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“No,” he
said.

“Please,” she
whined.

He sighed.
“Whining is not an attractive habit for a young lady.”

“I’m not a
young lady,” she sniffed.

“What are you
then?”

“Not a lady,”
she replied pertly.

“What then, a
tramp?”

“Tramp!? God,
Jeff, you’re so – old!”

“Sorry, I was
trying to be polite. I could have said slut.”

She opened her
mouth in mock indignation. “Are you calling me a slut!?”

“Certainly not.
I just asked what you were if not a lady.”

“I’m a woman,”
she said, with an upward tilt to her nose.

He raised his
eyebrows and she giggled.

“I don’t know,
it’s just that young lady sounds so – so - .”

“Young?

“Exactly!”

He shrugged.
“Nineteen is pretty young as far as I'm concerned.”

“So can I?”

“No.”

“Please!”

He sighed and
looked over the edge of his blueprints at her. She promptly gave
him her sad little girl look, but that really wasn’t working on him
any more. He just wasn’t thinking of Emily as a little girl these
days. Not after spending the last week with her alone in the small
cabin on largely deserted Lake Borland.

It hadn’t
seemed like it would have been a problem. Jeff had been a friend of
her father's for so long she used to call him uncle Jeff, and
sometimes still did. He’d loaned the cottage to her family and
she’d spent two weeks there with her parents and brother. But then
he’d arrived to start the renovations and addition he’d long been
planning to build and she’d begged to stay on. Well, it was a
beautiful lake, and the land around it was pristine and gorgeous.
What wasn’t to love?

For the first
few days things had been fine. Then the boy who had kept her
occupied had gone back to the city and she’d been left bored. It
was an hour and a half drive back to the city, though, and he’d
warned her before agreeing to let her stay that she’d be stuck
there for at least two weeks. She’d eagerly agreed.

But she was a
city girl with no real knowledge of the woods, nor any great
affection for them either. Nor could she swim, though she sure did
look good laying around in a bikini.

It didn’t
really make Jeff uncomfortable that he thought she was hot stuff,
despite her age. He’d have had to have been made of marble not to
notice her flawless skin, her lithe young body, her firm young
breasts only partially covered by the small triangle bikini cups,
her perfectly flat belly and long, smoothly tapering legs. He’d
have had to be blind not to notice her absolutely perfect, almost
impossibly perfect little ass.

It was that ass
which often drove him to distraction. He’d always had a particular
favorite; small, tight and round, and that described Emily’s ass to
a T. She was a slender girl and she had a small bottom, but it was
pert and round and shapely, like an artist’s rendering. It looked
incredible in tight trousers, but in a thong, well, it was
impossible not to imagine touching it, feeling it, sliding his
hungry fingers over her tanned flesh and squeezing it all day
long.

He had
fantasized just the previous night, in bed, with his hand around
his cock, of spreading her out on her belly before him and tonguing
her beautiful little ass until she screamed and then ramming his
cock into her to the balls.

Now he looked
over the blueprints and saw her huge doe-like eyes, and that mass
of red ringlets spilling down around her narrow, beautiful face,
and despite her beauty, thought of her ass. Well, no, not entirely.
He thought of her full young lips wrapped around his cock, then her
ass.

And while he’d
done his best to hide any such interest he was beginning to suspect
that she had come to realize that her barely clad body was
affecting him. She thought of herself as sophisticated, but while
the law said she was an adult she was still a teenager, and he’d
had a lot of women in his life. He could tell one posing for him,
and she’d been doing it more and more often, thrusting out her
chest, arching her back as she “yawned”, extending one of her long
legs out to put her bare foot on the edge of a counter or table,
and bending over in one of her tiny thongs right in front of
him.

Then again,
young girls, he knew, liked to show off their bodies around men who
they thought of as safe. It was cock teasing for pride’s sake, and
experimenting, and reassuring themselves that they were hot and
sexy.

Right then she
was wearing her black bikini. The front was low, barely covering
her pussy, the back was a very small inverted triangle, the straps
rising high on her hips.

Though she was
not big breasted the cups were a size too small, squeezing her
breasts in and up and out so that the string looked ready to burst.
And the cups covered only the front of her breasts, so that if she
turned to the side the side of her smooth, creamy breast was
virtually naked to his eyes.

She made it a
habit to turn a lot, as if looking out at the lake below.

“You can’t use
the canoe because you can’t swim.”

“I don’t plan
to swim. Duh!” she complained.

“Canoes are
unstable. You could fall in, especially since you don’t know how to
use one.”

“So show me,”
she said, exasperated. “I’m a young woman, remember? How am I
supposed to learn anything if my elders don’t show me?”

“I’m kind of
busy working. Remember?”

She sighed and
folded her arms under her breasts, pushing them out even more.
“You’re always working.”

“That’s why I’m
here. I want to double the size of the cottage, make it
respectable.”

“Why’d you buy
it if it was too small?”

“Because it was
cheap.”

She rolled her
eyes.

“If you ever
get a job you’ll be taking that into consideration.”

“That’s not
fair. I tried to get a job!”

“Just not very
hard.”

“I’m not
willing to work for minimum wages, if that’s what you mean!”

“Emily, you
have minimal skills. Why should anyone pay you more?”

“Because I look
hot,” she said with a smirk, arching her back and pushing her
breasts out very obviously.

“Can’t you see
me in a hot dress at a reception desk or something?”

“You can’t type
and you hate computers.”

“So I could
greet people coming in! And I could, like, call people and say they
have a visitor.”

She sighed and
tossed her head, which, with her thick red locks was impressive.
“What I really want to be is a model.”

“Uh huh.”

“You don’t
think I could be a model?”

“You’re
beautiful,” he agreed.

“So? If only my
parents had been willing to pay for those modelling lessons and buy
me an album.”

“An album?”

“You need to
get your pictures taken by a professional photographer, you know,
compile an album.”

“You mean a
portfolio.”

“Yeah,
whatever.”

“That can cost
thousands of dollars. Your parents aren’t rich people. Besides,
you’d never be a good model. You don’t have any discipline.”

“So who needs
discipline? I have looks. I got a killer body.”

She posed again
for his benefit.

“Every would-be
model has looks and a killer body. Look, you know what the
difference is between the first place finisher at the Olympics and
the last place finisher?”

She made a
confused face. “In what?”

“Doesn’t
matter. Track and field, swimming, whatever.”

“I don’t know,
Jeff,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“About a
fraction of a fraction of a second. The point is, all models are
beautiful, and they all have great bodies. The ones who win have
just that extra bit more.”

“I have great
hair too!”

“Yeah, them
too. But they also have discipline. Look at your body,” he
said.

He dared to run
his hand over her belly, and she didn’t jump back. “Soft,” he
said.

“So?”

He sighed and
took her arm, then led her over beside him. The extension for the
cottage was well underway. He had the foundation laid out and the
skeletal framework laid out. Above him was a two by four braced
between two posts. He put Emily in front of him and gripped her
around the waist.

“Grab that two
by four overhead,” he said, lifting her up.

“What? Why?”
she gasped, reaching for it and seizing it. He let go and she hung
there for a moment, her beautiful bottom inches from his face. Then
she fell to the ground with a gasp, and turned on him.

“A real model
would have been able to do chin ups on that,” he said, nodding his
head at the two by four. “Real models do exercises every day, lots
of them. Their bodies are toned like an athletes. You’re too lazy
to exercise every day.”

“I don’t need
exercise,” she said resentfully.

“No, because
you’re young and you don’t eat a lot. You look fine, but you’re not
quite up to the same standard as professional models.”

“So if I canoe
that will be like exercise, right?” she said brightly.

“Yes, but
you’re not going to. At least not today.”

She sighed
dramatically and leaned over the stack of boards he was using as a
table, not incidentally pillowing out her barely covered breasts
against the surface of the top board.

“So what are
you doing? Can I help? You look pretty fit,” she said, eyeing his
muscular torso, bare and tanned.

“I’m laying the
floor.”

“How come
you’re putting the boards in on their sides?”

He smiled.
“Those are to support the floor.”

“Oh. Can I lay
one.”

“You want to
lay something, is that what you said?” he asked with a small
smirk.

She smirked
right back. “Well since I can’t get laid I might as well.”

“I think these
are a bit heavy for you.”

“I’m not that
weak. Geeze!”

She turned and
bent over, again not incidentally showing her perfect posterior to
him, and slowly lifted up one end of an eight foot long board. She
dropped it a minute later.

“Whoops!”

“Emily.”

“How about
this? Can I help you with this?” she asked, seizing the blueprints
and staring at them.

“Emily, you’re
being annoying.”

“Am I?” she
asked brightly.

“Yes, and it’s
not going to work.”

“I don’t know
what you mean,” she asked innocently.

“You can’t
irritate me enough to let endanger your life by going out canoeing
nor to have me stop working and show you how until I've done this.
I can give you swimming lessons this evening.”

“Oh I can be
really irritating,” she said with a grin. “Just ask my
parents.”

“I’m sure you
can, but I’m not your parents and I don’t have to put up with
it.”

“Gonna lock me
in my room?’ she taunted.

“Hmm, maybe tie
you to a tree.”

“Ooo, kinky,”
she said.

She spun around
and crossed her wrists behind her back. “Go ahead. Tie me up.”

“Don’t tempt
me. I might tan that little ass of yours at the same time.”

She turned
behind and looked down at her bottom, then ran her hand across one
shapely buttock.

“It looks
pretty tanned to me. There aren’t even any tan lines. See. That’s
why I use different thongs.”

She pulled the
waistband of the thong away to demonstrate.

“And sometimes
I tan nude, of course. That’s the best way. Daddy gets annoyed,
though. You wouldn’t mind if I tanned nude, would you?”

“Oh go ahead,”
he said. “I’m sure I won’t mind.”

She smirked.
“Maybe I’ll just tan here. I’ll get my suntan lotion, and take off
my bikini, and get all oily and - .”

“Emily.”

“Yes,
Jeff?”‘You’re becoming a pest.”

“I know. Isn’t
it terrible?”

“Didn’t your
parents ever tell you I was an obstinate man?”

“My parents
don’t use words like obstinate. They said you were stubborn.”

“You get the
idea, then.”

“I’m obstinate
too. And bored.”

“But I’m bigger
than you, and meaner.”

She was
standing to his right, facing the pile of wood. He was at the end
of the wood. She leaned over the side again, rolling her soft eyes
up at him sadly. “You wouldn’t hurt me, would you Uncle Jeff?”

He only had to
edge to his side a little, then let her long arm swing out and
around and cracked his hand against her bare bottom. She yelped in
pain and leapt up and forward, half across the boards, then sprang
back rubbing her bottom and staring at him indignantly as he
grinned down at her.

“You
bastard!”

“That’s not
showing the proper respect for your elders, Emily.”

“That
hurt!”

“A hand across
the rump usually does. Now go and play somewhere.”

“I’m not a
child!”

“No, but you’re
acting like one, a spoiled brat, in fact, and if you keep it up
you’ll get more than one swat on the ass. That’s the best treatment
for spoiled brats, after all.”

She glared,
then turned and flounced off. Jeff watched her, feeling his groin
throb as he saw the red hand print on her shapely bottom. Then he
sighed and turned back to his work. Over the next several hours he
carefully laid the base for the floor as clouds gathered overhead.
When it started to rain he made a face and went inside. He put some
wood into the stove and put on some water to make some coffee.

A minute later
Emily came in, dripping wet, gasping as if she’d run, her chest
heaving.

“It’s pouring
out!” she complained.

Jeff laughed.
“You’re in a bathing suit.”

“So!?”

He smiled and
shook his head.

She rang her
hair out and he pushed her back from the carpet. “Do that outside,
for Christ sake!”

“Sorry,” she
mumbled “but it’s not like you have a bathroom or anything.”

“That’s part of
what I’m building. Nobody likes outhouses.”

She sighed and
flopped down at the table. Standing, looking down at her, her
cleavage looked even more impressive, especially as it glistened
wetly, and small droplets of water trickled down between her
breasts.

“So what am I
supposed to do now?” she demanded.

“Didn’t you
ever learn how to entertain yourself? Don’t you read?”

“No, and no. If
you had a computer I could find something.”

“I come up here
to get away from computers.”

She grumbled
and looked around, but there really wasn’t anything to see. As it
was, the cabin was one room. The kitchen was divided from the
“living room” by a counter. The “bedrooms” were divided from the
rest by a pair of high, eight foot wide book shelves, which also
served as the closet for each “bedroom”. It was minimalist
architecture, to say the least.

He had an old
sofa and chair in one corner, by the fireplace, a small table under
the window which overlooked the lake, and the two “bedrooms” on the
other side. That was it except for the kitchen, with its wood stove
and gas powered refrigerator. The addition would double the size,
and put in real bedrooms as well as a bathroom. He’d already put
the septic tank in, so the hardest part was done.

This was not
the most popular vacation locale because there wasn’t any
electricity here yet. The power company would have to run a line
from the highway a couple of miles away, and they weren’t about to
do that for one cabin. But land prices were skyrocketing, and Jeff
figured it could only be a few years before he had neighbors, then
they’d probably have power.

He made his
coffee and sat down while Emily moped. She’d tied her wet hair back
in a long pony tail, but she still did her best to look pathetic.
Jeff had his own kids, and was unaffected. He finished his coffee,
and, seeing the rain let up, decided to get back to work.

“But I’m
bored,” Emily moaned, throwing her head back across the top of the
kitchen chair.

“Poor you,” he
said, emptying and rinsing out the cup.

“You’re a
cruel, nasty man.”

He grinned at
her, then had a playful idea. He moved in behind her and deftly
picked up her long braided tail, twining it around the centre brace
of the chair back, then tying it. When he slipped past her and went
out she started to draw her head forward again and found she
couldn’t.

“Hey! What –
Jeff!”

He laughed and
went back to work. He expected to see her storming out within a
minute or so to complain. When she didn’t, he wondered why, and
edged back to look around the corner of the cabin. He sighed and
shook his head at the sight of her dragging the canoe through the
grass to the lake.

“Emily,” he
shouted.

She stopped and
turned, and he pointed back at the shack where he kept the cabin.
She gave him the finger and continued on, and his eyes narrowed. He
put down his hammer and hurried after her, easily catching her
before she got to the lake.

The interesting
thing was that she had to know he was coming, yet she kept her back
to him, bent over, pushing on the end of the canoe. What he did
next was the most obvious thing in the world, and he couldn’t help
wondering as he did why she hadn’t protected herself from it.

“Oww!” she
yelped as his hand cracked across her bare bottom and sent her
stumbling forward.

“I told you
that you weren’t going out in the canoe until I taught you how, and
even then only with a life jacket on, “ he growled.

She rubbed her
bottom and glared at him sulkily, then stuck her tongue out.

He felt his
groin throbbing again, though she was irritating him. “Tying you up
is starting to look like a good idea,” he said, scowling. “So is
tanning your bottom.”

She turned and
bent, thrusting her ass out at him. “Go ahead,” she taunted.

But she leapt
away when he stepped towards her.

* * * * *

Emily giggled
to herself, but her breathing was shaky. The echo of the sharp
stinging blow to her bottom still rang through her body and mind,
beyond anything she would have expected. Jeff was just so big, so
strong, so – so male. And she didn’t have to be careful around him
like she did around most guys. She didn’t have to worry so much
about her reputation, or whether he’d want to date her if she gave
him too much. It wasn’t like he was going to tell anyone if he did
anything with her.

She rarely wore
thongs except when she tanned alone in her back yard. Not only did
it embarrass her to have guys seeing her butt so nakedly but they
got some strange ideas about it. Some thought it meant she was
cheap and easy. Worse, a lot of girls thought that, too, and she
didn’t want her friends to think she was slutty.

Wearing them
around Jeff, teasing him as she was, that was really a thrill. She
knew it was wrong, but it struck the exhibitionist in her to the
quick, and she felt incredibly sexy and hot when even a grown man
like Jeff would look at her bare ass in that special way she had
come to recognize meant the guy was thinking something nasty.

Not that she
wasn’t used to guys thinking nasty things about her, of course, but
they were mere boys, barely into their twenties at most. Jeff was a
big, strong, solid, man of the world.

She waited for
him to go back to work on the cabin, then went back to the dock.
She couldn’t quite think of an excuse to go back up there and tease
him. And she didn’t want to be too obvious, after all.

She sat down,
then felt a flush of heat at a stray thought. She looked up at him
again. He was close enough to see, but not close enough to really
make much out. She could see he was just wearing those old cutoffs,
but she could tell little else about him from here. That meant he
wouldn’t be able to see her all that clearly either.

She reached
behind her and, fingers starting to tremble, undid the clips on her
bra and let it slip off. She was immediately flooded with heat as
she sat back on the dock, breasts bare. She swung around to the
side of the dock so she was looking more or less towards him. His
back was to her, but as he moved around he turned his head and she
thought she saw him looking down towards her.

Her face was
flushed, and she felt her nipples harden like hot little pebbles.
He could probably tell she had removed her black bikini bra, but
she knew his eyes weren’t as good as hers, so if she couldn’t make
out his nipples from here then he couldn’t make out hers.

She giggled a
bit at the thought, then, feeling flushed with even more daring,
removed her bottom as well. Now naked she stretched out, trembling
a little, wondering if she dared do anything nasty with Jeff right
there watching.

She pretended
to be sunbathing, but her chest rose and fell heavily, and there
was a thrill of heat within her that owed nothing to the outside
temperature. She bent her legs, raising her knees, and when Jeff
turned his back she spread them wide and let her hand slip between
her thighs, stroking her clit, panting and moaning softly as she
let a finger sink through her tight sex lips and rubbed at her
clit.

God, she was
naked and masturbating with Jeff right there!

She imagined
him coming down, watching from only feet away, then throwing her
onto all fours and ramming his cock into her. He would ride her
like a bitch, like an animal, and she would - .

She jerked her
hand back guiltily and pulled her knees closer together as he moved
and turned towards her. Her heart pounded, the blood rushing
through her body as she squeezed her thighs together. Then he
turned to carry a board up into the new section and she let her
knees fall wide to either side, her fingers driving into her pussy
again as her other hand kneaded her breasts.

This was so
kinky, so slutty, so wild!
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Jeff went back
to work. Emily went down to the dock to tan. From where he was
working he could see her clearly enough, and could see that she had
removed her swimsuit. Still, while he could make her out he
couldn’t make out much of the details of her body. In fact, he
could not have even sworn it was her down there. But he knew it was
and he knew she was nude, and that thought was rarely far from his
mind as he worked.

As the sun set
he cooked dinner. Emily changed out of her bikini into a pair of
red nylon shorts which were so low slung they would have showed her
pubic hair if she’d not trimmed it. They covered her buttocks,
however – though just – so he really couldn’t complain . atop that
she wore a baby T, which hugged her like a second skin and bared
her midriff, and which very clearly demonstrated her lack of a
bra.

He didn’t
complain.

It’s too hot,”
she whined for at least the tenth time.

“Yes, it is
certainly hot outside.”

She gave him a
sulky look.

“There’s no air
conditioning. Deal with it.”

“I’m not used
to this kind of heat,” he grumbled.

“Are you going
to make a bet or what?”

She sighed and looked at her cards.

“If it’s that
hot just take off more clothes,” he said with a grin.

She sniffed.
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’re a dirty old man.”

“I’m not old
and I’m very clean, if a little sweaty. And you haven’t got
anything I haven’t already seen.”

“You haven’t
seen these,” she teased, cupping her breasts through the
baby-t.

She’d had a few
beers.

“I’ve seen most
of them,” he said. “I can see your nipples right through that thing
anyway.”

He’d had a few
beers, too.

“Uncle Jeff!”
she protested, holding her hands over her breasts.

“They’re just
nipples. See? I got `em too.”

He was bare
chested and pointed at his own nipples

“That’s not the
same thing!”

“Look the same.
Well? You betting?”

She glowered at
him and, with an arm across her chest holding her cards, threw a
couple of chips into the pot.

They played for
another few minutes, with her keeping her arm more or less across
her chest before she let it drop. In the interim the press of her
hot arm against her soft breasts had made her sweat more, so that
the top looked almost sheer. He could not only see her nipples and
areolas but it was very obvious both were puffed up and perky,
despite the heat in the small cabin.

“Maybe I’ll
teach you to swim,” he said.

“People have
tried to teach me to swim,” she sighed. “I’m not a good swimmer. I
don’t like swimming. I like floating. “

‘Kind of like
work. You don’t like working, but you want to make money.”

She
shrugged.

“No
discipline,” he said, slapping her hand when she tried to steal
some of his chips.

“Ow!”

“No cheating,
brat.”

“I wasn’t!”

He blew a
raspberry at her and she stuck out her tongue.

“I can think of
better places for you to put that tongue,” he said.

She smirked and
gave him the finger.

“Is the new
place going to have air conditioning?”

“No
electricity, no air conditioning. That’s what the lake is for. Go
take a dip.”

“In my
underwear?” she sniffed.

“You’re
underwear covers more of you than those tiny little bikinis
do.”

“Maybe I will
then!” she said.

And with that
she jumped and went out the open door. She trotted down the path to
the lake, then out onto the dock, and he watched as she jumped off,
shaking his head and wondering what she’d look like when she came
out.

Pretty damned
good, he thought, as she reached behind her and twisted the water
out of her hair. The baby-t was now transparent, and he was betting
she knew it perfectly well as she strolled back up the narrow path
and in through the door. Her body was still soaking, and water was
trickling down her neck as she sat back down across from him.

“That feels
good,” she said with a sigh.

“Your top is
see-through now.”

She smiled and
shrugged. “You said I had nothing you hadn’t seen before.”

She reached
down and peeled her top up and over her head, smirking at him as
she bared her breasts. Then she bunched up the baby-t, reached
across the table to hold it over his lap, and twisted it so water
poured down. He cursed and jumped up and she laughed
uproariously.

He reached for
her and she twisted aside, leaping to her feet with a squeal. He
caught her near the door and they both tumbled onto the sofa. He
pulled her across his lap and slapped her virtually bare bottom as
she squealed and laughed.

“Brat!” he
shouted, slapping her bottom again, and again as she wriggled and
twisted and laughed and yelped in pain.

Her body was
warm and wet and slick and the only thing she had on was a tiny
thong. Her wriggling and twisting forced him to keep readjusting
his grip on her body, and he used the excuse to move his hands
along her inner thighs, along her sides, his fingers digging into
the soft sides of her breast, his hand resting on her bare bottom
each time he adjusted her.

“Bastard!’ she
shouted.

He slapped her
bottom with rapid little spanks and she squealed and wriggled and
yelled and demanded he stop.

“Say you’ll be
a good little girl and obey orders,” he demanded.

“I’ll be a good
little girl and let the dirty old man do whatever he wants to me,”
she said.

“I'm not a
dirty old man, brat!” he said, slapping her wet little bottom
again.

“Oww!
Bastard!”

He spanked her
again and then again, and then again, and she moaned and gulped in
air as he held her in place. He had her wrists pinned together at
the small of her back now, and his right hand rested comfortably on
her warm, soft little bottom.

“Say, Jeff is
the most wonderful and generous man in the world,” he said.

“No,” she said
breathlessly.

He brought his
right hand down onto her bottom hard an she yelped in pain.

“Say it.”

‘No!”

He spanked her
again, a little harder, and she cried out and struggled
briefly.

“Are you going
to be an obedient little girl and not get in my way when I’m
working tomorrow?”

“I-I’ll do
whatever I want!” she said, panting.

He spanked her
bottom sharply and again she cried out in pain.

“You can’t make
me do anything!’ she said, taunting him.

Five sharp hard
slaps to her bottom drew more cries and her bottom jerked and
flinched to every blow. But she was not struggling very much
now.

Jeff’s hand was
no longer simply resting on her bare ass, but was stroking back and
forth along it as he eyed the tiny crotch of her thong pressed
tightly over her mons. It had tugged a little to one side, and he
could see the bare flesh of her pussy where there ought to be hair.
But he hadn’t seen any hair at all.

“Nasty,
undisciplined little brat,” he said.

“You’ll have to
tie me up to keep me from doing whatever I want!” she said
challengingly, her voice breathless, and gasping

“Don’t think I
won’t, brat.”

“Asshole! You
can’t even tie your own shoelaces! That’s why you have Velcro!”

She had taunted
him before on having sneakers with Velcro clasps, but they were a
gift from her mother.

He slapped her
bottom again sharply and turned to look around. They were under a
window. It was a small window with cheap little curtains over it.
But at some point the previous inhabitants had fitted it with an
expensive curtain rod with a curtain cord – a cord he never used.
Now he reached up and yanked the cord down. He almost brought the
curtain rod with it, but it pulled free, and he grinned as he
wrapped it around Emily’s wrists.

She struggled,
but not much, as he wrapped it around and around her pinned wrists,
then tied it off. When he let go she pulled against it and moaned
weakly.

“Asshole! I’ll
be able to get out of it!”

He slapped her
bottom again, then lifted her off him. He got a very good look at a
very lovely pair of moist young breasts before she squealed and
turned away, but at that point he merely lifted up on her wrists,
forcing her to bend over. He gripped the remainder of the curtain
cord and lifted it up as she protested and cursed him. He merely
lifted it higher still, pulling her over next to a post in the
middle of the room, and raising the cord up high to slide it over a
hook there.

Emily was
forced to bend over at a ninety degree angle, her arms lifted high
behind her back, almost straight up along the side of the post as
he stepped back to admire the view.

“L-Let me down!
Jeff!” she moaned.

“You may
address me as sir,” he said loftily.

“Sir
asshole!”

He sat down and
picked up his beer, watching her as she twisted a little and
struggled. Her breasts hung straight down from her chest, and she
wasn’t able to hide them at all with her arms lifted up the way
they were. Her face was red, and her hair was a wet, tangled mess
falling down around her head.

“Let me
go!”

He grinned.
“Say please sir.”

“Never!”

He
shrugged.

She cursed him
and he smiled, still sipping his beer. “Boy, nothing like a cold
beer on a hot night.”

She cursed him
again and he shook his head. Such a nasty little mouth. Maybe I
should wash it out with soap. Then he noticed something. Hanging
from the vertical blind inside the window frame was the thin
plastic wand used to open and close them. A smile creased his face,
and he stood up, slipped it off the hook, and sat down again,
examining it.

It was thinner
than his small finger, thinner than her small finger, very
lightweight, flexible, and about two feet or so long.

“I don’t think
you want to feel this on that round little ass of yours,” he said
warningly, swishing it back and forth through the air.

“You wouldn’t
dare! You bastard!”

“Discipline,”
he said. “Now, how about that promise?”

“Kiss my
ass!”

“Okay.”

He swung the
wand around and it slashed across her bottom. He didn’t swing it
hard, and she sneered at the force of the blow. He swung it again,
harder, and she yelped weakly.

“Big deal! It’s
probably thicker than your cock!” she said.

He swung it
harder still, and she yelped and twisted.

“You don’t want
to be thinking about my cock when you’re all tied up and bent over
there, girl,” he said.

“Pervert!”

“Slut!”

He swung again,
connecting solidly with her tight little ass, and she cried out in
pain, twisting away, or trying to. She turned so that her head was
towards him and her bottom protected. He grinned and extended the
wand, poking it into the soft flesh of one hanging breast. She
squealed and tried to turn away, and he slid it underneath and then
snapped it up against the centre of her breast, over her
nipple.

“Ow! Shit! You
fucker! You can’t hit me there!”

“I just did,”
he said, smirking.

And then he did
it again, and she yelped again, twisting around. Now he slashed it
sideways across her bottom and she cried out in pain.

He began to
rain blows on her buttocks now, steady, hard blows that sent the
thin plastic wand cracking into her gleaming round cheeks as she
yelped and cried out and cursed weakly – and moaned.

“A-all right!”
she finally blurted. “I-I give!”

“You do, eh? So
you’ll be a good little girl?”

He slid the
wand between her thighs and then up against her pussy.

“Pervert!” she
said in a weak moan.

“Slut,” he
replied, rubbing the wand back and forth against the thin wet
crotch of her thong.

“I’ll be a good
girl,” she said, panting.

“Say I’ll be a
good little slut and won’t get in my wonderful Jeff’s way.”

“No!”

‘He whipped the
wand down across her red bottom and she let out a cry of pain.

“I’ll be a good
little slut and won’t get in wonderful Jeff’s way!” she
blurted.

He stood up and
stepped up in front of her. He reached down for her tangled hair
and slowly forced her head up and back as she groaned and winced
and rolled her eyes up at him.

“Y-You have a
hard-on, Uncle Jeff,” she said with a breathless smirk.

“So I do,” he
said.

Her face was
level with his crotch, and his shorts were bulging.

“If you’re hot
you can just take your shorts off. It’s not like you haven’t got
anything I haven’t seen.”

He undid his
shorts and let them drop, and she inhaled sharply as his cock
sprang out thick and long and gleaming, throbbing red with hunger
and stiff with need. She licked her lips as she looked at it. Her
mouth was open, at least in some part because of the pull on her
hair. He stood there, his cock inches from her mouth, both of them
seemingly frozen in silence.

His heart was
pounding, and then, almost without conscious thought, he thrust
himself forward and heard her muffled cry of surprise as his cock
drove right through her open lips and into her mouth. He didn’t say
anything, but tightened his hold on her hair.

Her lips closed
around his cock and she began to suck almost at once, and he felt
an intense wave of relief as her tongue started to work on him and
he felt the suction against his throbbing cockhead.

“Ahh, you
gorgeous little slut,” he sighed. “Maybe you’re not so bad to have
around.”

She was
devouring his cock, slurping and sucking and trying to lick, but
she couldn’t move her head much. He started to pump in and out, and
the pressure within his groin grew even heavier as he watched his
thick shaft slide in and out of the beautiful young girl’s
mouth.

“That’s it.
Suck that cock. Suck that cock, slut,” he said, panting. “You hot,
horny little bitch.”

He still had
the wand in his other hand, and for a moment he stared at it, then
brought it down on her bottom again. She yelped around his
cock.

“Suck harder,
slut. You can do a better job than that,” he growled.

Emily moaned
and redoubled her efforts, but he swung the wand down against her
buttocks again anyway.

“That’s it.
Suck. Suck. Suck,” he said, timing the words to his thrusts.

She was gagging
now as he drove the head of his prick too deep.

“Yeah. Yeah!”
he panted, his hips working in and out, in and out.

“Suck me off,
slut. Suck my cock. Drink my come.”

He thrust too
deep, and he felt a little shock ripple through him as his cockhead
pushed into her throat. He almost yanked himself back at her
gurgling, gagging sound, but instead thrust forward, driving the
whole long length of his shaft down her throat and jamming her face
in against his groin.

“Oh fuck yeah!
Oh fuck!” he cried, slicing the wand down across her bottom in
hard, sharp blows. “That’s it! Swallow my cock! Oh, shit! You hot
little slut! Deep throat my prick!”

Emily had
little choice, of course, but he was elated with the feel of her
throat squeezing and spasming around his cock, with the sensation
of having her lovely lips wrapped around the base of his shaft and
her nose jammed into his groin.

* * * * *

Emily was in a
state of nearly uncontrollable sexual heat and hunger. It had
started out hot and wild when Jeff had spanked her, but this rope
thing, tying her wrists, that had done something to her mind,
triggered all sorts of dark, thrilling fantasies that made her
insides quiver and shake.

She had still
believed there would be nothing but toying and playing, teasing and
maybe a little groping. But then his cock had come free, hard and
beautiful, thick and long, pointing right at her face. She’d been
shocked, and the hot, throbbing furnace within her had stuttered a
bit as she had contemplated the reality of what might happen, and
whether she wanted it to.

And then,
abruptly, he’d thrust his cock into her mouth! She’d been shocked,
stunned, at first, but then a flash fire had raced through her body
and mind and she’d begun to suck, moaning in heat and hunger as
Jeff pumped his cock in her mouth and she tasted his maleness. Her
lips were forced wide, and she felt terribly used, wonderfully used
as his big prick punched into the insides of her cheeks again and
again, rammed against the roof of her mouth, slid back an forth
across her tongue.

When he’d gone
down her throat she’d been stunned again, frightened, at first, not
of dying, of course, but of throwing up. That would have made her
like so childish, so stupid, so disgusting in his eyes. It had been
all she could do during those first minutes as his cock had jammed
itself deep into her throat, to control herself and fight back her
stomach.

And as she’d
succeeded she’d come to learn a measure of control over her gag
reflex. A girlfriend had once told her that it wasn’t merely a
physical reflex. That you gagged if you thought you should gag.
After all, people swallowed food all the time without the slightest
problem. But one little finger tickling the entrance to their
throat could make their stomach turn.

As she began to
feel some confidence that she could take the big cock Jeff was
pumping inside her she gagged less. That didn’t make it easier to
breath, though, and her face was soon covered in sweat as her head
throbbed and her chest burned from lack of oxygen. She became light
headed a few times before he remembered to pull his cock free and
let her breath.

But she was
elated. She had learned how to deep throat a man! She could think
of how that would shock, stun and amaze some of the guys she knew.
Oral sex, after all, was something she often performed on guys she
liked. It wasn’t like it was sex – exactly. All the girls did it.
But none she knew could deep throat a guy, so she would be up on
all of them.

But there was
more to it than that. The heat burning her mind and body was coming
from too many sources, too many wild flights of sexual excitement.
She was tied up, and he was – he was raping her mouth! Her throat!
That was so nasty! And when he whipped her stinging ass while he
was doing it, and pulled her hair she just felt incredibly used and
degraded.

She didn’t know
why that made her hot, why it made her pussy throb and burn, but it
sure as hell did. And she wondered if she might actually come just
from sucking a man’s cock.

He drew back a
few inches, and thrust himself home again, drew back a few inches,
and buried his cock in her mouth and throat again. Each time she
gurgled and gagged wetly, and the feel and sound were too much for
him. He spewed deep in her throat, and Emily felt dazed with
triumph and wicked excitement, feeling his semen pumping out in
wave after wave, spurting and spurting until she felt as though her
stomach was going to fill up with Jeff’s semen.

He pulled his
softening cock out, and she coughed violently, saliva drooling over
her lower lip. Her eyes were glassy and she moaned weakly.

“Not bad,” he
said. “Maybe I should return the favour.
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Jeff moved
behind her and then dropped to his knees. His big hands pulled her
thighs apart, and he stared at the crotch of her thong, then opened
his mouth wide and jammed his face forward.

She let out
another squeal, her hips jerking forward, but he pulled her back
against him as he sucked and chewed lightly, as he mashed his face
into her pussy and licked her through the thin cotton. He chuckled
and drew back a bit, then peeled the tight crotch aside to reveal
her glistening tanned flesh beneath. He hesitated, surprised, then
delighted to find she had not a single hair there. He ran his
fingers gently up and down her soft skin, marveling at how smooth
it was.

“Very nice,” he
said. “Made for eating.”

He opened his
mouth wide once more and then took her entire pussy into it,
growling and sucking, his tongue whipping up and down along her
slit as she wriggled and bucked and jerked against him. He laughed
and drew back, then slid a finger into her, twisting it from side
to side. He added another, his cock twitching as he felt the
smooth, tight, warm flesh pressing down around his fingers.

He leaned in
and licked at her clit, then took the flesh all around it into his
mouth, sucking and licking, pulling at it as her bottom jerked and
rolled and she moaned in startled pleasure. He had his two fingers
far enough into her that his thumb was hooked up across her
wrinkled anal opening, and he wondered what she’d do if he put his
tongue there. But no, that would be for later. For now – he would
see how the teenager reacted to something less kinky.

He pulled his
fingers out and used his hands to spread her bottom apart and push
back her buttocks. Then he really went to work on her clit, licking
and sucking, massaging it with his lips, halting every now and then
to run his tongue up and down along her pussy and lick along the
inside of her sex lips. He could hear nothing coming from her but
incoherent gasps, moans, curses and yelps as he delivered a
particularly startling sensation.

He felt her
approaching the brink, though. Her bottom was jerking harder,
bucking back against him. Her gasps and moans were becoming more
breathless, more passionate. He pushed his face in deeper, then
thrust two fingers up into her pussy again, spreading them a little
inside her, twisting them, pumping them. Her voice started to rise
in a wail and he thrust his thumb against her anus, driving it
inside her.

Her wail became
a cry of passion and her bottom jerked back in a frenzy as he
licked and sucked furiously. She gurgled and gasped and her ragged,
grunting and moaning was more than enough to guide him in what he
was doing, and to sense it as she fell off the plateau and sank
back down to earth.

He eased his
tonguing, shifting his tongue away from her clit, gently tracing
the line of her sex. His fingers remained jammed in her pussy, his
thumb now working gently in and out of her anal opening. He eased
his tongue up and began to stroke it along her perineum, that
small, but deliciously sensitive bit of skin between her pussy and
anus, and she groaned weakly in response.

His thumb
jammed deep into her ass now, twisting from side to side, and she
shuddered and her bottom pushed back against him. He grinned,
working his tongue back down along her slit, spreading it with his
fingers and pushing his mouth in to drink her moistness. Then he
moved back to the perineum, getting her used to the feel of his
tongue there, something new she had probably never experienced.

His thumb was
pumping slowly, driving in to the hilt, twisting, then pulling out.
His fingers were pushing up and down in her pussy, as well, and he
now moved back to her clit, letting his tongue slide slowly and
gently across it.

“J-Jeff,” she
gasped. “I d-don’t – ohh! Oh! Jesus! Oh God!”

He had her clit
in his mouth now, and was sucking on it hard, rhythmically. It
would be uncomfortable for her – at first, something not quite
pain. But as her bottom squirmed he knew that the sensation was
changing.

She was a very
responsive girl, he thought with a heady sense of excitement and
anticipation. His mind raced through the possibilities of what he
could do with this gorgeous little nymphet, of what he could get
away with, of what would be eye-opening to her, and draw her
further into wanting a sexual relationship with an old man – a man
old enough to be her father.

Yes, he could
do things to her her boyfriends had probably been too impatient or
inexperienced to do well, and he could introduce her to new ideas,
nasty new pleasures that would make her gasp in kinky shock and
pleasure.

And he already
had a strong clue about where at least some of her current
fantasies lay. She had gotten very turned on when he’d put her over
his knee, when he’d tied her, when he’d made her helpless and
punished her. So just how deep did her fantasies about sexual
bondage go? He would test her limits and see.

Her bottom was
starting to jerk back against him again, and her breathing had
become ragged and passionate. He eased up and ran his hand over the
smooth skin of her buttocks, then drew back and tugged her thong
completely down, lifting her ankles to pull it free. He stood up
and looked down at her, his cock already half hard again. He pulled
up his shorts. He would wait.

He went into
the cupboard and searched out a few things as Emily moaned and
called out to him in confusion and disappointment.

“J-Jeff?”

He returned and
dumped his things on the chair, then gazed up above him. He dragged
the chair over and then stepped on it. Reaching over, he unhooked
the curtain cord he’d bound to the post and tied it to a longer
rope, then fed the rope over a rough ceiling beam overhead.

Emily looked
up, panting. She groaned in relief as her arms were able to ease
down somewhat, but then he pulled up on the cord and her wrists
were lifted up high once more, though not quite as high as before.
Still, she made no protest.

He had moved
her away from the post. Now he knelt and tied a thin rope around
her right ankle. Emily looked down breathlessly, watching as he
pulled her ankle out to one side, and then tied it to the post.

“What are you
doing?” she gasped.

“Quiet, my
little slut. I’ll take care of you when I’m done.”

He tied another
rope around her other ankle, and pulled that apart, too. She let
out a little squeal as her arms were forced up even higher. But he
ignored it, binding her other ankle to a wall brace.

“Now this is
you at your best,” he said, standing behind her. “What a perfect
view of your perfect little ass.”

“Jeff,” she
whined.

He ran his
hands over it, then cupped her pussy, feeling her thrust herself
back against him.

He chuckled and
moved around beside her, then knelt. He gripped her hair and
twisted her head down and to the side, then surprised her by
crushing his lips against hers. She moaned into his mouth, her eyes
wide, startled, but her tongue soon began to push back against him
in youthful excitement and exploration.

He drew back,
and reached down for the thin cord he’d brought. He gave her breast
a firm squeeze, eyeing the fat, swollen little nipple, then pulled
out a short length of duct tape and cut it off. He pressed it
against her mouth and she moaned into it. He winked, then produced
a plastic clothespin. He showed it to her, then rolled his eyes at
her breast. She moaned, and watched, her eyes going wider as he
placed the jaws around her right nipple.

He let the
clothes pin snap closed and she squealed in pain, her body
trembling and shaking as she cried out into the tape. Her head
rolled and jerked and her eyes implored him to remove it. He only
smiled and held up the second clothespin, then snapped it around
her other nipple. Her body jerked violently again, her head
twisting from side to side as the pain burned at her tender
nipples.

He waited for
her movements to ease, then slid a narrow cord through the hole in
the first clothespin, tied it, and fed it down to her big toe. He
pulled, enough to stretch her nipple out a bit, then tied it to her
toe. She was making loud noises into the tape, but her eyes were
still wide, not angry, and she looked on in astonishment as he tied
another cord to the other clothespin, and then pulled down,
stretching her other nipple and tying it to her other big toe.

He’d always
liked cucumbers. But he abhorred waste. He had large ones, but he
also had a number of small ones for snacks. Of course, a small
cucumber was still pretty big. He showed her the butter, then the
cucumber, and she watched as he rubbed the button on one half of
the cucumber.

“Guess where
this goes,” he said.

Her eyes went
wide and she shook his head. He laughed and moved behind her. She
was utterly helpless, now, her legs held apart, her bottom raised.
She could do nothing as he pressed the end of the cucumber against
her sex and began to push. She moaned and groaned and her bottom
twisted a little, but he simply continued to push, now twisting it
from side to side, slowly working her sex lips open.

It was a small
cucumber, but it was still thicker than any cock she’d likely had
inside her. Her pussy stretched, the soft, elastic lips clutching
tightly around the green vegetable as he slowly pushed it into her.
He could feel the pressure fighting against him as he eased it in,
inch by slow inch, twisting one way, then the other, then easing
back, then pushing forward, watching it slowly forcing its way into
her tight young belly.

With three
quarters of it inside her he eased off and began to lick at her
clit again. He slid his thumb, a little oily from the butter, deep
into her ass, twisting and pumping as he licked at her clit.

* * * * *

Emily was still
operating under the illusion she had some control over things. Oral
sex was no big deal. The bondage was wild and kinky and thrilling,
and it wasn’t like she had to fear him ever telling anyone. Being
gagged was hot, too, and she felt a strange measure of freedom in
being able to gasp and groan and cry out as Jeff had shown her what
real oral sex was like.

She was going
to have a few words for her former boyfriends after this. Jeff was
amazing! She could hardly keep from jerking her body back like a
total slut.

But then he’d
put those clothes pins on her nipples. Jesus God that had hurt.
She’d never felt such pain! She’d wanted him to pull them off, and
for the first time discovered what bondage really meant. She was
totally helpless, completely at his mercy. That had scared her for
the first time. But then again, he was ... Jeff, and she knew he
wouldn’t really hurt her.

And then the
awareness of her state of helplessness did something strange to her
mind. It was a kind of epiphany, a sudden shocking jolt which she
didn’t even understand. And then the heat within her started to
burn like it had never burned before. When he’d shown her the
cucumber she could only stare in disbelief. Things were getting out
of control, and yet she had no control.

And then he’d
pushed it inside her! It had hurt. But the pain had been almost
irrelevant. The excitement, the wonder, the embarrassment, the
thrill as Jeff had shoved - a cucumber! – into her pussy had almost
made her faint. She had felt is slowly pushing into her belly with
a sense of awe, wonder and disbelief, her insides swirling and
churning with violent emotions and sensations as the fat green
vegetable was forced deeper inside her.

And then he’d
started on her clit again and she thought the top of her head would
explode. The gag let her actually scream in pleasure, and again she
felt that wild thrill of freedom, not having to cover up anything,
not having to hide anything, not having to be seen in a particular
way, not having to worry about him disrespecting her or thinking
badly of her like she would a normal man.

Oh God! His
finger was in her ass again! She couldn’t take this! She
couldn’t!

Her bottom
began to jerk back rapidly almost at once, and then she squealed
into the tape, the sound loud, despite being muffled, her voice
filled with passion and urgency as her bottom bucked back against
his thumb and tongue.

He rode her
through it, keeping his thumb moving in and out quickly as he
sucked and licked at her clit. Then he eased up and back. He moved
around in front of her and reached for her hair, tangling it around
his fist, then yanking her head up. She squealed in pain, pain from
her pulled hair, and her pulled nipples as her chest was pulled
upwards.

He tugged on
the tape, then ripped it free, and she gasped.

“Fuck!”

“Would you like
to suck my cock again, little slut?”

“Oh God, Jeff!
You’re driving me insane!”

He thrust his
cock into her mouth and she moaned around it, sucking weakly as he
pumped it in and out.

“Are you ready
to deep throat me again, slut?”

Her body
jerked, as if she’d just remembered, and she rolled her head up
anxiously, clearly not ready at all. He grinned.

“Too bad. You
don’t get any choices, little slut. Unless, of course, I decided to
just beat you instead. That ass looks awfully inviting. I think I
could find something that would sting a lot more than that little
curtain rod.”

He pulled his
cock back and released her hair. Her head dropped and she
shuddered.

“Then again, I
bet this stings, too,” he said, picking up the short plastic
rod.

He moved behind
her and slashed it down across her bottom.

“Oww!”

“Are you going
to be a good little slut?” he asked, sawing the wand along her
clit.

“Y-yes!”

“Yes, sir!” he
said.

“Yes, sir!” she
gasped.

“Yes, I’ll be a
good little slut, Mister Jeff sir,” he said.

She moaned.
“Yes, I’ll be a good little slut, Mister Jeff, sir!”

He pressed
against the cucumber, and she moaned aloud.

Then he whipped
the wand down across her bottom and she cried out in pain.

“Let’s see how
obedient you can be, little slut,” he said.

He moved away
and returned with his camcorder. She gasped when she looked up and
saw him video taping her.

“Don’t! Fuck!
Jeff! What if someone sees!?”

“Don’t you
worry about that. You worry about being a good little slut.”

He set it down
on a table, angling it carefully.

‘Now, let’s see
how obedient you are. Repeat what you said before.

He ran the wand
in between her thighs, rubbing it harshly against her clit, and she
jerked and groaned.

“I’ll be a good
little slut, sir!” she groaned.

He moved to the
table and wrote then moved back to stand in front of her. He yanked
on her hair again, and she cried out in pain, then moaned as he
held the paper in front of her.

“Read it out
loud,” he said.

“I-I love to
suck cock,” she said, her voice rising with excitement.

“Louder.”

“I love to suck
cock,” she said.

“Continue.”

“I’m a filthy
little fuck toy who loves to suck cock. I need to be punished. I
want you to beat my nasty little ass and keep me tied up. “

“Now this next
part has to be said with passion,” he said, pulling a little harder
on her hair. “Beg, little slut.”

“P-Please fuck
me, sir,” she said, her voice breaking a little with passion.

“You can do
better,” he said, pulling harder on her hair.

“Oww!” Please
fuck me, sir!”

“More
passion.”

“Ow! Shit”
Please fuck me, sir!”

“Next.”

“Please fuck my
throat, , sir!”

Then she
continued on, eyes filled with heat and wicked excitement. “Please
ram your cock down my throat and fuck my filthy face! Please rape
my throat with your giant cock! Please spray my slut face with
come! Please - oh shit – P-Please fuck my ass hard! Please pump my
tight little ass full of come! I-I want – I want to be your sex
slave! I want to be chained up and gang raped! I want to be whipped
and tortured!”

He thrust his
cock into her mouth again and she rolled her eyes up at him. He
grinned and drove himself home, watching as she gagged and gurgled
and his cock slid remorselessly down her throat. Then her face was
jammed in against his groin.

He shifted his
grip on her hair, making two tangled masses now, holding it in both
hands, up and apart, thrusting in and out, in and out, using longer
strokes but burying himself deep with every thrust. She was
gurgling and gasping and gagging, but he paid it no heed, fucking
her face deep and hard.

“That’s it.
Swallow. Swallow, you whore. Swallow my prick, you dirty little
slut,” he growled.

He was jerking
her up and down, and this was tugging her nipples against the
clothespins again and again.

And convulsions
began to rack her body. She was shaking violently enough that he
was alarmed at first. And then he realized she was coming. She was
coming from having her throat fucked! From having her hair pulled
hard! From having her nipples tugged painfully again and again.

He quickly
bunched her hair in one fist then leaned over and slapped his free
hand against the base of the cucumber, slapped it again and again
and again as her body continued to shudder and shake and twist.

Christ, he was
going to come!

He pulled back,
but knew it was too late to hold out. So he made the most of it,
pumping his fist around his cock as he held the head in front of
her face. He spewed out a white wall of droplets which spattered
against her face, over her cheeks and lips and nose and
forehead.

He let her head
go then, carefully, for fear she might fall and yank her arms out
of their sockets. He let her recover as he ran his hands over her
body, gently kneading and squeezing her breasts, then caressing her
tight little ass. He picked up the camcorder and moved slowly
around her, zooming in and out, letting her recover her breath a
little. She stared at him, slack jawed, gasping for breath, then
groaned and closed her eyes when he realized he was taping her.

He moved to
kitchen, searching for something else useful. He found it in the
kitchen cupboard. It was a lightweight wooden spoon. He knelt
behind her again, admiring the view. Then he started in once more,
letting his tongue gently glide across her skin, caressing her
perineum once more, sweeping back and forth. He nudged at the base
of the cucumber, jabbing it so that the tip would push against the
deepest pit of her pussy again and again. He pushed a little
harder, and felt it give, sliding another inch inside her throbbing
depths as she groaned weakly.

“Before I’m
done with you, slut, you’ll take a fence post in this tight little
hole.”

He slapped the
base of the cucumber and she cried out again, then he resumed his
licking and sucking, working his way up to her clit. When her ass
started to buck back more sharply he drew back.

“You aren’t
going to come until I tell you you can, slut,” he said. “You have
to beg me to come. Go ahead,. Beg.”

“Please,” she
croaked.

He picked up
the wooden spoon and slapped it lightly against her wet sex, right
over her clit. She yelped, then yelped again, then again as he
began to rain sharp little blows on her clitty.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!
Oh! Ow! Oh! Please! Oh! Please! Oh! Ow!”

He spanked her
clit harder, then eased off and began to lick her once more. He
traced the line of the cucumber jammed inside her, ran his tongue
up across her clit, then took it into his mouth and began to gently
lick and suck once more.

She seemed
confused, bewildered. He doubted anyone had spent more than a few
minutes licking her clit before. In his experience, the more he
licked the more sensitive they got, especially when he kept
shifting his directions and hitting her with different
sensations.

He thrust his
thumb into her ass again and rubbed the bottom of the wooden spoon
against her clit.

“Beg to come,
slut,” he taunted. “Beg uncle Jeff to make you come.”

“Please make me
come, Uncle Jeff!” she groaned.

Instead he
started slapping the spoon against her clit again, in swift little
strokes that had her jerking and yelping and gurgling in pain.

He stopped and
resumed his licking, and soon had her bucking and churning her hips
again. He spanked the spoon against her clit once more to ease her
back, then started again. As he had expected, the more often he
repeated this the less affect the spanking spoon had, and when he
decided to finally let her cross he slapped even harder as she
screamed – literally – in pleasure and came violently.

He slapped his
other hand against the base of the cucumber again and again as she
came, and he wedged it another inch or two into hr pussy, causing
her cries of pleasure to shatter and shift and break again and
again. But the orgasm continued, her little bottom jerking wildly
against him as the climax tore through her.

Now he became
concerned, though. If she passed out, or if she lost control of
herself her body was going to fall and her arms were going to be
yanked right up. He reached up and undid the rope bound to the
curtain cords, but held it up himself until her legs buckled. Then
he released it and let her fall to her knees.

“I’ll let you
rest for a little while,” he said.

He knelt and
undid the curtain cords. They had dug deep red grooves in her
wrists. He tied the wider, softer rope around her wrists now. He
pushed her onto her belly, undoing the cord from her toes, letting
her legs straighten. Then he ran the rope up around her arms and
looped it there, pulling her arms together, almost forcing her
elbows to touch as she groaned in exhausted complaint.

He tied her
ankles together, then lifted her feet up and back, feeding the rope
through the one around her wrists, pulling tighter to bow her body
back more and more tightly, then binding it in place.

She was
sweating like a pig. So was he. He didn’t mind. He ran his hand
over her slick flesh, then pushed her onto her side. He found a
rag, wadded it into a ball, and, now that she had, mostly, regained
her breath, thrust it into her mouth. Her eyes widened, and she
tried to turn her head, but he pushed firmly, then tied a rope
around her head, letting it dig into the sides of her mouth and
force the rag deeper.

She looked
pathetic, very pitiful as he stood up. He turned and left the
cabin, then took a dip, swimming slowly back and forth, letting the
water cool his body, if not his mind. No, his mind remained white
hot, knowing what he had on the floor of the cabin. Wild thoughts
spun through his mind, ideas, thoughts on how to draw the girl
deeper, on how to make her come more violently.

There was
little doubt now that he was going to get his cock into that tight
little ass, but he would savor the moment. He would use her in
every other way, and then he would jam his cock up her ass and ride
her for all he was worth.

 


 


 





Chapter
Four

 


 


 


 


Emily moaned
weakly, staring at the floor under her cheek, gasping for breath
through the rag. Her body was tied so tightly she could hardly
move. Her wrists were pressed against her ankles, and her back was
burning with pain from being bowed so tightly. Yet she was gripped
by a strange sort of almost euphoria as she lay there in the quiet
of the hot cabin.

She bathed in
her own helplessness, reveled in how badly treated she was, in how
cruel Jeff was being to her. How wicked! How shocking! How dare he
treat a young girl like her so badly! She moaned into the gag,
feeling the thick cucumber so deep within her belly. It ached, her
pussy lips straining around it. Her clit felt like a hard little
stone throbbing and burning.

He was going to
fuck her. There was no doubt about that. She felt a little quiver
of uncertainty about whether she ought to be permitting that. He
was Jeff, after all. But then she realized abruptly that she would
be given no choice. Jeff would fuck her and do whatever he wanted
to her and all she could do was lay there and take it like – like –
like a sex slave or something!

It wasn’t just the way he was tying her up either. The things he
was saying to her were wickedly exciting, for some reason. She knew
he was acting, but it made her feel like such a fucking whore! And
in a way which made her pussy throb and crackle with energy. Jesus,
the words he’d made her say! And he’d gotten it all on video! What
would happen if her friends saw that!? What if it got on the
fucking internet!?

He was going to
fuck her in the ass! There was little doubt about that. She’d never
allowed a boy to do that. Partly, she’d thought it dirty and gross.
She’d always had a weird little fantasy about it, though. But if
she said yes, well, what if the guy told everyone? The boys she
went out with were all known within her group, for the most part.
And she was sure they talked. Would she want Paul or Alan or Mike
to go up to the others, grinning, and tell them he’ d fucked her in
the ass? No!

She hadn’t
thought they were that interested, though. The way Jeff talked it
was like every man who’d ever seen her wanted to rape her ass! That
was fucking hot! Though a bit embarrassing. She knew she had a
great ass, of course, but she hadn’t thought it triggered such
universal desires for sodomy in men.

What was it
going to feel like? Would it hurt? Her pussy throbbed around the
cucumber, and she groaned as he strained her body weakly against
the ropes. It was so wild and kinky to be tied up like this! Her
body hummed with sexual hunger and need as she let the fantasies
play out behind her eyes, let herself drift on a sea of masochistic
excitement, waiting whatever he would do to her next.

* * * * *

Jeff pulled
himself out of the water and, dripping wet, strode back into the
cabin. The girl looked up from where she lay, sweating, moaning
into the gag. He ignored her, going to the fridge and getting
himself a cool beer. He sat down and looked at her for long
minutes. She looked back, still glistening with sweat, and, from
the look of her eyes, as hot on the inside as on the outside.

What untapped
depths had he opened? He’d spent considerable time dabbling in
bondage. Was Emily a natural masochist? That was rare, but not
unheard of. He’d once met a woman who had had fantasies about being
tied up since she’d been a small girl, before she’d even thought
about sex. It might be Emily was another such.

He put down his
beer and went to the fridge, then took out a few ice cubes and a
bowl.He walked over and knelt beside her as she lay, chest rising
and falling, body twisted back, back arched. He ran his hands over
her again, and she moaned and wriggled.

Then he picked
up one of the ice cubes.

“I bet you’re
hot,” he said. “It’d be cruel of me not to give you something to
cool you down a little.”

He picked up a
second cube, and then he touched the two to her body, between her
breasts and along her thigh. She yelped and squirmed and he let the
cubes slide over her body, over her breasts, around her belly, down
her back, along her shoulders and neck, over face and along her
legs. She thrashed and jerked and he chuckled, thoroughly enjoying
himself.

She was
frazzled and bedraggled, moaning, and he picked up the last piece,
pressing it against her clit. She felt it after a moment, and tried
to twist free, but couldn’t. He rubbed the ice cube gently, back
and forth, back and forth, freezing her hot little button as she
yelled into the gag.

He chuckled
again, then bent and rolled her back. He began to lick at her cold
clit, his left hand gripping the two cords bound to the clothespins
and tugging on them. He licked and sucked as he tugged. Then he let
his right hand press against the base of the cucumber, the heel of
his hand thrusting into her again and again.

As her body
began to jerk and twist, and her cries rose, her tugged harder on
her nipples, and thrust harder and faster against the cucumber. Her
back was already arched, but now her head jerked back violently and
she screamed into the gag. He thrust hard and the cucumber slid
deeper, only the rounded end now remaining. Her body began to shake
wildly, spastically, and he whipped his tongue across her clit as
she came and came.

When her body
stopped moving he looked up. Her eyes were closed, and he peeled
the lids back gently to see them rolled back in her head. Her chest
was still rising and falling, so he grinned an straightened up. He
was elated with her responses, with what he’d been able to
accomplish. The question was how to continue this hot little game,
to overwhelm her so that she never wanted to give it up.

He undid the
rope around her head, then dug the rag out of her mouth, letting
her breath more freely. She moaned, and her eyes began to
flutter.

“How do you
feel, little slut?”

She moaned in
response.

“Is it time for
your uncle Jeff to fuck your pretty little ass yet?” he asked.

The words were
deliberately crude, of course, meant to startle, to shock, and from
the look in her eyes they did so.

Yes, he was
going to fuck her ass, and she was going to come when he did.

“Have you ever
been sodomised, Emily” he asked.

She gulped in
air.

“I asked my
little slut a question,” he said, picking up the cords and tugging
on her nipples.

“Ow! No!”

“That’s not how
you answer, little slut. You answer, no, sir.”

He slapped her
clit with the wooden spoon and she squealed in pain.

“Now try again.
Have you ever been sodomised?”

“No, sir!” she
gasped.

“You’ve never
had a stiff cock up your ass? What a shame. Don’t tell me no one
has ever tried. You have too perfect an ass for that.”

“I – I wouldn’t
l-let them,” she said, panting.

He shrugged.
“Well, you got no choice now.”

The word seemed
to shake her.

“Imagine you
walking around with a perfect little ass like that and not getting
reamed out,” he said, shaking his head sadly. “Do you know how many
men must have longed to stuff their cocks up your ass, Emily?”

He rolled her
forward and ran his hand over her bottom, kneading her
buttocks.

“Probably every
boy you’ve ever met, every man, your teachers, bus drivers, store
clerks, every fucking guy who’s ever seen this tight little ass of
yours has longed to bend you over and stuff his prick into this
tight little hole. And you didn’t let them? You nasty little brat.
You should have been fucked in the ass every single day. Ten times
a day!”

He began to
stroke his finger across her damp clit as he talked, and she moaned
and whimpered and her eyes opened and closed.

He shifted his
body around and leaned in, pushing his cock into her mouth.

“Suck my cock,”
he growled crudely. “That’s it, Wrap your tight little mouth around
that prick, slut. Get it all wet and slippery so I can ram it up
your ass.”

He pumped into
her mouth, pulling her head back by the hair now, still rubbing at
her clit. He released her hair then reached up and untied the rope
tying her ankles up and back. He pulled his cock out of her mouth
as they came free, and twisted her around so he was between them.
Then he pulled each ankle back and carefully tied it to the side of
her upper thighs.

He spread her
thighs wide, then and stared down at her tight ass, running his
hands over it. He slapped it a few times, and circled his finger
around the cucumber poking out of her pussy. He knew that the
pressure of the fat vegetable was pushing out against her clit from
underneath, jamming it down against the floor.

He bent low and
his tongue began to slowly circle her anal ring. She let out a yelp
and then a groan, and then a long, drawn out moan of his name.

He circled in
closer, spreading her cheeks wider, his tongue swirling and
twirling as her body wriggled and twisted on the floor. There was
hard lump pushing her clit down, and it must have ached to grind
herself against the floor like that, but she didn’t stop.

He knew her
body was already swelling with relief and pleasure simply because
he had released the tremendous pressure on her back when he had
untied her ankles. He took advantage of it as he plunged his tongue
into the girls buttery little anal opening. She yelped and cried
out as he pushed his tongue deeper, pumping it in and out.

He rose, half
rolled her onto her side, then yanked hard on the cords bound to
the clothespins. She cried out as they tore her nipples forward,
then slid off. The pain as the pressure was finally released was
even worse, and she howled as he let her roll back onto her belly.
He scooped her hips up and licked and sucked at her clit now,
waiting for the pain of her throbbing nipples to ease, to become
pins and needles, for that soothing relief to sweep through her
body.

He eased her
back down and attacked her ass again, licking and circling, then
pumping his tongue inside her. Finally, panting, he rose up and
pushed his cock against her opening, sinking the head easily into
her.

“I’m going to
turn you into my little anal slut,” he said. “When I’m done with
you you’ll beg every man you know to fuck you in the ass, and
you’ll come every time something stiff and hard slides into this
tight little hole!”

He sank his
cock deeper, pulling back, pressing forward, as his Emily groaned
and gasped and moaned. He slapped her bottom, then pulled on her
hair, lifting her head up and back so she cried out in pain. He
used the distraction to slip his cock even deeper into her hot
little ass.

He spread her
legs wider and slapped her ass again, then thrust himself into her,
letting his weight drive his hard cock through the tight sleeve of
her anus as she groaned and shuddered.

“That’s it,
slut. Squeeze that ass around my cock,” he growled, slapping her
bottom.

He lifted her
head up and back again, forcing her back to arch, and reached down
to roughly fondle her breast and pinch her swollen nipple.

“After I’m done
fucking your ass I think I’ll tie you up and leave you here,” he
said. “I’ll go and find a bunch of buddies of mine and we’ll come
back and gang bang you all fucking week. Won’t your little friends
be jealous when you tell them what a hot little gang bang slut you
are!”

He was leaning
forward over her now, working his hips slowly up and down, and now
he drove himself the final few inches into her clinging hot hole as
he brought his lips down next to her head. She shuddered and let
out a long, gurgling groan, her mouth open, eyes slitted as he
growled and bit into the nape of her neck. He felt his balls
squeezed in against her warm buttocks and ground himself against
her.

“Are you my
anal slut, Emily?” he panted, grinding his hips and starting to
pump. “Are you? Come on, little anal slut. Take it. Let me feel
your ass squeezing down on my prick. Let me feel you milk it so I
come inside you. Nasty little anal loving whore.”

* * * * *

God! His words
were frying her fucking mind! Emily had never been spoken to like
this! And especially from Jeff! He’d always been a respected older
man who had treated her politely, with never a harsh word. Now he
was calling her whore and slut, hurting her, raping her ass!

She was
surprised he felt so good inside her. Although the sensation of his
cock in her ass was somewhat overwhelmed by the fires racing
through her body. The top of her sex, with the cucumber forcing her
sex lips out, was pressing hard against the floor, painfully hard,
even with her legs spread, and every time Jeff drove his cock up
her ass and jammed his hips against her buttocks she ground
forward, then back as he withdrew. The sensation was
indescribable!

She was being
fucked in the ass! By Jeff! How sick was this!? She might have been
able to pretend oral sex wasn’t real sex, but she couldn’t do that
with his cock up her ass! And worse, she was going to come any
second, and it was going to be a huge come. She just knew it.

She felt so
cheap, so degraded, so slutty, and so helpless and abused! Her mind
felt as though it was melting under the intensity of the heat
swirling around her.

He was pumping
into her sharply now, in short, deep thrusts that ground Emily’s
sweating body back and forth against the floor underneath. Her
swollen clit ground back and forth beneath the fat bulk of the
cucumber stuffed into her pussy, ground back and forth as it was
pushed down against the floor, her weight, and now his atop her,
grinding, grinding, grinding.

Emily ached and
gasped and shuddered and sobbed as the sensations of pain and
pleasure ripped through her mind, a mind burning with fiery sexual
heat and wild desire. Jeff bit into the underside of her ear, his
voice hypnotic, urgent, passionate.

“Anal slut!
Anal slut! I’m fucking your ass, Emily! Fucking your ass!”

She came, her
body jerking and bucking as the massive wall of sensory fire
flashed through her nervous system. Her mind spun like a leaf in a
flood and she cried out in helpless, wanton ecstasy as Jeff’s heavy
body slammed down into her buttocks again and again and again. His
cock was a spear of hot flesh deep in her already overfull belly,
plunging through her anal ring and deep into her abdomen with every
hard stroke.

His hard
thrusts jerked her body back and forth so that she rolled over her
breasts, hard and swollen, pillowed out beneath her, and over her
throbbing clitoris, which spat shattering bolts of sexual lightning
up through her torso.

Jeff was only
just picking up speed, able to finally get his cock working within
the tight confines of her rectum. He was moving his hips more and
more energetically, using longer strokes now. He pushed himself
back erect, his hands going to Emily’s inner thighs, forcing them
wider still as he drove his thick, hungry cock down into her
ass.

He was cursing
and panting with pleasure and excitement himself now, ramming his
cock into her as hard and fast and deep as he could, both of them
gasping and moaning and crying out as their pleasure rose
higher.

Emily was
simply overwhelmed by it all, her mind battered by relentless waves
of sexual heat and pleasure so that she hardly knew what was
happening any more. But she knew that Jeff was ramming his cock
into her ass, and knew that her clit was burning and aching as she
was ground against the floor, and she knew the massive orgasm she
was riding had slowed only to pick up again and vault her still
higher.

Was she having
multiple orgasms? She neither knew nor cared. Her mind soared on
the bliss and feverish pleasure tearing through her body like sheet
lightning, and all she could do was gurgle and stare sightlessly at
nothing as she rode it out.

Her breasts
throbbed, her clit crackled with energy, her wrists pulled
spastically against the ropes binding them, her head jerked and
twisted on the floor. Her pussy squeezed down hungrily on the thick
cucumber inside her pussy, and the thick cock plunging up and down
in her rectum. She forgot to breath, and didn’t care.

* * * * *

Jeff carried
the long board across and grunted as he climbed onto the part of
the floor he’d already laid, then swung it down and lay it
alongside the others. He settled it carefully in place alongside
the next board, then used his nail gun to lock it in place. He
stepped back with a sigh and went for the next board. Things were
going well, despite the distraction posed by his nubile young
guest. He’d likely have the floor done by tomorrow, then could do
the inner walls and get the insulation in place.

“Jeff!”

He turned
towards the sound and a moment later saw Emily peer out of the
cabin door. She was still nude, of course, and looked around a
trifle nervously before stepping out into the sun. She stared
across at him and he turned to get another board. But he saw her
walking up to him, slowly, uncertainly, as he picked it up.

She was still
nude because her hands were tied behind her back. He’d run a wet
clothe over her body, giving her a bit of a scrub, helped tug the
cucumber out of her pussy, then tied her wrists carefully before
setting her in her bed. There were six perfectly laid loops around
her crossed wrists. They were loose enough to ensure circulation,
but keep her from removing them.

Her face was
red now as she moved closer, and her eyes were wary, but there was
something else in them too, a dark, if haunted excitement and
hunger.

“Emily,” he
said, not turning to look at her as he carried the next board into
the new section of the cabin.

“I-I’m tied
up,” she said uncertainly.

“I think you
like being tied up,” he said, laying down the board.

She didn’t say
anything as he nailed it into place, then backed up a bit as he
jumped down onto the ground next to her. Her eyes dropped and he
slipped a finger under her chin to raise her head.

“You look
gorgeous,” he said in a slow, low, breathy voice.

She flushed a
little, her eyes moving to the side.

“You look like
a hot, incredibly sexy little prisoner,” he said.

He combed her
hair back from her head. “Your hair is a mess, of course.”

“Jeff,” she
said in a protesting little whine.

He seized her
hair in both hands, and her head, and jerked both forward as he
leaned into her, crushing her lips with his. Her eyes went wide,
and she struggled slightly, moaning as his tongue thrust into her
mouth and his mouth mauled hers. For long, long seconds he kissed
her, passionately, deeply, hungrily, then he drew back to find her
eyes had nearly closed.

“Anal slut,” he
whispered.

Her eyes opened
and she blushed.

“You come
looking for my cock?” he teased. “You want it up the ass
again?”

“No! I mean,
no, sir,” she whined. “I need to wash my hair and… and I’m hungry
and I need to go to the bathroom!”

“But I like you
tied up, little slut,” he said. “I think you were born to be tied
up. Besides, I’ve got fourteen guys coming over to fuck you.”

She gasped and
her eyes went wide. “You do not!”

He grinned and
she relaxed, but was there a little disappointment there? He
thought he saw it.

“Maybe I’ll
just fuck you fourteen times,” he said.

“Jeff,” she
moaned.

He pulled on
her hair, not roughly, forcing her head back, then ran his hand
over her taut breasts.

“No, little
slut, I’m not quite ready to untie you. I like having a hot little
sex slave at my beck and call.”

“But – but – I
have to go to the bathroom,” she moaned.

He released her
hair and took her by the arm, then led her around the side of the
cabin to the outhouse, opened the door, and swung her inside,
putting her down on the toilet. Her face burned and she stared up
at him through wide eyes as he looked down.

“Jeff!”

“Go ahead.”

“I-I can’t go
while you watch me!” she sputtered.

“Well then,
since we’ve got time.”

He stepped into
the small outhouse and tugged his shorts down and off, bringing out
his rising cock. Emily stared in disbelief as he moved up to her,
straddling her and the toilet. He grasped her head and pulled his
face into his cock.

“Suck cock,
slut,” he said, being deliberately crude as he drove the head of
his cock into her mouth.

She groaned
around it, trying to speak, but he leaned into her, pushing his
cock deeper.

‘Suck,” he
ordered, pulling her hair out and back from the sides. “Suck.”

She began to
suck, her eyes rolling up at him as he started to pump.

“That’s it, my
little anal slut. Suck that cock. Maybe after I come in your mouth
I’ll piss down your throat.”

Her eyes bulged
and she stared up at him in disbelief.

“That’s right,
slave girl,” he taunted. “Maybe I’ll make you my piss slave. You
can come running whenever I want to take a leak and catch it all in
your sweet little mouth.”

He pumped
harder, deeper, tilting her head back more as he moved closer, and
then she gagged as he forced himself down her throat. She was
starting to urinate now, as her mind was distracted and her muscles
relaxed. And he leered down at her as he forced the last inch of
his cock down her slender throat and jammed her head back against
the back wall of the outhouse.

“Eat cock,
slut,” he breathed. “I’m gonna feed you cock every morning, noon
and night.”

Her back was
arched, her legs spread wide as he began to thrust in and out of
her mouth. She was still urinating, her legs jerking, feet pawing
at the floor and then the walls as he rocked her body back with
harder thrusts.

He could feel
her throat spasming around his cock as he pumped in and out, and
she was groaning and gasping, gagging and gurgling as he rode her
face. His balls were ready to explode, and he yanked himself back
with a gasp, easing his body back as well. She was finished
urinating, but her flailing body had seen to it that she had
spattered the seat and her thighs.

He grinned at
the shocked look on her face as she gasped for breath and gulped in
air, then pulled her forward by the hair, turned her around, and
bent her over the toilet. She grunted and fell to her knees, and he
rode her down, jabbing his spit-wet cock against her anal opening.
She cried out weakly, but he easily forced himself into her, and
though it hurt she was so dazed her muscles failed to fight very
strongly.

“Oh fuck,” she
gasped, shuddering.

“That’s what
I’m doing,” he said, gripping her hair again and yanking it
back.

He reached
between her legs and let his finger stroke back and forth over her
clit as he forced his cock deeper, ignoring her pleas and protests,
her gasps and moans.

“Oh! Oh! God!
Oh! Ow!”

“What a sexy
little ass you have,” he said, driving himself into her to the
balls. “What a hot, tight little ass.

He yanked on
her hair.

“Ow! Fuck! Stop
it!”

“Tell me you’re
my anal slut,” he growled, mounted atop her, his chest pressing
down against her back now, his lips inches from her ear. “Tell me
you’re my anal slut!”

“Oh! Ungh!”

“Say it, slut!”
he growled, yanking on her hair.

“Oww! I’m your
anal slut!”

“Again, bitch
whore!”

“I’m your anal
slut!”

“Again, sex
toy!”

“I’m your anal
slut!”

All the while
he worked his hips in and out, worked his finger against her clit,
licked and bit into the nape of her neck.

His cock was
pumping freely into her rectum now, and she was sweating and
gasping and moaning and panting for breath in the overheated little
shack as Jeff thrust his cock into her again and again.

Her eyes
narrowed to slits, and her hips began to work back against him as
her voice gave way to gurgling, grunting sounds of passion and
pleasure.

“Maybe I’ll
piss in your ass when I’m done,” he growled.

He jerked hard
on her hair and she cried out in pain, her eyes opening.

“Look at the
mess you made on the toilet seat,” he said, thrusting, thrusting,
thrusting. “Clean it off right now, you little piss slut!”

He twisted her
hair so she cried out in pain again, then forced her face against
the toilet seat, rubbing her lips against the yellow liquid,
ignoring her cries of disgust.

“Lick it clean,
piss slut. Lick it clean!”

“No! Oh! Ungh!
No! Please! Oww!”

“Lick, piss
slut! Lick it! Lick it, anal slave!”

Dazed, moaning, burning up on the inside as well as the outside,
her tongue came out and she liked at the piss she’d left on the
seat. Her eyes were wide and full of disbelief, but something dark
and hungry burned there too, and she shuddered as her tongue
flicked across the toilet seat, then licked again, and again. Her
tongue pushed far out and used long, hard licking motions as he
guided her face back and forth across the wooden seat.

And all the
while he thrust harder into her upraised bottom, his hips slamming
against her buttocks, his cock impaling her, reaming out her tight
little ass. She came with a series of bucking, shaking, thrashing
movements as he rode her like a bucking bronco, Then she came
again, and again as Jeff pounded himself into her and spilled his
seed in her belly.

 


 


 





Chapter
Five

 


 


 


 


Emily was
pissed at him.

Jeff decided he
was pissed at himself. He’d miscalculated, tried to take her too
far too fast. He’d succeeded. The girl had, after all, had a
tremendous climax while licking her own piss off the toilet seat.
But once the sexual heat drained out of her she was disgusted,
grossed out, and angry. Her mind wasn’t yet properly conditioned to
accept that sort of thing.

She’d demanded
he untie her, and he’d done so. Then she’d stomped off with soap,
mouthwash and toothbrush for a good hour, returning only to glare
at him before slamming the door of the cottage from the inside.

Yes, he’d gone
too far, too fast. He’d had too much confidence in her being a
natural and hadn’t taken enough consideration of her upbringing,
and the inhibitions she still had.

Now he wasn’t
quite sure what to do. An abject apology might work, but would not
put her mind where he wanted it. She was probably packing now, and
soon would come out and demand he take her home. If he refused
she’d make threats, the kinds of threats he didn’t want to
hear.

Had her grossed
her out that much, or had he frightened her by showing her what she
was capable of?

Either way he
needed to do something.

He put on his
shirt and walked out behind the cabin, then got into his car, and
turned around. Before she could appear he was gone, up the long,
dirty road to the fire trail, then up the fire trail to the
highway. He’d give her some time to cool down, and then something
new to focus her attention.

He didn’t have
to go all the way into the city. There was a place he knew up the
highway about half an hour.

When he
returned it was with bags and boxes. He parked just up the road,
picked out several items and snuck up to the cabin. The door was
open again, and he could hear her moving around inside. He set down
the boxes he’d bought and then slid back into the woods, moving
around in the trees until he could watch.

When she came
out again she noticed them, of course. She immediately looked
around her, then went around behind the cabin to look for the car.
She returned and picked up the boxes, then looked around into the
trees.

“Jeff! I want
to go home now!”

He didn’t
answer, of course. She took the boxes inside and he crept forward
with a couple of more boxes, then eased around to the side to peer
through the window.

Emily had
always loved leather. In retrospect, that should have been a clue,
but he’d never put it together. She’d always loved boots, too, but
she’d never had a pair like this. And as he’d suspected, she
couldn’t help trying them on.

They were
gorgeous boots, thigh high leather zipping up the inside, with
stiletto heels. There was a full length mirror attached to the side
of one of the shelving units, and she walked over to it, moving
surprisingly well on those five inch heels, and posed in front of
it.

But she must
have known the boots didn’t look right over her jeans. She walked
back to the table and opened the other box, pulling a thick
collection of leather from it. She puzzled over it for a few
moments, trying to put it around herself, before she figured out
what more or less went where.

Then she went
back to the doorway and looked around before going back. She closed
the door, and he ducked low and waited a full two minute count.
When he slid up again she had lost the jeans and was wearing the
high cut leather thong which had come in the box. She was just
finishing zipping up the boots, and now stood up, running her hands
over her bare hips, her eyes excited.

She walked to
the mirror and seemed to suck in her breath as she stared at
herself, turning and posing, pushing her tight little bottom out at
the mirror. She still had on her T-shirt, but she walked back to
the table and peeled it up and over her head as he watched, then
undid her bra and picked up the leather halter.

She wrapped it
around her waist and zipped it up at the side, exhaling to let her
pull the zipper all the way up. There was a kind of shelf rather
than cups for her breasts. The shelf pushed her breasts up, and
curled up partway around the outside, ending in a pair of straps.
The straps pulled up higher, then curved in across the top of her
chest, crossed her shoulders, then buckled together behind her
neck.

Finally,
another strap went straight across the top of her breasts, pressing
them down. The affect was to squeeze her breasts together as well
as lifting and supporting them. She walked back to the mirror and
stared at herself breathlessly, her hands gently caressing her
breasts.

She turned and
he ducked low, then scurried back into the trees as the door
opened. He saw her pick up the bags he’d left and then close the
door, and he hurried back, again waiting, knowing he should have
had more patience earlier. After another two minutes he slid up
along the wall and peered through the window.

She had the
collar on, and was fastening the leather restraints around her
wrists. That only left the nipple chain. He saw her staring at it
for a while, trying to figure out where it went. She examined the
loops at either end, and understood how they opened and closed, but
they wouldn’t open very wide at all, so where could they go.

And then she
understood, and jerked as if startled. At first she put the chain
back down, going to the mirror to look at herself again, to pose
and arch her back, to turn and stare at herself.

Then she went
back to the table and picked up the chain. Her nipples were very
hard, of course, and she had no difficulty getting the loop around
one nipple. She turned the little screw, turned it harder, wincing
now. She picked up the other end of the chain and attached it to
her other nipple, wincing a bit again. Now she walked back in front
of the mirror.

* * * * *

Oh my God I
look so hot!

Emily was
almost dazed at the sight of her body. Her breasts were surrounded
by leather, hot and throbbing as they were squeezed from all
directions. And her nipples burned as the loops crushed them
stingingly. But she looked like sex incarnate! She drew her head
back, exposing her collar more clearly, and pulled her hands up
beneath to bring her wrist restraints into better view.

Little sex
slave, she thought, her mind burning. Hot little fuck toy. She
squeezed her breasts and moaned. They felt so incredibly hot! She
paid no attention to anything else around her, and did not see Jeff
peeking through the window, watching her, as she arched her back
and moaned softly.

* * * * *

Jeff watched
her staring as if transfixed. Then her hands went to the nipple
chain, and she tightened it, gasping as she did. Her fingers
tightened the other, and again she gasped in pain, and then shifted
from foot to foot as she grimaced and waited out the sharp burning
pain.

He made his way
around to the door and slipped his key into the lock, then pushed
the door open. She turned and gasped as she saw him, her hands
going in front of her breasts.

He grinned and
let a long chain fall from one hand, then held the chain out.

“This goes with
it,” he said.

He walked
forward slowly, and she glowered poutily at him, backing against
the side of the shelf opposite the mirror. He showed her the chain
he held and she studied it warily.

“It fits to the
other one,” he said, motioning her to move her arms away.

She refused to
move her arms at first, but he got them up enough to expose the
chain dangling between her breasts. And as she watched he clipped
the new, longer chain to the centre.

“It’s a leash,”
he said.

She looked at
it, startled, gasping aloud.

He pulled then
gripped her arms and turned her slowly. She resisted passively, but
that, of course, accomplished little as he was so much bigger and
stronger. He got her turned around, then pulled her wrists back
together behind her and locked the restraints together. When he
turned her again he picked up the chain and she was able to stare
at herself in the mirror, arms behind her back, the nipple chain
pulling up and out.

He tugged
gently, and she squealed as he turned her and led her across the
cabin. She had little choice but to follow as he led her a full
circuit around the inside. He stopped her and went to the door.
There was another package there, and he picked it up and brought it
inside, setting it on the table, then took a black latex ball gag
from a bag and showed it to her.

“See how clean
and shiny it is,” he said softly.

He pushed it
against her mouth and she stared at it in fascination, then let her
mouth be slowly forced open, bit by bit, until the gag was stuffed
through and filled her mouth. He pulled the strap around behind her
and buckled it, then led her back in front of the mirror again.

“Look at this
hot little slut,” he said. “Look at this helpless little bondage
slut, all ready to be gang raped by a dozen hairy truck
drivers.

He tugged
lightly on the nipple chain and she winced and moaned into the
gag.

“Maybe I'll
sell her to an Arab slave trader,” he said, his voice soft in her
ear as he plucked at her nipples. “Maybe she’ll find herself
standing on a stage like this while men call out bids at a slave
auction. Would you like that little bondage slut?”

He ran his lips
up the nape of her neck.

“You’d be
tortured,” he said. “Whipped. Punished. Gang banged.”

He moved back
and led her by the leash across the room. He bent her over a low
counter by the wall and pulled the chain up and forward, then
hooked it around a pipe and left her like that to return to the
table. He moved up behind her and ran his hands over her bare
bottom. The thong snapped together on one hip, and he undid it,
then pushed her legs open.

“Keep your legs
straight slut, and push your hot little ass back.”she obeyed,
moaning into the gag, but her head turned hard and she gasped as
she saw the anal plug. He smirked at her, lubed it, and then began
to work it into her back hole. It sank in fairly easily, and he
then took out the latex vibrator. He put in the batteries as she
watched, then turned it on and rubbed it up and down her moist
sex.

He began to
ease it up into her pussy in short, slow motions, sinking it deeper
and deeper with each slow stroke, turning it from side to side.
When it was deep he pulled the leather thong up and jammed the
crotch against the base of the vibrator before snapping the buckle
in place on her hip.

He left her in
place as he went to get his car, parked it, and brought in the rest
of the gear he’d bought. He put it away then went out front and
looked over his wood. In no time he had attached a two by four to
the centre of another. He brought them inside and nailed the
T-shaped frame to a heavy base.

Then he brought
her over to it. Her eyes were shining and full of heat and hunger
as he turned her back to the upright two by four and undid her
restraints. He pressed her back against the two by fours, and drew
her willing arms behind the horizontal one, then forward. A short
length of chain passed over her abdomen locked her wrists in place,
and a length of strap around her ankles bound them to the lower
part of the vertical post.

Her back was
arched across the top of the T, and he removed the chains from her
nipples.

She moaned into
the gag, almost at once, the pain hot and sharp as circulation
returned. Very soon the pain would ease and leave behind a pins and
needles sensation, and her nipples would be throbbing and sensitive
to the touch.

He showed her
the flog.

It was very
light, the thin laces less than a foot long, and quite soft, and
would sting only a very little, but it was the first flog she had
ever seen and would not know that.

“I’m going to
whip your breasts,” he said, matter of factly.

She stared at
him in disbelief, and shook her head violently from side to
side.

He swung the
flog down and struck her right breast. She squealed into the
gag.

“Slut,” he
said.

She stared at
her breast, and at the flog, and he whipped it again. Once again
she yelped, but there was little fear in her voice now. And
considerable excitement. He began to flog her breasts with steady
sweeping motions. The thin laces did no damage, but were starting
to make her soft breasts pink. He swung harder, and she yelped and
moaned as the thin laces stung,.

* * * * *

Emily nearly
swooned in heat. Again she was assaulted by that sense of wild
disbelief at what was going on, her body flooded with little shocks
of wonder and awe and swirling waves of heat. She had to stand
still, helpless, her arms pulled back, chest thrust out, as Jeff
whipped her tits!! It stung, but that hardly seemed to matter. And
her nipples felt like they were on fire every time the little laces
cut across them. Oh how they ached to be sucked and licked!

Her body shook
and she pulled against the ropes again and again, not to escape,
but for constant reassurance that she couldn’t as Jeff tortured
her.

And meanwhile
the vibrator was purring away inside her pussy, holding her sex
lips apart, making her insides churn and boil, so near to her clit,
yet so far that she wanted to scream. Jeff was turning her into a
bondage slut!

He flogged her
breasts for several minutes, verbally abusing and taunting her,
turning her breasts a bright pink, making them throb and boil. Then
he put down the flog and took out the riding crop. Again her eyes
widened, and he rubbed the little slapper on the end over her
swollen nipples.

Then he began
to strike them, using just the soft leather at the end, using
short, rapid little slapping motions that made her nipples sting
and swell and burn until she was squirming and moaning and twisting
in place.

She closed her
eyes, biting into the gag, yelping and moaning as her nipples stung
again and again, as sharp little daggers of pain ripped through
them and her breasts jerked and wobbled under the impact. She was
sweating like a pig, and yet the heat inside her was even more
powerful, threatening to consume her mind.

Now he put down
the crop and tore open a plastic package. She gasped as she saw the
long, thin, menacing looking metal spikes. He opened a small bottle
of alcohol, and then the package of pads. He swabbed her nipples
and the area around them as she looked on, eyes wide, then showed
her the needle.

“I’m going to
pierce your nipples,” he said. “It will only hurt for a second,
probably the same as getting your ears pierced.”

She shook her
head frantically, shocked.

“Keep
still.”

And she
couldn’t stop him! She couldn’t do anything as she stared in
fascinated horror at the needle coming closer to her already
throbbing, burning nipple.

He pinched his
finger and thumb against the flesh at the base of her right nipple,
then placed the needle against the side as she trembled and pulled
against the frame. He pushed the needle in a bit, then thrust
sharp, quick and clean.

She let out a
yell, but it ended quickly as he pulled the needle through and then
slipped the ring through her nipple.

In another
minute it was done, and two silver rings big enough to slip around
his thumb were dangling from the shocked young girl’s nipples. He
tugged open the front of her thong and slid his hand inside,
fingers rubbing at her clit, pressing it down against the vibrator
stuffed inside her.

“Hot, nasty
little bondage slut,” he whispered, gnawing at the side of her
throat. “Filthy little sex toy. I'm going to fuck you and pound
your tight ass and give you to my friends and then sell your body
to Arab slave dealers.”

Her head was
back, and she was grunting and moaning and grinding her hips
against him as he rubbed harder and faster. And then she cried out
into the gag, cried out again, and again, louder with every great
breath, feeling the freedom of being gagged, the lack of any need
to restrain her ecstasy as her body jerked and shook and she flung
herself against the bonds holding her tightly to the frame.

Then she
collapsed, exhausted, moaning, eyes slitted and he eased his hand
out of the thong and tugged it back into place. He unstrapped her
legs, then lifted them up and back, locking her ankles to the
opposite ends of the horizontal two by four, leaving her lewdly
exposed as he pulled the thong off completely.

He gripped the
base of the vibrator and pumped it slowly in and out of her as he
eyed her sweating face. He twisted it from side to side, turning
it, changing the angle, and often pulling it free entirely to let
it stroke back and forth along her slit and over her clitoris. Then
he thrust it deep again, and put some force behind it, thrusting it
in until her groans started to sound like real pain, then grinding
it from side to side and pulling it back again.

He put it down
for a bit and picked up the camcorder, grinning as he took videos.
“A little

recording of
your holiday adventure you can show all your little friends,” he
said tauntingly.

He produced a
large enema bag, which she failed to recognize, filled it, then
worked a hose into her exposed anal opening and opened the spigot.
She gasped and her eyes went wide as she felt the water rushing
down into her anus, and she tried to speak into the gag, her eyes
staring at him.

He only grinned
back and let the water flood down into her bowels.

When the bag
was empty he twisted the hose free, leaving the nozzle in place to
block her opening, and pulled over a chair. He set to working on
her clit again, licking and stroking, pinching and massaging,
working the vibrator in and out again, and sometimes letting it
glide across her clit.

As the minutes
passed the pressure in her belly grew worse and worse, but the
pleasure in her mind and body grew higher and higher, and the two
sensations twisted and churned inside the helpless young girl.

Oh no, you’ve
never thought of something like this before, have you, you little
slut, he thought to himself.

God, she had
nice legs, he thought, running his hands up and down along her
thighs and the backs of her calves. He let his tongue follow,
taking his time as she groaned and whimpered in growing pain. Then
he returned to her pussy, sucking and licking more energetically on
her clit.

It looked like
she was approaching a climax, and he didn’t want that. He stood up
with a sigh and gripped the frame, twisting it around so that it
faced away from the door, then he tilted it back and, holding the
top portion, dragged it across the floor and out the door. He was a
big, powerful man, and the girl likely didn’t weigh much beyond a
hundred and ten or so. The frame added some weight, but it still
posed few problems as he dragged her along the ground to the tree
line.

Then he set to
work on her again, pumping the vibrator, massaging her clit, and
tugging lightly on her new nipple rings. That made her squeal, her
nipples likely very sore indeed, but seemed to do little to
diminish the heat gripping her young mind. He jammed the vibrator
deep, and it wasn’t his imagination, he was sure, that it was going
deeper than before, working itself into the trembling, sweating,
panting, moaning young sex kitten’s belly to the hilt.

When she
started to come, her body started to shake, her head to jerk
frantically back and forth, he moved behind her, gripped the plug,
and yanked it free. The contents of her bowels of course, spewed
out, and the release kicked the energy level of her orgasm up
several notches so that she howled into the gag with mindless
rapture.
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“Please fuck my
ass, sir!” she begged.

“Not good
enough,” he said, casually slouching on the sofa.

Emily moaned
weakly, her chin dropping onto her chest

God how her
legs hurt! Her ankles burned, and her feet trembled. She was on the
balls of her feet, her wrists tied together above her with loops of
rope. He had removed all the leather and she was entirely naked.
She had spent all night on her feet, tied like this, back straight,
gag in her mouth, while he slept.

It had been –
surreal. She had somehow managed to remain in a state of heat, a
low, thrumming sexual awareness and desire, all through the dark
night, sweating, drooling through the gag, or around it, her back
stiff and aching, her feet sore. Every few minutes she would raise
one leg, bending her foot back against her bottom, groaning in
relief. Then she would lower it again and raise the other. Still,
her legs were stiff and sore.

The sun had
finally risen, and then she had watched the shelves, listened for a
sound that he was waking. And finally he had, wearing just his
cutoffs, shuffling out from behind the shelves, yawning, scratching
his chest, grinning at her. He had gone to the wall, to where the
rope which went up over the roof beam and then down again was tied
to a hook.

He’d lowered
it, and her arms had come down a little, but then he’d retied it
and come over to her, pulling on her hair to force her head
back.

“Spread your
legs, slut,” he ordered in a strangely ordinary voice.

She had, of
course, and he’d thrust the vibrator into her pussy and turned it
on. He’d held her hair as he pumped it in and out, in and out,
twisting it, turning it, working it deeper, using more and more
pressure and force so that it began to hurt. Still he had pushed,
ignoring her muffled cries of pain.

He had all-but
buried the thing in her aching belly.

Then he
produced some thin rope, looped it around her waist several times,
then down from the right hip, down under her buttock, and across
the base of the vibrator before pulling up sharply in front, again,
at an angle, up tight to her right hip. Another loop back down
across her abdomen, over the base of the vibrator, and once more up
beneath her buttock to tie to her hip.

He fed the rope
around her back, then down her right hip, under her right buttock,
across the vibrator, and up her leg hip in front, then back again.
And finally, he tied a thin cord, rough twine horizontally from one
loop on the right side of her lower abdomen to the other on the
left, with a big knotted ball right over her clit.

Then he’d gone
back to the wall, but instead of lowering it he had raised it
higher, forced her onto the balls of her feet! Then he’d retied it
and come over to grin at her.

Finally he
undid the gag and worked it gently out of her mouth. There was no
saliva now. Her mouth was bone dry, and she was both hungry and
terribly thirsty.

“Jeff,” she
moaned.

“Sir,” he said,
slapping her bottom sharply.

“Sir!” she
gasped.

“Now, do you
want something to eat?”

“Yes.”

He slapped her
bottom.

“Yes, sir!”

“Do you want
something to drink?”

“Yes, sir!”

He scratched
the tip of his nose idly.

“I can get you
something to eat and drink, and cut you down from there. But only
when you beg well enough to please me.”

“Bastard,” she
said weakly.

He grinned and
slapped her bottom sharply, and she yelped in pain.

“What you need
to do is beg me to fuck your ass,” he said. “You need to show me
how desperate you are to get my cock up your tight little ass.
Until I believe you really, truly want my cock more than anything
I’m not going to do a thing but leave you here.”

And then he
went and made breakfast. The smell of bacon and eggs would have
made her mouth water if she hadn’t been so dry.

Not that she
was dry – everywhere.

Her pussy
ached, but the vibrator and the cruel rope cutting into her flesh
was making her blood burn, just as he’d no-doubt known it
would.

“Please fuck my
ass, sir!” she begged, for the hundredth time.

He’d already
finished eating and washed up. And her ankles ached and shook. It
was hard to keep herself up, and now the ropes around her wrists
were biting into her soft flesh, supporting more of her weight.

He ignored
her.

“Oh please fuck
me in the ass!” she cried. “Please let me feel your beautiful cock
in my asshole! Please fuck my ass, sir! I love your cock! I love
feeling your beautiful cock in my ass, sir! Please, please, please
fuck me up the ass!”

“Not good
enough,” he said. “I’ve got to get to work. I’ll be back in a
couple of hours to see if you feel more strongly.

A couple of
more hours like this, she thought, panicking. “Please, please,
Jeff! Please fuck my ass! Please sodomize me! Oh please drive your
cock up my ass to the balls! Please ram your cock so deep into my
ass it hurts! Please, please! Oh please fuck my asshole!”

He seemed to
hesitate, and the words tumbled out of her mouth as she begged him
to fuck her ass, to ram his cock, his prick, his meat into her, to
pump her full of his seed. To bury himself in her ass and ream her
out as hard as he wanted.

And finally he
relented, and she felt a wave of relief as he went to the wall and
lowered her arms a little. She was able to sink fully down on her
heels, and her arms dropped a bit so that her spine no longer felt
so strained.

But then he
tied the rope in place, came around behind her, and ordered her to
spread her legs until she was once again on the balls of her feet.
But she’d obeyed, desperate to have him fuck her ass so she could
get something to eat and drink and beg let down. She felt his cock
nudging her anal opening, and felt it slippery and warm, like he’d
coated it with something.

It pushed into
her smoothly, though he had to draw back repeatedly. But he soon
had it deep inside her. The fullness she had felt from the vibrator
redoubled now with Jeff’s big prick in her ass, and his balls
pressing against her spread buttocks. Her legs were stretched
straight down and out wide, on the balls of her feet, as he ground
his pelvis into her bottom.

His hands slid
around her, kneading and massaging her breasts as he worked his
cock up into her with hard, deep thrusts. Her body was shaking,
jerking, moving in response to his hard thrusts, and she gasped and
panted, feeling her inner heat rising as he kneaded her breasts,
rolled her sore nipples between his fingers, and reached down to
rub at the base of the vibrator he had jammed inside her.

“Oww! Oww!
Don’t!” she gasped as he slipped a finger through the twine tied
across the top of her slit and rubbed the rough little knot back
and forth over her clit.

She felt raw
and sore, but her clit was throbbing, pulsing with fire and heat,
and as he continued to rub it got even more sore, and then it
seemed to become almost numb before shifting sensations began
emerge. The heat was like fire now, and her sensitive clit was
white hot. An orgasm ripped through her belly and she cried out
again and again, her voice breaking and choking as Jeff continued
drive his cock up into her bottom with hard strokes.

He kept rubbing
the knot across her clit, and growled as he bit into her throat. He
plucked at one of her nipple rings, and he continued to thrust
himself up into her with shattering force. The orgasm burned down,
leaving her gasping, breathless, and then, somehow, it was there
again, not very many seconds later, rising, spiralling upwards,
carrying her with it into another shattering orgasm, and then
another, and then another, as her body shook with paroxysms of
helpless orgiastic pleasure.

* * * * *

There were ways
to condition young minds. Jeff had done it with animals, and he saw
no reason to believe it would work any differently with a young
woman like Emily. She had begged very nicely, and her rewards were
continuing. After pumping his semen into her rectum he eased her
down, letting her kneel and recover. He removed the vibrator, but
inserted the butt-plug in her anus, wanting it to get more used to
penetration.

He stroked and
caressed her, and spoke soothingly. He led her to the table,
crawling, his hand on her hair. He had her kneel on the floor
there, sitting on her heels, knees well apart. She was happy too,
of course, her legs being so sore and stiff. And as she knelt by
the table, he bound her wrists behind her and fed her bits of bacon
and pieces of pancake covered in syrup. He let her drink from a cup
he held in his hand as he complimented her on how beautiful she
was.

Of course,
though his voice was very kindly and soothing, the words were not
those a msn was supposed to use with his best friend's daughter,
and he was sure her parents would have objected to anyone using
such words.

“Such a lovely,
obedient little whore,” he said in a soft, gentle voice. “You’re a
perfect little sex toy. You love taking it up the ass, don’t you,
sweetheart. Such a perfect little ass you have. It’s made for
swallowing cocks. You’re such a responsive little anal slut. I
can’t believe men aren’t beating down that door drooling to get
their hands on your sexy body, and those beautiful breasts. Do you
know how incredible they look with those nipple rings there? You
are incredibly sexy.”

And on and on
he went as he stroked her hair, gently stroked the undersides of
her breasts, caressed her back, and fed her. Then he attached a
leash to her collar and let her look at it as he stood up. She
inhaled sharply and her eyes widened a little.

“I bet you’d
like a bath,” he said. “I prepared one for you.”

“Oh thank you,
Jeff,” she groaned.

He shook his
finger at her, then leaned forward and slapped her face
lightly.

“Sir,” he
said.

“Thank you,
Sir,” she said.

He nodded, then
undid the wrist restraints. “Now. I want you to crawl out there.
Come on. Get on all fours, little slut.”

She cooperated,
her breathing coming a little faster, her eyes wide, her body
starting to stretch out. He walked ahead of her, pulling on the
leash, and she followed, crawling across the floor, her breasts
hanging below her, her eyes alive with excitement, despite how
tired she must be.

She crawled
after him outside, then off to the side of the door where he kept a
large steel tub. He had already filled it with water, and mixed in
boiling water from the stove to get it hot. Now he had her crawl
into it and stay kneeling as he knelt down beside her, sponge in
one hand, soap in the other. He squeezed water over her back and
head with the big sponge, then began to soap her up, letting his
hand slide over her slick body to add layers of soap, then using
both hands to caress and massage her, as well as working on her
hair.

She knelt
submissively, but moaned softly as his hands rubbed over her soapy
groin, stroking across her clit. Her clit was extremely sensitive
now, and the soft, soapy caresses soon had her bottom grinding and
rolling back at him as he ran his other hand over her soapy belly
and breasts. He formed three fingers into a tight wedge and pushed
them into her pussy, letting her thrust herself back against them,
and then stroked his thumb across her clit as she came.

He rinsed her
off, then helped her out of the tub. Again he had her kneel on all
fours as he used towels on her hair and body. He brushed out her
hair, and then brushed her teeth for her, holding up water for her
to rinse and spit.

He had her put
on the long, leather boots, then, and strapped her ankles to her
thighs. Then he introduced her to something else new – a leather
sleeve which, once she bent her arms, slipped over her elbows and
tugged up to her shoulders, then was buckled in place, holding her
hands up by her shoulders. Again he tugged on the leash, and she
had to crawl forward on elbows and knees alone.

He led her,
crawling, across to where he was building the addition, and had her
sit on her heels. Then he laid out a number of items, from hammer
to screwdriver, to water bottle, to measuring tape, to pencil and
knife, and told her that when he wanted one he would ask for it and
she could bring it to him – in her mouth.

For the first
hour she seemed so fascinated, , so mesmerized by her role of
crawling servant that she was constantly looking down at herself,
and at her arms, and at him. And every time he asked for something,
sometimes even though he had no use for them, she dropped onto her
elbows and knees, fetched it in her mouth and, self consciously
excited by the degradation, crawled over to drop it into his
hand.

Whereupon her
called her a beautiful little dog slut, stroked and caressed her
head slipped a hand between her legs to finger her swollen
clit.

Then he added a
new twist to the game. He nailed a thin piece of wood to a flat
board, then slipped one of the dildos over it. He had her now sit
on her heels on the flat board so that her pussy sank down onto the
dildo. That clearly excited her a lot, and her face flushed the
first time she did it, especially as he was watching. He continued
to work, but watched out of the corners of his eyes as she began to
discreetly ride the dildo whenever he wasn’t turned her way.

To her it was
all a wild, kinky game, but Jeff was looking to change her attitude
on life, especially on sex, especially when it came to sex with
him.

She was clearly
getting frazzled by riding the dildo, clearly frustrated at having
to do it without him knowing. He wasn’t sure why she didn’t do it
openly, except that perhaps that was one more taboo, one more
inhibition she hadn’t been robbed of. So he waited until she looked
especially hot and then turned towards her and squatted in front of
her.

“Feeling hot,
little dog slut?” he asked, reaching forward and stroking his
finger across her clit.

She moaned.
“Yes, sir!”

“Do you know
what a dildo is for?”

She blinked at
him in confusion.

“It’s to
masturbate with,” he said.

He drew his
hand back and knelt facing her expectantly. “I want to watch you
masturbate on it,” he said.

Her face
flushed darker and she stared at him, a little stricken.

“Go on.
Masturbate on that dildo. I want to watch you fuck yourself.”

She bit her
lip, but she was obviously extremely hot, and as he watched she
began to ride up and down, slowly, her breathing getting more
ragged as she slid her soft, tight pussy up and down over the
dildo.

“Look at how
that plastic cock shines,” he said admiringly. “Your little cunt
must be very wet, slut girl.”

She broke her
stride for a moment, but resumed quickly, eyes filled with hunger
and fire and locked on his as he watched her. When she came she let
out soft, passionate cries of pleasure as he reached forward at
last and began to rapidly finger her clit.

He took the
sleeves off her arms, and she straightened them with a sigh of
relief. He undid the straps holding her ankles to her thighs and
again she groaned in relief. But then he took out a bottle of
suntan lotion and oiled her up, paying particular attention to her
pussy and breasts, of course. He spread a towel and told her she
could catch some sun. She lay back and did so as he worked.

Occasionally he
still asked for something, and when he did she would crawl over to
where it was laid, pick it up in her mouth, and bring it to him,
then crawl back to the towel and lay down. There was a lot of body
consciousness in the way she moved, in the way she lay, a definite
awareness of how she looked, and that he was watching her.

He worked for
an hour, then called her over.

“I think I want
to fuck you now, dog slut,” he said. “Turn around, spread your
legs, and raise your ass.”

Her face
flushed again, but she obeyed.

“Raise that hot
little pussy,” he said. “I think it’s well past time I fucked you
properly there. Yes, that’s it, dog slut. Now reach back between
your legs and rub your little clit for me.”

She did, and he
watched her getting more and more aroused.

“Yes, get
yourself all hot for me, dog slut,” he said, leaning against the
wood.

He picked up
the camcorder and turned it on, zooming in, then out. “Turn around
and lay on your back,” he said.

She did, then
gasped as she saw the camcorder. Still, she obeyed, laying back,
spreading her legs at his order. He tossed another dildo.

“Fuck yourself
while I watch,” he said. “Masturbate for me, you nasty little
slut.”

She moaned
anxiously, but obeyed again, gasping, her hips rolling as she
rubbed the rounded head of the dildo over her clit, then slowly fed
it into her hot, slick little pussy. She pumped it in and out,
rubbing her clit, rubbing and squeezing her breasts, staring at him
and the camcorder, her hips rising and rolling, her breath becoming
more and more shaky.

“Shove it in
deep,” he said. “then leave it there and get on all fours again.
Show me what a hot little dog slut you are. That’s it, raise that
little ass, spread your legs. Now beg me to fuck you. Go ahead,
beg, slut.”

And she did, of
course, hot, excited, filled with need. She knelt with her bottom
raised, the dildo sticking partly out, her body flaming with heat,
and begged him again and again, each time being told it wasn’t good
enough.

“If you don’t
get better than this I’m just going to have to take that dildo away
and then hang you by your wrists again,” he said sorrowfully.

“Please fuck
me, Jeff, sir!” she begged. “Please shove your beautiful cock into
my hot slutty pussy! Please pound my nasty cunt! Please climb onto
my back and ram your cock into my cunt hole! I need it so bad,
Jeff, Sir! I need your cock inside me! Please ride me like a nasty
little dog bitch!”

He put down the
camcorder and knelt behind her, and felt her hiss of delight as his
hands moved over her slick body. Then he took out his cock and
rubbed it up and down her slit repeatedly as she ground her bottom
back against him and moaned in pleasure.

“incest is
best,’ he said, sinking the fat, bloated head of his cock into the
mouth of her sex. “There’s nothing like fucking a hot, nasty,
slutty little girl.”

He pushed
deeper, feeling her hot, slippery flesh part before him as he drove
himself deep into her belly. And when his hips were jammed against
her taut buttocks she groaned in delight and he barely held himself
from echoing her.

“What a
beautiful, tight little cunt you have,” he sighed, his hands moving
up and down her body. “I can tell it was made to be fucked often by
big cocks. I bet you’d love to be gang banged by a dozen men. I bet
you’d love to be fucked all day and all night. You hot little dog
slut, you. Work your ass back against me. Ride my cock like the
hungry little slut you are.”

Emily groaned
and pulled forward, then thrust herself slowly back with a groan.
She did it again, and then again, and now he started to work his
own hips, thrusting into her, meeting her movements, his cock
moving faster and faster as her excitement mounted.

He drove
himself deep and held still, then slowly drew back.

“Squeeze your
cunt down,” he ordered. “Squeeze.”

He thrust deep
again, and again eased back. “Squeeze that cunt. Squeeze that
cunt,” he chanted.

Again he drove
deep, and grabbed her hair, yanking her head up and back.

“Squeeze, “he
said, letting the word come out of his mouth slowly as he withdrew,
as he felt her pussy squeezing down on him.

He thrust in
again, and again eased back, pulling on her hair, slapping her
bottom. “Squeeze,” he said.

Again and again
he thrust hard, then pulled back slowly. “Squeeze that cunt,” he
said. “Squeeze that cunt. Squeeze that cunt.”

And she did, as
he picked up the pace. And her pussy seemed to chew on his prick as
he pumped in and out. “Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! You nasty little dog
slut!” he gasped, hammering his hips against her buttocks as he
pulled back on her hair and roughly squeezed her breast.

He rode her to
a wild climax for both of them, and Emily sagged weakly afterwards,
gasping for breath.

 


 


 





Chapter
Seven

 


 


 


 


“Jeff,” she
moaned.

“Quiet, little
slut. Sluts like you should only use your mouth for sucking
cocks.”

She was
stretched out on the ground, spread-eagled not far from where he
was working, and he had driven pegs deep into the ground to hold
her like that, her glistening body hot under the noon sun. He
brought out a gag and stuffed it into her mouth, then left here
there for a bit while he fetched something new.

This was not
something bought in store, or at least, mostly not. He came back
with a bowl of sugar, and the girl stared at him, blinking against
the sun as he sprinkled the sugar liberally over her breasts, then
over her bare little pussy. He chuckled at her confusion. The sugar
stuck to her, of course, with the oil covering her. Now he held
over a can and half a dozen ants dropped onto her right breast. She
eyes widened and she squealed, her body jerking and trembling, but
she was spread tautly for just this reason.

He sprinkled
several more ants onto her other breast, then the rest over her
pussy, which was spread open around another dildo. He’d
deliberately used a dildo which was thick, but not too long. It was
completely buried in her tight, teenage pussy, but the base lay
just within her sex lips, holding them open. He sprinkled ants over
her open sex and onto her pussy lips and clit, where he’d dropped
the sugar, and then got up and went back to work.

The ants would
not hurt her, of course, but the feel of their little bodies
crawling over her breasts and pussy would drive her crazy. He
watched her now and then, grinning as she jerked and twisted and
tried to shake the ants off. But the little creatures were staying
where they were, as far as he could tell, and her initial panic was
beginning to ease. They were only ants, after all.

He went on
working, glancing at her now and then. Her body strained at the
bonds now and then, and trembled a lot, and once he saw her bucking
violently, eyes wild. But he did his best to ignore her as he
carried on his work.

He went back to
check on her after an hour, though, and was surprised to find a lot
more ants than he’d left. They were concentrated on her breasts and
pussy, but there were little black creatures moving slowly over her
thighs and belly as well, and she stared up at him imploringly.

“I guess they
invited some of their little friends to the party,” he said.

Grinning, he
got up and went into the cabin, returning with a small jar. He
squatted next to her and delicately pinched one of her nipple rings
between the tips of his fingers, then lifted it up, stretching out
her nipple and the areola around it. He slipped his other hand into
the jar, and drew out a couple of fingers with honey on them, then
rubbed the honey over her nipple.

He released it,
and did the same to the other, pleased to see that some of the ants
were immediately attracted to this fresh scent. He slipped his
finger back into the jar, then spread honey onto her clit, and
rubbed along her pussy lips. The girl moaned wildly into the gag,
her body shaking and quivering. He winked and left her there, going
back to his work.

Her body seemed
to wriggle continuously after that, her back arching, hips
straining and limbs pulling at the restraints. It was getting him
hot again, despite having fucked her not long ago. After an hour of
ants crawling over her pussy and breasts he figured she’d had
enough. He knew he had. He couldn’t stand the throbbing in his
shorts any more.

He picked up a
bucket of water and walked over to her, then threw it over her,
washing away the ants. Then he ripped off his shorts, dropped to
his knees between her spread thighs, and pulled the dildo out of
her pussy. He immediately thrust himself into her hard, and dropped
his heavy body on top of her, rutting furiously, driving himself
into her like a crazed sexual animal, pounding his cock into her
tight little pussy as hard and fast as he could.

She was soon
screaming into her gag, and he didn’t think it was out of pain

He rammed
himself into her furiously, and with every thrust he hissed into
her ear. “Slut! Cunt! Whore! Bitch! Slave! Dog!” over and over
again.

After he had
finished with her he untied her and put her on her belly,
spread-eagled again, and let the sun beat down on her other
side.

An hour later
he used her ass just as hard as he had used her pussy.

He drank plenty
of water through the afternoon. She didn’t, and her mouth was soon
dry from chewing on the rubber ball.

He untied her
at last, had her crawl back to the tub, and washed her. Then he led
her inside, and hung her up by the ankles, legs spread wide, a
dildo stuffed into her pussy and a vibrator taped to her thigh.

After a couple
of hours of that he pulled the gag out of her mouth, then pulled
her hair back, forcing her head well up and back behind her, and
knelt behind her to fuck her face and throat until he came. Then he
finally had her put on her leather outfit again and kneel as he fed
her bits of food from his fingers and let her sip water from his
cupped hands.

She protested
occasionally, when not gagged, but it was a half-hearted thing,
more for forms sake than anything else. She seemed enthralled with
the hot, slutty scene he’d created for her, and every new wicked
and depraved idea made her quiver with fresh excitement.

For three days
he treated her much the same. He tied her in uncomfortable
positions and made her beg for his cock, then rewarded her
lavishly. She was never untied, never on her feet except when
nearly hanging by her wrists, and wore nothing but the leather.

Then she
started getting used to it, and searching for ways to pick things
up a notch. She did this in the same way she’d originally provoked
him, by being bratty and disobedient.

In response he
did introduce something new. He hung her completely from her
wrists. He knew it wasn’t safe to do that for long, for though the
restraints were padded they still squeezed painfully into her
wrists. It was also exhausting, hanging by your wrists, and she
wasn’t the strongest of girls.

He hung her
with her arms spread, and her legs dangling loose at first, then he
used the light flog on her breasts and belly to warm her up. Then
he produced a larger flog, a longer flog, and tested it out on her
smooth young back for the first time.

Whether it was
the notion of being hung by her wrists, or the idea of being
whipped, she was so hot, so high, that her cries of pain were
interspersed with insults obviously designed to provoke him to
more, and so he swung harder, watching the flog slash across her
skin with heavier, harder blows so that her entire body swung and
jerked to the force.

She stopped
insulting him, but he continued to lay the flog across her back
again and again, in slow, measured blows. She cried out in pain at
every blow, her back arching, legs kicking or jerking. She was half
sobbing now, moaning, but she never asked him to stop, and he took
this as a signal. The flog cut across her back and bottom again and
again as she hung trembling and moaning and whimpering, until her
whole back side was red.

Was she
finished, he wondered. How far could he take it? What were her
limits?

You never know
until you test them, he thought, moving around in front of her.

He positioned
himself ahead of her and to the side, and she moaned, turning her
slitted, glassy, teary eyes to him. He swung the flog across her
breasts, still a little pink from the earlier lashing. He didn’t
use as much force as he had on her back, but the force was still
much greater than the childish little flog he’d used earlier.

She screamed
and her body jerked and thrashed for long seconds, and she sobbed
piteously.

“Beg me to stop
and maybe I will,” he said.

She moaned and
whimpered, but did not beg.

He slashed the
flog across her breasts again, and again she screamed and danced in
the bonds. Again, and again he swung, his arm moving harder now as
he brought the thin leather whipping down across her firm young
breasts. Long red lines as thick as his little finger began to
swell across her chest, and she sobbed wildly. Her chest and belly
and abdomen became pink, then red as the leather slashed and
snapped at her sensitive flesh.

* * * * *

Emily’s body
was hot all over. Every inch of her skin seemed to burn. Her
breasts seemed to pulsate with every beat of her heart. Her body
felt stretched out, her wrists burning, her arms numbed. She –
hurt. But the inner fire was hotter still. A sexual haze surrounded
her body, a cloud of pulsing hunger and exhilaration. She was
stunned, dazed, euphoric.

She was hanging
by her wrists naked and being whipped!

The enormity of
it was overwhelming her sensibilities, and her legs kicked and
jerked feebly as she bulged in every breath of air, then cried out
at fresh blows to her overheated flesh. Jeff moved slowly around
her, lashing out without warming so that the long, thin laces
slashed across her back and shoulders, across her belly and
breasts, like the claws of an angry cat.

He moved up on
her right, and she saw his arm swing, and then had an instant to
view the long, thin leather laces as they flew in to bite at her
breasts. The impact was like a rain of bee stings, and she cried
out instinctively, her body jerking, legs flailing weakly.

“Oh God!” she
panted.

“Whore. Slut.
Dog slave.”

The word were
like oil on the fire within her. She didn’t know why. She didn’t
care why. The whip cut across her back and she cried out again, her
body thrown forward, legs kicking weakly.

“Spread your
legs, whore. Spread them. Open them,” Jeff barked.

Her chest
heaving, Emily tried to obey, almost unthinking, forcing her tired
legs to the sides. They seemed so heavy! Yet she did so, gasping
for breath, and then screaming as Jeff sent the laces, more bunched
together now, swinging in against the soft, bare flesh of her
groin.

Her legs
snapped shut, her body swinging wildly as her head pulled back
painfully.

“Spread your
legs, slut. Spread them. Open your legs, Emily,” Jeff demanded.
“Open your legs.”

And she did,
whimpering, anxious, fearful, but overwhelmed by the heat filling
her mind. She slowly forced her trembling legs out to the sides,
and again Jeff sent the whip slashing in. The sharp pain sliced at
her sex and she screamed again, twisting, legs jerking and setting
her body swinging violently.

‘Open your
legs, slut. Spread your legs so I can whip your cunt again. Do it,
whore! Spread your legs!”

And again she
obeyed and again she screamed as the flog flashed in. Sweat beaded
on her chest and forehead, trickled down her breasts and belly and
buttocks. And still the whip cut at her again and again.

Jeff moved up
to her and jerked her head back by the hair, then reversed the flog
and thrust the handle at her pussy. Her legs jerked apart feebly,
and when he thrust the handle of the flog up inside her and began
to pump she gurgled in wild, animal pleasure, her entire body
shaking and jerking as she tried to rut against the whip.

She felt her
insides flaming, her flesh sucking and chewing and spasming around
the whip handle as it thrust up into her again and again. The base
punched at the deepest part of her sex, and it was too much to
take, the sensations to powerful. She screamed as she came, as the
massive climax racked her body and set her to spasming. She danced
madly, convulsions racking her body as her muscles twitched and
jerked and her eyes rolled back in her head.

* * * * *

“Emily is a
filthy little dog slut. She is a beautiful fuck slave whose body is
used by anyone who wants her. She is a mindless sex toy who is
whipped and used and tortured. Emily loves to suck cocks. She loves
to swallow them all the way to the balls. She loves to drink come.
Emily is never happy without a cock inside her. Emily is a crawling
little bitch in heat. She is a slave slut who needs to be chained
and led by a leash wherever she goes. Emily is a cheap whore who
gives her body to any man who wants her. Emily is… “

The words
droned on in her head, never ending. There were earplugs in her
ears, held in place though she was upside down. They were attached
to a walkman of some kind, playing a cassette which kept repeating
the foul, crude insults again and again and again.

“Emily is a
cocksucker. Emily loves to drink piss and come. Emily is a slave
who is whipped and beaten and used by many men. Emily is a
beautiful, sexy little slut toy to any man who ties her hands up
and uses her. Emily - .”

She could not
see, for she had been blindfolded. She could hear nothing other
than the words endlessly speaking into her ears. The words were
exciting, and the voice speaking them was a voice excited by the
words. It was her voice. Jeff had written out the words and she had
spoken them into the microphone, squirming as she did, eyes
shining.

Her arms and
legs were spread wide apart. He had hung her by her ankles and
locked her wrists down at the floor and out to either side. Then he
had flogged her, paying special attention to her groin, her pussy.
He had thrust the vibrator and dildo into her pussy and anus and
then left her. She didn’t know how long ago that had been. She had
no idea what time it was. She hardly knew what her name was.

Her mind
drifted through a miasma of sexual heat, hunger and excitement. She
hurt, but it didn’t seem to matter. She was horribly thirsty and
hungry, but that didn’t seem to matter either. The world of reality
was murky and distant, and nothing seemed close to her, nothing
immediate but her own sexuality, her own degradation.

She felt his
hands on her. How long had she been hanging? She had no clue, but
she reacted, moaning into the gag as she felt his fingers trace the
line of her sex where the vibrator had been driven achingly deep
inside her. His fingers found her clit and began to rub against it,
harder and faster as her body shuddered and trembled and the sexual
electricity built up in power and intensity.

She came –
again, gurgling and shaking, sobbing in mindless sexual wonder.

He lowered her
to the floor, then removed her leather restraints one by one,
replacing them with handcuffs, locking her wrists behind her back.
He took off her collar but left on her blindfold and gag, then
carried her somewhere, setting her down in – in water, in the tub,
she realized dazedly. She felt the warm water over her body, felt
his hands sliding slickly, and knew she was being soaped up, being
cleaned.

She was glad,
after a fashion, but hissed and moaned as his fingers passed over
her nipples, kneaded her breasts and caressed her pussy, her sore,
and yet throbbing pussy. She had been upside down for - a long
time, she thought. She felt dizzy now, as thought he world had
turned over – which it had, of course.

He rinsed her
off and dried her, combed out her hair, and carried her back into
the cabin. She felt the leather halter going around her belly,
cinching in tight so she grunted and gasped. He bent her over and
thrust the dildos up her pussy and ass, then pulled on the leather
thong.

He replaced her
metal cuffs with the leather restraints again, and set her down on
her knees. The dizziness was passing, and some small part of her
mind began to function once again. The hunger was gnawing, the
thirst overwhelming. She moaned around the gag in her mouth,
wanting to tell him.

He put her on
her knees on the floor and her legs spread as of their own accord.
She tried to straighten her back, too, but she felt terribly weak.
He worked the gag free and she tried to swallow.

“Would you like
some water, little slut?”

“Please,” she
tried to say.

Her face was
slapped.

“Please sir,”
she said, her voice almost toneless.

“Open your
mouth, slut.”

She did, and he
put something into it, something soft, wet. Her lips closed around
it and she felt a sense of gladness at how wet it was. She
recognized it as his cock, of course, though it was not completely
hard. She licked and sucked at it more for the water, though. And
he withdrew it quickly, then placed it in her open mouth again. It
was wet again, and again she felt the drops of water trickling down
her tongue, and moaned as her hot, dry mouth closed around it.

Again and again
and again he withdrew, then placed his cock, newly wet, into her
mouth. He let her mouth and suckle at his soaking wet balls, and
her mouth began to moisten. Yet she retained her desperation for
water, for real water. He took off her blindfold, and now she could
see him dipping his cock into a bowl of water, then giving it to
her, letting her lick and suck the liquid off his flesh.

He smiled at
her, and put the bowl down, but when she would bend towards it she
found she was leashed once more, and he tugged back on her collar,
holding her away. He put his toes into the bowl, then held them out
to her. She took them into her mouth at once, licking, sucking,
delighting in their moisture. Again and again he let her lick and
suck on his toes, then his fingers, and again on his balls and
cock. It wasn’t nearly enough, of course.

His cock was
hard now, and he pumped in her mouth as she sucked, thrusting it
down her throat again and again. When he came she swallowed his
semen, and he petted her and spoke soothingly and petted her again
and again. He put his cock into her mouth, wet, and again she
licked and sucked.

Then she felt
the hot liquid filling her mouth, and swallowed instinctively,
swallowed again and again. The taste didn’t matter.

“Swallow.
Swallow it, piss girl, little piss slut,” he said in a warm, genial
voice. “Swallow my piss, little toilet slut. That’s my slut. That’s
my little bitch.”

He patted her
again and let his finger caress her clit. Then he fed her
chocolates and candies, letting her lick them from his hands.
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Emily knelt on
the floor, gagged, watching the little portable TV he’d brought,
blushing, her skin hot as she looked at the videos he’d taken of
her, listened to herself begging to be fucked and sodomised,
watched herself crawl and masturbate.

“That is one
hot, sexy little slut.”

Jeff had been
saying such things for almost a week, but the voice which spoke
wasn’t his, and though her mind was a little hazy Emily gasped in
alarm, her head turning to see two strange men in the door before
she squealed and tried to hide herself. But her thighs were
strapped to her ankles and she could do nothing but try to hide
behind a chair as the two men, middle-aged, like Jeff, came into
the cabin.

“Colin, Luke,”
Jeff said. “Glad you could come.”

“How could we
miss an invitation like that,” the first man said. “You said you
had a hot, hungry little slut teenager who needed more cock than
she could possibly get.”

Jeff grabbed
her hair and Emily moaned as he pulled her back out from behind the
chair and set her on her knees in front of the men.

“Sit back on
your tight little ass, Emily, and spread your legs,” he ordered.
“Now,” he barked.

Trembling,
mortified, confused, Emily obeyed. She was wearing the little
leather thong, but her breasts were, of course, completely bare
save for the nipple rings.

“This is
Colin,” Jeff said, pointing to a nearly bald man in his late
forties or early fifties. He was a husky man who looked like a
farmer, and was wearing a checked shirt and jeans.

“This is Luke,’
he said, pointing to the taller, slender man with a grin on his
face and thick dark hair.

“They’re here
to rape you,” he said. “Sluts like you need raping, a lot of
raping, and I just can’t keep up with the need. “So go ahead, boys,
do anything you want to the little slut. Shove your cocks down her
throat, fuck her in the ass. She really loves that. She’ll beg for
it.

“She’s got nice
tits,” Colin said, squatting in front of her.

“Nice
everything,” Luke said.

Their hands
reached for her, fondling her breasts, and Emily trembled.
Something inside her wanted to run and hide in shame. Yet something
else rose to the surface, and it was the sexual heat Jeff had now
roused in her body, a heat which never seemed to be sated. Her very
skin felt hyper sensitive to every touch of their fingers, and she
found herself gasping as every tactile sensation rippled up through
her spine.

They were
complete strangers, and their hands were kneading and squeezing her
breasts, stroking her nipples, and sliding down between her
legs!

When Jeff
pulled away her thong to reveal the dildo, and the big butt plug
her face burned with shame but her body flamed with passion and
need. Their hands moved over her, and when one gripped the dildo
and began to pump it in and out she felt herself swept by a state
of shock.

“Hot little
cunt,” he said.

The heat
blossomed between her legs and she could not restrain herself. She
came, jerking feebly in Jeff’s grip as the man thrust the dildo up
again and again and the other pawed her breasts.

He pulled the
gag free and the other man, Colin, took her by the hair, drawing
her in against his groin, rubbing her face against his jeans even
as he undid them.

Shock still
echoed through her mind as she stared at his hardening cock, as he
held it out before her mouth. She hardly even knew his name and…
and …. Oh God, Oh God, Oh God!

She opened her
mouth and took his cock. She felt the smooth heat of his flesh push
over her lips and slide along her tongue, and closed her mouth,
sucking weakly as she looked up at him. The other man was still
kneeling beside her, still fondling her breasts and pussy, idly
pumping the dildo and stroking her clit. She moaned around the hard
cock as the man began to pump it in and out. He bunched up her hair
in his fist and began to jerk her against him, fucking her mouth, a
sneer on his face as he looked down at her, but hunger in his
eyes.

The other man
continued to kneel beside her, his hands between her legs and on
her bottom, rubbing and stroking, squeezing and kneading, while he
made excited, appreciative noises of hunger and disbelief. Emily
exulted in their hunger, their heat, their obvious excitement,
their want for her, reinforced in her belief of how hot and sexy
she was. And when the man before her sat down and drew her mouth
with him she felt a surging excitement as she bent, as her bottom
rose off her heels and into the air and her pussy rotated up to its
most vulnerable position. She sensed the other moving behind her
and spread her bound thighs apart as she continued to suck the
first man’s cock.

She felt the
hot, steamy rightness of it all as the second man rubbed his cock
along her bare little slit, then entered her. As she was used by
the two strangers, Jeff looked on. She was a slut and a whore and a
cocksucking sex toy, and she wallowed in the way they used her
beautiful sluttish body. She gasped and grunted and moaned around
the thick cock in her mouth, and gagged weakly each time the man
forced her lips down hard so his cock pushed into her throat.

Jeff had the
camcorder out now, and was video taping her as their hands mauled
her body and their cocks pumped wildly.

They turned
her, twisted her, thrust into her mouth and pussy and ass. Their
hands groped and roughly squeezed her breasts, and they came in her
face and in her hair. They used her, slapped her, used her again,
called her whore and slut and dog and bitch, and she wallowed in it
all until they had finally spent themselves in and over her body
and left.

* * * * *

Jeff removed
the leather, and all her restraints, then had her crawl out to the
tub. She obeyed without thought, groaning tiredly as she climbed
into the tub and let him wash her. When she crawled back in he had
her masturbate while he video taped her. Then he had her dance for
him, dance lewdly, rolling her hips, running her hands up and down
her body, posing and preening, bending and crawling. She straddled
his chair and ground herself against him, and lay on her back on
the floor and drew her ankles back up against the sides of her
head. Then he hog tied her and went to bed.

* * * * *

Another day
dawned, though she had kept no track of them. Jeff untied her,
sodomised her, then massaged the feeling back into her limbs, and
she crawled to the kitchen to kneel, legs spread, as he cooked
breakfast. She always seemed to be hungry, and thirsty, but she was
slapped if she said so.

She crawled to
the table as he ate and knelt again, bottom on her heels. He began
to feed her bits and pieces, and she licked them hungrily from his
fingers. Afterwards he went outside, and she crawled after him as
he headed to the construction site.

He turned and
looked down at her. “You can watch while I work. You can sit
here.”

He pointed,
oddly, to a sawhorse, and she didn’t understand.

“We’ll see how
long you can ride the horse,” Jeff said.

Emily gazed at
it uncertainly, and he pulled her to her feet and pushed her left
side against it.

“Put your leg
over it, slut.”

She swung her
leg across it, then, and gripped the wood in front of her as she
eased her bare pussy down onto the narrow edge of wood.

“Give me your
hands,” he said.

She licked her
lips, then extended her hands out in front of her, wrists crossed.
She was on her toes, able to keep most of the pressure off her
pussy that way, and she watched, her eyes alive with excitement as
he carefully wound the rope around her wrists then tied it tight.
He drew her arms up above her head and threw the line over the
brace above, then tied it off with her hands held just above her
head.

He grinned,
then bent and gripped one of her trim ankles.

“Jeff!” she
cried in protest.

He lifted the
ankle up and back behind her, then tied it to the back leg. He then
circled to the other side of the horse and snatched up her other
ankle, pulling it back as well. She squealed, and her hands closed
around the rope, her muscles bunching to hold her pussy off the
wood momentarily. She eased it down again, but continued to hold
herself up a little.

Her eyes
rebuked him, and he looked down, noting the muscles of her legs
working, too. Now that he had braced them for her she was using
them to help support herself. But he knew she would not be able to
do it long, nor be able to keep her grip on the rope more than a
couple of minutes.

“One more
thing,” he said. “Probably this will help you.”

He grinned and
produced a cucumber. It was not a small cucumber, but a very long,
very fat one Then he picked up her bottle of suntan oil and
squirted it over the end.

Her face was
drawn into a mask of anxiety and excitement as he showed it to
her.

He gripped her
bound wrists and lifted, raising her up higher, then slid the
cucumber underneath her and fit the oiled end against her wrinkled
little anal opening.

“Oh no! Oh!
Sir!” she wailed.

He grinned,
twisting the cucumber from side to side even as he eased her down.
She tried to hold herself up, but couldn’t, not that high off the
horse, and the pressure against her little anal opening mounted as
he held the other end of the cucumber up against the top of the
wooden cross post and waited.

“Nooo!” she
groaned.

Jeff looked at
her anal opening, watching the tight ring of flesh around the
cucumber being pushed back slowly, going wider and wider as the
girl struggled to hold herself up – and failed. The narrower part
of the cucumber was now wedged within the ring of her anal opening.
The wider part was still outside, and its thickness was helping her
to support herself.

But that would
only last until her sphincter gave way, until the slickness of the
cucumber allowed it to push inside, and that was happening even as
he watched.

“Oh! Don’t!”
she cried, her luscious little bottom squirming as she tried to
pull herself off the cucumber.

Jeff simply
moved it with her, allowing the tip to stay within her. And as she
began to weaken she sank down onto the fat green vegetable and let
out a yelp as the thicker body forced her ass wide enough to begin
to slide inside. Then it was a long, low, shuddering groan as it
slid slowly up into her belly.

“Oh! Oh! Oh
God! Ohh! Jeff! Unnggh!”

Inch after inch
slid up into the slender young girl’s anal opening as her muscles
weakened and her body’s weight drove her down onto it.

Two thirds of
the cucumber were stuffed up her ass, and Jeff stood back with a
grin, watching and waiting. She was still sort of using it as a
seat, the thickness helping to support her where her muscles
failed, but even as tight as it was it was sliding inexorably
deeper into her belly.

“Oh! Oh fuck!”
she moaned. “Fuck!’

With her ankles
lifted up behind her and tied in place there was just no way she
could move her pussy out to either side for long, and that meant
the cucumber had to push down against the wood. Her body was angled
forward, and most of the pressure, as her muscles weakened, came
down on her hairless little mons, but there was a steady and heavy
pressure against the base of the cucumber as well, and it pushed
even deeper into her tiny body.

“Please!” she
groaned.

“Please what?”
he asked innocently.

“Please take it
out sir!” she groaned.

“I don’t think
so. Besides, it will help keep the weight off your pussy – a
little.”

“Oh! Oh! It
hurts inside me,” she groaned.

“Just a few
cramps. You’ll get over them, slut. As for your whining…”

He thrust the
ball gag into her mouth, then left her there.

He moved over
to the wood and began to measure. He had the floor in, now, except
for the part where the toilet would go. He was putting in the roof
now.

Emily paid
little attention. She squirmed slowly, trying to ease her weight on
the edge of the sawhorse. The fat dildo was jammed deep into her
ass, the base pushed down against the sawhorse. Whenever she let
her weight ease back against it the cramping and pain inside her
became too much, and she had to lean forward again. That put her
weight on her pussy, and that soon began to burn and ache
fiercely.

She tried to
use her arms to ease her weight, pulling on the ropes holding them
over her head, but Jeff had not tied them very high. She had to
pull on them in order to support her weight, and she just didn’t
have the strength to hold herself up much for very long at all.

Her choice was
between slow, throbbing, aching pain in her pussy, and sharp,
terrible cramping and pressure deep in her anus. Her body rolled
forward and back, forward and back as she tried anxiously to decide
which was worse. And the more time she sat straddling the horse the
worse each became.

She moaned and
looked up at Jeff as he calmly carried long lengths of wood up the
ladder and hammered them in place. He seemed to be completely
uninterested I her plight, and she doubted he would remove her any
time soon.

God! The
cucumber had been huge! It filled her ass so horribly and – and so
wonderfully! It ached deep inside. She wondered how deep. She
looked down at her belly as if somehow she could see how high
inside her the cucumber was.

She let her
weight roll forward onto her pussy and groaned as the throbbing
grew worse, the aching grew worse, the pain became sharper and her
pussy sorer. How long would he leave her like this!? It was
horrible!

The pain became
overwhelming, and she was forced to ease up and back. She felt the
pressure deep within her anus, felt it mounting, and gulped in air
as the pain rose. Her eyes grew wider and she bit desperately into
the leather of the ball gag. She felt the cucumber shift then,
somehow another inch sliding up through her straining anal opening
and into her body.

She moaned and
shuddered. It was so deep inside her, so deep! She had never felt
so full, never felt her anus so stretched and bloated. She let her
weight rest on the end of the cucumber and the pain tore at her
insides. It was too much! She leaned forward with a sob. Her soft,
hairless pussy felt raw and bruised, but she had no choice but to
let her weight crush it down against the hard wood below.

An hour
passed.

Emily trembled
and shook, her skin sheeted in sweat, her eyes red rimmed, tears of
pain moistening her cheeks. The pain in her pussy was horrible,
awful, yet even so she could only ease it by leaning back, and the
pain inside her was even worse.

And there was a
voice, a greeting called from behind the house. And a woman came
around the corner of the house, a blonde with dark glasses, wearing
a tight t-shirt and white shorts. Emily felt a little shockwave of
embarrassment, of shame as the girl walked up to Jeff, who turned
to greet her.

No, not girl,
but woman. She was in her thirties somewhere, Emily thought weakly,
though the woman’s eyes were hidden by the dark glasses.

“This is
Emily,” Jeff said, running his hand over one of her breasts.

“Very lovely,”
the woman said in a soft, soprano voice.

She cupped one
of Emily’s breasts and squeezed it, then tugged lightly on the
nipple ring. Emily was confused, dazed, but in too much pain to let
the embarrassment matter. She gave Jeff a look of desperate appeal
but he ignored her, chatting to the woman instead.

“She’s a hot
little slut, Miranda, and very responsive. I think she’s a natural
masochist.”

The woman
smiled. “I’m not sure there is such a thing,” she said, fingering
one of Emily’s nipples, “But there are circumstances and events
which conspire to turn a girl into a submissive bondage slut. It
may well be this little one is destined for a life in chains.”

Emily resented
the woman speaking about her in such a way, resented her touching
her so openly and freely.

“Why don’t we
pluck her off this horse for a bit?” the woman said.

That instantly
endeared her to Emily, who moaned encouragingly to Jeff.

“You just want
to get at her pussy,” he chuckled. “What do you say, Emily, do you
want the nasty lady to get her tongue on your clit or would you
rather sit here for a while longer?”

Emily would have rather done anything than sit there longer. She
groaned in relief as Jeff and the woman untied her legs and then
eased her up off the horse and down onto the ground. She lay back,
legs spread, panting, moaning weakly, her bound wrists now held
back above her head by Jeff as the woman knelt between her
legs.

“My, my, my,”
the woman said. “That looks like a very large cucumber.”

“You should see
the rest of it,” Jeff said in amusement.

But the woman
wasn’t listening. She was leaning looking at her pussy, and
murmuring appreciatively.

“What a lovely
little cunt,” she said in admiration.

Emily’s pussy
felt raw and swollen, aching fiercely. She cried out into the gag
when the woman delicately licked at her, but the sting was light.
The woman’s touch was gentle against her throbbing pussy, but
persistent. Her tongue eased up and down along the edges of her
swollen sex lips, and her moist fingers gently began to ease them
back, to open the mouth of the girl’s sex so her tongue could
explore.

A part of he
wanted to cringe at what the woman was doing, but the sensation of
her warm, moist tongue sliding so gently over her aching flesh was
too delicious for Emily to want it to stop. It was delicious in a
way which had nothing to do with sex or sexual arousal, in a way
which eased the throbbing heat and distracted her from the awful
pain.

Even her clitty
was sore and swollen from being jammed against the wood. And when
the woman’s tongue and lips began to work on it Emily’s hips bucked
helplessly, instinctively. The pain continued to ease, but her
pussy remained incredibly sensitive to any touch, and the woman’s
tongue was doing wonderful things to her body. Her pussy flared and
pulsed with greater and more intense sensations as the woman’s
tongue moved over it.

She hurt, she
ached, and yet under the woman’s gentle touch the ache began to
feel wonderfully sensual, and her body began to tremble, her hips
bucking weakly up against her. It was getting hard to breath, and
harder to care.

The woman
paused and sat up. Emily panted weakly, watching as she peeled her
top up and off, then shrugged out of her bra. She had large breasts
and a trim waist and, Emily saw, as she tugged down her shorts, no
pussy hair. Emily had no idea what she was going to do. She was in
a state of relaxed and submissive acceptance, ready to have
anything done to her, especially sexual in nature.

She was only
mildly surprised when the woman slid her own naked body overtop of
her, when her smooth, soft skin slid down against Emily’s own body.
She felt the novel sensation of their breasts pillowing together as
the woman kissed her. Then she felt the woman’s sex pressing
against her own. She ached again, and moaned into the strange
woman’s mouth.

The woman
straddled one of Emily’s legs, using her own thighs to spread
Emily’s legs wider, maneuvering her own pussy in to press directly
against her own. Again it hurt, that pressure, but it was a soft
pressure, from very soft flesh, and the aching brought a strange
dark pleasure all its own now. The woman began to grind her pussy
against Emily as her tongue darted into her mouth.

Emily, of
course, could do nothing but lay there, though she winced and
moaned and gasped with each new sensation, with each painful,
delicious movement of the woman’s groin against her. She was very
wet, or perhaps the woman was, or perhaps they both were. But the
touch of the woman’s pussy became slick and slippery almost at
once, hot and soft, and wonderfully sensual.

Her hips ground
back weakly, and her tongue rose uncertainly, as awareness against
that she was fucking a woman came into her mind. But her thinking
was slow and swamped by sensual heat and hunger. She didn’t care
who was fucking her. It just felt too good. She kissed with renewed
passion and moaned into the woman’s mouth as their grinding hips
sawed their pussies, their slits, even their clits together.

It was so
good!

The woman was
grinding her entire body over Emily so that not only their pussies
but their beasts ground together. And her face was becoming more
passionate, more excited, more aroused as their moved together.

She slid her
fingers through Emily’s hair, and then yanked it back hard so that
the girl cried out, her head pulled back. The woman bit at her
exposed throat and let her other hand maul her breast and tug
painfully on her nipple ring. The pain cut into the rising pressure
of sexual heat enveloping her mind, but did not really deter it.
And when the woman reached down and grasped the base of the
cucumber and began to jerk her hand in against it the pain in her
belly made her cry out again. But once more, pain could not deter
the hunger and almost feverish sexual desire for very long. And in
some ways it actually raised the level of her excitement
higher.

She came before
the woman did, even with her slapping and pulling at the base of
the cucumber so that her entire belly cramped and ached and
burned.

The woman was
not far behind, however, and Emily felt a strange, kinky wave of
excitement as her face was distorted by ecstasy and release and her
mouth began to gurgle and gasp as her hips worked desperately to
grind herself against Emily’s pussy.

She lay atop
her, panting for breath, then eased off, rolling onto her back with
a groan.

“Hot stuff,
isn’t she,” Jeff said, still working the camcorder.

“If you got my
face in that thing I’ll kick your ass,” she grumbled.

“No fear. Just
little Emily’s.”

“Can I play
with her some more?”

“Baby, you can
do anything you want to my little slut.”

Miranda
chuckled weakly, then sat up. “Has she got a leash?”

Emily, even in the languorous aftermath of her come, felt a little
crackle of sexual shock at the words. The woman was a complete
stranger, after all, and somehow it was even worse to be treated
like such a – a slut – by a woman.

And so when the
woman clipped the leash to her collar and ordered her to crawl
Emily felt a fresh wave of embarrassment and shame. Yet Jeff had
ordered her to obey, and she found herself crawling like an animal
after the woman, crawling along on all fours as the woman tugged on
her leash. The woman had her crawl up to the cabin, but only went
in long enough to get one of Jeff’s switches.

The sight of it
made Emily’s skin crackle again, and she felt a jolt of anxiety in
her belly as the woman tugged the leash again and led her past and
down towards the water.

“Faster, slut,”
the woman said, and brought the switch cutting down across her
buttocks.

“Oww!” Emily
cried, scurrying forward faster.

“Nasty little
cock loving whore,” the woman said, bringing the switch down across
her backside with another stinging blow.

At the dock she
locked her wrists together behind her back, and locked her ankle
restraints together as well. She had her sit on the edge of the
dock and then, holding her leash, pushed her off into the water and
used the leash to hold her head above the water. She sat down on
the edge of the dock, then, and gripped Emily’s hair to guide her
face in against her pussy.

“All right,
slut. I’m going to teach you how to pleasure a woman. And you
better be a quick learner because I’m not a tolerant woman.”

She pushed
Emily’s face against her pussy and ordered he to push her tongue
out and lick. Emily obeyed, of course, though she felt more than a
few qualms about licking another woman’s pussy. A few seconds later
the woman shoved her back and she slid under the water. She tried
to use her feet to kick her upwards but the woman held her grip on
her hair and kept her face under the water no matter how she kicked
and squirmed and twisted.

When she was
almost out of air the woman pulled her up by the hair and Emily
gasped violently, gulping in air and coughing.

“If you don’t
do a better job and show more enthusiasm I’ll drown you like a
fucking rat,” Miranda snapped, pulling her face in against her
pussy again.

Miranda tried
to lick harder, but after another few seconds she was again shoved
under water and left to squirm and twist as she ran out of air.
Again she was pulled up by the hair. “Follow my instructions
exactly. Do you understand, slut?”

Emily gasped agreement but felt her hair twisted back painfully and
cried out.

“You say yes
mistress,” the woman growled.

“Yes,
mistress!” Emily cried.

Over the next
hour she licked the woman to successive orgasms while enduring near
drowning again and again. The woman cursed her, slapped her, pulled
on her nipple rings, slapped her face and pulled her hair. She was
exhausted and bedraggled when the woman finally led her, crawling,
back up to where Jeff was working on the cabin.

“She needs a
lot more lessons before she’s any real good to women,” she
complained.

Jeff grinned.
“She’s plenty good to men.”

Miranda
sniffed. “She’s cock meat.”

“Yep.”

The woman
picked up her clothes and dressed, then left, and Emily looked up
at Jeff, a trifle sulky. She felt it was most unfair of him to give
her to a woman, especially a nasty one like that.

“I don’t like
having sex with women,” she whined.

“What?” Jeff
demanded.

“I don’t like
having sex with women – sir,” she said timidly.

“You’re a sex
toy. You have sex with whomever wants you. And that’s almost
everyone, of course. You should be grateful I gave you to a hot
looking babe like Miranda. I know a couple of those butch dykes
who’d love to get their paws into that soft meat of yours. Come
here, slut.”

He drew her up
against a low pile of wood, then had her turn her back to it and
squat. He drew her still wet hair up and over the top and tied it
somewhere. Then he tied rough rope around her legs just behind the
knees and forced them wider apart, so wide the tendons in her
thighs ached and burned. Of course this held her in a terribly
uncomfortable position, one she couldn’t hold for long.

He then put a
chunk of wood under her bottom, just below the base of the
cucumber, and grinned at her as he went back to work.

Emily moaned as
she felt the pressure building against the end of the cucumber. Her
legs were spread well out to either side as she squatted there, and
her knees and thighs were already burning with the effort at
holding herself up. Her bottom came down harder and she felt the
pain inside her gut as the front of the cucumber jammed against
her. That pressure grew greater and more terrible so that she began
to cry out and beg Jeff to release her.

He appeared
again, but only to gag her. Then he went back to work.

Her bottom sank
lower, and the pain inside her grew intense. It was worse than
anything she had ever felt before! The cucumber slowly sank deeper
into her belly, inch after inch, until only an inch or so remained
outside her straining anal opening.

But that inch
would not go in, no matter what.

Some of her
weight was now being held up by her hair, and it tugged stingingly
at her scalp, a thousand little needles driven into her head. But
it wasn’t enough. Her legs trembled and shook, the muscles burning,
and then burning out.

And for all
intents and purposes all of her weight - save only that portion
held by her hair - came down on the cucumber.

She was
impaled.

Literally.

There was over
a foot of hard green cucumber inside her belly, jammed up against
her gut. And just as in old times when people were killed most
horribly by impaling through the anus she quivered and jerked and
howled out her pain.

Of course, the
cucumber was quite a bit wider and the end was quite a bit rounder
than the traditional stake. It wasn’t going to pierce her insides
and drive up through her body. It was just going to jam there
against her bowels, against the end of her anus, and – hurt.

Somewhere in
her terrible pain came a flitting thought that she had made a
mistake in questioning who she wanted to have sex with – or more
correctly, who he should let have sex with her.
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“Come here,
slut.”

Emily did not
even think of saying no, nor of questioning him as Jeff positioned
her beneath a tree next to the cottage, then spread her legs apart.
He used short ropes to bind her ankles in place, then tied a pair
of narrow cords to her nipple rings.

“Hands up
behind your neck,” he said.

Emily obeyed,
drawing her arms up and back, her elbows above her as Jeff fastened
the rings in her wrist restrains to the one in the back of the
collar. He had her bend forward, then pulled out the butt-plug and
pushed what felt like a long dildo up into her ass.

Her bottom was
used to being penetrated by now. It had been over two weeks since
Jeff had first sodomized her, and he’d used her bottom repeatedly
during that time, as well as shoving numerous objects into her
ass.

There had been
a second gathering of men the day after Miranda had used her. This
time there had been five of them. Jeff had told her that as she had
complained about no cock on Miranda he would ensure she got lots.
The five men had used her over and over again, roughly, turning and
twisting her, abusing her, sneering at her, pawing and groping her,
coming inside her, and in her face and over her breasts.

And the next
day there had been another five.

And a few days
after there had been ten men.

Emily danced
naked for them, masturbated with a dildo while they looked on, and
then performed oral sex one by one, crawling between them as Jeff
held her leash.

Then Jeff had
slipped her leash and told them to just take her. There had been a
rush and she had been overwhelmed by wild, flailing, groping male
hands and fingers pulling and grabbing at her. They had fought over
her like dogs over a bitch, and then mounted her one and two and
three at a time.

Afterwards Jeff
hung her by her wrists and beat her, then left her hanging by her
wrists until she lost consciousness.

Every night he
tied her in some new and uncomfortable position. She got little
sleep, which went well with her poor diet and lack of water. She
moved in a haze, unthinking, eyes bloodshot.

He pulled her
upright, then, and she felt the odd shape of the bottom of “dildo”,
for it seemed to be curved sharply up over her tailbone, and she
felt the cold base of it against the small of her back. Jeff was
behind her, and she gasped as he yanked her hair back suddenly. He
twisted it together into a rough braid, and tied it to
something.

When his hands
came free she found her hair held back, and realized it was
fastened somehow, by cord or rope, to the curved dildo stuck in her
bottom. The dildo, then, was shaped like a long hook, she realized,
with the front part stuffed up her bottom.

Her head was
facing up towards the tree above her as Jeff moved in front of her
and tugged on the cords attached to her nipple rings. He pulled
them up and forward, and tied them off to a tree branch overhead,
but several feet in front of her.

She couldn’t
really see what he was doing then, as she stared up at the tree,
but felt something similar to a brush on her ankle. It felt like a
paint brush, as though he were painting her with something cool and
slick, but – but thick, too thick to be paint. He ran a line up the
inside of her leg to her pussy, then down the other thigh to the
ground.

Then he tied a
cord around her waist, letting it hang low, very low, just to the
top of her pussy, and hung something on it that pulled it a little
lower.Then he attached a painful little clip to each of her sex
lips, pulling them out and open, and tied them in that position,
with a cord that ran behind her.

He straightened
with a grin. “In case you’re wondering, I ran trails of honey up
your thighs to your pussy and down to the ground,” he said. “And I
hung a chunk of hardened sugar just over your honey covered clit.
There’s an ant hill between your legs, so you should get lots of
traffic tonight.”

She moaned in
denial, but the gag filling her mouth kept her from protesting any
further as he walked away and shut the door to the cabin.

She thought she
felt the ants immediately, and twitched and jerked. She felt itchy
all along her inner thighs down to her ankles, and kept feeling
movement which turned out to be her imagination.

And then it
wasn’t.

She could
definitely feel tiny legs on her ankle, then on her other ankle.
Slowly, the feeling increased, and the little feet rose higher, and
higher. She tried to swing her hips, to make them fall off, but her
movements were tightly restricted. The little feet moved higher,
past her knee, up her inner thigh, and then into her open pussy as
her eyes rolled wildly.

At first there
were only a few, but perhaps the ants had told the rest of what
they had found, and soon her lower body crawled with ants. Long
trailing lines of them moved up and down along her inner legs and
thighs, and all across her spread pussy, then up across her swollen
clit to reach the chunk of sugar Jeff had left there.

Tiny little
feet tickled her madly as they moved up and down her legs and over
her pussy. She swung her hips wildly but dislodged only a few. Tiny
little legs crawled over her clit and licked at the honey there.
They moved back and forth through the mouth of her sex, some of
them inquisitively pushing into the small round opening and into
her pussy. Still more crawled up across her wrinkled anal
opening.

Emily was
disgusted, grossed out, revolted, at first. But as the night passed
her feelings of revulsion eased and the tickling little sensations
became more and more teasing, more and more aggravating, more and
more frustrating.

The night
dragged on. The moon moved slowly across the sky. Her back ached.
Her nipples burned, her legs were stiff and sore. But the focus of
all her attention was on her pussy, where those tiny insects
continued to crawl and swarm.

Her eyes bulged
and she moaned ceaselessly.

* * * * *

“Well, you look
very tanned,” her father said as she got out of the car.

Emily nodded
wordlessly.

“Did you enjoy
your little holiday?”

“Yes, daddy,”
she said, her voice a weak croak.

“Did you catch
something?” he asked, his face creased into concern.

I certainly
hope not, she thought.

“Just a little
cold, but it’s gone now. My throat is fine.”

She had been
throat fucked by twenty men the previous night, in a final gangbang
used by Jeff to attract helpers to complete his cabin ahead of
schedule. The men had worked jovially, crawling over the cabin like
– like ants, she thought weakly. And she had helped by crawling
naked among them, fetching tools in her mouth, and giving blow jobs
or being ridden hard by this man or that.

The clothes on
her body felt odd and scratchy. She hadn’t worn anything in weeks
now. The fat butt-plug in her ass felt familiar, however, as did
the big dildo in her pussy. The welts across her bottom and breasts
felt familiar, as well. And she would have to be careful of what
she wore for a few days to hide the stripes on her back.

“I’ll go
upstairs and unpack,” she said.

It was strange
being inside, feeling soft carpet under her bare feet. She stripped
immediately in her room and locked the door. That felt more normal.
She put her things away, then lay back on her bed and masturbated
to a soft, gentle come.

It was going to
be hard to get used to not having a cock inside her every couple of
hours. She wondered if she would suffer from withdrawal.

She kept the
dildo inside her as she sat down at the computer, and caught up on
some old emails. Then she lay on her bed and chatted on the phone.
She idly pumped the dildo in her pussy as she talked. It wasn’t
necessarily that she needed to masturbate. It just felt good.

She did
masturbate several times that evening, however, in bed, in the
shower, on the floor before her mirror, and once, in the back yard.
She went to bed early and slept. She was exhausted. She hadn’t had
a real night’s sleep since Jeff had first popped her anal
cherry.

Over the next
week she masturbated frequently, had sex with six different men,
two of whom she barely knew, and strongly considered having sex
with one of the girls she knew. Then she lied about a sleepover at
a girlfriends, and spent that evening being gang banged at Jeff’s
house. She slept that evening on a narrow table, her thighs spread
almost straight out to either side and bound tightly, her arms tied
together all the way to the elbows beneath her body, and her head
hanging over the edge of the table so Jeff could more easily throat
fuck her.

That next day
she told her parents she had finally gotten a job – as a waitress.
They were delighted, though they’d have been less delighted if they
knew it was actually a job as a stripper.

Emily’s outlook
on life had been radically changed. She was now almost as addicted
to sex as she had been to idleness. And found herself unable to
refuse the sexual advances of anyone, man or woman. A month later
she told her parents she was moving in with a girlfriend. She did,
paying a few hundred towards the rent of the small apartment, but
she spent very little time there.

Her evenings
were spent at the strip club, her nights chained and naked on the
floor of Jeff’s house, her days cleaning and cooking and sexually
servicing he and his friends.

She was far
less idle now than she had been, and her body became considerably
fitter.

She was even
able to do a few chin-ups.

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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