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I'm not sure exactly where my interest in
bondage and submission came from. I mean, as long as I've had
sexual fantasies, they've been a part of them. I remember tying
myself to the bed and imagining I was someone's prisoner, and I
once bent over the ottoman in the living room, my pussy pressed
down against a banana, and used one of my belts on my butt,
sweeping it back to snap stingingly across my buttocks again and
again until I came like crazy!

These were my own private fantasies, though.
I knew they were perverted, and I never would have confessed them
to anyone I knew, not family, friends nor even lovers.

Though I wanted to! I mean, sex was... okay,
but nothing special. I knew what it was missing. It was missing the
fire I felt when I filled my mind with dark thoughts and tied
myself up! But the guys I had sex with were my age and way too
mouthy. I would never have trusted them with a deep, dark secret
like that!

“Hey, guess what, Christy likes being tied up
and spanked!”

Oh yeah, I really wanted THAT making its way
through school! I'd never be able to show my face again!

Sex was filled with enough tension and stress
as it was! I mean, you have to be so careful of what you say and
do, of how you react. You have to make sure the guy's fragile ego
doesn't get damaged, which means that even if you're not really
enjoying yourself you have to pretend you are.

But not too much! If you react too much they
get too much of an ego boost and now they want to tell everyone all
about it. “You should have heard Cheryl screaming through those
multiple orgasms!”

No, I didn't want that either!

It might have been different if I'd had a
regular boyfriend, one I could trust. But to be honest, it usually
didn't take me long to get tired of guys I was with, mostly because
they acted like immature idiots who took me for granted.

Then I graduated. No more high school! Yay!
But the thing is, your friends are your friends. Your group is your
group. It doesn't change after school. Maybe if you go to college,
but I didn't. I went to work as a clerk at Walmart.

And since I didn't have much money I still
stayed at home with my parents, though this or that girlfriend and
I explored ways we could share a place and still have money.

Anyway, my parents were pretty okay with me
now that I was eighteen. They didn't have the same strict rules or
anything, and I could do pretty much what I wanted. So why leave?
We had a nice house which was way better than some cheap apartment
I could rent with someone.

Behind our house was a large old Victorian
house owned by a couple in their early thirties. Evan and Tanya.
Evan was tall and hot, with steamy blue eyes and very short dark
hair. He was well-built, and since they had a pool I could see just
how well-built from my bedroom window!

Tanya, though, was more than a match for any
girl who might think to tempt him. She was very athletic, but
busty, with wide hips and narrow waist. Not to mention long blonde
hair. She worked as some kind of public relations type job while
Evan was a lawyer.

One day after they'd put in the pool I'd been
at the fence and struck up a conversation, and they'd invited me to
use their pool whenever I felt like it. I hadn't needed to be
invited twice! I got my bikini and hopped the fence to join
them!

It felt very comfortable, which was great
because I was often feeling pretty self-conscious in a bathing
suit. That had probably come from when I was younger. I had been
late to develop. I mean, I'd sprouted up, but not out, so that
people teased me and called me string-bean and beanpole and
stuff.

That ended around sixteen, thankfully. No one
called me that anymore! But still, I wasn't in Tanya's class. I was
like, a nice firm B-cup but she was D-cups for sure.

I never felt like I was in competition with
her, though, because she was over ten years older, and Evan's wife,
while I was just a teenager. She was more like a big sister, or
maybe a cousin or aunt or something.

Anyway, that summer they decided to go on a
three day weekend to her parents in another city, and asked me to
house-sit and feed their cat. That was easy enough. I fed Walter,
the cat, kept the pool clean, and enjoyed the use of it. I also got
to hang around their house, though I knew I shouldn't. I was only
supposed to drop in to make sure everything was okay, and feed the
cat, and maybe play with it a bit.

The thing is, Walter is kind of lazy. He
doesn't really require much playing. He mostly just lays on his fat
ass and looks out the window.

I admit I was being nosy poking around in
their bedroom. I was bored. I was mostly just looking at her
wardrobe, seeing what dresses she had, you know. Some of them
looked really pretty but they wouldn't have fit me. I was taller
than her, but she was not only bustier but had wider shoulders and
hips.

She had a lot of sexy underwear, but again, I
wasn't about to try it on or anything. The bras would never have
fit anyway, and I had lots of my own thongs.

But then I fond something... intriguing. It
puzzled me, at first. I had no idea what it was. It looked like a
collection of leather straps held together with metal rings and
buckles. But it was in her lingerie drawer at the bottom. I pulled
it out curiously and tried to sort out what the heck it was.

It took me a while but the obvious thing was
that it was some sort of kinky leather outfit. There was a lower
strap dangling under, which fed into a horizontal strap, then
criss-cross straps which went up to another horizontal
strap....

I was wearing shorts and a tank top, so felt
free to experiment on myself. I stepped into it and pulled the
thing up over my hips. So far so good, although if this was the
panty part, well, the strap which would go over my pussy was no
more than an inch or so wide!

I pulled the collection of straps up my body
and then drew the thickest strap in the lot up under my breasts.
This was more than a strap, really. It was clearly designed for
breast support. It was harder than the rest of the straps, and bent
along its length, like a ninety-degree angle. It pressed against
the ribs under my breasts, then the bent part pressed up against
the underside of my breasts.

But that part would be barely enough to
support my breasts. I couldn't imagine how it would support
Tanya's. Because there were adjustable straps and buckles, the
thing would fit me, even though I was taller and more slender than
Tanya, and I felt a hot little tingle of excitement as the lower
strap pressed up very firmly against my sex.

I buckled the horizontal strap around my ribs
so it was firmly in place, then took the edges and pulled them up,
where they narrowed into much thinner straps. I tried putting them
over my shoulders, but that didn't seem to work. Then I realized I
had to pull them diagonally across my chest and pull them up across
the opposite shoulder.

Oh yeah, that worked really well! Doing that
tugged up the outside of those straps under my breasts so they
curved up to press in against the outside of my breasts, kind of
squeezing them together! There was one more strap left dangling,
and that was pulled straight across the top of my breasts to fasten
on the other side, pushing down on my boobs.

Woah! This was so wicked!

I felt guilty, and I felt hot and sexy, and I
knew I had to try this thing on without my shorts and tank top! I'd
seen stuff like this but even in the lingerie stores I hadn't had
the courage to try it on.

I undid the buckles and let the thing slide
down and off. Then I peeled my tank top over my head and off. I was
already feeling my chest tightening with excitement, and when I
removed my bra, my nipples were hard and tingling.

I licked my lips then slipped off my shorts
and panties to stand there in their bedroom completely naked. That
all by itself felt kinky and perverted and nasty! I also felt kind
of guilty and anxious, even though they were out of the city. I
knew very well Tanya would be furious (and rightly so) if she
knew.

But they were in Philadelphia, so...

I pulled the leather up my legs, then as the
lower strap pressed against my sex felt a little jolt of
realization. This had been against Tanya's pussy! Partly, that made
me go 'ick', but for some reason it also made me feel this was even
hotter and kinkier!

I had had... fantasies about Tanya, you see.
I mean, not seriously! I don't mean to suggest I had the hots for
her or anything! I had never really done much with girls, though
and I was... curious, see. Lots of my friends had, and I had just
never found the right time or place or girl.

So the thought of doing it with Tanya had
occurred to me from time to time, even though she hadn't given me
any indication she was at all interested in that sort of thing. Let
alone with me!

My pussy already felt hot and tender and wet
as I pulled the straps higher. The feel of them pressing against
the underside of my breasts was deeply erotic! And then when I
pulled the straps up around the outside of my breasts, then across
my upper chest, I felt my breasts throbbing! I fastened the strap
behind my neck, then drew the last one across the top, which
pressed down against my breasts.

I was already panting! My body was filled
with sexual electricity even before I looked in the big mirror in
their walk-in closet! Ohmygod! I looked so hot and sexy! My breasts
were squeezed up and out and together and my nipples were rock
hard!

And that was when I had another idea.

The walk-in closet was huge, and I had been
envious as heck when I'd seen it. But I'd noticed she had a lot of
shoes, including some stilettos. I went further into it and
examined her shoes, looking for some sexy black stiletto heels.

And that was when I found the boots! I stared
at them, and felt a burst of heat and excitement as I bent and
pulled them out.

They were the highest boots I had ever seen
anyone actually own! Again, I'd heard of them, and even seen them
in stores. They came up well past the knees, almost to the crotch,
in fact.

And it turned out Tanya and I had more or
less the same shoe size. I stepped into the first one, and though
my foot felt a little pinched, I could wear it! I zipped it up
until the top closed maybe three inches below my crotch!

I stuffed my foot excitedly into the other,
then realized something was in there. I pulled my foot out and
shoved my hand in and came out with a pair of leather gloves. But
they were like the boots, really high! I put them down and slid the
boot on, then zipped it up before examining the gloves.

They were black leather, like the boots. I
slid my hands, and arms into them, and they came up well past my
elbows, almost to my shoulders!

Wild! Kinky! Sexy!

I stared at myself in the big mirror, posing
breathlessly. Wow, I looked amazing! I wobbled out into the bedroom
where I'd left my phone and then went back in and took a bunch of
pictures – careful pictures, ones that didn't have my head in
them.

You can never be too careful!

I wanted to remember what I looked like but I
couldn't chance someone hacking my phone, or stealing it and having
pictures of me like this all over the internet or something!

I was turned on, and I absolutely had
to masturbate!

I couldn't do it with these straps on,
though, so I unbuckled them and began to slide them off. Seeing and
feeling the straps against my wrists, though, gave me ideas, dark
ones. I took down one of Evan's belts and wrapped it around my
wrists, then held my arms up and stared at myself in the mirror, my
body thrumming with sexual energy!

The walk-in closet was about ten feet deep
and about ten feet wide. His clothes were on the left, and hers on
the right. But in the middle was like a giant dresser. It was about
waist-high and had drawers running down both sides.

I bent over it, gasping as my breasts
pillowed out against the surface, then doubled up the belt I'd
taken and swung it back against my bottom. I flinched and gasped as
it snapped down across my bare buttocks, but the inner heat rose so
that I squirmed wildly against the dresser!

I needed a banana!

My whole body felt flushed as I carefully
made my way down the stairs and into the kitchen. I opened the
fridge and looked for a banana. There were none, though. What
caught my eye instead were cucumbers. And I felt an emotional jolt
go through me at the very thought of using one! They were way too
thick!

But... being done by a really thick cock had
always been one of my dark fantasies, going along with the dark
heat of being bound and gagged and used!

So I took out the narrowest of them, my heart
beating and chest tight. I washed it in warm water until it warmed
up, then took it upstairs. I found some baby oil and then began to
finger myself. I moaned as the heat rose rapidly. I hadn't bothered
taking off the leather gloves! Feeling the leather fingers against
me felt wild! It was like it wasn't really my finger!

I slid two leather fingers up inside myself,
pumping them in and out as I squatted in front of the big mirror,
staring at myself. Then I placed the thicker side of the cucumber
on the floor, and knelt straddling it. I slowly eased my knees
apart, bringing myself down until I felt the slippery round tip of
the thing against me!

I had to fight not to touch myself now
because I was sure I would come like crazy if I did! Instead I used
my hands to brace myself on the floor and hold the cucumber as I
rubbed my pussy against the top! I eased down more and more,
feeling the pressure make me ache!

I was starting to have my doubts this was
going to work, in fact. The pressure was becoming very hard, and
the aching was becoming worse, and yet it wasn't pushing into me. I
began to wonder if it wasn't just too thick for me.

I began to vary the pressure, easing up, then
pressing down, easing up, then pressing down, grinding myself
against it until, slowly, I felt the tip pushing aside the lips of
my sex, and then, oh my God it felt incredible as it started to
slowly slide into me!

I couldn't wait! I was trembling with
excitement! I only had about three inches inside me but my gloved
fingers, now quite slippery, pressed against my clitoris and I
rubbed frantically! It didn't take more than a few seconds, then
the orgasm tore through me!

I couldn't help crying out again and again! I
was in an empty house so why not!? I pressed down harder, the heat
devouring me as I forced myself further and further down the length
of the warm, slippery cucumber!

I stared at my pussy, obscenely stretched
apart as the green cock slid into me, and rubbed my clitoris
desperately, waves of pleasure sweeping through my body and mind so
that I thought I might go insane!

The orgasm was... fucking amazing! It was one
of the most intense I'd ever had, and left me gasping and flushed.
I knelt there, bending forward, gulping in air, hands on the floor,
recovering.

Now here's the thing. I'd never masturbated
past an orgasm before. I mean, the whole point of masturbating was
to reach climax, right, and what was the climax? It was the end!
And yet I was still incredibly aroused, incredibly excited, and so
I straightened up, staring at myself with rapt attention.

I let my body sink down slowly, wincing a
little as the cucumber pushed deeper. I put my hands up behind my
neck and stared at myself, stared at the cucumber, stared at
myself. Heat washed over me!

I moaned helplessly as I sank slowly, oh so
slowly down, feeling the hard green thing sliding deeper into my
pussy, stretching it out all along its length! God, it was so
thick! I let my hands slide down over my breasts, kneading them and
rubbing the nipples, then dropped my right hand to my pussy and let
my slippery fingers start rubbing my clitoris again!

I began to... bounce, atop the thing. Oh, it
wasn't much of a bounce, of course, just little ones that didn't
really even move me on the thing so much as make the pressure grow
and stop, grow and stop. But gradually the thing pushed higher and
deeper inside me. Finally, I gripped the base to hold it against
the floor, and then began to actually slide up and down.

I could see the look on my face in the
mirror, how it was completely filled with heat and excitement as I
slid slowly up and down that thick green cock! I forced myself
lower, ignoring the pain, crying out as the tip jammed against the
back wall of my pussy again and again!

Another orgasm hammered into me and I cried
out as it really tore my mind apart! It was even more powerful than
the first one, and I rode the cucumber furiously, heedless of how
much it ached! I was wild with passion and need as the orgasm tore
my mind apart, and nothing else mattered but the pleasure!

It was so good!

I rode up and down, grinding myself down on
each deep stroke, gasping and moaning in pleasure, until the orgasm
slowly faded. And still I felt aroused. I stared at myself in the
mirror, feeling how the cucumber throbbed inside me.

Then I got my phone and snapped pictures –
below the neck – of me impaled on the cucumber. I turned my back to
the mirror and snapped more, then fell forward onto my hands and
knees, turning to look behind me at the cucumber sticking out of
me.

God, what a filthy girl I was!

I had more than half inside me by then. But
it was over a foot long. I had no thought of getting it all inside
me, though the idea of that was incredibly hot!

I reached under me, rubbing my clitoris,
pressing the cucumber back against the mirror, feeling the tip
jamming inside me as I moaned in pleasure. I'd never had two
orgasms at the same time and now I was aiming for three!

I was getting more frantic, and more violent.
I turned away from the mirror, pressing the thing back against the
chest of drawers, slapping myself back so that the tip punched into
me again and again until I had maybe two-thirds of it inside me,
maybe more!

Another orgasm lashed my senses! I rutted
back against the chest, heedless of the pain as the tip of the
thing punched against the back wall of my pussy!

Oh boy! I sagged bonelessly as the orgasm
passed, gasping for breath, my weight crushing my breasts under me
as I knelt there with the end of the cucumber pressed against the
chest. I groaned and eased a bit forward to ease the pressure
against me, then slowly rose up and eased the cucumber out of my
aching pussy.

I sat back, drawing my knees up, staring down
at my pussy, now closed. I moaned as I ran my leather-covered
fingers lightly across myself. That had been the thickest thing I'd
ever tried to push into my body, but it had been worth it! That had
been the most exciting sexual experience of my life!

Now I needed to clean up. I groaned as I got
to my feet. I posed a few more times before the mirror, then sighed
and went to the bathroom. There I washed the gloves while still on
me to get the slippery baby oil off.

With that done I gently peeled them off and
patted them dry with paper towels. I unzipped the boots and took
them off, then folded up the gloves and slipped them inside before
putting them back in the closet.

I put the halter thing back in Taylor's
lingerie drawer and closed it, then went back to the closet and
cleaned the baby oil off the floor where it had spilled. Everything
looked good, so then I went into the bathroom and washed myself up
before getting dressed.

I trotted back downstairs and went out back,
crossed the yard, then climbed over the fence to my place. I felt a
bit strange, because I'd done something so kinky and outrageous.
But also sort of gleeful and excited because it had been so
exciting and given me such fantastic orgasms.

I felt some guilt, too, but rationalized it.
I hadn't caused any harm and I'd gotten away with it.

At least I hoped I hadn't caused any harm! My
pussy ached for quite some time! It sure would have been
embarrassing to have to go to a doctor and try to come up with a
reason if I'd torn anything in there! Fortunately, the ache began
to ease after a short time.
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I hated working at Walmart. I hated the
stupid people who shopped there, and how they could whine and bitch
about a tiny price discrepancy. I hated how too many of them tried
to lie and pretend an item cost less than it did.

I hated management's arrogance and the way
they expected us to pretend we were all just thrilled to work
there. I hated uneven hours, and that if I bitched or complained or
even refused to do a shift I'd wind up getting fewer shifts – or
none.

But I didn't have a whole lot of options.
Nobody I could get a job for paid as well and had health care. Not
unless I wanted to go work at some restaurant where I'd have to
wear really short skirts and smile a lot at the customers in hopes
of big tips.

I wasn't really sure what I wanted to do with
my life. Nothing I thought about doing sounded very interesting.
Going to university sounded even less interesting. I thought about
something in health care, you know, like dental hygienist or some
kind of medical technician, but I really hate being around sick
people. And sticking my fingers in people's mouths for the rest of
my life was not something I wanted to do.

I could work at a vet... except animals died
and I'd have to cope with that. Nope. I didn't want to be a store
clerk forever. I didn't want to work at a restaurant. I kind of
liked working with my hands. But I didn't want to cut nails or
hair. I liked nice clothes, but no way I could work in fashion. I
could barely sew. Nor was I tall enough or attractive enough to be
a model.

A part of me wished this were the old days.
Then my parents would have found some nice guy to marry me off to
and that would be that. Of course, then I'd have to start popping
out babies, and that idea didn't exactly thrill me either.

Maybe I could find a rich guy and be his sexy
mistress! He could be my sugar daddy, putting me up in a fancy
apartment. Except I didn't know any rich guys, and I doubted I was
sexy enough, sophisticated enough, or could actually bring myself
to be their 'mistress'.

Not that I had old-fashioned ideas about sex.
I'm not one of those girls who thinks she has to 'love' someone to
have sex with them. If I thought it would be fun, and that it
wouldn't make me look like a slut then I'd be willing to try almost
anything.

Yes, I thought about being a stripper and
giving lap-dances and all that, but never seriously. I mostly just
fantasized about it, you know, because it made me feel sexy – the
idea of dancing around on a stage half-naked, or even fully naked,
while all those guys cheered and whistled!

I would never do it though!

So what, then? I just didn't know.

I finished my shift, changed, then wandered
through the mall. I looked at the clothes at the smaller stores,
but didn't see anything I was willing to pay for. I looked at some
of the stuff in a makeup and hair care place. I'm always interested
in hair-care since I have so much of it, but didn't buy
anything.

I've always felt a girl should have hair,
long hair I mean. I don't have bright, shiny gold hair, so I make
what I have more noticeable by letting it hang halfway down my
back. You know what happens when you have long hair? Everyone you
know keeps making suggestions about how to change it!

See, because it's so long and full I could do
anything with it! Only I didn't want to! No, I don't want a short,
pixie cut. No, I don't want a bob. No, I don't want to color it
blonde or red. No, I don't want cute bangs across my forehead.

I'm fortunate that my hair just kind of hangs
there obediently. It frames my face nicely, and the only real
problem it gives me is that it gets in my mouth from time to
time.

Why don't I cut it shorter? Because like I
said, girls should have long hair. Also, I'd had one sexual
experience with it which still resonated within me. His name had
been James, and he'd fucked me from behind, and then gripped my
hair and pulled on it.

That had been the best sexual experience I'd
ever had with a guy! It had been like... I don't know, like an
epiphany! I'd felt like this was how things ought to be! With him
fucking me and pulling on my hair! Only he didn't pull hard enough,
and didn't thrust hard enough, and had come quickly and then felt
things were done.

Bastard!

I'd really resented that! I had been starting
to get into this sort of... zone! I mean, I'd been sinking into a
deep sexual heat where things were just right! And then he'd
stopped! I had resented it, and resented him. Later on I'd made
some comment, something snippy about finishing things early, and
he'd gotten huffy, his poor male ego all hurt. Boohoo!

But that's the problem you have with guys.
Even if they're fun to be around, and you get along, and they're
cute, you really don't know what you're gonna get in bed. Will he
be tiny? Will he come really quickly? Will he have any idea what to
do with his hands, or his dick, or even his mouth?

In my experience, probably not.

I went home, not dawdling. It was nice out
and I thought I'd take a dip in the pool.

The pool. See how I was already starting to
think of it as mine? I went home and went up to my room, then
changed into my bikini – the one I kept hidden from my mom. It was
a thong. I have never worn a thong in public. This was just for
sunbathing somewhere private, like when nobody was home.

But lately I'd been wearing it at the Fords'
pool since nobody was there. It felt kind of sexy to be wearing it
to swim. I had been toying with the idea of skinny-dipping, but
hadn't worked up the courage. They had a nice private back yard but
it wasn't completely private. Not enough for me to be confident
enough to go naked, or even topless.

But I could risk a thong. I put it on under
my shorts and climbed the fence with my towel over my shoulder and
my bag with other stuff, like sunglasses, sunscreen, and book over
the other. I dropped into the Fords' yard, then put my stuff down
and set up at one of the tables before slipping off the shorts.

As soon as I did I began to feel this little
thrum of excitement. Like, of being sexy and hot and daring. I
tsked as I saw some leaves and bugs floating in the water. They're
inevitable if you have a pool, and I got the long-handled net then
began to run it along the surface to clean them off.

With that done I thought I should feed the
cat and check on it before putting on sunscreen, so unlocked the
back door, turned off the alarm, and went inside. I found the cat,
petted it some as it rubbed against my ankles, then fed it and
changed its water.

With that done I went back outside and took a
dip in the pool, then climbed out, dried off and put on sunscreen.
The Fords had this blow-up mattress that I got from the shed and
tossed into the water, then tried to carefully climb on without
overturning it and going back into the water.

That was when Walter wandered out.

“Hey, you,” I said in surprise. “How did you
get out?”

“I let him out.”

I stood up in surprise as Tanya came
over.

“Oh, Hi Tanya!” I said. “I thought you
weren't due back until tomorrow.”

“We got back early,” she said.

She was in a bikini herself. A thong, I knew.
She always wore thongs.

I looked past her at the house, suddenly kind
of nervous. I'd never worn a thong around Evan!

“Evan stopped off at the office,” she said,
shaking her head. “Lawyers.”

I made a sympathetic sound but was
relieved.

She had her own sunscreen and put it on as we
talked about Walter, and about her parents. Then she asked me to do
her back, which I did readily enough, down to her suit anyway.

“I think you can get the rest,” I said.

She laughed and took the bottle. “Shy girl,”
she teased. “I'd do yours!”

“That's okay,” I said.

She was just joking, but I felt a strange
little squirmy feeling. She'd never joked around with me like that
before, even when Evan wasn't around.

She put sunscreen on her own butt, but then
took off her top. She did that occasionally, and it didn't bother
me, except it made me feel a little more squirmy this time.

“Sure you won't...?”

“You can do that,” I said.

She laughed and put sunscreen on her breasts.
They were big breasts, and real, and they moved under her fingers
as she spread the glistening cream around. Then she sat down and I
did the same.

“Listen, I wanted to talk to you,” she
said.

“Uh-huh.”

“My husband, as you know, is a lawyer. He's
not the world's most trusting guy, which you might realize given
the cameras up there –.” She waved at the cameras up at the corners
of the house. “and the bars on the basement window and the burglar
alarm.”

I nodded, suddenly feeling anxious. I had
forgotten about the cameras up on the corners of the roof! And here
I was in a thong! If Evan looked at the recording he'd see my bare
butt! I wondered if I could ask Tanya to erase those. Or would I
seem like a silly little girl if I did? Probably!

“What you probably didn't realize is that we
have cameras inside the house, too.”

I felt my stomach starting to drop out from
under me.

“We wanted to keep an eye on Walter and it
made me feel good to check in from time to time and see him.”

I felt my chest tighten to the point I could
barely breathe! I had gone downstairs naked! I didn't count the
boots and gloves! I'd been naked! And I'd gotten a cucumber and
warmed it up and then taken it upstairs! OMG! OMG!

She was frowning at me now, and I could feel
my face starting to heat.

“Because Walter likes to wander Evan put in a
couple of those babysitter monitor things, too,” Taylor said. “You
know, they look like clock radios or teddy bears but have cameras?
He put one in our bedroom because Walter likes to sleep on our
bed.”

I went from being afraid they'd seen me naked
to suddenly being frozen in shock! And the look she was giving me
was making me more and more certain they'd seen exactly what I'd
done in her bedroom! OMG! I needed to melt into a puddle and sink
into the ground!

I had nothing to say! What could I say!? I
wasn't even sure what she'd seen yet! But OMG what if it had
been... me playing with the cucumber!?

“I think you and I need to have a little chat
about invading other people's personal space and privacy,” she
said, scowling.

I was sure my face was going to burst into
flames!

“Rooting through my lingerie drawer was bad
enough, but wearing my things? You knew very well that was an
invasion of my personal space, Christy!”

I had to get out of there! I felt this
terrible urge to jump up and run away!

And so I did! I wasn't thinking of anything
but being completely and totally humiliated!

Tanya reached up and grabbed me before I
could take off. And she grabbed me by the only thing she could get
her hands on, which was the strap around my waist – my thong. I
lurched away as she grabbed it, and the thong was yanked down my
legs as I fell sprawling on my stomach!

“Oh no you don't,” she said sternly. “You are
going to stay right here, young lady or I'm going to call your
mother!”

That was an even more horrific thought!

What was more I was naked below the waist
now! As I had tripped and fallen forward she had held onto the
thong and it had slid right down my legs and then off. She held it
even now as I scrambled around, cupping my sex with my hands.

At least I thought she had it. I couldn't
look. I looked down at my lap as I knelt there with my thighs
tightly closed and my hands over my groin!

“Look at me.”

I couldn't do that!

“You are an undisciplined girl, Christy
Cooper. You invaded my personal space, and now you're refusing to
look me in the eye. Well, I think you gave me a reasonable idea of
how to punish you. You used one of Evan's belts to do it, too.”

What was she talking about!? My mind was
spinning wildly, filled with misery and horrible embarrassment,
squirming away from the enormity of what she had seen! She had seen
me masturbate! With a cucumber! And OMG she would have seen me
coming!

And then I realized she had seen me hitting
my bottom with one of Evan's belts! She was talking about that!

Could you DIE of embarrassment!?

“Yes, I think a strap across that pretty
bottom of yours is exactly the sort of punishment you deserve,” she
said.

It dawned on me what she was saying, but only
slowly, because I was in denial. Surely she didn't really mean...
she didn't really expect me to … I mean... did she!?

She stood up.

“Come inside,” she ordered, her voice
uncharacteristically firm and even harsh.

I couldn't refuse! I got up, my head still
down, still holding my hands over my naked groin, and followed her
into the house! My heart was pounding wildly as my sputtering mind
tried to figure out what to do, and what she was going to do! Was
she really going to strap me!? Seriously!?

She led me upstairs, and into her bedroom,
then she walked over to the headboard and picked up a little
stuffed teddy and brought it back. She showed it to me with a
smirk, then put it on the dresser, but with its face turned away
and led me into the big, open closet.

“Now, I believe it was right here,” she
said.

My head was still down. Suddenly I felt her
hand on the back of my neck, turning me towards the dresser.

“Bend over.”

She pushed and I felt myself bending forward,
then, without being able to make a decision about what to do, I was
suddenly bent over the dresser just like I had been the other
day!

Only this time I wasn't alone.

Tanya took out a belt, then doubled it in her
hand and smacked it lightly against her palm.

“I'm not sure this is enough punishment,” she
said. “I mean, you did this to yourself for pleasure. So maybe
you'll enjoy this too much.”

My face was still burning wildly!

“You definitely have a lovely ass, Christy,”
she said.

I felt another rush of embarrassment! I was
bent over naked in front of her! OMG!

“Funny how you have so much hair here,” she
said, her fingers combing lightly through my hair, “and none
here.”

I gasped as I felt her fingers brush lightly
along my sex!

I started to jerk up only to have her hand
push down firmly on the back of my neck.

“I didn't say you could stand up,” she
snapped.

“Of course, the punishment is missing
something,” she said. “Perhaps I should go and get a cucumber.”

I cringed again at the thought of what she'd
seen!

“But it looked like it took you a while to
get that into your hot little pussy and I lack the patience,” she
continued.

Her fingers brushed along my pussy again and
I felt another sudden psychic jolt, my hips jerking
instinctively.

This time, though, I felt a sense of amazed
realization. She wasn't doing this just to punish me! If she wanted
to punish me all she had to do was not let me come over anymore. Or
she could tell my parents, or she could just tell me off or even
slap my face or something.

This... was sexual.

Or was it?

I wasn't sure!

But the possibility it was suddenly made my
mind spin again, only in an entirely different direction!

Was Tanya... into girls!? That possibility
made my mind seize up in confusion and uncertainty. How did I feel
about that? How did I feel about the thought Tanya might be looking
at me like... like... well, like a guy would!?

And if this was because it was exciting to
her then her watching me do what I had done hadn't disgusted or
outraged her it had turned her on!

That still made it embarrassing and made my
mind squirm horribly, but it wasn't as bad as the idea she'd been
shocked and disgusted at what she'd seen me do.

“Still, it would an appropriate punishment
for you to have something else in there.”

She opened the drawer beside me and took
something out.

“This isn't a cucumber, I'm afraid. It's not
as thick nor as long. But I think it will do.”

I tried to twist my head around, which wasn't
easy since she had her hand on the back of my neck, and I saw what
looked like a black cock! It was a big one, too, even if it wasn't
as thick and long as the cucumber!

I felt it rubbing against my buttocks,
sliding up and down, first the head, then the shaft. I could feel
that it had a strange soft texture, but was also ridged. I
shuddered as I felt it pressing against the mouth of my sex. It was
slippery because she'd rubbed it against my skin – which was still
slippery with the sunscreen, and it slid into me far easier than
the cucumber had!

But it was still quite thick, and I felt the
lips of my sex stretching and aching as it pushed into my body! My
mind, though, was floundering, trying to figure out what to do! I
mean, obviously I could refuse this and I doubted at this point she
would dare tell my parents or anyone else what I had been up
to.

Because this was definitely sexual!

I squirmed and twisted against her grip on
the back of my neck, but I didn't seriously try to twist away
because... because... I couldn't make my mind up to do it!

I was starting to feel this strange, kind of
appalled sense of excitement, a breathless anticipation of whatever
it was she intended to do! I could feel the slick cock thing
pushing deeper into me as she twisted and turned it, could feel it
stretching out my insides as she guided it higher into my body.

A part of me felt... abused, victimized! And
yet the thought was wickedly hot! It sort of fell in line with some
of those dark fantasies I'd always had. Though admittedly I'd never
had them about a woman! But did that matter?! I didn't have any
fear of Tanya, nor that she'd wind up telling anyone I knew about
this. So that made it almost ideal!

But I was still horribly embarrassed and
self-conscious! The woman had watched me masturbate with a
cucumber, and have orgasms! Fuck!

But even that level of horrified
embarrassment was clouded by the wild surge of dark heat and
excitement and confusion and anticipation I felt as she shoved that
cock deeper inside me!

I cried out, squirming as the tip of the
thing jammed deep inside me! It might not be as long as the
cucumber but it was still pushing firmly against the back wall of
my sex!

She pumped it in and out, and then thrust
deep and I cried out again as it was jammed in too deep! But this
time I felt some sort of base against the mouth of my sex, or at
least, the top part – which was now the bottom since I was bent
over...

Crack!

She slapped my bottom sharply and it
stung!

“Don't move!” she barked.

She had a very... commanding voice. I
trembled and moaned as she released my neck, then reached under me
for something, some sort of thin strap. A moment later I felt
straps going over my hips and around behind me. Then she jerked on
them and I gasped as the dildo was shoved in hard, and the... the
base thing, or whatever it was, pushed hard against the mouth of my
sex.

I tried to reach behind me and she slapped my
ass again, then gripped my wrist and pulled it up and back behind
my back. She grabbed my other wrist and pulled that behind me, too.
A moment later I felt something being wrapped around them.

I felt another incredibly psychic jolt! She
was tying my wrists together behind my back! I was stunned for a
long moment, then shuddered as a wave of heat rolled through my
body! It felt like cloth, like a scarf or something, but it was
very firm!

I cried out as she gripped my long hair,
wrapped it around her fist, and then jerked upward! The pain in my
scalp was sharp and stinging and I jerked upright.

“Now, I think I'll teach you what happens to
bad little girls who abuse their hostess' privacy,” she said in a
stern voice.

I gasped as she undid the tie behind my neck,
then the one behind my back, and pulled my bikini top away! I
blushed again, staring down at my bare breasts, then beyond them at
the base of the dildo sticking out of me.

I could see two thin straps attached to it
going up diagonally across my abdomen and over my hips. I could
also see a sort of lip attached to the dildo pressed up against the
top of my pussy. I wondered why it was there since it kept the
thing from going deeper. Was that its purpose?

A moment later I found out. It started to
vibrate! I gasped, and then cried out as she jerked back on my hair
again, forcing my back to arch and pushing my chest out.

“Young girls must be taught respect for their
elders,” she said. “They must be taught... discipline.”

She cupped and squeezed my left breast as she
spoke, and I shuddered.

It was all so... shocking! I had no idea what
to think of it all! I had so many contradictory thoughts and
emotions! I was still deeply embarrassed at what I knew she'd seen
– not to mention being naked like this before her! I was astonished
and outraged that she'd shoved this... this cock into me without
even asking me! But I was also incredibly aroused, excited and
filled with an almost helpless sense of thrilled anticipation!

She forced me forward, bending me over the
dresser again, and her hand caressed my upraised buttocks.

Meanwhile the vibrator was buzzing against my
sex, which was starting to feel raw and tender, the nerve endings
beginning to crackle with life.

She picked up the belt and doubled it in her
hands, and I cringed as I waited for her to swing it.

Then she did!
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I had used something similar on myself, the
previous day, so it wasn't like the feel of it shocked me. But she
did swing harder than I had, so it stung worse. On the other hand,
the fact someone else was doing it – and that I was tied up – and
that I had this vibrator thing buzzing away against my clitoris and
the rest of it jammed inside me – well, that had me feeling an
almost stunning amount of sexual tension!

Crack!

The belt cut across my buttocks with a sharp,
stinging blow that jerked my hips forward against the side of the
dresser!

“Bad girl,” she said sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She brought the belt down in slow, deliberate
blows, each of which made me cry out and jerk my hips! My bottom
was starting to heat up, but the rest of me was heating up even
worse! My breasts were grinding against the top of the dresser with
every movement, mashed beneath me, the nipples rock hard and
tender!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The vibrator was buzzing away, and my pussy
was squeezing and spasming around the thick shaft with every blow
of the belt! My entire body was now thrumming with sexual tension
to the point I was actually exaggeration my movements just so I
could mash and roll my hot, swollen breasts harder against the
dresser!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt was snapping down across my bottom
harder, and I was crying out louder at each sharp spike of pain!
But I was still incredibly aroused, almost to the point of
breathlessness!

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being such a bad little
girl?” she demanded.

Crack!

“Are you?”

Crack!

“Answer!'

“Y-Y-Yes!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Then say so!”

“I'm sorry!”

Crack!

“You will address me as Ms. Ford.”

Crack!

“Now apologize!”

“I'm sorry... Ms. Ford!” I cried.

My bottom was really starting to burn!

“What are you sorry for?”

Crack!

“I-I'm sorry for... for – .”

“For being a naughty little girl.”

“For... being... a naughty little girl!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Ms. Ford!”

“Ms. Ford!”

“Are you sorry for going through my dresser
drawers?”

“Yes, Ms. Ford!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

I gasped at the word. It hit me like a
blow!

“I-I'm sorry for going through your drawers,
Ms. Ford!”

Crack!

“Are you sorry for using one of my cucumbers
to masturbate with?”

I cringed at the words!

Crack!

“Answer, slut!”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm sorry!”

Crack!

“The whole thing!”

“Ow! Oh! I'm... I'm sorry for... for using
one of your cucumbers.... to... to... masturbate with, Ms.
Ford!”

“Naughty little slut,” she said.

I felt her gripping the base of the dildo and
jamming it in harder, kind of grinding it against my opening so
that it seemed to vibrate even more powerfully.

“Perhaps you were simply desperate for
something big and hard up inside your slutty little pussy. Is that
it?”

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
slut?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes!”

Crack!

“Answer properly.”

“I'm sorry for being a filthy little slut,
Ms. Ford!” I gasped.

“Hmph,” she said.

Her hand caressed my bottom, which felt so
hot it might have been glowing! But then she put down the belt.
Instead she opened the dresser drawer again and took something out.
I got a brief look at something like leather and plastic and
straps. But then she was right behind me and I had no idea what she
was doing. When I tried to look around she grabbed my hair and
jerked back sharply.

“Did I give you permission to move, slut? Did
I?”

“N-N-No, Ms. Ford!” I cried.

I felt her undoing the strap at my back. They
fell away, then the vibrating dildo thing started to slide out of
me. It came halfway free, then halted for a few seconds. It felt
like she was sort of jiggling it around. Then it pushed into me –
hard.

“Dirty little girl. I know what you want,”
she said.

I cried out as she gripped my hair again.

At the same time the dildo was jammed deep
inside me, all the way to the... the lip thing, which pressed very
hard against my clitoris, vibrating powerfully.

Then it pulled out, then pushed in, pulled
out, and pushed in. She was pumping it in and out, and a moment
later I felt one of her hands on my hip. Since the other was in my
hair I realized that somehow she was thrusting the dildo in and out
like … as if it was a cock. Somehow she had attached it to
herself!

Tanya was fucking me as if she was a man!

She used long, smooth strokes, and about
every half dozen thrusts she forced it all the way in so that the
lip jammed against the top of my sex. Then she ground herself
against me before pumping again.

“Dirty little girl. You love the feel of a
big cock inside you, don't you.”

She jerked sharply on my hair and I cried out
in pain as my head was forced way up and back.

“Don'[t you, slut?”

“Y-Yes!”

She jerked harder.

“Yes what?”

“Yes... Ms. Ford!”

She shoved me down against the dresser, my
breasts pillowing out beneath me, and continued to thrust into me
as my mind trembled under the hot, swirling confusion of
astonishing excitement, embarrassment, pain and pleasure.

Crack! She slapped my bottom.

“Spread your legs, slut! Wide!”

I moaned and obeyed, and she thrust harder,
the dildo seeming to jab the back wall of my sex even more
firmly.

“Such a bad girl. Such a slutty little girl.
Obviously you need a lot of discipline and training,” she said.

She jammed the thing into me again, the lip
grinding against my clitoris, and I felt the orgasm welling up
inside me, then exploding through my body! I didn't scream,
somehow, but a rattling gurgle of dazed animal pleasure spilled
from my open mouth, and my hips ground back against the thing as
she jerked up and back on my hair!

I cried out, forced upright, and back against
her! I felt her bare breasts against my back as she leaned in to
kiss and chew on the side of my neck. Her other hand, the one not
holding my hair, slid down over my hips, gripping the base of the
dildo and grinding the vibrating part against me!

Convulsions wracked my body, and my mind was
just swamped. It was … losing control, my mind fried by the waves
of pleasure combined with the stunning things happening to me. I
felt as if my mind was floating, floundering in the flood as my
hips jerked back against her and she thrust her hips in hard.

“Nasty little slut,” she growled, chewing on
the nape of my neck. “You have so much to learn.”

She bent me over again, my breasts mashed
against the dresser, then began to fuck me harder. I just lay
there, gulping in air, gasping like a fish out of water, moaning
and trembling as she drove that big cock into me with hard, fast
strokes!

The lip was jamming so hard against the mouth
of my sex with every thrust that it ached. But then she'd grind the
vibrating thing against me and wild sensations of heat would
flutter up through my groin and abdomen and belly!

This was so outrageous, so shocking, and my
mind was overwhelmed by it all!

Another orgasm tore through me as she
continued to fuck me. I felt as though my mind was melting even as
my body twitched and trembled and bucked, my muscles spasming all
on their own as the pleasure crackled through me like some kind of
sexual electricity!

“Dirty little cock-loving slut,” she growled,
slapping my bottom again. “How many times do you think I can make
you come on my hard cock, bitch? Hmm?”

She laughed and continued fucking me as I
moaned dazedly. I lay, slack-jawed, eyes slit, across the top of
the dresser, grunting as her hips struck my buttocks and the dildo
punched into me again and again. God, it felt so... delicious! I
moaned breathlessly as she rode me, as she used me like a whore –
like … like a prisoner!

She drew the thing out of me, rubbed it up
and down, up and down, up and down along my slick, swollen,
overheated sex, then penetrated me again, thrusting deep and
pumping. She did that repeatedly, pulling out, rubbing it against
my buttocks and pussy, then thrusting into me again.

Then she yanked me upright by the hair, with
the thing practically buried inside me.

“Would you like to come again, slut?” she
asked, purring into my ear.

I could barely think, much less talk, but
gasped in pain as she jerked back on my hair again.

“Would you like to come again, whore?”

“Y-Yes,” I moaned.

“Yes, Ms. Ford!” she snapped.

“Yes, Ms. Ford!” I cried.

She jerked back, pulling the dildo out of me,
and yanking me back, pulling me, stumbling and staggering out into
the bedroom. I fell sprawling onto the bed on my bound arms,
gasping for breath. She dropped to her knees next to the bed,
forced my legs apart, and then her mouth was at my pussy.

I had felt guys lick my pussy a time or two,
but it was a desultory sort of thing, like a duty or a task done
before they could get to the good stuff. It had not lasted long.
What Tanya was doing was way, way different!

She began to run her tongue up and down along
my pussy lips even as her fingers slid into me. She slid her lips
upward, kissing my clitoris, then sucking lightly on it. Her
fingers seemed to curl inward, or rather, upward against the front
of my body, against the inside of my abdomen as her tongue started
to lick at my clitoris.

I lay there, panting, chest heaving, my brain
kind of blown. At least at first. But it didn't take long before
the things she was doing started to catch my attention. The
sensations began to rise and deepen and then heat spread over me
like a wave.

I felt the sexual pressure growing within me
again, and my hips started to grind helplessly up against her
mouth. Her fingers were pumping rapidly inside me, always pressing
up as her tongue pressed down from the outside.

Another orgasm swept through me. Then
another, and then another! God, the woman was going to drive me out
of my fucking mind! My stomach ached from the muscle spasms inside
it and I was light-headed from lack of breath.

She rose above me, shoved the dildo into me,
then brought her body down against mine. She was completely naked,
and seized my hair before bringing her lips down hard against mine!
Her hips began to thrust in and out as she kissed me, and I moaned
into her mouth as still another orgasm tore through my mind and
body.

The feel of her big, warm, soft breasts
rubbing against mine, the dildo deep inside me, the vibrator
buzzing and grinding against my clitoris all combined to make me
cry out again and again as she drove her hips into me hard and
fast!

She eased the cock out of me with a smirk I
barely noticed, then climbed further onto the bed. She straddled my
body, moving upward until her 'cock' was right over my head. She
gripped it and pointed it down at my open mouth, then pushed it
in.

She was kind of kneeling on my shoulders as
she shoved the slick dildo down into my open mouth. I had barely a
moment to realize what she'd done, and start to close my lips
before the dildo continued on into my throat.

As dazed and mind-blown as I was, I reacted
to that instinctively, gagging and trying to twist free, but she
slid it all the way down my throat until that lip thing was pressed
against my own lip! I was lying on my bound arms and her weight was
pressing down on my shoulders, so all I could do was sort of twist
from side to side and kick my legs!

She gripped my hair in both hands, staying
right there with the thing jammed inside me while I twisted and
bucked and my legs kicked feebly. Then she drew her hips up and
thrust down again. She did that again, and again, fucking the dildo
in my mouth and throat! I'd never felt anything like it, stroking
back and forth across my tonsils!

I couldn't breathe, and that fact soon fully
occupied my mind. I didn't so much care about gagging as I did
breathing! My chest was burning and my head was throbbing and I was
starting to get desperate!

Fortunately, she pulled the whole thing out,
then and rose up above me.

“You'll have to learn how to deep throat if
you're going to be a sex slave,” she said.

I hardly heard her words, much less
understood them.

It didn't matter. She undid the straps of the
thing and pulled it away from her, then sank down again. Only this
time it was her naked pussy pressing against my gasping mouth.

“Now show me what you've learned about
licking pussy,” she ordered.

She gripped fistfuls of my long hair and I
gasped in pain, then she jammed her pussy against my mouth.

“Start licking, slave girl,” she growled.

I moaned and started to hesitantly obey her –
mostly because my mind wasn't really capable of thinking what else
to do! It was still filled with fog and dazed confusion after those
incredible orgasms! Then the shock of having that dildo shoved way
down my throat!

I was more than a little overwhelmed, at
first. I just started licking kind of mindlessly. But as I focused
more and remembered what she had done – and sought to stop her
tugging on my hair – I focused on trying to lick her clitoris.

Even though it was freaky weird doing so!

I mean, I'd never had my face this close to
another girl's sex before, much less my mouth actually on one! I
wasn't at all sure I wanted to do this! But I felt like I kind of
had to – not because she was making me but because she'd done it to
me. I felt sort of obligated!

But she slipped off me, still holding my hair
wrapped around one fist, and tugged me up into a sitting position
as I cried out in pain.

“Off the bed,” she ordered, pulling on
me.

When someone is pulling your hair, no matter
how confused you are, you will move in that direction! I scrambled
forward off the bed and then half fell to the floor. She pressed my
face down against it and ordered me to spread my legs, so I
did!

She picked up the dildo vibrator thing and I
moaned as she slid it back inside me. She put the strap around me
to hold it tightly in place, then turned it on.

I was all... hot and slick and my flesh felt
tender and swollen. The vibrations made me squirm helplessly until
she slapped my bottom and tugged on my hair to swing me around. She
sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled my face in between her
thighs.

“Get to work, naughty girl, or I'll have to
strap your ass again,” she said.

I gulped as I saw she had the belt in her
other hand!

I started to lick, as she held my hair and
looked down at me.

“You're licking like a dog or something, you
dumb cow,” she said.

She swung the doubled-up belt as she spoke
and it slapped down across my bottom.

“Is that what I showed you? I don't think so!
Now start licking slower, up and down, up and down, now from side
to side. Harder, slut.”

She swung the belt again, though not as hard,
and this time it slapped lightly against the side of my left breast
as it hung below me.

I gasped and licked harder!

She jerked on my hair.

“Spread your legs. Wider, slut.”

I didn't know why but I obeyed, panting and
moaning as I licked.

“You should always keep your legs spread so
any man who wanders by knows you want his big cock inside you.”

She swung the belt, letting it slap lightly
against the side of my breast again.

“You know you do. You love a big cock inside
you. Don't you, slut?”

She slapped at my breast again and I
moaned.

“Don't you, slut?”

“Y-yes, Ms. Ford!” I moaned.

I knew that was the answer she wanted, after
all! And in truth the big dildo inside me felt as if it was
starting to shake my lower body apart! The lip part pressed against
my clitoris was making my hips roll and jerk, and I really wanted
to snap my thighs together!

“Keep licking, slut.”

I moaned and licked her clitoris, then sucked
on it at her command, then licked again as she reached down and
roughly squeezed and kneaded my breast.

“What a lovely, soft little tit you have,”
she said. “I bet all the boys love squeezing it.”

Her fingers found my nipple and tugged and
twisted it and I moaned in pain.

She jerked up on my hair.

“Are you sorry for being such a nasty little
slut?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Ford!” I panted.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being a nasty little slut, Ms.
Ford!”

She jerked down on my hair, pushing my mouth
back against her sex.

She started to grope my breast again as she
pulled me in more firmly. Her fingers twisted in my hair as her
breathing became louder and more ragged.

“That's it. Lick that, you sexy little
animal. Ahhh, yes. Lick faster.”

I kept licking and her hips started to grind
up against me. Then her legs came up around my head as she fell
back onto the bed, her hips rolling and grinding up as the back of
her feet pressed down against my shoulders.

I figured I was doing well, that she was, if
not having an orgasm then pretty close, and that made me feel both
relieved and also kind of good, like, I had learned how to lick a
girl properly! That was so cool!

The vibrator dildo thing was still jammed
inside me, and still buzzing away, and my breasts throbbed below
me, the nipples hard little pinpoints of crackling hunger, super
sensitive and longing to be touched!

Tanya loosened her grip on my hair and her
legs slid off me as she moaned in relief. Then she jerked my hair
back to pull me away from her pussy.

“Not bad for your first time. But I'll expect
better as you are trained properly,” she said, slowly sitting
up.

Trained?

What did she mean by that!? I was so confused
by all this!

She jerked on my hair again and I cried out
as she pulled me up and across her lap. I mean, my knees were
mostly still on the floor but my breasts were now pressed against
her groin and my head was pulled across to her left. A moment later
I felt her gripping the base of the vibrator-dildo and grinding it
against me.

It didn't take much of that before I had
another incredible orgasm! My hips bucked back wildly as my muscles
spasmed and heat flared through my body!

“Ha!” she said. “Hot little slut!”

She pulled me back, giving my breasts some
squeezes, then had me kneel on the floor again.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I gulped and obeyed.

“Wider. A hot, sexy little slut like you
should always keep your legs wide open.”

I flushed uncertainly as she looked at me,
then dropped my eyes.

“Shoulders back. Back straight!”

I jerked and obeyed, but had a hard time
looking her in the face. As the wild heat calmed down inside me I
began to feel strange and self-conscious and confused about all
this again.

“Is this the first time you had sex with a
woman?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Say yes, Ms. Ford,” she said.

“Yes, Ms. Ford.”

“You certainly are a responsive little slut.
I think you came half a dozen times.”

I flushed even more, and started to drop my
eyes.

“Head back!”

“So. Little Walmart girl. Was this more...
interesting, than working?”

I gulped and nodded, and her eyes
narrowed.

“Yes, Ms. Ford.”

“Then perhaps we can make the game last,” she
said, smirking.
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Half an hour later I looked at my bottom in
the mirror in my room, my mind still kind of squirming. There was
no sign of the strapping she'd given me except the skin looked a
bit red, and felt kind of tender. But there was one obvious
difference. That was the round little stainless steel coin pressed
against my body right over my back opening.

Tanya – I mean, Ms. Ford – had told me that I
needed to keep it there to remind me I was her sex slave! Was that
fucking kinky and hot or what!? In fact, the little coin thing,
even though that was all I could see, was just the base of the
thing. The rest was in my ass!

In keeping with how fucking outrageous that
had all been, she had told me that I needed to get my ass ready for
her to fuck! I needed to make sure it was kept clean, and that I
kept this 'butt-plug' inside me all the time, even when I
slept!

“And if you don't, when I start fucking your
ass with my big cock it's going to hurt, slave girl,” she said.

I mean wow! I had no idea Tanya was such a
kinky slut! She seemed so normal before this! Then again, I'd seem
normal too despite my fantasies, because no one knew about
them.

I still cringed mentally when I thought of
her seeing me fucking myself on that cucumber! Oh my God! And as I
thought of that I suddenly felt a shock. Because of all that had
happened I hadn't even asked her about it but... her cameras
recorded what they saw! That meant there was a video of me doing
that! A video anyone could see! Like her husband! Like the
internet! Like my friends! Like my family! A porn video! With me
and a cucumber!

I ran to the phone and called her, starting
to feel a little hysterical in case anyone saw it!

“Hello?”

I gasped. It was Evan!

“Uh... uhm... uh... hi. Can I speak to Tanya
please,” I asked, my voice squeaking slightly.

“Just a sec.”

“Tanya,” I heard him call. “Phone!” Then a
few seconds later I heard “Sounds like Christy.”

I cringed.

“Hello?” she asked

“Uhm, uh, hi. I uhm... I was uhm... thinking
about that... you know, like what you saw on that camera...”

“Yes?”

“Uhm... like... is there like a recording or
something?”

“You mean like a video?”

“Yes!”

I felt my face heat.

“Of course. You think I watch these things
twenty-four hours a day.”

I felt my stomach swirling.

“Would you like to see it?” she asked
playfully.

I cringed at the thought.

“I was uhm, hoping you could.... delete it!”
I blurted.

“Why would I do that? It's a very hot
video.”

“Please!?” I squeaked.

“You'll have to learn to beg better than
that, little slave girl,” she purred. “Perhaps tomorrow.”

She hung up, leaving me grasping the phone
and looking anxiously out my window at their house!

What if Evan saw it!? That would be even more
humiliating!

Then I thought of something else. What if he
saw it and then, like Tanya, wanted to fuck me!? I mean, if Tanya
liked to tie girls up did that mean Evan did too!? If he saw the
video would he get all hot and aroused and want to do me!?

Any guy I knew would! I mean, it's not like
I'm the most gorgeous girl in the world but no boy had ever left me
in any doubt he wanted me!

The truth was I'd always thought Evan was hot
and sexy – in an older, completely unobtainable guy kind of way.
I'd had more than a few sexual fantasies that involved him. But
they were just fantasies. I'd never really contemplated that there
would or even could be anything between us!

Suddenly I had this vision of that actually
happening! And even more breathtaking, I imagined myself all tied
up and helpless and naked in front of him!

The thought this was now possible was both
scary and exciting. I'd never done it with a guy as old as him
before. In fact, I hadn't done it with many guys at all, but
certainly no one old enough for me to call them 'sir'! Well, not
that I did, but still, he was a lot older than any guy I'd ever
dated.

Fuck! This was so complicated and insane! I
had no idea where it was going or what was going to happen! I
didn't even know how I felt about it, other than a sense of wonder
at how hot and exciting it had been, and all the orgasms Tanya had
given me.

What would it be like with Evan!?

No, no, no! That was impossible! What kind of
a slut was I anyway!? Bad enough I'd let Tanya do all that kinky
shit to me. At least that was between girls so... so it wasn't
really sex. I mean it was but... but not really! It was more
like fun and games.

I had a shower, and it was impossible not to
think of all the things I had done with Tanya while doing it. Not
to mention that butt thing inside me! Sliding my soapy hands over
my breasts reminded me of how she'd squeezed them, and even slapped
them with the belt! Wow!

Sliding my fingers down between my legs
reminded me of the dildo-vibrator, not to mention the feel of her
mouth there.

I sighed and rinsed off, then got out and
dried myself off. I seemed like the same girl to me, at least when
I looked in the mirror (if I didn't turn around and bend over to
show that butt thing!)

It took a while to dry my hair. It always
does. Then I pulled on a pair of boyshorts, then some shorts, and
then a bra and halter. I checked the mirror again. Nothing
indicated I had a stainless steel plug shoved up my butt.

But I could feel it. And I certainly couldn't
forget it.

Was I gonna let her fuck me in the ass with
that dildo? I guess. Guys always wanted to do it but I didn't trust
them and it seemed icky, and other girls I knew said it hurt. But
Tanya obviously knew a lot more about it. I could probably learn
tons of stuff about sex from her, come to think of it, including
deep throating cocks.

Which was both scary and exciting.

I went downstairs when my mom called, and had
dinner. I never forgot the plug was in me, though. And when she
sent me to the store afterward to get something I hesitated, then
felt weird the whole way over, again because the plug was in
me.

Imagine if I got in a traffic accident and
was taken to the hospital and they found this thing in me!
Eeek!

I drove carefully, parked, then went into the
Circle-K. The old Indian guy behind the counter watched me very
closely, just like he always did. I usually didn't pay any
attention. Lots of guys looked at me, after all. But given what I'd
done this afternoon, well, it gave me new sensitivity to things,
and I wondered what kind of dirty fantasies he might be having!

I felt uneasy and self-conscious about that,
but on the other hand, I felt... sexy. Hadn't even Tanya called me
sexy several times? Maybe I really was hot and sexy. That wasn't a
bad thing. Even if old guys looked at me a lot. It was better than
nobody looking, I guess, because that meant I wasn't hot or
sexy.

I went back home and went up to my room, then
went on Snapchat to see what people were talking about. All their
stories sounded pretty boring, though, compared to what I'd been up
to! It was a bit frustrating I couldn't say a thing about it,
though. All I could do was talk about Walmart. And that was
boring!

I wondered how I could get a vibrator, and
then how to hide it from my mom. Because if she found it that would
be even more mortifying than Tanya seeing a video of me with a
cucumber!

Well, maybe.

*

The next morning I really agonized over
whether to keep the plug in me, but then decided I had better in
case Tanya wanted to do something to me later this afternoon. I
wore loose, dark trousers, but was still nervous. I had to take the
bus to get there, and was again left wondering what would happen if
I was in an accident or something and people found the plug.

Once at work I felt safer, but I never quite
forgot I had it, which made me feel strangely sexy all day. I also
felt a sense of impending – something all day. I mean, not doom
because I was partly looking forward to whatever Tanya might do.
But I was also very anxious about it.

Hopefully I could talk her into deleting that
video! Although there was a part of me curious to see what it
looked like.

In mid-afternoon I got a text message. From
Tanya.

You owe me a cucumber, it said.

I felt my face heat.

Walmart sells cucumbers. Buy one cucumber.
Nothing else. And bring it to me after work.

Yikes! No way! First, everyone thought about
cucumbers as sort of substitute sex toys for middle-aged women.
Anyone who bought one single cucumber and nothing else would raise
eyebrows, especially if it was a girl. So after my shift ended I
got a basket and put some stuff in to make a salad, and included a
cucumber. It was patently obvious with the lettuce, tomatoes,
cucumber, onions and olive oil that I was making a salad!

I walked out of the store and headed to the
bus stop, then halted, gasping, as I saw Tanya leaning on her
car.

“Well, fancy meeting you here,” she said.

“Uhm, hi, Tanya,” I gulped, feeling my face
redden.

“I thought I'd give you a ride home. Get
in.”

I flushed but got in as she went around to
the drivers said and got in herself.

She leaned over and opened the bag, looking
inside.

“Didn't I specify just one cucumber?”

“Well... I uhm...”

“Wanted people to think you were making a
salad? Didn't want anyone to suspect you like to masturbate with
cucumbers?”

“I don't! I mean, I don't... do that
usually!” I gulped as she pulled away from the curb. “It was just
that once! And it hurt!”

“Given how thick it was I'm not surprised.
But you still had multiple orgasms.”

I felt myself cringing. “Could we please
delete that video?”

“Ms. Ford,” she said.

I gulped. “Ms. Ford.”

Do you have your butt-plug in?”

I blushed even more. “Yes.”

She looked at me.

“Yes, Ms. Ford.”

“I'm surprised nobody has managed to fuck
your ass before. It's such a cute little ass.”

“I never let them,” I mumbled.

“Ha. Good thing you're a sex slave now and
don't get an opinion.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “I'm not a sex
slave.”

“Ah, but you'd like to be.”

“No I wouldn't!”

“The idea is kind of hot. Admit it.”

“In... some ways.”

“I have so much to teach you, little slave
girl.”

I snorted doubtfully.

“And Evan works long hours so fortunately for
you I have time.”

That was a relief!

“Tanya – .”

“Ms. Ford,” she said.

I rolled my eyes. “Do I have to call you Ms.
Ford all the time now?”

“For now. It adds to the... mood.”

“I'm really worried about that video getting
hacked or something.”

“You think it would be popular on the
internet?”

I scowled at her.

“Perhaps you'd like to see it.”

I did, but not with her there!

“If you're a good little slave girl maybe
I'll show you.”

She drove off, headed for home,
presumably.

“So... so what are you uhm... thinking?” I
asked anxiously.

“Of all the nasty things I can do to a pretty
little slave girl.”

I gulped.

“I'm not a slave girl!”

“So we'll pretend. Like in a play. You'll
play the slave girl and I'll be your... mistress.”

That sounded way too scary to me! Although,
to be honest, it sounded fascinating too. The things she'd done to
me yesterday had been sick – and hot – and I wanted, despite being
extremely reluctant, to explore that sort of thing further.

We drove into her garage and she got out. I
got out after her, feeling awkward and shy and weird and anxious
and embarrassed and uncertain, but also feeling my chest getting
tight with anticipation.

She led the way and I just followed. We went
immediately upstairs, then turned the corner, opened the door, and
went up to the attic. I had been there before, of course, when I'd
explored the house. They'd turned it into an exercise room.

The ceiling was high overhead, and steeply
angled. There were crossbeams much lower, and one of them had a big
punching bag hanging from it. Another had a speed bag – those
little round punching bags. But there were also plants on some
hooks in other places, and the floor was polished smooth.

There were a number of exercise machines
there, like a treadmill and rowing machine and elliptical, as well
as loose weights over at one end where there was a blue carpet and
mats.

Tanya turned abruptly and smirked.

“Take your clothes off, slave girl.”

I felt a jolt and then my face went red.

“I uhm... well... I mean... “

“Now!”

I gulped and reluctantly began to get
undressed. I blushed as she watched, even though my tight chest got
tighter with anticipation. I felt my nipples hardening, and my
breasts felt warm as I slipped off my top and then undid my
bra.

I blushed more as she looked me up and down,
then pushed my pants and panties down together and stepped out of
them.

“Socks too. Slaves don't wear socks.”

I slipped off my socks.

“Now we'll find you something much more
exciting to wear.”

She took my arm and led me over to where
there was a low chest of drawers. I hadn't bothered to look at it
when I was here since I figured it just had exercise gear. She
opened a drawer and took out what I thought was a short leather
belt. Only she put it around my throat!

“Hey! What – ?”

“It's a collar. All slave girls wear
collars.”

A collar! Yikes!

It was thick, and made of soft leather, and
she buckled it behind my neck. Then she took out a much smaller
version. It too was leather, with black studs, and a stainless
steel ring. She fit it around my wrist, then as I was examining
that, she put another around my other wrist.

“Come look.”

She led me over to where there was a large
mirror and I gaped at myself. I looked so incredibly... sexual! I
mean, I looked so hot and... and like a sex slave! I felt a rush of
heat through my body as I stared at myself.

She picked up a bar. It was just a metal bar.
It was made of stainless steel, and maybe three feet long, with a
small ring at either end.

“Hold this. Near the ends.”

I held the bar, looking down curiously, and
she pulled my hands right to the ends. Then she clipped the rings
in the bands around my wrists to the ones on the ends of the
bar!

“Come here.”

She led me over to the middle of the floor,
then walked away and came back with a plastic step stool. She set
it down and climbed on it, then lifted the bar up high above me,
and then attached it to the heavy eyebolt driven into the crossbeam
with a short chain!

I felt another wild rush of heat and
excitement as she stepped down and pushed the step-stool back. I
was standing upright NAKED and with my wrists now locked above my
head!

“Very nice,” she said, her hand landing on my
breast.

She squeezed my breast lightly, her hand
stroking the underside, then her fingers rolled my nipple between
them.

“Now I can torture you as much as I want,”
she said, her voice a low purr.

“I gulped anxiously!

She smirked, then turned away, going back to
the chest of drawers. She came back with two more of the leather
bands she'd put around my wrists, as well as a couple of
chains.

She bent and tugged at the carpet I was
standing on.

“Lift up your feet,” she ordered.

“How!?”

She glowered. “By using your arms, you silly
little girl.”

I gulped and looked up at my bound wrists. I
kind of gripped the chains attached to them, then briefly raised
myself up so she could tug the carpet out from under my bare
feet!

There were several squares in the floor with
what looked like caps over them. She pulled the caps off and it
revealed inch deep depressions with rings in them! She knelt and
put the leather restraints around my ankles, then attached the
chains.

“Spread your legs, Slave.”

The words were so wild and wicked! I obeyed,
and gasped, for doing so tightened the ones around my wrists and
stretched my body tautly. She chained my ankles apart like that,
then rose before me. Now that my feet were spread wide she was as
tall as me, and looked me right in the eye.

“I'm going to teach you how to be an obedient
little sex slave,” she said. “But of course, first I have to teach
you why you'd want to be one.”

She gathered my hair in behind my head and
jerked back as she said “Open your mouth wide.”

Well, pulling back my hair like that made my
mouth go wide anyway! I gasped as she pushed something like a ball
into it, wedging it in between my teeth. It filled my mouth so that
I couldn't close it again, my lips resting on the ball as she
pulled a thing strap around my head and buckled it behind me.

“Now you can scream and scream and no one can
hear,” she said in a silky voice.

I moaned anxiously.

“And you will scream, little slave girl,” she
purred. “I will see to that.”

She walked slowly around me, gripping the
butt plug and tugging lightly, then letting it sink back into me,
kneading my buttocks, then sliding her hands slowly up and down my
body.

She went back to the chest and came back with
a big cock! A dildo, I mean! I gulped as she grinned at me, then
slid it into her mouth. She tilted her head back and I saw it slide
right down her throat! She pumped it slowly in and out, then pulled
it free, smirking at me, and rubbed the head along the lips of my
sex.

“I know what slave girls like best,” she
said. “They like big cocks inside them!”

This was so freaky! So weird! So perverted!
So kinky! And yet so hot!

She ground the thing against me, rubbing up
and down, pushing harder and harder until it stretched me open and
slowly sank through the straining lips of my sex! It wasn't as wide
as a cucumber, but it was certainly wider than any real cock I'd
ever had!

And, looking down, watching her sliding it
into me, I recognized it. It was the vibrator she'd used on me
yesterday! I moaned as she sank it deep, pumping it in and out,
twisting and turning until she could get it deeper and deeper,
until it was jammed high inside me with the 'lip' pressed firmly
against the top of my sex!

She drew two thin straps up across my
abdomen, across my hips, and then fastened them together behind me.
Then she turned it on.

“I'll be back, slave.”

She left me alone in the attic like that,
standing up naked, practically spreadeagled, bound in place, with
the vibrator cock thing deep inside me and buzzing alarmingly
against me!

I was already wet and hot, thinking of what
she might do. Now with this big cock thing inside me, and the
vibrator buzzing against me, my mind, and then my body began to
squirm with rising heat. My muscles began to spasm and twitch and I
ground my hips helplessly against the thing.

I stared up at my bound wrists, feeling this
incredible sense of sexual exhilaration at how wickedly wild this
was! I stared down at my breasts, then past them at the base of the
thing against me, and at my bound ankles. God! This was so
incredibly intense!

And the thing in my mouth was a gag! A
ball-gag! I'd seen them on the internet! Woah! This was so
incredible! I moaned around it, imagining I really was a sex slave,
being held here by a cruel master about to ravish me!

Or a mistress. But that was less scary.
And... oddly, less exciting.

Until she returned. Then I saw I hadn't
explored her closet enough. My eyes widened as I saw that she was
wearing a sort of super-tight leather jumpsuit! It clung to every
curve from her throat all the way down to her ankles. Her feet were
encased in high, stiletto heels, and even her hands were
gloved!

Her hair was pulled back in a tight bun.

“Well, slut? Do you like my outfit?” she
asked.
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Tanya stood in front of me, now taller than I
was because of the heels.

“Are you ready to scream?” she
half-whispered.

All I could do was moan.

Her leather gloves were slick like plastic as
they caressed my body. Then she gripped my hair and jerked sharply
so I cried out in pain. She bent and took the center of my breast
in her mouth, sucking rhythmically on my nipple even as her teeth
chewed on the soft flesh around it!

At the same time she gripped the vibrator and
began to grind it against me. It was all so intense and I was
already keyed up! I came, crying out into the gag, staring up at
the ceiling as she held my hair, my hips jerking and spasming
against the vibrator as she ground it against me with sharp little
movements!

She released my hair and straightened,
smirking as she released the vibrator.

“Slut,” she growled. “Sex slave!”

She slapped my face, making me gasp in shock.
It wasn't a hard slap but it stung!

She knelt before me, then turned off the
vibrator-dildo and slid it out of me – but not all the way. She
pumped it slowly in and out as her lips moved in and began to suck
gently on my swollen clitoris.

The vibrator had left me feeling
hyper-sensitive down there. Now her soft, moist tongue began to
stroke and caress me even as she sucked gently and rhythmically. It
felt incredible! I trembled and my hips ground helplessly against
her as she chuckled softly.

“Nasty little slave girl slut,” she said.

She slid her gloved hands up my body and
began to knead my breasts as her tongue licked harder and faster at
my clitoris. Her gloved fingers dug in and squeezed again and again
as her tongue made my hips roll up again and again, and then
another incredible orgasm tore through me!

My muscles spasmed violently and my hips
bucked against her mouth as my mind was drowned in a dark,
bubbling, churning wave of liquid heat! My back arched and my head
rolled back as I writhed helplessly, overwhelmed. This was so
intense!

She wasn't finished, though. She was barely
getting started. She pulled the vibrator out, turning it on, then
grinding the head back and forth against my clitoris. Every ten or
twenty seconds she instead slid it deep inside me as her tongue and
lips went to work! Then she'd slid it out and use it on me once
more, until I was once!

Before long I was feeling as if my bones were
melting in the heat! I felt a kind of sexual fever gripping my
mind, where nothing else mattered but the passion, pleasure and
excitement she was giving me!

She slid the vibrator deep inside and
strapped it in place, then turned it on.

“Dirty little sex slave,” she growled.
“Always wanting to come. Such a dirty girl should be punished.”

She walked over to the cabinet and did
something, then turned around and walked back.

I stared at her in disbelief! The black PVC
leather outfit had suddenly sprouted a very large black cock! It
was thick, and pointed upward like it was eager to fuck someone!
She also had a whip in her hand! It was one of those short-handled
things with a couple of dozen long, thin laces sprouting from
it!

“That's right, slave!” she growled in a
menacing voice. “I'm going to whip you!”

I felt a shock, and my heartbeat even faster
as anxiety gripped me! But... I wasn't really that afraid. I mean,
it had become clear she was playing a part, acting a role. She was
trying to be menacing and this was just part of that.

But that didn't mean she wouldn't use that
thing on me! Both of those things!

I moaned and shook my head as she walked
over. She snickered, then moved behind me.

“Slave girls need to be tortured to teach
them discipline,” she said.

She swung the whip and I braced myself, then
cried out as the thin strings snapped down across my bare back!

They stung! But... not that much. I mean, it
was more of a play whip, obviously. With that instant realization I
felt a flood of heat as my anxiety began to melt away. The whip
came down on my back again, and then again, and I trembled and
moaned into the gag, thinking of how kinky and wild this was.

“Sex slave!” she spat.

I moaned, my hips bucking as the whip cut
down on my back again, then across my buttocks. It stung more –
they stung more – on my bottom, and then she moved around in front
of me and cupped one of my breasts.

“Such full, firm breasts,” she said. “I hate
them. They will have to be whipped into submission, much like
you.”

She swung her arm and the whip came down
across my breasts! I cried out, instinctively trying to jerk back.
With my wrists and ankles bound all that did was make my back arch
so that my breasts thrust out even more firmly.

Dozens of thin strips of leather snapped down
across my chest, across my breasts! I felt the sting as they hit,
especially the ones that hit my nipples! But with it came another
gushing flood of heat as I felt myself sinking into the dark,
delicious role of a sex slave!

I groaned and gasped and yelped as she swung
again and again and again! My breasts began to redden, began to get
hot and sore, and yet that only turned me on more! With the
vibrator jammed against me, I came again, crying out, thrashing in
place, straining against the restraints as she brought the whip
down faster and harder!

My breasts burned! And she shifted around and
began to whip my back. Harder, now, and I cried out, twisting,
pulling against the restraints, moaning as the orgasm faded.

Then she stopped, jerking back on my hair,
her lips in under my ear.

“Filthy little slave animal,” she growled. “I
intend to teach you to obey your mistress.”

I shuddered as I felt the thick dildo
sprouting from her groin rubbing up and down between my
buttocks.

“I will turn you into an obedient little sex
slave,” she said, reaching down and pulling the butt-plug out of
me. “You will be taught your only purpose in life is to serve me,
and to allow your body to be used for the pleasure of others.”

The dildo must have been lubricated with
something. It felt slick as it pushed against me. Even with the
butt-plug having been inside me, though, I ached as the thick cock
slowly forced its way into my body. It slid in and out in slow
strokes as she chewed on the nape of my neck and on my earlobe, but
she slowly worked it higher and higher even as the vibrator
continued to buzz against me!

“You are going to be a beautiful little sex
toy for me and my friends to use,” she growled, jerking on my hair
again. “Both women... and men!”

I moaned as the dildo slid still deeper into
my ass! I felt it way up inside me so that I felt something like
cramps! It was so thick and long, and I could feel all the fake
veins on its surface as she drove it deeper and deeper!

Her hips began to work in and out faster,
actually fucking me with the big dildo, and I gasped in awe at the
waves of sensations rolling through me! It didn't hurt at all,
really! I mean, maybe it ached a bit, especially when she shoved
that head so high into my guts, but God it felt amazing to have
something that big moving inside me!

I cried out as she succeeded in shoving the
whole thing up my ass, her hips grinding against my buttocks. I
gulped in air as she ground herself against me, then moaned as she
undid the strap and pulled the gag out of my mouth.

“Do you like having a big cock up your ass,
slave girl?” she purred.

I only moaned again, and she jerked on my
hair.

“Answer your mistress, slut!”

“Yes... Mistress!” I gasped.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” I moaned.

This was so hot and nasty and awesome!

“That means your body belongs to me, Slave,”
she said, reaching around to squeeze my breast. “I can do anything
I want to it.”

She suddenly squeezed my breast hard, making
me ache and gasp in pain.

“Are you going to obey your mistress, slave
girl?”

“Ohh! Yes, Mistress!” I squealed.

Her hips began to move again, in slow
strokes, keeping most of the big black cock inside me.

“Dirty girl. Beg me to fuck your ass.”

This was sick! But exciting!

“Please... fuck my ass, Mistress!” I
gasped.

“Filthy little creature. Tell me you're a
whore, slave girl,” she ordered, yanking on my hair.

“I-I'm a whore, Mistress!” I gulped.

“Tell me you're a filthy whore.”

“I'm... I'm a filthy whore, Mistress!” I
moaned.

“Beg me to fuck your ass harder, slut.”

“Please fuck my ass harder, Mistress!” I
gasped.

She snorted and her hips worked in and out
using longer strokes. The head of the thing was punching up against
some part of me deep inside. And each time it did she ground her
hips against my buttocks.

“Who owns your body, slut?” she demanded,
tugging on my hair.

“You do, Mistress!”

She thrust harder, her hips now spanking my
buttocks and making my hips jerk forward. The vibrator was still
buzzing inside me, and it just all seemed to churn and swirl and
build into still another incredible explosion of sensation! I came,
crying out as she rammed the dildo into me, crying out even more
when she reached around and ground the lip of the vibrator against
me harder!

I was discovering something about having sex
with a woman. Unlike men, they never got soft, so they could just
keep fucking!

Or just playing nasty games!

She somehow dislodged the big dildo from her
body, then hooked it to the strap just above my buttocks which kept
the vibrator in. Then she picked up the whip again and began to
sweep it down against my back and buttocks as I cried out in
helpless pain and dazed heat.

She moved around in front and whipped my
breasts again, then ground the vibrator in so that I came AGAIN!
Then she eased it out and licked me to still another orgasm!

She was driving me out of my fucking mind!
I'd never experienced sex for such an extended period of time
before! I felt utterly exhausted, drained, boneless as I
practically hung there. My body was overheated, my muscles strained
from spasming so many times.

And she kept making me say nasty things!
Outrageous things! Calling myself a whore and a slut and begging
her to fuck me and make me come!

“You're a sexual animal, Slave girl,” she
purred. “And like all animals you need to learn obedience.”

She reached down and undid the chains locking
my ankles in place, then did the same for my wrists. I sank slowly
down to my knees with an exhausted groan.

“Spread your knees, slave girl. Always keep
your legs spread wide so everyone who sees you knows your slutty
body is available for them to use.”

So outrageous and awesomely nasty!

I moaned and obeyed, then gasped as she
jerked back on my hair.

“Head back, shoulders back, chest out. Always
present your body to its best, Slave girl. Put your hands behind
your neck and arch your back. That's it. You're a sexy little fuck
toy.”

I gulped and looked up at her, then away,
still feeling weirdly uneasy even though excited and overheated. I
knew this was a game, but I wasn't sure she didn't mean it more
seriously. And the thought of that was both scary and hot!

She got another chain from the cabinet, came
over, and hooked it to the collar, then yanked on it.

“On all fours, you little sex animal.”

I fell onto my hands and knees, and she
tugged again.

“Crawl like the animal you are. Crawl, you
nasty little slut slave.”

God, she was sick! But I was again impressed
by how shockingly real she was making things feel!

I crawled across the floor while she tugged
on the chain, like a leash! It was a leash!

“What a sexy little bitch in heat you are,”
she said.

She jerked back on the leash.

“On your knees, slut.”

I sat back on my heels, gulping
anxiously.

“Now rise up on your knees. That's it. Bring
your hands up in front of your breasts. No, not like that. Facing
forward, with your fingers down like you're a dog begging for
food.”

She held something out in front of me. It
looked like a piece of chocolate!

“Now beg.”

“Uhm. Please may – .”

“No, you silly bitch. Beg like a dog would.
Stick your tongue out and then whine.”

Whaaaat? Wow! Sick!

I let my tongue lol out and then tried to
whine, and she let me lick the piece of chocolate from her fingers,
then petted my head like I was a dog!

“Crawl, bitch.”

She jerked forward on the leash and I fell to
hands and knees again, then crawled forward, the big dildo and
vibrator still stuffed inside me!

“Stop. Drop to your elbows and forearms. Now
lower. Press those pretty breasts of yours against the floor and
raise that sexy ass higher.”

I felt my breasts pillow out beneath me as I
obeyed, moaning at the pressure, then gasping as she hit my ass
with something. I jerked my head around and saw her holding a long,
thin black... stick of some kind!

“Ass higher, slave,” she barked.

I gulped and raised my bottom higher.

Crack! The thing cut across my bottom
again, stinging me!

“Spread your legs.”

I spread my knees wide.

“Hands out in front of you. There. Isn't this
a lovely position for a bitch in heat. It says 'please mount me and
ride me hard'. Isn't that right?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

I felt something tracing along the outside of
my pussy, against the lips of my sex as they strained wide around
the vibrator.

“Are you my sex slave, bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

I winced as the thin stick cut down across my
buttocks.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!”

“Are you a sexual animal, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped. “I'm a sexual
animal, Mistress!”

“Are you filthy little bitch in heat?”

Crack!

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried. “I'm a filthy
little bitch in heat!”

“Dirty girl,” she said, tracing the stick
thing up along my spine.

Suddenly the vibrator started up again! I
gasped, my hips lurching.

Crack!

“I didn't say to move, slut!”

“No, Mistress!”

Crack!

“I didn't ask you a question, slave!”

This was so wild! My mind was becoming
overwhelmed with the breathtaking kinkiness and wicked excitement
of doing stuff like this! Of saying stuff like this!

I was in a crude, obscene, and very
submissive position here on the floor naked, with the dildo and
vibrator sticking out of me, and she was walking casually around
me, holding the stick thing. It was made me feel so degraded!
But... while that sent an uneasy, uncomfortable tremor through my
mind, it mostly just filled me with heat and excitement.

This was beyond my wildest dreams of dark
sexual fantasies! And I was actually doing it!

Well... or at least, pretending to. I mean,
it wasn't like I really was a sex slave...

She jerked up on the leash and I gurgled as
it tightened up around my neck before I got my hands under me, then
she made me crawl around the room again before stopping and begging
for another chocolate.

Then she made me crawl again, and then kneel,
sitting on my heels. She undid the strap holding the vibrator
inside me, then had me lay down on my back with my feet flat on the
floor and my knees spread as wide as I could make them.

“Now start moving that cock in and out of
your tight little pussy, slave girl,” she ordered.

I moaned and gripped the thing, then began to
pump it in and out as she looked down from above.

“Rub your clit with your fingers. I want to
watch you masturbate in person, this time, instead of just on
video.”

I halted briefly, then resumed, shocked anew,
feeling another dark, crackling rush of sexual electricity. I
pumped the vibrator in and out as she watched, rubbing my swollen
clitoris at the same time! I could feel waves of heat rushing up my
body at doing something so outrageous – masturbating in front of
someone!

“Stop!”

I halted, my fingers trembling, hands
shaking.

“Do you want to come, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Pull your legs up and back. Further, slut.
Pull your arms through so you can pin your legs back. That's it.
Now fuck yourself.”

I pumped the dildo harder, moaning, rubbing
my clitoris. In this position I could see myself very clearly, for
my knees were under my arms and my pussy and even my ass were in
the air right in front of my eyes. And yes, this was even more
degrading, and that made it even more darkly exciting!

I came again, crying out, my hips spasming
violently as I gurgled and moaned and the air sobbed out of my open
mouth in desperate, dazed gasps and cries of pleasure!

“Yes, clearly you're a filthy little slut
animal,” she said.

I moaned, still trembling, my mind blasted by
the incredible power of the orgasm, shell-shocked and half in a
stupor.

She reached down and shoved me so I half
rolled over.

“On your belly, slut.”

I moaned and let myself roll, and let her
draw my wrists back again behind me to lock together.

“Raise that ass in the air.”

Crack!

Moaning, I obeyed and she walked slowly
around me, glowering down.

Then she halted directly in front of me and
her leather toed shoe pressed against my chin, then my lips.

“Are you grateful to your mistress for giving
you so many orgasms, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Show your mistress how devoted you are,
slave. Kiss my shoe. Right here.”

It was right against my face so, I didn't
really think twice. I kissed it.

“Now lick it.”

I licked her shoe, only just starting to get
a strange dark sense of how outrageous this was as my foggy, dazed
mind creaked slowly into life.

She pulled me up onto my knees, then peeled
open the front of the PVC outfit and drew my mouth in against her
sex.

“Show your mistress how much you appreciate
the effort she's put into you, little bitch.”

I licked, using what I'd learned from her –
which was a lot, moaning as I slurped and licked and sucked at her
clitoris while she twisted her fingers around in my thick hair.

I'd never had sex remotely like the sort of
things she was having me do! It was all so intense! And making me
say such nasty things about myself made it even more shocking!

But a sexual fever gripped my mind and body,
and this was all just gasoline on the flames as I acted like her
sex slave, and let myself drown in the dark, kinky fantasy she was
evoking.

“Please your mistress with your tongue,
slave, or you'll be whipped again,” she growled.

I moaned and licked harder!
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I felt as if I were leading a double
existence. I mean, I was a normal girl on the outside, but on the
inside I had all these wicked memories of the shocking things I'd
done with Tanya! And every one of those memories resonated with a
dark, quivering erotic heat that made my nipples tingle every time
they came to mind.

I felt way more sexual and way sexier, and
less uneasy about it. I mean, guys had always looked at me, and
that included grown men for the last few years. Sometimes that had
made me a little uncomfortable, but I was really feeling a sense of
almost smugness about how hot and sexy I was now.

I was off work the next day. I went to the
mall to meet my friend Ashley, dressed in shorts and a
midriff-baring top. Hey, it was warm. And it wasn't me who designed
girls' shorts. I thought that defensively, really, but I also
secretly enjoyed watching out of the corner of my eyes when guys
watched us go by.

Ashley was a brunette, like me, except her
hair wasn't as long or as dark, and she wore glasses. She was
shorter and bustier too, though not as much as Tanya. We were
dressed pretty much the same, except her shorts were more
low-riding than mine – which I resented. Which was weird because I
had no low-riding pants because, well, it made me feel squirmy and
self-conscious when people looked at me in revealing clothes.

It still did. Only now part of that squirmy
feeling was hot and exciting.

Ashley was cute, and I wondered if Tanya
would want to make her her slave girl too. Probably! I mean, if
she'd caught her the way she had me. What would it be like having
sex with Ashley, I wondered. Would she go for it? Would she play
Tanya's dark, nasty games and be as excited as I was?

I let myself imagine the two of us kneeling
side by side, naked, collared and bound while Tanya looked down at
us, and felt my nipples tingling inside the cups of my bra.

We shopped for clothes, skimming over the
stuff available in store after store, pausing now and then to
examine something and discuss it. She tried on a pair of jeans,
then a sweater. I tried on a pair of jeans, too, only these were
really low riding. She teased me about it and tried to get me to
buy them but I put them back.

We stopped and had some food in the food
court. She ate healthy food while I ate fries and a burger.

“I hate you,” she said.

“Why? If you were on your feet all day you
could eat what you wanted, too.”

“No thanks. I like my job as a
receptionist.”

A cute guy passed behind her and looked down
admiringly.

“You know you can see your thong when you sit
down in those,” I said.

She smirked.

I felt jealous, and suddenly wanted to punish
her, the slut! I imagined strapping her bottom and teaching her a
lesson!

“Slut,” I said.

She stuck her tongue out at me.

“We should check out Victoria's Secret
next.”

I drank my pop and nodded. They were way more
expensive than Walmart, but their stuff was way higher quality too,
and a lot more sexy.

We wandered down the mall and went into
Victoria's Secret, and like the other stores we skimmed the clothes
and lingerie, snickering at some of it, and daring each other to
wear some of the wilder things, like teddies and baby-dolls.

Those were for older women. All the guys our
age cared about was getting us naked. So it would be a waste of
time getting into anything complicated.

They did look sexy, though! The merry widow
outfits on the mannequins looked hot, though I figured I'd feel
like a complete dork if I was wearing one. At least, unless it was
with Tanya...

I bought a couple of thongs, one with a
matching bra, and we walked out and continued shopping, mostly just
browsing and seeing if anything really caught our attention. I
continued to be aware of eyes turned our way, especially my way

I mean, just because I was doing stuff with
Tanya didn't mean I was a lesbian or anything! I didn't even really
consider myself bisexual, even though my jaw and tongue had ached
from licking her pussy so much before I'd gone home the other
day.

I considered me and Tanya as just sort of fun
and games; nothing serious. It was guys that I was after. I just
wished that they had cocks as big as Tanya's dildos, and which
stayed hard as long!

“That guy over there by the escalators is
looking at you,” she said.

I let my eyes flick that way
consideringly.

“He looks kind of short.”

“So?”

“So I want a man like... the Rock.”

She laughed. “A guy six foot four or
something? You're not that tall, Christy.”

“I'm tall enough. Anyway, there's something
hot about a big muscleman.”

“There's only one muscle that counts.”

“Yeah, but we don't get to unwrap it until
it's too late to say no,” I said, making a face.

She laughed again.

“Oooh, let's go in there?”

“The leather store? That shit's
expensive.”

“We don't have to buy anything.”

I tried on a pair of tight, low-riding
leather pants, and felt really sexy in them. In part because the
straps of my thong showed over the top.

“You look really hot in that,” Ashley said.
“But you know you'd never wear it in public.”

“Maybe I would,” I said defensively.

“Ha. I would, but you're a prude.”

“I am not a prude!” I said indignantly.

If she only had a clue the sort of things I'd
been up to the last few days!

I skinned out of the leather pants, though.
They were way too expensive for the limited amount of use I'd ever
put them to. They reminded me of Tanya, and I wondered where she
bought all her kinky stuff.

“You know the people behind me?”

“The ones with the pool?”

“Yeah. I was house-sitting while they were
away last week.”

“I know. You told me.”

“She's got lots of leather stuff.”

“Didn't you say she was kind of busty?”

“Yeah.”

“And blonde?”

“Yeah.”

“Slut.”

I snorted. Then I described the outfit with
all the straps and she looked at me in amazement.

“Who would wear that? And where?”

“Obviously only around her husband.”

“Yeah, I guess, but why bother? I mean, he's
already hooked, right?”

“Add spice, I guess.”

“Walking around with your tits sticking out?!
I mean, I can see where it might look hot to a guy, but I bet you'd
spend more time putting it on than you'd keep it on once he saw
it.”

“Well, not necessarily. If your boobs are
naked then he wouldn't need to take it off.”

“I guess.”

“You said he was hot?”

“Yeah, for an older guy. I mean, he's like
thirty. But he's cute.”

“I wonder if they have videos.”

“Ashley!”

“Well, if they're doing all kinds of hot,
sexy stuff they probably have made videos. It's not like she
wouldn't trust him since they're married. You should have checked
when you had the run of the house.”

“You're a perve.”

“Oh like you don't look at porn!”

“Not as much as you! And after you almost got
caught making your own, too!”

“That was just one video. And Joshua and I
were the only ones that saw it.”

“Lucky for you!”

She nodded ruefully. They'd forgotten to
delete the video and his little brother had almost seen it. That
reminded me of the one I'd done and that I'd forgotten to get Tanya
to delete it!

So when I got home I thought, well, Tanya is
at work. I still had a key to her house since with all the hot sex
stuff going on she had forgotten to get it back. And I still had
the alarm code. Also, what Ashley had said about her making videos
with Evan. She was probably right!

I didn't really think of it as breaking and
entering. I mean, I'd spent so much time over there lately, and,
uhm, well, anyway, that was how I explained it to myself when I
unlocked the door and let myself in. I turned off the alarm, then
petted Walter before looking around for their computer.

Of course it occurred to me that if they
checked the recording they'd see me coming in, but hey, what was
Tanya going to do? Spank me? Probably! I could live with that!

I already had my excuse lined up, though. I
could say I had lost an earring here and was just looking around.
I'd even brought one earring with me. Just in case.

I looked around to make sure I knew where the
cameras were, then slipped into the den. No cameras here! I went
over and turned on the computer, feeling my heart beating faster. I
could see the driveway from here, though, so if either of them
showed up I'd have time to get away!

The computer came up, and I considered the
code. I knew Tanya was the furthest possible thing from being a
computer nerd. So it would likely be something really easy like
'password'. Then just for the hell of it I lifted up the keyboard.
There was a little sticky note under it with various passwords
crossed out. The one that wasn't, at the bottom, said Walter.

Duh. The name of their cat. Not exactly
clever. I typed it in and the computer opened up for me. I eagerly
began to look for videos, especially the ones with me!

There's only so many places people can put
things on their computer unless they're trying hard to hide them.
They weren't. They had videos stored in a folder marked 'vids'. And
then under that was a sub-folder marked 'private vids'.

Yup. That looked hopeful!

I looked at a video, and right away felt my
jaw drop! Evan was naked! And he was even hotter than I had
imagined! He had a perfect body! It wasn't The Rock but it was the
body of, like an Olympic swimmer or something. And he had a huge
cock!

I knew because it was fully erect as he stood
over Tanya, who was sucking and licking him! Wow! I felt my breasts
swell and my nipples tingle. I felt a sense of liquid heat down low
in my groin. My chest tightened as I watched Tanya blow him, amazed
as she effortlessly deep throated his big cock!

Then the video transitioned into him sitting
down behind this very desk. Tanya straddled him, naked, grinding
herself against him, giving him a lap-dance. Then she rose up and
sank down on his big cock. After that she gave him a long, sexy
ride.

“What are you doing?”

I screamed, shocked at the sudden voice
behind me! I spun around so fast I almost fell down, horrified as I
saw Evan standing in the doorway glowering at me! He was wearing
nothing but sweatpants and a scowl.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck! Oh
fuck!

He strode forward and turned off the video,
then gripped my arm and yanked me after him as he led me out of the
room. He wasn't very gentle either!

And what was I going to say!? I was looking
for my earring!? That wasn't going to work now!

He pulled me into the living room and then
sort of flung me against the sofa so I fell into it.

“Explain!” he demanded.

I was beet-red, and had no idea what to say!
I mean, have you ever been caught doing something shameful and yet
so blatantly obvious there were no possible excuses to make!?

“You better have something to say or I'll
call the cops and have you arrested,” he growled.

Arrested!? What!? He couldn't do that!
Well... okay, technically he could...

“I... I... I'm sorry!” I blurted, not looking
at him.

“That's not an explanation.”

“I... I was... looking for a video.”

“Of me and my wife?”

“No!”

Now what!? I never should have said this! I
felt a shock of horror! Now I'd have to tell him about the video
and he might look at it!

“Well?”

“I... I mean, Tanya uhm... Tanya was going to
give me a... a... video of me... that... I made... of myself,” I
gulped, fumbling for words.

He leaned over so I had a harder time looking
away.

“Did this video have me in it?”

“No!”

“So why were you looking at it?”

“I... It was an accident!”

“And as soon as you realized it wasn't the
one you wanted you closed it?”

He'd seen me watching so... I couldn't say
that.

He snorted, then picked up the remote control
and turned on the big flat screen on the wall in front of us. I
felt a sense of uncertainty, then dread. Surely he couldn't search
– .

And then the video came on! Of me! I was
sliding slowly down the cucumber, moaning as I rubbed my clitoris!
OMG!

My face felt red-hot!

“A very interesting video,” he said.

I cringed, looking down.

“I was the one who saw it first. But Tanya
wanted to handle your punishment,” he said.

I cringed again! OMG!

“But apparently she hasn't succeeded in
teaching you any respect for people's privacy. So I guess I should
take over.”

What!?

He sat down beside me, then reached over and
gripped me by the back of my neck, and before I had even an inkling
of his intent, he jerked me in towards him, then as I half fell
across his lap he shifted his grip to my long hair and jerked me
further.

“Ow! Hey! Oh! Ow! Don't!”

I was now on my belly across his lap.

Crack!

I yelped in pain as his hand came down on my
bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Ow! Oh! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was already hot and aching as his
big hand came down again and again! Then without warning he gripped
the waistband and yanked, and my jeans and panties slid right down
to bare my buttocks! I squealed, trying to reach back to sort of, I
don't know, hide my nakedness, but that was a wasted effort.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The sound was sharper now as his hand smacked
against my bare buttocks! My bottom was really starting to
burn!

The shock of it all had overwhelmed me at
first, but despite being desperately anxious and horribly
embarrassed I wasn't clueless to just how sexual this was. I mean,
I wasn't an idiot! Yanking my pants down to spank my bare ass was
not something he was doing just to punish me! No matter how much it
stung!

I hadn't been innocent enough to mistake that
even before my experiences with Tanya. I certainly wasn't now!

“Ow! Oh! Evan! That hurts!”

He halted briefly and gripped my hair,
yanking it back.

“Did I say you could use my name? You can
call me Mister Ford.”

I gulped, because of course, that was exactly
what Tanya had said a few days ago!

“Let me hear it,” he demanded, yanking on my
hair again.

I yelped in pain.

“Mister Ford!” I cried.

I could feel him tugging my jeans and panties
down further, yanking them right off, which popped my shoes off as
well!

“Now how do you intend to make it up to us
for breaking into our home and invading our privacy?” he
demanded.

His hand was caressing my ass while he spoke
and I shuddered as the embarrassment squirming inside my mind was
joined by a breathless sense of shocked realization that Evan was
going to want to do the same sorts of stuff with me as Tanya
had!

“I-I-I don't know!” I moaned.

His hand slid down between my legs and I
gasped aloud, my eyes widening as his fingers caressed the soft,
puffy flesh of my sex!

“Girls your age can go bad if you start down
the wrong path,” he said, his fingers rubbing lightly over my mons.
“It's important that when you start breaking the law you be quickly
yanked back away from a life of crime.”

His middle finger was pressing harder than
the rest so that it was beginning to sink in between the lips of my
sex! Now as his fingers slid up and down his middle finger was
riding right across my clitoris, which began to throb and
swell!

“I could call the police, I suppose, and turn
you over to them. But I feel that it would be better to handle this
myself. What do you think, Christine?”

I cried out as he yanked back on my hair. I
vowed to cut it after this! It was just too long and that made it
very inviting for people who wanted to pull on it!

“Well?”

“I-I... I don't – .”

“Would you rather I punish you or the
police?”

“Y-You!” I squeaked.

“Very well then. I will teach you a few life
lessons.”

He gripped my tank top and yanked it upward,
then over my head.

I moaned but didn't fight him as he pulled it
off, feeling a new flush of embarrassment mixed with a sudden rush
of anticipation that was so intense I could hardly think
straight!

He undid my bra straps, and then pulled my
bra off, and just like that I was naked across Evan's lap!
Naked!

He stood up and set me on my feet, but he
pulled my arms back together behind me, and kind of crossed them
near the elbows so he could hold them in one big hand.

“March!” he barked.
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Naked, I stumbled across the floor, with him
pushing on my arms, turning me to the stairs and leading me
upstairs. I felt my insides swirling more powerfully as he went
past their bedroom and then opened the door to the attic! Was he
going to whip me too!?

We went up the stairs and across the floor,
and I wasn't surprised he led me right over to that cabinet that
held all their nasty little sex stuff!

He opened it, but instead of taking out those
leather bands and chains he yanked out a thick length of coiled
white rope. He looped it around my upper arms as he held me in
place and I gasped as I felt it tugging my arms together behind
me.

He let go of my arms, then, but gripped my
right wrist and lifted it up high behind me, up almost to my
shoulder blades! I felt the rope looped several times around that
wrist, then when he let it go it stayed there as he gripped the
other wrist and pulled it up too. He bound them both together, then
looped the rope around my arms again, pulling them back even more
firmly!

He was a pervert just like Tanya!

He led me over to the far side of the attic,
which held a white rug and a waist-high horizontal stainless steel
bar. It was like one of those things you see in ballet studios to
stretch your legs, except it was more in the middle of the floor
instead of along the wall.

“Bend over.”

I gulped, thinking he was bending me over the
bar, but he pushed me down more and then pushed me forward so that
I slid under the bar. I felt it sliding along my bound arms, and
then more loops of rope going around my arms.

He spread my legs wide out to either side so
wide I to raise my heels off the floor, tied rope around my ankles,
then tied them to the vertical posts holding up the horizontal one.
God, this was such an obscenely open, not to mention vulnerable
position!

But he was in front of me, not behind me, and
not finished yet.

He took another length of rope and sat down
in front of me.

“You have a gorgeous body, Christy,” he said.
“I think it's wasted working at Walmart. You could be making a lot
of money with this body.”

I had no idea what to say to that! What did
he mean!? And I was too overwhelmed to ask. The way I was bent
forward my breasts were hanging straight down below me right in
front of them. I might not have really big breasts like Tanya but
no one had ever accused me of being flat-chested either! My
thirty-six B-cups looked pretty big
dangling there!

And he took the rope, which he'd doubled up,
and looped it around my right breast, then my left, then tightened
the loops so that they narrowed and tightened and began to squeeze
against my breasts!

“Oh, please!”I moaned.

“Please Mister Ford,” he growled.

“Please, Mister Ford!”

He ignored me aside from that, then tied
another loop around both breasts together. They were throbbing and
swollen, and the nipples felt like they were so hard and under so
much pressure they were going to explode!

He stood up and moved behind me and I felt
another shudder of heat and embarrassment, knowing what kind of
view he had of me!

I felt his fingers sliding over the butt
plug. Then he went over to the cabinet. He returned with something
he held by his side that I couldn't really see. Then I felt his
fingers at the butt-plug and felt him pulling it slowly out! I
cringed with embarrassment, but burned with rising heat as it slid
free!

An instead later, though, another pushed into
me. I thought for a second it might be him, but no, it was
definitely artificial. Only it was longer than the butt-plug! I
moaned as he slid it deep into my ass, then felt it widening to the
point he had to kind of rock it around and twist it to force the
next part through!

It slid inside, and then it was like I had a
butt-plug in me again, only a longer one. I could feel the outside
part against my body, and the thicker inside ring against the
inside of my sphincter.

He leaned forward and gathered up my long
hair, his fingers combing through it. Then I didn't know what he
was doing at first, but I soon realized he was gathering it into a
braid. I wondered where he'd learned to do that. Then I figured
Tanya must have taught him. But why? Few men help their wives with
their hair!

I gasped as he pulled on the braid and my
head was lifted up, up and back! My upper body was leaning down at
an angle, but he pulled on my braid until I was facing directly
ahead. Then I felt him doing something, and then felt pressure on
the butt-plug – on the base! Like, I mean, it wasn't being pushed
forward or pulled back. Instead the pressure was pulling it at an
angle.

It was my hair! He'd tied my hair to the
butt-plug! I gaped across the room at the outrageousness of
that!

I gulped in air, moaning. The pressure on my
scalp pulling my head up kind of made my mouth naturally open wide
as my hair pulled upward. That made every noise and breath sound
louder to me.

I squeaked as I felt something pushing into
my pussy. It was thick and oily, and it pumped slowly in and out,
then slid deeper. It was sure it was the vibrator thing from
yesterday! Sure enough I felt the lip pressing against the outside
of my sex. He didn't lead the straps under me, though, but tied
them somehow to the butt plug!

He came around in front of me and sat down,
then his hands gently caressed my swollen breasts. His fingers and
thumbs rolled and rubbed my hard nipples as he looked into my
eyes.

Or tried to. I rolled my eyes in all
directions, embarrassed still despite how my body was heating
up.

“You've been a bad girl, Christine,” he said.
“Haven't you?”

I squealed as he pinched my nipples.

“Haven't you?”

“Yes!”

He pinched them again.

“Yes Mister Ford,” he said sternly.

“Yes, Mister Ford! Oh! Please!”

He pinched harder.

“Please Mister Ford.”

“Please, Mister Ford!”

He stopped pinching them.

Then he released them briefly. A moment
later, though, he pinched both very hard! I squealed and cried out,
jerking and twisting against the ropes to no avail as he stood
up.

He'd put something on my nipples! There was a
pair of clamps or something pinching my nipples! I could feel
something dangling from them, too, like on short strings or chains!
Every little movement I made sent them swinging around!

He pulled his cock out and then rubbed it
over my face.

“I intend to take my time with you, but I'm
too excited to do a proper job right now. I need you to take care
of that for me.”

He pushed himself into my open mouth and I
trembled and moaned as I started to suck him.

He pumped slowly in and out, the head pushing
deep into the back of my mouth several times and almost gagging me.
Then he pulled out, rubbing his spit-wet cock over my face.

“Are you a lesbian, Christine?”

“N-N-No!” I gasped.

He slapped his cock against my face.

“Mister Ford!” he barked.

“No, Mister Ford!”

“So you like cock, do you?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Mister Ford!” I moaned.

He raised his cock up, letting the head slide
upwards from my chin to my forehead, pressing the shaft along my
face and against my nose.

“Do you like my cock?”

“Y-Yes, Mister Ford!” I moaned.

He rubbed the head around my lips, then slid
it into my mouth. I started sucking and licking, even as my nipples
burned.

The vibrator turned on and I squealed and
jerked helplessly.

He pulled his cock out and rubbed it over my
cheeks.

“Tell me you love cock,” he said.

“I-I love cock!” I moaned.

He slapped my face with his cock.

“Mister Ford,” he barked again.

“I love cock, Mister Ford!”

“My wife thinks you'd make a lovely little
sex slave, Christine,” he said. “She says you're a very responsive
and orgasmic girl.”

He shoved his cock into my mouth again,
pumping in and out as I sucked and licked.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said as he
pulled out.

I gasped and gulped in air.

“I-I'm... I'm your... sex slave, Mister
Ford!” I gulped.

“If you're my sex slave you should probably
call me master. Isn't that right?”

OMG! Calling Evan Ford master would be so
wickedly outrageous! But given how I was tied up naked in this
obscene and slutty position it seemed entirely suitable! My insides
throbbed around the long thick dildo and vibrator stuffed into me,
and the vibrator was buzzing against my sex, as my insides began to
thrum with sexual tension.

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

He slid his cock into my mouth again, pumping
slowly in and out, then, without warning, he pushed deep, and his
cock pushed right into my throat! I'd only had a little experience
with this when Tanya had done it. But a real cock felt... I don't
know, smoother and slicker against the inside of my throat than the
dildo had.

Plus I was just so filled with dazed,
overwhelmed sexual heat that by the time my instincts roused to
start gagging he had buried it in my throat and was grinding
himself against my face! I couldn't do anything! I certainly
couldn't back up or twist my head free! Even trying jerked my body
which made whatever was hanging from my nipples swing and pull.

He pulled slowly out as my heart pounded and
my head throbbed, and I gulped in air in deep, ragged breaths as
the fat head of his big cock came free of my throat.

“Slave girls need to be experts at deep
throating,” he said.

He pushed himself back into my mouth and then
slid deep into my throat, gagging me again, though not badly. He
held it there, then pulled out. Then he did it again, and again,
and again. Each time he did I gagged a little, but less each time.
Each time he did I was also unable to breathe.

He slapped my face.

“Loosen your throat muscles, Slave girl. You
can breath around a cock.”

How was I supposed to do that!?

He pulled out and I gasped for breath. I was
getting light-headed from this!

“Work on my balls,” he ordered, lifting his
cock up and pushing them into my mouth.

I licked and sucked them gladly as I caught
my breath. Then he shoved himself down my throat again. And again.
And again. He was patient, holding still as I trembled and shook,
then pulling out again. And it did get easier. I mean, just the
fact I'd done it a lot now made me sure I could do it again.

Finally I was able to figure out how to relax
my throat a little, and then able to suck in a bit of air around
it! That made it much easier, at first. But then he moved on to
something harder. He started pumping his cock in my throat, fucking
it! That made it harder not to gag and it was really hard coping
with that at first!

But it wasn't like I could complain! Even
when his cock wasn't in my mouth I was too busy gulping in air to
speak!

He pulled out and I gulped in air, feeling
light-headed again.

“Would you like me to fuck you, Slave
girl?”

I gasped for breath and he slapped his cock
against my face.

“Answer your master,” he said.

“Y-Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Beg. Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please... fuck me... master!” I gasped.

He moved behind me and I moaned in relief,
still gulping in air. I felt the vibrator tug free of me, and then
his long, thick, spit-wet cock pushed into my body.

Evan Ford is fucking me, I thought dazedly.
Wow!

He felt so good inside me! The thing about
the vibrator is that it's cold and the vibrations are, well,
machine-like. But this soft, warm, deliciously thick cock pushing
into me was all warm and slick and soft and wickedly sensual!

I whimpered and moaned as it filled me up, as
it started to pump. It felt soo wonderful! And each time he thrust
into me it pushed deeper, until his hips were striking my upraised
buttocks! That jarred my body, which made whatever weights were
hanging from my nipples swing in and out!

Of course it also tugged my body against my
hair so that my scalp stung again and again, but that was a small
thing compared to the tidal wave of sensations sweeping up through
my body. His big cock was making my mind twist and tumble and turn
in a deeply carnal sense of delight!

“Beg me to fuck you, Slavegirl,” he said.

He slapped my bottom when I didn't.

“Please... fuck me, Mister Ford!” I
cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Master. Call me master,” he said.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

This was so kinky and wicked and hot and
outrageous! I was nearing an orgasm!

And he was just getting started!

He thrust into me harder and harder, until my
whole body was shuddering with the impact of his hips against my
buttocks! But I hardly cared about that. That was just the
background sensation to the real main act! That was his big, slick,
hard, hot cock driving deep into my trembling pussy again and again
and again!

I had never felt this level of arousal and
pleasure before without orgasming! It was baking my mind in heat as
he continued to thrust into me! Then the orgasm hit and it was all
I could do to keep my head from exploding! With my mouth held open
I couldn't do anything to repress the pleasure, and cried out all
the air in my lungs! Then I sucked it in furiously and cried it all
out again! And again!

And all the time his hips pounded my buttocks
and my nipples sparkled and burned from whatever was swinging and
bouncing and tugging on them, and that big cock plowed its way deep
into my body!

Talk about having your mind blown! Wow! It
was the most incredible orgasm I'd ever had! I thought my skin
would explode outward with the sheer power released! But when it
was gone I was still bent over, gasping, and that big cock was
still driving hard into my trembling body.

I slumped weakly, dazedly. But it didn't
matter since I was tied in place.

Evan pulled out of my pussy, moved around in
front of me, and shoved himself into my open mouth, then down my
throat. I gurgled dazedly, my eyes glazed as he fucked my throat.
He fucked my throat harder than he had before, almost as hard as
he'd fucked my pussy, but I was too mind-blown to really react.

He came in my mouth, though, or I should say,
in my throat, gave a final series of sharp, short, thrusts, then
held still, gasping above me.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?”
another voice asked.

His cock slid back out of my throat as it
began to soften, and he turned around. I saw Tanya walking across
the floor, scowling – at me, not him.

“And just who told you you could fuck my
husband, Slavegirl?” she demanded.

It was such an outrageous accusation! I mean,
as if anyone had asked me! Well, okay, to be technical I had begged
him to fuck me. But I mean, it wasn't my idea!

Evan was explaining that I'd broken into
their house – as if I hadn't just used the key they gave me! And
that he had decided to punish me for my criminal behavior!

“What a nasty little girl you are!” Tanya
exclaimed. “Not only an adulterer but a house breaker!”

“I... I didn't – .”

“No, no, I'm not interested in what you have
to say, Slavegirl. Clearly you need to be punished.”

Evan moved behind me and slid the vibrator
back into my sopping wet pussy, while Tanya moved to the cabinet
and returned With a strange black box. It was about ten inches wide
and long and maybe half that high. It had a pair of little plastic
tubes attached. She sat down in front of me, and I tried to lower
my face to look down but couldn't!

I felt her removing the clips from my
nipples, though, and I gasped in pain as they began to burn with
renewed circulation! Then I felt something soft pressed against my
right breast, all around the nipple, like a small cup. I felt
suction, there, and gasped, trying to understand what was going
on.

A moment later another small cup went against
my left breast, and again the suction, right against my nipple!

Tanya lifted up a length of black fabric,
folded it several times, then pressed it against my face, over my
eyes. I moaned as she wrapped it behind me and tied it in place.
Then the ball gag went into my mouth!

I heard metallic sounds coming from behind
me, then their voices whispering. A moment later headphones went
over my ears and I heard nothing. The vibrator came out of me, then
slid back in, only it was a different one because it was dry.

Not me, though! I was soaking wet!

The dildo in my pussy began to move in and
out slowly. I cried out as it pushed in too deep, and the pressure
against the back wall of my pussy really ached! It backed off a
bit, then began to pump faster. I felt something against my
clitoris, then felt it buzzing. It was like a little vibrator, and
it rubbed slowly from side to side against my clitoris!

The things on my nipples began to suck
harder, but in a kind of rhythmic pattern, and the dildo pumped
faster.

I could see, hear and say nothing! All I
could do was focus on the sensations my body was experiencing.

Then I started hearing sounds, voices in my
ears, coming from the headphones. Although, I didn't quite
understand, at first. The voices were very low. The volume rose a
bit, and now I heard moans and gasps of pleasure. Then I heard the
unmistakable sound of a girl having an orgasm.

Me! It wasn't the ones I'd had today, so it
must have been the ones I'd had when I had masturbated! But then
one shifted to another and to another. And it was still my voice!
And I started to hear myself speaking.

“I'm a sex slave!” my voice moaned.

Whaaa?!

“I'm a whore!” I cried. “I'm a filthy
whore!”

I realized then that they came from when
Tanya and I had been playing this dirty bondage and slave game the
last couple of days. She had recorded my voice!

“Please fuck my ass, Mistress!” I moaned in
pleasure.

OMG!

And even as my voice said these dirty things
it kept gasping and moaning in pleasure from all the orgasms I'd
had that she'd spliced together!

Meanwhile the dildo was pumping into me hard
and fast, and the vibrator was rubbing against my clitoris, and my
nipples were ready to explode as something sucked on them!

I realized by then that whatever was
thrusting the dildo into my pussy must be some kind of machine. The
same went for the thing sucking on my nipples and the thing rubbing
the vibrator against my clitoris. I was tied up and helpless and
being fucked by a machine!

They were trying to drive me out of my mind!
And it was working!

Orgasm after orgasm sent my muscles spasming
as convulsions wracked my body. I trembled and shook and bucked and
jerked and cried out again and again as the pounding, throbbing
heat overwhelmed my mind!

I writhed and twisted and trembled, my mind
battered and tumbling in a high, churning flood of pleasure and
heat as my body burned with a feverish sexual passion and
hunger!

Another orgasm took me, and I thrashed and
twisted, drunk on the pleasure. I wondered if this could go on
forever! I mean, it was a machine! It could fuck me all day and all
night without stop!

I felt fingers at my mouth, then the gag was
pulled out.

I gasped as someone slapped my face enough to
draw my attention away from the roiling heat enveloping my
body.

“Are you a slave girl?” Evan demanded.

“Y-Yesssss.”

I gasped at another slap.

“Master,” he said.

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

He slapped my cheek again and I cried
out.

“Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

“Are you my slave-girl?” Tanya demanded.

“Yes, Mistress! I'm your slave girl,
Mistress!” I moaned.

“Are you my fuck toy, slave?” Evan asked.

“Yes, Master! I'm your fuck toy, Master!”

“Did you like sucking my husband's cock,
slut?” Tanya demanded.

I wasn't sure what to say, and my mind was a
sputtering mass of confusion.

I gasped as I was slapped.

“Don't you like my husband's cock,
bitch?”

“Y-yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Then you liked having it in your mouth,
didn't you?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“You love having a big cock in your throat,
don't you, slut?” Evan demanded.

“Yes, Master!” I groaned.

“Say it, slut.”

“I love having a big cock in my throat,
Master!”

They continued demanding I say nasty things
like that, and I dazedly obeyed, interrupted by yet another
orgasm.
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I felt them untying the ropes around my
breasts, and moaned as they came free. Then the thrusting dildo
halted, and it and the vibrator were withdrawn.

I was untied and lifted up, I supposed by
Evan, then carried somewhere. I was still blindfolded and had no
idea where I was until I was set down on a soft bed. My arms were
pulled up and aside, then my legs pulled apart, and all four limbs
were tied down.

Then I felt tongues on my body, his and hers.
As before, the vibrator had made my clitoris feel raw and
hyper-sensitive. The suction cups, or whatever they were, had done
the same for my nipples. The feel of their soft, warm mouths and
tongues against me was exquisite!

Their tongues and lips and fingers soon had
me writhing and twisting and straining against the ropes. Then
first Tanya – with a big strap-on, and then Evan fucked me hard
while their lips crushed mine.

They were driving me out of my mind, and
perhaps on purpose!

*

Leather and Lace was not a store I had ever
gone into before. There was nothing there I could afford, and even
if there had been there was nothing I could safely keep in my room
without risking my family seeing it.

It was a high-class sex shop. And Tanya took
me to it. She kind of bullied me into going, actually, but I was so
awed by the sex we'd had the previous afternoon and evening I was
up for almost anything!

First she had me try on some lacy lingerie.
It was definitely not the sort of lingerie you wore around the
house or when you went to work or school. It was mostly see-through
bras, thongs and G-strings, with merry-widow outfits, teddies and
bodysuits.

And while I got to change in the fitting
room, I had to slide the curtain open and pose for her after that.
That made me more than a little self-conscious given anyone around
us could see! Fortunately, there were no men in the shop.

Then came leather stuff. One of them was a
corset that laced up the back. She pulled the laces so tight it
felt like my insides were being squeezed down into my groin! My
breasts were half sticking out of the top like overfilled balloons
too.

She had me put on studded leather wrist
restraints, and different leather collars, examining the look. She
found another leather corset she liked better than the first one.
It left my breasts completely exposed! Then she found a leather
thong she liked. It had a little PVC cock on the inside of the
crotch, and a matching butt-plug on the back!

I had to slide those inside me before pulling
the strings up across my hips, and then opening the curtain.

“Excellent,” she said. “Now let's see if it
works.”

I was confused about that until she took out
a little black box with buttons and pressed one. Immediately I felt
a distinct vibration right up against my clitoris that made me jerk
my thighs closed and stumble backward.

“Fuck!” I gasped. “What the fuck!?”

Obviously there was a little vibrator
function in the little cock, including the part which was pressed
right up against my clitoris.

“Turn it off!”

“Slaves do not give orders to their
mistress,” she said.

“Is something wrong?”

I gasped as the saleswoman came over and
tried to keep still.

“She's being naughty,” Tanya said.

“Ah, well, we have something for that,” the
woman said, turning away.

What?

She returned with a long, thin riding crop
and handed it to Tanya.

Tanya smirked at me while I stood there, an
arm across my bare breasts, and a hand over my groin as the
vibrator buzzed away. Then she and the sales lady moved in, gripped
my arms, and jerked them up above my head as they pushed me back
against the wall.

“Hey, what the hell!”

“She needs a gag,” the saleswoman said.

“Definitely.”

The wrist restraints were locked together
above my head, then snapped neatly into a ring I had not even
noticed in the wall. Tanya smirked at me and fingered my bare
nipples.

“I'm going to so enjoy teaching you how to be
a proper slave girl,” she said.

The saleswoman came back with a dildo. Except
it wasn't a dildo. It was a gag. It was leather, and pressed across
my face, chin and cheeks. The dildo part was on the inside, like
the one in the panties, and it slid into my mouth and down my
throat before the leather pad was pressed firmly over my mouth.

My face was beet-red as the saleswoman looked
on and Tanya took the crop and rubbed it over my breasts. The crop
had a soft, flat leather tip an inch wide and two inches long.
Tanya began to slap the tip down against first one nipple, then the
other while I twisted and arched and moaned into the gag.

Much of my attention was on trying to breathe
with the dildo down my throat! But it wasn't nearly as thick as
Evan's cock, so I was able to relax my throat somewhat, and still
suck in air through my nose.

My nipples were soon on fire. Then Tanya and
the saleswoman moved in and both began to suck and lick them
together!

I came. Hard!

Then they pulled the panties down and off and
turned me to face the wall. The saleswoman knelt between my legs
licking my clitoris while Tanya took the crop to my ass! That hurt!
But I was too hot to care, and the woman was as talented with her
tongue as Tanya was. She soon had me crying out dazedly,
light-headed because of the gag, and my mind frying in sizzling
liquid heat.

“You have so much to learn, Slavegirl,” Tanya
said.

*

I walked out of the store in six-inch heels,
wearing a very short, very tight leather dress showing ample
cleavage with a big dildo up my pussy and another up my ass, both
held in place by thin straps. It felt very weird walking, and
embarrassing as men who passed on the street stared at me!

“Everyone is staring at me!” I
complained.

“Because you look like a walking sex toy and
they all want to fuck you,” Tanya said.

“I look like a slut!”

“You are a slut.”

It was hard to argue with her given what I'd
been up to!

“These things feel weird inside me!”

“You're full of cock, which all sluts love.
Enjoy it.”

“Some people would say you were a slut too,
you know!”

“Yeah, well none of those people better be a
slave girl or she'll get her ass strapped.”

The dildos inside could not be ignored. The
one in my ass was like a longer version of a butt-plug, and had
been shoved in almost the whole way, so it was basically buried
inside me except for a thin, flat base. That gave me an ache way
deep inside. The other one was shoved in until the base was flush
with the lips of my sex, keeping them stretched wide so that my
thighs rubbed against them as I walked.

“You'll find being a slutty little fuck-toy a
lot more fun than being a cashier at Walmart.”

“I'm still a cashier at Walmart,” I
grumbled.

“We'll see.”

“What does that mean?”

She shrugged.

“Maybe we can find you some other way to make
money.”

“What sort of way?” I asked suspiciously.

“That will be up to your master and mistress,
Slavegirl. You have no say in such things.”

We went home, or rather to her home, where
she had me strip immediately, then put on the collar and
restraints. She also had me try on all the lingerie things she'd
bought, and took pictures, which she sent to Evan at work.

She had me put on the thigh-high
stiletto-heeled boots, then, along with the leather bustier which
squeezed in tight around my middle but left my breasts almost
entirely naked.

“Don't tell me you don't like the outfit,
slut. You were wearing one almost exactly the same when you abused
one of my cucumbers,” she said.

I flushed, unable to reply. She'd pushed a
ball gag into my mouth. Mind you, even without the gag I couldn't
really have argued her point. This was a nasty, kinky, and wickedly
exciting outfit.

I suppose I could have pointed out the outfit
I'd worn was HERS, but it seemed churlish to argue given she'd
bought and paid for these for me.

“I don't think you need any panties,” she
said, examining me. “The butt-plug dildo is fine for behind, and
you have a lovely pussy no one will mind looking at.”

That should have been a clue to me but she
pulled me backwards into the living room before I could think about
it, then locked my wrist restraints together in front of me and
lifted them up. I looked up and saw she'd removed a potted plant in
the living room, and now chained my wrists in place.

That sent a ripple of heat through my body,
along with a shudder of anxiety. I wondered what she had
planned!

The doorbell rang, and I gasped as she went
to answer it. She greeted another woman about her own age, and let
her in! I felt a wild shock of horror and tried desperately to yank
my wrists free from the hook!

“... glad you could come, Hannah” Tanya was
saying.

“Well I had the day off so thought it would
be a good idea,” the woman said.

Tanya led her right back to where I was
standing! I jerked my body around to hide it but Tanya snorted and
gripped my arm to jerk me around again.

“This is Christy,” she said.

“Nice body,” the woman said.

“She's not very well trained yet.”

“I can see that,” the woman said in
amusement.

The woman – Hannah – had a slender face with
shoulder-length red hair. She was petite, with a small chest, and
wore a black skirt and blue blouse.

“She's very responsive,” Tanya said. “I think
she'll be an ideal candidate.”

For what!?

I flinched as the woman rolled one of my
nipples in her fingers, then slid a hand down between my legs to
rub lightly across my clitoris!

Then the two retreated to the kitchen,
leaving me in a stunned, humiliated daze! What was I supposed to do
now!? I couldn't even complain!

They came back with coffees and sat down in
the living room to chat about people they knew; the usual gossip
about who was cheating on who, who was divorcing who, who had
gotten a new job or had gone to Europe or Hawaii.

It was very... mundane. Except that I was
standing bare-assed naked next to them with a dildo sunk into my
pussy! The bustier covered nothing of importance, and only served
to accentuate how naked I was between it and the thigh-high leather
boots!

Then Tanya turned on the TV and a moment
later a video came on – of me! OMG! It was the video of me
masturbating with the cucumber! Could you die of embarrassment!? I
cringed as my voice began to cry out in pleasure and the two women
watched and laughed! It was mortifying!

“So of course I had to punish her,” Tanya
said.

“Of course! And did she come while you were
punishing her?”

“Of course!” Tanya said.

They both laughed again.

It got worse. Tanya played another video. I
hadn't even known there was a camera in the room! It was me laying
back masturbating while she watched. I moaned into the gag as I saw
myself pulling my legs up and back and pumping the dildo in my
slick pussy. This was too horrifyingly embarrassing to survive!

Yet I did. My face should have actually
caught fire, given how embarrassed I was, but it didn't.

“What a sexy little slut,” Hannah said.

“Isn't she? I think she's an absolute
natural! I just had her over at Leather and Lace an Ellie gave her
a lovely orgasm while I tested a new crop on her pretty
bottom.”

Then another video came on. It was me tied up
and bent over while Evan pumped his cock in my mouth and throat,
then fucked me from behind! I marveled at it. I mean, you can only
stay horrifyingly embarrassed for so long before you start becoming
numb to it.

And both of them were talking about how hot
and sexy I was, not how shocked or appalled they were with what I'd
done.

“She manages to take Evan's big cock without
too much trouble at all,” Hannah said.

“Well, she's tall. She has more room to fit
it.”

“Evan should introduce her to Paul. I'm sure
she'd love his horse cock.”

Hannah got up and came over to me and I
dropped my eyes and turned my head away in embarrassment. I gasped
as her hand slid between my thighs and her finger began to massage
my clitoris.

“Are you going to be a little slave girl?”
she asked in amusement.

She unhooked the strap and the big dildo
began to push slowly down out of me. She took it in the palm of her
hand and began to pump it slowly in and out in short strokes,
keeping her thumb rubbing against my clitoris.

“You know you love cock, Slavegirl,” Tanya
said.

I moaned in response.

The worst of my humiliation had faded, though
I was still deeply embarrassed. But the way Hannah was pumping the
dildo and stroking my clitoris was beginning to produce a response.
If I thought of myself as an actual slave girl – and given the
situation that was easier – then this was hot and deliciously
arousing.

If only I hadn't been so self-conscious and
embarrassed!

“I'd like to fuck her hard,” Hannah said.

Her voice had heat in it, not amusement, and
I felt a reflection of that heat rising within myself!

Tanya snorted and got up, leaving the
room.

“You're going to make an excellent sex slave,
aren't you, baby?” Hannah cooed.

Tanya returned with a big strap-on dildo.
Hannah took it and peeled her dress up over her head and off, then
slid the straps around herself and moved behind me.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!” she barked.

“Gasping, I almost instinctively obeyed. I
moaned as I felt her hands on my hips jerking me backward. Then I
felt the dildo sliding out of my body, and a moment later the new
one rubbing up and down against my sex. It pushed slowly up inside
me as Tanya put this strange sort of device on her hand. It had
finger holes to slide her fingers through, and sat on the back of
her hand like a small box.

She turned a switch and it began to buzz.
Then Tanya reached down and let her fingers rub against my
clitoris.

Her fingers seemed to vibrate!

“Nasty little slave girl,” he teased.

Hannah began to pump the dildo inside me as
she jerked my hips back while Tanya rubbed my clitoris with her
vibrating fingers. My embarrassment fell further as the heat rose
to take over my mind, and then faded away as I gave myself to the
dark rush of pleasure the two women were causing me.

They did not fuck me to a climax, though.
Even as my hips began rolling back excitedly they stopped, then
pulled my wrists down, unlocked them, and locked them together
behind my back.

Then they put me on my knees in front of the
sofa. Tanya wound my long hair around her fist and pulled my mouth
in against her pussy while Hannah fucked me from behind. After I
came, and after Tanya came, they switched places. I had to lick
Hannah's pussy while Tanya fucked me from behind. I came twice
more, and Hannah was about to come when the door rang.

Tanya paused to go to the door and let in
another woman, a black woman named Cecily! I was horribly
embarrassed again, but Hannah kept my mouth between her thighs,
jerking on my hair and slapping my breast to get me back to
work!

Cecily sat down to watch, while Tanya settled
behind me and resumed fucking me!

This was insane! I was dazed and overwhelmed
by it! And yet, before long Cecily was naked and on her knees
beside me, rubbing a vibrator against my clitoris while kneading my
breasts!

I came again! And then again! Hannah came,
and then Cecily took her place, jerking on my hair and pulling my
mouth down to her pussy!

It was so fucking wild and insane!

After Cecily came they undid my wrist
restraints and then Tanya took the riding crop and had me pose in
various positions for them, mostly obscene and degrading ones! They
all got dressed, too, which made it seem even more degrading!

Tanya made some snacks and they sat down to
eat and sip coffee while I sat on my heels with my knees spread
wide and my hands behind my neck. After a while they had me crawl
forward to take pieces of sandwich from their fingers. But I wasn't
able to use my hands, only my mouth!

It was dehumanizing, but desperately arousing
too!

This was so deliciously sick!

After that I had to pose some more and say I
was a filthy slut and a whore and a slave girl and a fuck toy and
all that kind of shit. That was embarrassing and degrading again,
and yet still strangely exciting!

Imagine crawling around naked in front of
three clothed women, older women to boot! And then being made to
say what a slut and a whore you were! It was fucking unreal!

“Nasty, filthy little slut,” Cecily said.
“That's what you are, isn't it, Slavegirl?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

“Say it, slut,” Hannah ordered.

“I'm a nasty, filthy little slut, Mistress!”
I exclaimed.

I was kneeling with my back arched and my
hands behind my neck.

“You love having big cocks inside you, don't
you, Slavegirl,” Tanya said.

“Yes, Mistress. I love having big cocks
inside me, Mistress!”

“Including my husband's cock, don't you,
slut!?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. “I love your
husband's cock, Mistress!”

This was so sick!

“You love sucking my husband's cock, don't
you, slut?!”

“Yes, Mistress. I love sucking your husband's
cock, Mistress!”

“You should beg your mistress' forgiveness
for fucking her husband, slut,” Hannah exclaimed.

“Please forgive me for fucking your husband,
Mistress!” I said.

“I think you need to do more to beg her
forgiveness, Slavegirl,” Cecily said.

“Definitely,” Hannah said.

She snapped her fingers at me. “Come here,
slut.”

I dropped forward onto hands and knees and
crawled forward and she gripped my hair, then shoved my head down
and forward.

“Show your mistress how sorry you are,
Slave,” Cecily said.

I was confused, because Hannah was pushing my
face right against Tanya's leather shoe.

“Lick, slut!” Hannah ordered.

I realized what they wanted and started to
lick Tanya's shoe. I had done this the other day briefly, but now I
had to do it in front of an audience!

Crack!

I gasped as the crop snapped down across my
bottom.

“Lick harder, slut!” Cecily ordered.

I licked harder, and got another blow.

“Lick harder, slave!” Hannah ordered.

This is fucking sick, I thought dazedly. My
pussy was thrumming more and more as I licked Tanya's shoe.

“Beg her forgiveness for being an adulterous
slut!” Cecily demanded.

“Please forgive me for being an adulterous
slut, Mistress!” I exclaimed, licking up and down her shoe.

I felt fingers pushing into me as I resumed
licking. My mind was soon bubbling over with heat as the women
called me names and fingered me and groped me and brought the crop
down against my aching bottom! But it didn't matter! I licked and
moaned and wrapped the dark, kinky idea of being a sex slave around
myself as my body burned with passion!

“Filthy slave animal!” Hannah said.

“Spread your legs wider, slut!” Cecily
ordered.

My breasts were swollen and throbbing as they
ground against the floor under my chest. My nipples were sparkling
like live electrical wires! My bottom was in the air and my tongue
was licking Tanya's shoes all over!

Someone pushed a big dildo into me and began
to pump it in and out, and before long I was coming again, coming
while I licked Tanya's shoes, then Cecily's, then Hannah's!

What an insane slut I was becoming!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I told my parents I would be staying the
night with Ashley. That covered me and let me stay at Tanya's as
Cecily and Hannah left and Evan came home. It was really, really
weird being so...sexual, so naked and kinky and sexual for such an
extended period of time!

Tanya put on some music and had me give Evan
a lap dance. I'd played around at this sort of thing with a couple
of previous boyfriends, but Tanya was apparently an expert. She
kept stopping me and taking over to show me how it was done, then
making me straddle her husband and start again.

I could feel his erection in his pants, could
see it poking up as I ground myself against him, but he didn't do
anything but sit there, for the most part. Tanya had me stand up
and dance slowly in front of him, rolling my hips and sliding my
fingers over my body. Then she had me turn my back to him, still
dancing, grinding my hips and butt back, bending over more and more
until I was actually gripping my ankles while I rolled my ass and
pussy back at him!

This was so fucking wild!

I was acting soooo slutty! But instead of
being ashamed of myself I felt a strange sense of freedom, as if it
was now an okay thing to do! At least here! I felt kind of giddy at
being so wildly sexual like this, and doing such deliciously nasty
things! Grinding myself naked over Evan's body made me feel so sexy
and sexual!

Especially when I felt his hard cock rubbing
against me through his pants!

“Down on your knees now, Slave.”

I gulped and obeyed. My chest was tight and
my pulse was racing because this was so exciting!

“Face down, bottom high and legs spread. I
want you to show your master how much you adore him and his cock,”
she said. “Lick his shoes.”

Fuuuuck! This was so nasty! I loved it! I
bent forward, my breasts against the floor, licking at his shoes,
feeling like my entire body was thrumming with sexual heat as I
licked! I felt the tip of the crop sliding up and down along my
pussy as I licked, and winced as Tanya slapped lightly against me
there!

“Nasty little sex slave,” she growled.
“You're such a bad girl! You just can't get enough of that big cock
of his, can you, slut!?”

“No, Mistress!” I moaned.

She cracked the crop down across my bottom,
but not hard.

Slide your slutty face up along his legs,
Slave. Slowly. Slide it up and down. Now rub your face against his
crotch.”

I did it, and then she had me undo his belt,
unzipped his fly, and pull his pants and underwear down and off,
then I had to lick my way slowly back up along his legs to his
thighs.

Instead of him simply fucking my throat, she
had me giving him a really slow, erotic blow job. I mouthed his
balls and licked his thighs and licked up and down along his cock
and rubbed my face against it and even mashed it between my
breasts!

I was pulsing with heat! The dark, nasty
games they played kept me bubbling and simmering in heat for long
periods of time, and that was doing strange things to my mind!

He stayed hard the whole time. Then I finally
began to suck and lick, bobbing my head up and down, up and down,
and then pushed my lips all the way down to take him deep into my
throat.

When he came, I had to do it again, licking
and sucking and rubbing my breasts against him to get him hard
again. When he was hard she locked my wrists back behind me again
so I had to just work with my lips and tongue.

She slid a vibrator into me and began to pump
it in and out as she fingered my clitoris, and the heat, which was
already bubbling away within me, began to deepen!

And then... the doorbell rang!

Are you fucking kidding me!? I thought
in astonished disbelief.

Evan had hold of my long hair, and reached
out to put a hand on my head, keeping me from rising up. But I
heard Tanya talking to a man and heard her leading him into the
living room!

“What have we here?” he asked in
amusement.

“This is our new slave girl,” Tanya said.

“Gorgeous body on her,” he said.

Evan shoved down so that my lips slid all the
way to the bottom of his thick cock.

“And she's becoming reasonably good at
deep-throating,” Tanya said.

He sat down next to Evan and I moaned as Evan
pulled up on my hair. I gasped for breath as it popped out of my
throat, and rolled my eyes towards the man, then quickly away.

“What do you think, Jacob?” Evan said.

“I think I'm envious,” the other man
said.

He was a good looking guy a few years younger
than Evan.

“Keep sucking, Slave,” Evan barked.

God, this was so outrageous! But I had no
idea what else to do! I slid my lips down as he tugged on my hair
and bobbed up and down while Jacob watched! Then he leaned forward
and filled his hand with my right breast, giving it a firm
squeeze!

“Nice tits on her,” he said.

“Nice everything,” Evan said.

I was kind of freaked out, embarrassed and
self-conscious, but also getting even more aroused!

I think it was because I'd been doing this
slave girl thing for so long! I mean, when you consider it had
started with Tanya taking me to the sex shop, then hot, dirty sex
with her friend there, then back home and more hot, nasty sex with
Tanya, then her other friends, and then Evan... well! I was deeply
immersed in the delicious, wicked idea of being a sex slave by the
time Jacob came in!

I was soon so turned on that I wasn't going
to protest no matter what they did to me! My mind was feverish with
heat and light-headed from repeatedly deep-throating Evan's
cock!

And sure enough, Jacob moved behind me,
pulled out the vibrator, and mounted me, fucking me steadily as I
sucked Evan's cock!

And all I could do was let my lips slide up
and down Evan's cock as he guided me by the hair, while Evan
fondled one breast, and Jacob the other, and Jacob's hips began to
slap into me from behind. My mind was just blown away by how hot
and kinky this was! All I could think of was Oh wow! Oh wow!
This is so insane! This is so hot! This is so nasty!

Two guys fucking me at the same time! And I
hardly even knew one at all! Yet I could feel his cock driving into
my bubbling, burning pussy as his hands fondled me! And I was
almost ready to climax from the raw, carnal heat of it all!

And the doorbell rang again!

A black man came into the room.

“Hey, Paul,” Evan said.

Paul!? Was he the one the women were talking
about with the horse cock!? OMG!

“Lovely little slave girl you've got there,
my man,” Paul said.

“Isn't she?”

“Nice and tight, too,” Jacob said from behind
me.

This was NOT happening! I was dazed by it
all, even as Paul sat down beside Evan to watch!

Jacob released my breast to seize my hips and
thrust harder, and Paul reached down to fondle it instead!

I came, my hips bucking violently back
towards Jacob as my mind was shattered by an incredible torrent of
animal heat and pleasure! It washed over me in a tidal wave that
threatened to drown my mind! I could only gurgle dazedly around
Evan's cock as my entire body crackled with sexual electricity!

Then Evan came in my throat. He jerked my
head up and down harder, gripping it with both hands and kind of
fucking my throat on his cock as his cream poured down my throat! I
guess Jacob came inside me around the same time but my mind was too
fried to think about it. Convulsions were tearing through me as my
muscles spasmed uncontrollably, and I felt myself wallowing in it,
abandoning all thinking and all inhibitions.

As Evan released my hair I kind of collapsed
across his lap. Jacob pulled me back against him as he sat back on
his heels, so that I was kind of straddling him and his softening
cock. His hands kneaded my breasts as my head lolled back, and I
gulped in air.

Then he eased me forward and stood up. I
knelt there, moaning, chest heaving, gulping in air, and starting
to get embarrassed again as Paul looked at me hungrily.

I mean, in the heat of the moment I had
ignored it, but after all I was kneeling here naked in front of a
complete stranger, having just been fucked by another complete
stranger! What a slut he must think I was! And I was! I couldn't
even pretend otherwise!

Tanya undid my wrist links so my hands were
free, but then attached the leash to the collar and jerked on
it.

“On all fours, slave girl,” she ordered.

She snapped the crop across my bottom to
punctuate the order and I gasped and scrambled onto my hands and
knees.

“Crawl, slave.”

Oh man! Oh wow! Oh shit!

This was sooo freaky! I had to crawl back and
forth on my hands and knees while this Paul guy looked on! Not to
mention Evan and Jacob! Those two had pulled their pants back on so
it was like before when Tanya had paraded me in front of her two
friends. Only this time it was men!

“Love the way her breasts move as she
crawls,” Jacob said.

“We should get her a tail and some ears,”
Evan said.

What!?

“That's a good idea,” Tanya said.

She turned to me and pointed the crop.

“Sit!”

I gulped and sat back on my heels.

“Legs spread, hands behind neck!”

Blushing, I obeyed, kneeling there as the
three men looked at me. Then she turned and left the room. I heard
her feet on the stairs, and wondered what the hell they were
talking about.

In the meantime, I was kneeling there with my
legs spread and back arched while three grown men looked at me and
commented about my body and my sexual skills! And two were complete
strangers! It was hard to wrap my mind around that, and so it was
kind of squirming with embarrassment as I considered what, if
anything I ought to say or do.

Tanya came back downstairs and then into the
room, carrying what looked like a bunch of brown fur. She dropped
it on the floor then squatted in front of me.

“Give me your hands, slave.”

I held my hands out and watched as she put
what I can only describe as furry, puffy brown paws on my hands!
Like animal paws! She strapped them to the ring in the wrist
restraints, then picked up a pair of pointy brown dog ears. These
were on a wire, and she put the wire over my head, then brushed my
hair over it.

Finally she picked up a furry brown tail.

“Face down, ass up, legs spread,” she
ordered.

Blushing hotly, I obeyed, and gulped as she
pushed what felt like a big butt-plug into my ass! Then she picked
up the leash again and jerked on it.

“On all fours, Slave-bitch.”

Oh wow! This was sick! This was like, next
level!

I was breathless, my chest tight, as I
crawled back and forth on my 'paws' and knees. The furry tail kind
of hung down behind me, brushing against my pussy and thighs as I
crawled.

Then Tanya led me back to Paul and had me
lick at his shoes, before licking my way up his legs and then
grinding my face against his crotch. He was very erect, and felt
very big inside his pants! But instead of having me try to undo his
pants, which I couldn't do with the paws on, she told me to give
him a lap dance.

I rose, though my legs were shaky, and then
crawled onto the sofa, straddling him. I put my 'paws' on his
shoulders and then began to grind and roll my hips and body in time
to the music.

I kept getting overwhelmed at how wild and
slutty this was, and feeling surging jolts of energy and heat
rippling through my body!

I slid back and danced before him, turning in
place, then straddled him again, this time sitting on him, my back
to him as I ground my pussy and buttocks over his thighs and groin.
Suddenly he gripped my hair and jerked my head up and back sharply.
His other hand slid in between my thighs, his fingers finding my
pussy.

“Are you a slave girl?” he growled.

I moaned helplessly.

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Say it, slut.”

I felt another wild jolt!

“I'm a slave girl, Master!”

His big finger pushed into me. I was hot and
wet and it felt as if my flesh was just oozing and sucking on his
finger as he pushed it deep, then added a second one!

“I want you to suck my cock, slave girl,” he
said.

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

What else could I say!?

He let go of me and I slid off his lap turned
and watched as he undid his belt and pulled his zipper down. He
jerked his cock out and it was even bigger than Evan! I moaned as
he reached out and took my hair, pulling me in against him.

“Suck my cock, baby,” he ordered.

I licked and sucked at his balls, then licked
my way up his long, thick cock. I had never had a black guy before,
and I stared at the thick black cock and the veins bulging along
it, then took it into my mouth.

The other three watched me!

I moaned dazedly as I bobbed up and down his
cock. I tried several times to get it into my throat, but it felt
so thick I didn't think it would go. Then he jerked down on my head
and I gurgled as my lips slid down his shaft. His cock felt as if
it completely filled my throat! I couldn't breathe at all as it
drove up into me to the hilt!

Fortunately, he didn't hold me down long. He
let me slide back up, and I gulped in air, gasping shakily.

“Ride my cock, slave girl,” he ordered.

Gulping I crawled up into his lap, and he
gripped his spit-wet cock. I straddled it and him then slowly sank
down until I felt the pressure against my pussy. It... hurt... that
thick cock. It hurt stretching my pussy as wide as it needed to go.
But it was a glorious hurt that made me almost faint with the
intense rush of excitement and heat that swept over me!

I felt myself finally stretch enough and then
start to slide slowly, slowly down! I grasped his shoulders,
gasping, moaning, eyes wide as I controlled the rate of descent,
gulping in air as I felt his thick black cock pushing deeper and
deeper!

He suddenly gripped my throat and I gurgled!
His hand was huge! I tried to grab his wrist with my 'paws' but
they weren't made for gripping anything!

“Do not resist,” Tanya ordered. “Drop your
arms to your sides!”

Gasping, I obeyed and he loosened his hold
enough for me to gulp in air.

“Tell me you're my little fuck toy,” he
said.

“I-I'm... I'm your... your little fuck toy!”
I gasped.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave!”

He tightened his grip and my eyes bulged.

“You forgot to say master. Try again!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” I gasped.

He started to push his hips up, to pump his
cock in very short motions, and I trembled and moaned, arms still
at my sides, sinking slowly down so that the head of his cock
pushed even higher into my throbbing belly!

“Ride me, Slut,” he ordered.

I gripped his shoulders and started to slide
myself up and down, up and down, and then the orgasm hit and my
movements became much more frenzied. I forced myself down deeper,
even though it hurt! I didn't care! I wanted every inch of his cock
inside! I wanted to impale myself on his big cock!

And I did!

I cried out again and again, dazed, my mind
blasted by the incredible rush of... of... rapture! I rode his cock
in mindless bliss, glorying in every downward slide, and despairing
every time I had to stop because he was all the way inside! I
wished his cock was three or four feet long so I could slide down
longer!

I rose up and sank dooooooooown! Rose up and
sank dooooown! I gloried in it! Even as the orgasm faded I
continued to ride him, gripped by a feverish need! And as my body
adjusted I was able to move faster. He began to maul my breasts
with his hands, then began to suck and chew on my nipples!

Another orgasm hit me, and I thought I might
faint! It was all so... overwhelming! I was being drowned in sex
and heat today!

He stopped me, then and pushed me off. He did
up his pants, despite his cock bulging, and then he and Tanya
whispered something. He picked up the leash and crop and snapped
the latter across my bottom.

“Crawl, slave bitch!”

Moaning dazedly, I obeyed!

I crawled out of the room, then up the
stairs, then into the attic. My mind cleared a little, but the
sexual heat and passion still filled me. It changed tones now.
Because... I was alone with him! And he was a complete stranger!
That had never happened! Tanya had always been there! Or at least
Evan. And I had known them for months!

Now I was naked and alone on all fours with a
complete stranger!

Now it was just me and some man half again as
old as me!

A black man!

A big black man!

He removed the leash, then ordered me to
crawl back and forth, snapping the crop across my bottom if I
slowed. He made me beg for food, then lay back on my back and
spread my legs wide, then kneel with my face to the floor and my
bottom high – and pointing at him!

And I obeyed every order automatically. I
didn't even think of saying no! His size and attitude were
intimidating! And besides, I was still overwhelmed with the sexual
heat!

“Face down on the floor, ass high, arms out
to your sides,” he barked.

I obeyed, panting.

“Do you love my cock, Slave-bitch?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” I moaned.

The crop cut across my bottom and I gasped in
pain.

“Say it.”

“I love your cock, Master!”

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Yes, Master! I'm a sex slave!” I gasped.

Every time I said shit like that it sent a
hot pulse of excitement through my groin!

“Nasty little sex slave. You want me to fuck
you, don't you?”

“Yes, Master! Please fuck me, Master!”

He moved to kneel behind me and I moaned as I
felt his cock rubbing up and down my sex. He pushed forward and I
trembled and shook as his thick cock slowly forced its way into me.
Then he started to ride me hard and my entire body began to jerk
and shudder!

By the time his hips started to hit my
buttocks the force was knocking me forward on the floor. So he
reached out and twined my long, thick hair around his fist and
jerked it back!

I cried out at the pain to my scalp, but by
now I was well-used to people using it as a leash to control me,
and was getting turned on by the sharp stings to my scalp! He rode
me hard and I came, sobbing, breathless, filled with animal heat
and fever as the orgasm trampled down on my brain and reduced it to
mush!

I was half-conscious as he continued, too
mind-blasted to be said to be fully aware. My body continued to
shake to the hard thrusts from behind, until with a final hard
series of strokes he grunted and stopped, releasing my hair.

I was dazed and drooling by then, and just
grunted, my eyes slitted as I sank to the floor.

He didn't let me rest. Instead he pulled me
across the floor by the hair, then pulled me to my knees and
finally to my feet. He reached up and locked my wrist restraints to
the bar dangling above, then raised it higher so I was lifted right
off my feet!

He shoved a vibrator inside my pussy and a
big dildo up my ass, then left me like that.
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I swayed in place, turning slowly, groaning
dazedly. I was starting to recover from that wild pounding I'd
gotten. He had not been gentle! It was the roughest sex I'd ever
had! And yes, it had been wild and frenzied and mind-blowing! But
my body ached and felt bruised.

And my wrists were starting to burn and ache
now as they bore all my weight. There was no question of doing
anything about it, though. My feet were well off the floor.
Meanwhile, the vibrator was buzzing inside me as I groaned
wearily.

When would it end!? It had been almost
non-stop sex all day! And the astonishing thing was that I had been
wildly aroused the whole time, and still was!

It seemed like every time I started to get
used to the nasty, kinky, perverted stuff we were doing they would
toss something new and even more outrageous at me so I would be
shocked by all over again!

It was working, too!

I looked down my body. It felt so... long! I
stared between my breasts at the base of the vibrator he'd stuffed
into me. It sat there, quivering against me, trapped between my
thighs as it shook.

How long, I wondered, was I going to hang
here like this!?

Sex slave! Me a sex slave! That was so
fucking wild!

I heard feet on the stairs and jerked my head
up towards the stairway, then blanched as I saw a man there. He was
younger than the others had been, with dirty blonde hair and a
lithe build. Another stranger! OMG! I gaped at him, then dropped my
eyes, my face heating.

He walked across and stood in front of me,
examining me, then moved slowly around me.

“What a lovely little sex slave,” he
said.

I gasped as he gripped my hair and jerked
back on my hair.

“Are you a sex slave?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, Master!” I squeaked.

He reached out with his other hand, caressing
my breasts, then his hand slid down my body and his fingers rubbed
against my clitoris.

“We shall see how obedient a slave girl you
are. If I am not satisfied I will string you up and whip you. Do
you hear me, Slave?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

He lowered me to the floor, and I groaned in
relief as the pressure came off my aching wrists.

“Hands and knees!”

I dropped to all fours, then crawled at the
next command. It was... familiar by then, after all.

But yet again I was dazed by the enormity of
what I was doing. This was another complete stranger! And he hadn't
even been introduced by Tanya! I hadn't had any time to get used to
his presence with her and Evan around!

I crawled, and posed and positioned myself as
he ordered, then he sat on a hard-backed chair and I gave him a
lap-dance. A total stranger! His hands moved over my body as I
ground myself against him, and then, heart pounding, I knelt and
sucked his cock before straddling him and riding it.

I didn't even ask his name! It didn't matter!
I called him 'master' and that was all that mattered!

*

I stayed naked all evening. I ate out of Evan
and Tanya's hands, begging like a dog, then licking whatever they
presented out of their palms. I drank from a bowl on the floor, and
barked on command. This was so weird and wild and kinky!

I spent the night in a cage! Then, the next
morning, Tanya washed me and (embarrassingly) gave me an enema
before putting the tail back in my butt! Then I gave her a
tongue-bath before licking her to orgasm. After that she put me
through my poses, including crawling, then I danced for Evan before
giving him a lap-dance and fucking him.

Sex was becoming the norm in my life instead
of something I rarely experienced!

I quit working at Walmart. I told my parents
that Tanya had hired me instead, partly to do housework and partly
to help her with entering stuff on the computer, like a data entry
clerk. I also moved in with them.

My parents didn't suspect a thing!

I did indeed do the cooking and cleaning for
them – naked, and in collar and shackles. I also worked part-time
at a strip club! And I can't tell you how blitzed my mind was the
first time I stripped naked in front of a room full of people and
then swung around the pole! OMG!

The money, though, was amazing! I didn't get
to use it for much, since it wasn't like I needed to buy
anything.

And then Tanya and Evan set up a private web
site for me and started putting videos and pictures of me on the
internet. It wasn't under my name, and it cost a monthly fee, so I
could only hope nobody I knew came across it!

I ran into Ashley on one of my visits to the
mall (accompanied by Tanya) and after that Tanya got me to recruit
her. We worked on her slowly, but eventually she joined me in our
on-line sex site, and as Tanya and Evan's slave girl.

I know people will think this is kind of a
weird way to live, but I can't even begin to explain how much more
exciting it is than my previous life! I have no idea where it's
heading, but I'm going to keep doing it as long as it keeps giving
me so much incredible heat and pleasure!

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies Gym

Paige gets a job as a receptionist at a
high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict boss, and her
punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly painful. But that
was all right, because the pleasure she gives the lovely young girl
more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the only one
interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have much to
teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds herself in a
kinky game of submission and domination, with her on the bottom,
taking orders and learning obedience from the older women at the
gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the scalding heat the
women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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