took flight inside my stomach.

“I want
you.” she whispered, leaning in close to my ear. “I want to own
you. To keep you as my personal sex slave. I want to do things to
you in this room. I want to taste you, fuck you, I want to make you
scream for mercy and then show you none.”

Every
word she spoke sent a chill down my spine, setting every hair on my
body on end. It seemed so wrong and depraved, but I couldn’t deny
that it held some perverse appeal. The warmth of her breath seeped
down beneath the collar of my sweater, surrounding my skin like a
net that was ensnaring me into her grasp.

“Money
can’t buy that?” I asked through my nervous, wavering
breath.

“You can
buy the company of another person. You can buy their flesh. You can
buy sexual fulfilment, certainly.” she continued. “But you can’t
buy true sexual worship. That’s what I want from you.”

“I don’t
know what to say.” I fretted, though an increasing part of me
wanted to at least give it a try. After all, I knew it couldn’t be
much worse than the eternal danger and uncertainty of living alone
in a back alley somewhere.

“You can
come and go during the day – occupy yourself however you wish. When
the sun goes down, I will expect you to be here for me. I will
require your absolute devotion and a willingness to please my every
desire.” she explained. “Of course, you can leave if you want. You
can go back to the bitter cold of the streets if you
prefer.”

I
wondered if I was allowing my baser instincts to get the better of
me. The offer seemed impossibly tempting and not just because it
would mean the end of my ongoing troubles. I gazed across at the
crucifix in the corner and imagined myself strapped into the
leather restraints. The prominent thump of my heart grew even
stronger and my skin began to crawl with anxious anticipation. For
some reason, I trusted her and even though I knew it could be
painful and maybe even a little dangerous, I couldn’t resist. She
moved around in front of me and held out her arms, coaxing me to
step further into the room. My legs felt numb as I raised my foot
off the floor boards and I was sure I would faint and fall down at
any moment. I gave her my hands and allowed her to guide me over to
the centre of the room. She positioned me in front of the Y-shaped
bench and stepped closer, placing her fingers on my hips to hold me
close.

“Okay.”
I said softly. “I will be your slave.”

She
smiled down upon me and gripped the bottom hem of my hooded sweater
to lift it up over my head. I held my arms up obediently so she
could undress me, and no sooner had the sweater dropped to the
floor, had she turned her attention to my t-shirt that lay beneath.
She ran the back of her forefinger over the firm nubs of my nipples
poking through the cotton. I’d always hated wearing bras and had
never seen the point of adopting them whilst living rough. My perky
young tits jiggled freely in the cool air as she raised the t-shirt
up and tossed it aside. I stood before her with my naked chest
fully exposed and I could see the carnal look of intent in her eyes
as she stared down at them. There was so much she wanted to do with
my body and the prospect of her using me for sexual gratification
was almost as exhilarating for me as it was for her. She raised her
hands up to my breasts and clamped her fingers and thumbs around my
nipples, eliciting a sharp gasp from my lips as she squeezed them.
I clenched my bottom lip between my teeth in a vain attempt to stem
the pain, but the harder she pinched, the less I was able to
tolerate it. The pressure slowly mounted and she refused to let go,
filling my tender, ruby red areolas with an unbearable prickly heat
until finally, I let out a loud, painful yelp.

“Sorry.”
I gasped.

“Don’t
be sorry. You can scream as loud as you like.” she
insisted.

“Won’t
people hear? Like, on the lower floors?” I asked.

“The
room is sound proofed.” she grinned. “No one will ever hear you in
here.”

Knowing
that I was beyond saving only made the twisted thrill that much
more alluring. She lowered her fingers to the waistband of my jeans
and popped the metal buttons open one by one. I could feel the
denim loosening from my skin as she separated the fly, making my
clitoris throb between my legs. She peeled my jeans down over my
thighs and allowed them to drop to my ankles the moment they became
slack enough. I leaned down to remove them, kicking off my trainers
and socks until only my cute little pink cotton panties remained.
She plucked the frilly edges away from my skin, causing the elastic
to snap back with a satisfying clap. I could feel the moisture
accumulating between my labia and as she pulled my knickers down, a
needle of my sticky juices stretched out for an inch or so and
clung to the cotton fabric before breaking in the air beneath my
crotch. She raised the panties up to her face and sniffed the scent
of my pussy from the warm, moist patch in the centre of the fabric.
It was so dirty but I loved it nonetheless. She threw the panties
onto the floor and nodded toward the bench, commanding me to mount
it. I climbed up onto the split wooden beams and positioned myself
on top of it, spreading my legs along the forked section with my
head at the other end. Then, she fastened the attached leather
straps around each of my ankles and enclosed another one around my
neck.

Within a
matter of seconds, I was almost completely restrained with only my
arms still free to resist her, should I wish. Of course, I didn’t.
She walked over to the wall and collected a pair of leather cuffs
that matched the straps around my neck and ankles. I watched
intently as she carried them over, playfully hanging them over her
forefinger by the chain so the metal studs clinked together. She
crouched beside me and wound my arms down beneath the bench,
holding my wrists together as she fastened the cuffs around them. I
tested the chain but it held firm, keeping my arms completely bound
under the bench. I was helpless and the fact that no one would be
able to hear me screaming gave me such an electrifying buzz. For a
moment, my excitement was dampened by the notion that she might
simply let me go, should I beg to be freed, but then, as she
collected another toy from the nearby shelves, I realised I was
truly under her command. It was a shiny red ball gag, which she
wedged between my jaws and fastened around the back of my head. I
knew whatever was coming next would be far more painful than a mere
nipple twist. The tingling sensation between my thighs was growing
more and more prominent and the feel of the hard plastic in my
mouth only added to the masochistic thrill.

My pale
young flesh was like a blank canvas for her to paint her
masterpiece, but it wasn’t a brush that she held in her hand. A
three foot long white rattan cane extended from her fist, giving
off a bone-chilling hum as she sliced it through the air beside me.
She held it out over my shackled body and gently tapped the end
against my stomach, causing my muscles to tense up uncontrollably
in a fit of shivery terror. It was the most surreal experience, but
as she slapped the thin wooden stem across my naked skin, all I
wanted was for her to do it harder. She moved it up to my breasts
and smacked them repeatedly, increasing the level of force with
every hit. I shook and wriggled to escape the persistent smack of
the cane but with my body so securely restrained, there was nothing
I could do. It was a powerful cognitive dissonance, both yearning
to feel it and yet trying to evade it at the same time. Having it
forced upon me was even more arousing than enduring it willingly
and as the strikes became fiercer, my clitoris throbbed harder than
ever. With my thighs spread wide apart and my hands tied away
beneath the bench, I was left with a frustrating lack of pressure
that was almost as tortuous as the incessant smack of the cane over
my nipples.

She
stayed her hand for a moment, allowing me to catch my breath with
the spectre of the next hit hanging over my head. My muscles
relaxed a little, but before I could truly regain control of my
breath, she swiped the cane through the air again and brought it
crashing down across my stomach. A piercing howl erupted from my
lips, barely muffled at all by the thick plastic gag wedged between
my jaws. It echoed off the walls for a few seconds as the fierce
sting spread through my flesh. A searing white hot impact scar
formed just above my belly button and slowly turned a vivid shade
of strawberry pink. It burned long after she had pulled the cane
away, leaving me squirming in agony on the bench as the chains
between my cuffs rattled beneath me. The bristling pain had barely
begun to dissipate when she raised the cane up again and lashed my
stomach again, leaving a second glowing red line in its wake. A
third strike came seconds later, followed by another, and then
another, lathering my skin with a series of intense impact marks.
It felt like she had spilled fuel all over my belly and set light
to it, leaving a mess of fiery carnage across my skin. Tears began
to well up uncontrollably behind my eye lids and spilled out,
rolling down over the sides of my cheeks. It was the most
overwhelming pain I’d ever felt, but as agonising as it was, it did
nothing to dampen the undulating firmness of my
clitoris.

She
moved her attention down to my thighs and began to smack the cane
across them alternately, starting at my knees and then working her
way up to my crotch. Although the impacts were not nearly as hard
as those she had unleashed upon my stomach, as they grew closer and
closer to my exposed pussy, the anticipation filled me with dread.
She loved toying with me and was clearly enjoying the sight of me
trembling in fear as she inched the cane up along my inner thighs.
I knew what was coming but nothing could have prepared me for the
sheer fury of the cane as she smacked it across my clitoris. I
bolted up off the bench and arched my back, shuddering violently as
the pain surged through my veins. My jaws clenched tightly around
the gag as I squealed in horror, banging my ass against the wooden
surface beneath me in a futile attempt to dissipate the pain. She
did it again, and then again, beating my dripping wet pussy with
the wooden stem with only the faint barrier of my pubic hair to
cushion the blow. Specks of my juices splashed away from my pussy
with each strike and landed on the dusty floor between my parted
thighs. She finally relented, leaving me twitching in agony and
ecstasy on the bench as a constant tormented groan poured from my
gaping mouth. She walked back over to the wall and placed the cane
back into its holder. In its place, she collected a chunky red
candle and a box of matches from a nearby shelf.

“Is your
tight little pussy wet for me?” her voice crackled beside my ear as
she crouched on the floor next to me. I nodded, suddenly feeling
awash with shame as the realisation of how much I liked it. My life
on the streets already felt like an entirely lifetime ago, as if
I’d been under Madeline’s command from the moment I came in to the
world. She placed the candle on my stomach, causing the sore flesh
beneath it to tingle under the slight pressure. I held my breath
and bit down on the gag to steady the candle in place as she took
out a match and struck it. The scent of burning red phosphorous
quickly filled my nostrils as she lit the wick and was replaced
again by the spicy aroma of cinnamon as the wax began to melt. A
molten pool formed beneath the flame and shimmered beneath the dim,
sensual lights on the ceiling. She left the candle balancing
precariously on my belly and ran her hand down to my crotch. Every
little tap of her fingers felt like a spider’s legs creeping toward
my pussy, leaving every muscle in my body completely rigid for fear
of toppling the candle. She circled her middle finger around the
hood of my clitoris, staring directly into my eyes with a
conflicting look of tender love and sadistic glee. The pressure of
her finger sent waves of bristling heat through my clit as she
stroked the sore flesh. All I could do was to moan in response,
filling the air inside her private torture chamber with the
permanent drone of my anguished voice.

She
moved her finger down a little further and ran it between the lips
of my engorged pink vulva. The moisture was seeping out and
dripping down between my ass cheeks, and the flow only grew
stronger the more she touched me. She started to work her finger
around the tight opening of my vagina, feeling the wetness for
herself as she inched deeper inside me. It was the first time I’d
ever been penetrated by someone other than myself and having her
inside me was the single most erotic moment of my life. Another
rash of goose pimples soared across my entire body, evaporating
every bit of smouldering heat from my flayed skin and replacing it
with a satisfying chill. She curled her finger up and began to tug
it back against the ceiling of my vaginal walls, amplifying my
state of arousal to a level I never even knew was possible. I
didn’t know what she was doing to me, but it felt amazing and I
didn’t ever want her to stop. I later learned that she was
stimulating my g-spot, something that I wished I known about
earlier. She inserted her second middle finger and started to
circle her thumb around my clitoris, coaxing the tiny pink bead out
from beneath its fleshy hood. I was able to maintain a slight
motion in my hips without toppling the candle and slowly but
surely, the pressure began to mount inside my pussy. The tingly
warmth of an orgasm began to spread through my groin and I was just
reaching the shivering edge of bliss when suddenly, she grabbed the
candle and tipped it on its side above my stomach.

A stream
of molten wax poured from its basin beneath the flickering flame
and splashed down across my bare flesh with a light sizzle. The
vapour rose up in a puff of steam as the wax clung to my skin,
delivering a brief yet brutal shot of scorching hot pain that sent
my hips bolting up off the bench. An ear-splitting scream roared
from my lungs as the heat permeated through my muscles. The pain
vanished from my body as quickly as it had arrived, seemingly
taking every ounce of strength with it. My arms and legs turned
limp and flopped down against the bench, only coming back to life
moments later as I registered the divine pressure of Madeline’s
fingers inside me once more. She continued to massage my g-spot
with her two middle fingers and I could hear the sordid squelch of
my juices seeping out around them. The memory of the wax soon faded
from my mind as I became consumed with achieving the orgasm that
she had snatched away from me. I clenched my ass and thrust my hips
up to meet the momentum of her fingers, finally able to fully
appreciate their incredible dexterity. She pushed me to the edge of
a climax and then tipped a fresh load of scorching hot molten wax
across my breasts. I wriggled violently to escape its fiery wrath
but the wax stuck to my chest like a leech and injected its intense
burning heat directly into my skin. As I came around, I could feel
her fingers still working inside me, keeping me constantly on the
verge of cumming but never allowing me to do so. She continued in
the same vein, finger fucking my pussy and then unloading the wax
across my skin. Each time, she chose a different spot, covering
both of my thighs, my upper arms, and feet. Finally, she slid her
fingers out of my pussy and poured one last shot of wax directly
over my clitoris. It burned so hot, I could barely think and the
faint murmur of her delighted laughter only made it
worse.


Eventually, the pain faded away and I lay back on the hard
wooden surface with my breasts rising up into the air with the deep
gusts of my warm breath. Her shadow loomed over me once again and I
noticed yet more toys in her hands, though my eyes were too blurry
from the floods of tears to distinguish what they might be. She
knelt beside me and placed them on the floor as she removed the gag
from my mouth. Then, in its place, she held up a large rubber dildo
with two straps extending sideways from the bottom of the shaft and
a thick notch beneath the base. She wedged the notch between my
teeth and fastened the straps around the back of my head, leaving
the enormous black cock protruding from my mouth like a giant
phallic horn. I moaned around the sides of the new dildo gag and
watched as she rose up and started to undress beside me. She
removed her suit jacket and unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a
saucy black bustier beneath that covered her entire chest in a
layer of translucent floral lace. The cups propped her breasts up,
lending the soft, jiggling mounds a perky firmness that emphasised
their delicious roundness. She unzipped her trousers and peeled
them down over her mature, slender thighs, showing off the matching
black lace panties hugging her crotch. I couldn’t take my eyes off
them and almost felt like I should avert my gaze as she started to
pull them down, as if I wasn’t worthy of seeing her naked form. She
gracefully allowed me to watch and smiled down on me as she bent
down and took them off. When she came back up, however, she held
something very different in her hand.

Fifteen
individual suede tassels hung from her fist and swayed back and
forth as she raised a deadly looking flogging whip up. She trailed
the tips along my right leg, starting at my toes and working her
way up over my thigh and stomach to my tits. The suede tickled my
skin with its light touch, giving me a tantalising taste of the
turmoil that was to come. She flipped her leg over me and faced
down across my body as she lowered herself onto the dildo. Her
fingers wrapped around the shaft and held it steady as she nudged
the bulbous black head between her pussy lips. I stared up along
the underside of the shaft and watched as her moist labia split
apart and enclosed around it. She inched herself down on it, slowly
obscuring my view of the room around me until her ass was planted
firmly on my face. My nose was wedged between her ass cheeks and
nudged against the puckering rim of her asshole. The faint scent of
her anus gave me the inexplicable urge to extend my tongue and lick
all around the tight fleshy ripples, but the dildo gag prevented
it. I wanted to please her in every way imaginable and if she asked
me to slide my tongue deep into her ass, I probably would have done
so. Her hips began thrust back and forth on top of my face as she
rode on the dildo, moaning softly with each blissful push. I could
feel her grinding her clitoris on my chin and firmed my jaw as best
as I could to help her. The moisture from her pussy soon began to
seep around the base of the dildo and entered my mouth, allowing me
to taste her warm, sticky nectar. I’d almost forgotten about what
she held in her hand, but then as the motion of her hips
accelerated, she gave me a startling reminder.

I heard
the thunderous crack of the whip striking my flesh and for a moment
or two, I wondered if it had hit me at all. Then, like a bolt of
lightning, I felt the blistering impact of the tassels smashing
against my stomach, almost knocking the wind from my lungs. My hips
shot up in the air again and before they had started to falter, she
swiped the whip across my left inner thigh. I howled in agony
beneath her, but the powerful vibration of my tormented voice
rumbled through her pussy and only turned her on even more. She
rode fiercely on my face, thrusting her hips forward as the veiny
ridges of the dildo pressed against her g-spot deep inside her. My
screams fuelled her cruelty and the louder they became, the harder
she whipped me. She unleashed a relentless barrage of blazing
strikes, slicing the tassels left and right across my flesh. Flakes
of scarlet wax flew into the air and floated down to the floor like
a bloody snowfall, exposing the even darker red scars that lay
beneath. I writhed on the bench and squealed so loud that my voice
quickly turned to a hoarse croak that hardly managed to escape the
suffocating cushions of her ass cheeks. The sight of my wriggling,
tortured flesh kept her riding blissfully on the dildo, enjoying
its impressive girth as it pushed out and ground against every
nerve ending lining the walls of her pussy. I could hear her breath
growing faster and soon, she was too elated to even hold the whip
in her fingers. I heard it topple to the floor with a loud thud and
she leaned forward over my body to assume the 69
position.

I was
finally able to see her pussy swallowing the dildo as she thrust
herself back and forth on it and with her legs parted so wide
around the bench, the rim of her asshole stretched slightly open.
The lace of her bustier grazed across my stomach, irritating the
flayed skin with the constant motion of her writhing body. I wished
I could reach up and play with her ass, but my arms remained
shackled beneath me. All I could do was to watch and enjoy the
pressure of her fingers on my clitoris as she flicked and rubbed it
in every direction. She slid her two middle fingers back inside me
and picked up where she had left off earlier, tugging on my g-spot
while her other set of fingers massaged my clit. This time,
however, there was no wax to unload on my skin, or any cane to
smack me with, or any whip to flog me with. I thrust my hips up
against her fingers and trembled in ecstasy beneath her as the
onset of uncontrollable orgasmic spasms took hold of my body. I let
out a long, guttural moan that hung on the air as I came, thrashing
even more violently on the bench than I had at the mercy of her
whip. Mere seconds after I tipped over the edge, I heard the faint
quiver of her voice and felt a sudden burst of convulsions in her
own hips. She slammed her pussy down on the dildo and clenched her
cheeks, squeezing the shaft inside her to keep it pressed against
her g-spot. She was clearly cumming just as hard as I was and
seeing it so close to my face only prolonged my own spine-tingling
orgasm. Our thunderous heartbeats dovetailed together as we
shuddered and groaned on the bench, cumming with every ounce of
strength left in our muscles. I would have happily died if I could
have enjoyed just a few more seconds of the explosive, tingly
warmth that spread through my body, but it was over all too
soon.

She lay
on top of me, resting her cheek on my thigh as we both twitched and
shook with the aftershocks of our orgasms. I’d never experienced
such an indescribable level of pleasure and couldn’t quite process
how it happened. It was like learning that I could fly and my heart
didn’t stop thumping until long after she had freed me from the
restraints. She helped me to my feet and made sure I could stand. I
took a deep, calming breath, and although nothing could truly
settle my nerves at that point, I managed to stay upright at least.
She extended her hand toward me and smiled.

“So?”
she asked. “Do we have a deal?”

I
couldn’t muster the strength to speak, but I was able to meet her
hand shake with an exhausted nod and she could tell that I was
willing. And so in the time that it would have taken me to walk
back to my usual back alley haunts, I had discovered not just a
place to call home, but a woman for whom I harboured a profound
adoration. She was my master and I would do anything for her, and
not just because she granted me a roof over my head. I didn’t know
what the future would hold, but I knew that finding out would be a
whole lot of fun!






THE
END












******






Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Homeward Bound” so I’ll
know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.

Connect with Kelly Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE
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