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My parents are flaming liberals. I think it
actually disappointed them when I had no inclination to start
dating women, because they'd cherish the thought they had a gay
daughter. But no, I only had interest in boys, a fascination
really. And it was the fascination of a girl who was raised to
regard sex as a normal aspect of the human psyche, not something to
be ashamed of or frightened about. I was raised to be confident of
myself, and to do whatever I felt I wanted to do, as long as it
didn't harm anyone.

I lost my virginity early. It wasn't drunken
fumbling in the back seat of a car, either. It was planned, and I
had taken all the proper precautions. And my parents, who, despite
their liberalism, had managed to accumulate quite a bit of money,
had taken me on a number of vacations to Europe where I learned
that the naked human body was nothing to be ashamed of. Mind you,
that's fairly easy to say given that my body was, well, let's say
nature and genetics had been generous with me.

My parents were also big on education, so I
was quite a studious girl, and got excellent marks. I know that in
school you're supposed to be either a slut or a brain, but I was
both. I had tons of sex, though mostly with my steady boyfriends,
and I also paid quite close and intense attention to my education
and studies.

I suppose I wasn't really a slut in that
regard. A slut is someone who needs the attention, the affirmation,
and so parades her body around to a lot of guys. I suppose I always
felt sorry for such girls, for they were clearly seeking attention
due to a lack of something in their lives, and degrading themselves
in the bargain. Boys would have sex with them, then call them names
behind their backs – and often enough to their faces in front of
others, laughing about it.

But I came to really like sex a lot. I
enjoyed both the physical intimacy, and the wild, animal pleasure.
I was enthusiastic and did my best to learn the art of sex so as to
perform really well on my boyfriends. And in that regard, I sort of
came to have a reputation, not as a slut, but as someone who had a
sophisticated awareness of her body and of the physical aspects of
relationships. Let's just say my former boyfriends spoke
flatteringly of what I was like in bed.

So when I went to college, and was pondering
what to take – not really wanting a life spent in cubicles, and
feeling no particular desire to entire law or medicine, much less
(ick) accounting, I wound up taking liberal arts – of course. And
drifted into psychology.

Now anyone who saw me would not have been the
least surprised. I suppose in a way I looked rather like a psyche
student, a future therapist of some sort. I wasn't a party girl. I
didn't dress in short skirts or tight tops or pants. I'd never felt
the need to show off my body, though I did enjoy the looks I got
when I wore a bathing suit, or when I stripped for my
boyfriends.

But I normally wore long skirts, usually
ankle length, and either matching jackets with blouses, or
sweaters. I liked boots, and wore them a lot, but they were usually
smart, dress boots, with low heels. I did enjoy a couple of them
which had stiletto heels, but these were only two or at most three
inches.

My hair was entirely – ordinary. That is to
say, I'd never felt the need to dye it, nor to employ artful ways
of twisting and turning it to make myself look either sexy, or
rebellious. I absolutely did not get the whole “goth” thing, and
the strange ways they dressed and did their hair and makeup. My
hair was a little reddish brown, and kept very neat and just over
the shoulders so as to not interfere. I wore very lightweight, thin
frameless glasses, though mostly for reading.

And I tended to carry books around
everywhere.

My rebelliousness, if any, came in my third
year, when I transitioned into a specialty, and chose, at least
partly because I knew it would shock some people, abnormal
psychology, and as a sub-specialty; psycho sexuality. I thought the
idea of studying aberrant sexual behavior might be an interesting
field, and becoming a sex therapist a worthwhile endeavor. A lot of
people had sexual dysfunction, and a variety of sexual issues, and
I felt I could bring an open mind to the task, without the
prejudgment most others might posses.

I studied a wide variety of issues related to
the psychology of sexuality and dysfunction over the following
years. That included everything from Nymphomania, which I found
fascinating, to people on the other end of the spectrum, who were
so uptight they couldn't bring themselves to enjoy sex at all.

All of which is merely background to how I
came to take on the topic of submission and domination for my
thesis just before my twenty-fourth birthday.

Now, I have to say, that while I'd had tons
of sex, and loved it, none of my boyfriends had ever done anything
which you could generally term 'kinky' with me. In my experience,
and in my studies, perversion tends to be something which comes out
later in life. Often enough its from people who have become jaded
with 'ordinary' sex, and so experiment with new and out of the
ordinary methods and roles.

Even when that particular “kink” exists at an
early age, most people don't tend to get into it, simply because
their contemporaries would condemn them. So they need to be out on
their own, away from their peers, to start experimenting. Unless,
of course, they encounter one with the same desires, who brings
that desire, that perversion, if you want to call it that, out of
the darkness and into the light.

That's not so with all deviant or abnormal
sexual desires, of course. Foot fetishists have been known to
develop the fascination in their teens, for example. In fact, most
of the sexual fetishes, kinks and desires we have come from our
early years; our childhood or teen years, due to some experience or
influence at that time.

The British male's interest in spanking, and
other such things, for example, can probably be traced to their
long history of corporal punishment in schools, with generations of
young schoolboys forced to bend over as they were caned or
strapped.

And it was that which led me to develop my
topic, in discussion with my professor, of the psychology of
sadomasochism. I would study both of them, and contrast and
interweave the influences which caused them to become interested in
their fetish.

And that was how I heard of the place a few
miles away from campus. It didn’t really have a name, as such,
which I suppose makes sense. I mean, you’re not going to put a neon
sign out front of a building where people to see and experience
kinky sex. After putting tasteful ads and posts on a variety of
local web sites, and talking to people who knew people who knew
people, I was invited to go by Chandra, a woman who was involved in
“the scene”.

I had dressed, for the occasion, in a way
which would have screamed “tourist” to anyone who looked. I wanted
to make it clear that my interest was purely academic, that, of
course, I personally had zero personal interest in the kinkiness of
such a place. So I wore dark brown dress pants, a pale beige shirt
which buttoned up the front but which I left untucked and loose,
and a brown suede vest. While all the other women would probably be
in stilettos, I wore brown loafers.

My first thought for my brown hair was to
pull it back severely, but then I recalled all those pictures of
dominatrix’s, and they all did that, so I wore it loose.

It didn’t look at all kinky, I thought to
myself as I examined myself dubiously and somewhat nervously in the
mirror. It was straight, and hung down to just past my shoulders,
parted in the middle, very ordinary, very average, very non-kinky.
I also wore my glasses. I only needed them for reading, but they
were progressive lenses, so I could see distances in them quite
well too.

I brought a tape recorder, and a clipboard
with papers on which to scratch notes. And, of course, my phone had
a camera if anyone would allow me to take pictures or videos.

Could I have looked any more like a college
researcher and not a kinky bondage slut?

The person I was going with was a liberal
arts major named Chandra. She was an Indian girl, as in
India-Indian, and seemed more than a little spacey when I met her.
She was a tall girl of maybe five foot ten, which put her half a
foot above me and meant I had to keep cocking my head up as we
walked. She was wearing jeans and a sweatshirt, which I didn’t take
to be particularly provocative, and wondered if these people had
some sort of locker room to change into their ‘gear”.

“In the old days,” she said, “Indians were
far more open and accepting of sex and sexuality. Hinduism, unlike
most of the other religions, doesn’t contain a lot of prohibitions
or denunciations of sex. When the British took over India, of
course, a lot of their attitude rubbed off on Indians, and then was
twisted further. Right now India is not a very accepting place of
sexuality, especially female sexuality. It’s not as bad as Saudi
Arabia, but it’s in that sort of neighborhood,.”

“So no BDSM clubs in India?”

She snorted. “Men beat women all the time in
India. They don’t need a club for it.”

“So how did you get involved in the uhm,
scene?” I asked.

“A boyfriend, of course. He was a strange
man, but he opened my mind to many things. “

“Like?”

We turned a corner, and she gestured ahead to
a nondescript brick building. “Like the many kinds of pleasure the
body can experience, and the foolishness of restricting that
pleasure to what society judges as acceptable.”

“If it feels good, do it?” I asked with a
grin.

“Within the boundaries of what would not be
overly harmful,” she said.

She was a very serious lady.

The club was sort of like a bar, with the
usual set-up. It was dimly lit, but then so were many bars and
taverns. What set it apart was the style of clothes on most of the
people there, which ran heavily to leather and studs. I have to
admit I found many of the outfits silly, especially on the men,
especially the gay men, who seemed to really like to dress up in
these studded leather outfits.

There was a lot of flirting and occasional
groping, but few open displays of nudity. The gay men were the
worst, some of them wearing tight leather thongs, or those leather
chaps. Most of them were bare chested, and trust me, their bare
chests weren't very impressive. There were fewer women there, and
most were older, so I felt more self-conscious. I wielded my
clipboard like it was a shield to protect my sense of, I don't
know, being a civilian.

Chandra brought me over to a table where a
couple sat. Jerry was a pleasant looking guy of maybe forty,
wearing a black shirt and jeans. He had a slightly plump face, but
was in decent shape overall. Ari, his wife, – short for Ariana –
was a short, cute brunette with long hair and an oversized
chest.

“So which of you is the sub and which is the
dom?” I asked in my interviewer mode.

“We trade places,” Jerry said

“I like being tied up, but sometimes I like
to punish him when he's bad,” Ari said with a smirk at him.

“They're not considered to be super serious
about the lifestyle,” Chandra said.

“Yes, we're dabblers,” Jerry said. “The ones
who really make their lives at it insist on playing the role,
either submissive or dominant.”

“Some of them do it even at home. They'll be
a slave the whole time, and call the other master, or mistress all
the time.”

“What about you, Chandra?”

“Chandra is a dominant,” Ari said. “But only
with women.”

Chandra smiled at me, and I felt a little
quiver in my lower belly, wondering if she was thinking nasty
thoughts about what she'd like to do to me. It wasn't that I was at
all lesbian, mind you, but for some reason this whole thing had
gotten me kind of nervous and discomfited, and I had been feeling a
little guilty over not at least experimenting a little with women.
I mean, was I homophobic or too straight-laced or something? I was
currently between boyfriends, after all.

But now the thought that this woman might
want to, well, tie me up naked and do things to me, for some reason
made my pussy throb unaccountably strongly.

Another guy wandered over and sat down. He
was older, with a shaved head and broad shoulders. His face was
lined and weathered, but handsome in a very masculine way.

“This is David,” Chandra said.

“I'm guessing he's a dominant?” I said.

“You can usually tell more by the clothing
than anything else,” Chandra said, telling David I was a researcher
from the college.

He was wearing a black t-shirt but had a pale
blue shirt on over it, open down the front, jeans and cowboy
boots.

I looked out over the people there.

“You mean if they have a collar they're a
sub?”

“That's a pretty clear indication,” Chandra
said. “But it's also how they act, how they defer. You'll rarely
find a sub alone, and if there is one, she won't come up to
someone, but will wait for someone to come and get her, to start
talking to her. Subs generally aren't in-your-face. They tend to be
more restrained, more passive.

“Except the queers,” David said.

“Yes, the queers are different,” Chandra said
with a grin. “The gay men tend to flounce and prance, and look for
people to punish them for being naughty. They're very out
front.”

“Are lesbians like that too?”

“It depends on what branch of the church, so
to speak. The diesel dykes with shaved heads won't be very shy. The
lipstick lesbians will be.”

“You would really learn more if you
experienced it first hand,” David said, grinning at me.

“That's all right,” I said, smiling back,
unoffended.

“He just wants to see you naked,” Ari
said.

“Well, I wouldn't mind seeing her naked,”
David said. “But you could say the same of any man in here, I'm
sure.” He flicked his eyes at Chandra. “And a lot of the women,
too. You're a very beautiful girl, after all.”

“Oh please,” I said, blushing a bit.

I didn't really understand the way men
thought of me. I wasn't, by any means, beautiful, at least, not in
the traditional sense. I didn't have long silky hair. I didn't have
gorgeous blue eyes or the delicate facial features of a model. I
wasn't tall with gorgeous long legs. I was perfectly normal. Maybe
pretty, I could accept, but not beautiful.

Yet I was hit on all the time!

“A shy woman exploring the BDSM lifestyle?”
Ari said with a snort.

“I'm not shy. I'm just not... like, some
beautiful playboy bunny type.”

“Honey, playboy bunny types are few and far
between,” Chandra said. “And they're very... plastic.”

“In some cases they really are, or at least,
parts of them,” Ari said.

“You have that fresh faced, girl-next-door
look,” Jerry said. “You're quite pretty, but you look like the kind
of girl who doesn't realize it, and you look far more approachable
than your playboy bunny type who is always oh so aware of how hot
she is.”

“And you look like you have a pretty nice
rack,” David said.

I blushed anew and Ari smacked his arm.

“People tend to be rather bold in this
environment,” Chandra said.

“I didn't mean to embarrass you,” David
said.

I shrugged. I was both flattered and
embarrassed. Girl-next-door? I didn't see how that was so pretty.
Didn't that just mean an average girl?

“Come through the doorway with us, deary, and
you'll see some things to make your hair stand on edge,” Chandra
said, nodding towards a black doorway across the room.

We wandered across, carrying our drinks. I
was expecting a freak show, but instead there was a kind of
coordinator, and on either side were these alcoves where people had
kind of done little displays. The first one, on the right, was a
gay couple, and it did indeed make me blush down to my roots. The
guy was standing spreadeagled, tied in place, naked. His cock was
very hard and very big, and all his pubic hair had been shaven so
that it looked even bigger.

There was a cord tied around it, just behind
the balls, pulling it up and out in a way which forced his body to
bow outwards.

I couldn't help blushing, glad of the dark
for cover, and I kept staring at his cock, however often I pulled
my eyes away. God, it looked so hard! It must be throbbing like
crazy, all tied up like that! I felt my fingers itching to touch
it, to stroke it.

Well, perhaps that was force of habit. It's
not like I'd ever seen a naked erection before which hadn't wanted
and required my attention! And so seeing this one, even though the
man was gay, did make something squirm in my lower belly.

On the other side, was a woman who was
hanging upside down, naked, spreadeagled as well. But a guy with a
long, multi-tailed whip, was swinging it idly at her, often
overhand so it slashed down between her legs. The sight of that
froze me in place for a long moment. I felt my pussy throbbing in
sympathy, and in a strange kind of heady excitement.

But rather than the whip, the thing I found
the most exciting was the very idea of being naked like that in
public, of being tied open like that, with your sex raised up high
and everyone staring right at it between your legs! How incredibly
humiliating that would be!

And yes, I'd been naked in public before at
beaches. But now I realized how very different that was. That had
been all about casual and not sexual nudity. This was pure, raw
sex. She wasn't getting a suntan, she was naked and tied up and
about to be fucked hard!

Like the guy across from her, she had shaved
her pussy, but still, it wasn't nearly as smooth as mine. I had
long identified with the idea of shaving all my pussy hair off, for
it just seemed cleaner somehow. A couple of years back, I'd had it
all removed. It was embarrassing, but I'd started out doing my
legs, and let the girl persuade me to do the rest – as if I hadn't
been wanting it from the start!

Now I let myself fantasize about hanging
there upside down, my legs spread wide, wide apart while strangers
stared at me, while a man brought a whip down against my pussy. I
felt my pussy throb in excitement, felt my nipples tingling withing
my bra cups.

I vividly recalled my past experiences with
nudity, how very careful I'd been about how my body was positioned.
And now I realized that there'd been a strong, underlying sexual
element to my display, however much I'd tried to make it seem
entirely casual. Because now, the thought of standing on my head,
so to speak, and spreading my legs wide while everyone looked on,
made my lower body thrum in excitement.

We walked further up the corridor, where a
naked, bald woman was crawling, licking people's feet. I stared at
her wondering what was going through her head, wondering if I could
interview her later. Then we saw another man tied up, this time
being topped by a large (in every sense of the word) woman. I
blushed again I hadn't thought the nudity would bother me, would
affect me, but it certainly had! Nudity in this context was far
different than just seeing people walking or laying out on the
beach.

Chandra led me into another room, this one
larger than the alcove, and the walls were covered in whips, canes,
crops, paddles, and an assortment of other punishment devices.
There were also all sorts of leather outfits, from boots to collars
and masks, gloves, corsets, halters, and an array of dildos, some
of them awfully menacing looking, covered with spikes and
studs.

“Like to try a few things on?” she asked with
a smile.

“Uhm, no, that’s okay,” I said, blushing.

“Don’t worry. We wouldn’t ask you to get all
naked on us,” Jerry said with a grin. “You want to see what things
are like. This can give you a very little feel. You can leave all
your clothes on, after all, well, except for the shoes, and maybe
the vest.”

“Oh I don't know...” I said, squirming
mentally.

I didn't think much of their silly leather
costumes, but at the same time, the idea was interesting, in an
academic way.

“Just try the boots,” Chandra said.

Well, and how could I refuse such a simple
request?

“I’ll fall over,” I said, looking at them
dubiously.

“You won’t,” Chandra said.

“I’ll catch you,” Jerry said, waggling his
eyebrows in a way which made me blush again.

So I sat on one of the high stools, took off
my loafers, and let Jerry slide a pair of these ridiculously long
boots up my legs -- over my pants, of course. I had to actually
slide my butt a little further to the edge of the stool, and hold
the table to keep from slipping off because of how high the boots
went; almost to my crotch.

Then I watched him pull the laces tight while
David slid the other boot up my other leg. Having two guys holding
your legs -- apart, while they bent over you was mildly unsettling,
but mostly really, really strangely arousing.

I mean, I wasn’t being bound or anything, but
they had hold of my legs, holding them up off the floor and apart
as they tied the laces, and I felt my nipples tingling within my
bra cups, felt my heart thumping a little, and my blood moving
faster as the pressure of the PVC leather tightened around my
thighs

“Now try and stand up,” Ali said.

I bit my lip dubiously, and put my feet down.
Unlike before, they now touched the floor, and I held the table as
I stood up. I felt a little unbalanced, at first, but that passed
quickly. I had some experience, though not much, walking in high
heels. Walking in six inch stilettos, though, was something
entirely different.

The way the upper parts of the boots were
squeezing my thighs just short of my groin made my pussy throb as I
stood there, and I hoped my flushed face would be taken as
embarrassment rather than heat.

“Now the gloves,” Chandra said.

“You need to be able to stand without holding
the table, first,” Ari said with a laugh.

I managed, as long as I didn’t have to move,
and Chandra brought over the gloves.

“I have no idea how people move in these, or
why,” I said.

“Why is pretty obvious,” Ari said. “They’re
fuck-me boots. The way it raises your ass invites every man around
to stick something there.”

“And you have a very nice, small bottom,”
Chandra said. “You slim hipped girls always look great in high
heels.”

“Uhm…”

I blushed at that as the men grinned.

Then Chandra and Ari were sliding the
ridiculous black leather gloves up my arms. Like the boots, they
were pretty high, almost to my shoulders. And as they pulled in
around my arms I felt a sense of breathlessness and excitement
which I fought to push back.

“You could take off the shirt,” Ari said.
“You’re wearing a bra underneath.”

“No way!”

She shrugged. “We’re not very shy about
bodies here,” she said.

“It’s kind of like after you’ve been at the
Riviera, or any nude beach for a while,” Jerry said, “You get used
to the sight of naked flesh.”

I had, of course, thought of that myself, but
this was so very different than nudity which was made strictly for
sunbathing. But I knew that nudity in here, in this context, with
them, would be anything but the casual, non-sexual kind of nudity
I'd felt at the beach. And to be honest, even then, I'd felt a kind
of gleeful sense of being some sort of wild sexual child, lusted
after by all.

“We could make you look incredibly hot,” Al
said. “More importantly, I bet we could make you feel incredibly
hot, without once touching you.”

“My feeling hot is not the uhm,
objective.”

“Now the corset,” Ari said.

“It’s not usually worn over clothing,“
Chandra said.

“It will do for a demonstration,“ I said,
still desperately trying to appear as though my interest was purely
academic.

The corset was a tight black thing which
squeezed in around my waist, and pushed up slightly against the
underside of my breasts. Though if I was naked it would not cover
them at all, just squeeze them up a little. Jerry tugged on the
laces behind me, and I gasped as it got tighter and tighter.

‘Not so tight!” I gasped.

“It’s meant to be worn tight,” he said.

“There are certain physiological effects,”
Ari said lightly into my ear.

“I had no idea what she was talking about,
other than the tight leather corset made it hard to breath.
Something they all nodded at.

“The tight corset is the origin of the
fainting couch which was common in women’s bedrooms and lounges
long ago.”

“We should give her a collar too,” David
said.

“I don’t know,” I said hesitantly.

The truth is my heart was pounding, and I was
feeling intensely sexual. I was glad it was dimly lit in there or
my stiff nipples probably would have been very, very obvious. They
might be noticed even with the dim lighting.

Ari and Chandra took my arms as I practiced
walking in the super high heels, and I moved slowly over before one
of the full length mirrors. Then Jerry slid a collar around my
throat. It was not one of those little thing like you see on dogs.
It was easily three or four times as wide, covering much of my
neck, and there was a thick, heavy steel ring on the front.

I looked incredible! And if I’d been alone I
would have stripped off my clothes in an instant just to see what I
looked like in this get-up!

But I was blushing furiously, for it was a
very overtly sexual outfit, and I just wasn’t used to being seen
like that in public. The corset, in particular, was kind of lifting
my breasts up and that pushed them out in a way which was far more
obvious than I generally liked. It was also, I realized, squeezing
in so tightly around my belly and abdomen that I felt a kind of
pressure pushing downwards against my lower belly. It was almost
like my internal organs were being squeezed down and would pop out
of my vagina!

No, it wasn’t that tight, but I felt the
pressure there as well as around my chest, and the pressure only
added to the heat I was feeling. I realized that I was becoming
electric with sexual tension, my nipples rock-hard, and my pussy
quite wet. And I struggled to understand why. I mean, I thought I
had a rough outline of what people who were into this sort of thing
were like on the inside, especially women, and I didn't really fit
that outline.

I mean, I didn't feel guilt about sex, didn't
feel bad about myself, and didn't think I needed to be punished for
anything. So why was I feeling a tightness in my chest at thought
of being, well, I don't now some sort of helpless sexual toy?!

“Here,” Chandra said, “This will complete
things. Well, it will except that you’re wearing too many
clothes.”

She laughed, and then she and Ari drew my
hands behind me and before I could object, being a bit flustered at
the moment, they wrapped a strap around them and pulled it tight. I
felt a wave of alarm but didn’t want to embarrass myself by going
crazy on them. I mean, these weren’t crazed people, and were just
trying to demonstrate things. I grinned uneasily as they wrapped
the strap several more times around my wrists then buckled it in
place.

“Now how do you feel?”

“Weird,” I said a bit breathlessly

“Helpless?”

“Well, naturally.”

“You’d feel even more helpless if you were
essentially naked except for the leather,” Jerry said.

“And very, very exposed,” Ari said.

“I feel exposed already,” I said, face
flushed.

“Yes, even though nothing is showing,”
Chandra said. “But if you were nude, well, how helpless would you
feel, especially with such cold, cruel men leering at you the way
these two are?”

I glanced nervously at Jerry and David, who
leered unashamedly back.

I felt sort of safe. I mean, they weren’t
going to do anything, right? And after all, they were all much
older than me. In a way, it was like I was just a kid, and they
were, well, teachers. Why would I feel like that? Well, because the
only 'old' people I'd ever associated with were either relatives,
or teachers.

I wouldn’t say they were all old enough to be
my parents, especially David, but they were all well older than me,
in their late thirties to early forties. Added to that, I have to
admit, the fact they were all taller than me, bigger than me,
higher than me, well, it had an effect in making me feel like a
helpless little girl.

“And of course, this allows for control of
the slave in many ways,” Chandra said. “For example.”

She lifted my bound wrists up, and that, of
course, forced me to bend forward at the waist, bend all the way
until I was basically bent over, my arms straight up.

“You can tie her wrists like this to keep her
in this position,” she said, “And perhaps tie her ankles apart,
too, to make her more… vulnerable… to whatever you want to do to
her. In this position she’s open from the back and front. You could
tie her hair in a tail or braid and then use it to pull her head up
and back…”

She gently gripped my soft brown hair and I
gasped as she pulled my head up and back so I was facing forward -
right into Jerry’s crotch, as a matter of fact. It was impossible
not to imagine him thrusting into my mouth from there, perhaps
while someone else thrust into me from behind. I trembled weakly,
only be sheer force of will suppressing the heat spreading through
me. I felt almost panicked, not at the thought of them abusing me,
but at the thought of exposing my own sudden heat before these
strangers.

Chandra eased my arms back and I stumbled a
bit. She balanced me by holding onto my hair.

“Now kneel, slave girl,” she said.

“I - .”

Ari pushed down on my shoulder and, off
balance, I dropped to my knees.

“That’s it. Now kneel there, sitting on your
heels.”

“That might hurt given those heels,” David
said with a grin.

“Hush. She knows what I mean.”

“Actually, you can also kneel by sliding your
butt between the heels so you’re basically sitting on the floor,”
Ari said.

“Knees apart, though,” Jerry said. “That’s
very important.

“Yes, knees well apart, and back straight,”
Chandra said.

I felt her tugging gently but firmly on my
hair, forcing my head back until my back was straight. I
reluctantly shifted my knees apart, but she and Ari spread them
wider, wide enough that the tendons in my groin ached as I knelt
there.

“An obedient little slave girl,” David said
with a leer that had me blushing anew.

“And again, dear, whatever you feel now,
imagine being like this entirely naked, and entirely at the mercy
of your master or mistress,, who might use you however he chose, or
let others use you,” Chandra said.

“She means fuck you,” Ari said with a
laugh.

“Or punish you in some creative way,” Chandra
replied.

“Or not creative,” Jerry said. “There’s
little new under the sun.”

“True. They had much nastier tortures in the
olden days, when they didn’t particularly care how much it hurt, or
how much it damaged you.”

 


 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


“Why don’t I let you sit on your own for a
bit and get a feel for things?” Chandra said.

I nodded my head a little rattled, but
instead of moving off she pulled me to my feet, and led me over to
a small area, a kind of closet which had, instead of a door,
swinging doors, like you’d see in a western bar.

“This is one of the less public display
areas,” she said. “So people can stand in the door and observe, but
we can use it for just now.”

The room was the size of a decent sized
closet, perhaps a bit wider, and was mirrored and empty except for
a heavily lacquered two by four which ran from left to right walls.
It was like a shelf turned on its side, and apparently adjustable
in height.

Chandra had me throw a booted leg over it and
then adjusted the height of he thing upward until it pressed
against my crotch There were rings in various places, strong thick
rings, set into walls and ceiling and floor. Chandra produced a
pair of small straps, wrapped each around my ankles, then tugged my
ankles apart to snap the strap into the rings below.

The right one made me a bit unbalanced, but
when she pulled the left out I was essentially left sitting,
straddling the wooden “shelf”, with all my weight resting on it -
on my pussy, in fact.

“Chandra -- .”

“Shhh, it’s just for a minute or two,” she
said. “And this will give you more of an idea of how it feels.
Imagine that you were actually naked. Imagine that you had to sit
like this for perhaps hours, with no hope of relief…”

She said she would be back in a couple of
minutes, and left me like that, the wood digging into my pussy and
pressing against my tailbone. Or maybe, I should say, my pussy
pressing down hard against the wood…

I was extremely wet, and the hard pressure
against my sex, combined with my bondage, was making me even
worse.

I was a little panicky, but alone, at last, I
stared at myself, at my image, at the collar around my throat, at
the sight of the tight corset (was my waist really that tiny!?).
Because of the mirrored walls I could see my own back side,
including my bound wrists.

I moaned at the pressure against my pussy. I
had seen a few pictures of things like this on the internet, and I
knew full well that normally a girl placed on one was naked, her
bare pussy jammed down hard against the wood.

And... and I wished mine were! I wished I
were naked! I let myself fantasize about there being some sort of
fire drill, and everyone having to leave, so I could strip naked
and sit atop this, could let it push up cruelly between my
buttocks, and between the lips of my sex.

I felt the hard, throbbing pressure against
my pussy, the ache of my tailbone, and could tell they were getting
worse the longer I sat there. I felt myself almost unconsciously
rolling my hips forward, grinding myself against the wood, leaning
forward so my clit could press against it. The muscles in my thighs
squeezed again and again, and I felt the hot, dark pain twisting
into dark, delicious pleasure as I sat there.

I looked down below me, thinking I could
probably just get off on my own before I embarrassed myself, but
discovered that one of them had slipped a thin strap between my
booted ankles. I felt a little jarring sense of wildness at that. I
was a prisoner! I couldn't get off! They could keep me here like
this forever!

Not that I feared that. But the mere fact I
was completely helpless made the blood race. I was a prisoner! I
was tied up without the ability to get loose! This was a new
experience in what I now came to understand had been quite a
sheltered life. Yes, I'd had sex, even wild, raw carnal sex with
men many times, but … it was all quite ordinary compared to this
sort of thing. I'd never been exposed, pardon the pun, to this on a
personal level.

And then Chandra was peering through the
swinging doors.

“How is our little college girl doing?” she
asked “Getting a feel for things?”

“Ha-ha,” I said, struggling to keep my tone
as even as possible. “I think you can...”

The rest of my words faded as another person
appeared at the door, a guy, a younger guy, a very good looking
younger guy. The words froze in my mouth as I felt a wave of
embarrassment, and with it a strange dark sense of thrilled
arousal.

“This is Derrick,”| Chandra said. “He works
here at the club.”

Derrick moved through the swinging doors and
stood just beside and in front of me, smiling pleasantly.

“Hi Miranda,” he said. “Actually, I'm one of
the volunteers here. I own a leather fetish store, and we sell a
lot of our products here. So in a way it's a marketing thing for
us. But of course, I also teach proper technique and safety and
make sure nothing gets out of hand here.”

Derrick was probably about thirty, clean
shaven, with short dark hair and soft brown eyes. He had a lithe,
but well-build body. He was slim of hip, waist and even chest, but
had nice shoulders and arms that looked quite strong. He was
wearing lack dress pants and a tight black t-shirt, and stood very
straight.

He grinned. He had nice teeth. “I'd offer to
shake hands but, well...”

Chandra laughed softly, and I tried to fight
through my embarrassment to say something that wouldn't sound
dumb.

“Incidentally, those boots and gloves were
from our shop,” he said happily. “So if you'd like a deal I can
give you a discount.”

“I uhm, no no, that's all right,” I
gulped.

“The corset too,” he said. “There's a
matching g-string which goes with that model if you'd like to try
them on and see what they like together – in privacy, of
course.”

I shook my head helplessly.

“So what do you think so far? Are you gaining
the insight you think you need for your thesis?'

“I uhm, some,” I said weakly.

“Well, I'm a fountain of information about
the scene around here. We're the number one fetish leather shop in
town, and I know all the best clubs and the most knowledgeable
people in them. Still, nothing beats personal experience for real
insight. Have you ever thought much about bondage and BDSM,
yourself?” he asked

He asked it as if he were asking me if I'd
ever played baseball or drank green tea, just that casual.

“N-no,” I said.

I rolled my eyes towards Chandra, only to
find she'd left. Again I felt a strange, twisting mix of panic and
arousal knowing she'd left me alone helpless before this
stranger.

Then again, it's not like he could do much to
me, not like this!

“It's really all about control; either taking
control, or ceding control,” he said.

He filled his hand with my hair in back, then
slowly pulled back until I gasped.

“H-Hey!”

“About control. You see how in this
situation, I can do anything I want? And you presuming you were
actually here as a member of the scene, have ceded all control. You
can only experience, and have no decisions to make. That can be a
powerful aphrodisiac to some people in the right
circumstances.”

He released my hair when my head was well
back, my back arched, and I gasped aloud as I drew my head forward
again.

“Let me show you something,” He said,
fumbling with a plastic package of some sort.

I was about to say I'd had enough and to let
me go when he pulled what I thought was a red rubber ball from the
package. Then he gripped my hair again, and pulled my head back,
not quite as gently this time.

I have to say that for some time I had
associated hair pulling with sex. One of my earlier boyfriends had
liked to pull on my hair when it was longer, especially when he
took me from behind, and it had become, well, not a fetish, but
certainly a huge turn-on for me. And so as my hair was pulled back
I felt that hot little surge from my subconsciousness even as my
mouth opened automatically to ease the pressure on my scalp – and
he pushed the red ball into my mouth.

It didn't fit easily. He had to sort of wedge
it in a bit, and I made a strangled sound as it pushed in against
my tongue and then filled my mouth, pressing up against the roof of
my mouth and against my cheeks, holding my mouth open as he drew a
thin cord around my head, used a finger to pull my hair out of the
way, and tied it behind me.

“This is one of our cheaper models,” he said,
apologetically. “But I thought it would do for display. Now you
can't even protest, and that adds to the allure because you have
nothing whatever that you can do. You can't object, can't beg,
can't demand, can't move. You're completely at your lover's – your
captor's mercy.”

There were a number of things I could have
said to that, if I could have spoken! But the sight of myself with
that red ball holding my mouth apart reminded me of all those bdsm
pictures I'd been studying over the previous weeks, and made me
feel even more darkly sexual.

Maybe I should have had sex before coming
here, I thought a bit dazedly, rather like you shouldn't go to the
store when hungry.

“Let me show you another way of doing it,” he
said, still quite casual.

He bent over and untied my ankles but then
pulled one out to the side, and retied it to a hook on the wall. He
ducked beneath the board and pulled my other ankle out and tied
that in place, too. God! The pressure on my pussy felt even worse!
But I felt even more helpless! I wriggled helplessly, trying to
shift my weight in some way to ease the pain, which was growing
worse.

I tried to talk, automatically, but of
course, couldn't.

“And this is a little addition to this
framework, which only the kindest of masters use,” he said.

There was a strange little clip thing which
plugged into a nearby outlet. He clipped it to the top of the wood,
and it started buzzing – and the wood started to vibrate.

“If your tongue was pierced, we could then
tie that to position your head,” he said. “Or if your nipples were
pierced, we could do that. Of course, we could substitute nipple
clips instead, stretching the nipples out and shifting your
position so your back arched more...”

He smiled disarmingly. “It's all about
creating an erotic visual,” he said. “At least for me. Of course,
for the person caught in the moment it's about the fantasy and the
escapism, an escape from the normal rules of behavior, the normal
requirements, an escape from having to think about
consequences.”

I got what he said, and it was even
interesting, and valuable information, but I was praying he would
shut the hell up and leave! My body was aching! I mean, my pussy in
particular, jammed into that narrow edge of wood, was aching more
and more with every passing moment.

But that wasn't why I was desperate for him
to leave. No, it was the wild, sexual thrill which had crept over
my body, a feverish arousal which, with the addition of the
vibrator thing, was making my entire body pulse and tremble with
heat and need.

I was desperately afraid that at any moment I
would climax! I mean, don't get me wrong, I'm not that shy a girl,
at least, not with boyfriends. But I didn't know this guy, and I
was in public, and however much freedom I felt in my private sexual
trysts I had always felt a certain need preserve my dignity in
public. Maybe that was part of my parents' legacy. For as liberal
as they were they were also feminists, and had taught me to be ever
conscious about the need for me to be the equal of men, and to be
able to be completely free of any sort of stereotyping as some sort
of sex object.

That was one of the reasons I didn't dress to
emphasize my body, dress to be sexual, to be sexy. But whatever the
reason, I was sweating now, and my heart was pounding, my pulse
racing, as my entire groin burned with the dual fires of pain and
pleasure, throbbed with ever growing power, and threatened to
explode and shatter what self-control I still retained.

I had been frantically trying to keep
absolutely still, and think of other things, nasty things, unsexual
things, but my body wasn't having it.

“You can see the appeal to the body,” he said
with a droll smile. If your legs were bare I'd be able to see the
muscles moving just beneath the skin as you use the leverage
granted by your ankles being locked in place to kind of move you
back and forth on the horse.”

The horse? I was flustered and confused. What
did he mean, horse? And then I looked where he was looking, and
realized that I had indeed been subconsciously tightening and
loosening my legs to kind of grind myself back and forth – in a
very small movement – against the wood. It wasn't even a real
movement, as such, just a kind of shifting, a leaning in and
pulling back, a little shift forward, a little shift back.

My face turned beet red and I stopped at
once, feeling the heat of my skin as he chuckled and slid his
fingers through my hair.

“It's just a normal physiological reaction,”
he assured me. “But these are ways in which the body can be trained
to new roles with different stimuluses, and the mind, of course,
can be influenced by the body. The mind's arousal can affect and
arouse the body, but the reverse is also true.”

He reached up and undid the strap behind my
head, then pulled the gag out.

“U-Untie me, please!” I gasped harshly.

“Certainly,” he said.

He reached down and undid the straps around
my ankles, and they fell together as I gasped weakly. But I was
still riding the damned board. He undid my strapped wrists, and I
quickly grabbed the board and half fell off.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

I was on the razor edge of a screaming
orgasm, so no, I wasn't all right. And given his acceptance of all
this sexuality, and the desperate need to come, it was taking all I
had to keep from going over the edge right in front of him. But
having an orgasm right in front of a stranger was not something my
personality could possibly accept.

“F-Fine!” I gasped, fumbling behind me at the
ties to the corset.

He moved behind me and untied it, and I
gulped in air, steadying myself.

“H-Hard to breath in that,” I said.

“Yes, indeed. It can be. But it has a certain
appeal to some people.”

I peeled off the gloves, the raw heat easing
back now, but still very powerful, as I unzipped the boots and
pulled them off. He went to get my shoes as I did, and I couldn't
help squeezing my thighs together, couldn't help brushing my arms
across my breasts and feeling the hot tingling of my nipples.

I put on my shoes again, and, feeling more in
control, I didn't object when Derrick offered to buy me a drink and
talk more about the 'scene'. I think the thing which I really liked
was that he talked about it the way a knowledgeable tourist would,
as opposed to a native. So he was familiar with the kinds of things
that a native might not really even think about.

He was also very easygoing, and so casual
about all of the intricacies of the scene that I didn't feel at all
embarrassed asking him questions I would normally have hesitated to
with a man. And let's face it, he wasn't bad looking, was nicely
built, and I was still awfully horny.

I was so horny I kept imagining him and me
naked, kept imagining myself in all the different situations he
spoke of. What would it feel like to be hanging naked from the
wrists as someone whipped you? I imagined myself all hot and
sweaty, naked... naked, skin glistening... helpless.

God, I was too horny for this! I should just
go home, I thought, and try again later. But he spoke about
himself, and his interest in the different types of leather, and
how he got into making specialty things for a neighbor, then
selling them to others, and gradually expanding and opening a shop.
It really was quite interesting, and even aside from my horniness
he was a guy who was well worth getting to know, either as a friend
or maybe as something more.

And so when he offered to drive me home I
agreed, even though I figured there was a better than even chance
I'd be naked with him as soon as we got there. And why not? He
looked like he'd be a lot more fun than my vibrator, which was what
I'd be grabbing as soon as I got home otherwise.

He didn't have the usual big SUV. Instead he
had a little black Audi sports car, and he drove like a maniac!

“Holy shit!” I gasped, holding the strap up
high. “How many accidents have you been in?”

“None so far,” he said cheerfully as the car
swerved around a Dodge, then swerved back again. “If you're moving
faster than the other cars, you don't really have to worry about
what's behind you, only what's in front of you. And I have quick
reactions.”

“Bet you have lots of tickets, too.”

“A few,” he admitted.

I gasped as he braked sharply, then swerved
again.

“Don't worry, Miranda. You're in good hands,”
he said with a grin.

His hand came down on my thigh, very high up,
and gave it a squeeze, but was gone again before I could think
about pushing it off.

Assuming I wanted to, of course.

We pulled over to the curb and stopped
suddenly, and I blinked in surprise, looking around.

“Where – ?”

“My shop. I thought as long as we were
passing you might as well have a look.”

“Oh that – .”

And he was already out of the car, leaving me
with little choice, really, as he showed up at my door and opened
it.

I got out, a bit irritated at his
presumptuousness, at his making a decision without asking me, but I
followed him to the shop anyway. It looked respectable enough, with
a paneled glass door and brass sign. It didn't say “Fetish wear” or
anything so crude. Instead it said “DM Morgan Specialty Goods.”

Although it was almost nine it was still
bright outside. The store was a little dimmer, though, and I
realized as we entered that the big glass window, as well as the
panels in the door were tinted. Still, it was light enough to see
by, even before he turned on the discretely set overhead pot-lights
and track lights. No fluorescent tubes here.

There were a lot of shoes and boots, all
leather. All the ones for women had very high heels. One wall had
an entire array of mannequins, alternately male and female, and all
in a variety of leather harnesses. On the other side of the small
store, a similar array, all in other leather outfits, corsets,
thongs and jackets, corsets, catsuits and uniforms. Many of the
mannequins also had blindfolds, collars, and restraints around
their wrists and ankles.

A row of head shaped stands on a table
displayed a variety of hoods and masks, and there were shelves of
leather straps, and other devices, many of which looked like the
things I'd seen at the club. No dildos though, I thought with a bit
of gratitude.

“You uhm, do a lot of business?”

“We get by. It's a niche market, and we cater
to the high end customer.”

Standing beside me, he slid his fingers
lightly along the back of my neck as he talked and I turned to him
with a jaded smile.

“Measuring me for a collar?”

He grinned back, not ashamed. “I think you
have a lovely neck. But a collar or a choker serves to accentuate
the face and separate it from the body. And you have a lovely
face.”

I moved along with a toss of my head. “Glad
to see you have no interest in my body,” I said.

“There are a number of ways of accentuating
the body,” he said. “We have a number of such fashion accessories
here, all designed for various parts of the body.”

“So I see,” I said, examining a leather cock
ring.

I should have been blushing with such obvious
sexual gear around, but I felt unusually comfortable with him,
maybe in part because he was so unashamed of it all. It was a
little like talking to a doctor about medical conditions.

“So do you make everything here?”

“Oh no. The business is too big for that now.
If I spent all my time in a workroom making things I could only
accommodate a very few clients. I've designed some things which
others make. And I buy quality merchandise wholesale to resell,
like any other merchant.”

He picked up something from a rack and I
stared at it, not sure what I was seeing at first.

It was a strap, about a hand-span wide and
quite long. Two straps crossed it at right angles, and were a pair
of... well, dildos, one curved, the other straight, actually
attacked to the strap.”

“I don't understand how this...”

“This is the inside,” he said with a
grin.

“Uhm, oh.”

I blushed a bit then and he chuckled.

“Imagine a woman wearing it to work,” he
said.

“Why?”

“Because her master or mistress orders it, or
because she wants to have a secret all day, to be aroused, to be
excited, to be darkly thrilled at her boring job – or at school,
without anyone having a clue.”

I couldn't help thinking about wearing that
to class, in my present aroused state, and the thought was – well,
exciting, nasty and exciting.

He put the thing back, then pulled out
something else, sort of two tubes arranged in an X.

“Slide your hands through here,” he said,
holding it before me.

I hesitated, but just for a moment. I was
still hot, still aroused, and more than a little curious about what
he intended. And you can't rape the willing, right?

I slide my hand through one, letting it
settle around my wrist, then slid my other hand into the other one.
He tugged on straps and they tightened around my wrists at once.
Then, with a grin, he raised my arms above my head.

“See? This is one I developed. It works
behind the back too.”

“Very uhm, nice,” I said.

He winked, and motioned his head towards the
window. I thought he was pointing towards something going on on the
street outside, but as he led me over I saw him reach up above for
a chain dangling just above the picture window. He snapped it to a
ring set in the leather restraint in a moment, leaving me – bound.
I was a bit nervous being in front of the picture window, but it
was pretty obvious you couldn't see inside.

“See how easy it is? No complications. Simple
gear which wears well. You don't feel any rough spots against your
wrists, do you?”

“No I – .”

He was very close, reaching above, feeling
for the fit around my wrists – supposedly, but he was looking at
me, and I felt a tightness in my chest and a sudden breathlessness
as he leaned in.

His lips kissed mine delicately, just for a
moment. “And now,” he said softly, “The master can have his way
with his naughty little slave girl.”

“I'm not a – .”

His lips pressed more firmly against mine,
and it felt – weird, not being able to slide my arms up around him,
not being able to do anything. It felt weird but – hot! I felt his
arms slide around me, his hands sliding onto my ass, squeezing and
kneading my buttocks as his tongue flitted at the entrance to my
mouth. I could feel my heart beating faster as his hands skimmed up
and down my back and over my butt, his hands warm and firm as his
lips moved against mine.

I felt a deep sense of anticipation,
wondering if he would take me while I was tied up. A part of me
felt an academic acceptance of that, almost like it was a good idea
to experiment so I could relate later – anonymously, of course –
what it felt like from a personal perspective.

But mostly, I was just hot!

A lot of strange things swirled through my
mind as he kissed me. One of them was, well, what if I change my
mind? What if I say no? I can't stop him. That wasn't frightening,
though, because I couldn't imagine, hot as I was, saying no.
Instead it actually aroused me further. I mean, I wanted him to do
me, hard, so the thought of him forcing himself on me, given the
things I'd seen and experienced that day was actually kind of
darkly thrilling.

He pulled back, though, leaving me panting,
and grinned down at me, sliding around behind me.

“How many times do you think I can make you
come?” he purred, his arms sliding around me, his hands cupping my
breasts. I shuddered, for they were already hot and swollen, the
nipples aching.

He pressed his body against me from behind,
his lips nuzzling at my throat as his fingers kneaded my breasts.
He undid the buttons down the front and slid his hands in opposite
sides, rubbing my breasts through my bra. Then he undid it and I
moaned as my I felt his bare hands against my breasts.

He was grinding himself into my ass from
behind, and I could feel his erection, could feel its size. I
rolled my head weakly as waves of heat swept up my body, and I
shifted, but was pulled up short by the restraints. The ever
constant reminder of my bound state drove my heat even higher, and
I knew it would take very little to make me come.

He proved that a few moments later as his
right hand slid downward, undid the clasp at the front of my
trousers, and plunged inside. The feel of his fingers as they
pushed unerringly into my thong and stroked across my clit sent me
over the edge. My hips bucked frantically as I let out a strangled
cry of pleasure, and he bit into the nape of my neck and crushed my
breast in his other hand as his fingers rapidly stroked across my
burning clit.

I writhed in place, helpless, hips bucking
and jerking, body arching and twisting as he rubbed me right
through the orgasm. I felt – overwhelmed. My head jerked back, my
body shaking violently as the force of the orgasm tore through me
like a long, drawn out explosion. Then I sagged weakly, but was
still held in place as he eased back.

He moved around in front of me, grinning,
then kissed me again, softly. His fingers finished undoing my
blouse, then he sank downwards, gripping the waistband of my pants
and tugging them down along with my thong.

I blushed a little, though I'm sure my face
was already so flushed he wouldn't notice a thing. He gazed at my
pussy from his knees, and I felt a sense of pride at the lust in
his eyes. Then he tugged my pants down around my ankles, lifted my
feet up one at a time, and pulled them off, along with my
shoes.

I looked nervously at the plate glass window.
The street was right outside, and cars were passing back and forth,
sometimes pedestrians too.

“Legs apart,” he said, his hand reaching
behind me and slapping my ass.

I gasped a little, shifting my legs apart as
his fingers caressed my thighs. He kissed one thigh, then the
other, up high, on the inside, then licked and sucked lightly at
the flesh for a few long moments before turning his attention
higher.

 


 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


You know, I put a lot of time into developing
my oral sex skills, and had often been impatient with men who
hadn't bothered. A lot of men, kind of suck, pardon the pun, at
licking pussy. Derrick was not such a man. He started in slow,
circling, avoiding the most sensitive parts as I recovered from the
climax. He mouthed and sucked and licked at my pussy lips, spread
them gently, and eased his fingers slowly up into the mouth of my
sex, pumping them in and out slowly as he circled and teased my
clit lightly.

And while his actions would have been
exciting if I were laying on my bed, standing with my wrists bound
in front of a plate glass mirror looking out onto a busy street
just about doubled the level of excitement. This was the kinkiest
thing I'd ever done, and my body was primed for it from the events
of the day.

When Derrick kissed my clit, he let his lips
push in slowly and softly around it and began sucking as his hands
kneaded my buttocks. I felt my hips jerk involuntarily at the
intensity of the sensations his mouth was rousing inside me. I
moaned and pulled against the restraints instinctively, and was
again reminded that I was tied, bound, held helpless. I rolled my
head back, moaning, feeling my hard, sensitive nipples rubbing
against the fabric of my loose blouse as he sucked and licked at my
clit.

I wanted to – to move – or at least my body
did. I couldn't keep still! And since my arms were bound my lower
body began to roll and buck and grind against him as he held my ass
tightly and kept his mouth locked against me. I let out soft,
breathless curses and gasps as the wild heat spiraled rapidly
upwards. I'd only come about two minutes ago but heat was already
pouring off me and I felt myself whimpering in a sort of dazed
confusion, overawed by the dark heat flooding up into my body from
the volcano between my legs.

I was sopping wet, and when he drew a hand
off my butt and thrust two fingers up into me I came again, crying
out in a long, drawn out curse as my hips jerked frantically
against him and the power of the orgasm set skin itself flaring
with incredible pleasure.

I was hardly aware of him standing, of him
moving behind me. I felt his hands on my back, on my breasts, his
lips on my neck. He kissed and licked along the nape of my neck and
up under my earlobe as his fingers squeezed my breasts. At first
they were gentle, but they got progressively less so, as did his
kisses. They became rougher, more demanding, until I imagined I
could hear him growling into my ear like a wild man.

One of his hands slid down my quivering
stomach, and my hips bucked as his fingers rode across my horribly
sensitive clit, the intensity like a raw explosion down there. He
drew his hand back up, and I gasped as he jerked back on my hair.
This time I was sure he growled as he bit into the side of my
throat, an open mouthed bite that brought pressure down hard, but
not hard enough to do damage.

Then I felt something else sliding along my
thighs, rubbing against my inner thighs just below my pussy. It was
unmistakable, and I moaned dazedly, still gulping in air from the
second climax, as he rubbed his erection upwards, and I felt the
head push against the opening to my sex.

He let the head force apart the lips of my
sex, but instead of pushing into me, he rode back and forth along
the entrance, up across my clit, up, and down, and up, and down,
making me jerk and flinch, and gasp every time he did it. He drew
back, and I yelped as he slapped my bottom and the sting of pain
accompanied the crack of flesh on flesh.

“Push your butt out,” he growled.

Gasping, I obeyed, only to get another slap,
and another sting of pain.

“Spread your legs!” he ordered.

Chest heaving, I obeyed almost without
thinking, hardly even indignant, though normally any sort of
violence or implied violence against women would incense me.

I cried out weakly as he jerked back on my
hair, pulling my head back between my arms.

Then another slap on the bottom, another
sting as he again ordered me to keep my ass pushed back. I started
to feel a bit – anxious, feeling a sense of
who-does-he-think-he-is. But then his cock pushed slowly up into me
and I shuddered and pushed my ass back, cursing helplessly as he
sank into me, as I felt the thickness of him and the length of him
driving higher and higher. He was thick enough to stretch me and
feel incredibly tight, maybe even aching a little.

And he was looong, and I whimpered again as
he seized my hips and jerked me back, thrusting in and out in a
slow, deep stroke that pushed the head of his cock into the deepest
depths of my pussy. It did ache, but the ache was irresistible!

He forced himself into me to the balls, as if
not caring whether it hurt or not, and whenever the force of his
thrusts caused me to ease my hips forward – subconsciously, a harsh
growl, a slap on the bottom, or a jerk on my hair would order me to
push my ass back again, and I would obey, instantly, gasping, as he
jammed himself high into my belly again and again.

His hands released my aching breasts, which
had been squeezed and crushed and kneaded, and slid down my body to
seize my legs from the front, pulling them out and apart as he
began to thrust faster, harder. His hips slapped against my
buttocks so fast my entire body shook continuously from the
blows.

I didn't want to come again. The muscles in
my abdomen ached, and I was still trying to catch my breath. I felt
dazed and overawed by it all. And yet when I felt the heat
deepening and the sudden flooding heat I gleefully plunged myself
back against his hard cock as the third orgasm in ten minutes
howled through my quivering, spasming body.

He fucked even harder, his hips slapping
brutally against my buttocks as he jerked back on my own hips. He
pulled my thighs apart to drive himself even deeper, and I quivered
and shook and cried out as the helmet head of his cock rammed into
my cervix again and again.

Dazed, I moaned as he eased back. I would
have staggered, light-headed, but the restraints held me in
place.

He reached up and unlocked one of the leather
sides of the restraint and gently eased my arm out, but he didn’t
let it go. He pulled it back only long enough to pull my blouse and
bra strap over my hand. Then he returned my wrist to the leather
restraint and tightened it. He did the same to my other hand,
slowly, methodically, not seeming terribly excited or anything. I
didn’t resist. I had come three times, and my lower belly ached. I
was still panting, gulping in air.

And I was still aroused.

It had eased somewhat with the orgasm, but
now as he removed the last of my clothes, it rose again,
unstoppable, astonishing me. What difference did it make pulling
off my top and bra? They’d been hanging open anyway. I was for all
intents and purposes naked. Only now I WAS naked. Completely. I was
naked and my arms were shackled above my head and I was staring out
the big window at the sidewalk just as a pair of old black women
stopped right in front of the window.

They weren’t looking into the window. Their
backs were to it. They seemed to be waiting for something. And then
I saw there was a bus stop out front. And I thought, how bizarre
that they were right out here, perhaps six feet in front of me,
carrying on their routine business, perhaps going shopping, and I
was here naked and bound right behind the window, gasping and
flushed from three successive orgasms.

And when was the last time I'd had three
orgasms in the same sexual session, I wondered weakly.

Then a hand grasped my hair and pulled my
head up and back.

“Open your mouth wide.”

I obeyed almost without thinking, feeling his
groin against my bare bottom as my head tilted back. In fact,
pulling back on my hair opened my mouth automatically. Then he
showed me what looked like a dildo, no, a half a dildo, well, not
even that, quite... And then it was pushed through my mouth. It was
quite thick, but not very long, and I felt it sliding across my
tongue as it slid deeper into my mouth.

It was attached to a two inch leather strap
which he pushed closer and closer. I pulled a bit, instinctively,
as the dildo pushed deeper, but I could not resist. And then,
thankfully, the smooth leather of the strap was flat across my
mouth, covering my lips and the space above and below, ending just
below my nose on top. He pulled it all the way around my head,
drawing my hair out of the way with his fingers so the leather
rested firmly against my skin, then fixed it together in back.

The dildo gag thing filled my mouth pressing
down on my tongue, holding my jaws wide, and resting uncomfortably
near the entrance to my throat. Of course, it couldn't go anywhere
but I felt a sense of anxiety anyway, that it might somehow slip
down my throat.

“I want you to get a sense of how it feels,”
he said, sliding his hand up and down my bare back. “Try to let
your imagination roam free. Pretend that you are involved in the
scene, and that you’re a slave to a man, to a dominant, a master
who controls every aspect of your life. Try and put your mind into
that place where you don’t question what he does, what he orders
you to do. Your body belongs to him to do with as he chooses. All
you can do is ride it out, experience whatever he chooses to make
you experience, good or bad, pleasure or pain.”

I moaned into the gag, shaking my head a bit,
but it wasn’t a denial of what Derrick had said.

His hand slid down my smooth, flat belly and
in between my legs, and I squirmed helplessly. I was still horribly
sensitive down there, and I normally didn’t like to be touched so
soon after climax. But now I could neither resist nor complain.

I tried, as he said, to pretend I was a slave
girl, that I had given myself so thoroughly to someone that I had
no reason to believe I had any right to my own body. The thought
was absurd, but still, I had a good imagination - and frankly,
there really wasn’t anything I could do at that moment.

So, in effect, I WAS a slave girl, totally
helpless to resist as his fingers rubbed insistently at my
too-sensitive clit, and I moaned and twisted in helpless response
to the powerful, raw sensations coming from down there.

Crack!

I yelped as his open hand caught my butt with
a stinging blow.

“Stand still, slave,” he said sternly.

I obeyed, chest still heaving.

“Spread your legs.”

I reluctantly shifted my feet apart on the
floor. I couldn’t spread them too wide without putting undue
pressure on my wrists. I stood there, naked, legs apart, staring at
the backs of the two black women as Derrick slowly let his hands
explore my body.

His skin felt hot, or maybe it was mine. He
took his time, caressing my back, my ribs, sliding along my belly
and abdomen. And most especially, he took his time kneading and
stroking and caressing my breasts and my bottom; plucking at my
nipples, even pinching and twisting them so they ached and
throbbed.

He moved before me and took my stiff nipples
between his thumbs and forefingers, and then pulled them up and
out. I gasped, and of course, my back arched accordingly, straining
up as he dug his nails into them a little. They began to burn, to
ache, and I felt a a strange sense of thrilling heat fill my chest
and slide down through my belly to my pussy. I moaned into the gag,
shaking my head at the pain even as I drew my thighs in as if to
rub them together.

He released my nipples, which ached and
burned, and moved behind me again. I moaned, staring down at my
hard, red nipples, ignoring him for a moment. And when I next took
notice he was squatting beside me, fastening a leather restraint of
some sort around each of my ankles. He had a pair of thick bolts of
some sort in his hand. Actually, they looked like the old fashioned
fuses you would screw into a fuse box. Only he popped them into
small holes in the floor I hadn’t noticed, and they snapped tight.
Each had a little ring sticking out, and he attached straps to
them.

I watched this with a degree of curiosity and
excitement, then moaned a bit as he pulled my left ankle out to the
side and attached one of the straps to it. He moved to the other
side, gripping my other leg and pulled it, ignoring my gasp of
protest as he pulled it too far to the side for me to stand without
pulling on my wrists. I had to rise onto the balls of my feet as he
attached the strap to the restraint around my ankle.

He rose very suddenly so that I jerked my
head back with a gasp, and he had an evil grin on his face as he
seized my nipples again and gave them a sharp twist.

“Now you’re completely helpless, my pretty
little college girl,” he purred.

He gripped my hair and forced my head up and
back, then growled as he nuzzled the front and side of my throat,
biting lightly, licking and sucking, his free hand roughly kneading
my breast.

He grinned and drew back.

“Now, what next for my little student slave,”
he mused.

He waggled his eyebrows, then moved away
again, back into the shop, as if searching for something new to use
on me. I stood, helpless, legs apart, my wrists feeling the
pressure of the restrains as I stood before the window. The two
black women were still there, and now had been joined by a white
haired older woman, and a pregnant young woman with a very young
boy at her side, all apparently waiting for the bus.

It felt so surreal! And I felt a sense of
wonder that I was doing this, that I had somehow let myself be
talked into this! It was the craziest thing I'd ever done! I was
increasingly anxious that they could possibly see in, or at least,
if they put their faces to the glass, perhaps bored, might see me
-- like this! And I was anxious about Derrick, and the degree of
control I had ceded to him. As he had said, I now had no say, no
control at all over my body!

Derrick returned with a thick gold chain. It
had a simple loop on either end, and he easily fit one over my
right nipple, then with a deft touch, the loop closed firmly, then
even more firmly. I winced and gasped and twisted helplessly
against the restraints as my nipple burned, but he was already
placing the other end around my other nipple. In a trice, he had
tugged that closed too, and both nipples were aching and throbbing
as he released the chain to let it dangle, an unfamiliar weight
tugging on my throbbing nipples.

He moved behind me, and again I started and
moaned as I felt something cold against my back opening. I squealed
and my hips jerked in denial, but he ignored me, and I felt his
finger slowly pushing up into me, riding a layer of something slick
and slippery.

He drew his finger back, and something else
replaced it, something which grew thicker with every inch which
pushed into me, slowly spreading my sphincter to the point of
aching. Then, suddenly, after a moment of sharp pain, it slipped
into me and I felt my opening snap closed - almost.

“Ever had a butt-plug inside you before?” he
asked.

I shook my head helplessly, and then gasped
as I felt him pull back on my hair, felt his hot breath in my ear.
“It’s to prepare you for when I fuck you in the ass,” he growled
low in his throat.

My eyes widened, and it wasn't the notion of
anal sex which did it, for I'd done it before. It wasn't my
favorite thing, but it didn't exactly scare me. No, it was the way
he said it, the certainty in his voice. He hadn't even asked. He
was going to fuck me in the ass, and that was that. He took his
right to do so for granted, without even consulting me as to my
opinion. And that was what was so big a difference from every other
sexual experience I'd had.

I had no control over anything, and my
partner intended to do whatever he felt like, without asking me
first, without caring what I wanted or thought. And I could do
nothing, not even complain!

Then he released my hair and came around in
front of me, holding up something which looked sort of like a big,
hair clip. It was about three inches long, purple, and basically
consisted of two arms about as thick as fingers, attached at one
end, bowing outward a bit, then joining together at the end, though
not attached.

“I bet you’ve never seen one of these before
either,” he said.

I hadn’t, and I watched as he slid it down
between my legs, and felt one of the clips push up through the
mouth of my sex, sliding up inside my warm, tingling pussy. The
other arm of the clip rose up on the outside of my sex, over my
clit, and pressed firmly against my groin an inch and a half or so
above it. There was some sort of spring pressure in the clip which
kept the one inside pressing against the one outside -- with my
flesh in between.

Then it began to buzz.

“The inside one is supposed to be right over
your G spot,” he said, “While the outside, well, I don’t need to
tell you. I can’t say from personal experience, but it’s quite a
popular model among the ladies.”

He ran his hands lightly over my body again,
then slapped my bottom lightly.

“Now, I have a few things to do in back. I’ll
leave you alone to contemplate the life of a slave girl for a
while.”

And then he left!

And so I found myself all alone in the front
of the store. There were about eight people waiting in front of the
window now, six feet in front of me. And I was standing completely
naked, and finding it increasingly difficult to keep my hips from
rolling and grinding!

God! This was so perverted! But I had no
difficulty at all in seeing the attraction. It was wild and kinky
and darkly thrilling! I was breathless, my chest tight, my nipples
aching, my breasts throbbing, my pussy soaking and getting worse by
the minute! The little clip thing was a vibrator but not a strong
one. It was, in a way, a torture device, for it roused me to the
kind of sexual arousal I had rarely felt in my life, but wasn’t
enough to push me over the edge.

The sight of those people in front of me was
anxiety producing, but also darkly thrilling, for it added to the
kinkiness of the situation. And the aching in my nipples added even
more, especially since every time I moved, the chain moved, and I
felt a new sensation of pressure against my nipples.

I looked down between my swollen breasts
flushed with heat, down to the purple clip sticking out of me, for
I was sure I must actually be dripping wet! My pussy kept squeezing
down and again, and I kept moving, continuously, hips rolling and
jerking and grinding, rising and falling on my acing ankles,
pulling against the wrist restraints or against the ankle
restraints, my head pulling back between my arms, then pushing
forward again.

I couldn’t keep still!

I wanted someone to fuck me, and fuck me
hard! And in that instant I didn’t care who it was! Anyone would
do!

After what seemed like an eternity, but was
probably only about fifteen minutes or so, Derrick ambled out from
the rear of the store.

“And how is our nasty little slut doing?” he
asked, jerking back on my hair.

I gasped and moaned, feeling a strange sense
of indignation mixed with embarrassment mixed with heat at the use
of that word.

He chuckled and I felt his hand cup my
buttocks, pressing against the base of the butt-plug. Then he
pulled the latter slowly out. I felt myself being opened from
inside, felt the wide part of the butt-plug push back my flesh and
slowly emerge. But almost at once, something else was pushed into
me. It was round and malleable, but thick. I moaned as it was
twisted and turned and pushed deeper into my ass.

“This is one of our more popular models,” he
said. “A metal center with soft silicon surrounding it.”

I moaned as it pushed deeper still, way
deeper than the butt-plug had gone. He pulled back and pushed
forward, slowly working it deeper.

“Release your muscles,” he said.”

He slapped my bottom sharply and I gasped,
and in that instant he was able to push it a few inches deeper
still, so that I felt a kind of aching, a cramping inside me.

“Don’t let that fall out or you’ll be
punished,” he warned.

He moved around in front of me, his arms
folded, and I trembled, face and chest flushed, body overheated. I
felt very… well… inferior, standing there naked and helpless. He
was so calm, so casual, and of course, fully clothed.

“Have you looked into verbal domination?” he
asked.

I blinked wide eyes at him.

“Ever heard of it?”

I shook my head with a moan.

“It’s a part of the scene, used in role
playing. It sometimes adds to the excitement and strokes the
imagination, depending on how you take it. We’ll investigate, so
you get a full idea of what the scene is like.

Verbal domination? I could imagine what that
meant; probably yelling at me, or growling at me in a nasty way. I
vaguely remembered a report from another student in one of our
classes on “police voice” which was something police recruits were
taught. It was a loud, firm voice which brooked no argument, which
demanded instant obedience.

He walked away, and returned with a number of
-- whips. My eyes widened and I shoo my head frantically. He only
smiled.

“But of course you will be punished,” he
said. “Filthy little slut!”

I inhaled sharply at the words.

“Nasty little whore,” he growled harshly,
jerking back on my hair again. “Did you think you wouldn’t be
punished? Slaves girls who misbehave must be punished!”

He picked up a menacing looking whip. It had
a thick leather handle, and a thick mass of black laces.

“I am going to whip you, slave! I’m going to
whip you until you learn obedience!” he growled.

He drew back, and my heart pounded as I shook
my head again. He swung the whip forward and the laces spread out
as they struck my back.

There was no pain.

I was shocked, at first, even crying out at
the impact. But there was no pain.

“You’ll learn your place, you miserable
slut!” he growled.

The “whip” struck my back again. There was a
sense of impact, and I jerked forward automatically, but there
wasn’t even what I could call a sting from the thin, light
strips.

It was some sort of play whip, and I sagged
in relief.

“Whore!” he sneered.

The word made me squirm in a lot of strange
places and ways.

He struck me again, and again, and then the
long thin lightweight strips swung around my rips to hit my
breasts. But they were so light they didn’t hurt at all. The idea
of being whipped, though, was a wicked thrill, and with his harsh
words, I could suddenly get a little idea of how a submissive felt.
My pussy throbbed and I moaned as he whipped me, as the thin strips
slapped lightly against my back and belly and breasts.

Then he replaced it with another whip. I
braced myself, but at the same time I felt a strange sense of
anticipation, as if longing for real sensations. This whip was
heavier, and I felt the impact much more. But it would be kind of a
stretch to say the blows stung.

He whipped my back, and my ribs and my bottom
and my breasts, and called me a whore and a slut and a slave, and I
moaned and wriggled a little, my body still pulsing with heat,
almost to the point of trembling and shaking with it.

But I again found myself wanting something
more! And the next whip - flog - stung! It didn’t sting horribly,
but it did sting enough to make me gasp and wince as the laces
spread out and snapped against my back, then against my buttocks.
And when the long thin black laces curled around my ribs and
snapped at my breasts I cried out helplessly, twisting and writhing
at the pin-pricks of stinging pain which rained across my
breasts.

I was vaguely aware of the people climbing
onto the looming outline of a bus, and then the front of the window
was clear as I sagged weakly, gulping in air.

“Whore,” he growled.” Filthy little slave
slut! You’re being whipped for a reason, you nasty little bitch!
You’re going to be trained properly! Trained as a sex slave!”

The words chilled and heated me
simultaneously. Did he mean it!? No, of course not! It was just a
demonstration! But I felt anxiety and heat anyway, then cried out
as he thrust the dildo in my ass deeper, achingly deeper!

“I am going to ram my cock up your tight,
college girl ass!” he snarled into my ear, gripping my breast and
giving it a rough squeeze.

He twisted the dildo from side to side, drew
it back, then shoved it up deep again, and again I cried out,
feeling the dark pain inside me as the head rammed against
something deep in my belly.

“You belong to me now, whore,” he growled
into my ear, “and not only will you take anything I give you but
I'm going to invite my friends around to use you too!”
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I felt his fingers sliding into me from
behind, pushing up into my pussy as the heel of his hand pressed
against the base of the dildo. I groaned as two, then three fingers
pushed up into my sopping pussy, right past the smooth clip which
was held inside me. His fingers withdrew, and something else,
thicker, colder, pushed into me, a dildo of some kind, thick and
dimpled and curved as he slid it deep into my belly and roused me
still further.

I felt like it was all out of control, and
since I generally prized control I was wary and anxious because of
it. But the storm-wave of heat still held me in thrall, and I could
only tremble and moan as he pumped the dildo in and out, then
pushed it painfully deep and slapped my bottom again.

“You cock-loving little whore,” he
growled.

He moved around in front of me, and hooked
his fingers under the chain, tugging it slowly up and out. My
nipples burned, and I arched up and forward, mewling helplessly at
the sudden sharp pain. His fingers went to the loops, and he undid
them, popping the chain off. My nipples burned, both looking and
feeling swollen and sore as he rolled them lightly in his
fingers.

He bent and began to suck gently at one, his
tongue swirling around and around, and I felt star-bursts behind my
eyes as my breasts pulsed with life and heat and my pussy sucked
and squeezed on the dildo he'd shoved up inside me even as the clip
thing buzzed away at my clit.

“Do you know how to obey, slave?” he
demanded.

I nodded my head weakly.

“You had better learn,” he growled darkly,
jerking back on my hair again. “I expect instant obedience, or you
can expect instant pain. Is that clear, slut?”

I nodded my head as he undid the gag and
pulled it slowly out of my mouth.

“On your knees, slut!” he growled.

The pull of the chain holding my wrists up
slackened, and my arms began to lower of their own accord. I sank
wearily to my knees, still gulping in air, still roiled by the hot,
swirling, churning heat within me.

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair.

“Are you a little cock sucker?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm... I'm a little cocksucker!” I
gasped.

The words struck me in the pit of my belly.
It was so darkly thrilling to say them out loud! In front of a man
who, let's face it, I hardly knew!

I was on my knees now, my arms still held up
by the restraints on my wrists, the chain going taut now as it held
them firmly above me.

“Do you like to suck cock, slut?”

“Y-yes,” I gulped, my face and chest
flushed.

He twisted my hair and I yelped in pain.

“You'll say yes, master. Do you understand,
slut?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped.

It's funny. I remember thinking how silly
that phrase was in the literature I'd read, and now it came from my
mouth with hardly a second thought except that now familiar pulse
of heat between my legs.

“Say it, slave.”

“Yes, master!”

He glared. “Tell me you like to suck
cock.”

“I like to suck cock!” I gulped.

“You love to suck cock.”

“I love to suck cock, master!”

“And you're a filthy little cock sucker.”

“I'm a filthy little cock-sucker Master!”

“A filthy little cock-sucking whore,” he
growled.

“I'm a filthy little cock-sucking whore!” I
moaned, awash in heat and dark sensuality.

He took out his cock, hard and thick, and I
stared at it fixedly, excitedly, spell-bound. God, it was such a
nice looking cock! And it was hard and thick and hairless, as if
he'd shaved it. He rubbed it over my forehead, and across the
bridge of my nose. He rubbed it along my cheeks, and back and forth
over my lips.

“Nothing matter to you but getting a cock
inside you. Isn't that right, slut?”

“Yes master!” I moaned.

“You probably fucked your professor to get
permission to do this as a thesis. Didn't you?”

“No I – Ahh!” I gasped as he jerked on my
hair.

“Didn't you?”

“Yes, master!” I cried.

“Say it. Say it, slut.”

“I-I fucked my professor to get this as a
topic,” I gasped, more than a little disgusted at the thought, but
also bizarrely aroused.

“You fuck all your professors, don't you,
whore!!” he accused.

“Y-yes, master!” I gulped. “I fuck all my
professors!”

God! He was so sick! But saying this was
sick, too, in a degrading, disgusting, incredibly arousing
way...

“Maybe I'll dress you up in a short skirt and
put you on the street corner as a prostitute,” he said. “I bet I
could make a lot of money off a cute little college girl ass like
yours.”

He pushed himself into my mouth before I
could reply, and I sucked automatically as he pumped lightly in and
out.

I fancied myself as a very good cock-socker,
though of course, I didn't think of it that way exactly. I was good
at oral sex. I had a lot of experience in it, and I had made sure I
knew what my boyfriends liked. I had even copied porn videos, or at
least, the better ones, and yes, I had mastered deep throating. I
loved the look of surprise, the look of pleasure, the ability to
control men by controlling that hard, sensitive cock of theirs.

But this... this was completely different. I
was controlling nothing. I was in his control. Without my hands
free to control just how deep and when and how fast, he was the one
who decided. Still, the familiar sensation of that soft, slick cock
sliding through my lips made my pussy throb as it always did. It
was such an erotic sensation as it slid between my puckered lips,
as it stroked across my tongue.

I sucked and moaned around it, rolling my
eyes up, then gasped as he jerked on my hair, forcing my head back
further. He pumped his cock in and out, and all I could do was suck
as he jammed the head into one cheek, then the other, then
tightened his grip on my hair and the back of my head and pulled me
forward. His cock pushed into my throat, and I gurgled weakly as I
was pulled forward, as it slid deeper, until my face was mashed
against his groin and his cock was buried inside me.

I twisted weakly, moaning around it, feeling
it throbbing inside my throat as he held me there. I could do
nothing else, other than letting my lower body squirm a little.

Then I felt my hair being pulled backwards,
felt myself pulled backwards, saw more light as my face was pulled
away from his belly and his cock slid up out of my throat.

He pulled himself free completely, and took a
hand off my head, controlling me with a fistful of hair as he
rubbed his spit-wet cock all over my face.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he purred. “Filthy
little sock-sucking whore. You're my nasty little animal, my slut
pet. You'll fuck me and suck me and obey me, won't you, slave!”

He laid his cock against my face, sticking
straight up, and made me lick and suck at his balls, then kiss and
lick my way up and down his shaft before pushing himself into my
mouth and down my throat again. This time he bunched my hair up on
either side of my head, and began to pump in and out, jerking my
head in and back slowly in time to his strokes, fucking my face,
fucking my throat.

I couldn't help gurgling and gagging a little
as he moved faster, and grew light-headed from the repeated lack of
oxygen as he kept leaving it in too long before pulling back to let
me breath. That wasn't pleasant, but it contributed to a sense of
dazed sensuality and eroticism, where nothing existed in the world
but sex and pleasure.

He pulled back, leaving me gasping, moaning,
swaying a little, on my knees, hands above my head. He picked up
something, some kind of strap I only barely saw out of my
peripheral vision, and then I cried out at the stinging blow as it
struck my bottom.

“Push that ass back, sex slave,” he ordered.
“Push it back and spread your legs so I can fuck that tight,
college-girl ass!”

I shuddered weakly, chest heaving, gulping in
air, still kind of light-headed as I obeyed, as I shifted my knees
apart and pushed my bottom back. Another blow made me yelp and
twist.

“Wider, slave,” he growled.

I positioned myself obscenely, degradingly
for his use, and he dropped to his knees behind me. I shuddered and
cried out again as he gripped my thick, now very tangled hair,
jerking my head back. At the same time, I felt his hand between my
buttocks, pulling out the dildo there, pushing it back, then
pulling it out entirely. I felt empty, vacant for a long moment,
then his cock pushed up into me, and the sensations, both physical
and emotional, were entirely different.

Knowing it was a real cock inside me was just
entirely more arousing, more forbidding, more wickedly enthralling!
And because of the dildo he'd shoved up there, my sphincter wasn't
clamping down hard, there was no pain. He was able to use me
roughly without my mind being jerked out of its erotic reverie –
until he pushed deep – and the cramp, the ache, of the deep
penetration was almost more arousing, more erotic than
distracting.

He growled into my ear, his hand constantly
yanking on my hair, his lips, his teeth, his breath on my neck, on
my shoulder as his cock thrust in and out smoothly, deeply.

“Keep your ass pushed back, whore,” he hissed
into my ear. “Or I'll take a strap to it!”

I gasped helplessly, then cried out as his
other hand slid down my belly and his fingers began to grind and
push at the base of the dildo in my pussy, even as that clip thing
continued to buzz furiously against my clit.

It was all too much, a sweltering erotic
tableau that drove me over the edge into an orgasm which shook me
from top to bottom, and which seemed to never end. I writhed and
bucked in the grip of the massive sensory storm as his big cock
continued to thrust up deep into my belly, as my pussy spasmed
around the thick dildo, as the vibrator buzzed against my clip and
he bit into the nape of my neck.

I think I forgot to breath, and went limp,
gasping, dazed, moaning. He had to jerk back on my hips to keep
thrusting into my ass. My eyes were glazed, and I was drooling as
his hips slapped against my buttocks. My face jerked against my
arms again and again, and then the wild sensations swirled higher
and another orgasm burst through my senses, and then another, and
another.

I had heard, read about women who were
multi-orgasmic with a mixture of doubt and envy, but now I cried
out in helpless paroxysms of pleasure, again and again, driven half
mad by the battering to my mind.

* * *

The brain is the major erogenous zone, as any
sexologist or psychologist will be quick to attest. And what we
considered to be arousing is, either consciously or subconsciously,
when you boil it all down, the product of what has given us
pleasure in the past. Sometimes we're aware of this, and sometimes
not. I've read interviews with women who enjoy bondage who speak of
childhood experiences of being tied up which had nothing to do with
sex – at that time.

Both men and women can talk about childhood
games of tie-up, of cowboys and Indians, which had no conscious
erotic elements, but which left imprints upon their minds. There
was something about being tied up at that time which fascinated
them in no way they could understand at that age. Yet years later,
they found themselves similarly fascinated, yet in an erotic,
arousing way.

I had no such memories. And later, in my dorm
room, I tried to ponder my feelings towards what was – and I was
far from a virgin – the most powerfully erotic experience of my
life. What was it about submitting myself so utterly to Derrick's
control, to becoming his puppet, his “slave girl”, which had driven
my mind over the edge?

I had not approached this thesis with the
usual preconceptions about submissive women. I could do little else
given my upbringing. I was proud of myself and my accomplishments,
maintained a certain sense of dignity, and would not let myself be
pushed around by anyone. Such was almost a requirement among women
of my peer group. Wimps were looked down on. Strong women were
admired. I wanted to be admired – as much as most people
anyway.

So there had always been a pressure on me, a
cultural requirement that I be strong, stand up for myself, and
above all, not let myself be controlled by any man. Was it going
against that long-held societal demand that had made the experience
so incredibly erotic?

Was it the lure of the forbidden, the
outrageous? I had acted like a total slut in letting a stranger
fuck me – and fuck me in the ass! That was bad enough, because
sluts, as we all knew, were pathetic creatures without
self-confidence, desperate for reassurance and affection who let
men use their bodies.

Right?

But worse than that I had basically let him
do anything he wanted to me. I had acted the part of the sex slave,
of the submissive, obedient sexual toy without pride or strength.
I'd let him whip me! Okay, it wasn't really whipping, I mean, not
as I thought of it. There were no marks on my back, though it was a
bit uhm, raw feeling. But why had I gotten off on it so wildly?

That was an urgent question dealing with who
and what I was, and how I saw myself. But also, of course, it was
directly related to my thesis, to my study of people involved in
sexual power relationships.

It was just a game, I told myself, somewhat
defensively. And yet, the charged eroticism of it must effect many
women, and so perhaps that bore on their thinking, on their
behavior, on why they allowed themselves to be shamed and abused –
for pleasure.

As I said, what we consider to be erotic and
arousing is, often enough, a product of our memories. And the
memory of that incredible time was like a movie I couldn't shut
off. Flashes of it kept flitting behind my eyes and through my
mind, flashes of sights, sounds, sensations, which kept making my
pussy throb, and my nipples tingle. And as I looked over images and
videos I'd garnered from the internet, I kept getting distracted by
my own body's arousal.

Most of it was junk, of course, just pictures
of people tied up, not even attractive. But some of it was highly
erotic, beautifully posed and photographed, the images of perfect
bodies straining and taut, beads of sweat trickling down breasts,
faces drawn in contortions of pleasure, well, it kept my pussy in a
state of moist, overheated need for a ridiculously long time. I had
to stop and masturbate three times the next afternoon, which was
absurd for me.

And every time I masturbated it was to images
of what Derrick had done, of that wild time before the picture
window in his shop.

There were the usual regrets, of course. He
must think I was a cheap slut, being the obvious one. What he would
say to the others, and how they would snigger about the 'vanilla'
girl who got more than she bargained for was another.

But despite those regrets, what occupied my
mind bedeviled me, for days afterward, was wild, kinky thoughts
about sex and bondage and submission. And the more I had them, and
the more I masturbated to them, well, psychologically speaking, the
more I began to associate that sort of thing with eroticism and
sexual pleasure.

And the more I wanted to experience of
it.

He had slipped the clip thing into my purse
before driving me home. With the feeling of daring which had come
over me the last few days, I decided to try it again – but outside.
The vibrator wasn't as powerful as the ones I had, of course, given
its size, but wearing it out in public ought to increase the
arousal factor quite a bit, or so I thought. So I slid it in under
my skirt and turned it on, then pulled up my thong tight and,
already feeling incredibly charged with eroticism, left my
room.

I was a bit nervous in the elevator, even
though I was assured it was so quiet no one could hear it. I could
hear it, sort of, through my flesh and bones. It was ever-present.
I had worn a jacket to hide what I was sure would be stiff nipples,
and that turned out to be a prescient precaution.

My nipples were soon aching, and my pussy
moist and heavy. I don't think it was all due to the vibrations,
though, so much as to the sense of heat I felt in being so
daring.

I had only planned to walk around a bit in
the courtyard outside, then return to my room and masturbate like
crazy. But as I walked my friend Amy rushed up out of nowhere and
grabbed my arm.

“Miranda! Where have you been?”

“I-I've been working on my thesis,” I gulped,
startled and suddenly anxious.

She couldn't hear it, but I was still
anxious. I was ten years old again, doing something 'dirty' and
afraid of being caught and humiliated.

“Well, come on! We're going to be
late!”

Late?

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!” I gasped as
she tried to rush me forward. “Late for what?”

“Posh is at the Strathmore! They're just
doing a brief set! It's not announced or anything! They're calling
it a warmup before their big concert tonight at the Forum!”

Posh was one of my favorite groups. I loved
their music! I gasped at the thought of seeing them up close like
that, at the little club we often went to on the edge of campus,
and was so caught up in the excitement of that as we rushed towards
it that I almost forgot about the clip. Almost.

But how could I say no!? I wanted to see
them! And they'd probably only play a few songs! And if I didn't
rush I wouldn't be able to get in! Once word got around you
wouldn't be able to get near the doorway! Still, I was ripped by
anxieties about the vibrator buzzing away gently between my legs as
we rushed towards the Strathmore.

We got in, though, and people were already
piling in as the music pounded out from the small stage at the edge
of the main dance floor. Before long we were squeezed in on all
sides as the music thundered out, and I was getting overheated in
more ways than one. The room was hot and I would normally have been
very uncomfortable jammed in like that. But with the buzzing
between my legs, and the pressure of the inside clip against, well,
I guess against my G-spot, well, I was feeling almost – almost
high, in an erotically charged way.

The music was so loud you could feel the
sound against your chest, and in the dark, I was just feeling more
and more wildly charged up as bodies pressed in all around me. No
one was looking, and I let my hands slid up inside my jacket and
squeeze my breasts, gasping, sweating, as I watched the lights on
the band about ten rows ahead.

The band members were hot, all of them. Even
the girl, Lizzie, who I had never really paid a ton of attention
to. I felt almost feverish with the heat, and wondered anxiously if
I was so wet down there others nearby would smell me. But the air
conditioning was roaring overhead, trying hopelessly to cool off
the too-large crowd in the too-small room.

I could feel the pressure against my back,
against my shoulders. My breasts were pushing into someone's back.
I trembling lightly, unable to keep still. My nipples were so hard
they hurt, and my lower belly was burning, my pussy a swamp.

I tried to reach down. I wanted to raise my
skirt, reach into my panties, and turn off the vibrator, but I
couldn't reach it, couldn't get my hands down past my hips. We were
jammed in so tight that I could hardly breath, never mind get my
arms free. We were also jammed in so tight that if I had an orgasm
people around me, well, they wouldn't hear it, unless I cried out,
but they'd feel it, and wonder what was up with me.

I am not a weak willed woman. I fought down
the heat furiously, tried to hold it in abeyance, to enjoy the
music, and to tear my mind free of the sweltering images of
sexuality which kept appearing. I succeeded – barely. But I think
by the time they finished and the crowd began to filter out that I
was more aroused than I'd ever been in my life. For I'd had no
surcease from the throbbing and buzzing between my legs, no
release, and I felt feverish with need.

If there wasn't such a line before the ladies
room I would have gone in and … and what? Just taken the damned
vibrator out? I wanted to masturbate. I wanted release! I wanted
someone to fuck me – hard! I wanted to be bent over a table and
fucked like an animal! Right now!

I managed to get away from Amy and hurry back
home, clawing my hair out of my sweaty face as I hurried along, my
mind filled with sexual images now, dark erotic images of me being
fucked, of me being tied up, held, squeezed, used, pounded!

But at the same time, I felt a sense of wild
dark excitement simply out of how aroused I was, and how long I had
been so aroused. This was another unique chapter in my life, and I
wondered how long I could extend it without coming, or without
going insane. I knew it would take very little to push me over the
edge, and fought to keep it together. I wanted the climax to be a
monster, and that wasn't going to happen if I just rubbed myself or
even used a vibrator.

I wanted a cock inside me a real one.

But who could I debase myself to like that?
Who would I want to see me like this, all frazzled and incredibly
horny, aroused to the point of shaking? Who wouldn't tell anyone
else I knew?

I called Derrick, heart pounding, part of me
desperate for him to answer and be available, part of me praying he
didn't.

“Hello?”

I couldn't breath.

“Hello?”

“D-Derick?”

“Yes? Who is that?”

“K-Kendra,” I gasped.

“Are you all right?”

“Are you busy?”

“Busy when?”

“Now. Can you pick me up?”

“Uhm... where are you?”

“I'm on campus, and your clip has been
driving me out of my fucking mind,” I said boldly.

There was a pause, then a laugh which made me
blush.

“And?” he asked.

“I … can you pick me up and do something
about it?” I demanded.

“There are methods for taking care of such
things yourself, you know,” he said. “But who could turn down such
an offer? I'll be there as soon as I can.”

I didn't dare go inside. I knew I wouldn't be
able to keep my hands off myself. I felt almost masochistic in my
desire to swelter in this dark liquid heat, to see how long it
could be extended. My panties were sopping!

And then his car pulled up and I yanked open
the door and got inside, blushing to the roots of my hair as he
grinned at me.

“You look a little... worn out,” he said.

“Can we... go somewhere?” I gulped.

He grinned lazily and pulled away from the
curb and I squeezed my thighs together, hands in my lap.

“Put your hands behind your back,” he
said.

I blinked at him, face sweaty, hair spilling
over my forehead.

“Do it.”

I did, reluctantly.

“Spread your legs. Wider. Now keep it like
that. And now grinding your hot little pussy into the seat.”

I blushed again, but obeyed – mostly. Several
times I started squirming, and he slapped my thigh.

“You want to come, don't you, little
slut.”

I blushed again and my head jerked up and
down jerkily.

“Say it out loud.”

“I-I want to come,” I said.

“You are not to come without my
permission.”

“I'm not...”

“Understand?”

“Yes,” I gulped.

“Yes, master.”

“Oh for Gods sakes – !”

“Say it or you get out.”

“Derrick! All right. Yes, master!” I
said.

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Derrick lived above the shop. It was an old
building, with high ceilings, and his apartment was more of an open
concept loft than I would have accepted. The first three words he
said to me as we got inside was “Strip. Naked. Now.”

I was eager to comply, fingers shaking as I
undid the buttons in the back of the dress and peeled it up and
over my head. I took off my bra, and then, blushing deeply, peeled
off my soaked panties and reached for the clip.

“Don't touch that for now. Don't touch
yourself at all.

“Derrick!” I moaned.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

I did so, willingly.

“Raise your ass more, spread your legs,
slut.”

I moaned and obeyed, face red as he stood
behind me. I felt his finger against my tight little rear opening,
and then moaned and cursed softy as it pushed into me, moist with
lubricant. My hips were grinding weakly. It wasn't my ass that
wanted attention.

He pushed a butt plug into me, though, and
then carefully turned off the clip and drew it out, making sure the
outer part didn't rub along my clit as he pulled it away. I almost
came anyway, tottering on the razor edge until a sharp slap to my
bottom pulled me back.

“My, my. Look how wet our little slut is,” he
said.

My face burned as his fingers lightly brushed
against my swollen labia, then gently pried them apart.

“I think this little hole wants something in
it,” he said.

God, did I ever!

“Fuck me!” I gasped.

He slapped my bottom again instead. “When
you've earned it, slave.”

“Derrick!”I moaned, “I don't need any of that
master slave shit! I just want you to fuck me!”

“But it's about what I need,” he said.

I inhaled sharply as I felt something hard
against my pussy. It wasn't him, though, but a dildo ,a thick one,
sliding slowly, too slowly, into my quivering belly. One stroke
against my clit might have pushed me over the edge, but he didn't
go near it. Instead he just slowly pushed the big black dildo into
me, twisting it slowly from side to side, and slapping my ass
sharply every now and then when I moved.

He pulled the butt-plug out, then used a
second dildo, driving it achingly deep, so that both had about an
inch or two protruding, and I was still kneeling there with my ass
raised and knees apart, trembling lightly.

I moaned another complaint when he put a
collar around my neck, but a part of me felt a sudden increase in
the dark heat inside my mind. And I made no complaint when the
leather restraints went around my ankles and wrists.

“Sit back on your buttocks, legs well apart,”
he said, gripping my hair and guiding me gently but firmly up and
back.

I cursed in some frustration. But I complied.
I wanted to fuck! I wanted to come! But at the same time … I don't
know, but I didn't want this feeling of wild, sweltering sexual
heat to end! I didn't want a release which left me feeling... uhm,
well, normal. I'm not sure if you can understand that. I didn't,
after all.

He drew my wrists back together behind my
back, and when he took his hands away I discovered they were locked
together. I watched him squat next to me, watched the small thing
in his hand which looked like a large marble, or maybe a small
black ping pong ball. It had a little clip which he fit around my
throbbing nipple and then let closed.

“Fuck! Ow! Ow! Ow! Take it off!” I cried.

He held me in place as I writhed and jerked,
but I quickly discovered that writhing and jerking just made the
pain worse as the ball thing swung back and forth and tugged at my
nipple, so stopped moving. My nipple burned! But the sudden
intensity of the pain was already fading. And then he snapped
another, quickly, around my other nipple.

Once again I cried out, cursing him,
demanding he pull it off. He ignored me, and quickly, it eased into
a throbbing, burning sensation. And once that happened... I didn't
want him to take it off.

I moaned helplessly as he wrapped a thin
strap around each of my upper arms. They fastened together with
tough Velcro strips, and as soon as they were on he undid my wrist
restraints – that is, unlocked them from each other, and draw my
wrists up towards my shoulders, attaching each of them to the
straps around my biceps.

“On all fours, slave.”

He pushed me forward, and, with a gasp, I
fell forward onto my elbows. A slap at my bottom and I raised my
hips, gasping weakly, the heat growing worse again, spreading out,
making me gasp weakly for breath. The two small, weighted balls
dangled from small chains biting into my nipples, and every
movement tugged on my aching, overheated nipples.

“Fuck meeee!” I moaned.

“Beg for it”

“Please fuck me!” I panted. “Ow!”

He'd used something other than his hand, that
time. I looked back to see him holding a short, thin crop of some
sort which he rolled between his fingers as he examined me.

“Please fuck me, master,” he said calmly.

I gritted my teeth. “Please fuck me,
master!”

“When you deserve it. Close your legs.”

I moaned and gasped as I obeyed. But closing
my legs with the two dildos protruding was something else again.
They pressed against my inner buttocks, and against my inner
thighs, squeezing my labia tight around them in a way which both
ached and aroused. I felt myself being pushed towards the edge just
by the pressure.

“Oww!|

The crop flicked across my buttocks with a
stinging bite.

“Keep that pretty little ass raised, slave
girl.”

“I don't – Ow!”

“Now, slave!”

I moaned and obeyed, and got another blow
which made me squeal.

“I did it!” I cried in protest.

“Just because you obey that doesn't mean I'm
not going to punish you,” he said. “Maybe I like punishing you.
Maybe I'm a sadist and it turns me on to punish you.”

He snapped the crop stingingly over my bottom
again and again I yelped, my body jerking, the weighted balls
pulling at my nipples.

“Tell me you're a nasty, naughty little girl,
Kendra,” he said, his voice darkly hypnotic.

“I.. I am,” I gasped.

Crack! The snap of the crop was a
thin, high pitched sound as it struck, and I jerked and cried
out.

“Tell me, slut.”

“I'm a … I-I'm a nasty, naughty girl!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Master!” I gasped. “I'm a nasty, naughty
girl, master!”

Crack!

“Oww!” What did he want, I thought,
frazzled.

“Beg for it, slut, slave girl. Tell me how
bad you need cock inside you.”

That was so filthy! But hadn't I already said
I was a filthy little girl, or... or something?”

“Please fuck me, master! I need a big cock
inside me!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Oww! Please fuck me, master! I'm a nasty,
dirty little girl and I need a cock in - .” Crack! “Ow! Inside my
hot, nasty pussy! Please - .” Crack! “Oww! Please fuck your dirty
little sex slave, master!”

I gasped out the words in a mixture of
confusion, a swirling hot sensual hunger, and irritation which rose
to the point of my almost jumping up and smacking him! Everything
was moving so fast! And yet a drumbeat of need filled my body,
pounding away from between my legs – and now with these dangling
things on my nipples adding their own cymbal-like crashes of sharp
sensation.

I felt the crop lain across my throbbing
bottom, rubbing, caressing, sliding up and down, then across my
lower back, rubbing my soft skin, sliding up to my neck, then down
under to press against my breasts as they hung below me. I gasped
as the thin leather crop prodded the dangling balls, making them
swing back and forth.

“Put your upper body flat on the floor,
slave,” he ordered.

Slave!? So silly! But I was too hot. This was
too hot, to deliciously kinky and overwhelmingly arousing a game
for me to break it off and run away.

Panting, trembling, my flustered mind was
still pondering his meaning before his foot came down on my back
and pushed me down. I moaned as my aching nipples and their clips
mashed into the floor beneath.

“Push that nasty little ass higher, slave
girl,” he ordered, jerking back on my hair and snapping the crop
against my buttocks again.

I obeyed, and received another blow, and
another, and another ,so that my bottom began to burn with a
stinging, painful heat. But the wild sexual fever never eased, and
when he slid the thing between my thighs and began to slide it up
and down against my overheated skin I felt my mind following the
intensity of its progress with an obsessive desperation that it
move higher – and higher still.

And then it did, sliding gently across my
swollen clit. I cried out helplessly and my hips bucked backwards,
as if to grind myself against the leather. But he jerked the crop
back and slashed it across my buttocks again.

“Hold still, you slut,” he barked.

He moved away, leaving me gasping, and
trembling with the heat, then I cried out as I felt his hand in my
hair, pulling up and back. I shoved down with my elbows, rising
onto all fours again, and he knelt beside me.

“Derrick!” I whined, wanting him to fuck
me.

“Silence, slave girl.”

“I'm not a slave girl,” I said, my voice
sulky.

“You will be.”

The words were said with such confidence I
was startled out of my fixation with my heat. I would be? Did he
think I was going to be one of those submissive sex slave types? He
was in for a surprise. I was just incredibly horny because of that
fucking vibrator thing. And, okay, this whole 'slave' thing was hot
and exotic and kinky, and was doing funny things to my sexual
psychology, but that was just because of how outrageous and new it
was.

“You're a sexual animal,” he said, drawing
some sort of leather harness up underneath me. “But your instincts
have been crushed under society's demand that you be a good girl,
that you live up to the standards of never allowing your sexuality
to take over. You're forced to repress it in order to be
respectable, or so you think.”

He drew the harness thing up around my
breasts, and the soft brush of the leather against my sensitive
breasts made me moan softly. The straps went around my back, and
then tightened. I felt the straps squeezing in around my breasts as
he adjusted them, squeezing in on all sides so that the pulsing
pressure in my swollen breasts grew even more powerful. My nipples
burned with pain and sparkled with pleasure as he drew the lower
strap in around my upper belly. Then the straps tightened further,
making me gasp as they squeezed around my chest.

“Too tight!” I gasped.

“I decide that, slave. Sex slaves don't get
to make decisions about anything. All they need to think about is
sex.”

He attached another strap to the lowest of
the ones around my chest and drew it up along my belly and abdomen,
then through my legs. I expected it to squeeze up tightly against
my clit, but there was a sort of little cup there which surrounded
my swollen hot little button in a hard layer that didn't touch it
at all.

The strap did press against the base of the
two dildos sticking out of my pussy and ass, though, and I cried
out weakly as he pulled it up between my buttocks and then up along
my spine, forcing the dildos in deeper still. I felt a hard aching
in the center of my belly as the two dildos were jammed up too
deep, and twisted in pain as he buckled the strap in place. Then he
gripped my hair and lifted me up and back onto my knees.

My arms jerked feebly against the straps, but
I could do nothing with them. I looked up at him, gasping, wanting
to complain, to object, about to demand... something. I don't
know.

“Now you're a sexual beast,” he said. “A sex
slave who's born to service men and please them with her beautiful
body.”

He held me by the hair and pulled his cock
out at last, and my eyes were caught by the sight of it, despite my
indignation, despite the pain. He rubbed it back and forth across
my lips as I licked at it, and then up along my cheek and down
along my chin.

“Suck my cock, slut,” he growled.

It was so... insulting! I mean, the words,
the tone, the arrogance! It should have outraged me, and it did –
sort of. But the outrage made a hard, dark pulse of wicked
excitement rip through me. His cock pushed into my mouth and I
closed my lips eagerly around it, rolling my eyes up as he pushed
himself deeper.

It went into my throat, and I gurgled weakly,
my chest fluttering, my belly aching, my pussy on fire.

“Swallow it, you filthy whore,” he growled,
twisting his fingers in my hair.

I did, and another wave of hot dark heat
swept through me, mixed with fear, anxiety, and indignation.

“You just need a cock, don't you, slut?” he
purred, pulling my face in against his groin. “It doesn't matter
whose cock it is. You just need someone to mount you like a bitch
in heat and plunge their cock deep into your hot, buttery little
cunt.”

They were more insulting words, but the most
insulting part about them was that I realized he was right. Just
then and there, I didn't care whose cock it was. I wanted someone
to mount me and ride me like an animal, to fuck my brains out! I
didn't care about love or respect. I wanted to be fucked – hard.
And it didn't matter who it was.

Sex for play was not new to me, but I'd never
done it with a stranger never really did one-night stands. Just
then, though, if he'd brought in a complete stranger and told him
to fuck me, I'd bend over eagerly.

I had never needed sex that badly, never felt
the heat and hunger have such an effect on my mind and body. Yes,
I'd been incredibly aroused before, to the point of trembling need.
But this was worse, and it was so... sustained! I had been burning
up like this for so long now!

He drew his thick, slick, beautiful cock back
out of my throat, and then out of my mouth, letting me gulp in air
while he rubbed himself across my face. I was sweating, gasping,
and every movement made the balls swing and jerk on my aching
nipples as heat rolled through me in waves.

God! When was he going to fuck me!?

I regretted, now, not masturbating. If my
arms weren't tied up my hands would be between my legs even then,
rubbing frantically at my clit.

Even without being able to touch it I should
have already come. It was the pain which was restraining my orgasm,
the aching in my belly, in two places, the sharp burning ache of my
nipples being pulled, the raw, hot pain of my cropped bottom.

He pushed into my mouth again, pumping
arrogantly in and out, far too calmly, his fist filled with my hair
not at all reluctant to jerk me in and out as he pushed himself
down my throat again, and then again. I grew light-headed once
more, dazed by lack of oxygen during his long, plunging strokes
into the depths of my throat.

He pulled back, and while I was gasping for
breath, glassy-eyed, he came, spraying a tremendous amount of semen
against my face in hot white droplets of oozing cream. I felt a
sense of relief that he wouldn't be shoving it down my throat,
together with a moan of disappointment, because soft, he couldn't
fuck me like I wanted him to.

He rubbed his cock across my face, scooping
the thick cream down into my mouth and making me suck and lick it
off. Then he drew me back onto all fours and, of all things,
attached a leash to the collar.

“Let's go, sex slave,” he said, tugging on
the leash.

Still panting, I crawled along as he pulled
me into the kitchen. He stopped there, and poured water into a
bowl, then set it on the floor.

“Drink. You look more than a little
overheated.”

I was, and bent my lips to the bowl without
thinking. I twas only after gulping down water for a few seconds,
and rolling my eyes up at him, that I realized that, with my arms
still bound, I was actually drinking like a dog, like an animal –
like a beast. I flushed, and pulled my lips from the water, but a
sort of dizzying sense of arousal swept me into the darkness of my
heat once more, and I deliberately bent my lips and licked and
sucked – like a beast.

He let me drink, then jerked on the leash and
pulled me away. We walked out into the hall, the weighted balls
swinging from my nipples, and then crawled further down the hall
and into his bedroom.

My elbows and knees were starting to ache,
unaccustomed to crawling around on the floor, so I was glad to see
the bed and to feel the rug under me.

“Sit back on your heels,” he ordered.

I did so, not because I was obeying him, but
really, because I preferred to, but when his foot roughly spread my
knees apart I didn't protest. Instead I looked down with some
fascination, at my swollen breasts and my aching nipples, at the
round bulge in the leather strap, where some sort of plastic cap
had been placed, right over the top of my sex.

I had a moment to see the ball gag in his
hand before he jerked back on my hair and head. That automatically
opened my jaws wide, as he shoved the ball into my mouth. I gurgled
weakly as it pressed down against my tongue and filled my
mouth.

“The walls are pretty good, but I don't want
your screaming to get any attention,” he said.

I felt a sudden fear grip me, but then he
ordered me to my feet, and pulled me to the bed, ordering me to
crawl into it and lay on my back. I obeyed, and saw a large
flat-screen TV attached to the ceiling over the foot of the bed. It
was aimed straight down, allowing anyone laying in bed to watch TV
without even propping themselves up, and I had a moment to think
how clever that was before he brought over two wooden posts.

The bed itself was a wood framed, modernistic
thing without posts on the corners – which I would have perhaps
expected. But now in seconds he had these two foot-tall posts
attached to the sides of the bed, each with a ring set atop it. He
hooked a chain to my right ankle restraint and pulled my foot out
sharply to that side of the bed, hooking it to the post. Then he
crossed around to the other side of the bed, leaned in, and grabbed
my other ankle. In short order, it too had a chain attached, and
pulled my ankle slowly out to the other side.

Far out.

I moaned and writhed as he spread my legs
obscenely wide, achingly wide. The tendons in my inner thighs began
to strain and ache and stretch, and I tried to protest through the
gag to no avail. My legs were spread wide to either side, and so
far that my buttocks were lifted just off the mattress.

Derrick crawled between my legs and held
himself on all fours above me, looking down.

“I am going to fuck your brains out,” he
said.

I moaned and wriggled, feeling anxious, but
darkly thrilled by the promise. My eyes went to his crotch. He'd
zipped his trousers again, but there didn't seem to be a bulge
there.

“Don't worry, little slave girl, you'll get
all the cock you could want in time,” he said.

I'm not a fucking slave girl, I thought in
irritation.

He undid the harness, and I groaned in relief
as my chest was finally able to expand. My breasts were no longer
being squeezed, and I sighed as he pulled the strap away from my
groin, and that ever-present pressure against my guts eased off.
The two dildos had almost been buried inside me, but now slowly
pushed out an inch or so.

He plucked the clips off my nipples, which
both began to burn even hotter with returning sensation. I cursed
and writhed and twisted in the bed, or at least, my upper body did,
as my nipples pulsed with pain. But as the pain faded, they were
left tingling, like pins and needles, and Derrick, who had
re-positioned himself next to me, bent and began to suck on
one.

At first, it hurt, but then my nipple began
to give off an almost indescribable sensation of sharp, delicious
pleasure.
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My hips were grinding, my bottom kind of
rolling up and down as I instinctively tried to find something,
anything, to press against my throbbing pussy. But of course, there
was nothing at all I could do. Derrick was shifting his lips and
tongue from one burning nipple to the other, and I was gasping and
writhing, my head jerking from side to side as the heat mounted
within me.

And then he drew up and back, and I saw he
had a sort of little brush in his hand. It was sort otlike a tiny
whisk broom, Perhaps a foot long and less than two inches wide. The
fiber bristles were very rough, though, and strong. Derrick placed
the little brush against my breast, and then began to sweep it back
and forth across my right nipple.

You'll say to yourself, well, it's not like
that could hurt. Well find a whisk broom, you probably have one in
the house, and run the bottom of the thing back and forth over your
nipples, especially when they're hot and swollen and aching, and
tell me if you still think so.

But it wasn't so much pain as just raw
sensation. My eyes went wide and I screamed into the gag, or at
least, yelled. My head twisted up and back, and my body twisted and
pulled against the bonds as he rubbed the thing back and forth
against my outraged nipple, then shifted to my other breast and did
it again.

The intensity of the sensation made me howl,
though whether it was pain... I couldn't say exactly. But it was
too much to bear!

He drew the little brush back and then,
holding the short handle, he began to slap it between my legs,
against my clit. The brush didn't weigh much, and the sides were
not the same as the bottom. The repeated impact against my clit
sent billowing waves of hot steam up through my belly, completely
distracting me the now eased sensation from my nipples. I gasped
and cursed at every blow, feeling the looming orgasm starting to
build.

But then he turned it on its side, and let
the bottom of the bristles ride roughly back and forth across my
clit.

This time I did scream. I howled and twisted
and screamed as he rode the bristles back and forth across my
swollen clit. Back and forth, back and forth, as I howled and
writhed.

Then he pulled it loose, bent, and began to
lick gently at my clit.

The abrupt shift in sensation had me mentally
dazed, and I gulped in air through my nose, eyes bulging as his
tongue licked and lapped at my clit, and his lips closed slowly,
sucking gently and rhythmically.

Scalding heat poured over me and my hips
rolled up convulsively as I sobbed in broken need.

Then he drew back and ran the end of the
whisk brush back and forth across my clit again.

Again I howled and twisted and thrashed, the
sensations too intense to bear!

I dropped, sobbing, as he took it away, and
once again began to lick gently at my clit.

Again, he built me up to the edge of a
pinnacle, and again used the stiff bristles to pull me screaming
and sobbing back from it.

Oh my God, how I hated him then! I
would have killed him if I could! I was so desperate, so frantic
for that orgasm!

He grinned and went away, then returned with
a candle, lit it, and bent to lick and suck at my clit. I tried to
ignore the sensations this time, but my body had other ideas. I was
soon groaning, gasping, hips rolling convulsively, a mist of heat
making my eyes glassy. I was sweating, drooling through the gag,
whimpering like an... animal.

And then he gently dripped hot wax onto my
clit.

This was an entirely different sensation, but
not unexpected by then. I screamed and twisted and cursed him
savagely as drop after drop of hot wax dripped down around my clit,
encasing it in a hard, hot, throbbing shell.

He put the candle down and slowly eased the
dildo out of me. I moaned through teary eyes as he pushed it back
in, pulled, then pushed, fucking me with it gently, evenly,
deeply.

He produced a vibrator then, and pressed it
against the wax coating my clit. I could feel the vibrations, but
they were more subdued than they'd otherwise have been, diffused.
Still, they had an effect, along with the pumping dildo.

Suddenly, he pushed the vibrator away, and a
harsh hand cleared the wax shell away from my clit. He pulled the
dildo out, and he was atop me. I cried out as he thrust himself
deep into my pussy, as his body came down atop me. There was no
slow, gentle build-up, no technique. He fucked me. He fucked me
like an animal, hard, deep, savage. It hurt.

And I came. I came, not with a sudden
explosion, but with a building surge of power, like a tidal wave
that gets higher and higher. I arched violently, my eyes slitted,
and then my body was seized by paroxysms of muscle spasms as the
orgasm became something both terrible and incredible. Amid the
pounding of his hard cock I experienced what was surely the most
incredible sensations my nervous system could convey.

Someone was screaming, but I didn't realize
it was me. It was just a background noise as Derrick rammed himself
into me and my body flared and pulsed like a sun gone nova. The
orgasm went on and on, and I couldn't breath and didn't care. The
lack of breath only seemed to make it more intense, though my head
felt like it would explode.

I don't think I lost consciousness, exactly,
but my mind went somewhere else for a while. I didn't wake up, so
much as begin to sense movement around me, begin to feel my body
again, to realize who and where I was.

It was just as Derrick pushed an even bigger,
thicker dildo into my pussy, twisting and turning it amid the swamp
of my sex, slowly pushing the fat thing deep, despite how stretched
and strained my body was by it.

He slipped a loop of thin leather cord around
the base and ran it up to my belly button ring, fixing it in place
so it couldn't leave. Not by chance, I realized, despite my dazed
state, there was a knot right over my clit.

Then he brought over a vibrator. It wasn't a
portable, but one of those stronger ones you plugged into the wall.
He taped the handle against my thigh, adjusted the rounded nose,
and turned it on.

I moaned into the gag and strained against
the bonds holding my thighs as Derrick tied two smaller, thinner
cords around my nipples and pulled them painfully tight. He lifted
the cords straight up, then, attaching them to a small ring
dangling from a thin chain. The chain was hanging all the way from
the ceiling. He winked at me and then turned and left the room.

At first, I just wriggled and twisted, trying
to dislodge the vibrator. The sensations were unwelcome just then.
I just wanted to bask in the afterglow of that amazing orgasm.

But there was no getting rid of it, and the
raw sensations it was delivering soon shifted, morphed into
something darker and wilder. I moaned as its pressure, feeling the
weight of the thing against my clit, feeling it pressing down on
the top of my pussy as the fat dildo held me wide and filled me
from top to bottom. I rolled and writhed, pulling and arching
against the cords bound to my nipples again and again to get those
sharp little jagged jolts of sensation as the heat flowed over me
and through me.

The next orgasm was one I would have called
incredible, except that it didn't measure up that incredible one
I'd just had. It was intense, though, and I couldn't help scream
and twist and buck and grind my way through it.

The problem was that when it ended, and I was
laying there gasping, chest heaving, the vibrator didn't turn off.
It stayed right where it was. And in the aftermath of the climax my
clit was quivering like a raw, open sore. The last thing it wanted
was a powerful vibrator pressing against it. The sensations which
flowed into my body now were horribly unwelcome, overpowering! I
twisted and writhed again, though not from pleasure.

Imagine you're in a freezing cold room,
naked, and someone is turning a fire hose on you. You run and twist
from place to place, but they just keep the hose on you, and no
matter what you do you can't get away from it. The intensity of the
sensations were overwhelming my nervous system! They were
incredibly uncomfortable, although discomfort is just so inadequate
I hesitate to use it. It was almost painful, like sound which is so
loud you clamp your hands over your ears.

God, how I cursed him! Stupid man! Doesn't he
realize that you don't keep a vibrator against you after you've
come!?

And then it slowly twisted, morphed, and my
dazed body began to churn with sexual violence once again. At first
I felt relieved, and was able to catch my breath and calm my
screaming senses a little. But as another orgasm approached I
realized that there was no way he was going to appear and take it
away again, and I'd have to go through that again. A part of me
fought to push back the orgasm, but most of me just wanted it, like
an addict craves their drug.

I writhed and arched and screamed through
another massive orgasm, waves of pleasure cascading through my
nervous system until I was limp and dazed and barely conscious.

Then that raw sensation began to make me sob
and twist once again.

The next orgasm came faster, and left me
breathless, even though it didn't last as long. The raw, churning
sensation swept over me and carried me very quickly to another
orgasm, this one so quick I hadn't even caught my breath from the
last. My belly, my abdomen ached from the muscle spasms of the
previous orgasm even as the new one tore through me. Because he'd
once again forced me into multiple orgasms. They rocked my body
again and again, without the time between to recover.

Like a mindless animal I screamed and howled
and thrashed in wanton pleasure, my aching, overheated body driven
past its limits until everything just sort of blanked out entirely.
At some point, I guess, Derrick came and took away the vibrator. My
mind started to fit itself back together, and I found myself
strapped, spreadeagled on the bed. Mercifully, there was no
vibrator, nothing tied to my nipples, and only a butt-plug inside
me.

I was still gagged, but I think he'd used a
cloth or something to clean up my face and clean the drool off my
chin. I felt almost normal, though my pussy felt raw and my muscles
ached everywhere.

I waited again for him to come for me,
anxiously wondering what he planned next, but he never showed up,
and I drifted off into sleep like that.

* * *

The words I typed into my laptop were not
kind towards the male gender. They were more assessment of the
character of men who got sexual satisfaction from dominating and
inflicting pain on women. My fingers flew on the keyboards, angry
to the point of fury, and more than a little haunted, I think.
Again, as before, I was shell-shocked by my experience.

“... men who lack self-confidence, who have
been rejected by women for a variety of reasons, often quite valid,
come to see women as their enemy, and build up a powerful
resentment towards them. They see women as nothing more than
objects of sexual desire, and are infuriated at those objects
refusal to allow them to sate their desires upon them. Their
fantasies are often violent and vengeful towards women in general,
as if to punish them for their own inadequacies and lack of
success.”

I wrote pages of that before cooling down a
little, and then realizing too much of it was too venomous and
filled with anger to pass academic muster.

Derrick was not inadequate, I had to admit.
He was handsome, well-endowed, and had considerable success with
women, at least, to hear him tell it.

No, that was unfair. His behavior in bed
proved a certain amount of experience. His lips, his tongue, his
fingers and, well, let's just say he was skilled and talented, and
you didn't get that from being a virgin and reading books.

Bastard!

He'd kept me in that bed for hours, even
after I woke, and while he didn't bring the vibrator back, his
tongue was more than enough to drive me out of my mind, again and
again. My clit was so swollen and over-sensitized that his soft,
slithering tongue drove me insane with very little effort.

At least he had stopped after each climax and
worked on my nipples instead.

But I was drained to the point of utter
exhaustion, in body and mind, after that, and it was all I could do
to stagger away after he let me out of his car.

I wanted nothing to do with sex. I didn't
think anything would arouse me again after that... that overdose!
And that lasted for perhaps a day. Then the images began to appear,
images and flashes of memory and sensation.

I didn't touch my vibrator, though. I used
the dildo, jamming it painfully deep and grinding my thumb over my
clit to climax powerfully.

Often.

I used to masturbate every other day or so.
Now I was doing it at least two or three times a day.

I ignored his phone calls for a few days,
working on a more academic pursuit of information on the subject,
and glaring at the phone every time it rang. I finally snatched it
up not because I was giving in, but because enough time had passed
that I felt I could give him a piece of my mind.

“What?!” I snapped.

He paused at my tone.

“Hi, Miranda. It's me, Derrick.”

“I'm perfectly capable of reading a number on
the phone,” I snapped.

“Are you upset at something?”

“Upset?!” I demanded. “Why would I be upset?!
Because you tied me up and almost drove me insane!?”

“With orgasms?”

Put that way it sounded far too flattering to
him!

“You taped a vibrator to me and went away! Do
you have any idea how that feels after an orgasm!? Or are you at
all familiar with women? You claim to be. But apparently, how
sensitive their bodies are after an orgasm is something unfamiliar
to you for some reason,” I sneered.

“I'm familiar with it,” he said,
infuriatingly, sounding amused. “That's why I did it. To show you
how overpowering sensations can be.”

“Did I ask you to teach me that?” I
demanded.

“It's something I like to teach new
slaves.”

“I. Am. Not. A. Slave!” I snapped. “I'm not
some pathetic little girl eager to find a man to be my father
substitute and spank me when I'm bad!”

“If that's what you think submissives are
your paper is going to be kind of silly,” he said.

“And how would you know what a submissive
feels and thinks? You're hardly a submissive, any more than I
am!”

“Submission doesn't mean meek and mousy,” he
said. “Submission means to submit to your body and your fantasies
and desires as much as to your partner.”

“Well, I've never had fantasies about being
tied up and ...”

Being driven crazy insane with orgasms?

“Tortured!” I said.

“I'm willing to be you've had all sorts of
fantasies about being tied up and tortured,” he said. “Especially
lately.”

I had.

“Well, you'd be wrong!”

I slammed down the phone.

Bastard, I thought sullenly. Thinks he's so
all-knowing.

A minute later a little flash on my computer
indicated new mail. I brought up the mail program and scowled to
see the email from him. I clicked on it anyway.

“I bet you have,” it said, “I bet you've
thought about this often enough, with your fingers dancing across
your clit.”

“Oh, fuck off,” I muttered.

What had he sent me anyway? I clicked on the
attached link, and it brought up a nameless web site which demanded
an ID and password. They had been included in the email so I typed
them in, wary now.

I suppose it shouldn't have shocked me that
his store had security cameras. I watched, horrified, at the sight
of myself, in very clear, sharp, well-focused color, as he stripped
me, as he chained me, as he whipped me and fucked me, as I came
like a whore.

My face was so hot I thought it might catch
fire. I watched myself being fucked in all three orifices,
spellbound.

Then I snatched up the phone, ready to unload
on him ready to threaten, ready to curse.

“Before you say a word,” he said, “Be advised
that is not a public web site of any kind. It's just something I
can use to monitor the store from time to time when I'm away. No
one else has access to it, and no one has access to the security
tapes but me. I wasn't thinking about the cameras that evening, but
if I had I wouldn't have cared because I knew the files were safe
and I could delete them at any time, which I will now do.”

And then he hung up!

I called back and he didn't answer.

I got an email, which contained the files,
rather than a link.

“I thought I would send these to you in case
you wanted to save them,” he said.

How could I trust he would really delete
them? There was no way to prove it one way or another?! Fuck! Fuck!
Fuck! I opened the videos again and stared at them anxiously. As I
did, I felt a certain sense of relief. I had been standing facing
the window. The cameras were all behind me, or to the side and just
back. There really wasn't anything much with my face in any of the
videos.

I was a little shaky, but began to breath
again. I looked at the videos again, one by one, pretending I was
my mother (not that my mother would be looking at porn but still)
or my friends, but while they might think that hair looked slightly
similar (it was mostly all tangled) there really wasn't anything to
clue them in it was me without someone actually saying to them it
was me.... if you get what I mean...

The closest was when I was on my knees
sucking him, but even then he had my hair pulled out and his hand
and wrist was mostly blocking even the side of my face. If he had
been looking to get good videos to use on me, maybe as blackmail,
he should have had me tied up facing the opposite direction. That
tended to indicate that wasn't his intent, thank God.

As my fears, and my anger diminished, I
looked at the videos again with a different attitude. At first, I'd
mainly been staring at my head, looking for signs of my face,
looking for a way to recognize the person in the video if you
didn't know it was her. Then I was just reassuring myself. The
third time, calmer, most of my fears allayed, I just watched with a
kind of fascination. I'd never seen myself on video naked, let
alone... like this.

I watched him whipping me, watched my back
arch, my body writhe, and remembered the sense of wild dark thrill,
the anxiety and alarm mixed with the shocking, wicked heat. I
swallowed, feeling my nipples hardening as he jerked back on my
hair, as he thrust himself into me from behind. I stared at my
body, the way it strained and twisted, and the memory of that wild
heat made my pussy pulse and throb.

I watched me on my knees, arms upraised as he
pulled my face into his groin. I looked so... helpless, so erotic,
so hot. Before I really knew it I had my hands down the front of
the track pants I was wearing, and was casually, then seriously
rubbing at my clit as I watched myself. I knew the way my head
jerked back, the way my hips bucked, that I was coming. And as I
watched myself come, my fingers stroked frantically at my clit, and
I came as well.

I forgave him, grudgingly, but the videos
just reinforced my memories of how intense that scene had been, how
wild the dark, nasty sex with Derrick was, and it made my pussy
throb and pulse with need like an addict wanting her fix.

I arranged to meet him again – for more
research – for discussion, I said firmly.

It was a fig leaf. I knew there was no way I
was going to be able to say no if he wanted to do more. Just the
thought of those wild scenes made my legs feel rubbery, made me
feel like a wild, erotic vixen, which is so far from the way I
normally saw myself – well, it wasn't even in the same species.

I was wary when he answered the door, and had
my clipboard and recorder before me as though they were shields.
Derricks smiled softly and let me in.

“Can I get you a drink?”

If I let him get away with so much sober, God
only knew what I'd do drunk.

“No, thank you,” I said primly.

“You going to record what happens?” he asked
in amusement.

“Nothing is going to happen,” I said firmly.
“I'm just here to ask questions.”

“Sure you wouldn't like to take videos?”

I flushed. “That's not funny! And don't push
your luck!”

I sat down on a plush chair, deliberately
avoiding the sofa and love seat where he could sit next to me.

“I wanted to ask you you questions about why
you get aroused by tying up women, by being in control.”

He shrugged and sat down across from me. “Why
do women get aroused by being tied up, by submitting to others? Why
do you?”

“I – .”

I wanted to say I didn't, but that would be
silly.

“I'm not a submissive,” I said firmly. “I'm a
sexual person, however, and experiencing new and exotic sexual …
techniques, new scenes, new things, well, can be very exciting. And
you're clearly quite … skilled,” I said reluctantly.

“But there's something about being helpless,
isn't there, something you don't quite understand. I bet the
instant you feel the leather close around your wrists you feel a
strong reaction.”

I did, and flushed a bit uncomfortably.

“It's new and kinky, and hey, bondage isn't
exactly the same as your whole slave type scene.”

“No, but it all feeds off the imagination.
For men, the thrill is obvious. In today's world, where we have to
be polite, respectful, have to basically get permission for any
sexual thing we do, there's a tremendously freeing feeling about
pretending that you are in total control and just able to do
anything you want with a beautiful woman.

“I understand that part, but why then do men
get off on whipping them, on punishing them?”

“Perhaps there's a subconscious resentment
for all those desperate, fumbling years of trying to persuade
reluctant, chastely maidens to come across with some small reward
for all our efforts. Remember that for a woman, especially one like
you, sex is always available, any time, any place, at the whisper
of a wish.”

“Oh please. Women have their own societal
inhibitions.”

“Yes, true. Which is why abandoning them is a
thrill for them. If you're a slave girl, you're not allowed to say
no to anything. That means there's no guilt, because someone else
is making the decisions. Someone else is in charge, and what they
say goes. There's also the fact that sex is a very political game
now between partners, especially strangers. You need to impress,
you need to do well. All the time you're considering what to do
next to get the proper response you want. As a slave girl, all tied
up, gagged, you don't have to think about doing a thing, because
you can't. That leaves your mind entirely free to experience the
physical sensations.”

“But pain? Punishment?”

He shrugged. “You're a bad girl. Even if
someone else is making the decisions, you consented to putting the
cuffs on. You know in your heart, then, that you're acting like a
filthy little slut, and you deserve to be punished for it. And if
the punishment comes in the form of a nasty sexual thing, well, the
pain gets subsumed into the pleasure, and then can simply become
pleasure.”

“And men, punishing women for not putting
out? But you're punishing the one that IS putting out. What sense
does that make?”

“It's the subconscious. It's the erotic mind.
It doesn't need to make sense. Why do some people get incredibly
turned on by feet? Foot fetishists are far from rare, but does it
make any sense to you?”

I shook my head dumbly.

“Why don't I wrap a rope around your wrists,
and you can tell me what you feel the moment it goes tight?” he
said, pulling out a slender black rope.
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“Uhm, no,” I said, suddenly feeling a
shakiness, a tightness in my chest.

He grinned, swinging the rope lightly back
and forth.

“You can consciously think, this time, about
what feelings you have, about the physical reactions you feel the
instant the rope is pulled tight around your wrists. You're not
afraid, are you?”

“Of you?”

“Of you,” he said with a smile.

“Don't be ridiculous.”

“You don't think you'll feel something –
physical and emotional?”

I shrugged anxiously.

He doubled the rope, and then tied it in a
loop and held it out in front of me, a smirk on his face.

I scowled, heart thumping, then put down the
clipboard and extended my wrists warily. I watched the loop go
around them, then he slowly tugged it tight.

The rope was quite soft, but it was also very
obviously strong, and he was right. The instant it tightened around
my bare wrists, even fully clothed and sitting on the chair, I felt
the tightness in my chest deepen, felt a sense of breathlessness,
and a hard pulse of energy from between my legs.

He stood, pulling on the rope, forcing me out
of my chair, forcing my hands high, raising me onto my toes.

“D-Derrick!” I gasped.

“Yes?” he asked with a smile.

“But we haven't finished exploring your
feelings towards bondage,” he purred.

“I – .”

He eased the pressure so quickly I stumbled
and sat back in the chair. Then he pulled the rope up and back,
tugging my wrists up behind the back of the chair.

“I could tie you like this,” he said, his
free hand caressing my cheek, his fingers flicking the bangs back
from my forehead. “There are all sorts of things I could do in this
position.”

He slid his hand down along the side of my
neck, down between my breasts, then up across one, kneading it
softly through the thin sweater I was wearing.

“Derrick!”

He slid his hand down, between my legs, which
had fallen apart, up under my skirt. I gasped as I felt his hand
over my crotch, rubbing at it, and jerked my legs closed.

He laughed and pulled his hand back, then
eased the pull again, and with a quick jerk, freed my hands. I
rubbed them, though they didn't hurt, and looked at him
sternly.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

I gulped and shook my head, and he
smiled.

“I'm willing to bet that before you put on
that virgin outfit (I was wearing a loose pink sweater and long
cream skirt), you put considerable thought into what sort of
underwear to put on underneath.”

My eyes widened, and he chuckled
knowingly.

“I bet you chose lingerie which is not at all
virginal.”

“You think you're so smart!” I snapped.

He shrugged. “I know women. I know women's
sexuality. You're younger than most I date, and more innocent, but
not that different.”

Innocent, I snorted. As if!

“I haven't been innocent since I was
fifteen,” I said.

“There are different types of innocence. Take
your clothes off.”

“Why? You want to tie me up?”

I said it lightly.

“Don't we want to continue to explore your
feelings and emotions? We can do that without me even touching you,
much less tying you up.”

“How?”

I knew it was bullshit, sort of, but there
had definitely been a strong reaction when the rope had gone around
my wrists, and he HAD taken it off, and he HAD already seen
everything I had hidden under my clothes.

“Why don't we explore things slowly, and let
you examine your feelings at every step”

That sounded so reasonable, so rational, that
despite the fact it was hardly an academic or scientific way of
going about things, I was tempted – and let's face it, tempted in
part by the fact that I was aroused.

I shrugged, but I put on a pretense of
unconcern. I was a bit stung by that “virgin” remark.

I took off my sweater and skirt casually,
blushing, though, when he grinned at my lacy black bra and thong. I
felt the flush slide down my chest when I removed my bra, and then
my thong. Naked, I felt... uncomfortable, self-conscious as he just
looked at me. I mean, we weren't doing anything! This was rather
new to me. Disrobing had always been a part of sex, but he was just
sitting there looking at me.

“Well?” I asked.

He got up, and I took a half step back, but
he moved away, left the room, and returned. He had a series of
silvery rings in his hand. A collar and four polished, stainless
steel restraints. I looked at them a bit numbly, and he put them
down on the coffee table.

“Put them on,” he said.

Me!?

I looked down at them, and then up at him,
doubtfully.

“You know by now, I think, that I won't do a
thing you don't want done,” he said. “And if you want them off
again they can come off as fast as they went on.”

I knew that was true, but even so. I
hesitated, then dropped down to my knees next to the coffee table,
picking up one. It was like a bracelet, all one piece, except that
inside was a tongue which could push deeper or pull out wider into
a hollow opening for size. I slid my hand into it, and then
squeezed it so it tightened. When it was tight. I tried to loosen
it a bit but it wouldn't widen.

“It goes in easily, but to come out you need
this tool,” he said, showing me a tiny metal pin. “Is it too
tight?”

I shrugged. “No, it's fine.”

I put on the second, then put on the ones
around my ankles. Each time I did, I felt a little rush of heat.
When I put the collar on, though, I felt a much deeper rush, and it
was centered down between my legs.

“Go look at yourself in the mirror.”

He pointed at the full length mirror in the
entrance hall, and I walked over there and stared at myself. I was
caught more by my eyes than the restraints and collar, how wide
they were. They widened more when he came up behind me. His arms
went around me and he gripped my arms and lifted them up and back
behind my head, then clipped the restraints together. He pulled my
hands back behind the collar and clipped them there. Each click
made a little shock between my legs.

Then he began to lick and nibble at my
earlobe as his right hand slid down my belly and between my legs.
His left kneaded my breasts, and I squirmed breathlessly as
sensations rushed over me.

“D-Derrick!” I gasped. “I thought you weren't
going to touch me!”

“I didn't say that,” he murmured, licking
lightly along the nape of my neck. “I said we could see how you
reacted without my touching you.”

“But you're touching me!” I gasped as his
fingers gently rubbed at my clit.

“So I am.”

He eased back, then unlocked my wrists and
walked back to the sofa to sit down.

I took a shaky breath and followed.

“Kneel there,” he ordered, pointing at the
floor a few feet from him.

I did so, uncertainly, and he looked at
me.

“Now the proper way for a slave to kneel
includes spreading her knees wide, and putting her hands on her
outer thighs,” he said.

I looked at him.

“You want to see how that feels, right?”

I shifted my knees wide, my face flushing as
I exposed myself so... well... obscenely. I snorted as if to
demonstrate how silly the idea was, but knelt straight, sitting on
my heels, hands on my thighs.

“Lay back,” he said.

I shrugged mentally and did so.

“Prop yourself on your elbows, feet flat on
the floor. Now spread your legs wide.”

That was gross! But I did it. God, was this a
gynecology exam?!

“This would make a great picture,” he
said.

“Forget it.”

“Why not?”

“Don't be an idiot.”

'No, I mean it. Obviously you have a gorgeous
body. You're not ashamed of that body. You can't be. But society
says you have to hide that body. You can't be proud of it. You
can't show it off like some slut. So if someone was to see you in a
picture like this you're afraid of what everyone would say. They
wouldn't say, 'boy, she's ugly'. No, they'd say 'what a slut!'.
Right?”

“Yes.”

He grinned and stood up. “Don't move.”

He returned with a camera and I immediately
sat up and pulled my knees in.”

“Derrick!”

“Trust me on this. I won't get your face in
the picture at all. Let me show you what I'm thinking of.”

He put the camera down. “Lay back again like
before.”

I should have refused, ordered him to put
away the camera. The truth was, seeing myself on video as I had,
well, it had really been an intense turn-on. And the thought of
letting someone take a picture of me with my legs spread was so...
shockingly outrageous, that it was really turning me on again.

I lay back, propped on my elbows, feet flat
on the floor, knees bent, spread... spread wide.

“Now tilt your head way back so all I'm
seeing is basically the underside of your chin.”

I let my head roll back, and didn't even see
him pick up the camera. But there was a flash of light, and I
froze.

“Arch your back more.”

I did, and there was another flash, and
another.

“Okay, have a look.”

I sat up, and crawled over beside him. The
camera was a nice one, and the entire rear was a video screen. I
saw myself, spread out obscenely, but no one in the world would
know it was me.

“I could put this on the internet, and nobody
would have a clue it was you,” he said, as if reading my mind.

He gestured me back. Get on all fours, with
your ass to me.”

Blushing, I did, and he took more
pictures.

“Now drop your chest to the rug, face
forward, arms outstretched to either side.

Flash! Flash! Flash!

“Spread your knees wider, then draw them
forward more.

Flash! Flash! Flash!

“Turn your head to the right,” he said as he
came forward on his knees.

I did, and he snapped pictures from my left
side.

“Arms forward on the floor.”

Flash! Flash! Flash!

“Gorgeous. Don't move.”

He pulled back, and a moment later I gasped
to feel his fingers at my sex. I jerked my head around as he knelt
there, and then I felt myself being penetrated, first by a finger,
then by something harder, a dildo. I moaned softly as it slid deep
into my already sopping pussy. Then I felt a finger at my ass,
lubricant on it, pumping slowly in and out before being replaced by
another dildo.

He moved back, and I jerked my head away as
he snapped more pictures.

“I could send that to your father and he
wouldn't know it was you.”

“Don't be disgusting!” I said in a shaky
voice.

'You have a gorgeous ass, and a gorgeous
pussy.”

“Oh please.”

“Have you seen a lot of pussies? Yours is
very nice, very tight and firm looking.”

Flash.

“Lay on your back, knees up and back.

I rolled onto my side, then onto my back...
carefully because of the dildo sticking out of my ass. I lay back
and drew my knees up and back. He had me draw them back to my
chest, with my arms around them, and then took pictures from an
angle such that my face was blocked by my arms.

Flash! Flash! Flash!

This was getting me hot. It was getting me
very hot!

He showed me the pictures, and they were
obscene, graphic, and completely anonymous.

“On your knees, slave girl.”

I got to my knees, and he drew my wrists back
together behind me and locked them there.

“Knees spread.”

I obeyed, and he moved behind me.

“Bow your head so your hair hangs down.”

I did, and he snapped pictures from behind
me, then out to the side, then showed me.

I felt my pussy quivering around the dildo,
felt my stomach churning. I stared at the image of myself, naked,
wrists bound, the dildo sticking out of my ass pretty obvious, most
of my right breast bare. But the face was hidden by a screen of
hair.

It was wicked. I felt like I was breaking all
the rules. But not having my face in the pictures made me feel safe
doing it.

He attached a silver nipple chain to my
nipples, the loops on either end closing tightly, the weight
pulling down on my throbbing nipples, then took close ups of my
breasts. He had me kneel on all fours and moved around me, snapping
pictures, but always with my head turned away, or my hair screening
my face.

Then he brought out the mask, or hood. It was
black, made of nylon, soft, and slipped completely around my head.
It was thin enough that I could breath through it, like panty hose,
say. I could see through it, too, though imperfectly. He had me
stand, and led me into another room, one which made me gasp, for it
was clearly a sexual play room of sorts, for him and other bondage
fanatics. And it had the horse thing which I'd sat on at the
club.

He grinned when he saw my head turned that
way.

“Let's try it the way it was meant to be
used,” he said.

He pulled the dildos out of me, then helped
me get on. I shuddered as I felt the pressure against my naked,
oily sex. He attached chains to my ankle restraints and pulled them
out to either side, and then moved around me snapping pictures.

“How do you feel?”

“F-Fine,” I squeaked.

He chuckled.

It started to ache. Then it started to ache a
lot. But I was so fucking hot that it didn't seem to matter. My
wrists pulled feebly at the restraints holding them behind me, and
I fought to keep my breath even so as to not be seen gasping and
heaving. He went away, and I panicked a bit, but then he returned,
only this time with a video camera on a tripod.

“Derrick!” I moaned.

“Completely anonymous,” he said.

He set it up and then moved around to my
other side, a large vibrator in his hand. He clipped it to the
horizontal beam somehow, and it began to vibrate as I rode it.

I moaned helplessly

Then he peeled the hood up a to just below my
nose, and I panicked a bit, knowing the video camera was on.

He pushed something into my mouth, a ball
gag, sort of. It was attached to a strap which he put around my
head, then pulled the hood down.

“Don't want anyone to recognize your screams,
do we?” he said.

How the fuck had I let myself get into
this!?

I moaned helplessly, chest tight, stomach
swirling, my pussy throbbing painfully, hotly.

This was all insane!

I moaned and twisted, and came, violently,
writhing and bucking and riding the hard, aching wooden beam as I
cried out in helpless pleasure. And the gag, it was sort of, well,
freeing. I mean, because it was blocking my voice. I didn't have to
hide my reactions, didn't have to tone them down. I cried out in
uninhibited pleasure, coming in front of the camera, but knowing I
was doing it anonymously.

He unclipped my wrists, and for a moment, I
gripped the beam in front of me, gasping, panting, moaning weakly.
But there was a ring and chain overhead, and he reached up, pulling
them lower, then raised my wrists and soon locked them over my
head. That allowed me to pull on them somewhat to ease the pressure
on my pussy, which I did. But of course, I could only do so much of
that before the muscles in my arms weakened.

“Nasty girl,” he said. “Wicked, slutty little
sex slave.”

I moaned as his hands moved over my chest,
kneading my breasts, then fingering my clit.

“You need to be punished for being such a
slut,” he said, bending and chewing lightly on my breasts, biting
at my nipples.

I moaned in agreement, for despite the orgasm
my pussy was still throbbing, and it wasn't all pain by a long
shot. The vibrator was still buzzing, and while the sensations
weren't nearly as powerful as if it was pressed against me it was
having an effect.

His finger was having more, and so was his
mouth as he sucked on my aching nipples.

There was a rack of whips on the wall, and he
pulled down several. I moaned and shook my head, but the first was
clearly just the play whip he'd started with the other day. He
struck me a few times, but it was like being whipped by a feather
duster. He soon replaced it with one which stung a little, and made
me wince and moan. Every movement ground my aching pussy against
the beam beneath me.

This was all sick, insane!

Oh my God, but it was hot!

I yelped into the gag as the thin laces of
the whip cut into my breasts. They ached and stung, but throbbed
with incredible heat and pressure, and when he tweaked and pinched
my nipples I cried out in a swirling mix of pleasure and pain.

He chuckled, and produced another vibrator.
This one he applied directly to my clit, and it took only a few
seconds before I was jerking and shaking and crying out helplessly
at the sensations pouring through me.

He pulled it away before I could come, and
then slashed the whip across my breasts stingingly. I cried out,
dazed, overheated, gasping for breath, overwhelmed by it all, just
as I'd been the other day.

His doorbell rang.

He paused, put down the whip, and said. “I'll
be right back.”

I shuddered and my head fell forward. My
pussy ached! But it was soaking and the sharp, biting pleasure was
overwhelming.

I heard him speaking, and then his voice got
closer, and he wasn't talking to me, and I felt my eyes widen, and
felt a sudden dawning awareness, a quick rising sense of alarm and
denial. And then he returned, with a man I had never met, both of
them looking at me.

I gaped, behind my mask, staring in
disbelief! My face was already flushed, but I felt heat burn my
cheeks as the man looked admiringly at me.

He was a young man, a good looking man, a
black man. He had broad shoulders, and no hair, and a quite
handsome face, but he was a man, a stranger, and I was more than
naked. I was naked and … and doing this kinky shit!

And they were talking about me like I was a
piece of furniture, discussing the height I should be, and how my
arms should be arranged, and whether my ankles ought to be better
pulled up and back and shackled to the rear of the beam rather than
out to either side. It was like... it was bizarrely like he'd
brought in an interior decorator and were discussing how to hang a
work of art or place a sofa.

I was horrified, at first, despite my heat,
but as they ignored me, that is, ignored me the person and
discussed solely the layout of my body as work of art, my
humiliation eased. This guy, whoever he was, was clearly one of the
dedicated enthusiasts, and more importantly, I was still anonymous,
hidden behind my mask. My body was naked, but I was safely locked
away from him.

There was a strangeness in that, a sense of
protection even though I was, of course, naked to his eyes, and
more than naked.

And helpless, completely helpless.

The two men discussed the different whips.
Derrick informed Jared, I heard him called, that I was something of
a novice, but didn't give me a name.

“You want her back arched more,” Jared said.
“She has great breasts. They'll look even better taut.”

“I wanted to whip her a little before tying
them off,” Derrick said.

He reached out and caught my right nipple
between his thumb and forefinger, rolling and plucking at it. Jared
moved in against my other side, and he had what I thought was the
nipple chain in hand. He plucked and pinched my other nipple, and
then slipped the loop of the chain around it.

I stiffened and felt a shockwave run through
me at having him touch me like that. But he seemed so casual, so
routine, and then let go at once, pulling the chain slowly forward
even as Derrick slipped a second chain around my other nipple.
Jared pulled both up and forward, and then attached them to the
upright beam at the end of the horse.

That forced my back to arch, just as he'd
suggested, and kind of leaned me forward a little, even while my
chained wrists held me back. That wound up pressing the top of my
sex, which of course, meant my clit, harder into the wood.

I felt fingers slide lightly down and rub at
my back entrance just as Jared said “You should have put at least a
butt-plug back here.”

I stiffened again, knowing whose finger was
touching me, feeling a wild mix of fear, alarm, shame and some kind
of deep, dark, exotic heat.

I felt helpless, completely helpless! They
could do anything they wanted to me!

“A butt plug would take some of the weight,
and I'm not sure how that uneven application of pressure would
work. It might bruise her badly.”

“A dildo, then, a short enough one to be
completely inserted.”

“Yeah, that's a good idea.”

Again, they were both acting so casual, as if
discussing how to hang a shelf! It was bizarre!

Meanwhile, my heart was fluttering like a
bird in a cage, my pulse was racing. I was sweating, wild eyed, my
stomach churning...

“Ease up on this a bit,” I heard Jared
say.

The chain holding my wrists slipped downward,
and I felt a hand between my shoulders, leaning me forward, then
further. I moaned and felt a finger against my ass. It was still
lubricated, but the finger added more, pumping lightly in and out
before withdrawing. I felt something harder and thicker pushing up
inside me, pushing slickly inside, and felt both a sense of
outrage, and an incredible physical pleasure.

It was like... it was like I desperately
needed to be penetrated, and this thing, whatever it was, some sort
of silicon thing, was narrow, then wider, then wider still, then
narrower, and finally they eased me back until I could feel the
base of it pushing against the beam.

“Sit back, slave,” Jared said.

I'm not a fucking slave, I thought, slightly
panicky.

But pressure pulled back on my hair and I
moaned and gulped in air, almost hyperventilating, as I sat back on
the thing and forced it deeper into my ass – deep into my ass,
until it began to ache. Then it was completely inside me, as the
chains pulled my arms up once again.

“That's good,” Jared said.

They were still standing on either side of
me. Jared was cupping and lightly squeezing one of my breasts, as
Derrick slid a hand between my legs and began to rub my clit.

It was all just too fucking much, too insane!
I felt shell-shocked again, dazed. I gasped as my hair was pulled
up and back, and felt someone biting at my ear. It was on my right
so it was Derrick.

“Sex slave,” he whispered.

I'm not! Not!

They both pulled back, and Jared found
another vibrator, the traditional slender, rocket shape, and lay it
on the top of the beam, pressing the rounded nose against my clit.
He then put some duct tape over it to hold it in place.

The sensations were indescribable against my
aching, burning clit.

Derrick picked up one of the whips, while
Jared went to the video camera and moved it, peering through it.
The whip cut into my back, and again, and again, as my pussy ground
itself against the vibrator, and the world just exploded into a
massive, monster orgasm that had me writhing and thrashing and
screaming into the gag as wild, raw pleasure swept over me and
through me and sent my mind tumbling end over end to the edge of
helpless oblivion.
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They took me down. My pussy was throbbing,
and felt bruised. I was a little dazed as they did it, but soon
found myself in the living room, kneeling, wrists bound. I felt an
intense awareness of their presence, especially Jared, and an
anxiety as well as an embarrassment about being like this in front
of him. Derrick made me pose for him. He had that damn crop, and it
wasn't like I could say no! So I had to pose in various obscene
positions while Jared looked on, and all the while my heart was
pounding as I waited when he would... you know.

But instead he just looked on. He even took
the camera, and Derrick put me on my face, bottom high, and thrust
his cock into me while he watched and took pictures.

I was indignant, outraged, and yet I came
with an intense rush of wild excitement, gasping and moaning in
helpless, sluttish pleasure as Derrick rode me, as his hips slapped
against my upraised ass.

And then Jared left. I felt relieved, but
also, bizarrely, disappointed. I had been sure this stranger
would... well.. molest me! But he hadn't done a thing, really,
other than grope my breast that once.

And in the back of my mind I had been
imagining him doing me, this big, powerfully built Black man, using
me, fucking me, making me scream. I didn't even realize until he
left that some dark part of me had been anticipating it, looking
forward to it eagerly.

Even so, I was relieved.

And I was angry at Derrick. When he took off
the gag and mask, believe you me, I gave him a tongue lashing – no
pun intended!

He was quite calm, though, which only ticked
me off more. I stormed out, my pussy aching, my nipples aching, my
pride hurt.

And after I calmed down, well, I had to again
admit that he was right about a lot of things. Being tied up had
been intensely arousing. And why the fuck did it feel so hot to
have my pussy straddling a narrow beam which ached so much? That
made no fucking sense!

The next day he sent me pictures, and video,
and I masturbated frantically as I looked at them.

Shit!

I looked at myself and I thought, my God I
look so exotic, so erotic, so incredibly wildly sexual!

But no one would know it was me. I could put
it on the internet. I even toyed with the idea of doing that,
posting it to some site just to see what people said. The thought
of strangers half a world away downloading a video of me, staring,
getting erections, and masturbating was both icky and darkly
thrilling.

I tried to put into words some of what I
felt, but as though it were an interview with someone else, but I
didn't really understand it, myself.

Every time I saw Jared touch me, though, I
felt a hot, little tremor in the pit of my stomach.

It wasn't just that he was a complete
stranger, though that was a big part of it, for that was totally
wicked, and, as Derrick said, went against all the rules society
imposed on female sexuality. But he was Black. And I know, that
shouldn't matter. Wasn't I a liberal? Weren't my parents liberals?
Hadn't I been raised to treat everyone as equals? So why would I
buy into a stupid societal myth about Black men and their... well,
animal sexuality?

I didn't, not really, and yet I felt a
strange longing, a wish that he had put me down on all fours and
ridden me like a bitch in heat, hammering his hips into my ass.

I interviewed some women, trying to get a
feel for what they were feeling in similar circumstances. I sought
out and interviewed the woman who had been hanging naked upside
down in the club that first night, to ask her what she felt.

She was totally into the bondage stuff,
though, totally into the submissiveness and slavery business. She
kept saying that whatever pleased her master pleased her. I had to
sort of pick away at her, bit by bit, to expose her own arousal at
being so nakedly displayed. And it wasn't just being displayed, it
was being displayed in bondage, and abused. The arousal of those
watching, her knowing they were aroused, knowing the sight of her
like that was turning them on, turned her on.

So there was a sort of narcissism involved,
which I understood, looking at the videos and pictures. Hell,
hadn't I just contemplated posting a video of myself to the
internet? And what would I have felt if I read a series of men
posting about how wild and hot and sexy the girl in the video
was?

So we were defying society on the one hand,
but on the other hand, at least some of our satisfaction and
excitement was coming from that age old desire to please, and to be
seen as “pretty” or “desirable” or some variation of that.

I thought back to when I was posing and
displaying myself before Jared. My skin had felt so hot, and...
electric. I had been embarrassed, yes, but at the same time I had
felt like, I don't know, like a performer in a play, and basking in
the approval and admiration of the audience. Why hadn't he fucked
me? Because they wanted to make sure I said it was okay first?
Wasn't submission supposed to mean you didn't get to say yes or
no?

* * *

“Why don't you come over and do some more
interviewing?”

Why did I have to wait for him to ask? Why
hadn't I called him? I still needed to pretend that I wasn't
overwhelmed by the whole dark heat of being tied, of being
helpless, of being used sexually, of... I don't know, the bondage
and submission shit. I hemmed and hawed, as if I hadn't felt a wild
thrill the instant I saw the number on the phone.

“Maybe if you're lucky Jared will come over
and let you interview him,” he said.

I felt the breath catch in my throat.

“That would be... useful, perhaps,” I
said.

Fuck off! Had I just said that!?

He was telling me Jared might be there, ahead
of time. That was... That probably meant if Jared did show up this
time he was going to do more than look. And hadn't I just more or
less accepted that!? What the hell was I doing!? What was I turning
into!?

And why wasn't I just willing to admit that
by now the sex, the wild, dark thrill, was more important than my
thesis? Because I couldn't admit it, not even to myself.

You're young and single. Why not enjoy it,
experience wild new things..., a voice said in my head. I shrugged
it off, or tried to, and it tried another tack, telling me that
experiencing this stuff went a long way to helping me understand
the underlying psychological foundations of why men and women
engaged in abnormal sexual practices like this.

And what would my mother think!?

God! Can't think about that! And she thought
she was so liberal! But her liberalism didn't extend to men abusing
women, even in a game. And I knew she wouldn't think much of a
woman who allowed it, much less enjoyed it.

* * *

The instant I saw Jared my face flamed. I had
no mask to hide behind this time, and while he wouldn't have
recognized me on the street, well, he would have no doubt, now. And
for all I knew Derrick had shown him some of those videos...

I didn't think so, somehow, but just the
thought of it made me squirm, and not in a good way. My face fairly
radiated heat, and I felt my mouth dry up, unable to speak as
Derrick guided me into the room, a hand on my back.

“Miranda, this is Jared. You two haven't
formally met,” he said.

“Hi, Miranda,” Jared said

“Hi,” I mumbled, eyes down.

I just couldn't look at him! I was too
horribly embarrassed! Why had I agreed to come here!? I suddenly
felt a sense of panic, and wanted to jump to my feet and bolt.

“Jared is writing a book about the BDSM
lifestyle,” Derrick said, “That's why I thought you two ought to
meet.”

“It's mostly stories and interviews with
people who are involved in master-slave relationships,” Jared said.
“They explain why they enjoy it, and what their lives were missing
in previous relationships which drove them to what society might
consider a pretty radical sort of lifestyle.”

I flicked my eyes up at him, for some reason
surprised he was speaking so intelligently. But then, he'd seemed
pretty calm and knowledgeable about the “lifestyle” the other
day.

“I thought his research might compliment your
own,” Derrick said, taking a sip from something with ice in it.

They were so casual, almost academic about it
that it was causing me to relax and loose some of my
self-consciousness.

Jared spoke of the several relationships he'd
been in, and I loosened up a little more, able to at least look at
him now, though my face was still somewhat red and I was still
uncomfortable.

“The male desire to dominate doesn't seem to
change much between black and whites,” Jared was saying, “But the
desire to be dominated appears to have a strong cultural element to
it. It's not nearly as present in Black women as it is in White
women.”

I blinked a metaphysical eye. That wasn't
something I'd really considered.

“Why would race have anything to do with it?”
I asked without thinking.

“Race has nothing to do with it,” he said.
“We're speaking cultural elements, and despite all the media might
like to pretend there is a strong cultural sub-current among Black
America which gives different cultural messages to young Black men
and women.”

“What sort of sub-current?”

He hesitated. “I would say, though it's
trite, that Black girls aren't surrounded by messages about how
they have to be good girls as your average white girl. There is
more sexual freedom among black women, especially when young, in
part due to the absence of father figures in their lives. This is
particularly so in the inner cities. And of course, their mothers
are, often enough, single mothers who got pregnant while quite
young and out of wedlock. So that's not exactly a message of
chastity either.”

“You're saying Black girls are sluttier than
White girls?”

“No, I'm saying Black girls are allowed to be
sluttier than White girls, and because most Black families are
headed by women there is also a cultural imperative that says you
have to be tough, have to be able to look after yourself, have to
take no crap. White women are expected to let their man take care
of them. Black women don't get that message nearly as
strongly.”

“But even if that was true how would that
affect...”

“Black women do what they want. They're
supposed to do what they want. White girls have to be good girls,
and aren't allowed to be nasty. So it's exciting to be nasty, wild
and wickedly exciting to do things which are forbidden to you by
our culture.”

“But I was brought up to be strong and not
take crap either.”

“It's a different kind of strong. You were
brought up to consider yourself a man's equal in terms of work and
treatment, but not in terms of sex. In sex, the man is in charge,
and you let him take the lead. But, you have to do that in the
confines of a relationship structure which society tells you is
okay, or else you're a slut.”

“What he means is that it excites you to be
bad – sexually speaking, while Black women just find that
routine.”

“I don't think Black women get tied up all
the time,” I said sarcastically.

“No, that's his point. They don't feel,
culturally, the need to be tied up in order to do nasty things.
You, or your average white girl, has to be 'forced' to do nasty
things, because society tells her she can't.”

“I'm not sure I buy that,” I said.

I was now almost completely into an academic
sociological, psychological discussion, and in my element, so I was
distracted, and was starting to feel much more at ease with
Jared.

“Let me demonstrate,” Derrick said. “Stand
up.”

Right away I felt a jolt, and my face
flushed.

“I'm going to have you do a few things, and
you analyze what you feel. I think you'll feel aroused, and you can
explain why.”

“I'm not – .”

“Stand up.”

I frowned at his tone, but stood up. I was
wearing loose dark linen trousers and a sweater.

“Get down on your hands and knees.”

I felt a tightening in my chest and throat, a
sense of breathlessness. But... I was still fully clothed and, it's
not like the request was outrageous given what we'd already done –
and what Jared had seen. I blushed more deeply though, looking at
him. They were presenting it almost as an academic sort of thing,
though, and that kind of confused me.

I got down on all fours in front of them,
facing them.

“Turn to the side.”

I did, swallowing anxiously.

“Push your butt up more, and spread your
knees.”

I did, feeling the flush deepening.

“How do you feel?”

“Embarrassed!”

“But do you feel at all aroused?”

No! At least, I wanted to say that, but it
would have been a lie. It's not like I was humping the doorknobs or
anything, but I could feel a sense of excitement inside me.

“Maybe a little, “ I admitted, “But I might
have felt that anyway.”

I flicked a hesitant glance towards Jared,
then away.

“Sit on your heels facing us.

I did, gratefully. This seemed like a less...
sexual pose.

“Now put your hands behind your neck and arch
your back.”

I flushed again, feeling a rush of heat to my
face as I did so.

“Knees apart.”

I flushed even more, but jerked my knees
apart, pushing my chest out. The sweater wasn't super tight but...
well, it was much tighter now than it had been before!

“You're pretty good at oral sex, Miranda,”
Derrick said. “Do you like performing oral sex on men?”

“Y-yes,” I gulped, blushing.

“Say it.”

I took a deep breath. “I like performing oral
sex on men,” I said as firmly and confidently as possible.

“Now say it in a more colloquial
fashion.”

I blinked at him, lowering my head.”

“You like to suck cock.”

I blushed and felt a hot pulse between my
legs.

“Say it.”

I opened my mouth but the words froze, with
Jared there...”

“Say it.”

“I... I like to suck cock,” I said, face
flaming.

“Louder.”

“I like to suck cock!” I said.

My nipples were very, very hard now, and that
made me blush even more, for they would be very visible through the
sweater with my back arched like this.

“Take your top off.”

I dropped the arch, dropped my arms, and
looked at him anxiously, then at Jared, my skin red from my
hairline right down to my chest.

“He's seen you naked. You've got a bra on. Go
ahead. I want you to analyze what you feel.”

I peeled off my sweater, feeling a wave of
tingling excitement as I knelt there, sat there on my heels,
really, in my lacy little black bra.

“Arch your back.”

I put my fingers behind my neck and arched my
back again, feeling a rush of exhibitionistic delight, knowing they
were looking at me, wanting me.

“Say it again.

“I like to suck cocks,” I gulped.

“Now take off your pants.”

“You just want me naked,” I said with a
self-conscious and uneasy laugh.

“Of course. We're men. But we've already seen
you naked, and then some.”

Which was absolutely undeniable. I slid my
pants off and knelt there in thong and bra, my body flushed, my
pussy warm, pulsing, moist.

Derrick got up and went to a table, opened a
drawer, and took out the collar and restraints.

“Put these on.”

“But...”

“They won't actually do anything, you
realize. They're just write and ankle bands and a collar. You'll
still be entirely free. But the effect of wearing them...”

I blushed, but my stomach was fluttery. I
wanted to put them on, wanted to feel the heat rise. Already my
insides were squirming with excitement. So I put on the collar and
the restraints, my nipples aching.

“Sit on your heels, knees spread, hands on
your outer thighs.”

I obeyed, facing Jared, Derrick behind me. I
felt him lowering himself, felt his breath warm against the back of
my neck.

“Do you want to be naked in front of him?” he
purred.

“N-No!”

I gasped as his hand slid around my waist and
stroked my belly, then eased his hand came down over my shoulder,
slid down my chest, and right into my left bra cup to fondle my
bare breast – while Jared looked on.

Shock, outrage, and a wild heat flared inside
me, so that I didn't know what to do. My hand started to rise, to
pull his hand out.

“Keep your hand on your thigh,” he
barked.

I gasped at the sharp tone and my hand went
back to my outer thigh.

He slid his hand back out of my bra then down
my belly and over my pussy, rubbing me through my panties, then
slid into them, and I shuddered weakly, face burning, dropping my
eyes, unable to look at Jared as Derrick's fingers stroked my
wildly flaring little clit. I felt my hips spasm, felt the heat
explode inside me as my hands trembled, half raised, half
lowered.

I felt his other hand undo my bra, and my
hands came up under it with gasp.

“Hands down!” he barked.

Again I dropped my hands, then blushed
beet-red as my bra fell away and Jared looked at my breasts.

I moaned, feeling my body pressing back
against Derrick as his fingers stroked at my buttery little pussy,
as my clit throbbed with more and more power and the heat spread
throughout my trembling body.

“On all fours, right now,” he barked.

I fell forward onto my hands, and gasped, a
lightning jolt of electricity hitting me as he casually peeled my
thong over my buttocks, then down my legs to my knees. He pulled
them out, and I was naked, naked and collared in front of him and
in front of Jared.

A fever swept over me, and the it was like
the world was different, like all the background noises and
thoughts just faded away until there was nothing but this hot,
deliciously nasty moment.

Derrick attached a leash to my collar, and
then tugged, making me crawl back and forth across the room while
Jared looked on. My breasts dangling below me swung as I moved, and
I felt the heat growing, enveloping me to the point I had to breath
in short little gasps.

“Face to the floor, bottom high,” Derrick
barked.

I obeyed, and cried out softly as I felt his
finger at my sex, pushing into me, spreading open my pussy lips,
turning and twisting as one, then two fingers pushed into me to the
knuckles.

“Soaking wet,” he said.

His fingers pulled back and something else
pushed into me, a dildo, thick, pushing deep, twisting and turning
as I moaned again and cursed helplessly, gulping in air, breasts
pillowed out against the floor throbbing, nipples sparkling. I felt
the dildo push achingly deep, and then there was a sort of hook on
the end, a little flesh-like silicon hook which slipped over the
top of my sex like that clip thing he'd used, and came down against
my clitty.

And began to buzz.

A sharp jerk on my collar pulled me back to
all fours, and he walked me back to where Jared sat, led me right
in between his legs as the Black man spread them apart.

“Unzip him and take his cock out.”

I froze and then yelped, twisting my head
around to see he had acquired a short crop from somewhere. A hot
line of pain rose across my buttocks as he handed the leash to
Jared and Jared jerked my face forward, up into his lap.

“Undo my pants,” Jared growled.

I felt a shudder of fear and alarm, but the
wild heat remained, and I obeyed, fumbling with his zipper.

“Undo the button on top. Open them.”

I obeyed, staring down at it.

“Pull them down, slut.”

I jerked at the word, but pulled down on his
trousers and he lifted his butt so they came down. He wasn't
wearing any underwear, and I felt a wild double pulse of excitement
and anxiety at the sight of his cock springing up, hard and thick
and very black. Like Derrick, it seemed nearly hairless, nothing to
get in the way of what I knew I would be required to do.

“Now let me see what a good little cock
sucker you are, slave girl,” Jared said, jerking on the leash.

“Suck his cock, slave,” Derrick said.

I gasped as he swung the crop across my
bottom again.

Then I seized the thick cock I the fingers of
both hands, and went to work. I licked lightly at the head, at the
underside, then licked up and down along the head like it was an
ice cream cone. I licked downwards, sucking on his balls as my
fingers caressed the shaft and head, then licked up and kissed the
head before taking it into my mouth.

“Too much hand, not enough mouth,” Derrick
said.

He reached around me and gripped my wrists,
pulling them back behind my back, then, before I could react, they
were locked together. Again I felt a hot, wild surge of heat,
excitement and sensation, as Jared pulled down on the leash and I
sucked his cock deeper into my mouth.

My bottom was kind of wriggling and rolling
against the buzzing of the vibrator. My pussy was spasming and
squeezing down around the thick dildo part of it, and a dark hunger
had filled my mind and suffused my body in crackling sexual
electricity.

I moaned helplessly as I felt a finger at my
ass, felt it pushing into me, lubed up with something, pushing and
twisting, working in and out as I sucked Jared's cock. A second
finger pushed into me, then something else, a dildo or butt-plug. I
didn't know which as I slid my lips down deep and took the thick
black cock into my throat.

His hands pushed down on my head, and reached
down to fondle and grope my breasts, while Derrick worked the dildo
deeper into my ass, and slapped my buttocks, calling me a slut and
a slave.

Then, with me so hot I was sweltering, and
ready to come at any second, he pulled the dildo with its vibrator
hook out of me.

I yelped soundlessly into Jared's cock as he
began to strike me with the tip of the crop, slapping the flat
little leather tip up into my clit again and again and again until
the pain pushed the wild heat back and my hips jerked and twisted
in a frantic effort to get away.

He stopped hitting me, and then I felt him
pushing against me, felt his cock spreading me open and sliding
into me. I cried out as it drove deep, a wild heat sweeping through
me again at having two guys inside me at the same time. I bobbed my
lips willingly on Jared's cock as Derrick fucked me hard and fast,
and both of them groped and slapped my breasts while pinching and
pulling at my nipples.

I was on the edge of a massive climax when
Derrick pulled out of me. Jared jerked on my hair and I cried out
in pain as he pulled me up and forward, forcing me to straddle him.
My knees pressed into the soft cushions on either side of him, and
I felt the slick head of his cock against my throbbing opening.

I sank down with a shuddering cry of
pleasure, impaling myself on his thick cock, half falling against
him as he seized my breasts to suck and chew. Then I felt something
else, Derrick's cock pushing against my back opening. I felt a
sense of incredulity, of shock, and then as he pushed int, the
climax swept through me and I screamed in helpless pleasure,
writhing and twisting and bucking in animal heat.

I was so mind blasted I collapsed, unable to
move for a couple of long minutes. But they didn't seem to mind. I
was impaled on Jared, while Derrick was working his cock in and out
of my ass, pushing deeper, working me open. By the time he was
ready so was I, and Jared seized my nipples, pinching them, and
pulling upwards to get me to rise, then down to get me to drop
back. I rode his cock as Derrick fucked me in the ass, and feeling
two cocks inside me was... indescribable.

Multiple orgasms assailed me, and I thrashed
and ground and bucked and cried out in like a slut, like a mindless
sexual animal without control. But then, I didn't need to have any
control. They were in control, and I was just... their sex toy,
their slave girl, their sex slave.

But if this was what being a sex slave meant,
what girl wouldn't want it?

They took their time, and sometimes held me
back when I would ride up and down on Jared more desperately. They
drove me crazy with lust, and made me beg for every climax. It was
a total immersion experience in being powerless, and being
controlled by someone else, and God help me but it made my mind and
body burn.

* * *

Needless to say, I had to tone down
everything in my thesis to make it seem as dry and academic as I
could. Given the subject matter, and my own … attachment... to it,
that wasn't easy. But I flattered myself in thinking I had given a
pretty good accounting of the cause of abnormal sexuality in women,
and their craving for domination and submission. It was accepted,
at least, and so I got my doctorate.

I set up shop as a psychologist, a therapist
specializing in sexual dysfunction and fetishes, but I knew that my
view of sexuality had changed permanently. My view of what was
normal and healthy would never be the same, and in my private life,
I experimented more and more with bondage and submission, something
hard to keep out of my work at times.

I don't know that I have all the answers,
however much I might have put into my reports, but I do know that,
at least for me, the heat and excitement of being dominated has
grown out of nowhere and has taken over a sizable portion of my
life. And I wouldn't have ti any other way.
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