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I stepped out onto the deck and smiled at one
of the guests, greeting him.

“And how are you enjoying your first year of
college?”

“I won’t know until my first year begins,” I
said with a laugh. “That’s not until the fall.

He wore dark glasses as did most of the
guests, and I wondered where his eyes were as he looked at me. I’d
known him, not well, but off and on, most of my life. But I was not
a little girl any more. Not by a long shot. And he would not think
me one in this bikini.

It was not a particularly revealing swimsuit,
at least, not in my opinion. It was a soft yellow, with a small
tanga back which covered, well, perhaps one third of each buttock,
or maybe, to be generous, a bit more. It was low cut, front and
back, enough that the rear showed “cleavage” at the top of my
buttocks.

The cups were narrow triangles which squeezed
my breasts up and together, just barely hiding my nipples while
displaying the soft, unblemished flesh of my inner breasts, so
softly rounded and glowing.

My long legs and flat, firm stomach were
well-displayed, as well, of course, as to be expected in a bikini,
along with the long, smooth length of my back.

I knew full well that, as I moved among them,
with my long hair glowing in the sun, their eyes would be all over
me, their minds filled with dark fantasies. Yet I could easily
plead innocence, simply wearing what was in fashion. And my face,
so young seeming, so innocent, with my enormous brown eyes and tiny
snub nose, my small, full-lipped mouth and rounded chin, would help
me get away with it.

What would a young girl like me know of the
perverse fantasies of men, especially older men. They women, of
course, would know me as a girl well aware of how hot she looked. I
could not hide that from those who had felt the same sorts of
delight in the effect of their bodies on men.

I made my way down the stairs and out to the
pool. Most of the guests were in their forties. There were a few
young women, but as I scanned them, none to compete with me. And
that inner arrogance, that feminine sense of competition, felt a
sense of smug confidence as I got myself a drink.

My father came over and frowned at me. I knew
he was unhappy with my choice of suits, and I knew he’d make that
known to me at a later point in time – probably this very
evening.

“Miranda, go around and see if anyone needs a
drink or wants more ice,” he said.

“Yes, daddy,” I said demurely.

Eva glowered at me for a moment, and I knew
that I would feel her wrath later, as well, but I ignored her. I
had not liked Eva since my father had first begun dating her six
years earlier. I had liked her even less when he had married her
last year. She had been someone’s secretary he had met during a
business meeting. Yes, she was beautiful, in a dusky Hispanic way,
but had no class.

She filled out her bathing suit over well,
her big brown breasts straining against the fabric of her one-piece
green bathing suit. The sides of it were cut high on the hip, but
more in a way of pretending to a hide she did not own then in any
attempt at inspiring lust in those seeing her.

Still, she was beautiful, her hair thick and
rich, if not so soft and glowing as mine. It fell over her
shoulders and down her back to the same length as me, but my dark
brown hair gleamed in the sun, soft and silken, while hers was
black and coarse. She had an hourglass figure, but her hips were
wider than mine, as were her shoulders. I was quite slender, quite
narrow of frame, and she was – not.

She dieted constantly and exercised to keep
in shape. I did nothing. Superior genes will tell, I guess.

She was a spiteful little woman, I thought,
barely coming up to my shoulders, and overly emotional for someone
more than fifteen years older than I. And her annoyance at my
bathing suit could be traced to simple jealousy, to not wanting to
appear as second to me in the interests of the men.

I moved around the pool, smiling and touching
the men lightly on the shoulders, asking if they needed something
to drink. I always approached the men, rather than the women in any
group. They always greeted me more warmly, always smiled and
welcomed my attentions. I could feel Eva’s eyes follow me, and felt
a small, vicious sense of superiority, knowing she was watching how
the men reacted to me, knowing it would fuel her jealousy, her
anger.

She was not a woman given to much
self-control, and though she tried to hide it, was riven by
insecurities. Just to spite her further I moved past a group of
half a dozen men, pretended to drop something, and bent over. I
didn’t need to look back at them to know their eyes were moving as
one, their tongues licking across suddenly dried lips as they took
in the sight of my barely clad bottom.

I straightened as if innocent, and walked
away. Oh yes, I’m vain. I love the attention I get. I love the way
the men suck in their guts as I approach, the way they draw in
their breath and their voices and faces soften at the sight of me.
It isn’t simply lust, you know. Even older men with little interest
in sex still loved to see a beautiful girl with a great body,
especially in a small bikini.

Do I have a great body? Everyone says I do,
and, comparing myself to models and actresses, I can’t deny it. It
would be false modesty for me to say otherwise. So why should
I?

I got glasses and drinks and ice, and
freshened up other drinks, making small talk with, again, mostly
the men. This was my father’s party, after all, so there was no one
here my age, no teenagers. Most of the people here were old enough
to be the parents of teenagers. But I was not, of course, their
daughter.

And, in fact, because most were older, and
not especially proud of their bodies – especially the women – most
were not wearing bathing suits. They were content with shorts and
tank tops or polo shirts. There were only three of us there who
qualified as eye candy. Me and Eva, and a woman named Karen, a
blonde thirtysomething in a black bikini.

But I was the tastiest bit of candy, knew it,
was smugly content, and basked in their attention as I moved about.
I guess there was something of the cock-tease in what I was doing,
but as I said, I liked the attention, and was taking advantage of
the situation. I didn’t have to worry about rude comments or
come-ons, not from these people, the way I would at a normal
gathering. So I could relax, enjoy the attention, and not worry
about how to turn guys down without hurting their feelings.

I took a dip in the pool, after a bit. Almost
no one else was doing it. It was getting hot under the sun, and I
needed to cool off.

I glided through the water under the surface,
my legs kicking out slowly, carefully. I’d been swimming since I
was very little, and was quite good at it. I arched slowly up
towards the surface, and broke water, then pulled myself out onto
the pavement, reaching behind me to pull my hair back and then
twist the worst of the water out.

Eyes were on me, and again, while I pretended
not to notice, I felt that sense of smugness. I glanced across at
Eva and saw her hostility. There was no way she would go in the
water and spoil her expensive haircut. The look she gave me
promised something, and I felt a little tightness in my chest, then
smiled at her and gave her a little knowing smile.

Bitch, I thought. Go ahead and fume. There’s
nothing you can do about it.

Of course, there WAS, but not until the party
ended and the guests went home.

* * * *

I felt a slow, dreamy sense of heat come over
me as the chains tightened, as I felt my limbs beginning to stretch
out. I moaned softly around the ball gag, loving how it forced my
jaw wide, how it filled my mouth and pressed down on my tongue. The
squirming discomfort as the saliva in my mouth built up and began
to ooze out around the gag embarrassed and excited me at the same
time.

The pull on the upper chains raised me onto
the balls of my feet and kept me there, precariously perched, my
bottom pushed out, my legs straight and taut. My arms strained
above me, pulled out well to the sides as well to help support more
of my weight. Still, my wrists burned slightly with the grip of the
padded leather restraints.

My breathing began to quicken as I half hung,
half stood there, watching them prepare.

Eva turned and walked over to me. With my
legs spread as wide as they were I should have been down to her
height, but raised on the balls of my feet, I was still taller than
her.

She smiled at me, and it was a cruel smile
filled with anticipation.

Her small hand came up and caressed my left
breast. I felt my nipple tingling and tightening, throbbing as her
skin moved across mine. She had a small thin clamp in her hand. It
was a three toothed clamp on the end of a six inch long wooden
handle. She pressed it again my nipple, or rather, around my
nipple, so that the three sides of the jaws encircled it.

My nipples are dime sized, pink, with areolas
not much larger. When cold or aroused, they hardened like eraser
heads, pushing out and tingling in the breeze, sensitive and eager
to be touched.

Eva closely closed the three sides of the
clamp on my nipple and I moaned softly into the gag as I felt the
pain, felt it mounting, felt it as a dark heat that stung and bit
at my body and mind. She closed the clamp tightly, smirking at me,
then slowly twisted the thing around, twisting my nipple
stingingly.

“So proud of your body,” she said, now
pulling the nipple, stretching it, straining it, making my twist
and writhe as I bit into the gag.

She released the nipple and I gasped weakly,
panting for breath.

She closed the clamp around the other nipple,
crushed it, twisted it, and pulled, pulled slowly, harshly, forcing
me to arch my back and push my chest out as far as I possibly could
to ease the pain.

She released it and stared at me from beneath
heavily made up eyelashes.

“Did I not tell you to wear something modest,
slut?”

She slapped my face, and I moaned, eyes blinking.

“But you must always disobey. You must always
show off your pretty body.”

She slapped my face again, rocking my head to
the side.

“Even though you know you will be punished
for it.”

Again she slapped my face, and my ears
rang.

Her right hand slid down my belly, and her
fingers framed my throbbing clitoris so that my hips bucked out
unconsciously.

“Whore,” she said. “You want my touch, whore.
You need my touch.”

Her fingers rubbed lightly up and down, yet
framing my clit, not touching it, so that a part of me longed to
feel them stroking across that small bit of quivering flesh.

She was fully dressed. I knew that was to
make me feel even more naked than I was. She wore a small gold
chain around her neck while I wore a leather collar. She wore a
comfortable tank top and shorts while I had nothing on but the
leather restraints around my wrists and ankles. She wore high
heeled sandals, while I was barefoot, the balls of my feet cold
against the stone underneath me.

She moved away, and took the dildo she was
handed. It was very thick and long, and heavily ridged all the way
down its length. It was already oiled, and she pressed the nose
against my slit, twisting and turning it, and pushing upwards. I
felt the mouth of my pussy filled by the head, then felt the lips
of my sex forced and back as she pushed it up inside me.

I was already wet, and the lubicrant on the
dildo only made it easier. But I was also tight and it was thick.
It hurt going in with as little time as she gave me to get used to
it, but it hurt in a dark, sensual way that, even as I moaned and
my head rolled back in pain, caused my pussy to spasm around
it.

I felt the thick ridges as they passed
through my pussy lips, one after another after another as she
forced it up high into my belly, high enough to ache, high enough
to jam against the back wall of my sex and then to stretch it
further in, to force that wall back.

“Whore,” she said in a hiss.

She had no need to hold it in place. It was
thick enough to stay on its own unless I spent some time exercising
my pubic muscles and tried to expel it. It sat inside me, holding
my lips stretched wide around it, a constant, throbbing ache deep
at the back of my pussy.

She slapped my face again and I wasn’t ready
for it, gasping, startled, my head thrown back again.

“Puta!”

She took another dildo and moved behind me.
Like the first, it was oiled and thick, and she worked it slowly up
into my anus as I rolled my head in slow, sensual excitement.

I cried out into the gag as she yanked back
on my hair suddenly, then cried out again as she shoved the dildo
achingly deep.

She worked it slowly in and out of me,
twisting and turning, changing the angle, thrusting up sharply,
deeply, forcing me up onto my toes repeatedly as I gasped and
writhed and saliva trickled slowly out from the rubber ball to
spill down my chest.

She moved away, leaving the dildo up inside
me, and returned, smiling in a dark, feral way as she took my left
nipple in her fingers. She rolled it between the pads of her thumb
and forefinger, plucking and lightly pinching it, then lifted up
the pin in her other hand. It was a short, straight, silver pin
with a small round pearl on the end. Her smile widened, and the
pressed the sharp tip of the pin against the exact center of my
nipple, then – pushed.

The pain was sharp, intense. I screamed into
the gag as she drove the pin slowly into my nipple, in through the
round, quivering pink button, and then into the soft flesh
underneath. She left it there, embedded up to the pin, as I gulped
in air and moaned in helpless pain.

Then, of course, she produced its twin, and
took her time slowly pushing that one up into my other nipple until
both of my nipples were crowned by small, round, ivory balls.

“Whore,” she said.

She stepped back, smirking at me. I was
trembling lightly, my pale skin covered in a sheen of sweat now, as
she picked up the whip. No, the flog. The flog would be first, the
cat 0’nine tails with its long, thin laces.

She gave me an arrogant look, and I knew that
this would be a long evening. This would not be a short session of
punishment and sex. This would be her making a point.

She started on my back. She was quite the
traditionalist. I hissed as the laces cut across my shoulder blades
and the top of my back with stinging force. She waited perhaps five
seconds, then the next blow, in the same place, making me arch and
moan.

My skin began to heat even as my insides did
the same, a dark hunger and masochistic excitement swirling through
my mind.

The cat clawed across my back again, a little
lower, then again, still lower. Blow after blow turned the skin of
my back hot and sore, yet also gave it a sense of numbness.

She moved around in front of me, and began on
my breasts.

My breasts were always firm and full, but
with my arms outstretched as they were, my breasts were especially
taut and outthrust, pulled back somewhat against my chest, yet
still throbbing as the thin laces sliced into it. The flog scoured
me, slashing and clawing at my breasts and belly as she carefully
turned my flesh pink, then red.

The numb heat spread over my outer body, yet
I was far from numb on the inside. My stomach was churning, my
chest tight, my mind gripped by a sweltering sexual fever which
seemed to grow stronger with every sharp, stinging blow. My body
jerked and arched and twisted against the restraints as she swung
her arm, and I could see the vindictive satisfaction in her
eyes.

She stopped, and her fingers slid between my
legs, the palm of her hand pressing up against the dildo, up –
hard. I cried out, forced up onto my toes, back arched, head thrown
back as she jammed the head against the back wall of my pussy and
threatened to force it to tear right through into my womb.

She eased the pressure, and her thumb began
to stroke across my engorged clit. The contrast was intoxicating,
and I shuddered, my hips grinding helplessly as she chuckled
cruelly at my helpless response.

Again her open hand slapped against my cheek,
throwing my head back, and she stepped back, handing over the flog,
and taking the whip.

The whip was perhaps three feet of thin,
flexible leather attached to a foot-long leather-covered handle. It
was not so very heavy, but it was considerably heavier than the
laces she had already warmed my flesh with.

It slashed across my back now, and I screamed
into the gag.

“Scream, whore,” she sneered.

A line of fire slashed across my hip, and
another across my back. My body twisted and arched and pulled
against the restraints as she brought the whip down again, and then
again and again so that I was gasping and moaning and whimpering in
helpless pain.

Yet that was just the warm-up for her and we
both knew it. Now the whip moved in at angles, slashing across my
hip and down – and in, the tip snapping and biting around my sex,
at the soft, swollen lips of my sex where they gripped the base of
the dildo so tightly, at my swollen clitoris protruding from behind
its sweating hood. I screamed whenever she caught my clit, and
flung myself mindlessly, twisting and turning, against the
restraints as she shifted, as the whip curled around my ribs to
bite into the soft flesh of my breasts.

The impact was like an explosion of sensation
which burst through my mind, yet the sensation was only partly
pain. There was a strange, incredible pleasure in each blow, as
well, in the feel of my sensitized flesh being snapped and stung by
the sharp edge of the leather. I writhed under the force of those
sensations, that strange twisted eruption of pleasure and pain that
clawed at my mind.

The stinging pain was a dark, heady slash of
white hot pleasure that sank into my flesh and glowed hotly there.
And as each blow landed, I felt the glowing heat beneath my skin,
there, and there, and there, and there also, until they were all
across my chest, my back, my groin and belly and buttocks, so that
I seemed to be glowing with the incredibly charged sexual heat.

The whip sliced across my nipple and I
screamed and came, hips bucking violently, helplessly. She laughed
and shame filled me, but even the shame made my pussy throb and
pulse with excitement.

“Puta,” she sneered.

I hovered there, twisting, writhing, just shy
of orgasm, my body throbbing from neck to thigh, my skin flaming,
sweating.

She moved back and stepped into the harness,
then tightened the straps around herself. The dildo she attached to
the front was thicker than the ones she had pushed up inside me,
and curved upward.

She moved around behind me, and I moaned anew
as I felt her grip the base of the dildo protruding from my anus,
pump it in and out once, twice, then pull it free. She pushed the
other immediately into place and I felt it sliding up inside me,
the latex smooth but thickly lined as it stroked over the flesh of
my anal tunnel.

It forced me that much wider, and pushed that
much deeper, and now I felt the chains attached to my wrist
restraints easing down, then shifting forward. This let me down
onto my feet, at first, but then forced me to bend forward a little
at the waist. And that forced me up onto the balls of my feet
again.

My head hung down, my tangled hair like a
curtain around my face as she worked the dildo deeper. Her hips
were working harder, using that latex prick like a weapon,
thrusting it up into my belly as though she were punching with her
fist. I cried out as she yanked back on my hair, pulling my head
up, and my eyes focused through my hazy vision, on the man standing
before me, watching.

Masturbating.

It was my father.

He stared at me excitedly, his big cock in
his hand, the head purple with lust, the shaft a dark, hungry red
as his hand moved slowly over it. He watched, almost as aroused as
I was. Yet it was not his wife sodomising me that excited him, It
was me being sodomised. It was my reactions, my pain, my pleasure,
my helpless hunger and feverish passion.

A flood of shame swept over me, so that I –
almost – wanted to turn away, to hide. But then the shame shifted
and twisted into a dark, nasty hunger, and as Eva got the rhythm
going, working the dildo steadily inside me, I tripped over into
climax again. It was far more powerful this time, and I screamed
into the gag, eyes rolling back as Eva rammed her hips forward and
drove that thick prick painfully deep into my belly.

Eva’s right hand cupped my wounded, aching
breast, squeezing, digging into the soft flesh. Her fingers slid up
to the nipple, squeezing hard. Pain and pleasure flashed through me
and I cried out again as her fingers crushed my nipple in, then
seized the little pearl and slowly pulled the pin out. She slid it
out less than half an inch, then thrust it back in, all the while
her hips still pumping, the dildo still punching up into my
belly.

She laughed as I twisted and screamed, and
seized the other pin as well. She began to work them both in and
out, slowly, making my nipples burn and sting and forcing another
massive orgasm through my mind. It shook me like a dog with a rag
doll, and I swayed and shuddered in animal pleasure. And no sooner
had the orgasm faded then I went screaming upwards onto another
plateau, and then another.

I was in that zone now, that strange,
mindless sexual zone of carnal lust and feverish desire that turned
me into a sexual animal. Multiple orgasms convulsed my body as my
mind tumbled and rolled in the heaving waves of scalding
pleasure.

My frenzied orgasm drove my father over the
edge, and his come spewed out, thick silvery wads of semen spraying
over my chest and belly as he pumped his cock frantically.

My father had never touched me sexually, but
his come was something else again. I had felt it across my breasts
and between my legs, had felt it in my hair and spattered across my
face, and had tasted its dark, warm salty tang as it poured into my
mouth and down my throat.

I cannot describe the intensity of the
pleasure I felt from that big dildo thrusting, thrusting, thrusting
inside my back passage. Yes it also hurt, in a way, but for the
most part it was just a glorious sense of excitement as the ridged
latex dildo stroked back and forth inside me, the head punching me
in the deepest pit of my belly again and again.

It was – glorious!

My head bounced and jerked in time to her
hard, thrusting, my body twitching and jerking and writhing and
spasming as the orgasms stamped across my mind like the heavy heels
of some demented animal, slamming into me one after another until I
thought I might lose my mind. Ether the intensity became too much
for my mind to bear, or, more likely, I simply forgot, in the midst
of my wailing orgiastic pleasure, to breath.

The world went dark around me, and the
pleasure and pain ended.
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I don’t usually dress slutty, or sexy, at
least, not in the traditional sense. I don’t wear short skirts. I
don’t wear low cut tops. I rarely wear dresses at all, in fact. I’m
not one of those girls who likes the really tight jeans. Not
normally. In the summer, however, I do have a preference for
low-riding short shorts, but never the skanky kind which lets your
buttocks stick out the bottom. That might seem odd, but the
standards for bathing suits in the era of thongs is a lot different
from shorts, at least as far as I’m concerned. My shorts cover my
entire butt, thank you very much. They just don’t cover anything
much else. That means if I wear underwear with them it has to be
the kind you can wear with low riding pants.

For tops, my preference is tanks which hug my
body and show off my smooth, firm belly. Sometimes the tanks only
cover my breasts and upper chest, sometimes they come down to only
a few inches above my shorts. But they always hug my chest, and I
know that I have a very nice silhouette. I mean, my breasts are
only thirty-four C cups, but because I’m a slender girl, they look
even fuller and firmer. Anyway, huge big breasts are not that
attractive, as far as I’m concerned. They don’t make for a graceful
silhouette.

And I enjoyed my silhouette, enjoyed the way
people looked at it, the way they admired it, the way they sighed
when they saw me go by. Hey, who wouldn’t get something of an ego
jolt from that?

Eva certainly does. I know she loves it when
men stare at her. But she’s a skanky whore. She dresses in really
short, tight skirts, and every top shows cleavage, sometimes so
much her tits are practically falling out. I never could understand
what my father saw in her, or why he married her. Oh sure, she’s a
pervert, and so is he. But most men are perverts, and he sure could
have done better.

He wasn’t an open obvious pervert before he
started dating Eva. I mean, I never knew he was a pervert. Well,
any more than most men were, I guess, but I suppose I wasn’t
entirely aware of how perverted most men were back then. I knew
that boys were horny bastards who would do just about anything to
get into my panties, but even with boys I wasn’t aware of the
depths of their interest, or the perversity of their ever-present
pornographic fantasies.

And I guess I assumed that once they got old,
that is, out of their teens, they lost most of that frantic,
adolescent fascination with sex. I was, of course, quite
mistaken.

I felt, for the first time in my life, a kind
of contempt for my father when he started dating Eva, as if he had
betrayed my belief in his intelligence and maturity, his judgment
and wisdom. I could instantly see what a cheap, crass thing she
was, and that her main interest in him was his money. Why couldn’t
he? Was he really just as stupid about sex as the boys I associated
with? My own father!? How pathetic!

Not long after Eva first moved in she began
to find serious faults in just about every single thing about me;
everything I did, everything I said, who my friends were, my taste
in clothing, books, music and television, just about everything. I
gave her the silent treatment, for the most part, and greeted her
whiny complaints with the contempt she deserved, but that just
seemed to infuriate her. She started calling me “Miss stuck up.”
And “Miss nose in the air”. I mean, as if these were the best she
could come up with!

She also acted very sexual around my father,
and it seemed to please him. This brought my father’s sexuality
into jarring reality, and grossed me out, at first. But gradually,
I began to accept it, though my opinion of him suffered greatly. I
also thought he was weak for constantly giving in to him and
letting him boss her around. She always got his way, either by
screaming like a fishwife, crying like a baby, or a combination of
wheedling and sexually brazen flirting.

It was really gross watching her rubbing her
fat tits against him while she talked in that flirty little Spanish
girl voice, trying to persuade him to one thing or another, and
even more disgusting that it always seemed to work.

Anyway, she voiced her constant complaints
about me to my father, and while I could ignore her I could not so
easily ignore him. Because she soon began arguing for him to do
something about my “bad habits” and such, and he would, more often
than not, agree, whether it was banning friends she didn’t like
from coming over, forcing a curfew on me (even after I turned 18!),
taking the TV out of my room (it’s bad for young minds), removing
my computer (the internet is dangerous) or even changing the foods
I ate (nutrition is important to young people).

She also, right out of the blue, took away
all my furniture. One day, I returned home from school, and found
she had “redecorated” my room. It had been cool, with pieces I had
been allowed to select myself over the years. Now it was some weird
Spanish type bedroom with an old-fashioned canopy bed overflowing
with flowery duvet and pillows. The dressers and desk were the same
sort of thing, and I hated them at first sight.

But it wasn’t like my father was going to
return them, for they’d cost a fortune and Eva claimed that they
were on a no-return sale. She’d also already given away my
furniture to a charity. And my father actually yelled at me for
being rude to her when she was “only trying to do something nice
for you”! God!

All of this was just extremely aggravating.
She had only fairly recently started in on the physical attacks.
That hat started with more complaining, this time accompanied by
repeated claims that I had become undisciplined, that my father had
“spared the rod and spoiled the child” that what I needed was a
“smack on the ass” or that I was acting like such a child I ought
to be “spanked like a spoiled little girl”.

Eva was a good bit shorter than me, but like
I said, she was far more solid, and had clearly come from a tougher
neighborhood than I had ever seen. I am quite slender. Some of the
guys I know have in the past managed to put their hands on either
side of my waist and practically make the fingers of their opposite
hands touch. And I really have never had much of an inclination
towards violence of any kind.

Eva’s first physical act against me was a
slap on my ass. She said something snotty as I passed, and I
replied in kind. She whipped her hand out and cracked me on the ass
so that I leapt forward with a yell of pain.

“You watch your mouth around me, little
girl,” she growled, pointing her finger menacingly.

“Bitch!” I shouted.

She started forward and I jerked back in
alarm, then turned and trotted up the stairs with as much dignity
as I could manage, not rubbing my stinging bottom until I was sure
I was out of sight.

She slapped me like that on a number of
occasions afterwards, so that I became quite wary of her whenever I
was in range. My resentment of her grew, but it was tempered now by
not wanting my ass to be slapped. That not only stung but, well,
let’s face it, it’s humiliating. I had no answer to it either, as I
knew I was no match for her, physically. I had to be careful not
only when I said something to her, but even afterwards. There were
occasions when she would come up behind me, all silently, and then
slap my ass hard because of something I had said or done
previously, or even because of some imagined fault.

For example, I could be leaning forward
examining a newspaper on the table, and suddenly – Crack! – I’d
feel her hand across my bottom, her voice coming almost instantly
on the heels of the pain. “I thought I told you to clean up your
room!” or “I thought I told you to not leave your wet towels in the
bathroom” or “You were told to do the laundry” or something
similar.

Needless to say, I came to hate her even
more, and one day I found that all my lingerie had been taken away.
I was, like most teenage girls, into lacy, often brightly colored
thongs and bras. It was all gone, replaced by what I would call
“granny panties”, which were thick cotton panties like my
grandmother might have worn, with matching white bras.

How do you think I would react? Of course I
was furious, outraged. I stormed downstairs, screaming and cursing
at her, and she responded right back, screaming and cursing at me,
and saying my underwear was “for whores” and demanding why I wanted
to dress like a whore. I called her a whore and she slapped my
face. Shocked, I slapped her back. I know, in retrospect, that she
had been expecting it, yet she made no attempt to doge the blow
which, given my nature, was fairly weak anyway.

She immediately jumped me, twisted my arm
behind my back, bent me over a kitchen chair. I was wearing what I
had went out with that day, a pair of short shorts with a thong
underneath. She slapped my ass hard, which didn’t shock me, but,
pinning me in place, she continued to slap my ass, her hand
descending again and again and again as I squirmed and yelled and
howled in growing pain, my bottom quickly catching fire.

The screaming and howling brought my father
into the kitchen, a room he rarely ever got near. He was very
old-fashioned in some ways, and left cooking to womenfolk, be it
me, Eva, or, before her, the housekeeper he had then employed,
Maria.

“What is going on here!?” he demanded
sternly.

“Your daughter slapped my face!” Eva shouted
in outrage.

“What?!” my father cried.

“She hit me first!” I cried, still bent over
the chair, my face jammed against the table.

Eva had forced both my wrists up behind my
back and pushed down on them. My hands were up between my shoulder
blades, and I was really in no position to twist free.

“I was merely trying to get your daughter to
stop dressing like a slut!” Eva said.

“I don’t dress like a slut!”

“I bought her new underwear and threw out the
sluttish things she was wearing,” Eva said. “There is no reason for
her to have underwear that shows off her bare bottom. Can you think
of any, Albert?!”

“Well… well no, I agree…”

“Do you think your daughter should dress in
the lingerie a prostitute would wear!?”

“Of course not!”

“Do you want to know what kind of lingerie
she likes to wear?! I’ll show you!” she shouted.

I had no clue what she intended. But suddenly
she grabbed the back of my short shorts and yanked them down over
my hips. I screamed and twisted but could do nothing as she easily
held me pinned in place, now with my shorts around my ankles. I was
now bent over with nothing on below my short tank top but a tiny
black lace thong, and my ass, of course, was displayed to maximum
benefit, even if it was all red.

“You can see the sluttishness of such
clothes, and imagine the ideas it would give a young girl, Albert!”
Eva cried.

My father was staring at my ass, and my face
suddenly turned redder than my butt. I admit I’ve always had a nice
ass. People all told me so. It was a nice, firm round shape for a
slim girl like me, not meaty at all but, very, very firm. And now
my own father was looking at it! I turned away, mortified. But
things were only going to get worse.

“Sometimes a spanking is the best way to
convey discipline to young girls,” Eva said. “I’ve told you this
before, Albert. They don’t understand anything else. In my country,
young girls like this are much more disciplined and so they get
into much less trouble.”

She slapped my bottom, the sound sharper now
without my shorts between her skin and mine, and I yelped again,
even more embarrassed that my father was looking on.

“You must allow me to properly discipline her
or you will be sorry, Albert,” she growled. “She will wind up
coming home pregnant, or with some awful disease!”

“It’s only a thong!” I tried to cry, but
Eva’s voice overrode mine, drowning me out.

“I am only doing my best for you, Albert! I
cannot abide lazy, sluttish girls! You must allow me to teach this
one her proper place. And sluttish minds come from such things as
this,” she said.

I felt her gripping the back of my thong,
yanking on the waistband briefly.

“Well not in my house, young lady!” she
said.

And then she grabbed it again and suddenly
yanked my thong down.

I didn’t think I could get any more
embarrassed, but I could. I screamed and tw3isted, but she pinned
me firmly in place, still bent over. I tried to keep my thighs as
tightly closed as I could, but bent over like that, from this
angle, well, I knew that my father would be able to see my pussy
pretty clearly.

And if he couldn’t, Eva was going to make
sure he could.

“Do you see, Albert! Do you see what the slut
has already done!?” she screeched.

And then she jammed her fist into my thighs,
just below my pussy, forcing my legs to part at least that
much.

“See!? See!? Do you not notice that she
shaven off all her pubic hair! What kind of girl does that, Albert!
Who is it meant to please but her lovers!?”

“Stop it! Let me go! Let me go!” I cried
frantically, squirming and twisting, utterly humiliated to be bent
over like this with my father staring at my naked pussy.

“Look at how carefully she has shaven
herself,” Albert,” she said.

I blanched as I felt her hand cover my pussy
mound, as I felt her bare hand against that most intimate part of
my body.

“Not a trace of hair or even stubble to be
found,” she said. “She keeps herself very cleanly shaved for only
one reason, Albert! And you know what it must be! Now do you
see!”

“I-I… yes,” he said in a sort of strangled voice.

“We do not want her to become a whore passed
around from boy to boy! She is obviously overcome by her sexual
desires and impulses. It is all because of the internet! I told you
this, Albert! These young girls get all charged up over the filth
on the internet and in their magazines and think to dress
themselves as sluts and act like prostitutes! Do you really think
your daughter still a virgin? Do you?”

I squealed in shocked horror as I felt her
finger pushing against my pussy entrance, as I felt her stabbing it
through the tight lips of my sex and wriggling it inside.

“Eva, I don’t think you …” my father started
to say.

“No! You do not think! That is your problem!”
she shouted, plunging her finger deep.

She drew it back quickly. “There is no hymen
inside there, Albert. Your daughter is no virgin! She has been
fucking boys! What do you say to that!?”

I know some girls would have been screaming, fighting mad, but I
was overcome by the shame, by the humiliation, stupefied by it as I
was pinned there, and just closed my eyes and whimpered silently,
beaten down by the force of the humiliation and my inability to
cover myself or protect myself.

“I will show you what we do to whores in my
country, Albert!” I heard her say.

And then she resumed her spanking, her hand
cracking hard and fast against my bare bottom. The pain stung and
jerked me out of my dazed state so that, as before, I kicked and
howled and twisted.

I think she probably helped it along, but one
of my legs jerked out of my shorts and panties which had been
clinging to my ankles, and then, making a show of needing to
control me better, she jerked me upright by the hair, still pinning
my wrists up behind my back. She slid me sideways a little bit, and
then shoved me down across the table again, but the corner of the
table. She shoved me forward roughly, until my thighs were forced
apart by the edge of the table – well apart.

That simply displayed me even better. I
hadn’t heard a word from my father, and gulped in air, sniveling
and moaning, and then crying out as Eva resumed her spanking, my
body jerking and flinching as her hand beat a painful tattoo across
my throbbing red buttocks.

She finished by gripping my pussy mound and
giving it a tight squeeze.

“We shall ensure that you learn to control
your lusts, young lady,” she said. “We shall ensure you are not out
spreading your legs for all the boys!”

Then she let me go, and of course, I ran,
sobbing, for the nearby back staircase, and up the stairs, then
into my room, to fling myself onto my bed, mortified and in
pain.

In fact, I was not very experienced in sex,
at all. I was not a virgin. She was correct there. I had had sex,
but you could almost call it date rape, for I’d been gotten drunk
and had hardly been aware of what he was doing. Oh I was making out
with him, for sure, but I hadn’t intended to “go all the way”. It
had just happened, as such things often do.

The only other thing which had gotten inside
me had been my vibrator, and even that not very often, for it was
far more effective rubbing against my clit than pushing it inside
me.

No guy had ever seen me naked. I had given a
number of blow jobs, and had let guys feel me up on a number of
occasions. I had let them open my top and fondle my breasts, and
sometimes lick and suck on them, and I’d fucked one guy – in the
back seat of a darkened car parked on a darkened street.

I had never shown myself like Eva had just
done to me, never in the bright light, bent over, naked, legs
spread. Even thinking about it mortified me over and over again.
And I couldn’t stop thinking about it! And it had been my
father!

I didn’t put in an appearance downstairs the
rest of that day. My initial shock and trauma slowly gave way to
even more hatred of Eva, and now a sense of outraged fury at my
father for not defending me, for not interfering.

For looking at me.

Over the following days that began to affect
me in a different way, however. I now knew my father to be a sexual
man, to be, in a way, no better than the horny boys I had known for
years. And so it could not escape me that he had looked at me as I
was so lewdly displayed, and perhaps looked at me like a guy would,
not as my father. I’m not sure why, but somehow that made it
better. Somehow, adding a sexual subtext to his presence made it
feel more – I don’t know – like he had been admiring my shapely ass
and all, and I liked that. I had always liked guys admiring my ass,
lusting after me.

And that gave the whole thing a sort of
different taste in my mind, a taste of some kind of dark,
perverted, forbidden kinkiness. You see, one of the fascinations
I’d developed had been of bondage and masochism. I don’t know if it
called to something within me when I first encountered it, or
whether viewing it had turned me onto the possibilities. But for
years now I had been getting turned on by images, videos, and
fantasies of bondage and sex, of rape, of lovely girls being tied
up and abused by pirates and cowboys and Arab princes. And so,
being bent over and pinned in place and spanked was, in that
context, well, still embarrassing, but also oddly, darkly,
exciting.

And that took the raw edge off my
humiliation.
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I am sure Eva worked on my father during
those days, and I’m equally sure she appealed, however subtly, to
his own perversion.

Because it turns out my father was into
bondage, too. He and Eva often played that game, though of course,
I hadn’t a clue at the time.

The very next day she confronted me again.
Naturally I was doing my best to avoid her, and to avoid my father,
still being horribly embarrassed at what had been done to me, how
I’d been exposed. I was thus spending a lot of time in my room.

But she was laying in wait for me, I think,
and ambushed me when I snuck into the kitchen for food. I yelped
when I turned and found her behind me, scowling.

“What are you doing?” she demanded harshly.
“Did I not tell you no snacking before dinner?”

“I-I wasn’t! I mean, I.. I wasn’t going to have dinner and …”

And are you wearing the proper, decent
underwear I bought for you?” she demanded.

I stared at her, for of course I wasn’t. They
were hideous. I had used my own money to buy a few nice thongs and
bras and hide them.

She grabbed at my shorts and I grabbed them.
“Don’t!” I shouted, trying to turn and dash away.

She grabbed my hair and I cried out in pain,
drawn up sharply, back bowed, forced back against her. There was a
heavy, old fashioned wooden chair in the kitchen with high arms and
back. It hadn’t been there before but I hadn’t suspected its
presence meant anything. I think now, it was deliberately placed,
for the first thing she did was throw me against it, bend me over
the back, and shove my sweater up under my arms.

Of course that revealed the lacy black bra I
was wearing.

“Puta!” she shouted. “What did I tell you!?
What did I tell you!?”

She yanked the sweater up higher, over my
shoulders, down over my head, and off, flinging it behind her. I
tried to get away at that point but she pounced on me, using her
weight to pin me against the wall and undo my bra. We struggled and
I screamed and hit her but she backhanded me and then tore off my
bra.

Humiliated, I tried to cover my proud young
breasts, and she yanked me back by the hair and flung me, belly
down, across the back of the chair again.

“I think you need another spanking!”

“No!” I cried, struggling.

“You will not obey! Then you will be made to
obey!”

She grabbed my wrists, and I was busy trying to cover my breasts,
hardly noticing what else she might do. Before I understood what
she was after she had wrapped a leather cord or strap – whatever it
was – several times around my wrist, then grabbed the other wrist
and jammed them both together.

“What – what are you – doing!?” I gasped,
only now trying to yank my hands apart.

The strap was perhaps an inch wide, and quite
pliable, she tied it tight in an instant, then yanked forward,
pulling me forward over the back of the chair, yanking down on the
strap and tying it around a crosspost which went between the front
legs.

“You will not wear these slut clothes!” she
shouted, yanking off my shorts and the thong with it.

I kicked wildly back at her, but she had more
leather straps, and quickly, and very efficiently wrapped it around
my ankles, pinning them to the back legs of the chair.

And that was when my father walked in.

I screamed and jerked my head away while
Eva’s loud, angry voice started in right away, pointing out my
“slut clothes” and how disobedient I was to both her and his
wishes, and how I had attacked her, showing my disrespect, and
leaving her no alternative but to tie me down for my
punishment.

Oh it was cleverly done on her part. The size
of the chair mean that, with my wrists pulled almost all the way
down to the front of the seat, my hips were raised quite high, my
belly well over the top and angled down the front. The fact she had
tied my ankles to the two rear seats also meant that she had, of
course, spread them well apart, and I was forced to stand almost on
my toes or lay completely across the narrow top of the chair. Oh my
ass could not have been better displayed, nor, for that matter, my
pussy.

My breasts were also quite obviously
displayed, if from the sides, hanging below my body as they were,
full and pale, the skin so smooth with youth. I think you get the
picture of what my father was looking at. I know I did, and my face
burned with humiliation to the point I could hardly speak.

And Evan was really playing up the slut
angle, and the need to discipline me, and to keep me from getting
diseases, and how sparing the rod spoiled the child and all that
shit.

I risked a quick glance, and cringed to see
his eyes on me, jerking my head instantly away, but even so there
was something I saw in his eyes, something on his face, that for
the first time gave me some confirmation of what I had only
speculated upon earlier – that he was enjoying what he was looking
at.

“This clearly calls for stronger measures,
Albert,” she growled. “She is too old for mere spankings to
influence.”

She had a strap in her hand, perhaps a foot
and a half long, thin enough to make a whistling sound as it was
swung through the air, but with enough weight to hurt.

“You do it. She is your daughter!”

“No, no, no!” my father said, backing up,
hands before him.

She snorted in contempt, then turned to me.
She placed herself on my other side, so that my father had a clear
view of me, and then swung the strap across my bottom.

My eyes went wide and I cried out in startled
pain, my head rearing up and back as I jerked against the straps
around my wrists and ankles.

“You will learn to obey, and not be a slut,”
Evan shouted.

Another snap of the strap made me yelp again,
and then again and again as I pulled frantically against the
straps. Of course, that was to no avail, and I quickly gave up, and
went limp, whimpering softly, crying out each time the strap cut
across my aching flesh, cringing from shame, more than pain, though
it did indeed hurt.

I turned my head slightly, and looked at my
father through the tangled curtain of my own hair, and saw him
watching, as if transfixed. The look on his face left me in no
doubts. It was not the look of a reluctant parent, angry or
resigned or sad. It was the look of a man aroused at what he was
seeing. New shame blossomed within me, and I jerked my eyes away,
but not before they slipped down to his groin, where I could see,
or thought I could see, that he was erect inside his pants.

More than twenty blows of the strap left my
bottom throbbing with pain and heat, and me limp and gulping in
air, only sobbing a bit, for I hated to show weakness in front of
Eva.

But for the first time there was something
else to the whirling vortex of emotions and sensations within me.
For the first time I felt a strange, dark sense of wicked arousal
at my lewd position, at being watched by him, at the bondage which
held me in place. I did not, at that time, innocent that I was,
realize that was her purpose, that in fact, she had even intended a
sexual component to her little discipline session. I thought the
effect on my father something she had not even considered, and did
not imagine she herself had the slightest interest in me in that
way.

She stopped, and then grabbed my hair, trying
to turn my head up and to the side towards where she now stood, my
father behind her and to the side. I jerked my head away with a cry
of shame and she snorted in contempt.

“Look at us!” she ordered.

I refused, hiding my head.

“Are you ashamed?” she hissed. “You should be
ashamed of your conduct!”

She grabbed my hair and tried to pull my head
around and again I jerked my head away.

“She is not ashamed of her conduct, Albert,”
she said as if in surprise. “She is merely ashamed that we are
looking at her unclothed like this. Girls like her, they think so
much of their bodies, they are so proud of their special bits, they
think they are made of gold.” She let out a bark of laughter. “That
is one of the reasons it excites them so much when they show them
to a boy, or when they let a boy touch them.”

“Let me goo!” I moaned.

“Be silent! You will speak only when spoken
to!” she snapped.

“Young women are so vain about their precious
bodies,” she said to my father. “But the more they show them the
less excited they become, and the less vain. I think we can do
something to greatly reduce her sluttish behaviour around boys,
something which will give her less excitement at showing herself to
them.”

They moved the chair, half dragging, half
carrying it, with me still tied over the back. They moved it into
the front room and positioned it only a few feet in front of the
chair my father routinely sat in, with my back to him so he was
staring right into my pussy. Then they left me there while he was
supposedly going to watch television. Eva’s reasoning was that the
more I got used to showing my “precious bits” to people, the less
excited the notion of showing them to a guy would be. It was
absurd, but I wasn’t wondering why my father believed it, so much
as cursing him – silently – for believing it.

Did he believe it? I don’t know. I think it
provided him a fig leaf of coverage to covertly stare at my naked
body as I lay tied before him, and pretend he had only a fatherly
concern in my well-being.

Eva certainly didn’t believe it, but she also
certainly knew that shame could only bite for so long before its
raw edge was dulled. She left me like that, bent over the chair, my
ass high, my legs spread, my father right behind me, left me like
that for a good twenty minutes.

All kinds of thoughts spun through my dazed
mind during that time, of course, and that dark, kinky sense of
some kind of strange arousal was among them. I was not aroused. I
was angry, ashamed, miserable, sore – though my bottom was not
nearly as sore as it had been – and frustrated, very frustrated by
my bondage, by my inability to get away, to hide, to cover myself,
by my father’s presence, by everything.

But I was feeling a growing undercurrent of
sexuality, knowing as I did, that my father was looking at my body
as a man, not as a father. I was hyper aware of him behind me, of
the view he must have, and that knowledge bubbled away in my
mind.

And then she returned.

“It is worse than I thought, Albert!” she
cried angrily.

She held something aloft, and then stormed
into the room. I raised my head weakly, peering through the curtain
of my hair, and blanched as I realized what she held. I twas my
vibrator, the one I kept hidden in the back of my closet. With it
was a dildo, a very realistic looking cock, which was NOT mine!

“I thought to find any other sluttish
lingerie and found this. It is a sex toy! It is an instrument
sluttish young women use, thrusting it up into their bodies as if
were a penis! It shows the depravity in your daughter, Albert, her
lust for sex, and to be penetrated by male organs. Your daughter is
practically a whore already, Albert!”

“I-I’m not!” I cried.

I’m not sure how I even got the words out. I
was so embarrassed!

“Are you not?” she half screeched. “Is this
not yours!?”

She pressed it against my face and I turned
my head away. She snorted in disdain, and then I heard the sound of
the vibrator being turned on, heard its familiar buzz.

“What does it – do?” my father asked,
sounding puzzled.

Was he really that innocent? Perhaps. He was
very, very old fashioned, had never used the internet, and did not
look at TV except for the business report and such.

“It is like a witch’s broom,” Eva said. “The
whore rides it and it takes her to another place, a place where her
whoreish nature is revealed.”

And with that she placed the tip of the
vibrator against my pussy, and played it gently up and down along
my soft, naked slit.

I cringed in horror. “Don’t! Don’t!”

“Be quiet, whore!” she said with a sneer.
“You know exactly what it is and what you are!”

I was shocked to feel how easily it pushed
into me, to feel that I was, in fact, moist inside, not dripping,
but clearly, my body had become aroused. She did not push it
deeply, just dipped it repeatedly into the mouth of my sex, and
then slid it upwards – or I should say, given my position,
downwards and over my clitoris.

The jolt I felt when it slid across my clit
was shocking. It had always had an affect, of course, but this
strange state of dark arousal which had been gripping me,
practically without my knowledge, heightened it. And Eva, of
course, knew exactly how to treat a girl’s body, though I had not
then been aware of it.

She played the vibrator back and forth over
my clit, circled and circled it, teased and taunted me, sliding it
back along my slit, dipping it inside me, pushing and twisting it
in a way my body absolutely adored.

I felt a sense of shocked awareness, and
understanding of her intent, and struggled to brace myself. But my
body had already reacted very strongly to the vibrator, and I could
feel my pussy throbbing hotly, could feel how hard my nipples were
and how aroused my body was becoming. I struggled desperately to
hide my response, biting my tongue until it hurt as my hips
struggled to grind and jerk back against the thing.

Fortunately, my tight bondage largely
prevented such movements, but my breath was becoming ragged and
forced and I was so ashamed I could not even speak, could not
demand she stop, could not protest to my father. I was, in a sense,
stunned by what was happening, even as my body began to hum with
sexual power.

“Look, Albert. Look at your whorish
daughter,” Eva growled.

I whimpered as she pushed the vibrator into
me, much deeper than before, several inches deep, then withdrew it.
She turned away from me, and I blinked, starring, almost upside
down, back between my legs to see her showing it to my father.

“Do you see how slick and shiny the top part
is? It is wet with her juices,” she said. “This shows you how
aroused she has become, and how quickly.”

Again, the shame, the humiliation hammered me
into a state of dazed, cringing silence, moaning miserably and
unable to look at them.

“Young girls,” she said. “Sometimes they are
so sexually aroused that they are meat for any man. But we can
discipline her, Albert. We can make her body less pleased with the
touch of others. We can make her mind come to associate such touch
with pain and discomfort instead of pleasure and sluttish
enjoyment.”

I gasped as she came back to me and cupped my
left breast, squeezing and kneading it.

“Look, Albert, do you see how hard her nipple
is, how erect it is, thrusting out so eagerly? It wants a man’s
mouth on it, Albert. Even now it tingles and throbs for her, eager
to be treated lovingly. But what if it comes to feel that I will
not be treated lovingly? Perhaps it will not be so eager to harden
and tingle when it knows only pain will result.”

I didn’t know what the fuck she was talking
about. I was still just shocked she was groping my breast in front
of my father, and hideously embarrassed again that she had pointed
out how hard my nipples were. A fact I could not hide.

It did not even occur to me to wonder why she
would have a pair of extremely thin leather cords in her pocket,
thinner than shoelaces. She squatted next to the chair and, shamed,
I turned my face away. I did not see the loops in her cords, did
not feel the first until I felt her fingers at my nipple.

I opened my eyes just in time to see her push
the loop firmly over my nipple, pressing it up against the small
areola behind – and then tighten it. I gasped, then hissed, then
cried out as she tightened it cruelly, crushing my nipple at its
base and making it burn like fire. She smirked up at me, and I
realized then, for the first time, how much she was enjoying
this.

She quickly moved to tighten the other one
around my other nipple, and this time I cried out in pain, unable
to repress it as the cord squeezed tightly around my nipple. She
drew the two cords down and forward and again I cried out, for my
burning nipples were now stretched down painfully. She drew the
cords back towards the rear of the chair, stretching my nipples and
then my breasts, before tying off the cords.

“Your body will learn, slut, that getting
aroused leads only to pain,” she said. “Then it will stop becoming
aroused so easily and you will be less the whore!”

My nipples were on fire! They throbbed so
powerfully, and my every movement pulled them harder against
wherever she had tied the cords! My breasts were a little
distended, pulled down and back by the stretching of my
nipples.

“Your sexual hunger will bring you only
pain,” Eva said. “Come to learn that, girl!”

She began to play the vibrator up and down my
slit again, and over my clit and I felt my body’s hunger surge. At
first, the pain in my nipples held it back, but after the initial
minute or two, the intensity of the pain gave way to a heat and
throbbing ache which not only did not push back the wild dark
hunger, but seemed to excite it further.

“We will teach her restraint, Albert, so she
does not become diseased and pregnant!” Eva said.

She picked up the dildo and then thrust it
against my pussy. I was moist and it slid into me.

I shuddered at the initial penetration. The
vibrator was simply hard plastic, but this was a soft latex which
felt so much more erotic and exotic as it caressed my pink flesh.
It had ridges and bumps and she thrust it deeper and deeper, fast
and hard enough to make me ache. And yet, the feel of the deep
penetration was – exquisite. I do not use the term lightly. Despite
the whirling, churning emotional vortex which gripped my mind, the
sheer physical sensation of that dildo sliding into my pussy was
just incredible, and I knew, despite how I fought, that I would not
be able to hide my response for long.

“See, Albert? See how her whore’s body
reacts? Imagine if it were a real cock, how much more powerful
would be her lust!”

She thrust the dildo deep and then began to
pump it in and out, all the while stroking the vibrator against my
clitoris.

I could not withstand it. I tried
frantically, but when the orgasm spilled through me it was like an
electrical charge, a long, unrelenting electrical charge that
caused my body to shake spastically as I lost control of my
muscles. I gurgled helplessly, loudly, my head jerking up and down
as I trembled and shook.

“See, Albert! See the whore coming! See how
easily the orgasm takes her!”

Shame and heat tore through me, and pain, for
my spasming body was jerking hard and fast against the tight cords
pulling against my nipples.

Eva jammed the dildo achingly deep inside me,
so almost nothing remained, grinding the head against the deepest
part of my pussy so it ached horribly. Yet still the orgasm tore at
my mind and body and I jerked uncontrollably, exposing the depths
of my depravity to my father’s staring eyes.

Finally, it ended, one of the longest
climaxes I had ever had up till that point in time, and I went
limp, gasping for breath.

“She must be punished,” Eva growled. “To
teach her, to teach her body.”
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She left me like that for about five minutes,
the dildo still buried, or almost buried, in my pussy. I had come
so hard, so powerfully, that my juice had oozed out around the
plunging dildo, making my wetness horribly obvious. My pussy
glistened, and one lone droplet of pussy cream had managed to
trickle off it and down the inside of my right leg a few
inches.

Eva exclaimed in disgust at what a foul whore
I was, and then left to get something better than the strap she had
used the other day to punish me.

I said – nothing. What could I say? What
could I possibly say!? My humiliation was total. It lay upon me
like an enormous weight, and I was crushed beneath it.

And then when she returned, she replayed the
farce of her first return, holding her hand triumphantly aloft.
This time she held a black dildo. My father, I should add, in
addition to being very old-fashioned, was kind of a bigot. He
didn’t like Black people at all.

“Look, Albert! I missed this one the first
time, hiding there in the dark so much like it!”

I looked up and gaped, still not quite
understanding just how unfair the rules were going to be here, not
quite grasping just what kind of dark, nasty game they were
playing.

“That’s not mine!” I blurted, my voice a
broken sob.

She thrust it into my face. “Whore! What else
was it doing in your closet! Is that your secret fantasy!? To have
a black cock inside you!?”

The dildo was even longer and thicker than
the one she’d used on me, but it was certainly not mine, any more
than the other was. I opened my mind to say as much, finally torn
from my humiliation by outraged indignation. Yet she gave me no
chance. She thrust the dildo forward into my mouth, jerking back on
my hair at the same time.

I cried out at the sudden pain to my scalp
and my nipples, for pulling my hair back forced my back to arch
somewhat, pulling them against the cords. And then my voice was
muffled for she had a good four or five inches of this thick dildo
in my mouth! I gurgled around it, trying to tear my mouth free, but
of course, I could not.

“Is that what you want to do, slut?’ she said
with a purring sneer. “Is that what you like to do to the Black
cocks of the negro boys you go out with? Is it!?”

She pushed the dildo deeper, gagging me.

“Do you suck them hard, slut? Do you swallow
their juice when it flows? Do you? Do you swallow their entire
black cocks, taking it down into your throat like a true
whore?!”

She pulled harder on my hair and I would have cried out, but she
thrust the dildo forward. She had been pumping it in and out,
taunting me, and it was now, of course, slick with my saliva. Now
she thrust it deep into my throat and my eyes bulged in shocked
horror as I gagged helplessly.

“Swallow that black cock, slut,” she hissed.
“Swallow it like you do the cocks of all the Black boys you
fuck!”

She thrust it down my throat, and I ached inside. My gag reflex,
surprisingly, perhaps, was just too shocked to kick in. The dildo
must have been almost a foot long, with a ring around the base, and
she shoved it all the way down my throat until only that flat ring
at the base kept the whole thing from sliding into my mouth.

It was so deep, so thick, that even when she
let it go I could not dislodge it, and my mind churned violently,
panicking as I put all my desperate efforts into simply breathing.
Nothing else came to matter in that instant. Nothing was as
important as breathing. The dildo blocked my throat like a cork in
a bottle, at least, at first. But my throat was not a bottle. It
was considerably softer and more resilient. I discovered that I
could breath, after a fashion, and with difficulty.

“We must punish her body so that it no longer
has this desperate, sluttish craving, Albert!” she cried, though I
hardly heard her, so intent was I on my battle to breath.

I felt it, though, when she snapped the clamp
around my still-engorged clit, and the pain tore at my mind. I
screamed silently around the thick dildo, my eyes bulging out again
as the clamp bit into my most sensitive flesh. I stared down at
her, between my legs, watching her tie a cord to it, then pulling
the cord downwards. The pain mounted as the clamp pulled at my
clit, stretching it downwards until she tied the cord the wood
brace between the rear legs of the chair.

The sharpness of that pain, like that of my
nipples, eased into a dull ache. My desperate need to breath,
however, did not diminish, and caught my attention once again. It
distracted me from the first blow of the riding crop across my
upraised buttocks.

“This will teach her body, Albert,” she said
eagerly, “This will teach her body that its cravings lead to
pain!”

I had not even seen the crop at that point.
But I felt its sting as she lashed my bottom with sharp, steady,
stinging blows that made my buttocks burn and throb. I sobbed
weakly, but still, most of my attention, most of my focus, was on
breathing. I could breath, but weakly, and I felt somewhat
light-headed, somewhat dizzy from lack of oxygen, becoming
dazed.

I could hear the whistling hiss of the crop
as it cut through the air, and hear the sharp crack as it struck my
buttocks. I felt the pain, sharp, stinging, intense, fading to a
dull heat, yet still, I began to go limp, my breaths soft moans as
I sucked them in around the dildo. My eyes, glassy, rimmed with
tears, fluttered weakly, my jaw going slack around the dildo.

Ironically, that loosening up of my muscles
made it easier to breath.

Yet still, I was dazed, as she whipped my
bottom, grunting and whimpering at each blow. And I could hardly
hear her voice, for it sounded as thought it were coming from a
distance. My father said nothing, but her high, whiny, accented
voice rarely stopped.

I felt the vibrator against my clit again, my
burning, aching, stretched out clit.

“You will see, Albert. You will see!” she
said in feverish eagerness. “Despite the pain, despite the
discomfort, her body is a whore’s body, and nothing will stop its
whorish desires and flaming passion! No, not immediately! It will
take time and effort for us to bring it under control, for us to
bring your whore daughter under control!”

She began to pump the dildo, slowly, twisting
and turning it within me, shifting the angle up, then down. I
grunted weakly as it plunged into me, my body jerking slightly each
time she thrust it deep. That slight jerking pulled my clit against
the clamp, and set up a rhythmic sort of repeated stings from the
pull which somehow melded with the vibrator she was playing over me
to produce something intensely powerful, a sensaton which
overwhelmed my senses and without any conscious thought or
resistance on my part, flipped my body over into a massive orgasm
that had me shaking and jerking even more violently before.

And as my body moved the sensations
redoubled, for I was pulling even more strongly at my clit and
nipples, my mind rolling and tumbling as waves of pleasure swept
over it.

“Whore!” she crowed. “Filthy slut of a
girl!”

I hardly heard her, crying out silently again
and again as the climax tore apart my mind and my body shook with
convulsions.

* * * *

How does one recover from an event like
that?

I would put it to you that one doesn’t –
ever. An event like that is a life-changing experience. It changes
who and what you are, how you see yourself, and how you respond to
everyone around you.

As I lay in my bed in my room under the
covers, my eyes wide, staring u pat the ceiling overhead, two
thoughts beat like drums in my skull, pounded against my sense of
self, my sense of being, my sense of who and what I was.

I was a whore. I was a whore not because of
what Eva said, for I now despised her, hated her like I had never
imagined I could hate anyone before. No, I was a whore because my
body had reacted like that of a whore, because my mind had become
aroused like that of a whore. I did not understand the perverted
dark excitement which had crept up and taken hold of me when Eva
was subjecting me to her cruel and unnatural punishments, but I
certainly knew that at least a part of me had felt a sick thrill at
what she was going, and that it had driven me into helpless sexual
pleasure.

The second thought was a sense of loss, a
sense of loss for who I had thought I was. We all build up a
self-image of the person we see ourselves, the person we think we
are or aspire to. I had always before seen myself as a strong,
intelligent, sophisticated young woman, self-controlled, dignified,
cool and calm under stress, and able to handle herself in front of
others, no matter the situation. That self-image now lay in
tatters.

I was lost without it.

Who was I? What kind of person was I? Was I a
weak, spineless coward easily manipulated by a filthy little
Spanish bitch like Eva? Was I going to be everyone’s meat? Was I
just a whore who would not be able to control herself no matter
what anyone did to her?

I did not sleep at all, but lay awake, hour
after hour, my mind filled with self-doubt, with shame, with anger,
with remorse, with guilt, and with confusion.

And fear.

My father was even more astonishingly weak
than I had thought, and that left me nearly completely at Eva’s
mercy. And that mercy was even more absent than I had
suspected.

I was not stupid. Now that my mind was
somewhat clear, I put together a few things. What Eva had done to
me was not mere punishment for misbehaviour. The sexual component
had been too heavy, too perverted. What was her game? What did she
intend to get from this? It was more than our longstanding rivalry
where we fought over who my father would side with. That was
certainly a part of it, of course, and here she had completely
buried me. She had crushed me underfoot. She had made me so low in
my father’s eyes.

And him! He had looked on me not with
sympathy nor even with anger, but with arousal. He had become
erect. He had stared at my nudity, stared at my lewdly displayed
body, and become aroused! Did he want to fuck me!? My own father!
How disgusting!

And yet I knew that I was beautiful, and had
a great body, and that filthy bitch whore had all but shoved my
pussy into his face! What man would not have some thoughts in that
direction with a naked teenage girl so obscenely displayed and
manipulated in front of him, especially when he was shown proof of
what a whore she was!

My arms shifted beneath the sheets and I
winced as they slid across my breasts. I pulled the covers back and
stared at my breasts in the moonlight, the nipples still swollen
and stiff and sore. My clit was also sore, so that I kept my legs
spread wide

I rubbed at my nipple lightly, and it stung
and throbbed.

The soft flesh of my beasts felt heavier than
usual, warmer, and my nipples tingled hotly.

I was such a whore!

I brought my hands up to my breasts, catching my stiff nipples
lightly between the pads of my thumbs and forefingers. I delicately
stroked my thumbs and fingers in opposite directions, lightly
caressing my throbbing nipples.

At first, they simply ached, and burned. But
slowly, the heat turned into something – else. It became a raw sort
of sensation, and after a minute, that shifted again into something
which tingled more and more powerfully. I could not resist the
impulse to spread my fingers wide and close them on my breasts,
squeezing and kneading them, pulling them together on my chest as
my breathing grew harsher.

Whore, I thought, images of myself from that
evening flashing through my mind. They were nasty, perverted
images, kinky images filled with emotion, shame, pain, and yet a
lewd, dark passion as well.

I saw myself as if from a third person, bent
over the chair as I was, so obscenely and helplessly displayed by
that cruel, vicious bitch, so humiliatingly bent over and
displayed, raped with a dildo and tortured by having her nipples
and clit crushed and stretched.

I saw myself as I must have looked, so
helpless, such obscenely degraded and attacked, and the dark
masochistic pleasure in the back of my mind uncoiled like a snake,
and twisted sinuously through my mind. I felt the remembered echo
of that massive orgasm, and imagined watching a girl, watching me,
shaking and thrashing through such a climax, and thinking what a
poor, pathetic whore she was, to be so abused by such cruel
people.

I rubbed my nipples, and the memories flashed
before me, and my pussy throbbed so that I had to reach down and
place my finger against my aching clit. I hissed in pain, gasping,
whimpering, yet began to helplessly rub myself. The pain grew, but
with it a hot dark thrill of pleasure that had me climaxing in less
than a minute.

Who was I? I did not know. Eva had broken the
person I thought I was. Now she would build me into something new,
and I already had some inkling of what kind of a person that would
be. I was not sure I wanted to be that kind of person, yet that
darkness in the back of my mind felt a hot thrill at the
possibilities.

* * * *

I hid in my room for two days, not wanting to
encounter either of them, to ashamed to meet their eyes. But I
could not hide from Eva. She insisted on coming to see me every few
hours, ordering me to do chores. She acted as thought nothing had
happened, except that she acted even more arrogant than before. And
now I was too anxious, too afraid, and so had to obey without my
usual arrogant look of contempt or snotty replies.

I was doing the laundry in the basement when
she next confronted me. I did my best to keep my face neutral, to
at least hold onto some shreds of dignity and not show my anxiety
of her. She smirked, as if she could see right through me.

“Your father and I have been discussing your
many faults and flaws,” she said. “And the nature of your sluttish
impulses and behaviour. We are agreed that the novelty of a thing
is bound up in its excitement to the young. To lower that
excitement, we must make it commonplace.”

I licked my lips nervously, wondering what
she meant and knowing I wouldn’t like it.

She took her hand out of her pocket and
tossed two small black items to me. I caught one, and other dropped
on the floor at my feet. They were bra and panties, well, a thong,
black, satin, and sexy.

“You will wear these,” she said.

The bra looked too small for me but I wasn’t
going to argue with her over this.

I blinked my eyes uncertainly.

“Get undressed. Now.”

I wanted to argue but… I didn’t. I peeled off
the sweatshirt I was wearing, flushing in embarrassment at the
hideously ugly white bra I had on underneath. I stripped it off
quickly, hating it, then pushed down my pants, blushing again to be
the ridiculous white granny panties. I pushed them down and off,
and then felt an entirely different kind of embarrassment for being
naked before her.

I quickly stepped into the thong and pulled
it up. It was smaller than those I normally wore, the front, that
is, with thin black straps, more like strips, angling up across my
hips, and a tiny inverted triangle in the rear. I pulled on the
bra, and looked at her nervously. “It’s too small.”

“It will do.”

Again, I adjusted the straps and pulled it
tight against my breasts. The cups were small triangles, and even
smaller for being a cup size too small.

I bent to pick up my trousers and she stepped
on them.

“Oh no,” she said, with a smile, “Your father
and I believe that you will become less enthused about your
appearance in such lingerie better if you see more of it. You will
wear that, and nothing else while in this house.”

I stared at her. “But…”

“It is warm enough. You will not freeze,” she
said. “And it’s not like you have anything we haven’t already
seen.”

And so I had to do the laundry, and then go
upstairs and do other chores, half naked. But again, how could I
really get upset over this? She was right in that the bra and thong
were a considerable improvement over what they had seen of me
already.

Still, I would have tried even harder to
avoid them, but Eva ensured that was not possible. She came up with
more chores to do, inventing some, making sure I had to be around
them. I had to, for example, vacuum all the living room chairs. Of
course, that was with my father sitting there in his leather
recliner. And it involved a good deal of bending and turning and
such.

I also had to vacuum the curtains, which
involved a lot of bending over, and a lot of stretching up high.
Then I had to dust everything, and when she spilled her drink on
the rug I had to get down on my hands and knees to carefully clean
it up while they watched.

It was weird being around them like that,
especially given what had already happened. She was right in that I
sort of got used to it, but there was a strong and sometimes
breathless sexual undercurrent the entire time, and I was always
wary of what she would order next, how she would humiliate me
next.

I wanted to swim, but couldn’t find any of my
suits. I finally asked her and she gave me that familiar smirk.
“Your suits were sluttish and so they have been removed,” she
said.

I dug my nails into the palms of my hands but
said nothing.

“But we have a private back yard, so you
really have no need of a suit. Go out back and skinnydip,” she
said.

I had certainly done it often enough in the
past, but not with my father there. My eyes flicked instinctively
to him and she caught the look.

“He has already seen you naked and more than
naked,” she said.

She turned to him. “You see? This is that
overestimation of the value of her own flesh which we spoke of. She
think it is so precious, and associates it so deeply with sexuality
and hedonism that merely undressing fills her with lust and desire,
and she assumes the mere sight of her would do the same to
others.”

She gestured at my bra. “Take those off,” she ordered.

I felt a slow flush spread over my face.

“Now,” she growled.

My eyes flicked to my father but he simply
smiled and nodded encouragingly.

Bastard!

I considered just leaving. I mean, why not? I
might be a bit old to run away from home but certainly I could. Of
course, I had no job and no money, but I could probably get
something, some sort of work anyway as, well, I don’t know, a
waitress, I suppose. But the fact is I had never even really
considered working. Oh in the future, after university, I’d get
something nice, something rewarding, a career, but that was years
in the future.

The truth was I enjoyed living in a big,
comfortable house and not having to worry about any bills. I was
looking forward to university, with all my bills paid by my father,
and lots of partying. Storming out and … and what, going on
welfare, finding a cheap room somewhere with rats and cockroaches,
getting a job as a waitress and walking around all day serving
second rate food to the public, well, the idea was more than
slightly daunting.

But there was more to it than that.

I hated Eva, and was humiliated by the things
she had made me do, the things she had done to me, even
traumatized, I think I can say. But there was also a dark,
forbidden excitement, a strange, squirming kind of sexual thrill
within me at the way she was degrading and abusing me. Even now, as
she looked up arrogantly, I was assailed by anger, embarrassment,
and the rising heat of that squirming excitement.

“If I have to tell you again you will be
punished,” she said.

I felt a stab of fear at the word, and my
hands jerked almost involuntarily before rising to undo the bra and
slip it off. I felt my face heat as it came free, and then warm
further as I bent, slipping my thumbs into the waistband of the
thong and pushing it down. I stepped out of it and stood up, my
arms kind of in front of me.

“Put your hands behind your neck,” she
ordered, “Interlace your fingers.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but instead I
obeyed, feeling my heart thumping, feeling the tightness in my
chest as I stood before them, my back arched, breasts thrust out
proudly.

“There, you see? There is no sex involved,”
she said with a knowing smirk. “There is simple nudity, and despite
your beauteous appearance, it has not driven your father and I mad
with lust. Now you may go out and swim.”

I turned and left quickly, but once out of
the room paused. What was I to do now? I couldn’t go back to get my
underwear. She would make a thing of it. I pretty much had to swim
now or she might make something of that too. So I went upstairs,
got a beach towel, suntan lotion, my sun glasses, and a book, and
went down the back stairs. I went out onto the deck and down onto
the pool deck, set my things up, and looked around a bit
nervously.

But the gates and hedges were high, and no
one could see me. Still, it always made me a bit nervous to be
outside naked. And it also had always made me feel somewhat sexual
in the past. Maybe because it was like being an exhibitionist, I
suppose, being outside naked.

I dove into the water and swam idly through
it, quite enjoying, as I always did, the feel of the cool water
caressing my bare flesh. It was a sensual thing to swim naked, and
I twisted and turned under the water, kicking my legs, swimming
back and forth, coming up for air as necessary. I swam a couple of
laps then, for exercise, and as I was doing one I saw movement out
of the corner of my eye.

I stopped and felt my heart skip a beat as
Eva and my father came out onto the deck.
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There was nothing to do but resume my lap, of
course, but I felt more adrenalin in my system now, and a
fluttering in my belly.

My father sat on the deck which overlooked
the pool deck, but Eva came down to the pool deck, and she was
topless, as was her habit.

I swam back and forth a couple more times,
though I knew I was only delaying the inevitable, then finally
stopped and climbed out. Dripping wet, I walked back to my towel,
not surprised Eva had set herself up on the chair next to mine.

“Did you enjoy the water?” she asked
pleasantly.

“Yes, thank you,” I said stiffly.

She was entirely nude, I saw, and was oiling
up her big breasts. I picked up my towel and dried my face, rubbing
at my hair briefly, then swept it around myself to pat myself
somewhat dry. Eva smiled at me, still oiling up her body. She slid
a hand down between her thighs, and let her hand rub back and forth
over her pussy, casually, but overly slow, as she looked at me
boldly.

I sat on the edge of a chaise lounge and
picked up my suntan oil.

“What are you using?” she asked.

I showed her the bottle.

“Oh that stuff is terrible for your skin!”
she exclaimed. “You should try this. It’s extremely expensive and
hard to get, but it has a fabulous scent and contains skin
softeners and cleansers!”

Eva was acting nice to me, and Eve never
acted nice to me, so my heart starting to beat faster as my anxiety
deepened.

“I put some on your father earlier,” she
said. “Here, let me put some on you.”

“No, thank you,” I said.

“Don’t be silly. It’s wonderful stuff!”

She was already sitting behind me on the
chaise lounger and her oiled hand was already sliding over my
shoulders. I couldn’t stop her without physically pushing her away,
so had to sit there as her hand moved in slow circles over my back,
spreading the warm, slippery oil across the surface of my skin.

She smiled at me but it was a scary smile, a
feral smile.

‘Your father wants us to be good friends,”
she purred. “We don’t want to disappoint him, now do we?”

Her hands moved up along my shoulders and
down my arms.

“Lie back, dear, while I finish,” she said
pleasantly.

“I can – “

“No, there is a trick to it,” she said, and
pushed back on my shoulder, hard, so I sort of fell back onto the
chaise lounge.

She had scooted just to the edge of the side
and now leaned over me, her hands stroking over the top of my
chest, then down between my breasts, avoiding them. Her slippery
soft hands slid along the sides of my ribs and her smile
deepened.

“My. Your heart is beating so quickly,
daughter.”

“I’m not your daughter,” I said
automatically.

“My step-daughter,” she said, as if it were
of no importance.

Her hands slid along my sides and down to my
hips, then across to my belly to stroke and caress me and slide
upwards beneath my breasts.

“The water must be quite cold,” she said.
“Your little pink nipples are still so hard!”

She gripped one between her thumb and
forefinger and pinched it lightly, then spread her hand open and
ran it across the rounded surface of my breast, massaging the oil
in.

I turned my head away in discomfort. It
wasn’t that it didn’t feel good but I had no sexual interest in
women, and her touching me was disturbing. Somehow, it bothered me
less to have her hit me, to have her tie me up and strap me, even
to thrust a dildo into me, than it did for her to touch me softly
with her own fingers.

It did not bother my body, however. Her touch
was soft, slick, warm against my breasts. The feel of her skin
against mine was a tactile delight to my flesh, and that simmering
sexual heat within me rose, notch by notch as her hands caressed my
breasts.

I told myself, at first, that she was merely
taunting me, trying to draw an angry or rude response in order to
justify further punishment. So I did nothing as her hands made my
breasts throb and my nipples tingle. I lay there on the chaise
lounge wishing she would finish, desperately hoping she would stop
and go away, and yet even then a part of me wanted something dark
and nasty to happen.

Her hand slid down between my legs and I
gasped at the raw sensation as her soft, oiled fingers slipped
across my clit. My legs jerked spastically and my hands shot down
to grab her wrist.

“Now, now,” she said, drawing her hands up
and taking my wrists instead. “That is a very sensitive part of the
body, and now that you have chosen to remove all your hair it is
even more vulnerable to the sun .”

“I can do it!” I gasped as she pressed my
wrists up and back over my head.

“Yes, but I know how,” she said, leaning over
me and smiling.

She ran her oiled fingers down my body and
between my legs, rubbing, stroking, and my breathing became more
and more ragged.

“Spread your legs, daughter.”

I shifted my legs reluctantly, then more as
she demanded it, and her fingers slid along my inner thighs, and up
and down between the lips of my sex.

Then she bent further, and further still,
until her face was directly over mine. She bent and kissed me on
the lips, and I gasped and jerked my head aside.

She laughed throatily, and then I gasped
again as I felt her mouth on my breast, sucking, her tongue
flicking against my erect little pink button. Her fingers rubbed
harder at my clit and I squirmed and moaned beneath her.

“D-Don’t!” I moaned.

“Just lay still while mommy takes care of
you,” she purred.

Then her mouth closed on the center of my
breast and her teeth bit into me as her tongue whipped across my
nipple. I cried out softly, back jerking, arching, and three oiled
fingers thrust into my suddenly moist, burning sex, all the way to
the knuckles.

I let out another cry, my legs twisting, body
writhing as the heat rose furiously. I was gulping in air and
twisting against her grip as the heat swept through and over me,
and as much as I hated her and as little as I wanted this my body
thrilled to her touch, and that dark, nasty side of my mind reveled
in being forced to experience her unwanted touch.

She bit my nipple lightly and I hissed as her
teeth ground it between them. Her three fingers were thrusting in
and out of me on a layer of oil and pussy juice, her thumb stroking
back and forth across my clit as they did.

The orgasm came suddenly, overwhelming my
senses as I writhed and twisted and cried out softly in soft,
shuddering, guttural moans while she sucked on my aching nipple and
my pussy sucked and squeezed on her fingers.

She chuckled as my bucking, jerking, grinding
hips finally stopped their movement.

“Such a responsible little slut,” she
purred.

She turned into me and threw her other leg
across my body so she sat straddling my belly. I grunted with her
weight, and my wrists jerked against her grip. She smirked and
leaned further forward, her big breasts right over my face so that
I had to turn away.

She reached down beside the chair, scooped
something up, and the next I knew she was wrapping a short leather
cord around my wrists, and around the top of the chaises
lounge.

I stared at her, then closed my eyes with a
shudder.

“You are mine,” she whispered into my ear,
then bit and nibbled at my earlobe.

“You belong to me,” she whispered into my
other ear, her hands massaging my breasts.

She bent lower and her big breasts pillowed
out against mine. I hated it, was grossed out by it, and yet at the
same time the tactile sensation of her soft flesh, her hard nipples
against my own, with the slick oil between them, was an incredibly
erotic and sensual sensation.

She kissed me, and this time gripped my hair
in her hand to pin me in place. She crushed my lips with hers and
forced her tongue into my mouth, then drew back an inch to whisper
“You are my whore.”

She kissed me again, hard, her lips bruising
mine, forcing them open, forcing my mouth open as her tongue thrust
into me. Her breasts ground against mine and her pussy, with her
legs spread wide to straddle me, was rubbing slickly against my
belly. I could feel the small, thin thatch of black pubic hair
against my skin, and was grossed out by it.

She pulled free of my mouth and slid down my
body. I was partly prone, the back part of the chaise lounge raised
up a little. She slid down my body, sucking and licking and chewing
at my nipples in a way which I tried to ignore but which had me
gasping and moaning in pleasure and pain.

Then she shocked me by trailing her very
tongue across my clit. I had thought the feel of her fingers was
amazing. Her tongue was another thing altogether, and it was clear
she knew how to use it. She lapped at my clit as her oiled fingers
spread open the lips of my sex. I felt her fingers pushing into me,
hard and deep, spreading me open as she sucked at my clit, and no
matter how much I hated her I could not resist as my body twisted
and heaved and my hips began to grind helplessly up against
her.

My legs spread so wide my knees were pushed
out past the edges of the lounge chair on either side, my feet
swaying and jerking and bouncing I mid-air as she ate me. I twisted
and writhed and sobbed in miserable pleasure, unable to withstand
the intensity of the sensations she was rousing in my body.

I climaxed powerfully, arching my back, my
hips bucking frenziedly, my head rolling from side to side as I
cried out in passion and pleasure.

Yet that was not the end but only the
beginning. She continued to lick and suck on my clit, even though,
after the climax it was so sensitive the sensations were actually
very uncomfortable. But as she continued to lick they grew into
something else again, and quickly. She had four fingers inside me
now, twisting and turning as she licked at my clit and I felt a
shocked sense of dark excitement to feel her fingers moving within
me.

She drew her fingers out and thrust her thumb
in against them, forming a tight wedge as she pushed in against me.
I was gasping for breath, gulping in air, overheated by the
swirling, churning violence of the sexual hunger she was bringing
up from the dark depths of my depraved mind.

“No! No!” I whispered. “Please!”

She chuckled throatily and pushed harder. I
cried out as the lips of my sex stretched and strained, the pain
growing as she pushed harder. But her tongue was licking
energetically at my clit, as well, and the dark tide of hunger and
pleasure overcame me so that I came again, twisting and writhing as
her lips sucked on my clitoris.

The heel of her thumb was forced past my
pussy entrance, and I cried out in pain, but the pain eased as her
hand pushed deeper and my pussy opening was able to close a
bit.

My chest heaved as I stared up into the sky,
groaning and whimpering at the shocking sensation of her entire
hand inside me. Her fingers turned and twisted, prodding at the
walls of my sex, pushing up, then down, her hand turning slowly,
rotating within me as she continued to lick at my clit.

She drew her lips up and looked up the length
of my writhing body.

“You are my slut,” she whispered.

“I-I’m n… I’m … I’m no –“

My words ended in a scream as she thrust her
hand several inches deeper. My back arched, my head twisting from
side to side as she again rotated her hand inside me.

“Whore,” she purred.

She pushed her hand in deeper, until her
fingers were slipping around the edges of my cervix and her forearm
was deep within my aching, throbbing pussy.

Another orgasm swept through me, even more
powerful than the others and I was torn by the power of the
release, arching and writhing and sobbing in helpless pleasure as
my pussy sucked and squeezed on her hand and lower arm.

Her hand slipped back, and the feel of my sex
lips stretched open from the inside made me cry out again as the
orgasm finally began to ease.

Then she was sliding up my body again,
grinding her pussy against my belly until she could seize my hair
in both hands and crush her lips to mine.

My legs were still spread wide to either
side. The relief at not having her hand inside me was intense, yet
somehow, I felt vacant.

“Your daughter is a whore, Albert,” she
chuckled. “A nasty, wanton, sluttish little girl whose flesh burns
with lust.”

I jerked my head up and back and saw my
father still sitting there, watching, and I saw something else.
Because he was at a higher level I could not see his groin, but I
could see his arm and forearm jerking up and down, and his hand was
in his lap. I knew he was masturbating, right there, while watching
us.

Eva jerked my eyes back to her.

“Show us how much you have learned, my
daughter,” she purred, rising from my belly.

Straddling the chair, she moved forward,
pulling on my hair, lifting my face up and forward until I was
staring directly into her pussy. I tried to twist away, grossed
out, but she jammed my face into her sex, which was as oily as
mine, and mashed it there, laughing throatily.

“Give mommy a kiss, baby,” she purred.

Her fingers twisted and pulled at my hair,
and I cried out in pain, but the cry was muffled by her body.

“Lick me, slut. Lick me whore. Do it, bitch.
Do as mommy says!” she growled.

The pain clawed at my head, at my scalp as
she ground her sex against my mouth, and helplessly, I opened my
mouth and began to lick.

She did not stop pulling at my hair, but
greatly diminished it.

“Yesss,” she purred. “Lick mommy’s pussy,
little slut. Make mommy come.”

She ground her sex into my mouth, and I
licked as best I could, fighting down my revulsion as she twisted
and yanked on my hair and ordered me to stick my tongue into her,
and then to suck on her clit. I was raw meat and had no choice but
to service her as she rode my face and sneered down at her, and
when she came, she squirted her hot, steaming juice into my open
mouth, and then all over my face.
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“Miranda. Come down here.”

I looked up from my book, my stomach already
churning, and then pushed my chair back. I went out to the hall,
then looked over the banister. Eva scowled up at me. “Get down
here.”

I wanted to refuse, wanted to say something
rude, impertinent, defiant, but instead took the stairs down.

She was already in the living room by the
time I reached the bottom. My father was sitting in his corner
recliner by the fireplace, stirring a cup of coffee. I dropped my
eyes. I had not seen him since yesterday at the pool.

Eva was continually redecorating the living
room. At the moment, it had a shiny blonde hardwood floor, and
Scandinavian style furniture. I had told her it looked like
something from Ikea, and she had been very pissed off. I suspected
the place would be redecorated again soon..

“What?” I asked.

“Strip.”

I looked at her anxiously.

“It’s the middle of the afternoon,” I
protested, embarrassed at the whininess of my voice.

She slapped her hand against her thigh.
“Strip! Now!”

My father continued to stir his coffee, but
looked up without expression.

It felt odd as I removed my bra and thong. It
was early in the afternoon, the sun streaming through the big
picture window. Of course, the hedges out front would keep anyone
from seeing in, but still…. It just felt strange.

I stood naked before them, face flushed, my
feet on the cool hardwood of the floor.

Eva produced a thin riding crop, and I licked
my lips nervously.

“We are going to give you a little exercise,”
she said. “Your father and I are concerned for your health, and
don’t believe you get nearly enough exercise. We would not want you
to get fat like so many other girls your age.”

I did enough swimming that I didn’t need any
exercise, but they both knew that so there was no point in
protesting. You also didn’t normally exercise in the nude,
especially if your house had air conditioning but pointing that out
didn’t seem to be of much value either.

“I think it would also be of help to improve
your posture,” she said, walking slowly around me and tapping the
palm of her left hand with the riding crop. Poor posture an cause
back troubles in the future, and so it’s important that you learn
to stand and sit properly, keeping your back straight.”

She thrust the crop out from my side, laying
it along the underside of my breasts, and kind of lifted them up
ever so slightly. “We wouldn’t want the weight of these to give you
a bad back,” she said.

Mine weighed a good deal less than hers, but
I didn’t need to say it. Instead I looked at her chest, and she
frowned, then jerked the crop away. But she pulled it away fast,
and at an angle so it kind of smacked my nipples in passing. It
stung but I tried to show no reaction as she moved around behind
me.

My nipples, I should add, were already hard.
Standing here naked like this was already starting to get my pussy
aroused, starting to cause my juices to flow.

She laid the crop across my buttocks and kind
of rubbed it back and forth a bit, then removed it and pressed the
tip against the top of my spine.

“Stand straight,” she said. “Shoulders back,
chest out.”

I did so, as she ran the tip slowly down my
spine, down to my tailbone, down between my buttocks, and then
across my anal opening. It slid in between my thighs and over my
pussy, and the pushed it out completely through my legs, then
angled it upwards, forcing it up between the lips of my sex.

“It is important not only for you to learn
proper posture,” she said, “but also to learn discipline, and
obedience to your betters. You will be going off to college soon,
after all, and we would not want you to get a bad reputation for
being an insubordinate and undisciplined young lady.”

As she spoke, she kind of sawed the leather
crop back and forth, up and back, deliberately rubbing it across my
clit. It both hurt and felt hotly sensual, and I had to struggle
not to move at all.

“Now, bend over and grip your ankles,” she
ordered.

My pussy throbbed, my chest tightened, but I
obeyed, bending forward, gripping my ankles, making myself very
vulnerable to her and her crop as she drew it back from between my
legs and then traced the line of my sex with the tip.

“You may straighten,” she said.

I straightened up.

“Put your hands high above you,” she said,
“And arch your back. Stretch your spine.”

I obeyed again, as my father sipped from his
cup and looked on.

“Now bend and grip your ankles, hold for a
few seconds, then straighten and assume this same position. Do this
until I tell you to stop.”

I bent over, gripped my ankles, held as she
had ordered, then straightened again, hands high, breasts thrust
out. I held that position for three seconds, then bent over
again.

“Very good,” she said. “But in order that I
be sure you hear me I what I am saying, I want you to say yes,
mother, or no mother, each time I give you an order.”

“You’re not my mother,” I said.

She snapped the crop across my buttocks
stingingly

“Do not talk back!” she said.

“She is your step-mother,” my father said.
“There’s nothing wrong with calling her mother.”

“I don’t want to call her mother,” I
said.

“Do as you’re told,” Eva said, slashing the
crop across my bottom sharply.

I glowered at my father but remained silent.
I hated Eva and had no intention of calling her mother. Besides, to
be honest, I was becoming more aroused, my chest tightening, and a
flare of sexual heat sweeping over my skin. I was less than
frightened of what she might do. I felt a bubbling heat between my
legs, and licked my lips in nervous anticipation.

“Bend over, and put your arms around your
legs,” Eva ordered.

I inhaled sharply, but hid it, then bent over
- way over, pressing my soft breasts in against my upper legs,
wrapping my arms around my legs to pin my body in place.

I winced as the crop slashed down across my
buttocks.

“I will stop at any time. You merely have to
ask me,” Eva said. ”But you have to say Mother.”

Fuck you, bitch, I thought.

I winced again as the crop slashed across my
bottom with stinging force, then again, then again as she hit
harder. The blood was rushing to my head and I was a little
unsteady as she slashed the crop low, across the underside of my
buttocks, then lashed higher into the soft meat of the center. She
took her time, drawing her arm back slowly from each blow, then
sweeping it forward to crack the crop across my now very red, very
hot, very sore bottom.

I gasped and cringed as another pair of blows
cut into my soft flesh, realizing belatedly, that she would simply
continue, however long it took her, until I submitted. I would have
to do it sooner or later, I realized, yet a part of me held out,
partly to spite her, and partly… partly out of some dark,
shimmering sense of masochistic excitement which I had never been
able to understand or even really control.

My breasts were pillowed out against my
thighs, and the movement of my muscles as she struck me was causing
me to jam them in against my legs again and again, mashing and
rolling the soft, malleable flesh against the harder sinews of my
thighs. My face was pressed against my knees, and I was gasping
softly with the fresh sharp blasts of pain coming from my aching
bottom. My feet were straight, and tight together, and it was
getting harder to maintain my balance as she used wider swings, and
the crop slashed in faster and harder.

Grinding and mashing my breasts against my
legs was not doing anything good for my concentration either. My
breasts had always been sensitive to the touch, especially under
sexual situations, and now they throbbed and pulsed with life and
hunger and lust as my body began to glow with sexual heat and
sweat.

I fell forward, throwing out my arms to catch
myself as I wound up on my belly on the floor.

“Oh no, little slut, you do not get out of it
that easily,” she said.

I felt the front of her foot, encased in her
usual very fashionable, stiletto heeled shoe, press against my
lower back, then she brought the six inch heel down against my
wrinkled anal opening and pushed it down inside, inch after inch,
until it was buried fully and I was gasping and squirming
underneath her.

At the same time she reached down and grasped
my hair, yanking it up and back - hard. In fact, she pulled so hard
my head was yanked up and back, and my upper body, even my breasts,
were lifted clear off the floor. At the same time, her foot stepped
down harder on my bottom, pinning my hips to the floor so my body
bowed back.

My hands shot up and back, but of course, I
could not reach her, could only try to hold onto my hair near my
skill to ease the pain. She used the opportunity to swing the crop
down and strike the side of my right breast a stinging blow.

I cried out, grabbing at my breast, and she
twisted and pulled even harder at my head.

“Let go of your hair, slut. Let go!”

She whipped the crop down across my other
breast, and I had to abandon my hair, but the pain there was such I
had to reach back and grab at it again. She slashed the crop down
across the sides of my breasts again and again until I let go with
a broken sob. Then she let goof my hair and my face almost smashed
into the floor.

“Hands out to your sides. Raise your whore
ass up. Keep your belly on the floor, little bitch, but raise your
ass and spread your legs!”

Gasping, wincing, moaning, I wound up
spread-eagled on the floor in front of my father, my hips kind of
rolled up so my buttocks were raised. Her foot was still between
them, and she kept the ball of her foot against the small of my
spine as she slowly fucked me with the heel.

He was still sitting in his recliner, but now
he had an erection and was rubbing himself through his pants as he
watched his wife sodomize and beat me.

“Get on your hands and knees, slut,” she
ordered.

I slowly raised my bottom and then positioned
myself on all fours in front of her.

She let her foot rise with my bottom so it
was still braced against me, the heel still inside me, pumping
idly.

“Call me mother,” she ordered.

I remained stubbornly mute, and she grabbed
my hair again and yanked it up and back. Again I cried out, forced
up onto my knees, then onto my feet as she dragged me back towards
a foot wide ceiling beam.

There was a table not much wider than the
beam placed next to it, with a small porcelain statue on it. She
removed the statue and tossed it onto a sofa then jerked me back
against the table. It pressed into my thighs just below my
buttocks, and she yanked on my hair, pulling my head back hard
against the beam.

“Put your arms down along the sides of the
post,” she ordered.

.I was half sitting on the table, but obeyed.
She had some of her black bondage rope waiting there, so she had
expected to do this, expected me to refuse. That didn’t make me
more inclined to give in, though, and I sat perched awkwardly on
the edge of the narrow table as she tied my arms to the sides of
the post She then tied the rope around my right and left ankles
before lifting them up off the floor. That just pushed me more
firmly back onto the narrow table, and in fact, was somewhat more
comfortable - at first.

But she kept pushing my ankles up and back,
until, like my arms, they were pressed against the sides of the
ceiling beam. I was bent lewdly and uncomfortably far back, staring
out at my father between my thighs.

She drew the two separate ropes back around
the beam on either side, twined them once around it, then drew them
out front again and wrapped them several times around my throat. I
had work my muscles to try and keep my ankles up and back to keep
the ropes from squeezing down around my throat, and I wound up,
kind of perched on my tailbone on the table, ankles up and back
behind me.

And then she pulled the table out.

The ropes were hooked over something at the
rear of the beam, some kind of hook or other, I guess, for they
held up steady, and, in effect, my weight was now hanging from
those ropes, divided between my ankles and my throat. Now the ropes
pulled in tight around my neck. Very fucking tight! My eyes bulged
and I gurgled weakly, unable to breath, unable to speak, to scream,
to complain, to do anything but tremble there against the pillar as
she looked on in satisfaction.

Then she got the riding crop again, smirked
at me as my face reddened and I struggled to draw breath, and
whipped it down across my pussy.

Fuck it hurt! But it’s funny how being unable
to breath narrows your focus so much. I was struggling frantically
to cope with the tightness of the ropes around my throat,
struggling to turn or twist in such a way that I could draw breath,
and I finally succeeded, after a fashion. When I stopped trying to
pull my neck forward, when I simply let the back of my head press
firmly against the ceiling beam, the ropes pulled up under my jaw
and kind of hooked there. That allowed me to breath - a little.
Every breath was still difficult, but I could, at least,
breath.

“Look at that wet pussy,” Eva sneered,
bringing the crop slashing down against my slit again.

My body jerked with the pain. God, she was
such a bitch!

She smirked and moved in closer, shortening
up her grip on the crop, then whipped the fat little tip down
against my wrinkled anal opening. It stung, but not badly. But she
whipped it down again - and again - and again, the top of the crop
whap-whap-whapping against my anus repeatedly, blurring as she
swept it down in short, sharp blows that made me gasp and jerk and
moan and cry out in perverse pain and agonized pleasure.

She shifted her aim to my clit, and again I
writhed and jerked and gurgled helplessly as she whapped it hard
and repeatedly.

She paused long enough to get a pair of large
dildos, and worked them into me, then she resumed slapping my clit
with the tip of the crop for a bit, pumping the dildo in my pussy
with her other hand. After a minute of this my clit was swollen and
burning and throbbing fiercely, and she stopped whipping it and
instead bent to put her mouth to it, sucking and licking at it so
my mind exploded and I forgot how to breath, or even why I wanted
to.

“Dirty little gringo slut,” she said. “Do you
see what a dirty little gringo slut your daughter is?” she demanded
of my father.

“yes,” he said, panting heavily, stroking his
naked cock as he looked on.

“I will show you just what a puta she is,”
Eva sneered.

She pulled the big dildo out of me and thrust
three fingers into me in its place. She pumped them in and out and
then added a fourth, twisting them together into a wedge, forcing
them into me to the knuckles. She pulled back and wedged her thumb
in, then twisted and turned them, bending and licking at my clit as
she tried to force the knuckles of her hand through the tight lips
of my pussy. She was going to put her hand into me again!

“Noo!” I gasped. “Don’t!”

“Beg me, slut. Beg your mommy,” she said with
a leer. “Beg mommy!”

“Fuck you!” I croaked.

“Dirty little bitch,” she replied, jamming
her hand in even harder.

“Do you see the way your whore daughter talks
to me, Albert?” she demanded.

“Punish her, Eva,” he said breathlessly.

“I will p punish the bitch, yes. I will
punish her!” Eva snarled.

The mouth of my pussy stretched and strained
painfully, and I groaned and cried out softly as I watched her
jamming her hand against me and ever so slowly forcing my pussy
lips to stretch just that much wider. I cried out in a choked voice
around the ropes as her knuckles ground their way through, and them
finally, the heel of her hand passed through me, and I felt a sense
of physical relief as my pussy lips were able to close somewhat
around her wrist.

She sank her hand deeper into my pussy,
stretching out the walls of my aching, burning sex. Her fingers
drew in against the palm of her hand, and I could feel her hard
fist formed deep inside my narrow elastic tube. She laughed and
forced it deeper, and I choked against the ropes as she leered down
at me.

“Do you like being fisted, gringo bitch?” she
taunted. “Do you like mommy’s fist inside you, slut?”

She jammed her fist deeper and cackled with
delight, turning and twisting her fist and lower arm inside me.
“I’m going to rape you so that your pussy is all stretched out,”
she cowed. ‘I’m going to fist you until nothing smaller than a
donkey will find you tight!”

God, she was sick!

“You know you love it, slut,” she said,
rubbing my clit with her other hand.

And God help me - I did.

Her fist felt hard and yet warm as it moved
inside me. I stared down at the sight of her wrist protruding fro
my stretched, straining pussy mouth and felt a strange sense of
dark, hungry shock. I shuddered and jerked against the ropes as her
hand moved and twisted in my belly, gasping and moaning, unable to
hide my reactions as I usually tried to do.

I mean, I tried to pretend, most of the time,
that she wasn’t getting to me. I tried to bear the pain and hide
the pleasure. In the end, I always wound up giving in, at least to
the pleasure, for my orgasms were too powerful for me to really
hide. But now, with the incredible sensations of having her fist
moving inside my body, I had lost that careful control. I was lost,
I was hers, my face wild, my eyes and mouth wide as I yelped and
moaned and whimpered and gasped and jerked at her smallest
movement.

She sneered at me, knowing how helpless I had
now become, jamming her fist down to make it hurt more, taunting me
as she turned it and twisted it inside my aching lower belly.

“Whore,” she said. “You love having mommy’s
fist inside you. Don’t you? Dirty little girl!”

She gripped my hair and jerked it back hard
against the post to pin it in place, then bent and kissed me hard
on the mouth, her lips crushing mine as she worked her fist up and
down my excruciatingly tight tunnel.

The ropes around my throat were half
strangling me to begin with, making it hard to think about anything
but breathing, discombobulating me so that my reserve had
practically collapsed. I hadn’t the presence of mind left to fight
her as her tongue invaded mine and her fist pushed into depths of
my belly. Her knuckles ground against my very cervix, and pain
burned raw and dark within me. But the ropes around my thraot made
it impossible to draw enough breath to scream, and her tongue
taunted and toyed with me as it swirled about inside my mouth.

She drew back her head, extending her arm,
straight, and to her side, standing back so my father could get a
better view.

“Look, Albert. Look at what a whore your
daughter is,” she said.

She began to work her fist in and out, in and
out, in and out, steady, hard, grinding it against my cervix with
every deep thrust, and my body seemed to dissolve into a wild
maelstrom of churning, violent sensations. Pain and pleasure twined
together and exploded within me as I cried out again and again, my
voice hoarse because of the ropes, my head threatening to explode
from lack of oxygen, my chest burning.

My body shook like an epileptic having a fit.
I thrashed and jerked and trembled and twisted against the ropes,
my eyes glassy and rolled back, and my tongue protruding as the
lack of air both threatened to drop me unconscious, and also
increased the wild power of the thrilling sexual explosion.

“Fucking you, bitch!” she sneered, thrusting
her fist deep.

“Fucking you, whore!” she laughed, ramming it
deep again.

I hardly heard her, hardly saw her, my brain
dissolving into a puddle of quivering goo as the orgasm flayed my
senses and tore apart my mind. I just hung there, gurgling and
jerking spastically like a mindless animal as the monstrous orgasm
ripped through me and Eva’s fist kept punching into my belly.

The distance between her knuckles and her
elbow was just under a foot, and she had every inch of her forearm
buried in my aching, straining pussy before she was satisfied. The
incredible thickness and length of the penetration had me so
utterly filled, so overfilled, so stretched out from top to bottom,
that my body was overcome by the hot, churning sensations, and my
mind - as ever, in love with the dark thrill of such perverted and
kinky behaviour, was made feverish by the shocking wickedness of
it.

Her arm and hand moved in and out, up and
down. I cannot describe the sensation, when she had worked me open
sufficiently to move more freely, of her fist going from the mouth
of my sex, all the way down into the very back wall of my pussy
tunnel, sliding a full foot through the clinging, wet, elastic
folds of my pussy sleeve until it felt as though she had jammed up
against my spine.

And then back out, to the point where the
heel of her hand began to stretch my pussy mouth wider, as if it
would pull free. Then, she would push it slowly back in - and in -
and in - and in, until I thought I would scream with the heady
sexual thrill. Every thrust made me come, or felt like it. Every
thrust made me scream, or rather, I was howling, wailing, a long,
drawn out wail of animal pleasure filtered through the tight,
constricted opening in my throat which still allowed me to draw
some breath into my overheated body.

And then my father was there, standing next
to her, his eyes as feverish as I felt, his cock hard and thick in
his hand as he pumped his fist frantically. He always came a lot,
my father, but this time his come was a river, pouring over my face
and chest and belly as he sprayed his seed over me and groaned in
pleasure.
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Eva laughed and jeered at me, and then slowly
pulled her arm out of my body. I groaned as her hand spread my lips
wider, then groaned again as it slipped free. But my pussy did not
remain empty for long. She already had a thick dildo in hand and
shoved it deep inside me in a single, hard thrust. The dildo was
not as thick as my fist, but it was probably as thick around as her
wrist. The dildo was over ten inches long, and she would not stop
pushing at it until it was fully sheathed, my pussy lips closed -
or almost closed just behind it.

Then came the second dildo, or rather, a
series of dildos, as she worked first a normal size dildo, then
progressively thicker ones into my ass. She finally finished with
one just as thick as the one stuffed into my pussy, and again,
jammed it up so deep that nothing was left out. However, there was
a small ring around the bottom of thistledown, which kept it from
disappearing inside me. Instead the base remained outside, looking
like a black silver dollar taped over my anal opening.

My eyes had glazed over, and I was losing
consciousness by this time. It took so much effort to breath
through the tight ropes around my throat, and much of my strength
had been drained. It was no part of what Eva wanted for me to go to
sleep, she put the table back underneath my spine and then let my
legs down.

I wound up laying on the floor on my belly,
panting for breath, holding my aching throat in my hands as Eva
stood over me. She did not give me much time to recover my breath,
however, much less my energy. I winced as the crop slashed down on
my hip.

“Get on all fours, slut!’ she barked.

Groaning, I pushed myself up onto my hands
and knees, my breasts hanging down below me.

“Crawl, whore.”

She snapped the crop across my bottom and I
lurched forward, crawling across the floor to where my father had
resumed his seat.

“Stop and turn around.”

I obeyed, head hanging wearily.

“Now spread your knees, whore, and raise your
ass higher.”

I obeyed without thought, but as soon as I
did I realized that I was kneeling only a couple of feet in front
of my father, and a slow flush spread across my face.

“Put your face on the floor, and reach back
between your legs to pull your cunt lips open,” she ordered.

My face flamed, and I hesitated, yet that
dark, wanton sense of helpless sexual excitement swept over me like
a storm from the shadows, and I moaningly obeyed, easing my upper
body down, reaching back between my spread legs, my fingers feeling
my swollen pussy lips where they were pressed against the base of
the dildo. My embarrassment and excitement growing in tandem, my
fingers trembled as I gently peeled my pussy lips open to show him
the base of the dildo nestled inside me.

I stayed in that position for a handful of
heartbeats, not looking behind me, looking across the room, yet
aware that he was right behind and that he must be staring at my
pussy, so lewdly revealed before him.

The crop cracked across my bottom stingingly
and I gasped.

:”Rub your clit, dirty girl,” she ordered.
“Go ahead, rub it with your finger.”

Again the crop slashed across my hip. “Do it,
whore! Obey your mother, slut!”

I froze, the embarrassment, the shame, rising
even higher, along with the sense of dark, wicked sexual
excitement.

The crop hit my back. “Rub harder, slut!”

I realized that my fingers had started
rubbing on their own, and gasped helplessly as that strange, giddy
mixture of pleasure and pain began to twine themselves around my
mind, once again.

“That’s it, you filthy slut, you wanton
whore! Masturbate in front of your father! Show him what a
disgusting little piece of teenage trash you are!”

I gasped and moaned helplessly, overcome by
he hot, dark, raw intensity of the filthy sexual scene she had
involved me in. I hated her, and displaying myself like this was
humiliating, yet somehow, the more degrading she made it the hotter
and darker and wilder and more thrilling everything became.

She stepped in front of me and pushed her
pointy-toed shoe against my face.

“Show your love for your mother, slut. Lick
me. Lick me, whore!”

She jammed the shoe painfully against my lips
and teeth, and my mouth opened almost in self-defense. She shoved
the front of her shoe into my mouth.

“Suck it, dog! Suck it, you filthy
whore!”

Whimpering, moaning, I felt the hot rush of
even greater humiliation, even deeper degradation, and then the
almost simultaneous deepening of the feverish heat consuming me. I
rolled my eyes up towards her, my eyelids fluttering as I sucked
and licked at the front of her shoe in my mouth. My fingers were
still stroking my clit, and my bottom was jerking and grinding in
spastic excitement. I cried out in muffled pain as she brought the
crop whistling down across my lower back.

“Lick it, whore! Lick your mistress’ shoe!
Show your subservience to your mother!”

She shoved the foot forward and I gurgled and
moaned in pain as more of it was forced into my mouth, spreading my
jaw wide. She had a small foot and a fashionably narrow shoe, but
it was still too wide, yet she pushed forward, sneering down at me,
and her shoe slid into my mouth, almost half her shoe jammed into
me to the point I gagged weakly.

I grasped her ankle, pushing it desperately
back, and she brought the crop slashing down across my buttock and
back in response.

Please!” I gasped, dazedly. “Please!”

I held her ankle and licked at her shoe,
licked earnestly, my tongue sliding in long, hard, fast licks up
and down across the front and top of her shoe.

She straightened, holding the crop
menacingly. “That’s it, you slut. You bitch in heat! Show how much
you love your mother! Show what a low, degraded whore you are!”

Then she looked past me. “Fuck her! You know
you want to! Rape her! Go ahead! Rape her until she bleeds!”

“No,” I heard my father say from behind
me.

I felt his fingers delicately gripping the
base of the dildo which had been shoved up into my pussy. I guess
in my exertions, an inch or so had come out, and now he tugged it
further, then pushed it back in, pumping it carefully so as to not
touch me with his fingers.

I knew he had his cock in his hand and it was
hard and red again.

“Give me something longer,” he said.

She sneered in disgust, and turned away, and
then picked up one of the big dildos and threw it over my head. She
stepped back and pressed her foot against my face again and I began
to lick it once more even as I felt the ten inch dildo pulled free
of me, then the thicker, rounded head of the longer latex prick she
had given my father pushing against me.

My father pushed it forward in one smooth,
long thrust.

“UuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuUUUUH!” I groaned, my
voice rising to a sharp cry of pain as the nose of the dildo found
the bottom of my pussy and he jammed it hard against it.

I gasped, my body jerking forward, and my
head jerked involuntarily around to see him staring fixedly at my
pussy, pumping his cock with his right hand as he thrust the dildo
into me with his left.

The crop whipped down onto my back and
brought my attention back to Eva.

“Lick me, dog slut!”

She raised her foot, and made me suck on the
six inch heel, then lick up and down against the bottom of the shoe
as my father pumped the dildo in harder and faster to match the
fist pumping around his cock. I gasped and jerked again and again
as he punched the head of the dildo against the back wall of my
pussy, and stroked my fingers frantically across my burning,
swollen clit.

“Yes! Yes, Albert! Rape her! Rape your
daughter!” she cried.

She dropped to her knees before me and
grasped my hair, yanking it up, raising my shoulders and chest
bodily off the floor until one of my failing hands jerked down to
support me. I found myself looking into her glistening pussy as she
held her skirt aloft.

“Lick me, slut!”

She jammed my face into her sex and I licked
feverishly, moaning and swaying, still trying to rub my clit with
my fingers as my father rammed the dildo into me, her pussy cream
smearing itself all across my face as she ground herself into
me.

“Rape her!” she gasped. “Rape her! We will
rape her together! She is our whore, our bitch, our dog! Fuck her
harder! Use every inch! Every inch!”

The dildo, I knew, was fourteen inches long,
but I did not fear my father would heed her cry. He needed a few
inches to hold onto in order to pump it in and out, and he would
not want his fingers to actually touch me. He pumped the dildo
harder, though, the nose punching painfully against the back wall
of my pussy as his wife tore at my hair and my tongue lapped at her
pussy.

I felt the flickering crackling sexual
electricity envelope my body like a haze of fireflies. I gave up on
supporting my upper body, thrusting both arms down, clutching my
breast in one hand, digging my fingers repeatedly into the soft,
throbbing flesh as the fingers of my other hand sawed with growing
intensity at my clit. I could feel the rapid back and forth
movement of the thick, veined dildo as I pressed upwards against my
clit, and Eva tightened her grip on my hair so that it was mostly
supporting my upper body as she ground her pussy against my
mouth.

The orgasm began like a swelling wave, but
rose to the impossible heights of a tidal wave before sweeping down
upon me. I cried out in a strangled, breathless voice as the wave
swept my mind away, tumbling and turning and drowning in the
swirling churning waves of intense sexual pleasure. Eva cursed me
and whipped the crop down on my back, and every stinging blow added
a sparkling eruption of new sensation, of raw heat to add to the
roar of the fire consuming me.

* * * *

There was a silliness to Eva’s continued
pretense of why she was doing what she was doing. But for some
reason she clung to it in the face of the obvious, and insisted she
was merely educating me, merely disciplining me, merely teaching
me. For my own good, of course.

Eva would not be denied her impulses, however
odd, however cruel, however humiliating they were meant to be to
someone else.

Of course, that was the main purpose. I might
be, somewhat to my dismay, sexually submissive, but I am most
definitely not stupid. I knew that she was deliberately goading me,
deliberately humiliating me, and I knew why. First, because she was
cruel, second because she was jealous of me, and third, because it
pleased her that I was sexually submissive enough not only to obey,
but to be forced, against my will, into a state of trembling
arousal.

And she didn’t even have to touch me to do
it.

Have I mentioned that I really don’t like
women sexually? I’m actually not bisexual, and I did not welcome
her touch, much less having to perform sexually on and with her.
Why did I? It wasn’t because I was afraid of her. It was because of
this deep, intense fascination I had with sexual submission,
because I felt as strange, dark masochistic thrill at being
degraded - by anyone. No one else had ever tried to degrade me on
purpose like she did, however.

.And her little “exercises” were part of that
degradation, part of that effort to demean me, to shame me.

And so, that very evening, we were back in
the living room, and I was standing, legs apart, naked, of course,
bending at the waist to a ninety degree angle, arms outstretched to
either side, and holding my position. I was facing my father,
though I wasn’t looking at him. I was looking at the floor below
me. I was aware that my father’s eyes were fixed on my breasts,
firm and full, hanging straight down below me, but I didn’t want to
see his face.

I grunted a little as Eva slid the crop
between my legs and let it slide up between the lips of my sex,
sliding back and forth across my clit. I felt a flickering, burning
hunger as the leather pushed harshly against me, and I could not
fight it.

She drew the crop back as I straightened,
bringing my arms higher so they were outstretched but raised up
above me. I held the position, as she ordered, then bent forward
once again, to hold myself at a ninety degree angle. Then I
straightened again. I repeated this several times, then she had me
turn around and do it once again, so my father could stare into my
tight pink pussy slit and at my tight, taut bottom.

My face was flushed, my heart beating faster,
and I was mildly aroused as she moved around me,, glowering. I
obeyed as she had me sit on my heels, facing my father, and spread
my knees wide apart. I obeyed as she had me get onto all fours,
then drop my chest to the floor and lay my arms out to either side.
I obeyed as she had me sit up on my heels again, interlock my
fingers behind my neck, and then arch my back strongly.

She bent over me and brought the small, flat
tip of the crop down against my right nipple, rubbing lightly, then
drew it back a few inches and let it slap down against it so that I
winced weakly. She did the same again to my other nipple, then to
the first one.

“Such lovely little pink nipples,” she cooed.
“Little girl nipples, not woman nipples.”

She let the slapper at the tip of the crop
slap repeatedly against my nipple so tht it burned and throbbed
hotly, then switched to the other nipple and did the same, laughing
as she looked into my eyes.

“You love it, whore,” she spat.

I hated it. And I loved it.

She strolled over to the side table and
lifted up a gleaming wooden box, then returned and set it down on
the floor before me.

“Open it, whore.”

I opened the lid and found, within, a number
of items amid felt lined depressions in the surface of the
interior. I inhaled sharply to see them, knowing instantly what
most of them were, of course.

The tip of the crop whipped down and pressed
against one of the objects.

“Take it out and put it on. Whore.”

My heart beat faster and my pussy began to
throb even more powerfully as I slid my fingers around the smooth,
stainless steel metal and eased it out of the box. It was not as
heavy as I would have expected for metal. It was smooth along its
inner surface, and, for most part, along the outer surface, save
for two wide rings set into it. It opened at one side, with a small
hinge which I opened.

I slid it around my throat, and closed the
hinge. It clicked and I felt a strange tightness in my chest as it
sat there around my neck. It was a collar, perhaps three inches in
height, and I knew the click was a lock which I would not be able
to open.

The crop whipped down and pointed, and took
out the next item. Like all the others it was of stainless steel.
It was much smaller than the collar, and slipped around my wrist,
snapping closed with a sense of finality. It, and the one I put on
my other wrist, were as smooth as the one around my collar, and fit
as firmly in place. Instead of two rings, one on either side,
however, they had a ring on one side, and s small clasp on the
other.

The next two went around my ankles, virtually
identical to those now on my wrists.

I looked up at her, fighting to keep my face
expressionless even though my heart was pounding and my pussy
thrumming with dark lust and excitement.

“On your belly, whore!” she ordered.

I slid forward onto my belly before her, and
when she put her foot against my lips I kissed it, then began to
lick it, feeling twisted and subservient, ashamed and inflamed at
once. She reached down and gripped my thick blonde hair, and I
cried out as she pulled hard, yanking me up onto my knees. She
moved behind me, pulling my wrists back, and snapped the restraints
together, then removed her skirt, spread her legs, and drew my
mouth in against her sex.

My father sat not three feet to my left
watching, his cock hard, his hand moving slowly up and down it as
she jerked on my hair and made me lick her. When she came, she
covered my face with her cream, then threw me back, laughing
derisively.

“Whore!” she jeered.

She moved to the side of the room and came
out with a bag, then threw it at me.

“Your whore uniform, to mark you as a whore
to any who see,” she said. “Let me help you get dressed, daughter
dearest.”

She gripped my hair and pulled me to my feet,
then led me from the room.

 


It was – I guess you could call it a corset
of sorts, made of soft red fabric stitched with something strong,
like an underwire bra. I had to exhale almost completely as she
yanked on the leather laces down the back to tighten it, and then
it squeezed in around my middle as though pushing my internal
organs down into my lower abdomen – and putting pressure on my
pussy.

The corset did not cover my breasts, but
cupped and raised them. A pair of inch wide black strips descended
from the front, near the sides, angling across my abdomen to meet
just above my pussy. There was a narrow V of fabric attached to
them there, but the fabric, the V, was hollow. It slid down over my
mound, yet left my slit naked and vulnerable, squeezing the flesh
around it so that it felt as though my pussy itself were
swollen.

She bent me over, and it was all I could do
not to cry out as she worked a thick, black dildo up through that
opening, up into my swollen, overheated pussy, and deep into my
belly. A moment later, I felt my other entrance forced open, as a
thick butt-plug was pushed up into my anus.

The fabric then slid down between my thighs
and up across my anal opening before separating into two narrow
flat strips again at the top of my buttocks. They angled up and to
the sides to join the rear of the corset, but she had to pull hard
to get them to hook in place.

Shoulder width, fingerless black gloves went
up my arms, with Eva having to temporarily remove the shackles
before snapping them on again. Then she removed the ones around my
ankles to put on thigh high black leather stiletto heeled boots
which laced up the entire length of the sides.

Eva put some rouge on my cheeks, some very
red lipstick on my lips, and some eyeliner and mascara on my
eyelashes. A gleaming red ball gag in my mouth, with black straps
going around my cheeks, completed her little ensemble, and she
smiled to look at me.

“Whore,” she whispered.

She pushed me to my knees, and snapped a long
chain to the front of my collar, then jerked me forward onto all
fours and made me crawl behind her back up the hall.

My heart thumped within my tight chest, my
stomach fluttered wildly, and my pussy throbbed and burned. I
wanted so much to be fucked – hard – to be raped – to be used
ruthlessly and cruelly. My pussy yearned to feel a hard cock inside
it! My breasts ached to be groped and squeezed and bit and
sucked.

With every crawling foot I felt more wildly,
thrillingly sexual and sensual, hotter and more darkly, deliciously
sluttish. The constant, hard, squeezing pressure against my clit,
against my pussy was driving me insane with lust, and the wildly
sexual outfit was beyond anything I had ever imagined wearing.

My father’s eyes widened at the sight of me,
and even though he had come only half an hour earlier I saw the
crotch of his trousers beginning to bulge as I crawled into the
room on the end of my leash. Eva jerked the chain up and back and I
gurgled as I was forced up onto my heels, kneeling before him, legs
apart. His jaw dropped and he trembled visibly as he stared at me,
and Eva purred throatily.

“So what a lovely little slut your daughter
is, Albert? See how much she needs to be fucked hard, to be used,
to be raped? Do you not want to rape her, Albert? She wants it. She
wants your cock inside her, Albert.”

She reached down and locked my shackled
wrists together behind my back, then jerked on my hair so that my
muffled cry of pain echoed through the otherwise silent room, and
my head was forced up and back.

“Cock hungry little whore,” she purred. “Such
a girl is only happy when she is being used, when she is being
mounted and ridden hard. Give her your cock, Albert. Rape her and
use her as she deserves, as she needs!”

“N-N-No!” my father gasped, trembling
visibly. “I can’t! It – it isn’t right!”

“Right?” Evan sneered, pulling harder on my
hair, forcing me up to my feet before her. “Who says what is right
and what is wrong?”

She forced my head back with one hand as her
other slipped between my legs. Her fingers jammed the dildo up
harder so that the nose ground against the back wall of my pussy
while her thumb stroked across my inflamed clitoris. My hips bucked
and jerked helplessly as sharp jolts of wildfire sensations tore
through me, and she laughed at my father looking on.

“You see how your slut daughter loves the
black cock?” she exclaimed. “If it will not be your cock, then it
will be black cock for her!”

 


 


 



Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


I don’t’ know where he was hiding, where Eva
had been keeping him, but as if in response to a signal he entered
the room and came up behind us. My father gasped and started to
rise, but Eva threw out her hand. “No! Sit down! If you are not man
enough to do what is necessary than someone else will have to take
care of your duties for you!”

My father sank back down, eyes huge as I
turned to stare at the man before me. He was black, and powerfully
built. He wore a kind of studded leather harness across his broad
chest and a leather G-string over his groin. His skin was as black
as Black skin got, and I gaped at him around the ball gag as he
reached for me and gripped my hair, taking it from Eva.

She smirked and stepped away, then went over
to my father. She climbed into his lap like a cat, cooing and
purring and rubbing her hand over his bulging groin.

Then I cried out and lost sight of them as
the Black man jerked my head up and back and around to face him.
His right hand slid down and kneaded my breast, and his lips parted
in a wide, leering smile as he plucked and pinched my stiff
nipple.

I stared at him in astonishment. My heat was
still upon me but now I felt a soaring sense of embarrassment, of
humiliation, my mind tumbling in confusion and uncertainty. I
twisted and writhed helplessly, my mind and body in total confusion
as his fingers slid down between my legs and took over what Eva had
started.

He eased up on my hair, but continued to use
it as a sort of handle, his face inches from mine as I stared at
him helplessly. I felt his fingers working against my pussy, felt
him tugging the dildo slowly down until it dropped free. Then two,
then three looooong fingers pushed up inside me and my hips bucked
as I shuddered in uncontrollable response.

His fingers were longer, thicker, stronger,
rougher than Eva’s. They were male fingers, and as I had reacted to
Eva I reacted far more to the touch of man. I found I could hardly
breath as his fingers pumped inside my sopping wetness, and his
thumb stroked lightly across my clitoris.

My eyes clouded over, and my hips began to
buck uncontrollably as the prelude to orgasm began to sound within
the tumult of my mind. He drew his fingers back, dripping with my
juices, and wiped them against my face, then pulled downwards on my
hair as he descended to his knees. His fingers stroked over my
quivering clitoris again on our knees, then he pulled me back
again, forcing my head almost upside down as he bent and sucked and
chewed on my nipples.

My hips bucked violently again and he dropped
me to my back.

I stared up through glassy eyes, moaning
around the gag, then turned my head, eyes fluttering to see my
father staring, Eva sucking his cock.

Then my legs were forced up and back and I
jerked my head up to see the Black man above me. I jerked my eyes
down to that opening in the crotch of my outfit, and saw his cock,
thick, gleaming black, press against the mouth of my sex, split me
open and then slide into me, inch by slow, agonizing, wonderful,
shocking, incredible inch.

A swirling explosion of sensations and heat
burst within my body, and I screamed into the gag as I came.

He gripped my ankles, pressed them back
almost to the floor, rose up above me, and thrust down even harder.
My orgasm flayed my mind as he began to pump, and I could neither
see nor think, but only feel, as his cock began to pump inside me
and my body continued to scream with the hot, burning thrill of an
orgasmic firestorm.

He drove himself into me with long, deep
strokes that had his hard, yet curiously soft cock caressing the
deepest parts of my inner body, jamming into me again and again and
again as he rode me through the orgasm, through the gasping,
moaning, languorous aftermath, and then upwards into the crackling
burning, snapping flames of another massive sexual firestorm.

He released my ankles, letting my legs fall
back, and then eased his body up and back off me. I had just enough
time to see another Black man, almost the twin to this one,
standing there, eyes gleaming, before the one riding me rolled over
and brought me down atop him.

I felt fingers on the bottom hooks of the
corset, then they came free, and fingers gripped the butt plug
protruding from my anus. I was dazed, overcome by the sexual fever,
unable to think clearly, and my mind assaulted by the shock of
having a second strange man there to see me, to paw me, to do
whatever he liked to me.

`The one under me was grinding his hips up,
thrusting his cock up into my pussy in a way which, despite the
orgasm, was doing dark things to my mind. The feel of his big cock
pushing up into me again and again was sensual to the point of
making me groan aloud every time that wonderful big cock pushed up
inside me.

My legs were spread wide – wide apart, and
his hands were on my hips, kind of lifting me upwards as he drew
back, then dropping me down as he drove his long, black cock up
into my belly. God it was big! It felt just incredible,
intoxicating, and I shuddered as I felt fingers at my anus, prying
at the butt-plug. It felt incredible going out, and I let out wet,
broken sob of a cry of pleasure.

I had never been sodomized, never wanted to
be, but now I felt a second thick Black prick pushing against my
anus, slowly forcing the wrinkled flesh to spread wide, smoothing
it out, stretching it open. I was loose enough with the butt-plug
that the deliciously soft head of his cock pushed into me fairly
easily, and a shockwave of wild dark animal lust spread through me
at the realization they were going to do me together like this.

His cock pushed slowly down into my body, and
I shuddered and bucked and moaned as it forced its way deeper and
deeper into my anal tube. The man below me pushed on my hips,
rising and lowering me, and the one behind thrust in steadily,
working his cock deeper and deeper.

The sensations were – astonishing. I had
never imagined the feel of two hard cocks inside me like that, and
my mind, overcome by the heat and excitement of the moment, was
forced deeper into a state of raw animal heat as those two big
cocks thrust and moved in and out of my belly.

As if from a great distance, I could hear
Eva’s voice.

“See them, Albert!? See them raping your
whore daughter! Look at her! She loves it! She loves their Black
cocks! Your slut daughter loves big black cocks inside her whore
body!”

God help me, but she was right. My mind was
swirling and twisting and tumbling end over end, as though
weightless. Flashing little ripples of pleasure sparkled all over
my body, but were concentrated in my belly where the two black men
were thrusting in and out. I came, screaming, the gag muffling it
but doing little to hide the emotional turmoil tearing through me
as my body jerked and spasmed, convulsions wracking my limbs while
the two men fucked me steadily. I screamed so loudly it hurt my
throat as the pleasure rose to almost painful intensity.

Then a fist gripped my blonde hair and yanked
my head up and back and around, and I was staring at a third black
cock, gaping at it around the gag even as his fingers undid the
straps and pulled the ball loose.

Saliva dribbled out over my lower lip, but
only for a moment. Then his cock filled my mouth and I gurgled
around it, raising my glassy eyes to see him smirking above me. He
drove his cock forward and I gagged weakly as it pushed deep into
my throat.

They used me, again and again, turning and
positioning my body to their needs, thrusting their hard black
cocks into me with relentless energy and lust which seemed, at
times, to match my own. Orgasm after orgasm spilled through my
nervous system until I was barely able to think, until I was little
more than an animal responding to the most primitive and carnal of
sensations.

I didn’t even notice what Eva and my father
were doing during this. I didn’t care, didn’t think of them. Not
until I lay alone, gasping, dazed, the three Black men having sated
themselves. Yet I was not finished with them, or rather, they
weren’t finished with me. I was lifted up as though a child, their
big hands on my arms, raising them above me. My feet staggered
against the floor until my head cleared enough to get my body
working.

I looked up to see them attaching my wrist
restraints together in front of me, then hooking them to a chain
overhead. I moaned dazedly, and someone put the ball-gag back into
my mouth. The chain lifted my arms high enough that it helped keep
me from swaying too much while my mind tried to rebalance
itself.

I grunted as one of them thrust the butt-plug
back into my aching bottom, then they simply moved away, leaving
the room. Eva looked at me with feral eyes, and I saw my father
beside her, holding – a whip.

“Do it, Albert! Punish her! The slut! You saw
what a whore she was with those negros! She must be punished! She
must be disciplined! She is nothing but an animal to lay with them
like that and enjoy it! A foul, filthy little fuck animal!”

She turned her eyes on him. “Whip her,
Albert! Whip her!”

My father looked somewhat dazed, but his eyes
were red with a strange combination of lust and anger. The whip he
held was not something I’d seen before. It had a thick handle
covered in strips of leather, with a wide pommel at the bottom. The
whip itself was over six feet, and seemed quite thin.

My father raised his arm and then sent it
flying forward. The whip made a strange sound, a kind of light
hissing or whirring as it cut through the air. Then it swept around
my body, encircling it, the tip snapping stingingly against my
side. The whole whip hurt, in fact. I felt a layer of heat, a kind
of sore, raw heat all around me where the whip had encircled me,
then he jerked it back and it was like – like I was a spinning top.
I was still not fully balanced, and now as the whip jerked back my
body spun with it and I stumbled on my feet, off balance.

The whip hissed again, sweeping around my
body, higher, just under my breasts, and again I felt that heat as
the leather circled me, followed almost instantly by the sharp
sting of its tip against my ribs. Again he jerked it back, and
again I spun around, and would have fallen had it not been for the
chains over head.

“Harder, Albert! Whip the dirty whore!”

The whip swept out and hissed through the
air, encircling me still higher, laying a hot trail around my ribs
and breasts, the tip snapping stingingly into the soft flesh at the
side of my ribs where my breast joined my body. I moaned
helplessly, dazedly, assailed by the hot, seeping dark hunger which
had come out to take hold of my mind. This was so darkly exciting,
so erotic and kinky that my heat was rapidly rising up within me
once again.

I was a whore, a slut, just like Eva
described me.

I cried out as the whip circled m me again,
the tip snapping directly against the soft flesh of my breast.
Again and again and again the whip slid around me, spinning and
twisting me, adding to my dizziness. Then he stepped back, and the
whip no longer encircled me, but struck me and fell away.

The sting was lower but more spread out now.
The hot trails the whip left were much hotter, ached more deeply as
my father sent the whip slashing across my breasts and belly until
every inch of my skin felt as though it were glowing with heat

There were red lines circling my body, and
now there were more red lines, dozens of them, cutting diagonally
in both directions, across my chest, belly and abdomen, as well as,
though I couldn’t see them, my back and buttocks.

I felt his hot breath on the back of my neck,
then his fingers prying at the butt plug, pulling it slowly out of
me. I moaned, eyes slitted, glassy, my brain foggy as I felt a cock
pushing against me there – his cock – my father’s cock. I groaned
weakly as it pushed up into my ass, and then cried out as he jerked
cruelly back on my hair, forcing my head back over his
shoulder.

“Whore,” he whispered.

He shifted his grip on the whip and I felt
the pommel rubbing up and down against my aching sex. Then it
forced its way up inside me, and Eva was there, laughing, sneering
as I moaned and my head jerked spastically.

“Rape her, Albert! Rape your filthy whore
daughter! Rape our dirty little slut! Use her and then we will
punish her again!” she said gleefully.

She dropped to her knees before me, and I
felt her tongue at my pussy. My father released the whip, now
jammed inside me, and gripped my outer thighs just below my groin,
forcing my legs apart. I felt the pommel jammed up harder and cried
out in pain as Eva began to pump it in and out. Then her tongue
whipped across my clit and the world felt as though it were going
mad around me.

My father’s cock began to work up and down
inside me, thrusting deeper – then deeper – then DEEEEP. I groaned
as it pushed up so high into my ass, into my belly, and felt cramps
inside as he ground his pelvis against my buttocks. His fingers dug
into my hips and he began to thrust in and out, in and out, jerking
me back to meet him so that I was forced up onto the balls of my
feet to keep the restraints from digging too painfully into my
wrists.

I gurgled and moaned and my head jerked
bonelessly as he fucked me, as he sodoomized me, as he drove his
hard, thick cock up into my ass with fast, deep, powerful strokes,
raping me, using me, like a whore, like his whore.

Between my legs, Eva sucked and licked
frantically at my clit, gripping the whip, jamming it up again and
again into the back wall of my pussy, pain and pleasure sweeping up
through my belly as my mind spun and tumbled against the starburst
of pleasure.

Orgasms, one after another after another,
swept over me like long, endless waves, each one setting my body
into convulsions as my muscles spasmed and jerked uncontrollably.
My father’s fingers dug into my thighs and spread my legs wider. I
went to my toes to try to keep from dangling by my wrists, then
that wasn’t enough, and he spread my legs so wide he was half
carrying me, the metal shackles around my wrists carrying the rest
of my weight. It hurt, but I didn’t care. He rammed his cock up
into me again and again, so fast my body shook, and Eva matched
him, thrusting the whip handle up like it was a dagger.

The orgasms carried me off into the
blackness, with an echoing scream that only I heard, a scream of
animal passion that would have had me swallowing the ball gag if I
could have.

* * * *

Eva had redesigned my wardrobe. All my
previous clothes were gone. In their place was – slutwear.

Everything was either sheer, or nearly so,
very low cut on top, the skirts barely below my buttocks, the
shorts leaving half my bottom hanging out.

Around the house I wore stretchy liquid metal
things she had found at some sex shop. Any time we went out – and I
never went out alone – I wore slutty club dresses she’d bought from
God only knows where, and every man and most of the women we passed
would turn to stare.

When next they had people over for on the
pool deck I wore a purple liquid metal outfit which consisted of
two thin strips of the shiny fabric coming down over my shoulders,
over the center of my breasts and down my body, meeting a few
inches above my slit and forming a single slender strip to cover me
there. That strip went between my legs, and became narrower as it
rose to split my buttocks. It rose, less than half an inch wide, up
to just below my neck, where it split in two to go over my
shoulders.

The fabric was wider over my breasts, but
still far from modest. It covered the center of both breasts, but
left the sides bare. It was a real eye-opener to anyone and
everyone there. The one I’d worn what seemed like years earlier was
a nun’s habit compared to this.

They stared at me, every one of them, most of
them scandalized, though the men were, for the most part, also
delighted, ravishing me with their eyes. It humiliated me, which
was the intent, but it also made my pussy bubble and boil to dress
like such a whore in front of them all.

When they left, Eva punished me for being a
whore, raping me with a huge black strap-on while my father looked
on. She left it inside me, and another in my ass, and assigned me
to cleaning the pool deck – by hand – on my hands and knees. Naked.
I did so without thought. I obeyed Eva no matter what she said now.
So I slowly crawled along the pool deck with brush and bucket,
weights dangling from clamps she had snapped onto my nipples and
clit, gasping and shuddering in aching hunger, my pussy dripping
wet as the weights pulled and tugged at my most sensitive
parts.

After that came the whipping, then I knelt,
bound, before her and licked and sucked on her pussy until she
covered me in her cream.

My reward was to be allowed to come. On the
floor, on my shoulders, my feet flat on the floor, my lower torso
raised up, propped on my hands with my elbows jammed into the hard
wood. Eva whipped the flat tip of the riding crop against my clit
so fast it was a blur, and the orgasm consumed me as I cried out
again and again, and finally lost control and collapsed into a
spastic, trembling, shaking mass of flesh.

I did not go to college that fall. Eva said
there was nothing a slut needed to know about other than how to
fuck and how to obey. And my father agreed with her. I cooked and
cleaned and serviced her body, sometimes while he looked on, and at
times I serviced whoever she gave me to, men and women both

And all day, every day, a bubbling sexual
aura enveloped me like a hazy cloud. Everything I did, everything I
thought, was sexual. Whether it was cleaning or vacuuming or
servicing someone with my body. Everything had a sensual,
hedonistic tint to it. I existed in a surreal world of erotic
passion and desire where my dark fantasies spilled over into my
waking life so that there was little real difference between
them.

My father never touched me again after that
one incident. His come would spray over me, but never again would
his flesh touch mine in any way. Yet he would watch me being
whipped, watch me being raped and sodomised, watch me being beaten,
watch me crawling and writhing and screaming before Eva or others,
and he would squeeze his fist around his cock as his eyes lit up
with excitement to see his daughter-whore treated so.

And everything Eva did made my blood flame as
he watched, filing me with heat and humiliation, a whore who both
loved and deserved my punishment and mistreatment.
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