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		Chloe held the wide, black leather blindfold in her outstretched hand and grinned. “Do you trust me?”

		“Um, to do what?” Michelle asked, her eyes going from blindfold to her step-sister’s eyes. “You’re not planning on putting that on me are you?”

		“I am. Otherwise you’ll open your eyes and ruin the surprise. Now, do you trust me?”

		“About as far as I can throw you, but you’ve got my curiosity piqued.”

		“So, I can put it on you then and lead you into the basement?”

		“What are you going to make me do down there if I say yes?”

		“That would ruin the surprise.”

		“Fine, but this had better not be one of your perverted games. You know I’m not into that sort of shit.”

		Keeping her mouth shut, her face a blank mask, Chloe walked across the living room to where her step-sister sat in the overstuffed recliner. Standing behind her, she placed the blindfold over her eyes and adjusted it so that there was no way for Michelle to see anything but darkness. Walking around to the front of the chair, she took Michelle’s hands and helped her to her feet.

		“Let me guide the way.” Taking slow, backward steps, Chloe guided her step-sister through the living room, into the kitchen and to the stairs leading down into the basement – careful to make sure Michelle did not skip any or go tumbling down. At the bottom, Chloe guided her step-sister to a special stool sitting in front of the long bar. “Do you still trust me?”

		“Yes,” Michelle answered, her trembling voice giving away her fear. “What the hell are you doing?” she gasped as she felt fingers unbuttoning her blouse.”

		“You said you trusted me.”

		“Why are you taking off my shirt?”

		“So it doesn’t get all wrinkled up. No more questions. I’m going to take off all of your clothes and then we’ll proceed from there.”

		“Like hell!” Reaching up, Michelle made to remove the blindfold, but a hard slap to hand gave her pause.

		“The blindfold stays on. You have a choice. Trust me and let me take your clothes off, or I can guide you back upstairs and you can leave never to come back again.”

		“Are you fucking serious? Are you telling me that you’ll stop talking to me just because I want to know what’s going on?”

		“I’m going to test out a new invention and you’re the guinea pig. Now what’ll it be?” When her step-sister made no more attempts to remove the blindfold, or leave, Chloe continued removing one article of clothing after another until Michelle was butt naked in front of her. “Damn, you’re pretty fucking hot, you know that?”

		“Please don’t make this any weirder than it already is.”

		“Okay, I need you to sit down on this little platform, bring your knees up to your chest and place your arms behind your back. And no matter what happens don’t panic.”

		“You’re really starting to scare me, Chloe. This is one of your fucked up games isn’t it? Please tell me what you’re going to do or I swear I’m leaving right now.”

		“I told you, I want to test out a new invention. You’ll see soon enough I promise. Now sit down.”

		“Against her better judgement, Michelle sat down on the small platform that was mere inches off the floor, brought her knees up to her chest and placed her arms behind her back. The cold steel against her flesh made her jump, but by the time she decided enough was enough, it was too late. The cage was locked tight. And then something pressed against the back of her neck and she heard metal clanking and a padlock closing. Panic started kicking in about then and she struggled against the metal straps keeping her in the most uncomfortable of positions. Had she been able to see what was really going on she would have had a heart attack.

		Now locked in a cage beneath the special bar stool, Michelle’s head was locked in place in front of the seat – her mouth only a few inches above while vertical bars prevented her from moving her head back, or turning it to the sides. She heard movement as if several people walking around and then something brushed against her left cheek and entered her mouth. It did not take her long to realize it was a cock. She wanted to scream for whomever it was to stop, but unable to pull her head back far enough, the dick slid deeper.

		“Damn, Chloe, this has got to be the best fucking bar stool I’ve ever seen,” a naked black man named Zack said as he fucked his dick deeper down Michelle’s throat.

		“I thought you might like it. Time to give my step-sister a little pleasure of her own.” Picking a remote control up off of the bar, Chloe pressed a button and removed the blindfold so that she could enjoy the look of shocked surprise on Michelle’s face as the long, fat, self-lubricating dildo forced its way into her asshole.

		Eyes wide, Michelle yelped and grunted around the dick forcing its way deeper down her throat as the dildo stretched her asshole open. Looking up at the black man she was sucking, she pleaded with her eyes, but that just made him thrust even harder and faster. The silicone cock up her ass started to vibrate as her step-sister pressed another button and she could not help but softly moan despite that agonizing pain.

		“I hope you’re enjoying my new bar stool because I’ve got a dozen men here ready and willing to try it out.” Chloe grinned, pressing the button to increase the speed and depth of the dildo. “I also hope the dildo is okay. I had no idea how much anal sex you’ve had so went with a twelve inch long, three inch thick one.”

		To Michelle’s horror, eleven more black men emerged from a side room and began undressing while Chloe stood behind the bar grinning and laughing. Zack, stood up and really plowed his dick down her throat and then she was rewarded with her first load of semen. Gagging on it, she choked and spit as he pulled out and stepped aside.

		“Let me out of this thing right god damn now!”

		“But that would ruin all of their fun.”

		“To hell with their fun you crazy fucking bitch! And stop the dildo! JESUS CHRIST!” she shrieked as, instead of pulling out, the dildo slammed deeper and harder. “P-Please, Chloe! Why are you…uhn…uhn…” grunting, another man took his seat and placed his dick in her mouth. But instead of fucking her like the previous man, he held her head by the ears and started pissing. She tried in vain to move away from the horrible, nasty liquid filling her mouth and flowing to her belly, but there was nowhere she could go, nothing she could do. And when the stream finally trickled to a stop, the man stuffed all nine inches into her mouth and down her throat until he added semen load number two.

		“As you can see, the slave stool has many uses,” Chloe smirked.

		“W-Why? Why are you doing this to me? You know I’m not into this kinky shit like you. Please, please stop it. I never consented to this! You hear me!?” Michelle shouted, looking from man to man. “I did not consent! This is rape!”

		“WHOA,” the man about to take a seat exclaimed. “You told us she consented but was just playing hard to get. What the fuck is going on here, Chloe?”

		“She fucking lied to you. She tricked me into doing this. Please, make her let me go. I am not into this sort of thing.”

		“How do you know unless you actually try it?” Chloe countered. “Just let the rest of them use you while the dildo stretches your ass, it is stretching your ass, right?”

		“YES! I’ve never had anything that big in my life! And I don’t want to let a dozen men use me! Now let me go god damn it! You’ve ruined my ass, made me suck dicks and drink piss. You’ve had your fun now let me go or so help me god I’m going to the fucking police and reporting you all!”

		“I’ll be damned if I’m going to prison over this shit,” Zack said. “You better let her out of that thing right now. I cannot apologize enough to you,” he said to Michelle. “She told us you were a willing participant.”

		“I don’t blame any of you. My step-sister is a conniving, manipulative bitch whom I’ll never, ever trust again.”

		“Look, you’ve already sucked two big black cocks and let one piss down your throat. Let the rest of them finish as the dildos fuck you to orgasm,” as the words came out of her mouth, Chloe pressed another button and grinned as another equally large dildo emerged from the platform and pushed its way into Michelle’s pussy. “If you do it I’ll pay you five grand for helping me test out my invention.”

		“FUCK YOU! Uhn…uhn…aaahhhhh make it s-stop!”

		“Come on guys, let’s get out of here.”

		“WAIT! Give my prudish step-sister a chance to make up her mind.”

		“I think she’s already made up her mind and I strongly suggest you let her out of there.”

		“I know you need the money, Michelle. That’s why I wanted you to be the first. I’ll make it a thousand dollars for every man you let sit in that seat. Come on, where else you going to go and make that kind of money?”

		“Do you have twelve grand just sitting around?” Zack asked.

		“I have it upstairs in my safe.”

		“A-Another lie,” Michelle groaned at the dildos continued fucking in and out of pussy and ass – the former now hitting against her cervix every time it thrust into her.

		“Not a lie at all. You know I have the money and you know how much you need it. Look, the dildos have already done their job of stretching you open and you’ve already swallowed two loads of spunk. Let the rest continue without threats of rape and I’ll make it fifteen grand. That’s all the money I have in my safe.”

		“Show me the money,” Michelle said even to her own surprise.

		Grinning, Chloe ran out of the room, upstairs and to her bedroom where she quickly opened her safe and withdrew the fifteen grand, leaving the other thirty-five where it lay. Sprinting back down to the bar, she showed it to her step-sister. “There you go, fifteen grand.”

		“Give it to him to count,” Michelle indicated Zack with her head as he seemed the leader of the bunch. And he’ll hold onto it for me so you don’t try taking it back.”

		“So, you’ll do it then? You’ll let them all throat fuck you and use you as their urinal?”

		“Yes.”

		“I’m going to need to hear you say it,” Zack said.

		“I give you all full permission to fuck your loads and piss down my throat in return for the fifteen grand my step-sister is offering me. But the dildos come out.”

		“No deal,” Chloe said.

		“Then I want another ten grand for letting you ruin my god damn holes! Otherwise the whole deal is off.”

		“Done, but you’ll have to wait until tomorrow when I…”

		“Don’t give me that bullshit. I know how much money you keep in that safe at all times so go up and get it. And for attempting to lie to me again make it fifteen grand. Want to keep running your god damn mouth?”

		“I could’ve hired thirty high-class hookers for the amount of money you’re costing me.”

		“Yeah, well, you didn’t, did you? Now go get the money or let me out of here.”

		“I’ll be right back. Do the guys have your permission to continue?”

		“Yes. You may continue. And you all have my word that I am now fully compliant so long as she brings me the rest of my money. You won’t hear me mention the ‘R’ word anymore.”

		“That’s good because everything down here is being recorded,” Chloe said from the stairs leading up into the kitchen. So even if you do go to the police we have concrete evidence that you were willing even if it’s costing me thirty grand.”

		“Parting her lips to complain about being filmed without her consent, Michelle instead got another mouthful of black cock. He pissed, she gagged and then he fucked his load down her throat by the time her step-sister returned with a wad of money much larger than the previous.

		The fourth man was about to take the seat when Chloe held out her arm. “Hold on, I’m going to take my turn now.” Looking down at her trapped step-sister, she smiled. “Before you say anything, I’ve got an extra ten grand there. You’re going to be a good little slut and let me use you as well, right?”

		“Just do it,” Michelle said, knowing that, given the circumstances it would do very little to argue with her now. Chloe sat on the seat and scoot forward until her pussy was pressed against Michelle’s parted lips.

		“I’ve been wanting to do this for years, Michelle. You may not believe it, but I find you incredibly attractive. Shit, who am I kidding? I freaking love you, sis. And I’m sorry I had to trick you into this, but I didn’t know any other way to get you to open your mind to other forms of sex. I’m going to start pissing now. Please try to drink it before you lick me to orgasm.”

		Stunned by her step-sister’s confession, Michelle looked up into Chloe’s eyes as her mouth filled with the acrid, salty fluid gushing from her pussy. Having never licked another woman before in her life, and really having no desire to do so now, she made a half-hearted attempt to bring her step-sister off, but after more than ten minutes of bumbling around, she sighed. “I’m sorry, but I’m really not into women. I have no idea what I’m doing when it comes to licking pussy.”

		“That’s why I’m here to teach you. I’m not getting off this seat until you’ve made me orgasm so you might as well give it another try. And go slower this time. It’s not a race. Suck my inner labia and clit into your mouth and stick your tongue in deep. There you go. Slower. OUCH! Don’t bite so hard! The goal is to get me off, not send me to the emergency room. Look me in the eye while you lick. Mmmm, see, you’re a natural. Keep doing that and you’ll be tasting my juices in no time at all.”

		Grabbing the back of her step-sister’s head, Chloe scooted down in the seat and rocked her hips, grinding her pussy into Michelle’s mouth on on her lapping tongue. It was far from the best pussy licking she had ever gotten, but the fact that it was her step-sister more than made up for it as she felt the orgasm approaching. Grabbing ha handful of Michelle’s hair, bucked harder. Harder. Faster. Her body shaking, she squirted – filling her step-sister’s mouth with pussy juice in the best orgasm of her life.

		“Mmmm, not bad. With more practice you might make a pretty good muff diver. Alright, guys, she’s all yours. And when we’re done with the throat fucking and golden showers we’ll move right on to the gang bang. Stop, don’t even say another word,” Chloe said when she saw Michelle about to protest. “I’m adding another ten grand to the offer and you’re going to let all twelve men fuck their next load into you. Isn’t that right?”

		“I…yes.”

		“I need to hear you say it.”

		“After they’re done feeding me their cum and piss they can all fuck their loads into me,” Michelle said, her face turning beet red even as her eyes went to the big black cock as it stuffed her mouth.

		“Good girl. I knew I’d coax your inner pervert out one way or another. Have at it guys, she’s all yours until you’re fucked out, or the sun comes up.”

		“OH god! Y-You can’t be serious! That’s like fifteen hours away!”

		“I know. You’re in for a good long fucking. Oh, and please feel free to use the hooks in the floor and ceiling along with all the toys you’ll find in the cabinet over there to add to her pleasure. You agree to let them use whatever toys they want on you, right?”

		“Yes, they can use whatever they want. Can you please let me out of this thing now? I’m really starting to cramp up. I swear I’ll still eat their loads and piss.”

		“But you look so fucking sexy in the stool. Tell you what, let five more do it and I’ll unlock the cage and let you out. You can finish the other four off during the gang bang. Deal?”

		“Okay.”

		“Good girl. Go on, don’t keep the willing slave waiting,” Chloe said, giving her step-sister a wicked grin.
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		After five more loads of semen and far too much urine in her belly, Michelle wanted to vomit, but through sheer force of will managed to stave it off until she was released from the bondage stool. Without word, she ran to the small half-bathroom at the far end of the bar to purge herself before returning looking a little green in the face. Never the less, her eyes went to the large stack of cash on the bar. It was nearly double what she made in a whole year and would go a long way to paying off credit card and mortgage debt. And as she walked over, dropped to her knees and began sucking her ninth black cock she told herself she was only doing it for the money.

		Under normal circumstances she would have beat the living shit out of her step-sister for putting her through such humiliating and degrading acts, but money was a powerful motivator to those not lucky enough to hit the lottery and become overnight millionaires. If she were any kind of real family or friend she would have shared it with the rest of us, she thought, glaring at her step-sister out the corner of her eye as the dick pushed deeper down her throat. Hands on her hips raising her ass told her it was time for the gang bang to begin. Another first in her otherwise mundane sex life and as the dick pushed into her gaping pussy, she softly moaned.

		“God damn!” Chloe exclaimed. “That has got to be the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life, Michelle. You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to see you bred by big black cocks until you’re knocked up with their babies.”

		“As loose as she is giving birth shouldn’t be a problem,” the man fucking her said as he drove all nine inches in and out like a jackhammer.

		“Please don’t. I’m not on birth control and my step-sister knows that!”

		“Yes, I do know that. That’s why I asked them all to cum in your sloppy, gaped-open cunt. They may not knock you up in the next fifteen or so hours, but isn’t the thought of it exciting?”

		“NO! No it is not! Jesus Christ, Chloe, why are you so intent on turning me into one of your whores?”

		“Not my whore. I love you Michelle. I really, honestly do with all my heart and I know deep down you’re as perverted as I am. I only want to bring that side of you to life. I want you to understand why I love kinky sex so much, why I so willingly let men and women use me as their personal fucktoys.”

		The man fucking Michelle’s pussy thrust his cock in deep and held it there as he came. When his cock went limp he pulled out and stepped aside to make room for two more who maneuvered her on top of one while the other took her from behind – both cocks fucking her pussy at the same time while a third offered her his dick. Opening her mouth, she accepted it – the pleased look on her step-sisters face not escaping her notice.

		“See, look how easily you accept three big black cocks at the same time even after sucking so many and letting them use you like a urinal. I don’t know any normal woman who would have so willingly subjected herself to such perversions. No, you were born to be a submissive fucktoy just like me and I’m honored to be the one to bring this side of you to light. That being said, once the rest of the men finish using you as their piss pot I want you to lick me again. Will you do that for me?”

		“Mmm hmm,” Michelle said around the dick snaking its way down her sore, well-fucked throat.

		“God, you’re amazing! You love it don’t you? Be honest and tell us how much you’re enjoying us treating you like our little fuck slave.”

		Pulling her mouth off the pissing cock, no longer caring how humiliating and degrading it made her feel, Michelle looked up into her step-sister’s eyes and smiled. “You’re right. I don’t want to admit it, but you’re right. Despite every fiber of my being telling me otherwise, I love everything you’re doing to me. I…uuhhnnn,” she purred as the two men stuffing her pussy came at the same time, coaxing a mini orgasm from her in the process. “

		∞ ∞ ∞

		After purging her stomach a second time, Michelle was taken to the middle of the room where she stood with her arms out towards her step-sister whom was tightly wrapping a braided burgundy rope around her wrists and up towards her elbows – stopping about halfway in between before tying it off. Next, Chloe raised her step-sister’s arms over her head, threaded the loose end of the rope through a heavy-duty d-ring in the ceiling and then back down where she weaved it through the rope around Michelle’s arms and tying it off, making it impossible for the budding submissive to free herself.

		Michelle’s arms securely in place, Chloe then wrapped another length of rope around her step-sister’s left ankle about a dozen times and tied it off to a hook in the floor. Spreading her legs further apart, she repeated the process with the right leg and then began wrapping another rope above and below her breasts.

		“Mmmm, bondage really suits you, sis.” Walking back to the toy cabinet, Chloe picked up a cane and swooshed it through the air. “Now let’s see how a few welts suit that gorgeous body.” Taking up position behind and to Michelle’s left, she drew back and let the cane come down hard across her naked ass. The effect was far from what she expected.

		“Aaahhhh! Harder daddy!” Michelle purred

		“Whoa! What did you just say?”

		“Spank me harder daddy!” Michelle repeated, her eyes glassed over, voice sounding as if she were on the verge of climax.

		THWACK!

		“YESSS! Thank you daddy! You know just how to make it feel good. AGAIN! Spank my naughty ass, daddy.”

		“Okay, you’re going to have to explain what in the hell is going on here,” Chloe said, lowering the cane and stepping in front of her trembling step-sister. “Come on, spill it. Why are you enjoying the cane and why on god’s earth do you keep saying daddy?”

		“P-Please don’t stop, daddy. I’ve been a very naughty girl.”

		“Michelle?” Chloe said, waving her right hand in front of her step-sisters face and getting nothing but a blank stare in response. But a hard pinch to her hard nipple snapped her out of it. “Explain yourself.”

		“W-What?”

		“You were thoroughly enjoying me caning you. And you kept calling me daddy. What aren’t you telling me, Michelle?”

		“Oh god! Please just forget it.”

		“Like hell. Now tell me what’s going on or this ends right now and I’m not paying you a dime.”

		“I don’t want to cause trouble so you’ve got to swear to me you’ll never mention it to anyone. Ever.”

		“Fine, I swear. Now tell me what’s going on.”

		“I love getting spanked,” Michelle confessed. Even when I was younger it made me feel…well, horny to be precise. But I didn’t know that at the time. But when I got older I started doing things just so your dad would spank me. We hid it from everyone else, doing it only when we were home alone, or I’d occasionally go to his office. Oh god, Chloe, his powerful hand on my bare ass would always make me so horny that I…I’d…”

		“Keep going. What would you do?”

		“I’d beg him to fuck me afterwards. And he’d do it. With my poor ass blistering red he’d fuck me hard and always, always cum up my ass. It got to a point where I would enter this other world every time he would spank me and I’d lose all control of myself.”

		“Wow! And how many times has my father fucked you?”

		“Dozens, probably more than a hundred from the time I turned eighteen until…until last week. Please don’t say anything to my mom about it. I don’t want to be the cause of them getting a divorce. I just love the way he spanks and fucks me so much I can’t stop myself from paying him a visit once in a while.”

		“My lips are sealed.”

		“Thank you. Are…are you going to keep spanking me?”

		“Does your step-father ever spank you anywhere other than the ass?”

		“No.”

		“Good. Then I’m going to use the cane on your tits, back, pussy, arms and legs and leave your ass for him. After each swat you will count it and say: thank you Mistress. Is that understood?”

		“Yes. H-How many are you going to give me?”

		“Hmm, I think fifty will suffice for now. And while I’m caning you, the men are going to take turns working their fists in your pussy and asshole. Is that understood?”

		“Y-Yes.”

		“Mistress. While we are playing together you will call me Mistress. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		WHACK! The cane bit deep into Michelle’s breasts. As much pleasure as she got from having her ass spanked, she was now feeling that much pain.

		“Aahhgghhh! Oh my motherfucking god that hurts!”

		“Are you forgetting something, slave?”

		“One. Thank you Mistress.”

		WHACK! The next swat landed hard on Michelle’s inner right thigh causing her to yelp once again.

		“Two. Thank you Mistress.” The next nineteen swats were delivered to Michelle’s inner thighs, alternating left and right until she had received ten on each. And as the first two men sat on the floor in front and behind her, hands lubed and ready for penetration, the cane bit painfully into her breasts. “Twenty-one. Thank you Mistress.”

		Aiming for another swat, Chloe stopped. “You know that other world you go to when your step-father spanks you?”

		“Y-Yes Mistress.”

		“Does it feel as if you’re floating on cloud nine, every nerve on end as the line between pain and pleasure blurs and fades? Is it the single most euphoric state of mind you’ve ever experienced?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“As if you need further proof that you’re a natural born submissive, that state of mind is known as subspace. Tell me, what did daddy do when he was finished spanking and fucking you?”

		“He would hold me, sooth me with his words until I was able to think straight again. He would then make me a cup of cocoa like when we were kids. Afterwards, when I felt myself again we would part ways until the next time.”

		“Nice. I never knew my father was Dominant. What he did is what we call aftercare and it’s a very important part of the bdsm lifestyle as much for you as it is for the Dominant. And you have my promise that I’ll be here for you after every session. I might not make you hot cocoa, but I will hold you tight and make sure you come down safely.”

		“T-Thank you Mistress.”
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		Her arms unhooked from the ceiling, Michelle was laid on her back, legs spread wide and still tied to the floor. Zack move in between her legs, knelt and balled his right hand into a fist for her to see. And then, without mercy, he shoved it into her pussy – punching it in and out. Kneeling, Chloe lowered her pussy down onto her step-sister’s face. Knowing what was expected, Michelle extended her tongue and licked as her arms were stretched back over her head and tied off to yet another hook in the floor.

		Leaning forward, Chloe slapped her hand down hard on her step-sister’s clit as Zack’s hand continued to thrust in and out. Michelle bucked her hips and moaned – the sensation nearly overwhelming as she quickly approached climax. Back arching, ass lifted up off the floor, she soon found her ass stuffed with Zack’s free hand. But just as she was reaching the plateau, Chloe’s hand slapping hard against her clit for a second time quickly brought her right back down.

		“Uugghhh! God damn it! I was right there, why did you do that?”

		“To keep you edging, my dear. Simon, get the candles and light them and then get the needles and gloves from the cabinet and bring them to me.”

		“N-Needles? What do you mean needles?” Michelle gasped

		“I mean needles. You know, long, thin pieces of metal designed to pierce flesh? I’m going to use them on you, sis. I’m going to test your submissiveness as well as your pain threshold. And you’re going to let me do it aren’t you?”

		“I…yes Mistress. I’ll let you and the guys do whatever you want to me.”

		“Good. You please me, slave. And what will you say if I tell the guys to keep stretching you open until you’re able to take two hands in the same hole as the same time?”

		“Please…uhn…uhn…oohhh fuck! Please go slowly Mistress. Please do it so it doesn’t hurt me too much.”

		“You heard her guys. Stretch the little slave open until she’s taking both hands in the same hole at the same time! Pussy and ass. Stretch them both.”

		Simon lit half a dozen different colored candles and lined them up along the bar. While the wax heated up and began melting, he handed Chloe a pair of blue nitrile gloves and when she had them on, a sealed bowl containing about fifty or so needles of various lengths and thicknesses. Sitting the bowl on the floor next to her, she opened it up and plucked out a short, thin needle. Pinching Michelle’s left breast, she quickly jabbed the needle through and then let go – the needle pierced through one side and out the other.

		“Aahgh!” Michelle grunted as she continued lapping at her step-sister’s pussy and asshole. Oowww!” Another needle went through a portion of right breast. “Uuhhnnn!” The third needle, this one much thicker than the previous two and with a hollowed out end went through the left nipple. It was followed by another through the right and then another through her clit hood. Without realizing it, she had just allowed Chloe to actually pierce all three locations under the guise of using the thinner needles used for temporary piercings.

		“Simon, coat all the areas I’ve pierced with hot wax,” Chloe commanded. Dragging a ring out of the bowl with a finger, she pushed it through the hollowed out needle through her step-sister’s left nipple and then pushed the needle the rest of the way through. The right nipple and clit hood were next and they were followed by twenty-five more forming rings around Michelle’s breasts and down her sides.

		Writhing on the floor, mouth full of pussy and ass, pussy and ass full of fists, body pierced and slowly being coated with red and purple wax, Michelle was feeling so many emotions her brain was having trouble distinguishing one from the other. “Oh god, p-please stop! I can’t…uhn…oh my fucking god yesss!” arms straining against the ropes keeping them tied to the floor, she had yet another intense orgasm as Zack pushed his left hand deep into her pussy and added four fingers of his right hand.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Hours passed and Michelle had been fucked silly, her mind locked in a state of subspace she had never entered while being spanked by her step-father. She felt high, drunk and invincible all at the same time. Pain became pleasure, pleasure pain as every nerve became raw and exposed. Her body covered in a kaleidoscope of wax, two huge fists slamming in and out of her pussy at the same time, her step-sister’s pussy pressed hard against her lips, she began to convulse in an orgasm so intense it caused her to black out.

		Feeling her step-sister’s body going limp beneath her, Chloe jumped off and looked her over. “Get your fists out of her!” she commanded. “Michelle? You okay?” Reaching down, fearing she had just killed her step-sister, Chloe felt for a pulse. “Oh thank god! She’s still breathing. Okay guys, I think she’s had enough for right now. We’ll give her some time to wake and recover before we continue.”

		Carefully peeling the hardened wax from Michelle’s body, Chloe then removed all of the needles – cleaning the areas with alcohol wipes before untying the ropes binding arms and legs. She then lifted Michelle’s head and placed it on her lap and waited. Thankfully, about five minutes later Michelle woke with a soft moan. “Mmmm, w-what happened?”

		“You passed out. It’s okay, I’m here for you.” Hugging her step-sister tight, Chloe held back the tears. “I am so proud of you Michelle. You really are something special.”

		“T-Thank you Mistress.” Melting into her step-sister turned Mistress’ arms, she closed her eyes and sighed. “For the first time in my life I think I’ve experienced sexual overload, Mistress.”

		“I know. We pushed you really hard tonight and you were amazing. Take your time to get your feet back and if you’re up for it we’ll continue. If not then we’ll call it a night.”

		“Thank you Mistress.” Opening her eyes, Michelle looked down at her breasts. It took her addled brain a few moments to decipher what she was seeing. “M-Mistress? You pierced my nipples!”

		“And your hood. Are you upset with me?”

		“I know I should be, but no Mistress. I am not upset. I am just very, very tired. Will you be mad if I wanted to call it a night?”

		“Of course not.”

		“Thank you Mistress. Do you think…can I sleep with you tonight, Mistress?”

		“You may. Alright guys, the party is over. If she’s up for it we’ll pick back up tomorrow night. Don’t worry about the mess, I’ll clean up in the morning. If you’ll see yourselves out I need to get Michelle into a nice hot bath.”

		“How much did they stretch me open, Mistress?”

		“Honey, before you passed out you were taking two hands in your pussy at the same time. And before that, Henry double fisted your ass. But don’t worry, you’ll return to relative normal by morning.” Helping Michelle to her feet, Chloe followed behind the line of men going up the stairs, through the kitchen to the living room and out the front door. Locking up behind them, she helped her step-sister into the bathroom and into a hot, scented bubble bath. “How are you feeling?”

		“Much better, Mistress.”

		“The scene is over now, Michelle. You don’t have to call me Mistress.”

		“Even if I want to?”

		“What are you saying?”

		“I don’t know. Maybe my brain was knocked around my skull harder than I thought, but…but it makes me feel good calling you Mistress. I hate that you call me your slave, but at the same time it makes me feel…proud in some twisted sort of way. Am I crazy?”

		“Not at all. Like I said earlier, it was my intent to bring out your inner submissive and I think I succeeded in spades. That being said, I want you to understand one thing right now. No matter what happens I will always be your step-sister and I will never stop loving you. If you want to explore this new chapter in your life I will be honored to help you along the way. And if you find it’s not for you, or you simply want to stop all you have to do is say the word and it’ll end there and then.”

		“Thank you”

		“No, thank you, Michelle.” Picking up the red luffa and soaping it up, she gently washed her step-sister’s back. Leaning in as she made her way down to Michelle’s ass, she kissed her on the lips. There was a moment’s hesitation and then it was returned. Smiling, she continued bathing her new submissive.
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		Michelle woke pressed against her step-sister’s back, arm draped over her side and hand full of breast. Hesitating, she pulled her hand back and rolled over. Her body aching, she threw the covers back and got out of bed. Tip-toeing to the bathroom, she sat down on the toilet and peed. After she was done, she stood in front of the full-length mirror and stared at the rings in nipples and clit. Spreading herself open, she could barely tell she had been stretched open to take two big fists at the same time. And while most of the welts were now gone, there were several bruises left behind on her inner thighs, breasts and back.

		Returning to the bedroom, Michelle found her step-sister awake and sitting up in bed. “So, it’s true, last night that is. We...we really did that? I submitted to you and let those men fuck and fist me? You pierced and caned me? Did I really lick you to orgasm?”

		“Multiple times,” Chloe smiled. “Are you okay? How are you feeling?”

		“Like I’ve woken from a crazy dream. I think I’m okay. I just need to wrap my head around all of this. And what I said about dad…”

		“Your secret is safe with me, Michelle. You have my word I will never mention a word of it to him.”

		“Thanks. So, I’m your submissive now?”

		“Only if you want to be. Like I said last night, if you don’t want to do it then just say the word and we’ll stop.”

		“Are you okay with me getting spanked and having sex with your dad?”

		“Honey, we’re not dating. You’re free to have sex with whomever you like. Or are you telling me you want our relationship to be more than sisterly?”

		“I think we’ve already gone way passed sisterly. And honestly, I don’t know what to think. I licked your pussy and ass. I liked licking your pussy and ass. I never thought in a million years I’d enjoy being with another woman, let alone my step-sister.”

		“Is there anything you didn’t like about last night?”

		“No. I mean, I honestly think I liked it all. Even you pushing all those needles into me and the guys attempting to breed me.”

		“So, you’ll let them continue? You’ll let them knock you up?”

		“Is that what you want, Mistress?” Michelle asked with a nervous grin.

		“Only if you want. Unless you’re telling me you want to be my slave and not my submissive.”

		“What’s the difference?”

		“As a submissive you will have the use of safewords during scenes as well as picking and choosing the kinks you will and won’t do. As a slave, you’ll have absolutely no control over what I command you to do. As a slave you will be subjected to every perversion under the sun whether you like it or not.”

		“Um, you mean like I was last night?”

		“Sort of, yes. Just remember, if you choose to be my slave you will be bred by those black men for as long as you serve me. But I’ll make you this deal. If they knock you up then I’ll pay for all of the medical bills as well as give you a quarter million dollars. On top of what you made last night that should go a long way to getting you out of debt and back on your feet.”

		“You’ll pay me to have their kids?”

		“I will. And I’ll even sweeten the deal even more. If you let them breed you and you have a multiple birth pregnancy I’ll pay you a cool million. How does that sound?”

		“Like you really, really want to see me bred by black men.”

		“Will you do it? Are you willing to toss that inhibition out the window and become their breeding cow?”

		“How do I know this isn’t all another one of your elaborate hoaxes and you’ll back out on paying me when the time comes?”

		“Agree to become their breeding cow and we’ll go to the bank after breakfast. While there I’ll not only pay off your mortgage, but I’ll transfer a quarter million into your account as a bonus. And then I’ll pay you another two-hundred-fifty grand when you become pregnant and a million if it’s twins or more. Deal?”

		“Why? I mean, why are you so willing to pay me all of this money now?”

		“Because I know how much you need it and since I wanted to see you become a submissive this is the best way I could think to give us both what we wanted. I’ve made the deal. Take it or leave it.”

		“I’ll take it,” Michelle replied. “I’ll let them breed me. Are you going to let them breed you as well?”

		“No. They fuck me all the time, but I’m on birth control so I don’t get pregnant.”

		“I thought you were submissive? I thought you let men and women use you? Why are you so dominant with me?”

		“I’m what is known as versatile, or a switch. And I’m dominant with you because I’ve always dreamed about dominating you, Michelle. Now, for the moment of truth. Are you open-minded and willing to be my submissive?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“And you are willingly going to let a dozen black men breed you every day starting today until you are confirmed pregnant?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“And you are willing to do everything you did last night during future scenes and sessions?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Is there anything you won’t do for me?”

		“I…I honestly don’t know, Mistress.”

		“I’ll tell you what, as you know, I have more than three-hundred million dollars to me name and thanks to wise investments that’s only going to go up. Be my sex slave, let me train you to perform every perversion under the sun and I’ll share the wealth. Agree to be my sex slave and I’ll pay you one million dollars a year broken down into fifty equal weekly payments of twenty grand each. And that’s on top of what I’ll pay for your breeding. Deal?”

		“Then I guess I’m your slave, Mistress because I’d be a damn fool to pass up such a generous opportunity. Especially considering everything I did last night. God, I really drank their piss!”

		“You did. And for a first-timer you did amazing. You’ll get better with practice so that you’ll be able to drink it all down without spilling a drop.”

		“Can you drink it, Mistress? Can you take fists like they did to me?”

		“Yes and no. I’ve been drinking pee for about three years now. And while I can eventually take a fist if I work up to it with increasingly larger toys, I am far from being able to take two in the same hole at the same time. I’m got to say, you’ve either done that a lot, or you’ve got one of the stretchiest pussies and assholes I’ve ever seen.”

		“I’ve never been fisted in my life. Never taken anything bigger than a normal cock. Hell, every guy that fucked me last night was bigger than anything I’ve ever taken except your dad. He’s pretty well hung.”

		“I guess that’s why your mom like him,” Chloe giggled. “How hung? No, nevermind, I don’t want to know how big my dad’s dick is.”

		“Ten inches. I measured it,” Michelle smiled. “And god does he know how to use it. And his tongue! Holy hell can he lick…anyways, what would you like for breakfast, Mistress?”

		“Nice segway. And I was thinking we could go grab something before heading to the bank.”

		“Sounds fine to me, Mistress. So, I can expect to be gang banged again tonight, Mistress?”

		“Tonight, tomorrow night and every night until you are confirmed pregnant. After that we’ll cut back to once every week or two and as your belly begins to swell we’ll go to once a month. Now, let’s go to the bathroom, I need to take a piss and then we can shower together.”

		“Yes Mistress. Um, he’s going to want to know why I’ve suddenly stopped letting him spank and fuck me so I’m going to have to tell your dad about us. Or are you giving me permission to let him breed me as well?”

		“I thought you said he only cums up your ass?”

		“Yes, but he’s going to wonder why my asshole is suddenly so stretched open. My pussy too. And honestly, if I am to be bred by anyone I’d rather it be him. But don’t worry, I’ll still do the gang bangs every day if that’s what you command, Mistress.”

		“You may continue fucking my dad as much as you like. And if you think you can trust him to keep his mouth shut about it, you may also tell him everything you’ve done as my slave.”

		“Thank you Mistress.”

		“Are you fucking anyone else?”

		‘No Mistress. I don’t even have a boyfriend.”

		“Good. Keep it that way until you’re knocked up. I’m hoping it comes out biracial, but if it’s dads then that’s fine as well.”

		“Yes Mistress. With a dozen men fucking me every day I don’t think I need another.

		

	
		5

		

		After eating breakfast at a small mom and pop place, and taking care of business at the bank where, in a matter of minutes her life was completely turned around, Michelle took a trip to see her step-father. Arriving at his office building just before noon, she greeted the bubbly blonde receptionist, signed in and headed for the elevators that would take her up to his office on the fifteenth floor.

		Stepping off the elevator, she walked down the long hallway, made two rights and then used the key her step-father gave her to enter through the back. Entering the back room of his office, she quietly closed the door behind her, walked over to the door ahead and opened it.

		“Forty-six. Thank you Master,” Kelly said as her husband delivered another hard swat to her ass.

		“OH MY GOD! MOM!?”

		“MICHELLE! W-What are you doing here?” Kelly gasped, looking up to see her daughter standing in the doorway between rooms. “Oh god, this…this isn’t…” Jumping off her husband’s lap, she pulled her skirt down, tumbled and fell to her ass as she tripped over the panties still around her trembling knees.

		“Well, this just got awkward,” Kyle said, looking from step-daughter to wife. “How can I help you today, Michelle?”

		“Um…”

		“Why are you here? How did you get in?” her mother demanded to know.

		“I am here to see my step-father and I got in through the back door using the key he gave me to so do. Um, do you care to explain what it was I just saw? Why was he spanking your ass, mom?”

		“I am not having this conversation with my daughter. I’ll be going now. I’ll see you at home later.”

		“Now hold on a minute. Were you done spanking my mother’s ass?”

		“Nope. She still has four more swats to go.”

		“Then by all means finish what you started. I’ll wait in the back room.”

		“Like hell! We can finish when you get home,” Kelly protested.

		“Look, you’re here getting your ass spanked because you did something naughty,” Michelle assumed “and naughty girls deserve to be disciplined. Now bend over his knees and take the punishment while I wait in the back for mine.”

		“Listen here young…wait, what did you just say? What do you mean you’ll wait in the back for yours?”

		“I mean when he’s done spanking your ass for whatever naughty things you’ve done to deserve it, he’s going to be spanking mine. God dammit! I never wanted it to come out like this, but he’s been spanking my ass at least once a week for years, mom. And there’s more.”

		“Michelle…” Kyle said, his voice stern.

		“I’m sorry, but considering everything I’ve been through I’m tired of keeping secrets. After he spanks me, he fucks me, mom.”

		“Excuse me?”

		“He fucks me. He takes me as if he owns me, and I guess in some small part he does because I let him do it and I love it. Does he fuck you after he spanks your ass, mom? Does his powerful hand slapping against your behind make you go out of your mind crazy like it does me? Are…are you his submissive, mom?”

		“That’s none of your business!”

		“I’ll take that as a yes. Honestly, after the night I had with Chloe I’m not surprised. And it is okay, mom. I’ve recently discovered that I’m submissives as well. And before you ask, Chloe is now my Mistress. Is he your Master?”

		“Well, this just keeps getting better and better,” Kyle grinned. “I guess it’s true what they say: like mother, like daughter. And to answer your question, yes, your mother is my submissive. And she’s not going to say another word about you and I having sex because she has sex with other men on a regular basis. Isn’t that right, dear?”

		“Mom?”

		“I…you…that is…yes Master.”

		“Tell your daughter what you are. Tell her how many men you’ve been screwed by.”

		“I…I’m your submissive, Master. And I’ve been screwed by one-hundred-eighty-three men since we’ve been married, Master.”

		“And you’re perfectly fine with me spanking and fucking your daughter aren’t you?”

		“Yes Master,” Kelly said, though her voice and body language said otherwise.

		“Well, now that that’s out in the open, you may get up off the floor and back over my knees for the rest of your spanking. And then you may go home. Now that Michelle’s here I’d much rather drop my load in her tight ass than your sloppy cunt.”

		“Yes Master,” Kelly said, her face turning beet red.

		“Um, about that. I’m afraid my ass isn’t exactly tight anymore,” Michelle confessed. “Chloe, um, well, to be blunt and honest, she stretched the hell out of both holes last night. How sloppy are you, mom?”

		“You see this?” Kyle asked, holding up his balled hand. “She can take it in both holes at the same time. Believe it or not, your mother is quite the kinky woman.”

		“Do you like fisting her?”

		“I do.”

		“Then you may fist me as well. Um, do I call you Master now?”

		“You may if you like. And are you really telling me you can take a fist in your tight holes?”

		“Yes Master. And like I said, I am no longer tight thanks to Chloe and the dozen black guys that spent the night fisting and breeding me. Actually, I can take two fists at the same time in the same hole.”

		“You know I’m going to call you out on that claim, right? And if you’re lying you won’t be able to sit down for a month.”

		“Yes Master.”

		“Get over my knees right now dear or you’ll get triple the punishment when I get home.”

		Humiliated now that her secret was out for her daughter to know, Kelly never the less got up off the floor, pulled her skirt up and lay across her husband’s lap. The hand came down swift and hard, causing her to jerk and squeal. “Forty-seven. Thank you Master.”

		WHACK!

		“Forty-eight. Thank you Master.”

		WHACK!

		“Forty-nine. Thank you Master.”

		WHACK!

		“Fifty. Thank you Master. This naughty slut has learned her lesson.”

		“You may go now. I’ll see you at home later.”

		“Yes Master.” Getting up from her husband’s lap, Kelly pulled her panties up and skirt down while nervously shifting her gaze between her daughter and the floor. On the verge of tears, she brushed passed Michelle and left through the back.

		“Your turn young lady. It sounds as if you’ve got a lot of explaining to do. What’s this you’re my daughter’s submissive now?”

		“Yes Master. I never intended for it to happen, but she wanted my help with something and like an idiot I allowed her to blindfold me. She took me to her basement and stripped me naked. I protested, but she somehow managed to talk me into allowing her to continue. The next thing I know I’m locked in some stool she had designed and as black men sat on it and fucked their dicks down my throat and using me as their personal toilets, massive dildos fucked me. I begged her to stop, but she offered to pay me and as we all know I’m broke as fuck so I accepted. The guys took turns gang banging and fisting me for several hours. And I…I licked Chloe’s pussy and asshole, Master.”

		“Well, it sounds as if you’ve had quite the time. Did you enjoy being their little slut?”

		“Yes Master. I’ve agreed to let the men gang bang me every day until I’m pregnant. I also want you to start cumming in my pussy, Master. Besides the twelve black men you’re the only other one I’m permitted to have sex with. I’m now Chloe’s sex slave, Master. I’ve agreed to let her train me however she sees fit and she’s helping me out financially. I won’t go into the details, but she made an offer I couldn’t refuse.” Dropping her panties on the floor, she walked over and was about to bend over her step-father’s lap when he held up a hand.

		“When did you get the piercings, slave?”

		“Chloe gave them to me last night, Master. Do you like them?”

		“I do. They suit you very well.”

		“Thank you Master. May I take my place over your knees now?”

		“Not yet. We’ll get to the spanking later. Right now I want you bent over the desk so I can ram my fists in you.”

		“Yes Master. And I’m sorry I barged in like I did. Had I known my mother was here, I never would have come in.”

		“Don’t worry about it. Your mother knows her place and she won’t raise a stink over it.” Looking over at his step-daughter’s gaping holes, he smiled. “You really are gaping open aren’t you?”

		“Yes Master. I’m not sure how easily I can take both fists right off the bat, but I can take one without effort.”

		“Walking around to the front of his large oak desk, Kyle opened the bottom left drawer and grabbed the small bottle of lube. Coating his hands, he walked back behind his step-daughter, balled both hands into fists and rapidly punched them into her pussy and ass at the same time. “Man, I’m so glad you were telling the truth or that would have hurt like hell.” Pulling his right hand from her pussy, he eased it into her ass and thrust his cock into her pussy. “From now on I’ll shoot only in your cunt while fisting your sexy ass. Is that understood, slave?”

		“Uuhhnnn…y-yes Master. Thank you so much Master. I’ve been such a naughty, naughty girl. I deserve the harshest possible punishment.”

		“The harshest?” Kyle said, pulling his hands from Michelle’s ass only to ram them back in again.

		“Aahhhh…yes Master!”

		“Then this is what you’re going to do. I know how much you get off from being spanked. It has long since ceased to be punishment for you. Am I right?”

		“Yes Master.”

		“Then as punishment I want you to go to the Inked, over on Seventh Street and ask for Mitch. Tell him I sent you for the fairy and cane. He’ll know what it means.”

		“Yes Master. So, does this mean you’re never going to spank me again?”

		“Far from it. I love how it gets you off, sweetie. But it is no longer going to be a form of punishment for you.”

		“Yes Master,” Michelle purred, her mind racing a million miles an hour as she wondered what form of punishment she would be getting at the tattoo parlor.
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		Entering Inked, Michelle noticed four women browsing jewelry and two men looking through three-ring binders full of sample tattoos. Sitting at the counter straight ahead was a heavily pierced and tattooed woman with hair dyed five shades of blue, the right side shaved down to barely more than a stubble. “Excuse me, is Mitch in?”

		“He’s with another customer at the moment. You can wait for him or give me the message and I’ll make sure he gets it.”

		“I’ll wait. This is for his ears only. Do you know how long he’ll be?”

		“Twenty, maybe thirty minutes? Feel free to browse if you’re here for work.”

		“I am, but it’s something only he can do.”

		“I’m every bit the artist he is,” the woman scoffed. “What are you looking to get done?”

		“I was told to ask specifically for him.”

		“Ah, another one of those, huh? Look, I know all about his little side jobs. You are free to sit and wait, but remember, there are other customers ahead of you so it might be a few hours. Or, alternatively you can tell me what you’re looking for and I’ll take care of it for you without the wait.”

		“I was told to ask him for the fairy and cane.”

		“Damn, really?”

		“You know what that means?”

		“I do. Mitch told me all the lingo for his special jobs and that’s a particularly nasty one. Are you sure that’s what you were told to ask for?”

		“One hundred percent. Why? What is it?”

		“Do you have any tattoos on your back?”

		“No.”

		“Good, that makes it a lot easier. The fairy is a full back tattoo of an erotic fairy dressed in leather and bound with ropes, and the cane is a branding of two crossed canes with rebel slave written around it that will be placed on a medallion on the fairy’s collar. If you’re ready we can head on back and get started.”

		“Um, what about the rest of them? Don’t you need someone to cover the counter for you?”

		“I do. And here they come right now. Hey Adam, I’m going to need to you cover the register. I’ve got a full back piece to do.”

		“Sure thing, Sarah.”

		“Follow me,” Sarah smiled at Michelle.

		Stomach now in knots, Michelle followed the body artist through the shop ant into a small back room with cabinets hanging on one wall full of ink bottles, a sink off to the left and a long table in the middle of the room.

		“Go ahead and take your shirt and bra off while I get ready. Have you ever been tattooed or branded before?”

		“No.”

		“I’ll start with completely shaving your back to get rid of any hair so the needles don’t push it back in and cause problems. I’ll then clean the area with alcohol wipes and coat it with stick deodorant. That will act as a sort of glue to hold the outline of the tattoo in place.” Sarah explained the procedure as she washed her hands in the sink. “I’ll then carefully place the tattoo on your back and do the outline. Once it’s done I’ll do the shading on the medallion and then give you the brand. I’m not going to lie, it’s going to hurt like a motherfucker. The tattoo itself will be done in several stages starting with the outline. Once that heals we’ll add more details and so on until it’s finished. Giving a week between visits, you’re looking at about a month to completion.”

		“A month? Can’t I just stay here and get it done all at once.”

		“Honey, it’s going to take about forty to fifty hours to complete such a large, detailed tattoo and there’s no way in hell I’m staying up for two days straight to do it.”

		“What if you did some and Mitch took over while you slept and then you can take over and so forth until it’s done?”

		“Are you insane?”

		“Quite possibly. I know it’s a lot to ask, but I don’t want to go two months with a partially completed tattoo. I’ll pay extra for it. Um, how much is it going to cost anyways?”

		“Three grand.”

		“Get it done in the next two days and I’ll pay ten.”

		“You’re serious?”

		“Very. I have this, phobia isn’t the right word, but anyways, I don’t like half-finished things. Especially when it comes to my body. Please, I’m actually begging you to do this for me. And if ten grand isn’t enough then name your price. But I want only the best working on it.”

		“Take a seat on the table and I’ll go talk to Mitch and Rob. If they agree to do it then we’ll proceed.”

		“Thanks.”

		Shaking her head in disbelief, Sarah left the room. Digging through her purse, Michelle grabbed her phone and dialed her step-sister. “Hello, Mistress. Do you have a minute?”

		“Sure. What do you need, slave?”

		“Um, I paid your dad a visit today and you’ll never guess who was there. My mom. She was getting spanked. It turns out she’s been his submissive ever since they got married.”

		“Really?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Are you still with him now?”

		“No Mistress he sent me to a tattoo parlor to get some work done as a form of punishment since spanking it too pleasurable for me. That’s why I’m calling. The work is going to take like two months if I let them go at their pace, but Sarah is talking to a couple of others and they might agree to do it in one go. If they do, I’m not going to be home for at least two days. You know how I am with uncompleted work, Mistress.”

		“I understand. What work are you getting?”

		“Apparently a full back tattoo of a kinky fairy and a branding of two crossed caned with rebel slave written around it. If you command me to let them do it at their pace I will obey, Mistress, but I’d much rather prefer they do it all in one go.”

		“You have my permission to stay as long as it takes to get done and if I don’t see you home tonight I’ll assume you’re there being worked on.”

		“Thank you Mistress.”

		Sarah returned about fifteen minutes later smiling ear to ear. “Well, I talked to Mitch and Rob and while they agree with me that you’re out of your mind, if you’re willing to pay us each three grand we’ll work around the clock to get it done as quickly as possible. But there will have to be regular breaks to stretch, use the bathroom and maybe grab a bite to eat. And we’ll need the money up front. Agreed?”

		“Agreed. I’m ready to start whenever you are.” Pulling her cell phone back in her purse and sitting it on the chair with her shirt and bra, Michelle lay down on the table and waited anxiously.

		When the needles pierced the skin of her back, Michelle jerked only slightly, but found it oddly relaxing, the hum of the tattoo gun hypnotic and soon she was drifting off to sleep despite the occasional jolt of pain. Minutes turned to hours and the outline was starting to really take shape as Sarah maintained a steady hand throughout. But four hours in and she needed a break.

		“Um, Michelle? You still alive?”

		“Mmm hmm.”

		“Damn, woman. How could you sleep through that?”

		“Peacefully,” Michelle smiled. “Strangely, I found it very relaxing.”

		“So I could tell. I’m going to take a break for about an hour. I suggest you get up and walk around. Use the bathroom if you need to go. You can’t leave the shop until we’re done with the outline, but if you’re hungry we’ll go grab whatever you want.”

		“Thanks. I’m not really hungry yet, but I could go for something to drink.”

		“We’ve got bottles of water in the employees lounge and a vending machine with various sodas out front. Given that we’re still open to the public you’ll have to remain back here as you cannot put your shirt on yet without screwing up the temporary outline.”

		“Um, how do I use the bathroom then?”

		“The bathroom is right outside this room so you can dart out real fast without anyone seeing you. So, what would you like to drink?”

		“Water is fine.”

		“Then go ahead and use the rest room and I’ll bring you a couple of bottles. Are you sure you don’t need anything to eat?”

		“Maybe next break.”

		“Alrighty then. Be back in a few.”

		Sarah left the room and walked down the hallway while Michelle looked out, saw the women’s room to the right. Making sure the coast was clear, she quickly ran from one room to the other to take care of business. When she returned to the room she was being worked on, there were two bottles of cold water sitting on the arm of the chair. Opening one, she downed about a third of it in one gulp, lay face-down on the table and was soon out – waking only when she felt the needle piercing her back.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		By the next break another four hours later, Michelle was starving. Heading out for the night, Sarah offered to grab everyone food to keep time wasted to a minimum while Mitch took over on the outline which now looked very much like a kneeling fair – wings stretching from shoulder to shoulder and down to her waist.

		Sarah returned with the food and while they ate, Mitch struck up a conversation. “So, you’re submissive, huh?”

		“I am. Is that a problem for you?” Michelle asked defensively.

		“Not at all. Sorry, I didn’t mean to offend. You’re only the fifth woman to come in asking for one of the special jobs and the first to ask for this one. And if I’m getting too personal feel free to tell me to mind my own damn business. So, how long have you been submissive?”

		“Only a day actually. It’s a very long story.”

		“Do you, um, do anything really kinky?”

		“Define kinky.”

		“I don’t know. You ever get gang banged?”

		“Yes. I did my first gang bang last night actually. Licked my first pussy too.”

		“Nice. I like that you’re so open about it. Not many are. They just want the work done so they can get the hell out of here.”

		“I’m more open than you might imagine.”

		“Oh?”

		“You see these?” Michelle asked, holding up her hands.

		“Um, yeah.”

		“I can take them both in the same hole at the same time.”

		“Holy shit! No way!”

		“Well, I don’t think I can do it myself, but yeah, I can take two fists at the same time. Pussy and ass for that matter.”

		“Jesus Christ. You might want to stop talking now. You’re making me all kinds of horny.”

		“Would you like me to take care of it for you? I can’t allow you to fuck me, but my Mistress never said anything about sucking other men off.”

		“I’m not going to say no.”

		Without hesitating, Michelle dropped off of the table onto her knees between Mitch’s legs. Reaching up, she unfastened his pants and pulled them down. Taking his dick in hand, she wrapped her lips around it and started bobbing her head up and down. Moving her hand to his balls, she gave them a gentle squeeze as he slid into her throat. Sucking faster, she licked along his hard shaft down to his balls which she sucked into her mouth as her hand moved up to jerk him off.

		Alternating between jerking and sucking, Michelle kept Mitch edging for a good half hour before finally taking all seven inches down her throat and milking him for every drop that he had – satisfied to be eating such a huge, delicious load, but disappointed that she could not feel his little baby-makers swimming around in her pussy. Sitting back, she looked up into his big blue eyes and smiled. “Was that okay?”

		“Babe that was the best fucking blowjob I’ve ever gotten in my life.”

		“Glad you liked it. I’m ready to get back to it when you are.” Still grinning at the compliment, Michelle got up off the floor and lay on the table.

		Several more hours passed as the tattoo continued taking shape. Mitch was replaced by Rob who not only completed the outline, but the medallion as well as give her the branding which she managed to take better than she thought possible. Eight hours later, Rob was replaced by Sarah and so it went for nearly fifty-seven straight hours with Michelle getting sleep during the times the tattooing was not so painful. Which, after getting branded was most of the time.

		When the work was finally complete, Michelle stood in front of a large mirror and awkwardly held a smaller one in order to get a good view. That was not working to well so she gave Sarah her phone and asked her to take a picture of it for her. The beauty of what she saw stunned her into tears. Done to appear 3D, the fairy was dressed in a purple and silver underbust corset and purple thong – its hands crossed over its breasts and tied in place. Kneeling, its legs were bound by ropes around the thighs and ankles. And hanging from a purple collar around its neck was a medallion with two crossed canes and REBEL SLAVE branded on it.

		“It’s absolutely amazing! I can’t believe how lifelike it looks. And um, it might be the lack of sleep, but I swear it looks like me.”

		“That’s not a lack of sleep making you see things,” Mitch grinned. “It is you. Not only your face, but your body as well. Or at least as close as we could get get to the real thing.”

		“To make sure it heals correctly you’ll need to have someone gently rub this balm on it at least twice a day,” Sarah said as she handed Michelle a small bag. “It’ll keep the scabbing soft and to a minimum. I still can’t believe we did it. Or rather I can’t believe you laid there and let us tattoo you for so long without really stopping.”

		“Like I said, I like things to be done as quickly as possible. And it was worth every penny. Thank you all so much.”

		Getting dressed, Michelle left the tattoo parlor and drove home. Unfortunately, she was advised not to take a shower for a day or two and so she washed up as best she could and then went to bed where she slept for nearly eleven straight hours.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Waking in the early afternoon, Michelle crawled out of bed in desperate need of a toilet. Rushing into the bathroom she relived an overfull bladder. Still not willing to risk taking a shower, she once again gave herself a sponge bath before going into the bedroom and getting dressed – opting to skip wearing a bra as it would only serve to irritate the tattoo as well as the brand. Arriving a short time later at her step-sister’s house, she knocked and was surprised to be let in by Zack.

		“Um, is my Mistress around?”

		“She’s currently getting triple penetrated. Come on in. We were all wondering when we’d get to breed your sexy ass again.”

		“Tonight I think, but you’re all going to have to be very careful with me. I don’t want to do anything to fuck up my back.”

		“Yeah, Chloe said you were having some work done.”

		“And I can’t wait to show it off to you all. It’s really the best fucking tattoo I’ve ever seen in my life. I also can’t wait to feel all your dicks in me again. I know we sort of got off to a rocky start, but I really loved being taken like a complete whore and bred like an animal. So, is Mistress in the basement?”

		“She is. As are twenty men.”

		“Twenty?”

		“Your step-sister loved her big black cock. But now that you’re here I guess she’s just going to have to share.”

		Opening the door to the basement, Michelle heard the unmistakable sounds of sex from her step-sister’s moans to the grunts of the men taking her from both ends at the same time. Grinning ear to ear, finally getting the chance to see Chloe being taken like a slut, she rushed down and into the bar room to see a whole lot of naked black men waiting for their chance while three more stuffed her step-sister’s pussy, ass and mouth.

		“Hello Mistress. Mind if I join in the party?”

		“I thought you’d never ask,” Chloe grinned. “Did you get the work done?”

		“Yes Mistress. Before I take my clothes off and let all of these men have their way with me, I must ask that they be gentle and avoid too much contact with my back. The brand and tattoo are fresh and I don’t want either of them fucked up. That being said, if I feel they are being unnecessarily rough in the back area, and I don’t mean my ass, I will quit and not come back until it’s completely healed.”

		“You heard her guys,” Chloe moaned as the two black men continued plowing in and out of her pussy and ass “keep your hands off her back or you’ll never be invited back to my house again. Other than that, make sure to use her as your urinal and fill her cunt with every drop of jizz you’ve got.”

		Stripping out of her clothes, Michelle turned her back so that everyone could see the amazing work the three artists did, but the men were more interested in fucking holes than looking at art and she soon found herself being taken by three men. Purring, she let herself become lost to the pleasures of submission.
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