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I'm not sure where it came from, this
strange, squirmy feeling about being tied up, about being abused. I
can't remember a time when it didn't excite me. Even when I was
younger I would imagine myself being punished, spanked, and squirm
and squeeze my thighs together excitedly. Being tied up was just a
shocking addition, even if I had to pretend, and even before I
understood what it all meant it left me breathless.

The internet, of course, was a revelation,
and I would stare rapturously at the pictures, gape at the videos,
however fake most were, and masturbate like crazy as I imagined
myself being treated so outrageously, imagined myself being made a
prisoner, made a sex slave, controlled and dominated by a strong,
powerful, handsome man.

I come from a prominent family, however, in a
fairly small city deep in the bible belt. Believe me when I say I
knew full well how shocking such things would have been considered
had I ever let anyone know of my interest. There was simply no
acceptance of that sort of behavior, and in fact, very little
acceptance of any outward signs of sexuality from girls or women.
We were expected and required to be “good girls” which meant study
well, get good marks, behave, obey our betters and elders, and then
marry a proper young man.

And so I repressed all outwards signs of my
desires at a very early age. Only in my mind was I free to imagine
and explore the wicked nature of my desires. And, of course, on the
internet, as long as no one found out.

I graduated from high school a virgin, not
unlike a good number of my female friends. It was hard to tell,
since even those who had “experimented” didn't volunteer such
information very much, and would claim to still be virginal. I got
mediocre marks, to be honest. I just didn't have the drive to study
and work that hard. I never felt like I really cared about all that
stuff, and it wasn't like I expected I'd have to really work at
anything. My family weren't super rich, in the sense they had no
private jets or yachts or castles in England or anything, but they
were certainly well-off enough to take care of me indefinitely.

And there'd be money, no doubt, eventually,
when my grandparents and parents passed away, so I didn't really
need to worry about anything. That was good, because to be honest,
I didn't handle stress very well. I didn't like pressure, like the
pressure of studying and getting good marks. I dreaded exams. I was
much better at just standing around and looking pretty. I liked
that, liked being admired, being thought of as pretty. I liked
dressing in a way which made people look at me – though of course,
not in a revealing fashion.

I didn't want people to think poorly of me,
to think I was a slut, or something, didn't want them talking about
me behind my back, saying things that would inevitably get back to
my family, and I really cared what they thought of me.

My father was a strong-willed man who ran a
bank. He was tall, and broad shouldered, and had a deep voice which
had never had to be raised much to get me scrambling to obey when
younger. My mother was tall, as well, stern, a very religious woman
whose favorite expressions were bible quotes.

My older sister Charity was smart as a whip,
blonde as all get-out, blue eyed, tall – the perfect daughter. She
was in law school, while my older brother James was I medical
school.

They were all strong-willed people. Not I. In
fact, I often thought of myself as somehow adopted, for I was so
unlike everyone else. Oh, I had the same facial features, the same
delicate chin and small nose. There was no doubt of my lineage. But
I was short, barely reaching five feet when I stood so straight my
back creaked. I had light brown hair which was unremarkable, and
soft brown eyes my brother had compared to a beagle – and not in a
flattering way.

I had a pretty good body, though. I mean, I'm
short, but when I don't slouch I've got a nice figure, with high,
full breasts, a trim waist, slender hips and a nice little butt.
Compared to Charity, though, who could be so sophisticated and
glamorous I often felt like a little girl, or a boy!

So after I graduated from high school, well,
I didn't really know what to do. I didn't want to go to college,
and my parents didn't push me. They pushed my sister and brother,
but not me. What does that tell you about what they think of me?
They don't think I'm really capable of much, and I didn't disagree
with that unstated assessment.

My parents named me Modesty. What does that
tell you about the expectations of southern women? No one called me
Modesty, of course, except my parents. My brother and sister and
kids at school mostly called me Mod, which annoyed my parents
because it sounded like “Maude” and that wasn't a name they liked.
My brother James called me Mouse, as well, because I was small and
brown and quiet.

And, I guess, kind of mouse-like. I did have
a tendency to defer to them, and to other people. It wasn't that I
was afraid. I wasn't. I just didn't seem to care that much about
most of the things they wanted so badly, so if they cared so much,
well, why not let them have their way? It made perfect sense to me.
I didn't consider that being a mouse.

So anyway, after high school I was expected
to do something, not sit around the house all day. And so it was
either school or a job. My family had a lot of influence, and so
there was considerable discussion about what I wanted to do with my
life. I don't think they really cared all that much, though. I was
a pretty girl, even if short, so they just figured I'd marry some
man who would then take care of me. But until then, it was
necessary to do something so other people wouldn't wonder what I
was up to.

Couldn't have tongues wagging, you know.

As I expressed no particular interest in
anything, my parents decided that the perfect place for a mousy
little girl like me was in a library. It was a proper sort of job
for a young girl, and since the city ran libraries my father could
use his influence to get me hired – even though you normally needed
a university degree in library sciences to have even a chance.

You can imagine how that went over with the
people who worked there who HAD gone to all the trouble of getting
a degree, or even a masters. They resented me from the start, and
looked down on me as uneducated and incompetent, someone foisted
upon them. I didn't really care, and certainly my parents didn't. I
was given a job shelving books, and you know what, it's not that
complicated. I was somewhat amazed that people went to college,
sometimes for six years, to learn things like the Dewey decimal
system.

Of course, they knew a lot more. They sat at
their little desks and waited for someone to ask them a complicated
question about the early Roman period or Medieval art or Chaucer or
something like that. But mostly, people just wanted to know where
the bathrooms were, and where they could find this or that type of
book. And I mastered that pretty quickly.

I didn't get to sit at the desks, though. I
wasn't “competent” for that. I just mostly sorted and shelved
books. But that was okay. It was dull, monotonous work, but I liked
it. It didn't present any particular stress and I didn't have to
make a lot of decisions. That left my mind free to float, which was
the way I liked it.

* * *

There was something about the girl that
caught my eye. I didn't understand, at first. The first time I
looked in that direction I hadn't even noticed her. My eyes skimmed
over her like she was part of the furniture. Then I felt a sort of
nagging, like I'd forgotten something. Something was tugging at my
mind, and I didn't know what it was. I looked that way again, and
again my eyes passed over her. Nothing remarkable there, nothing
even of interest, really.

Except... when she looked up from the books
she was unloading, turned her eyes my way, saw me, and quickly
turned her face away.

What a pretty girl, I thought. A little
porcelain face under too-long bangs. I looked again, at her back.
Slender shoulders and hips, narrow waist, and a nice little ass.
She was short, petite, but from the side, up the aisle, she looked
like she was nicely built, with good sized tits under a thin beige
sweater.

I studied her, still not sure what I was
looking at. She was shorter than I liked, and younger. She was
barely out of her teens, if that. I watched her empty the cart and
straighten up. Again, from the side, those tits looked very nice.
She turned and again saw me, seemed to blush, and dropped her eyes.
I felt the corners of my lips pick up. Shy little thing, I thought,
as she pushed the cart along, head down, intent on going past
me.

I put my foot out, stopping the cart, and she
looked up at me, startled.

“Hi,” I said.

She stared at me as if not sure how to react.
I wondered how many people talked to her during the day.

“I'm looking for psychology,” I said.

“It's on the second floor, over there,” she
said, turning, pointing, not really looking at me. She seemed
flustered, and dropped her eyes again, and something stirred in my
groin.

She had a little name tag on the left side of
her chest.

“Modesty,” I said with a smile. “Is that a
name of a requirement.”

She looked up at me, eyes uncertain. I didn't
get the idea she was stupid so much as she didn't know what to say.
Had she been hiding in a basement all her life or something? She
didn't seem much on social interaction. She didn't seem at all
frightened or intimidated so much as, I don't know, annoyed. No,
that wasn't it. Flustered, would be better. I've seen women
flustered around me before, of course. I am, thought I suppose it's
not “modest” to say so, considered pretty good looking. I'm tall,
well built, and I make sure my body body is fit, maybe even overly
fit.

But I think it's more than just that. I know
what I want. I'm direct, and I act like I think a man should. That
doesn't mean I'm not polite, but I shy away from nothing.

“How old are you, Modesty?” I asked
bluntly.

It wasn't a polite question to ask a woman,
except that she was too young to be offended by that. It was far
too direct to ask a woman – girl – you didn't even know, though,
and I asked it because I wanted to see how she'd react to such
rudeness. I was still only kind of curious, not sure what I had
found here.

Almost any young woman would have frowned and
demanded to know why I was asking.

“Twenty,” she said in a soft voice.

“Twenty,” I said.

I reached out, again almost as an experiment,
and used my fingers to brush some of those long brown bangs away
from her eyes. She looked up at me, startled.

“I read a book, actually more of a graphic
novel, about a girl named Twenty once. It was quite an interesting
book. She was quite an interesting young lady. Ever hear of
it?”

She jerked her head from side to side.

“The name of the author was Eric Von Gotha.
Look him up.”

I slid a finger down across her pert little
lips, and then walked away.

I knew where to find her, after all.

* * *

People don't usually notice me a lot, which
is the way I liked it. I was aware of my own failings, my own
incompetence if you will, and lack of education, compared to the
other members of the staff. They never let me forget it either. I
usually wore something brown or beige, and blended in with the
surroundings. I was uncomfortable being asked questions, for I was
afraid, unless it was the obvious, like the locations of toilets or
something, that I wouldn't know the answer.

When I looked up and saw a man watching me I
felt uneasy, and when he stopped me I was even more uncomfortable.
What did he want anyway? He was older, maybe thirty or more,
well-built, with broad shoulders. And he was very pretty! I mean,
really handsome! He was handsome enough to make me tongue tied,
even though he was, you know, older.

I was confused by the way he behaved. He
didn't act like any of the guys I had known, most of whom, to be
honest with you, bored me to tears. That was one of the reasons I
hadn't ever had a long term boyfriend. I wasn't a virgin any more.
I had used the year or so since I'd graduated from high school to
let myself be seduced by a few men. The experiences had not been
terribly exciting. I had lain back and let them do what they
wanted, waiting for that wild excitement the books told of, but
nothing really happened, nothing much anyway.

I did feel a little something, like a little
tingling of something like electricity running over my skin, but it
wasn't strong enough. I felt awkward, embarrassed, confused,
uncertain, and inadequate. All the things I hated feeling. And if
there was anything they were doing that was supposed to arouse me
those feelings were to prevalent for anything to happen. I did as
directed, and it didn't require a lot, really but laying there and
letting them put themselves into me.

I was not a physical virgin, by the way. I
had found a lot of things to slide into my pussy over the years,
though I had never dared buy any of the sex toys I saw on the
internet. Where would I have them delivered? How would I keep them
from being discovered? Imagine the humiliation if the maid found
it, or my mother!

I was excited enough for my pussy to be a
little moist, anyway, and so it wasn't really painful or anything,
just... kind of … gross, really. I was stressed out the whole
thing, sure my lovers would find my lack of expertise inadequate to
their needs, that they wouldn't think much of me, that I wasn't
doing things right. Anyway, I didn't really enjoy any of my
experiences, and stopped trying. I moved through life rather
quietly, and rather meekly, wary of social faux pas and
mistakes.

Shelving books was actually rather a good job
for me, as it was simple, kept my mind working a little, and didn't
involve any real worries, stress or pressure. Running into that odd
man had disturbed the equilibrium of my peaceful work life, and the
encounter stayed on my mind for some time. Of course I looked up
the author he'd mentioned, but the library had never heard of
him.

I took the bus home, after work, walking the
last few blocks to home. We lived in a very nice nice neighborhood
with a lot of old trees, and yards which people, or their
gardeners, spent a lot of time and effort on. It was really quite
pretty walking, and I often wondered why so few people did? There
were no sidewalks, but then, there was little traffic either.
People were also so so eager to get from place to place they never
slowed down to look around them.

I got in, and my mother gave me her usual
quick inspection, which, I believe, was merely to ensure I hadn't
looked disreputable in some way which would reflect badly on the
family. She informed me what we would be eating for dinner, and I
went up to my room. There I changed out of my work clothes, into a
loose skirt and loose top, then sat down at my computer and went on
the internet.

Erich Von Gotha was not difficult to find,
and I looked at samples of his work with a sense of breathlessness.
Twenty was a story about a young woman who engaged in the most
shocking and depraved sexual practices! There were drawings of her
doing things I had never even imagined! She had public sex in any
number of places, with any number of men and women, and then, to
cap things off, she was tied up, and whipped and otherwise abused,
all the while thoroughly enjoying it!

The picture of her being led along by a
leash, naked, hit my stomach like a blow! It was so utterly erotic!
The public sex thing was wild, but not something which caught my
imagination. But the sordid, dark discipline made my lower belly
moist and heavy and caused my breathing to become short and
rapid.

What was more, other graphic novels by the
same author put even more emphasis on bondage and discipline, on
slave girls being trained by their masters. Leashed women at
everyone's disposal! It was deliciously exotic, arousing, and
thrilling!

Of course, it was also shockingly
embarrassing that the man who had spoken to me had thought of such
things, and then had the audacity to reference them to me! Did he
not think I'd look the name up!? Of course, men could be that way,
crude and insulting to your face, fearing no consequences. And so
really, what did he have to fear for a simple reference he knew I
would not understand until hours later? I would probably never see
him again in my life, so it was simply a sly little way to show me
what he was thinking, the pervert!

I read all of Von Gotha's graphic novels,
masturbating frequently to them, and it shifted my thoughts, my
fantasies, my exotic sexual images and desires, because while they
were so close to what I thought of, they were far more – fleshed
out – if you'll excuse the pun. I had never imagined much of what
they showed, and it left me feeling terribly unsatisfied that I
likely never would.

That brief excitement was the high point of
my week, and I went back to shelving books, and my quiet life. But
the images implanted in my head by Von Gotha's pictures and stories
remained with me, and filled my thoughts whenever I masturbated –
which was often.

* * *

I had occasion to return to the library two
weeks later. I didn't go in order to see the little mouse I'd run
into the last time, but I did keep it in mind in ensuring I went on
the same day and roughly the same time. And apparently she was a
creature of habit, for she was in somewhat roughly the same
location doing the same task. She was even wearing the same clothes
– no, the skirt was a darker shade of brown.

I didn't want to scare her off, nor did I
want her running and yelling to security in fear of some mad
stalker. I wasn't sure she had even bothered to look up Von Gotha
and so get the reference I made. Maybe she wouldn't even remember
me at all. I sat down and picked up a book to read, and waited for
her to work her way down. She didn't look around much at people,
though, and didn't notice me. Irritating girl.

I put the book back, then considered. There
were signs telling patrons not re-shelf their own books. I went to
the catalog computer and looked up a few names, then plucked one
from a shelf and found the girl again.

“Would you re-shelf this for me, please,
miss?”

She looked up with that same startled,
fawn-like gaze, and I could see the recognition in her face even as
it darkened. I was prepared for anger or alarm, but what I saw was
a sort of confusion and hesitation. She reached for the book
automatically, but I didn't let it go.

“Have you ever read it? It's called, the Good
Girl.”

She shook her head mutely.

“Are you a good girl?” I asked in a light
tone.

She stared at me.

“Modesty?”

“Yes,” she said, the words barely
audible.

“Come here a moment,” I said.

I jerked my head rather peremptorily towards
another aisle, one which was much more private. She hesitated for a
long moment, then meekly followed. Once out of view of others I
turned and she stopped, eyes even wider.

I slid my fingers through those thick bangs,
then back through her hair, tightening it behind her neck, then
pulled her head gently but firmly up and back. Her eyes, if
anything got wider, and I leaned in and kissed her gently on the
lips.

Then I let her go, but took her hand. Such a
small, delicate, soft little hand, and turned it over, taking out
my pen. I wrote my number on her wrist, then walked away.

* * *

It took me several days to decide to call
him, to work up the courage to call him, though even then I had no
idea what, if anything, would come of it. I was afraid, stressed
out, filled with anxiety about doing or saying something wrong,
being seen by him as unworthy, having him laugh at me, dismiss me,
be disappointed in me, turn up his nose at me.

I called from my room, heart thumping, waited
through one stressful ring after another, almost ready to give up
and slam the phone down, when it answered.

“Hello,” his voice said.

“H-Hello,” I gulped.

There was a long pause.

“Well, I already said hello,” he said dryly.
“So I really don't have much more to contribute to this
conversation until you tell me who you are and what you want.”

“It's uhm, Modesty,” I said, face heating up,
“From the library.”

“Well, well, the little brown haired girl,”
he said in some amusement. “Where can I pick you up, Modesty?

Pick me up!? I wasn't ready for that!

“Suppose we go for a walk along the river,”
he said, “Piles of people there jogging, roller blading, bicycling
and the like. And it's a lovely view.”

“I uhm...”

“In an hour, at the Northfield gazebo.”

And then he hung up! I gaped at the phone in
my hand, my head whirling. What could I do? What should I do? I
paced back and forth in an agony of indecision, but I really had
very little time. I didn't like having to make decisions quickly! I
didn't like it at all! Especially important ones! But I had no
time!

I quickly dressed, but in very casual
clothes, and hurried out. I had to take a cab to get there on time,
and luckily, my family were busy and didn't see me leave.
Otherwise, since I rarely went out in the evenings, there'd have
been far too many questions for me to answer.

The Northfield Gazebo was a large, open air
gazebo on a sort of lookout point on the cliff over the river. It
had benches and native art and amazing views of the river. Paved
trails ran down along the cliff on either side, and there was a
path down to the river itself and the board walk there. It was a
popular place. It certainly wasn't a place to meet someone if you
had plans to do nasty things to them, I thought with some sense of
assurance.

And just as importantly, we could be alone,
that is, away from people, so that if he said something rude, or I
made some dumb mistake or fumbled with my words, nobody else would
be around to stare or laugh at me.

I paced back and forth, looking out at the
view, but mostly watching everyone around me, looking for him,
waiting for him. He was late, and I began to wonder if he was just
having a joke on me, sending me here while sitting at home laughing
at the silly little mouse-like girl.

And then there he was, not in a suit and tie
this time, but a stylish white and black shirt which showed a lean,
muscular frame. His hair was longer than my father would have
approved of, but it looked nice on him. He seemed to spot me right
away, and walked straight towards me as my heart pounded.

“Do your friends call you Modesty?” he
asked.

“Uhm, mostly Mod,” I said.

“Mod it is.”

And then he put his arm across my shoulders
and guided me out of the gazebo and along the path next to the
river.

“So did you look up Von Gotha?” he asked.

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Was quite rude of me to make such a
reference, wasn't it. I mean, a sweet, modest young thing like you
has no business thinking about such nasty things. Right?”

I could feel his eyes on me but stared resolutely ahead,
uncomfortable with his close touch but not wanting to offend him or
cause a scene or anything by pulling away.

“The moment I saw you in the library I
thought to myself that you were a girl who was being overlooked in
life,” he said. “And quite undeservedly so. You're lovely and
sweet, and yet you aren't shining the way you ought to.”

“I don't... shine,” I said
self-consciously.

He was talking about my sister, not me! I
wasn't an extroverted person. Far from it!

“So, modest just like your name?

I shrugged uncomfortably.

“And what do you plan on doing with your
life?

I shrugged helplessly. I had no idea.

We came to a parting in the path.

“Which way would you like?”

I shrugged again. “I don't care,” I said,
thinking I had to say something.

He led us towards the lower path which led
down to the river.

“I'm a bit of an unusual man,” he said. “I
have strangely old fashioned views of women. I think they're there
to be taken care of, to be admired, to be guided and
protected.”

The path went down, then turned abruptly,
going down again in the other direction. We were briefly alone, and
I felt his arm shift on my shoulder, his hand grasping the hair
behind my head. I felt my head lifted up and back as he turned
towards me, and then he kissed me again, as he had at the library.
This kiss was much longer, and harder, though. His lips pressed
softly against mine, but then seemed to melt against me, and forced
mine open as his tongue slid lightly inside.

At the same time I felt his other hand
briefly cup and squeeze my left breast through my sweater, raising
a shock of alarm within me.

Then he pulled back and put his arm back
across my shoulders, leading us further along the path to the next
turn, then around again and down onto the board walk.

“You're an extremely pretty girl, Mod,” he
said. “And seem very much like your name, modest, soft-spoken,
sweet to the taste.”

He grinned at me. “But you don't seem to know
where you're going in life or what you want with it. Am I
right?”

I shrugged.

“Tell me about yourself.”

I squirmed mentally. “There isn't really much
to tell,” I said helplessly.

“What have you done in life? College? Trips
abroad? Peace corps?”

I snorted in rueful amusement. “No, I'm
just... a mouse, like my brother says. I just work at the library.
I don't want to go to college.”

“You want to work in a library for the rest
of your life?”

I shrugged.

“Don't do that again.”

I stared at him in surprise.

“No more shrugging. Say yes, or no, or I
don't know. No shrugging.”

He said the words firmly, and I a friendly
tone, but he meant it, and I almost shrugged automatically.

“Do you like dancing?”

“No.”

“What about art? Any artistic
inclinations?”

“No, not that I can think of.”

“Would you like to travel and see the
world?”

“Not really,” I said. “I like... I like to
know where I...”

I stopped.

“Go ahead. Continue.”

“I... like having my room, my house, knowing
where everything is, being...”

“Feeling secure in your little nest.”

“Kind of,” I said, dropping my eyes.

“You are an insecure girl, aren't you.”

It wasn't a question, and I shrugged.

“I said not to shrug,” he said.

“Sorry,” I said automatically.

“Tell me about your brother.”

I did, and then he insisted on my relating
all I knew about my parents, my sister, and anyone else in my life.
After my family, there really wasn't anyone important. He asked me
about politics, of which I was in complete ignorance, religion,
which I was ambivalent about, what I liked on television, what
music I liked, what books I read.

“You have a very small world,” he said.

“I like it that way,” I said with a
shrug.

“You shrugged again.”

I gave a little half laugh. “It's
instinctive.”

“We need to change that. It's not
ladylike.”

“Maybe I'm not that much of a lady.”

“Had a lot of boyfriends?”

I blushed a little as the subject got
uncomfortable. “Not really.”

He dropped his arm across my shoulder –
again. He did it often. I was getting used to it now, though it
still made me a little uncomfortable.

“You said your mother is very religious. I
presume her view of dating is pretty conservative.”

“Very,” I said.

“Think you'll be a virgin till marriage?”

I blushed. “Who says I'm a virgin,” I
said.

“Are you?”

I blushed even more. “No.”

“That's good. But I doubt you have much
experience, coming from that family, and being as shy as you
are.”

“I'm not... shy exactly,” I said, blushing
uncomfortably.

“You're not great around people. I get
that.”

“It's just... I never know... people are so
different. You can say something, and suddenly they're all
upset.”

His arm slid back, and his hand gripped the
hair behind my head again. As before, he firmly tilted my head up
and back, then kissed me. There was no one in sight, so it didn't
really bother me, but when his hand stroked over my breast and gave
it a squeeze I felt a wild dark thrill of heat combined with a
shock of alarm that someone might come and see. His hand didn't
stay very long, though, nor did he hold my hair long.

I stared up at him anxiously as he looked out
at the water, his arms away from me.

“Why do you do that?”

He turned to look down at me. “What?”

Grab my hair like that.”

“You're short. It's easier to kiss you by
pulling your head up and back.”

“But...”

“And I want to see how you react to it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Most girls would get angry, indignant, maybe
even physically resist. You don't resist.”

“Well... I uhm.”

“Come. Let's walk.”

We'd been sitting. Now we stood up and walked
along. My head only came to his armpit, and he draped his arm
across my shoulders again.

He was silent for a long minute, then we
passed a small alcove and he guided us into it. I turned and he
leaned over me, gripping my head, my face in his big hands. He
tilted it back gently, but firmly, and kissed me the same way. I
put my hands on his shoulders, and his kiss became firmer. His body
eased me back against the fence, and his tongue pushed deeper into
my mouth. I felt breathless and gasped as he jerked my head higher,
forcing me onto the balls of my feet.

He let go of my cheeks, and his arms slid
down behind me, around me, his hands stroking my back as he
continued to kiss me. I was blushing deeply, mostly afraid people
would walk by and see. But I was reassured that his body mostly hid
me from view. Then his hands slid down onto my bottom and squeezed
and rubbed it through my skirt, and I felt a hot rush of excitement
and confusion fill my chest and belly.

He drew back abruptly, so that I stumbled,
gasping, and then, taking my hand, led me back onto the bath, and
back up towards the street. He was an architect, he said. He'd gone
to school in New England, worked in a big office in New York, then
moved and set up his own smaller practice.

“I don't like taking orders,” he said. “I
like to be my own boss.”

He led me along the upper path to a small
parking area, and then up to a black sedan, a Mercedes. Opening the
door, he guided me inside, and I only hesitated a moment before
slipping into the soft, warm confines of the car. He closed the
door, and walked around to the drivers side.

I know people might wonder, but I didn't feel
any risk or threat or anything from him. Almost from the start he
had been a reassuring presence, someone I felt instinctively
comfortable with. And there were few such people in my history.

I didn't really know where we were going. At
first, I thought he was driving me home. I didn't really know the
way, and he hadn't asked me where I lived. We weren't terribly far
from my house, though, not in driving distance, when he turned
instead down a paved driveway, with tall hedges on either side.

The double garage door of a blue and white
bungalow slid up. It was quite nice looking bungalow, and the
garage was tiled and spotless as the Mercedes slid in next to a
large SUV. The garage door closed behind us and he got out, came
around to the passenger door and opened it. I got out, and he led
me, again with the arm across my shoulders, to the door into the
house.

“I designed this place five years ago,” he
said.

The house was much bigger on the inside than
I had expected. It was built into the side of a hill, so that
rather than one floor, it actually had two, plus an attic. The back
yard, which was large, backed onto the conservation area, and it
had high hedges all around. It was entirely private, and I was
instantly in love with it.

There was a pond at one end, probably twenty
five feet or more across. A hill had been built up at one end, and
a water fall ten feet high spilled down into the pond. There was
also a stream which meandered across the yard, crossed by a stone
bridge, which spilled into the pond. There were a number of trees,
bushes and plants about, and it just looked like a paradise.

He kissed me again, his hands going around
me, sliding down my back. But this time they gripped the bottom of
my sweater, and sliding up, drew it with them. I didn't realize
what he was doing until my sweater was almost over my breasts, and
then, given my uncertainty about what to do, how to respond, he had
pulled it higher, lifting my arms up to peel it up and off over my
head.
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I froze completely, my heart pounding, my
pulse racing in my throat as he casually undid the clasp at the
side of my skirt, and it dropped around my ankles.

“Step forward,” he said, pulling on my
arm.

Breathless, I did as he bade, and had me take
off my shoes. Meanwhile he unclipped my bra and removed it.

Again I was hit by a shock-wave of emotions.
My arms quickly jerked up across my breasts, my face flaming with
embarrassment, but he shook his head sternly.

“Arms down,” he said, in a tone which brooked
no refusal.

Blushing furiously, I dropped my arms, and he
gripped my hair, pulling my head up and back again.

“Lovely,” he said. “I don't want any
slouching, Modesty. Nor, for that matter, do I want any
modesty.”

He put his arm across my bare shoulders and
led me over to the pond, wearing nothing but my panties. I had no
idea what to do! Inside, my mind was spinning like a top! I was
embarrassed, anxious, and mostly, concerned about doing the wrong
thing.

He sat down on a stone bench next to the
pond, and, this close, I saw there were stairs leading down into
it. It was an artificial pond, but also, evidently, for
swimming.

He sat down on the bench, though, and then
pulled me down as well, so I was sitting across his lap.

I looked away uncomfortably, heart pounding,
gasping as his hand stroked my breast.

“You have gorgeous breasts,” he murmured.

My breasts throbbed, my nipples desperately
erect as his fingers flicked them lightly.

He jerked back on my hair, stronger, harder
than he had before, and I gasped, hands jerking up.

“Hands at your sides,” he barked.

I dropped them, heart pounding, and he bent
to lick lightly, to kiss gently, to nibble at my exposed throat,
and down along the nape of my neck. As he did so his free hand
kneaded my breast, then began to pinch the nipple, tugging at it,
twisting it, making me gasp and squirm in discomfort.

His head dropped lower, and I felt a hot
surge of excitement as his mouth too my nipple into it and began to
suck. His tongue swirled around it and over it as his teeth bit
lightly into the soft flesh of my breast.

Then his hand slid down my shivering belly
and into my panties. I let out a helpless cry of shock as his
fingers found my narrow sex, found my swollen clit, and rubbed
casually across it. I squirmed and twisted, almost instinctively,
both embarrassed by his touch, and shocked by the powerful
sensations it raised.

He pulled my head back sharply.

“Stop squirming,” he ordered.

I stopped, gasping, moaning, back arched
almost painfully now, my head almost upside down, staring at sky
behind me. My chest was tight, my stomach fluttering, and my
pussy... ohmygod!

His hand moved up and down my body, kneading
my breasts, caressing my thighs, inner and outer, then I felt my
panties being jerked down under my buttocks, down my legs...
off.

I was naked!

His hand moved across my body gently,
exploring, but not afraid to squeeze hard where he wanted. All the
while he kept a hold of my hair, holding me in place, holding me in
position. I couldn't really do anything, but that, in way, was a
relief. I wasn't expected to do anything. He didn't want me to
move. That was reassuring. I let him do what he wanted, even when
his finger probed and then penetrated me, and began to slide in and
out.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

I obeyed breathlessly, and two fingers, maybe
three, yes, three, pushed deep into my rapidly moistening puss. At
the same time, his thumb stroked across my clit, and my hips began
to grind in helpless response. I was half laying back because of
the way my head was tilted, and my legs began to jerk up and down
as his fingers plunged into me.

My head was still spinning, and the sexual
heat was pulsing within me to a degree I had never known.

Then he stopped. His hand came away, and he
released my hair, pushing on my upper back so that I was sitting
upright once more, dizzily staring down at him as he kissed me
lightly.

“Get on your knees,” he said.

Heart pounding, I eased down onto my knees on
the stone before him, staring at him, staring at his groin,
blushing again, feeling very small.

“Spread your legs wider, and straighten your
back. Put your hands on your outer thighs, palms up.”

I didn't understand, but I obeyed. It seemed
the natural thing to do. I knew little, and he knew, obviously,
much. He was older, wiser, stronger, both physically and mentally.
My face was red under his gaze.

“Odd that such an innocent young girl shaves
all her pubic hair off,” he said, examining my sex.

I squirmed mentally, and my knees moved
marginally closer together.

“Legs apart,” he ordered firmly, and yes, it
was an order.

I obeyed.

“They should be so wide the tendons in your
inner thighs ache and strain.

I gulped and pushed them just a little
wider.

“When did you start shaving your pussy?”

“I-I-I... don't know,” I gulped
frantically.

He glowered at me. “How long?”

“I uhm, a few years.”

“Why? A boyfriend prefer it that way?”

“No, I... it seemed... the pictures and uhm,
the videos I saw, they all.. they all shaved their... hair.”

“But who was to see except you?”

I almost shrugged. “No one,” I said in a
small voice.

“Put your fingers on the lips of your sex,
and spread them open for me.”

My eyes widened, and I felt a jolt. I didn't
want to! But at the same time the heat throbbed within me. So
nasty! So dirty!

I obeyed, fingers shaking a bit.

“Wider.”

I gulped and stretched my sex lips apart,
feeling overwhelmed by it all.

“Lay back.”

I lay back gratefully, at first, but then he
ordered me to put my feet flat on the ground and spread my knees
wide apart. I blushed even more deeply, staring up at him.

“Spread your pussy open again.”

I obeyed again, feeling horrifically
obscene.

“I think you are quite wet, little girl.
Slide your finger in there and let me see.”

Why was I obeying?! I didn't know! I didn't
want to do this. It was shockingly obscene and humiliating to
display yourself like this. It was worse even then going to the
gynecologist, and she was a woman!

But I slid my finger into my warm, moist
opening, dipping it really.

“Deeper.”

Chest fluttering, I pushed my finger deeper,
and then deeper still.

“Pull it out and show me.”

I obeyed, face burning. My finger was
slick.

“Put it back in.”

Again I obeyed.

“Add a second finger.”

A small whimper of denial escaped me, but I
did it, sliding two fingers into my pussy.

“Now place the middle and index finger of
your left hand against the top of your pussy, over your clit.”

I did so, trembling with anxiety, trembling
with heat, feeling buffeted by the wildness of these events. I
preferred my life to be quiet, peaceful and without anything that
was emotionally upsetting or stressful. This was all that and
more!

“Rub your finger up and down there.”

I obeyed again, and gasped in shock both at
the physical sensation and the realization of what I was doing.

I jerked my hands away.

“Did I tell you to stop?” he demanded in a
cold voice.

“But I – .”

“Put your fingers back in place now,” he
growled.

I did so, trembling even more, though not so
much in fear as in... anxiety. I was squirming mentally, horribly
embarrassed at doing what he wanted, but afraid of rejection of I
refused. And yes, there was that wall of dark heat and arousal
swirling around my mind to add to the stress and uncertainty.

I obeyed, and my fingers rubbed up and down
against my clit as he looked on. It was humiliating! I felt tears
well up in my eyes, which blinked rapidly as I rubbed. But the
sensations coming from down there were growing more and more
powerful, sweeping over my body like a crackle of hot electricity.
And his attitude, his calmness, helped calm me. He was taking it so
casually and so naturally that my intense discomfort and
embarrassment began to seep away.

The sensation were making it impossible to
keep still. My hips began to rise up and down, grinding against my
fingers, and my breathing grew more and more ragged. Heat swept
through me and around me, and the deepening need and arousal swept
everything else out of my care.

It wasn't just the physical sensations, of
course, it was the emotional shock-wave of doing this in front of
him, in front of anyone.

“Stop.”

I moaned, hips grinding.

“Stop!”

I halted, gasping, staring up at him.

Hands apart, on your outer thighs.

Gulping in air, I obeyed, my hands shaking as
I looked up at him.

“Have you ever masturbated in front of a man
before?”

A jolt hit me.

“N-No,” I whimpered.

“Say it out loud.”

“No!”

“No what?”

My face, already flushed, heated further.

“No, I … never masturbated in front of
anyone,” I gasped in a choked voice.

“How often do you masturbate?”

Such outrageous questions!

“I-I don't know,” I moaned.

“Every day?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“More than once?”

“S-sometimes.”

“Is this how you masturbate? Do you
masturbate in different positions?”

My face felt as though it would burn off!

“Answer me.”

“I... sometimes,” gulped.

“What other positions do you masturbate
in?”

“S-sometimes on my side?” I gulped.

“And?”

“I-I – .”

I gulped in air.

“I.. sometimes on my stomach.”

“Get on your stomach. Show me.”

Oh my God!

“Now!”

I rolled onto my stomach, feeling my breasts
pillowing against the hard, warm stone, then I raised my bottom and
slid my arms down between my legs.

“Do it,” he said.

I rubbed at my clit, while he stared from
behind.

“Any other positions?”

“S-Sometimes bent over... against the
counter... in the bathroom...” I gulped.

“Stop. Kneel before me again.”

Panting, a sheen of perspiration covering me
now, I sat up, almost reluctant to stop touching myself now. I
knelt in front of him the way he wanted me to, and he looked down
at me.

“You're an obedient thing,” he said. “I like
that in a girl.”

He stood up, and his hand descended, his
fingers stroking my hair, almost petting me.

“Wait here. Don't move.”

He walked back to the house and disappeared
inside, and I knelt there, eyes wide, still overheated, from inside
and out. I rolled my eyes towards the tall hedges, worried someone
might be hiding there, looking. God! If someone saw me like
this...!

What was I doing here anyway?! Was I insane!?
I was outside and naked and doing the most shocking, wicked things!
I masturbated in front of him! Right outside! Naked!

I should grab my things, get dressed, and run out. I stared at my
clothes longingly, almost feeling a pull towards them.

Then he emerged from the house, walking
towards me. He had something in his hand but I couldn't make it out
and – Oh My God! It was a collar!

“Do you remember the scene where Twenty is
given a collar, and then led along with a leash?” he asked.

I stared at the collar. It seemed
unremarkable, other than that it WAS a collar. It was leather,
studded, and the sight of it made me ache between the legs in a way
I'd never felt. He calmly moved behind me, and slid the collar
around my neck. He pulled it in tight, loosened it a little, then
buckled it behind my neck. I was dazed by the feel of it, by the
knowledge I had a collar around my throat. I was naked, and had a
collar around my throat!

Then he dangled the leash before my eyes. I
hadn't seen it, but my eyes grew even wider at the sight. He bent
down and clipped it to the back of the collar, and I started to
rise.

“Kneel!” he barked in a stern tone.

I jerked back into place.

“You do not move without my permission. You
were told not to move, were you not?”

“Y-Yes!” I gulped.

“Then why did you?”

“I-I'm sorry!” I gulped.

“Disobedience requires punishment. I went you
to turn and bend, put your chest and face on the ground and raise
your bottom high.

My mind was buffeted by emotions and my body
burned with heat as I obeyed, pressing my swollen breasts against
the stone again.

“Arms ahead of you. Look straight ahead.
Knees together.”

I carried out his orders, finding it
difficult to breath because of the tightness in my chest.

“Are you sorry for disobeying my order?”

Why should I obey his order!? Really, the
thought was there but not at all serious.

“Yes,” I gulped.

“Do you deserve to be punished?”

“Y-Yes,” I squeaked.

“Then ask for it.”

I didn't understand. My mind wasn't working
properly. It was as though I were drunk or feverish. The wild,
swirling waves of emotion and heat made it impossible to think
straight.

“Ask for it,” he ordered.

“P-Please punish me,” I gulped.

I wasn't sure what he was going to do, but
having me put my bottom in the air made it fairly obvious he was
going to hit me there. I don't know why the idea didn't shock me.
Maybe his reference to Twenty, to Van Gotha, and all. But when the
blow fell, sharp, stinging, I cried out in shock and pain, but was
not really surprised.

I felt a line of heat across my buttocks,
then another as the blow struck a second time. A third time, and a
fourth, and I cried out, the pain clawing at my soft flesh. Another
blow, and another, with a soft crack! of something leathery
against my bottom.

“Now push yourself back onto all fours,” he
ordered calmly.

Trembling, I did, my breasts aching, and I
felt the tug on the collar from the leash.

It pulled as he walked, and I crawled
awkwardly across the stone, then onto the grass. I felt a sense of
relief in the soft grass as he walked slowly along. I crawled at
his heels, not really understanding what we were doing, or why, but
feeling an incredible heat roll through me at doing it.

He led me around the side of the yard,
pointing out the different bushes and plants and flowers, naming
them, My bottom was hot, flaming, but it couldn't distract me from
the heat between my legs as I crawled along on the leash.

He stopped suddenly, and jerked up and back
on the leash. I gurgled, forced up onto my knees.

“Sit on your heels as before,” he
ordered.

I sank down, knees spreading, hands going to
my thighs.

“You don't get out in the sun much, do you,
girl?”

I shook my head and got light slap to the
back of my head.

“Don't nod or shake your head. Answer
audibly.”

“N-No,” I gulped.

“Wait here. Do not move.”

I obeyed, staring at the flower before me,
big white snowball blooms covering it.

“Shouldn't be out with such pale skin in the
sun, not without sunscreen,” he said.

He squatted next to me with a bottle in his
hand, and squirted the liquid along my shoulders, then down my arms
and between my breasts. I started to move and his voice snapped at
me, ordering me back into position. He spread the oil over my body
with his own hand, being quite casual and efficient about it so far
as my back and shoulders and sides went, but his hands spending
more time working the oil into my breasts.

Then when he got down between my legs – Oh!
My! God! The sensation of his slippery warm fingers sliding across
my clit was so intense I couldn't keep still! I gurgled and ground
my hips and despite his repeated orders, including a sharp jerk on
my hair, I couldn't keep still. The sensations were too intense! I
was on the edge of a massive climax!

He made me kneel for punishment again, this
time with my legs spread wide. He kept me like that, breasts and
belly against the grass, back arched, bottom raised, knees wide,
for several minutes while I cooled down.

Then he continued, spreading oil over my
buttocks and down the backs of my thighs, down my legs and even
onto my bare feet. His hand returned to my bottom, and I shuddered
as his slippery fingers stroked across my rosebud, then prodded at
it, slowly sinking into me 'back there'.

“Have you ever been sodomized, girl?”

I jerked as if struck. “N-No!” I gasped.

“You will be. You have a gorgeous little ass,
simply gorgeous.”

His finger pushed deep into my ass, and my
eyes were wide and staring as I felt it twist and turn inside me. I
was amazed it hadn't hurt more, even with the slippery oil, and
when he added a second finger I felt the tightness of my sphincter
clamping down on them as he pumped them slowly in and out.

“Don't move,” he ordered.

He went back inside again, leaving me like
that, naked, legs spread, feeling the light breeze against my
naked, oiled pussy as it burned and throbbed with heat.

He returned, and I felt his fingers against
my ass again, then something pushed against me there, something
thicker, wider than his fingers, something – artificial. I gasped
and shuddered, my hips fighting to buck upwards, as it slowly
stretched my opening out, stretched it painfully wide. The thing
slid deeper, twisting from side to side, then deeper still. It
pulled back, then slid deeper, until I felt cramps inside me. Then
it felt as though my sphincter eased closed behind it.

“Legs together.”

Gulping in air, I jerked my knees together on
the grass, and this time the blow came from something very thin. It
stung! I jerked my head around and back to see he held very thin
crop of some kind. It had a handle big enough for his hand, and
then there was a very thin, hard... whatever... protruding from
it.

“Head forward,” he ordered.

I obeyed, and another blow followed. The
thing cut through the air with the sound of tearing paper, but
hardly made any sound as it struck my upraised bottom. The feel of
the blow was pretty light, too, lighter than the belt he had used
on me before. But oh how it stung! I cried out with every blow, the
heat growing more terrible so that tears filled my eyes.

Another blow followed, and another, and
another, and I sobbed in pain as my bottom flamed.

“Are you sorry for disobeying?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” I sobbed.

“Are you sorry for being bad?”

“Yeeess!” I whimpered.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm sorry for being bad!” I sobbed.

“Back on all fours.

I pushed myself slowly back up onto my hands
and knees, and he tugged on the leash, leading me along, his voice
back to normal as he informed about this or that plant, and what it
liked, and how long it had been there, and when it bloomed.

I sniffled and blinked away the tears, and
though my bottom stung, its importance began to slowly fade into
the background of the heat which surged up around me again. My
breasts felt heavy below me as I crawled along, swaying as I did,
the nipples uncomfortably hard, to the point I felt an almost
irresistible need to touch and squeeze them.

The thing he'd pushed into my bottom was an
ever-present sensation. It was thick and heavy inside my belly, and
I felt it moving as I moved, as if it was somehow burrowing deeper
and deeper into my belly. The thought was both alarming and
enthralling, and I felt my sex lips swollen out like the lips of a
kiss, delicately parted in anticipation of a kiss.

Why hadn't he put something in there!? I
really wanted something inside me there!

I had fallen into a sense of instinctive obedience to his orders,
to his wishes. I didn't question the wisdom or his right to give me
orders, no matter what they were. I might wince in anticipation,
but I knew I was going to do it, however reluctant, however
embarrassing. I didn't even think on why. I just knew I would, knew
I couldn't refuse him.

And I was so intensely aroused, more aroused
than I had ever been in my life. I couldn't breath normally,
couldn't keep my hands from shaking whenever they weren't on the
ground or pressed against something. I soooo wanted him to fuck me!
But I daren't ask!

Then, he led me, still crawling, into the
house. We walked down a narrow hall towards a den of some kind, and
my knees began to ache now on the hard wood. He had me stop and
spread my knees, and then he slid that crop thing in between my
thighs, and brought the thin shaft up against my sex. I shuddered
as it pushed between my pussy lips, and let out a strangled cry as
it slid against my throbbing, burning clit.

“Would you like to come, girl?”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped in a strangled voice.

“Beg for it.”

“P-Please may I come!?” I cried.

“Again.”

“Please may I come!”

“Again. Put more begging into it.”

“Please may I come! Please!”

It was horribly degrading, and a part of me
realized that, and winced at it, but I was so feverish with hunger
and lust that I didn't really care about anything else.

He pulled me forward then just inside, with
my knees gratefully on a thick rug, he pulled on the leash, raising
me up onto my knees. He turned me towards the edge of the door.

“Grab the doorknobs, and you can grind
yourself against the door and come,” he said.

Was he joking!?

Then again, the door was covered in plush
black leather with studded panels, as if soundproofed. I reached
for the handles as if in a daze, gripping them on both sides of the
door, bringing my chest against the edge just below where the bolt
pushed out. I don't know what I was really thinking about except
the intensity of the swollen need between my legs. But I grasped
the door handles for leverage, angled my lower body in, and pressed
my sex against it.

Oh God! The sensations poured through me! My
head flew back, my back arching, and I was helpless, grinding my
pussy frantically against the leather as the heat rolled over me in
massive waves! I cried out again and again as the orgasm hit,
losing my breath then as my thighs caught the door between them and
I ground myself desperately, gurgling and sobbing in maddened
animal heat.

The orgasm tore though me like a hurricane of
sensations. It went on and on, and the only thing which stopped it,
I think, was that I couldn't breath. I didn't think to breath, and
the automatic function which caused my body to breath in and out
without thought seemed overwhelmed by the storm of sensations
tearing through me. I didn't breath. My head swelled, pounded, my
eyes rolling back in my head.

And then my fingers slipped from the
doorknobs and I fell back heavily onto the rug, chest heaving,
finally, mouth wide, gasping for breath as I stared dazedly up at
the paneled ceiling.
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The den was nice. It was something like the
one in my house, actually, except the shelves and furniture here
were brown and black, where my own father's den held wine colored
leather furniture and the bookcases were cherry-wood. This room
also had cleaner, more modern lines. His desk was not the old
fashioned double pedestal of my father but a modern looking slab of
stone and glass.

I noticed none of this, at first. I lay on my
back, sprawled bonelessly, chest rising and falling as I regained
my breath and sanity. And then, slowly, I raised my head, then sat
up, looking around. I blushed to see him sitting behind the desk
watching me.

He reached down and snapped his fingers, and
I knew he wanted me there. Breathing still somewhat ragged, I
rolled onto my belly and then pushed myself back to all fours, then
crawled around the desk to him.

“Feel better?”

I nodded, then remembered. “Yes,” I gulped,
blushing.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for... for letting me... come,” I
said hesitantly, blushing even more deeply.

“I think you should start addressing me as
sir. Go ahead. Thank me again.”

“Thank you for letting me come, sir,” I said,
dropping my eyes, my face heating further.

“You're very wet between the legs aren't you,
girl,” he observed.

I squirmed mentally.

“I bet you've left your juices all the edge
of my door. Go back there and look.”

He stood up, reaching for my leash, then led
me, crawling, back to the door. I averted my eyes, embarrassed, but
he jerked on the leash, and I had to look, and see that indeed the
edge of the door was still kind of uhm, shiny.

“Clean it,” he ordered.

Clean it? I didn't understand what he wanted.
There were no cleaning supplies or tissues or...”

He grasped my hair behind my head, squatted
behind me, and pushed my face in against the edge of the door.

“Lick,” he growled, his breath warm against
my ear. “Lick!”

I licked. I squirmed again, mentally,
emotionally, squirmed in distaste, but then a strange sensation
seemed to come over me as he twisted my hair, as he pressed me
forward. I felt a shocking resurgence of the heat between my legs.
It was nowhere near what it was, but it was there, and growing.

“Lick,” he ordered.

I licked, harder, using more of my tongue,
tasting mostly leather, but... what was that other taste? I licked
up and down along the edge of the door as he held me tightly,
shocked at myself, at what he was making me do.

And then he released my hair and led me,
crawling, back to his chair.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I did.

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

Again I obeyed, and he squatted behind me. I
felt something sliding around my right wrist, felt it draw tight,
then slide around my left. It circled one, then the other, feeling
like fabric of some sort, soft, smooth, but firm as it closed
around my wrists and bound them immovably together.

“Try to pull loose.”

I tried, but couldn't. I jerked my head
around, and he didn't object as I pulled my arms out to the side,
staring at what looked like half a dozen loops of black rope
wrapped around my wrists, binding them, crossed, behind me.

“Face against the floor.”

I had to sort of fall forward onto my
shoulder, then straighten and raise my bottom.

“Legs spread.”

Again I obeyed. It was the natural thing to
do. And I felt a rising sense of excitement. Surely he was going to
do it now, going to fuck me! I could feel my insides squirming with
anticipation, feel the moisture of my pussy building to prepare
itself.

I let out a helpless moan as the crop slide
between my thighs and stroked back and forth across my clit.

“Nasty little girl,” he said.

He stroked it up and down, the smooth, narrow
shaft, sliding between my pussy lips, across my clit, making me
quiver with excitement and need.

He drew back, and I started to turn my
head.

“Face forward!” he barked.

I obeyed, listening anxiously. Was he finally
taking his clothes off!? It sounded like it!

He was going to do me! He was going to take
me hard and rough and show me what it felt like to be used like a
whore! To be pounded! To be mounted and ridden like... like a bitch
in heat!

I gasped as the crop or whatever it was
sliced into my buttocks with stinging force.

“Raise that ass higher,” he said. “Push your
knees forward. That's it. Present yourself. You know what you
want.”

I felt the chair's wheels rolling forward as
he sat down.

“Now let me see the dildo inside you. Push it
out. Go on. Squeeze down.”

I stared at the floor before me. He was back
behind me, invisible, and my breasts ached as I squashed them
against the rug. I squeezed my anal muscles down around the …
dildo... and tried to push it slowly out. At first nothing
happened. I kept trying, as if I was trying to go to the bathroom.
I felt myself slowly opening, slowly. The thing... dildo, pushed
slowly out of me, inch by slow inch. I felt him grasp it, pull it
slowly back, almost all the way out, then he pushed it forward
again, and I moaned as I felt the pressure, felt him force it
halfway in, then deeper, and then, it was like my body slowly
sucked the thing down deep inside me and my anal opening closed
behind it – almost.

I gasped as I felt him strike me there, some
sort of thin flat leather pad at the tip of the crop. He slapped me
again, rapidly, again and again. He was slapping so fast he
couldn't have been using his arm, only his wrist, and though it
didn't hurt – exactly – the sensation was very strange! And then it
did begin to sort of ache and sting as he continued and slapped
harder, and I moaned and started to wriggle on the floor.

He stopped, and I let out a helpless cry as
he gripped my hair behind my neck and then used it to pull me back
up onto my knees. He turned me around and I stared up at him. He
was entirely naked now, and he was … beautiful! His body was
thicker than I'd thought in the chest, but it was firm and smooth
and cut like a swimmer. He didn't have big muscles like on
weightlifters, but I could see the smooth, visible outline of his
pectoral and abdominal muscles beneath the tanned skin.

His cock was smooth, too, and shaved, and
hard, and thick and long and... and gorgeous! I stared at it
raptly, enthralled. I'd seen men naked before, but never like this,
never sticking out while I knelt before them. His legs were nice,
and his abdomen was firm and I felt myself wishing he would turn
around so I could see his ass.

“I'm going to teach you how to please me.
You're going to do exactly as you're told. Do you understand,
girl?”

I nodded, and he slapped my cheek, not
heavily, but it stung.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

He gripped the tip of his cock and lifted it
up so it was pressed along his abdomen and belly.

“Start with my balls. Mouth them softly, suck
lightly. I'll tell you harder or softer.”

That he was all smoothly shaved made it so
much nicer and easier and sexier! I opened my mouth wide and took
his balls into my mouth slowly, tentatively, wanting to please him.
I sucked, and then sucked harder as he instructed me. I moved my
mouth off, then on, sucking repeatedly, pulling free, sucking them
into my mouth, angling my head up and underneath as I sucked. Then
as he held his cock up he ordered me to lick up an down along its
length, and I did, taking long, slow licks.

At first my wrists kept jerking against the
rope, but I was starting to get used to them being tied firmly
behind me. It was exciting, wicked and wild, and yet strangely
reassuring. I felt the dildo shifting inside me, sometimes pushing
down as if they would push out of me, then, when I squeezed down,
it would pull back and slide slowly up deeper.

I pursed my lips as he dropped his cock,
letting it point eagerly at my mouth, then kissed the tip, letting
my lips slide slowly apart to envelope it, sucking lightly,
rhythmically at his direction, pulling it deeper and deeper into my
mouth. It slid over my tongue as I worked it up and down and back
and forth, and I sucked harder as he pushed deeper.

His fingers played with my hair, and then I
realized he had divided it, pulled it out to either side as though
in pigtails which he held in his fist. He pushed both his fists
down and back, forcing my head to tilt back.

“Don't move. Swallow your meat. Just swallow
as if it's a mouthful of meat.”

What did he – ? My eyes widened and I gagged
as his cock pushed into my throat. I tried to pull back but his
voice barked at me, and his hands pulled forward on my hair as my
lips slid up along the length of his glistening hard shaft.

I knew that deep throating was what all the
experts did, what the women who knew a lot about sex managed. I'd
seen videos of it and been very jealous, admiring, wishing I could
do that. Now as his cock penetrated deep into my throat I felt both
a sense of deep satisfaction and also a wildly erotic heat churn
through me. I didn't understand it and didn't care. It was like...
like he was taking possession of me, penetrating me!

My lips slid along his shaft, spread wide,
and then as I gurgled weakly, my face was jammed against his groin,
my nose pushed in against his abdomen. He held me there, squirming
and twisting, held me there with both hands behind my head as my
skull began to pound and my chest burned for lack of oxygen.

“You need have no fears when you're with me,”
he said. “I'll hurt you but never harm you, and never let you come
to harm.”

He continued to hold me there, and I fought
the raw edge of panic.

Then he slowly pulled back, and I frantically
urged him on, desperate to breath. His cock pulled free, and I
gulped in air, gasping, chest heaving as he pulled free
entirely.

“You'll learn to do that, and it will
eventually be second nature to you,” he said.

He caressed my hair, sliding his fingers
through it, smiling in a very pleased fashion which raised a
peculiar sense of both relief and pleasure within me.

“Now start again.”

I started, taking his balls into my mouth,
working them around gently, using my lips the the inside of my
cheeks to caress and massage them as my tongue slid lightly back
and forth. I sucked in the way he taught me, and then slowly licked
and mouthed my way up his shaft until I could take it between my
lips again. I felt a sense of impatience the whole time. It wasn't
like I didn't like what I was doing, exactly, but I wanted to get
that cock into my mouth.

It was such a lovely cock...

I sighed in pleasure as he finally let me
slide my lips over the head and begin to suck, as I bobbed up and
down, going further with every stroke. Then there was a surge of
tension and anxiety as I felt the head pushing against the entrance
to my throat. Swallow meat, he said, and I understood, after a
fashion, that it was really a sort of mind over matter thing. I had
never really been strong-minded, but on the other hand, I was
feverishly aroused, still, my pussy throbbing, the need great
within me, and that was like a haze around my mind, making anything
sexual possible.

I forced myself forward, helped by his hand
on the back of my head. I closed my eyes, pretended I was
swallowing a piece of meat, and … swallowed. It went down
surprisingly easily, though had I need been so wildly aroused I
doubt that would have been the case. I felt a sense of delight as I
slid my lips all the way down his thick shaft and felt them press
against the base of it, my nose against his groin.

“That's it,” he said with enthusiasm.
“Excellent. I knew you could do it, girl!”

He stroked his fingers through my air, and I
felt a glow of delight, both in myself, and at his reaction. Yes! I
had done it! And what a wild thing it was to have done! I had his
whole big cock all the way in my throat! And I wasn't panicking –
exactly. I sucked lightly, and then drew back a little. He let me.
And then, just to show him, I pushed forward once more, taking it
all the way in before sliding back again halfway.

Again I slid forward, getting used to it now,
I felt exultant, and wanted to show off. I slid myself all the way
back down, but I was running out of air now, and pulled back. He
didn't hinder me, and I slid completely off his thick, glistening,
beautiful cock, only gagging a little at the end.

“Wonderful. What a hot, sexy little thing you
are,” he said.

He stopped me when I would have taken him
into my mouth again.

“Now your reward,” he said with a smile.
“Turn and present.”

I knew what he meant immediately, and felt a
wild thrill of desire as I turned and dropped myself forward onto
my shoulders, then raised my ass high, spreading my knees apart. A
part of me knew a sense of delicious shame at displaying myself
so... obscenely, but that only made things more wonderfully
naughty, nasty, dark and erotic!

I felt him dropping to his knees behind me.
He ran his hands over my flanks, gripped my thighs to position me
better, the way he liked it, slapped my bottom so I would remember,
then pressed himself against me. I felt time stop as his cock, his
wonderful, gleaming cock, slid up and down along my now naked
furrow, as it pressed against my clit, and rode across it. I
couldn't keep still! My hips jerked up convulsively, drawing
another sharp slap.

“Still,” he ordered.

Breathless, I tried, trembling, moaning, my
pussy a volcano ready to erupt. Again he rubbed himself up and
down, up and down along my sex, and my trembling grew more violent
as I tried to restrain myself. Then I felt him pushing forward,
felt the lips of my sex slowly forced in and back as his cock
penetrated me. I shuddered and a hot surge of arousal swept over
me. His cock slid deeper, faster, and I cried out weakly, unable to
keep still.

I felt his hand grasp my hair, jerking my
head back, but holding pressure tightly on it the back of my neck
to hold me in place. His cock sank all the way into me, so that I
felt the flesh of his hips against my bottom, then … he began to
thrust, to stroke.

I came.

The heat became a scorching explosion which
sent convulsions through my body. My nervous system overloaded and
I cried out in helpless, breathless exultation. My hips bucked back
violently as he rode me, and my mind disintegrated as the volcano
erupted with stunning violence. I twas a monstrous orgasm, and
drove me almost out of my mind. I mean that quite literally. It was
as if, after enduring the intensity of that climax my consciousness
rose above me to watch myself as he rode me.

I endured it to the edge of unconsciousness,
then went limp, gasping, drooling, dazed as he continued to ride
me.

But he was just getting started. His hips
slapped against my buttocks again and again, and he held my hair as
his other hand moved beneath my ribs to fondle my breast. He leaned
into me, thrusting in hard and fast and steady, using long, deep
strokes. He shifted to one side, then the other, then leaned back,
thrusting in an upward angle, then downward.

I just knelt there, slack jawed, eyes glassy
as my body jerked to the impact of his hips against my backside. At
least – I did for a while. I couldn't possibly measure time. It was
like I drifted dreamily on a sea of languorous delight in the
afterglow of that giant orgasm. And then only slowly did the dream
fade away. My eyes cleared, and I found myself rocking in time to
his thrusts, to the slap-slap-slap of his hips against my bottom,
to the thrusting of his cock deep inside me.

The flickering heat which had exploded like a
nova began to grow once again, and I felt it swirling and churning
inside me. I gasped and grunted and moaned as he rode me, as he
used me, as he fucked me. Fuck me, I thought dazedly. Fuck me! Fuck
me! Fuck me! God! God! Yes! Oh! Fuck me!

The churning white seas began to toss me
about again, and I gasped and moaned and whimpered, my guts still
aching from the muscular spasms of the previous climax. I felt the
pull on my hair growing harsher, his hand now lifting from my neck,
and my head was forced up and back, slowly pulling my chest up off
the floor. It … ached.

I felt like needles were jammed into my skull
where he held my hair, and tried to use my stomach muscles to take
the weight off, to push myself up. This worked, to some extent, but
were he not holding me by the hair I could not have maintained that
position, bent over at the waist at a more than ninety degree
angle, head up and back, breasts swaying and wobbling as he rode
me.

He groped my breasts, then slapped at them
lightly. The pain was stinging, but also shockingly exciting. The
sharpness of it fed into the swirling, churning storm of sensations
gripping me and seemed to make it even more intense.

He slapped my breast again, and then again as
he rode me, jerking back on my hair sharply, even cruelly as I
gasped and cried out. Yet I was thrusting back at him now, impaling
myself on his wonderful cock again and again, glorying in the deep,
hard, forceful penetration as he fucked me.

Fucked me! Fucked me! I was being fucked! I
was being ridden like a whore!

And I gloried in it!

Another orgasm tore through my system, and I
heard an undulating, breathless cry I didn't even realize was my
own. My body jerked and shook and rutted back against him in a
manner so... shameless, that I could even feel a sense of shock at
myself in the midst of the come.
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I stood up, looking at the girl laying there,
amazed and delighted at her responsiveness. She lay on her side,
arms still bound, chest heaving, hair a bedraggled mess, but
looking deliciously erotic. What a little beauty she was! And what
a hunger must have lain within her for so long, waiting for someone
to unleash it! I wondered what I could do with that hunger, and how
much of it there was. Things had already come further and faster
than I had imagined was possible.

The most exciting thing about her
responsiveness was how clearly unfamiliar it was to her. It was a
shy, wide-eyed arousal that I hadn't expected to see on a woman out
of her teens. It wasn't something I'd seen since I'd been in high
school!

Almost as an experiment, I waited until she
seemed to have calmed somewhat, and then bent, turned her further
over, and untied her wrists. When I turned her back there was a
look on her face, a troubled look, or perhaps disappointment. Did
she not want it to be over or did she prefer having her wrists
tied. But then I had a thought. This girl was not like others.
There was an openness to her I had seldom ever encountered. So why
not just ask her?

“Kneel,” I said.

God, it was exciting to see her obey without
a second thought! Was it really possible she had never been in any
kind of submission and dominance relationship?!

I picked up the crop. It was a very
lightweight crop, which would do little more than sting. It had a
soft slapper on the end which I had used against her wrinkled
little back opening already.

Women, in my experience, generally won't be
honest if you ask them how they feel. They always need to consider
how you'll take something, and so adjust their answer so as to
flatter you, or at least, not to upset you. Asking them whether
they liked sex was silly. You have to be very precise about what
aspect of what thing you did they liked the most.

But Mouse seemed so open about
everything...

“Put your hands behind your neck. Interlace
your fingers, and arch your back,” I said.

She obeyed, face a little flushed still.

“You seem to have enjoyed that,” I said
dryly.

Her face lit up in something like embarrassed
agreement.

“Did you enjoy learning how to properly
service my cock, girl?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

I let the crop slice down across her breast
lightly and she gasped and flinched.

“Sir,” I said.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Did you like being tied up?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Why?”

Her eyes fluttered and she frowned, as if the
question was uncomfortable or confusing.

“Why did you like being tied up?”

“I-I don't know, sir.”

“It excites you to be tied up?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why?” I pressed.

She frowned uncomfortably.

“Have you often fantasized about being tied
up?”

She started to nod her head, then stopped.
“Yes, sir,” she said.

“And what about being tied up excites
you?”

“I-I feel... safe,” she said uncertainly.

“Why?”

“It's... hard, sometimes, knowing what to do,
what people want you to do, what...” She rolled her eyes up at me.
“What will upset people, or what will make them think you're...
clumsy or stupid or something.”

“And when you're tied up you can't do
anything, so you don't have to worry about doing the wrong
thing.”

“Yes,” she said gratefully.

I snapped the crop lightly across one taut
breast and she gasped and flinched.

“Yes, sir!”

The blows were leaving only faint, thin red
lines across her milky white skin, and I wondered if I ought to get
a heavier crop. She didn't seem to be terribly bothered by the
stinging, or even the idea of my using a crop on her.

“How does the dildo feel inside you?”

Her face flushed a bit more.

“Strange,” she said.

“Strange good, or strange bad?”

“Strange good. It... moves...”

I snapped the crop across her breast again,
harder, and she gasped.

“Sir!” she said.

I squatted before her, and slid the crop
between her thighs, bringing it up against her moist sex. I rubbed
up and down, watching her reaction, then slid higher, stroking
against her clit. Her breaths grew more ragged, and I felt a sense
of wonder and delight. God, she was a hot little thing!

I let the slapper at the tip rub against her
clit, then used it, slapping lightly at that small piece of flesh,
again watching, gauging her reaction. Using the crop underhanded, I
couldn't get much force on it, but then again, that was a pretty
damn sensitive part of the anatomy, and after what she'd just
endured it would be more sensitive than usual.

“Are you a bad girl?” I asked softly.

“Y-yes, sir!” she whispered, her body
starting to jerk now in time to my blows.

“Back arched,” I growled, and her shoulders
jerked back.

I kept slapping at her clit for a bit, then
halted and brought the crop overhand, rubbing it against her stiff
little pink nipples.

“Are you nipples sensitive, girl?”

I was deliberately not using her name.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

I began to bring the slapper down on first
one, then the other, then focused on just one so I could hit
faster, the head of the crop a blur as I brought it down against
the center of her breast. I shifted to the other one, all the while
watching her.

Her head slowly drew back further and further
as she deepened the arch of her back, actually thrusting her
breasts more firmly out against me. I blinked in delight. The girl
was clearly a submissive, but was she perhaps more? Was she
physically masochistic, as well?

“You're a bad girl, aren't you,” I said.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped, in a choked
voice.

“What do we do with bad girls?”

“I-I... you... you punish them... sir!” she
gasped.

I stood up, went to the cupboard, and
selected some things from there, nothing complicated, not yet.

“Come with me,” I ordered.

I walked towards the door, looking over my
shoulder. The girl fell forward onto hands and knees and crawled
after me, and I felt another hot surge of excitement.

She crawled after me back down the hall, then
into the sun room. The entire left wall was glass, with only frames
between, and the room was lit up brightly. There were plants and
small trees along the floor, and an artificial stream and pond ran
along the wall so that water babbled musically. At one end were
large wicker chairs sitting around a table, and I ordered her to
stand, and then bent her over the back of one of them.

I had a length of soft bondage rope and used
it to tie her wrists to the front legs of the chair. I ran the rope
underneath the chair, then, and bound her ankles to the back legs
temporarily. Jesus, but she had a fine little ass, and I couldn't
stop myself from running my hand lovingly over it. I let my hand
slide down and under to cup and rub lightly at her pussy and she
rolled her hips, or tried to. I could see the muscles under her
bottom flinching and jerking, the little slut.

The little vibrator clip I pushed into her
was a simple device. One arm slid about four or five inches deep
and pressed up against her G-spot. The second arm pressed down, on
the outside, against her clit. And there that was the vibrator. I
turned it on, and her hips jerked again. It wasn't a powerful
vibrator, but it didn't look like she needed a lot of
stimulation.

I then knelt beside the chair, plucking at
one nipple. Bent over as she was, her upper torso was bent forward
and down sharply. If she'd been a taller girl her breasts would
have touched the seat of the chair. As it was they dangled above it
quite attractively. I tied a loop in the cord, placed it up around
the base of her left nipple, and then carefully tightened it until
her face twisted with pain. I did the same to her other nipple, and
pulled the cords down through the slats which made up the seat of
the wicker chair, and then back behind it and up on the outside of
the seat back between her legs.

I tugged experimentally on them, pulling down
on her nipples and producing gasps of pain, but no complaints. In
fact, she had yet to complain about a single thing I'd done, other
than not letting her come when she'd wanted to earlier.

I pulled the vibrator clip out of her. She
was sodden already! Her clit was swollen, and when my fingers
brushed across it she let out a gasp and her hips rolled up at
me.

I smiled, then pressed the clip on either
side of her clitoris, and slowly began to tighten it. At first, the
mere touch made her moan and her hips jerked and flinched. But as
it tightened she began to tremble and moan and twist in pain. I
watched her carefully, tightening further, waiting for her to cry
out, to demand I stop. There was nothing. I tightened further, and
at last she let out a sob of pain.

“Please!” she cried.

I eased the clip's tightness back, though it
was still damned tight against that sensitive little bit of flesh.
Then I drew up the cords, and measuring the tautness carefully,
tied it to the clip.

I left her like that, having reconsidered
what I needed. I went quickly upstairs, and came back with a large
dildo. I rubbed it against her furrow, used my fingers to push back
the lips of her sex, and then pushed it slowly into her moist pink
cavern. It was thicker than my cock, thicker than most men's cocks,
for that matter. It stretched her, but she was soaking, and I
pushed slowly deeper.

I had selected this dildo for a reason. I
knew it well, and it had small rings around it which corresponded
directly to its length. With eight rings inside her she had eight
inches of it. I pushed until she had ten, and was squirming and
gasping and moaning.

I untied her ankles, then tied them together
in the middle of the chair, and fed the rope out to either rear
legs so they were immovably set in place.

I picked up the spanker. It was considerably
heavier than the crop. It would make a satisfying noise when it
hit, but there was no danger of damaging the skin. It was basically
a narrow, leather paddle. I rested it against her perfectly
positioned bottom.

“Are you a bad girl?”

She didn't answer at first, then her ragged
voice gasped out “Yes, sir!”

“What should I do with you?”

“P-P-Punish me, sir!” she gasped.

“Beg me to punish you.”

“Please punish me, sir!” she moaned.

“Why?”

“Because I'm a bad girl, sir!”

I brought the leather paddle down across that
upraised bottom and the noise was a loud, violent crack!
which rent the air, followed a moment later by her cry of pain.

* * *

As I leaned over the chair back, I moved
slowly, testingly, feeling the strength of the ropes around my
ankles and wrists, feeling how tightly bound I was. My nipples
burned with the way the cords squeezed down around them, and my
clit... my clit ached! It had become instantly obvious that the
cords around my nipples were attached to whatever he'd locked
around my clit, so that, if I tried to raise my upper body upwards
even a little, it tugged on my clit and nipples.

At the same time, the dildo in my ass felt as
though it were burrowing even deeper, because of my bent over
position. And the one he'd pushed into my pussy, the big, fat one,
made me ache inside in a completely different way. It was also
being squeezed and squished by my thighs, because of the way my
legs were tied together.

God! It was all so wild and hot!

I couldn't keep still! My body pulled at the
ropes, my back shifting, my upper body dropping lower, then raising
up a bit. It took very little time, especially after he was away,
before I realized that a slight lift of my upper body would tug my
nipples and clit in a delicious, dark, stinging way that had my
pussy squeezing frantically around nothing. When he came back and
jammed that giant dildo into me I almost came from the tightness,
the fullness inside me.

Even speaking was darkly arousing. He was
making me say I was a bad girl, and I certainly felt like a bad
girl. Saying it out loud, though, was... demeaning, if you
understand what I mean. It was like I was a child, though of
course, he certainly wasn't treating me that way. And begging for
my own punishment was even worse.

And then the first blow hit my upraised
bottom and I jerked violently and let out a helpless cry of pain.
God, it was sharp and stinging! The force of it jerked my head up
and back, and that wrenched another cry from me as the cords
between my nipples and clit jerked on all of them. Another blow
followed, and another, and another.

I couldn't keep from gasping and crying out,
from jerking and twisting in helpless pain. It hurt! My ass was on
fire! The shock-waves of the blows rippled through my groin,
through my belly and into my chest! I could feel the skin on my
bottom get hotter and hotter until it felt as though it were fairly
glowing with heat.

The blows continued to fall, sharp little
explosions of pain across my flesh that sent me jerking against the
cords, gasping and sobbing weakly as the pain clawed at my mind. I
twisted and writhed, and almost begged him to stop. But... I was
afraid to. I wasn't sure if he would, and would would I do if he
didn't? Moreover... what would I do if he obeyed? Something in me
didn't want him to obey, didn't want to be in control at all. If I
was in control, if I had control, then I had make decisions, had to
consider things.

And I didn't want to. I wanted... I wanted to
ride along, and let someone else make all the choices. If I had to
do it, well, just the thought produced anxiety and stress.

The blows continued to fall and the pain
mounted. Tears filled my eyes as I gasped and choked back sobs.
God! My ass was burning!

He halted only briefly, and I felt his
fingers at my sex, pushing against the dildo. I groaned as I felt
the tip somehow slide even deeper into my belly. Then the blows
continued, and I hung my head, gasping, panting, moaning,
helpless...

The sharpness of the stinging seemed to fade
away. My bottom was still glowing with heat, but the new blows
weren't so... shocking. I felt him prod at the dildo again, and
moaned, felt the shorter dildo in my ass burrowing deeper. My body
jerked with every blow, tugging at my now burning nipples and
aching clit. A sense of the surreal drifted around me, and I felt
myself drifting, as well, my mind floating.

I grunted and gasped, and moaned, and then
realized that I was subconsciously pulling my shoulders back again
and again to tug at the cord between my nipples and clit. My clit
hurt! It was like something was crushing it in a tight, aching
bite! And yet, amidst that pain was a dark, sharp core of something
else, something growing as I pulled and tugged at it. My nipples
were the same way.

I realized I was drooling, my mouth hanging
open helplessly as he came around to the front of the chair. I
grunted, eyes glassy, as he wrapped my hair around his fist and
lifted my head up and back. The movement pulled at the cord,
tugging at my nipples and clit, and I moaned dazedly as his cock
slid through my open mouth, across my tongue and then deep into my
throat.

He pumped in and out, slowly, deeply, pulling
at my hair, forcing my head back, tugging at my nipples and clit
again and again.

He pulled out, and saliva spilled over my
lower lip as he released my hair and my head dropped bonelessly. I
felt him behind me, and my ankles, tied together, were now spread
apart, tied to the rear legs of the chair again. I felt his fingers
tugging at the dildo and groaned as it pulled free.

Then his cock, and I could immediately tell
that was what it was, slid into me, and he began to use me. He
thrust into me roughly, deeply, using strong, powerful strokes that
slapped his hips against my buttocks again and again. And at the
same time he reached down, gripped my hair, and yanked my head up
and back sharply.

The orgasm tore my mind apart. I had no
breath to scream, and no mind to wonder why. I gurgled as my body
trembled and shook. Muscles spasmed and jerked and waves of
pleasure swept through me with a pleasure which as so white hot, so
intense it was almost painful. My belly ached horribly as it
spasmed and strained, and I sobbed dazedly as the climax went on
and out, his hips slamming into me, his fist jerking back on my
hair, my clit and nipples being yanked again and again.

Oh, my God! I don't know how I retained my
sanity. I don't even remember how long it lasted or what exactly
happened. I didn't pass out, at least, I don't think so. But I
remember being set on the edge of the little pond, my legs spread
wide by him. He'd tied my arms behind my back at some point, though
I don't remember him doing it. And now he began to lick at my
clit.

The clip which had been biting into it was
gone, but it was still horribly sore and aching. His tongue made me
cry out in soft, breathless, barely conscious gaps of protest,
again and again, until, well, something shifted in the sensations
coming from down there, and I began to writhe and buck and twist in
dark, animal pleasure again.

I came, and came, and came again. I don't
remember how many orgasms I had. I remember begging with him,
pleading with him to stop. Imagine that, begging someone to stop
because the orgasms are too much. But they were so intense, my body
was tearing apart, and my mind was battered and strained beyond
anything I'd ever experienced. I begged him to stop, but he ignored
me, and the orgasms screamed through my system until I hovered on
the brink of madness.

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


“Modesty! Where have you been?”

I stopped at the foot of the stairs and
turned as my mother strode out from the west drawing room.

“I-I went to a movie, mother,” I said.

She frowned in disapproval. I should have
said theater, to a play, but she'd have wanted to know which one.
Mother didn't bother with movies.

“You should tell someone when you're going
out,” she said.

“I'm sorry, Mother. I didn't think,” I said
uncomfortably.

“No, you seldom do. Do you need a keeper? Do
I need to tell the staff to make sure you don't wander off?”

“It was just a... movie, mother,” I said
anxiously.

I wondered if my guilt could show through. I
wondered if she could somehow sense I was wearing no underwear
under my skirt, if she could sense the incredibly wild, nasty
things I'd done that evening. The dildo he had pushed into my ass
was still in there. He'd told me to keep it there, to remove it
only to go to the bathroom, and that he wanted to see it there
tomorrow.

He was going to fuck me in the ass, he had
said.

The words were shocking, dirty, and
desperately, darkly arousing.

“No, mother.”

“Were you with anyone?”

I shook my head, stopping almost at the end
with a small shock. But then I realized it wasn't forbidden to nod
or shake my head here.

“Decent girls don't go out wandering around
on their own in the evening, Modesty.”

“It's only just gotten dark, mother.”

“Are you arguing with me?” she demanded,
voice rising.

“No, mother!”

“The least you could have done is tell cook
not to prepare anything for you.”

“I'm sorry, mother. I forgot.”

“That's no excuse. It's not as if you've got
so much on your mind that you can't remember a simple courtesy like
that. Is this the way I raised you?”

“I'm sorry,” I said, squirming, wishing she
would go away so I could go to my room.

“This house was rules, Modesty,” she went on
sternly, “and as long as you live under this roof you will abide by
those rules. Am I understood?”

“Yes, mother.”

“You had better have eaten when you were out
because Anne is not going to be making you anything now, so long
after dinner.”

“I'm not hungry, mother.”

Finally she wound down and I could climb the
stairs to my room. I locked my door, then put the chair under the
doorknob before stripping. I turned my back to the mirror and
twisted my head and upper body around, trying to examine my bottom.
It was still somewhat red and sore, but it didn't look nearly as
bad as I would have expected from the beating he'd given me.

I didn't even know his name, which was weird.
It was odd it had never come up. The only thing he'd told me to
call him was 'sir'.

I ran my fingers slowly across my buttocks,
feeling a soft thrill of excitement again, as my eyes noted the
redness and remembered the wicked, wild, shocking things I had
experienced. My life was generally so – well, lacking in excitement
that today had been a mountainous event. Usually I hated excitement
because I didn't like things which were unpredictable. I liked the
security of knowing what was going to happen, the security of
knowing exactly how to deal with everything which occurred.

I didn't like being confronted by the unknown
– usually. But this had been different. It had been unpredictable,
true, and I didn't really like that. But I hadn't had to really
deal with it, because I hadn't been able to deal with any of it.
What I mean to say is that there was nothing for me to have to
decide, or anything for me to have to figure out during the day.
All I had been able to do was simply experience whatever he did to
me, and do whatever he told me to do. And the commands were very
direct and unmistakeable.

They had also been commands which didn't
require me to do something I didn't know how to do. That was
important too. I felt safer doing things I knew how to do. True, he
had given me that instruction bit on oral sex, but I actually
appreciated that quite a bit. And he'd been very direct in every
instruction so that I didn't have to guess or figure anything out.
And he'd been pleased with me! I guess I had understood and done
the right things! And that gave me a little glow of
satisfaction.

I let me fingers slide across the soft skin
of my buttocks, remembering how often he had done the same, trying
to put myself in his place, looking at my butt in the mirror as he
had, and feeling a hot little sense of excitement at how soft my
skin was. He had run his hands over me the same way I was, and so
he had felt the same thing, and been quite happy about it,
too!

I bent way over, twisting my neck, trying to see what I looked like
from behind like that. That was how he'd seen me. He'd mounted me
just like this, pushed himself into me, fucked me, ridden me like I
was his whore!

I felt the dildo shifting in my belly even
now, and slid my fingers up against my clit, rubbing lightly. I
still felt deliciously sore and sensitive there, so that touching
myself made the sensations that much more intense.

I blushed a little, for he'd instructed me to
start giving myself enemas every day. I would have to go and buy
the equipment to do that, and try to hide it. I could, if it were
discovered, claim to have read some sort of health advice thing on
it. At least it wasn't obviously related to sexual activity or
desire. In fact, if I hid it somewhere away from my room nobody
would even know it was mine. Perhaps I could hide it up in the
attic or something.

God! I had come so much today! My
abdomen was still sore from all the clenching and spasming! I'd
never come so powerfully, so intensely, or so often! Was this what
it was going to be like with him every day?!

I felt oddly natural in just my skin, and
kind of, sexual, sensual. I padded across the floor and threw
myself naked into my bed, then rolled over, hands behind my head,
looking up at the ceiling, but not really seeing it. I wondered how
far this thing would go? So far it was just an intriguing,
exhilarating sort of sexual game. I was thrilled with myself for
having the courage to actually go and meet him. I usually didn't
have that much courage.

I'm really not a very brave person, to be
honest. I don't like it when people get upset or angry at me, or
even if they're upset and angry at all. I don't really know how to
cope with rude or confrontational people, and I get embarrassed
easily when I fail to deal properly with such things. I guess I'm
not as sophisticated as I believe I ought to be. I'm not one of
those girls who can easily come up with some smart-mouthed put-down
in response to someone treating her wrong.

I slid a hand down across my breasts,
imagining what it was he felt as he did so, pretending it was his
hand, pleased at how soft my flesh felt as my fingers stroked
downward. I slid a finger up and down my pussy. He had asked me why
I hadn't had the hair removed, but the thought of going to some
sort of place and spreading my legs and letting some strange women
bend over me with her laser or something for hours was just too
horribly embarrassing to contemplate. I would have liked to have
had it done though, so I didn't have to shave any more.

I ran my hands along my legs. I had had them
done a couple of years back. I should have had the person do it all
the way up. She'd suggested as much but I had been too embarrassed.
I wanted him – Sir – to be satisfied with me, to find me exciting
and pretty and nice to touch. I again felt a little thrill of
excitement run through me as I recalled what we'd done, the
kinkiest, sexiest, most exciting things I had ever done in my
life!

I rolled over onto my belly and spread my
legs, then raised my bottom up, imagining what it would feel like
when he did as he promised and fucked me back there. I could feel
the dildo still inside me, sliding slowly deeper as I raised my
bottom, and a surge of excitement made my pussy throb. I raised my
bottom higher, and then higher still, feeling my chest tighten.
God, it was such a nasty thought!

I needed to be prepared for it, though.

The next day, on my way home from work, I
stopped at a giant supermarket. I liked it because it had
self-service cashes in addition to the ones where they had
cashiers. It had a pharmacy in it, too. So I was able to pick up an
enema bag in its discrete box, go to the self-serve area, and pay
for it without anyone seeing. Then I hurried home.

I still had the dildo inside me. I had taken
it out last night, cleaned it, then put it back this morning. It
felt very odd in there as I moved about, as I walked. Sometimes it
seemed like it was threatening to slide out, or at least, that it
was pushing out against the front of my rosebud. At other times it
seemed like my body was sucking it in deeper and deeper.

It kept me in a state of suppressed
excitement all day, thinking about what he was going to do,
thinking about how hot and wild and nasty he was, and I would be.
When I got home I went to my bedroom, locked and blocked the door,
stripped, and opened the box, then went into my en-suite and slowly
pushed the dildo out.

I gave myself an enema, following the
directions, and was surprised at how aroused I remained. I knelt on
the floor of the bathroom, nude, as I had for Sir, and let the
water flow down into me. I ground my breasts against the floor, and
spread my arms, feeling the pressure growing in my abdomen, feeling
my pussy throbbing and getting moist and swollen. I let the water
stay, making me ache inside, and had to force myself to not slide
my hands between my legs and rub my clit.

I knew I would come very hard, and was
worried both about making a lot of noise, as I had at his place,
and whether I would wind up squirting water all over the place! I
also thought that if I came I might not have giant orgasms like I'd
had the other night. I wanted to be aroused, still, when I met him
that evening.

Of course, I had to explain where I was going
and why. I invented a girl from work who was a movie fanatic, and
said I was going with her, and that seemed to satisfy them.

I didn't have to take the bus as far, this
time. He picked me up at the local mall, and my breath caught in my
throat the moment I saw him. I got into his car, blushing a little,
tongue-tied, and he put his hand on my thigh and gave it a quick
squeeze which was surprisingly reassuring and gentle, then pulled
away.

“Have you followed my instructions,
girl?”

“Yes... sir,” I said.

Oddly, I had no real desire to ask him his
name. I was content with calling him sir.

“Raise your skirt.”

I blushed, looking around carefully, then
lifted up the hem of my short summer dress to show him I wore no
panties and that I had freshly shaven my pussy. He casually slid
his hand in between my legs, his fingers stroking the flesh around
my pussy, rubbing briefly at my clit.

“We'll have some work done to this
eventually,” he said, which made me frown anxiously.

What work did I need? Did he mean hair
removal? I cringed at the thought.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

I gulped and looked around us. The street was
busy, and it was nowhere near dark. I bit my lip and looked back at
him.

“Don't look at me like I'm going to change my
mind, girl. When I tell you to do something I'm never going to
change my mind, and so you need to consider only how best to obey
it. So take off your dress and bra. Now.”

I undid my seat belt, then reached behind me
and unzipped the top of my dress. I slumped low in my seat, peeling
the dress over my shoulders, then undid my bra and removed it.
Heart thumping, I quickly pushed the dress down, lifted my
buttocks, and slipped it down my legs and off, then stared up at
him, desperately hoping he would now let me put it back on.

“You are so fucking hot,” he said.

I felt pleased but was too terrified of
public discovery to really care.

He reached behind and drew out something
gray, dropping it onto my belly.

“I bought you a dress,” he said.

I blinked up at him.

“Put it on.”

It wasn't really like any sort of dress I had
ever worn before. The only resemblance to any of my clothes was
that it was gray, charcoal, really. It was a stretchy, thin fabric,
very soft, and zipped down the front to the belly. I pulled it on
quickly. Anything was better than nothing. I pulled it over my head
and slid my arms into it, then tugged it gratefully down over my
chest and belly, sliding up to pull the bottom under my hips and
buttocks. Then I did up the zipper.

It was... short. It was shorter than any
dress I owned, though it wasn't short-short, if you know what I
mean. It wasn't a miniskirt – quite, not a cocktail dress sort of
thing. It even had a hoody dangling from the back. It was a short,
sort of casual dress. Did I mention short? Did I mention
stretchy?

My nipples were wickedly hard – but anxiety
filled me, and when he reached over and tugged the zipper down
enough to display a substantial amount of cleavage so that my
anxiety got worse.

“Take off your shoes. I bought you a
pair.”

When had he taken the time to find out my
sizes?! I guess he'd looked at my shoes and dress when I was naked.
The shoes he drew out were, well, boots, booties, really, low, with
laces and buckles, and high heels. They weren't hugely high, but I
hated high heels, even though I'm short. I put my feet into them,
and they fit quite well.

“Lift your skirt. Draw your knees back to
either side of you.”

Again, I looked at him, then looked around,
but he didn't say anything more, and, considering his previous
words, I needed to consider how to obey, not whether to obey. I
slumped lower again, drawing my knees up and apart.

He reached under his seat and came up with a
dildo, long, black, curved, with a slick sort of silicon skin.

“Put this in you,” he said.

I blushed, heart thumping. My eyes were
constantly swiveling about, staring at traffic, at pedestrians, at
buildings we passed, my pulse racing for fear of being seen. But at
least this was lower, and more easily hidden. I took the dildo, my
hand already starting to shake a little, and pressed it against my
naked little opening.

“Put it in your mouth first to get it
slick.”

I blushed even more deeply. I obeyed, though,
trying to sort of screen what I was doing with my other hand as I
opened my mouth and slowly pushed the head into it. I bobbed my
lips on it, face flaming, and he turned his head from time to time,
watching, seeming to be amused.

“Take your other hand away.”

I implored him with my eyes, but his own eyes
merely hardened. I dropped my other hand, and pumped the dildo
slowly in and out of my mouth, pushing it as deep as I could
without it entering my throat.

I pulled it out and, having no instructions
to stop, placed it against my pussy and began to apply pressure. My
breathing grew more ragged as my excitement mounted. I was also
highly anxious and fearful of being seen, but at least the car was
moving, so if anyone saw, well, we would be gone almost before they
realized what I was doing.

My pussy lips spread and spread, and I felt
the dildo slowly sliding deeper into my belly. It felt even
tighter, due to the dildo in my butt, but I was quite moist, and
managed to get half of it in without the slightest difficulty.
Pushing it deeper took a bit of time. I had to pump it in and out,
twisting and turning it, but I got almost all of it inside before I
seemed to reach the absolute bottom of my vaginal tunnel.

“You can take it all,” he said. “Drop your
legs and sit up straight.”

I obeyed, wincing, then gasping and moaning
at the pressure deep inside me as I sat up straight.

“Do up your seat belt.”

I obeyed, my insides aching as I sat on the
dildo, my breath coming in ragged little gasps.

“Spread your legs and masturbate. It'll make
you feel better.”

Oh God! Did he just say that!? I bit
my lip anxiously and again implored him with my eyes.

“Now, girl!” he barked.

I obeyed, spreading my legs and pulling my
skirt up. I slid my hand down between my legs, fingers rubbing at
my clit. At first, I thought I ached too much for that to have much
affect, but I soon realized I was mistaken as the heat which had
been on a slow simmer almost all day began to notch upwards towards
the boiling point. I slumped down some, rubbing at my clit,
desperately aroused by doing something so wicked in front of him,
and practically in front of everyone!

“Don't come. I don't want you having an
orgasm,” he said sternly.

Oh God! I moaned and had to pull my
shaking fingers back, gasping for breath.

“Put them into your mouth and lick them
clean.”

I stared at my fingers, wide-eyed, then
obeyed, sliding them into my mouth. They were slick with my own
juices, and I licked them off as he looked on.

“How do you feel?”

“Afraid!” I gulped.

“What are you afraid of? Me?”

“No,” I said. “Not exactly.”

“What exactly.”

“I'm afraid of what you'll make me do.”

“Like what?”

I licked my lips nervously. “Like... like
something in front of people.”

“You're a beautiful girl. You have a
beautiful body. Why would you be frightened of people seeing
it?”

“I just am!” I exclaimed.

“You haven't been that shy around me.”

“Not around you, no,” I admitted. “But I'm
shy around most people. Especially strangers.”

“Your fear of strangers seeing your naked
skin is silly. You're a beautiful girl. You have a beautiful body.
You should be proud, not embarrassed. It's not like you're hideous
and fat and covered in scars and hair or something. You have
absolutely nothing to be ashamed of.

“I can't help it,” I said. “And this skirt is
very short,” I complained.

“You have beautiful legs for such a short
girl. You shouldn't hide them.”

“But I'm not wearing any underwear!”

“The skirt is too tight to be flying around
in any kind of breeze. So as long as you don't pull it up nobody is
going to see anything.”

“Aren't we going to your house?”

“Eventually. I thought we'd stop for dinner
first.”

I gulped and was immediately assaulted by
another wave of anxiety as I looked down at myself.

“My nipples are showing!”

“Only because they're so hard,” he said with
a grin.

“I can't help it!”

I was squirming helplessly in my seat as we
talked, for the pressure of the dildo in my pussy was still quite
great. It didn't seem to hurt as much, but there was still a dull
ache where the nose jammed against the back wall of my sex.

“Spread your legs and masturbate again.”

“Can I come?” I gulped.

“No.”

“Then I don't want to,” I grumbled.

“You're forgetting to say sir. I want you to
say sir whenever we're together and not in public. Say it now.”

“Sir,” I said, dropping my eyes.

“Spread your legs and do as you're told.”

I reluctantly obeyed, rubbing my fingers over
my clit. I didn't want to arouse myself further. I was still on a
medium heat from the last time, but despite my anxiety, the touch
against my swollen clit made my insides swirl and churn with an
ever greater sense of dark arousal.

“That's enough,” he said, pulling my fingers
away.

I gasped, and moaned in protest, but he was
turning into a parking lot, and there were people walking around. I
quickly tugged my skirt back down as we pulled into an empty spot
and stopped.

He got out of the car, walked around, and
opened my door, then held his arm in for me.

Heart pounding, I slid my legs out and stood
up unsteadily on the booties. I reached down, tugging on my skirt,
but pulling it lower gave me more cleavage, and when I tried to zip
it up higher he slapped my hand lightly.

“But – .”

“You're not showing much cleavage, really,
just enough to catch the eye. If you complain again I'll pull it
down further. That will really make people stare.”

I bit my tongue and looked around, and as I
did he slid his hand between my legs, up under the skirt, and
cupped my sex. I gasped, and then yelped as his palm pushed up
against the base of the dildo.

“Not bad, almost all the way inside now,” he
said, taking his hand away. “Make sure it doesn't fall out.”

I didn't think that was likely since it was
so tight, but it was, nevertheless, one more source of the anxiety
crackling through my mind as he took my arm and led me to the
restaurant. I tried to kind of hide behind him but he held me at
his side, and so there was little for me to do but obey and keep my
eyes down, blushing.

Walking was a strange event, with the dildo
protruding from my swollen sex lips, and the other one in my butt.
I had to walk carefully on the unfamiliar high heels, too. And I
was terribly self-conscious about having a top which showed that I
wasn't wearing a bra, and which showed cleavage. Any cleavage! I
owned nothing which showed cleavage! I didn't want people looking
at me, staring at my boobs! That was the last thing I wanted!
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“Table for two,” he said to some girl in a
black dress.

It was a stylish place, with round, elevated
booths. Black seemed to be the style, and lighting was low. The
waitresses were all dressed, well, kind of like I was. They wore
short black skirts, and cleavage baring black tops, with high
heels. Seeing them all with skirts shorter than mine, higher heels,
and more cleavage, kind of helped put me at ease a little.

Mostly they were blondes, though, so they
probably liked being stared at and ogled.

We slid into a small booth and he examined
the drink menu.

I was preoccupied with sitting down very,
very slowly, and adjusting to the new pressure against the base of
the dildo, for the seats here weren't as cushiony as his car, and
so the pain in my gut was back.

The blonde waitress flirted with him
outrageously. He was looking quite handsome in his dark blue blazer
and gray slacks, and I frowned at her unhappily. She didn't look at
me, though, and I was still so preoccupied with the pain in my
abdomen I didn't notice he had ordered red wine for us both.

“I don't drink wine,” I said.

He ignored me.

The music was loud. It was classic rock that
probably catered to old people. Not that I liked much modern music
either. I liked classical music and – .

I jerked in alarm and surprise as the dildo
I'd shoved up inside me began to buzz, to vibrate. Not only that,
but the nose started to sort of … turn, like it was wiggling.

I turned and stared at him and he grinned and
showed me a small box, like a remote control in his hand. I could
feel and thought I heard it buzzing.

“Someone might hear,” I gulped.

“I can't hear a thing. Just don't scream if
you come.”

I stared at him and he grinned and put his
arm across my shoulders.

“I-I don't … know if I can... if I come... I
might... people might see!” I gasped.

“Better not come then.”

The buzzing stopped, which was a relief, but
it would start again at any time. I shifted anxiously in my seat,
and the pain inside me began to ease. It was like, somehow, my
pussy got deeper, because I could feel less pressure against the
base of the dildo, the vibrator now, which meant it had mostly
disappeared inside me.

I kind of marveled at that, because it was
long!

He made me drink the wine, and it really
wasn't bad. It was an Australian, and sweet to my tongue.

Then he ordered for us, a steak with
mushrooms for him. He ordered a salad for me, which irked me
because I would have preferred meat.

“We don't want too much on your stomach,” he
said without further explanation.

“Did you like sucking my cock yesterday?” he
asked.

The words shocked me and I jerked my head
around to see if anyone might be near.

“No one can hear me with all that racket,” he
said. “Answer the question.”

“I... yes... sir,” I gulped, blushing.

“Do you think you learned some things?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Like what?”

“Uhm, how to deep throat,” I said.

“You already knew how to deep throat. It's
not rocket science. What you learned was that you could do it.”

I nodded my head. He narrowed his eyes and I
flushed.

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you feel pleased when you get my whole
cock down inside you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, blushing.

“Say it out loud.”

I looked around nervously. “I like it when I
can get your whole cock into my mouth and throat, sir,” I said in a
low kind of whisp0er.

It was weird talking like this in a crowded
restaurant!

“Say it louder. Say it in a normal tone of
voice.”

The vibrator started up and I flinched again.
“I like it when I can get your whole cock into my mouth and throat,
sir,” I said, more loudly.

“I guess that makes you a cock-sucker,
doesn't it?”

I blushed. “Yes, sir.”

“Say it. You know I want you to.”

“I'm a cock-sucker, sir,” I said.

“Louder.”

“I'm a cock-sucker, sir,” I said more loudly,
blushing furiously.

“Louder.”

“I'm a cock-sucker, sir,” I said, heart
pounding.

He smiled and the girl arrived with our food,
flirted with him again, then went away.

“Before you start eating, lift up your
skirt,” he said. “Pull it up around your waist. No one is going to
see under there.”

I looked around again, pulse racing, but
obeyed, sliding the short skirt up around my hips and sitting, bare
assed naked, on the thin leather cushion beneath me.

Then we ate, with the buzzer thing starting
up and turning off at unpredictable intervals. And maybe it was my
imagination, but the head seemed to be turning more freely, sort of
twisting from side to side. I felt a dark heat swirling through me,
and tried my best to ignore it, but it was building up inside me,
and there came a point when I felt myself slipping into a sort of
fever heat, where I began to care less and less about anything
other than the heat, and the desperate need of release.

I felt myself leaning forward more, which
kind of had the effect, as I spread my legs, of putting pressure on
the top of my sex, on my clit, where the lips of my pussy were
straining wide around the vibrator/dildo.

“Aren't you going to eat more of your
salad?”

“I-I'm not... hungry,” I said, panting.

“You look hot. Is that dress too warm for
you?”

I rolled my eyes up at him reproachfully and
he grinned. “No,” I said shortly.

“No, sir,” he corrected.

“No, sir,” I said impatiently.

He was eating his meal calmly enough. And I
had to squirm and endure while he took his time. It seemed like
forever before the blonde slut brought our bill and he paid it.

Then he reached over and pulled the zipper a
good two inches lower.

I gasped and reached for it immediately.

“Leave it there,” he said coldly.

“But... sir!” I whined.

“We're just walking back to the car. Now
let's go.”

I felt so hot, so aroused, that this kind of
diminished my natural shyness, but even so, I was showing a lot of
cleavage as we went through the restaurant and out to the door, and
I felt half naked! Especially given how the top clung to my
swollen, hard-nippled breasts!

I was relieved when we got to the car, and
slid in quickly, though I sat down gingerly. He closed the door and
walked around unhurried, getting in the other side.

He turned to me, a black studded collar in
his hand, and slid it around my neck, buckling it tight. My chest
tightened and the breath seemed to go out of me.

“Take off the dress,” he said.

I blinked and stared at him, then around
us.

“Now. You've already earned a strapping for
all the time you've questioned my directions. Don't make it
worse.”

I bit my lip and unzipped the dress all the
way to the waist, then peeled the skirt up over my hips and pulled
the dress up and off, scrunching down forward to hide myself. He
took my left hand and slipped a studded leather restraint around
it, then took my right and did the same. He pulled my hands around
behind my back and then locked them together there before I really
understood his intent.

And then, of course, it was too late.

He pulled me upright by the hair, then
reached across for the seat belt and drew it across my chest.

“Someone will see me!” I whined.

“Lucky them,” he said, giving my nipple a
little pinch.

“But... sir!” I moaned.

He started the engine and backed up, then
drove through the parking lot. I was frozen with fear and
embarrassment, my eyes rolling, afraid someone would see us.
Fortunately, as I believe I've mentioned, I'm not particularly
tall. My boobs were hidden below the door for those cars driving
beside and past us. And I guess the few people on the sidewalk
simply weren't looking as we drove past.

We didn't drive very far, but we were on a
busy street, and so I cringed. Then we turned into a large
government type building complex, and my eyes got wide as I turned
and stared at him. The complex consisted of perhaps eight to ten
buildings. Some were long and low, while others were clearly office
type buildings, some up to ten floors in height. It wasn't a new
place. It had been around for years, but I had no idea what it
was.

“Wh-where are we going?” I asked, my voice
somewhat high pitched.

“Girl, you should know by now that I'm not
going to do anything that's going to cause you harm,” he said.

“I don't want to be arrested either!”

“Harm includes being arrested,” he said
dryly.

We pulled into an empty parking lot. Ahead of
us was a long, low courtyard which rose slowly up to half a dozen
wooden doors on the building ahead. He got out of the car and came
around to my side as my heart thumped like a drum. He opened the
door, and there was a leash in his hand.

“Remember that scene where Twenty is led
naked by a leash?” he asked calmly.

“But... but someone will see!” I cried.

He grinned. “Trust me.”

He snapped it to my leash, but I tried to
shrink back into the car. He pulled on the leash, then, annoyed,
reached in and took my arm, half dragging me out.

“Please, sir!”

“Don't make me have to strap you right out
here in the open,” he said sternly.

God! The street was only fifty or
sixty yards away, just around the corner, with cars driving
steadily back and forth!

“If you must know, girl, this entire complex
has been closed. It's going to be torn down, and replaced by newer,
larger buildings. So there's no one inside. I'm a sub-contractor on
the new complex so I have a key.”

He pulled me along at the end of the leash.
Naked! I was fucking naked outside! And not in anyone's private
back yard either! Turning my head, I could actually see the cars
passing by on the road, though they so small I couldn't really make
out any details about the drivers.

We walked up towards the doors, him casually
pulling on the leash, me scurrying along, naked, wrists pinned
behind my back, mind gripped by anxiety and fear as my head
swiveled from side to side constantly in search of watchers.

He unlocked the door, and pulled me inside,
and I felt intensely relieved as it closed behind us, yet this was
hardly better. It was a large entry hall, with a desk to one side,
stairs ahead, and a broad corridor going left to right.

And did I mention I was naked!?

He walked down the corridor, me pulled behind
by the leash. The place might have been closed down, but it hadn't
been emptied. There was still furniture everywhere. The magazine
rack in front of a reception desk still had magazines in it! The
place was empty, but who knew if someone else might have come back
for something!?

It was soooo strange being naked like that,
walking along, helpless to even try to shield myself with my hands
and arms! My heart fluttered wildly, but as we walked along through
the quiet building and encountered no one, my anxiety began to
ease.

“This place used to be a Catholic nunnery,”
he said. “The tall buildings were where the nuns and the students
stayed.”

We walked into a cafeteria, the tables still
present. My heels clicked on the stone floor as we went through. He
snapped a picture or two. He had a small digital camera, and had
been taking pictures throughout, though not of me.

Now we walked over to the counter and he bent
me over it. I gasped as he stretched the leash over the other side,
then bent over, tying it to something before straightening up.

“As I said, you've earned a strapping for
your disobedience,” he said, drawing the belt out of his pant
loops.

I felt a sharp tightness in my chest, and
moaned, twisting my head from side to side, but I was in no
position to defend myself, even if I wanted to.

The dildo/vibrator thing began to buzz again,
to twist inside me, and his hand slid between my thighs, rubbing at
my clit. The sensation made my hips roll back involuntarily as a
wave of sharp, crackling energy rolled through me.

Then he brought the belt, doubled up, down
across my upraised bottom with a crack of noise which echoed
through the cafeteria.

I screamed at the sudden sharp pain, my body
jerking against the leash, but there was nowhere to go, and he
brought it down again, and again, and again, and again as I
wriggled and moaned and cried out in pain.

My buttocks stung! And of course, after each
sharp blow, after the initial stinging explosion of pain, the flesh
darkened and warmed so that my bottom was soon throbbing with heat.
My eyes watered and I moaned helplessly as he snapped the belt
across my bottom again, and then again and again.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I half sobbed.

Crack! Crack!

“Say it.”

Crack! Crack!

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, sir!”

Crack! Crack!

“Are you going to do as you're told from now
on?”

Crack! Crack!

“Are you going to do what you're told
instantly?”

Crack! Crack!

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

Crack! Crack!

“I'll do what I'm told instantly, sir!”

My bottom was so hot, and when his hand slid
between my wriggling thighs and began to rub and caress my sex I
found it was hot as well, though in a different way. I moaned and
my hips could no more keep still from his touch than from the blows
of the strap. My hips rolled and ground helplessly against him as
he pressed on the base of the dildo and fingered my clit. I was
gulping in air, wild eyed, chest tight, gasping for breath, and
also half sobbing.

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

“Yes, sir! I'll be a good girl!” I
exclaimed.

“Good,” he said.

He fingered me for a few more seconds, then
undid the leash from where he'd tied it and pulled me along out of
the cafeteria and down another corridor.

Panting, sniffling, flushed, I followed,
moaning and whimpering at my sore bottom and the roiling heat
inside me.

We turned down a side corridor, went down a
flight of stairs, and through a narrow corridor which he said was a
tunnel between buildings. We came up in another building, peered
into what had once been a gymnasium, then went further along the
corridor and up another flight of stairs. He unlocked another door
and we went inside.

It was... a theater.

“This was once for plays and assemblies, I
suppose,” he said. “Maybe for prayer meetings for all I know. After
the place became a government office complex they would have held
presentations, lectures, training sessions and the like here.”

It was a round building, the walls curved all
around. The carpet was red, and so were the padded theater seats.
The floor sloped down to the round stage at the far end. He went
into a little room and turned the lights up, then walked me down
one of the aisles between the seats to stairs which led up onto the
stage. We climbed up and he turned me to nervously face the rows of
empty chairs.

He unhooked the leash, then tugged on my hair
a little.

“Feet apart. Stand straight. Head back, chest
out.”

I obeyed, and he left me standing there on
the stage. He went back up to the little room, and then a spotlight
came on. It moved onto me, and I blinked my eyes rapidly as the
other lights went down throughout the theater.

I couldn't see anything beyond the stage now,
and felt my nervousness increase until he appeared and climbed back
onto the stage.

“Knees,” he ordered.

I dropped to my knees readily enough, and he
unzipped his trousers and pulled his cock out. It was semi hard,
and I needed no instructions as I licked at it, then took it into
my mouth. He combed his fingers through my hair as I sucked and
licked, then closed his fingers, tugging on my hair, holding it
firmly as he pushed his cock down into my throat and drew my face
in to press firmly against his pants.

He pulled out slowly.

“How many people do you think are watching
you now?” he said in a soft, hypnotic voice? “Dozens? Hundreds?
Maybe it's a full sell-out crowd.”

I moaned around his cock, though I knew that
wasn't true. Still, the thought was darkly arousing – and
frightening.

He drew my head back, then pulled it forward,
burying his cock in my throat again, grinding my nose into his
abdomen.

He pulled back and I gulped in air, gasping
for breath.

“Tell me you love to suck cock,” he said.

“I-I love to suck your cock, sir!” I gasped
breathlessly.

“And that makes you what?”

“I'm a cock sucker, sir!” I said.

“Louder.”

“I'm a cock sucker, sir!”

“Louder!” he ordered, jerking on my hair.

“I'm a cock sucker, sir!” I cried.

He reached behind me and unlocked the wrist
restraints, letting my arms come free.

“Lay back on the stage. Raise your knees,
spread your legs.”

I moaned and my rubbery legs half collapsed.
I lay back flat on the wooden stage, raising my knees and spreading
them wide, facing the empty chairs. At least, well, no, of course I
knew they were empty!

Even though I couldn't see them.

“Let's see that dildo inside your hot,
buttery little pussy,” he said.

I looked down, surprised to see that my sex
lips had all-but closed behind the dildo. I bore down on my pubic
muscles and saw them slowly part, and reached in, gripping the base
with my fingers, then slowly pulling it out.

I groaned in relief at the absence of
pressure against the back wall of my pussy, and held the thing
halfway up inside me.

“Now fuck yourself with the dildo while the
audience watches,” he said. “Fuck yourself to a come. I want to
hear you scream when you come. If you don't make any noise you
won't be allowed to come again tonight.”

I moaned, my head swirling, my thoughts
breaking and shattering against each other. The dildo felt so good
inside me, and I pushed it back in, groaning, then pulled it out
again. I couldn't see him any more, for he'd backed out of the
spotlight. But I could hear him.

“Look at that hot, sexy little slut,” he
said, as if talking to someone else. “I hope you all appreciate the
effort I've gone through to bring her here for your entertainment.
You don't get to see a live sex show like this all the time.”

I moaned and pumped the dildo, drawing my
knees further apart, letting my legs fall back to either side as I
pumped the dildo harder and began to rub at my clit.

God! The feeling was incredible! The
heat burned inside me, and then... I heard sounds! Voices! I gasped
and stopped, gaping into the darkness. The voices rose, and grew in
numbers, and I felt a shockwave of terror riding across my
mind.

Then I realized it was coming from the
speakers. It was... and then there were shouts of applause! It was
some sort of fake audience reaction tape! My face burned anyway, at
the thought of a crowd of people staring at me.

“Let's see you come, you hot, sexy little
slut,” he called.

Oh my God! I pumped the dildo, my mind
spinning, the fever rising until I could hardly breath. I sobbed
desperately as I thrust the dildo into myself, jamming it in almost
all the way, heedless of pain, fucking myself as he watched, as
they watched, as they all watched, and when the orgasm built up and
crashed over me I cried out in helpless dark pleasure, hips bucking
frenziedly, back arching, head rolling and twisting as the orgasm
shattered my mind.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I lay spreadeagled on the stage, chest
heaving, skin glowing in the bright light, sweating, gasping, dazed
as the applause rained down on me.

Then the lights slowly rose in the theater
and I saw there was no one here but rows of empty seats, and
him.

He came back down for me, snapped the leash
to my collar, and nudged my hip with his foot.

“Let's go, girl,” he said.

I groaned weakly, dazedly, pulled to my feet
and then along behind him on the end of the leash.

He stopped suddenly, and took some sort of
chain out of his pocket, then clipped it to the back of the collar.
I felt my wrists forced upwards, higher and higher behind my back,
and moaned in pain as he pushed them up between my shoulder blades.
Then he attached the chain, locking them there. He picked up the
leash again, pulling me after him and I wobbled along, gasping,
face and chest flushed, feeling overwhelmed by all this.

We went back up the aisle to the top row of
seats, and he had me stop there. He went back up to the control
room place, and the lights went down, but then a big screen slid
down at the rear of the stage, and a moment later, an image came up
on it. My image.

I gaped at the sight of me on the screen,
which must have been fifteen feet tall.

He came around and sat down on the seat at
the end of the row, then bent me over and slapped my bottom. He
locked my wrists behind my back again, pulled the dildo out of me
and then pulled his pants down and sat down, pulling me after him.
I sat down slowly, moaning as I felt his cock pushing against the
mouth of my sex, then spread my legs and he pulled me down fully so
I was straddling him, sitting in his lap, impaled on his cock.

His hands moved over my body, fingering my
clit, pinching my nipples, kneading my breasts, while his mouth
kissed and licked and chewed along the side of my throat and across
my soft, bare shoulders.

And then the video began to play, and there I
was, on a bright, fifteen foot screen, naked, on my knees, sucking
his cock!

We both watched, his hands teasing and
exploring me as I sat still, straddling him. I stared, entranced,
by the sight of myself, my face burning as I watched myself sucking
a cock, as I watched myself masturbate. The speaker nearby began to
play the sound of applause, and I flushed even deeper, my pussy
spasming and squeezing down on his cock as his hands moved over my
body.

I gasped as he began to finger my clit, as he
chewed up and down along my shoulder and the nape of my neck.

“Sex slave,” he whispered, his breath hot
against my ear. “Slave girl.”

I moaned, grinding myself against him,
breathing becoming ragged. I'd just come! But I was feeling a wild
storm of sexual electricity flowing through me already, as I began
to force myself up and down on his cock. At first he kind of
restrained me, and I moaned, needing to ride him. He let me, and my
leg muscles began to ache as I rode up and down, without him
helping me at all. I stared at myself, and I rode his cock.

He just sat back at first, then he slid his
arms around me. His arms crushed me back against him, held me tight
as he kissed and licked and sucked and chewed along my neck. His
hands kneaded my aching breasts, and then began to rub at my clit,
and I cried out helplessly, grinding and writhing atop him.

“Do you want to come, sex slave?”

“Yes! Yes, sir! Please, sir!” I moaned.

“Beg, slave girl.”

“Please may I come, sir!?” I begged. “Please
can the sex slave come!?”

He chuckled throatily, and then his hands
came away from me except to grip my arms. I felt the pain as he
forced them higher, and forced me up off him, then he led me to the
top row and bent me over the rear seat. I spread my legs eagerly,
but he only slapped my bottom.

“Let's see the dildo, the one in your ass.
Push it out.”

I groaned, but obeyed, slowly pressing back,
squeezing against my anal muscles. It took a few seconds, and he
slapped my bottom to encourage me to try harder. Slowly, the dildo
pushed out of my rosebud, and he gripped it and pulled it free.

He yanked on my collar, pulling me upright,
then forced me down onto my knees, and bent me well over, so my
breasts were against the carpeted floor.

“Ass high, knees wide and forward,” he
barked.

I obeyed, breathing raggedly as he knelt
behind me. I shuddered and rolled my hips wantonly as the head of
his cock slid up and down along my throbbing pussy entrance, but
then he pressed it against my rosebud entrance, and I shuddered in
heat and wild excitement as my ass sucked him in easily.

He pushed deep, and he was thicker and longer
than the dildo. I groaned in dark delight as his big cock filled
me, and felt a sense of cramping deep inside.

“What a gorgeous ass you have, you hot little
sex slave,” he said, hands caressing my body.

He slapped my bottom and ordered me to raise
it higher, then began to grind himself against me. I felt his cock
twisting inside me with a strange sense of awe. Then it began to
move, to pump, in and out, in and out. His hips slapped against my
buttocks as he fucked my ass, and I grunted and gasped and moaned
as I knelt submissively, gasping as his balls slapped teasingly,
tauntingly against my throbbing pussy.

I groaned and grunted as he sodomized me, as
my mind was filled with dark heat and hunger at the thought of it,
as my buttocks were slapped by his hips. Dark heat filled my mind
and a crackling sense of sexual electricity filled my body. Yet I
hovered high in the darkness, unable to reach climax despite the
high heat. He wasn't touching my clit, and I couldn't. My clit and
my pussy felt vacant, like a gasping, desperate, starving mouth
that wasn't being fed.

My body rocked to the hard thrust of his
cock, and while it didn't hurt, while it was even hot and exciting
because of how darkly nasty it was, it could only prolong my
intense arousal, not push me over the edge.

He came inside me, driving his big shaft deep
into my belly, painfully deep, and spilling his seed. He sighed in
pleasure then, slapped my bottom, and pulled his softening cock
out. The dildo was pushed back inside, and then I was pulled to my
feet and led, whimpering in heat, along behind him as we left the
theater and walked back up the empty halls.

“Please may I come, master!?” I whined.

“No whining. You can beg only when I tell you
to. Not now. Now you just obey.”

I squirmed in my heat, uncomfortable,
sweating, my insides crawling with hunger and need as my heels
clicked on the stone floor.

We went back outside, and walked along a long
walkway, between buildings, where the sun beat down and heated us
up. My nipples felt painfully hard, despite the sudden anxiety
which gripped me as I stared all around us.

We went back to the car, and he held me get
in. I moaned when the leather pressed against my pussy, but he made
me sit back, and spread my legs wide as he strapped me in. He got
in the other side, slapping my thigh as he did so.

“Sit still. No squirming.”

“Please, sir,” I whined.

“Do you want a strapping?”

“No, sir,” I moaned, biting my tongue.

We drove back onto the street, and I sat
still, with him slapping my inner thigh whenever he saw me moving
too much. I just hoped we were now going to his place, where he
would fuck me hard. I let my mind remember it, remember him
pounding me hard, mounting me and riding me like an animal! I
wanted it, needed it.

My mind was so distracted, so flustered, that
I didn't even notice us turning off down an alley between
buildings, at first. Only when we stopped did I gulp and look
around anxiously.

“Where are we?”

He slapped my inner thigh and I gasped.

“Where are we, sir?” I moaned.

“You don't need to know. You only need to
obey.”

He gripped my hair and pulled my head up and
back.

“Are you going to obey?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, sir! I-I'm your sex slave, sir!” I
gasped.

What a wild, dark, nasty, sexy game!

He got out of the car and I looked nervously
up the alley towards the street a half block way. Then the door
opened and I cringed as he reached in and pulled me out.

It was a narrow alley, just wide enough for
his car. It was between two streets, and I could see cars passing
back and forth in both directions. He gripped the leash and I
gasped and scuttled behind him as he led me around the car, and
then up three steps to a steel door. He opened it and led me
inside, where I found myself on the peeling linoleum of a narrow
hallway.

“Sir!?” I hissed anxiously.

“Be quiet, slave,” he said.

He pulled me behind him as he headed up the
aisle, then led me into a small room with a curtained doorway. I
stared around in confusion. It looked like there was a dentist's
couch there.

“Sit down, slave,” he ordered.

He put me on the dentist couch, then turned a
crank, and the bottom fell away. He pulled what were obviously
stirrups up and out and spread them, and I gulped, heart
fluttering, as he placed my ankles into the stirrups and clipped
the restraints in place.

And then he went away.

I moaned in fear of discovery, my throbbing
pussy beginning to ease now, though it was still warm and moist. He
returned and my eyes got huge as a shockwave rolled over me. He
wasn't alone.

There was a woman with him, a pinch-faced
short haired blonde woman of perhaps forty who looked at me with
something between a mixture of amusement and contempt.

“Ah, so this is our little project,” she
said.

“A marvel, is what she is,” he said.

My face burned, and I looked away as
humiliation gripped me. The woman was quite casual, though, the
same as he had always been. She moved over to a counter and washed
her hands, then pulled on a pair of plastic gloves. She rolled over
a tray on a little wheeled cart, the same sort of thing doctors
had, and then picked up a little bottle and opened it.

She squeezed a little bit of oozing liquid
out onto her finger, and then rubbed it up and down along my pussy,
on the inside and outside of my labia. It burned a little. Then she
did it again, this time with a different, thicker liquid.

“Sir,” I got up the courage to say
anxiously.

“Silence, slave.”

The woman snorted, and I burned in further
humiliation, staring at the wall on the other side of the room.

The woman bent over my pussy, and I had to
jerk my eyes back to look. I saw her gripping my pussy lips, which
felt oddly numb. She held them with forceps, and then my eyes
widened as I saw a needle in her hand, a long, thick needle. It
pushed into my labia and went right through and out the other
side.

It … hurt, but not nearly as much as I would
have expected. There was just a little pinch. She put a stainless
steel stud in place, then made another hole in my labia, higher up.
A second ring followed, then a third. I stared, appalled, but at
the same time, feeling a sense of shocked wonder as she pierced my
labia on the other side, as well. I soon had six need holes in my
pussy opening, with six small studs through them.

She turned on my clit, then, and put the
needle, not quite through it, but through the hood above it. And I
had another stud.

She wasn't done, though. Next, she pierced my
belly button, then my nipples. Then, finally, my tongue. None of it
hurt too badly. My tongue was the worst, but obviously that numbing
stuff was helping. I knew it must be some sort of topical
anesthetic.

When she was done, he thanked her, then
helped me to my feet and led me, again by the leash, out into the
alley and into the car.

* * *

I was sore down there, once the topical wore
off. But we didn't really do anything. We went back to his place,
where he unhooked the chain from my wrists. Then he had me pose in
a variety of positions, most of them pretty graphic and obscene. In
a way, I felt like a dog in a show. He would snap orders, and I
would quickly shift into a new position. If I didn't do it quickly,
I'd get the crop across my bottom or hip, or even my breasts!

After that he let me sit across his lap and
his hands caressed me as we kissed for long, long minutes. But he
didn't touch me between the legs, which was just as well, since I
was so sore down there. My nipples stung, but he mostly kept clear
of them, kneading my breasts around them.

Then he drove me home.

I had been given instructions for bathing
myself, and taking care of my new piercings. I wondered why I
hadn't protested, even after we'd gotten back to his place. The
nipple piercings were kind of cool, but why in Gods name did he
want all these holes through my pussy lips!?

Being seen like that by that woman had been
mortifying, and yet I hadn't complained about that either! What was
wrong with me anyway! I mean, I hadn't even been angry, just
terribly embarrassed. And then, after it was over, I'd just been
relieved, glad we were away and I'd never have to see her
again.

The problem was, Sir said he was going on a
business trip, and wouldn't be back for two whole weeks! I was
aghast, but I couldn't exactly protest. I wasn't even sure what
kind of relationship we had. I mean, could I say he was my
boyfriend? My lover, certainly, but what did that imply in the way
of commitment? He said I was his sex slave. That's all he called
me, but that was just a kinky sexual game, so what was I to
him?

The period when he was gone was horribly
boring. I mean, I had known my life was boring, but hadn't realized
how boring until he had arrived to light it up like a marching
band. Now there was just silence. I was back to my old routine. The
only variation was that I had to look after my new piercings, and,
of course, make sure nobody found out about them.

Sir had not insisted I keep the dildo in my
ass the whole time he was away. But I put it in often enough
anyway. It made me feel hot and bothered, which was kind of like
torture because I wasn't even supposed to really masturbate! For
two weeks I felt this incredibly sensuous feeling of eroticism, and
yet didn't masturbate at all. My pussy and nipples stung and
throbbed, though less and less each day, and they were a reminder
of the kinky wildness I'd gone through.

The second week felt like eternity I felt so
horny, and so … I don't know, so...needy in a way, so hungry of the
hot excitement and attention he'd given me. It was like I was an
addict, and needed my fix, and he was what I was addicted to. That
was pretty strange given we'd only had two “dates”. I guess that
gives you some indication of how dull and boring my life was.

The second week passed, and I eagerly waited
his call. I looked up constantly from my work at the library,
hoping to see him. I checked the phone often at home, hoping he'd
left a message. I checked to see if anyone had called, if any
strange numbers had been left on the machine. But there was
nothing. After a few days I began to feel a sickening fear that
he'd just gone away and I was going to be alone again. I know that
didn't make sense. Why would he have me pierced if he didn't intend
to have me over again, to make me his little sex slave?

It was almost three weeks before he called,
and when he did I was so tense and so excited I could hardly
speak.

“Miss me, sex slave?”

“Y-Yes,” I whispered.

“Sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!” I gulped.

“I will pick you up after work tomorrow
evening.”

Then he hung up.

I hardly slept that night, and the next
morning told my mother I was going to the movies after work, and to
dinner with my girlfriend. The day lasted an eternity, and I was
kept having erotic fantasies and images all day long which heated
my pussy up horribly. But I still hadn't touched myself down there.
Partly it was because I was still worried about getting infected.
But partly it was because I was sort of... torturing myself in a
way. I wanted to make myself so hot that when he threw me down on
all fours and mounted me again I'd come as powerfully as I had
before.

* * *

She looked so hot when she slipped into the
car I could feel my cock pulse just from the sight of her. She was
eager, eyes shining, and I felt a surge of affection as well as
heat. I'm not sure why. I barely knew her, after all. But then
again, we'd had some experiences together, hadn't we. She was like
an eager puppy, and I slid my fingers through her hair, rubbing her
head much like I would a dog, though she didn't seem to recognize
that.

“And how is that hot, buttery little pussy of
yours?”

“Hot,” she gulped.

I chuckled, and slid my hands along her bare
thigh, easing the skirt of her summer dress up and looking at her
naked little pussy.

“They look good. No problems with any of
them?”

“No... sir,” she gulped, looking around
anxiously.

I smiled at her shyness and dropped her
skirt, then gave her breast a little squeeze.

“You need to get over your shyness, slave
girl. You need to be proud of your body, of how beautiful you are.
Not too much pride, of course.”

I started the car and drove to my place. She
didn't ask what I had plans, and I didn't offer up any information.
Once in the door I unbuttoned her dress. She did nothing but stand
there as I opened it and pulled it up her body, except raise her
arms so I could pull it off more easily.

What a perfect woman!

She was naked underneath, and I turned her
and examined her nipples, her belly button, and her pussy. I was
gentle, but she flinched every time I touched her, and I didn't
think it was from pain.

“Am I hurting you?”

“No... sir,” she gulped.

I traced my fingers along her tightly closed
pussy, and let them ride gently over her clit to watch her hips
jerk. They jerked forward, not back, and I smiled and felt my cock
throbbing again.

“Horny little slave, aren't you.”

“Yes, sir!” she said.

I took her hand and led my naked little slave
further into the house, then took her to the play room. She looked
around anxiously, eyes wide, obviously feeling a sense of fear and
anxiety, but I wasn't about to beat her, not just yet. I opened a
drawer of a cabinet, however, and took out a leather box. I opened
the lid, and she stared down at the velvet lined interior. Five
shiny, stainless still rings sat there; a collar and four
restraints.

I took out the collar, and I could see her
chest flutter as I slipped it around her throat and locked it. She
held out her hands without asking, and I fastened the restraints
around them. Then she raised her feet, putting them on the edge of
the cabinet one at a time while I locked the restraints around
them, as well.

“Turn.”

She turned at once and I drew her slender
wrists up together in back, then raised them up higher, drawing
them up nearly to the back of her neck, gauging her pain from her
reaction. She was a limber little thing, and I snapped a chain to
her collar and locked her restraints in place, then massaged her
shoulders.

“That hurt?”

“No... sir,” she said softly.

I pulled her arms back towards each other and
she gasped in pain and rose onto the balls of her feet. I massaged
them and worked them in and out a little, digging my fingers into
them, slowly getting her elbows back closer together before sliding
a chain around to lock them like that.

I led her into the kitchen and her kneel,
sitting on her heels, then made dinner.

She looked incredible kneeling there, her
breasts so firm for their size, her back arched, head pulled back
because of the tension in her arms. Her knees were spread
obediently wide and I could see the sheen of moisture around the
entrance to her hot little pussy.

“Nasty little slave girl,” I said. “Are you
still horny?”

“Yes, sir!” she said.

“I wonder about you sometimes,” I said.

“Why, sir?” she asked hesitantly.

“You just seem to be too perfect. I marvel at
my luck in coming across you.”

She flushed and I impulsively went over and
stroked her head, drawing her cheek in against my thigh. She rubbed
herself against me like a cat, and I wondered if I ought to teach
her to purr.

“Seeing you like that is getting me horny,
little sex slave,” I said.

She giggled and rubbed her cheek higher, so
it pressed against my crotch. I felt my cock pulse, and unzipped my
pants, pulling my hardening cock out. She stared at it rapturously,
and I felt it pulse and throb as I slid it along her lips. She kept
trying to take it between her lips, and I kept pulling it back,
teasing her.

“Just lick the head,” I said, holding it
out.

She obeyed, looking up at me from under those
long lashes as her tongue licked slowly, deliciously around the
head of my cock.

I gripped her hair firmly, pushing into her
mouth, and she moaned as she closed her lips around my cock and
began to suck. It was heavenly. I slid my cock slowly in and out
along her tongue, then pushed deeper. She gagged weakly, but rather
than drawing back actually pushed herself forward to take me deeper
into her throat.

God, what a hot little slut!

I slid my cock deep into her throat, feeling
her tongue caressing every inch of me until my balls were jammed
against her lips. I felt the muscles in her throat spasming a
little, but she controlled herself very well, especially when I
slid slowly back out again.

Saliva trickled over her lips as I pulled
myself free of her throat, and spilled down onto her chest as she
gulped in air. I pulled my cock out, rubbing it back and forth over
her lips and cheeks as she gulped in air, then dropped my pants
entirely and gripped her hair, pulling her face in against my
crotch. I lifted my cock high and she mouthed my balls, sucking and
massaging them, mouthing them and working them around with her
tongue.

Then I pulled my cock back down and slid deep
into her throat in one smooth stroke as she sucked hungrily.

I pulled back suddenly, squeezing my cock,
coming over her face as she knelt there, chest heaving, breasts
rising and falling rapidly. I used my cock to rub the come into her
skin and then let her lick my cock clean before putting it back
into my pants. She squirmed in arousal but I liked seeing her that
way and had no intention of giving her any relief – not yet.
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Dinner was an experience. Sir put me next to
the table, and after he'd made dinner he sat down in front of me
and ate. I was starting to feel kind of hungry, but didn't say
anything. He talked about the place he'd gone to in Boston, and the
building he was looking at there, and asked me questions about what
I'd done while he was away, which wasn't much.

Then he had me open my mouth and he slid his
finger along my tongue, over the stud. I closed my lips and sucked
on his finger as he pumped it slowly in and out, smiling at me. He
drew it back, and then cut a piece of meat from his steak and held
it out to me. I felt a surge of dark arousal as I leaned in and
licked it from his fingers, feeling deliciously kinky as I
chewed.

He started feeding me like that. He'd cut a
piece and eat it, then cut one for me and let me lick it out of his
fingers, or sometimes out of the palm of his hands. Every now and
then he'd slide his fingers into my mouth and let me suck and lick
them clean. It was deliciously intimate, in a way, and I felt
breathlessly excited and pleased during my meal, with my pussy
throbbing between my thighs, and my knees aching.

“Would you like some water? Milk?”

“Milk please, sir,” I said.

I was feeling breathless and quivery. I had
been the entire meal. I watched him rise and go to the
refrigerator. He drew out a jug of milk, then reached up into the
cupboard, but not for a cup. He poured the milk into a bowl
instead, then set it on the floor.

“Here you are, slave girl.”

I had lower myself to the position he had me
in when I presented myself, with my bottom high and my breasts
pillowed out against the floor. It was almost automatic to spread
my knees far apart as I did, displaying myself to him as I raised
my head and got my tongue into the bowl.

I felt intensely sexual and sensual – just
while drinking milk. When I was done he unfastened my arms, and I
groaned as they slid down and apart. He massaged my arms and
shoulders, and then he put the leash on my collar, and led me,
crawling, down the hall. He led me into the toilet, and had me
kneel while he brushed my teeth for me!

After that, I crawled down the hall. There
was another room there, set up as a theater room. He sat down on
one of the plush theater seats, and had me kneel before him, facing
the screen. He caressed my head and hair and shoulders as the
screen lit up, and I stared at the big screen image of a woman on a
stage. She was a stripper, and he had me watch.

“I want you to learn to strip like that,” he
said. “I want you to give me little shows and lap dances like a
good little sex slave.”

I watched the girl intently, imagining myself
dancing like that. I really wasn't much of a dancer, so the thought
of learning it made me anxious. What if I did it badly? What if he
didn't like it? What if he thought I was clumsy and not sexy?

We watched several strippers, and watched lap dances, too. It
didn't seem all that complicated. The girls looked sexy, though,
and I wanted to look like that – to him.

After a while he turned off the screen and
led me, crawling again, up the hall to another room. There was a
stripper pole there, set up on a low, round stage around it. I
stared at it with both excitement and anxiety.

“For you to practice on,” he said. “And look
here. I got you this.”

There was a chair there, and a dummy was
sitting in it. I giggled to see it. It was a sex doll, but a male
one.

“You can practice lap dances on him.”

There was a camera on a tripod, and a big
screen TV. The camera would record me, and I could see myself on
the TV, or rewind to see what I'd looked like.

Sir left me alone to practice. Right then,
the TV was showing one of the strippers, so I got on the little
stage, gripped the pole, and started to dance around it like the
girl I was watching on the TV. It proved more difficult than I'd
thought, and my arms were soon aching as a sheen of sweat covered
my body.

The lap dancing was easier, since it was
basically just straddling the dummy and grinding myself against it,
but the muscles in my legs soon started to ache, too! After only
about an hour of practicing my arms and legs were both aching and
weary and I was sweaty and tired. Sir came back, kissed me, and I
felt desperately anxious as I showed him my moves, knowing how
inadequate they were.

“My arms and legs are so tired,” I said
apologetically.

“You need to get in better shape,” he said.
“We need to start you on exercises. You're a soft little slave
girl, but you need to be harder in some places. Would you like a
nice little hard body?”

“Yes, sir,” I said doubtfully.

He drew my arms back together behind me,
straight, this time, and strapped them tightly together. My
shoulders ached as he led me further up the hall and into an
exercise room, setting me on the treadmill. He pulled the leash
forward and attached it to the bar ahead of me, then turned on the
machine. I started walking, then jogging, then running as he turned
the machine higher, but the harder I ran the more my breasts began
to bounce!

At first he just grinned and watched them,
but then he turned off the machine and led me back into what he
called his play room. He searched among the cabinets and drew out a
kind of harness of straps and narrow steel studs.

It was sort of a bra without cups – of a
sort. It was leather, and pulled in tightly beneath my breasts. It
had a sort of two inch shelf which pushed up against the undersides
of my breasts. One strap went behind my back and fastened there.
Then there were two narrower straps which pulled up from the sides
in front, pressing in against my breasts before curving in and
crossing at the enter of my chest below my neck. These then went up
over my shoulder and around my neck to fasten in back.

There was also another strap which pulled
horizontally across my chest from one side to the other,
essentially pressing down against the top of my breasts. In short,
my breasts were squeezed up, down and together to present them in
an impossibly firm, perfect shape.

He found another leather thing to put on me.
It consisted of a strap around the waist, and a strap which
descended from the middle in front, covered my pussy, and then went
up in back between my buttocks. He shoved a dildo up into my pussy
first, a thick, long one, then a second up my bottom before tugging
the strap up painfully tight.

Then I was set back onto the treadmill.
Running now didn't make my breasts bounce much, but it was very odd
with the dildos inside me, and I quickly got out of breath.

He had me do squats, then, which he said I
would have to practice at home. Sit-ups were pretty much beyond me
with my arms bound, so he had to undo them, and then he had me go
on a stair machine, then an elliptical. I was soon exhausted and
sore, and this was definitely not what I had expected of
tonight!

He had me start posing, then, for pictures. I
know, after that video you'd think it wouldn't bother me, but it
made me kind of squirm for some reason. I didn't think of
disobeying, though, as I turned and bent and posed in whatever way
he wanted, and he took picture after picture.

After the simple nude pictures came some with
dildos sticking out of me, and then bondage pictures, with me tied
in various positions. Those began to excite me, and he finished
with me with my restraints pulled together above my head, lifting
me right off my feet.

I don't know if I can really explain what I
felt when I was standing there on the balls of my feet, naked,
wrists shackled above my head as he moved around me snapping
pictures. There was a dark, smoldering heat as I stared at him, as
I stared at the camera. The harness was gone, along with the
leather strap bikini thing. But I had the ball gag in my mouth,
holding my lips wide, a dildo in my ass, and the vibrating clip
thing in my pussy. He had removed the metal restraints and replaced
them with studded leather. The wrists were heavily padded, which I
thought was nice, though didn't understand why.

And then he turned to the crank and I gasped
helplessly as the chain lifted me right off my feet!

The restraints dug into my wrists, but the
pain was easily bearable as I hung there, gasping, wide eyed,
staring up and then down at my body, my toes trembling and
twitching just above the floor.

He moved behind me and opened one of the
cabinets, and I moaned anxiously as I looked over my shoulder and
saw him examining the crops and whips and paddles there. He took
out a two inch wide leather strap, swung it a few times through the
air, then moved in behind me. I moaned and wriggled in alarm as I
anticipated the blow to come.

Then it came, and I cried out into the gag as
a shock of pain ripped through my buttocks from the thick strap. My
body writhed and twisted violently as a line of fire rose across my
sore buttocks.

“What a lovely ass,” he said.

He swung the strap across my bottom a second
time, and a third, and a fourth. Each blow made me squeal and twist
and writhe on the end of the chain as my bottom caught fire. He
would watch me with evident satisfaction, wait until my wild
movements had eased, then swing the strap again.

After my bottom was absolutely throbbing with
heat he seemed satisfied, and put down the strap, but then he
picked up a kid of flog, a whip with a number of long thin leather
strips. I felt another shock-wave roll through me as he swung it
down across my back. Somehow, being hit in the bottom was sort of,
well, childs-play, but being hit across the back...! That was
something horribly dark and nasty and flushed my mind with hot,
dark excitement.

It stung, though. None of the strips was very
heavy, but it stung a dozen times as they all snapped across my
bare back. Then it stung a dozen times more, then a dozen times
more, as I again writhed and twisted and squealed into the gag, my
back responding to the unfamiliarity of the stinging, burning
pain.

Sir clipped my ankle restraints together,
then, and then used a short chain to fasten them to a ring in the
floor. He resumed his whipping, and now my body could only twist
and writhe and arch in place as he whipped faster, and the thin
leather strips cut across my back with stinging force.

Tears filled my eyes, and then began to
trickle slowly down my cheeks. It was … the pain was intense, and
there was a tremendous frustration at being unable to escape or
evade the pain. And I was desperate for it to end. Kind of. But
there was also this deep, dark, wicked, shocked sense of arousal,
of a crackling sexual electricity surrounding my body, almost a
sense of exultation at the degree of wanton, perverted outrage
being visited upon me.

After the first shocks I felt the intensity
of my arousal deepening into a fever which bathed my mind in
darkness. I shuddered and moaned and even sobbed weakly as the whip
slashed across my back again and again, but my pussy was a burning
pit of lava which was felt as though it were leaking, as if the hot
liquid were trickling down my inner thighs!

He put down the whip and picked up a very
thin crop, very thin indeed, and moved before me. He smiled
encouragingly and I could see the lust and excitement in his face
as he drew the short, thin crop back and then swung it down across
my right breast.

The weight of the impact was almost
negligible, but it stung. And the more he swung it, the more the
stinging spread across my breasts. He struck them again and again
and again in rapid succession, the thin crop leaving thin red lines
criss-crossing my swollen, overheated breasts. And every time it
struck one of my nipples the pain was redoubled and I would twist
and buck in helpless reaction.

I felt as though I were swimming in a
steam-bath, barely able to breath due to the heat suffusing my
body. Sweat trickled slowly down between my breasts, down my belly,
and along my hips as he undid my ankles, spread them wide apart,
and chained them down again. He picked up a new whip, this one long
and thin, and swung it sideways.

The whip sliced across the middle of my back,
then curled around my waist and belly to bite into my side. It left
a thin red ring of heat around my middle. The whip swung again, and
again, each time encircling my body. On the fourth swing he had
raised it so that it curled around me at breast level, slashing
across both my breasts with stinging force.

The next blow curled downwards across my hip,
and slashed at my pussy, and I knew another shock-wave of
excitement and dark heat to go with the pain. I was literally
trembling in heat, now, in addition to wriggling and twisting in
pain. The whip curled around my hip from the other side, again
slashing downwards across my abdomen towards my pussy. It struck
with a wicked shock that sent a small, sudden orgasm spilling
through my senses.

I didn't know where it came from, but I
didn't car. I was dazed, eyes glazed, gasping and moaning through
the gag, hardly aware of my name any more as the whip snapped and
cracked against my overheated body. It bit at my thighs, at my
belly, at my back and breasts, then at my pussy, again and again.
Another perfect blow sent the thin leather whip snapping directly
across my shaven mound, and the shock-wave of sensation blew me
into another small, mini orgasm.

I felt my ankles being pulled backwards, and
up, sort of tilting my body forward. I yelped and winced as sharp
clips bit into my nipples, with weights pulling down on them.

Then I felt the glorious sense of his cock
pushing into me, not, as I had feared, into my ass, but up into my
pussy, even with the thin clip there. I shuddered and moaned, then
cried out as he jerked back on my hair and rammed himself fully
inside. Almost immediately, he began to thrust in and out, fast and
hard, jerking sharply on my hair at the same time. The dildo
protruding from my back opening was struck by his lower belly every
time he thrust into me, producing a sharp little ache deep
within.

My nipples burned and ached as the weights
swung and tugged on them, and all these powerful sensations, on top
of the fever gripping me, were simply too much. The two
mini-orgasms had done almost nothing to relieve the massive sexual
tension inside me, and now it released like a volcano going off.
The power and intensity of it was overwhelming, and my eyes bulged
as it tore through me.

The energy swept away my mind, leaving
nothing but a bare existence, with little knowledge of anything
beyond the sensory storm enveloping it. I screamed again and again.
I know this because of how sore my throat was afterward. The orgasm
was a monster, and tore apart my mind as his big, wonderful cock
pounded into me with savage force and drove me almost literally out
of my mind with pleasure.
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My parents approved of my desire to exercise,
even hiring a personal trainer to guide my exercises. I introduced
Sir to them, finally, and got to hear his name – Michael (not
Mike). Michael wore a stylish suit and acted entirely proper and
respectful. My parents quite approved of him, and felt he was just
the sort of man I needed, an older man to teach me some discipline
and make sure I comported myself properly.

If only they knew!

For even as I stood there next to him in my
conservative summer dress, I had a dildo jammed up deep inside my
pussy, and a second up inside my ass. In addition, Sir – I mean,
Michael had produced a slim, shiny, stainless steel plate to go
over my pussy. It hooked into the seven small rings which now
pierced me down there, pressed snug against my naked pussy, with a
small, sort of oval part covering my clit. That part bulged out to
cover my clit without actually touching it.

There was a narrow slit if I wanted to go to
the bathroom, but aside from that I couldn't touch myself down
there, for the plate locked in place with a tiny metal tool needed
to free it. And Sir didn't give me the tool.

I was also not wearing a bar. However, in
case that was noticed – and it would have been – in polite company,
I wore a sort of metallic strap much like the leather one I'd worn
the other day. It, too cupped and lifted my breasts, squeezed them
in together, and pressed down from above, while leaving them
entirely naked. However, it also had a thin metal rode which cut
across the front of my breasts, slid through the holes in my
nipples, and locked on the other side.

The metal straps kept my breasts mostly from
moving too much, but they still did move a little, given their
size, and every minor movement, up and down, pulled my nipples
against the rods.

I wore this under a loose, blue flower print
dress, with my father and mother standing before us, and then we
had dinner, a semi-formal dinner with candles and soft music, while
they talked, mostly with Sir – Michael, about his business,
investments, politics and the like. It was hard to not blush or
squirm as I sat there. The conversation itself was boring, since it
was nothing I had any interest in, and my body was thrumming with
heat down below while my nipples ached deliciously up above.

After the dinner with my parents Sir and I
went to a play, and again I had to squirm, or try not to squirm. I
would have preferred just going back to his place and being fucked
hard and deep, having little interest in the theater. Sir told me
several times to stop squirming, but his promise of punishment
after if I failed to heed him were not really all that menacing so
much as darkly exciting.

Sure enough, as soon as we got back to his
place I was required to strip, bend over, and hold still as he
strapped my bare bottom until it burned. He made me suck his cock
for long, long minutes, then bent me over again so he could do me
from behind – in the ass, though, which was intensely
frustrating.

He removed the plate just long enough to pull
the dildo out of me, rubbed my swollen little clit until I was
practically ready to scream, then put the plate back over me and
drove me home! That was to be my real punishment for not sitting
still! I could have screamed, and felt terribly hard done by!

It was only when he was gone and I had
stripped that I realized my dilemma. I could remove the chain bra
thing, but I could not remove the plate, which meant I couldn't
masturbate! The instant I realized it I thought – well, of course!
I mean, he had pretty much said as much when he'd put it on! But I
hadn't realized, hadn't considered that I might have this desperate
need and be unable to satisfy it. I could previously have gone long
periods without touching myself. But I was far more of a sexual
person now, and was horny a lot more than I had once been.

It was difficult getting to sleep. My hands
kept dropping to where my clit was. Every time I did I felt, first
a flash of anger and frustration, then a dark heat at such
outrageous, such cruel treatment. How dare he do such a thing! Was
I some sort of... slave?

I looked so hot! I looked so slave-like! I
only wished I could wear a collar around the house!

I went out jogging the next morning, my
nipples aching from the run, then showered and went to work in a
state of deep, sexual frustration. I was aroused all day, and
couldn't keep my mind on my simple work. Dark fantasies of slavery
and bondage filled my mind, and not only distracted me, but
increased the sexual heat gripping my body and mind.

It seemed like it took forever until work was
over and I fidgeted anxiously waiting for Sir to pick me up.

“Are we ready for a fun evening?” he asked
mildly as he helped me into the car.

“Yes, sir,” I gulped excitedly.

He got around to the other side and we
started off, with me fighting to not show the degree of heat
gripping me. And I was intensely relieved when we drove straight to
his house. I didn't need to order to strip to begin peeling off my
clothes, and he sat back against the hall table, grinning and
watching me as I put on the metal bracelets and collar.

“You're almost done,” he said. “I bought you
a dress and a new pair of boots.

I blinked at him in surprise, and then
something like disappointment. Clothes? I didn't need clothes! That
was my initial, almost instinctive reaction. Weird, huh?

The boots were actually short booties, like
the first pair he'd gotten me, but they were cute, and fit over my
ankles even with the shackles on them. Well, the shackles were not
thick, and were snug against my skin. The booties had high heels,
though, four inch stilettos, and I felt both nervous and hot as I
walked back and forth while he watched me.

The dress was a black turtleneck sweater
dress, and I pulled it on over my head and down along my body. It
was quite snug, and as short as the other one had been. But it had
long sleeves, which covered my wrist restraints. And, of course,
the turtleneck covered the collar around my throat. I had a bad
feeling about it, though, and my heart sank as he picked up the car
keys.

“Do we have to go out?!” I moaned in
disappointment.

“Yup,” he said.

“Oh please! Can't we stay home! I want you to
fuck me so bad!”

I put my arms around him and hugged him to
me, rubbing my cheek against his chest.

“You need a cock inside you, is that it?”

“Yes! I mean, yes, sir!” I moaned.

He slid his hand behind my neck, pulling me
away from him, and bent me over the table, then pulled up the
stretchy skirt to bare my bottom. I felt him fooling with the
plate, and it fell away so that I could feel the air on my swollen,
overheated sex.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I willingly complied, and moaned as I felt
his fingers sliding between the lips of my sex, stroking and
caressing me there.

“You're soaking wet, little sex slave,” he
said

“Please fuck me, sir!” I whined, pushing my
ass up and back at him.

What I felt penetrate me instead was a sort
of lumpy dildo, thick and slightly curved, which he slid deep into
my pussy. He brushed his fingers lightly across my clit and I
gasped and my hips jerked up and back in an involuntary spasm of
heat and need.

He chuckled and slapped my bottom lightly,
then to my shocked disappointment he put the plate back in
place.

“Please!” I whined.

“Later.”

“Oh please, sir!” I whined.

He ignored me, and put the plate back in
place, then took out the strap and turned my bottom an aching,
burning shade of red for “whining”.

“Now try to act like a human being and not a
bitch in heat,” he said, as he took me back out to the car.

We met with another couple, which was
something I absolutely loathed! It was social interaction with
strangers! And one of them was female, which I especially hated! I
just didn't get along well with women! Gary and Lisa were both
older than me, more Sir's age, and both tall. Lisa had long blonde
hair, which reminded me of my sister, so that I instantly disliked
her, and Gary was one of those guys who was prematurely bald, and
so had shaved his head. Though I have to admit it wasn't a bad look
for him.

My bottom was overheated, and made it even
harder not to squirm as I sat down, but I knew that if I didn't act
properly Sir would punish me further, and not in a way I would
like!

At first, the conversation was as dull as it
had been with my parents. It was about work, the economy, politics,
all dull stuff I didn't care about. Thrown in was some gossip about
people I didn't even know. Then they started talking, in a
light-hearted manner, about how Hugh Hefner had so many younger
women, and the one which had recently dumped him.

“You must empathize with him, Michael,” Gary
said with a grin at me.

“My younger woman would never leave me,” Sir
said confidently.

I wanted to say something, like that I wasn't
that much younger, and that he wasn't an old man like Hugh Hefner,
but I was always intimidated and tongue-tied in front of strangers,
so mostly I just blushed a bit and laughed a little
self-consciously.

“You don't think young women are too
flighty?” Lisa asked with a smirk.

Bitch!

“Of course, but you simply have to apply a
little discipline to them,” Sir said, “Sometimes to the seat of the
problem.”

He and Gary chuckled as they looked at me and
I blushed even more deeply, especially when Lisa smirked at me. I
felt a sudden wild sense of horror. Surely he hadn't told them
anything about... what we did! I mean, guys sometimes talked about
their girls but this kinky stuff... surely he hadn't told him... or
Lisa anything about that! Ohmygod! I would just die!

“Not all young women are hopelessly confused
about what they want to do in life, or what they're looking for,”
Sir said.

It almost sounded good, but then he turned
and grinned at me. “Then again, there are some who need more
guidance than others.”

“And which of those are you, Modesty?” Gary
asked with a grin.

“Modesty!” Lisa said with a laugh. “What an
old fashioned name! Your family must be very religious.”

I nodded jerkily to her.

“Hope they don't see you in that dress,
then,” Lisa said with a smirk. “I can see your nipples pretty
clearly.”

I felt the blood rush to my face. I was
wearing the metal mesh and chain thing, but without the rod
crossing my breasts. Instead I wore rings in them, and two very
thin chains bound the rings to the upper and lower part of the
chain bra thing.

“Her nickname is Mouse,” Sir said.

They tittered about that and I blushed
further.

“And are those rings?” she asked, bending to
look more closely.

The dress was tight and thin and elastic, but
it was black, and the restaurant was not well-lit.

“She's wearing a cupless bra,” Sir said.

I was embarrassed that he said it but
relieved that they both turned their eyes from me to him.

“I like to see her nipples,” he said,
plunging me into a dark, squirming embarrassment again.

Then he reached out and gave my right nipple
a quick pinch. I yelped in surprise, and they chuckled in
amusement.

The pinch, something he had done before in
private, did much more now, in front of strangers. It took my
breath away because of the implications. My face reddened, and my
head filled with turmoil again, for while I had suspected he might
have told Gary something, I felt, even as I suspected it, that he
probably hadn't and it was merely my own paranoia. Now, I thought
there was actually a very good chance he had, and I felt like a
trapped animal because of it.

I was never good with people! Never good with
strangers! I always felt lost, like I must be ready at an instant's
notice to react and respond to something they might say, where my
response would be judged and my value and intelligence weighed
accordingly.

“Sit up straight, girl,” he ordered.

I responded at once, almost unthinking, and
then, in the dimly lit room, he slid his hand out and lay it
against my chest beneath my breast.

“It's of that new softmetal stuff, as
flexible as thin, silver chains, but of course, shaped for
support.

“More than support,” Lisa said, peering at my
breasts. “I can see it lifting up, but it's squeezing in from the
sides and top as well, isn't it.”

“Yes. Her breasts are nicely full and
surprisingly firm for their size, but gravity is an unrelenting
opponent and I don't want her bouncing around before her time.”

It felt... bizarre to have them talking about
my breasts like this! Who did that!? I mean, in public, among
strangers!? I gulped at my drink, too embarrassed to speak or look
at them, staring off into the crowd, my skin tingling with
heat.

“That reminds me, you wanted the name of my
laser place,” Lisa said.

“Yes. She shaves nicely but I want her
completely smooth and naked down there.”

OhmyGod! He was talking about... ! And
again I felt a sense of horrified embarrassment, combined with an
almost surreal wonderment that people would discuss such intimate
things about me in public, at least, around me, at least, without
me starting it!

I was intensely grateful for the dim
lighting, else everyone would see how beet red my face was.

Thankfully, their conversation turned to some
acquaintance of theirs who was getting married, and my face
gradually cooled, my pulse easing. Sir ordered for both of us,
which wouldn't normally have bothered me at all, except Lisa took
note and smirked my way, causing me to blush a little. They went
back to talking about their acquaintance for a while, then the food
arrived.

Sir had ordered the same thing for both of
us, and now took my place, with its steak, and put it on his place.
I blinked in surprise, but of course, didn't complain. I wouldn't
have complained in private, and I certainly wasn't going to
complain in public in front of other people!

He cut a piece and ate it, and Lisa and Gary
began to eat as well. I sat there, blushing, wondering what he
intended, but with my pulse starting to quicken as I knew a
suspicious fear that I knew.

And then, after eating a couple of pieces, he
cut a piece, and held the fork out to me. I could feel Lisa and
Gary's eyes on me, and I blushed deeply, but I reached forward and
took it between my lips, chewing while looking at the table. My
eyes flitted out to either side, but there was a plant on my right,
and the table on our left was empty.

Sir ate another couple of pieces, then held
out a piece to me, and again I took it off his fork and began to
chew.

The three of them talked about sports, then
politics, while I sat there squirming mentally, taking my food off
Sir's fork. Then he cut off a piece and lifted it with his fingers.
I felt another jarring blow of embarrassment as I licked it out of
his fingers, face burning.

“It's like feeding an animal at the zoo,”
Lisa said with a little laugh echoed by Gary.

“She is my little pet. My little mouse,” Sir
said in a voice which was laden with pride and also affection.

I was horribly embarrassed, but also felt a
surge of pleasure at his words and tone.

He slid another piece under my lips and I
licked it off and chewed.

“Can anyone feed your little mouse?” Lisa
asked.

“If I say so,” Sir said.

I cringed in denial, but after Sir cut a
piece Lisa held it out in her fingers. I flicked my lips
imploringly up at him but he gave me a firm look and, face flaming,
I took it out of her fingers and began to chew, though it tasted
like cardboard.

Then, of course, Gary had to feed me, and
then the three of them took turns. Oddly, I began to kind of get
used to it.

“It's interesting,” Gary said, “But it does
get your fingers kind of messy.”

Sir held his bare fingers out to me, and I
knew what he wanted. Once again, I felt that emotional blow, but I
did what I knew he wanted, and licked at his fingers, taking them
into my mouth, sucking and licking them clean. Doing it was
actually kind of... erotic. I mean, I'd found it to be erotic
before, and I liked the intimacy, but I knew I would then have to
do it to the others, and braced myself for it.

Sure enough, I had to lick at Lisa's long,
slender fingers, and she eagerly pushed them into my mouth for me
to suck.

“Suck my digits, little mouse,” she purred in
amusement.

I flicked my fingers desperately at Sir but
he nodded encouragement, and I had to suck on Lisa's fingers, even
as she slid them deeper into my mouth, sort of rubbing them up and
down along my tongue.

“You're very good at sucking things,” she
said with a grin.

“She is indeed, and getting better,” Sir
said.

I thanked God when dinner was over, though I
think by then I had been embarrassed so often and so deeply that I
was starting to become immune to it. We left the restaurant
together, however, and it was still not dark outside by a long
shot. We reached their car, a big black SUV, and I hoped we would
be saying goodbye and moving on.

“Wow, that's a very sexy dress,” Lisa
said.

I was startled by the comment, and squirmed a
bit, wondering what to say. I didn't like her, but I suppose
politeness said I had to thank her. But before I could speak she
continued.

“You can really make out the shape of her
breasts in that.”

She wasn't even talking to me, but to
Sir!

“Yes, she has a great little silhouette,” he
said.

He reached behind me and slipped his fingers
into the back of my collar, then tugged sharply.

“Straighten up, slave girl,” he said.

Then he put his hand on my chest again,
caressing the underside of my right breast.

“See how well it makes her breasts stand
out?” he said.

“I do. It's very sexy. The dress hugs her
like a second skin,” Lisa said.

And to my embarrassment and discomfort she
put her hand on my other breast, caressing the underside, and
tracing her fingers along the bra thing. She didn't hesitate to
slide her hand right up over the center of my breast either, and
finger my nipple, which, disconcertingly, was thrusting out very
stiffly against the thin material.

“What hard, pointy little nipples you have,
slave girl,” she said. “Does she get wet as easily?”

“Like a river in spring,” Sir said with a
brief laugh and a squeeze to my bottom.

I was doing my best to keep my eyes down at
the ground below, cringing under the attention.

“So did you get that other thing done? The
chastity plate?” he asked.

“Show them, Mouse.”

I froze. Surely he didn't mean – !? surely he
couldn't mean – !?”

“Lift your skirt, slave girl,” he said.

OhmyGod!

I couldn't! I simply couldn't! Not in front
of them! We were between their SUV and a minivan, so no one else
would see, but still, I just couldn't!

He tugged up my skirt and my hands
immediately jerked to push it back.

“Hands behind your back,” he barked in a hard
tone.

Whimpering helplessly, my trembling hands
obeyed, but then he said.

“In fact, hands above your head. Right now,”
he said coldly.

I raised my hands as he pulled up the skirt,
and then felt almost dazed by the rush of humiliation as he jerked
the sweater dress up completely, up over my hips, up past my
breasts, and up over my head and off.

“Hands behind your neck. Now!” he
snapped.

I obeyed as if in slow motion, the heat in my
face burning all the way down my chest.

“Feet apart!”

“That's interesting. I've never seen one
quite like that before,” Gary said.

Lisa was rubbing her hands along the metal
plate, and moved up over the little bulging part which went over my
clit.

“So she can't take it off?”

“No,” Sir said.

Lisa giggled. “She can't even touch her own
clit.”

“Definitely not. I'll give her pleasure when
she deserves it. She isn't allowed to give it to herself.”

“I love how this makes her tits stand out,”
Lisa said, stroking her hands along the undersides of my breasts,
then flicking her fingers at the rings.

“Anything inside her?” Gary asked, tapping
his finger against the plate.

“Not at the moment,” Sir said,
“Although...”

He gripped my wrists, which were behind my
neck, and turned me to face the SUV.

“Bend,” he ordered, slapping my bottom.

I obeyed, and his fingers spread about my
buttocks.

“Let me see the dildo,” he ordered.

Could you die of embarrassment?! I was
so dazed, so shocked by it all that I wondered, but I obeyed, and
squeezed down with my anal muscles, slowly pushing the base of the
dildo out into the light. I felt someone, I thought it might be Sir
but who knows, gripping the end, pumping it lightly in and out,
then thrusting it up inside me again.

“Well, we have to get going,” Sir said.

He pulled the dress down over my head again,
and after he and they said goodbye, he led me back to his car and
put me in it.

He got in and began to drive, looking across
at me from time to time.

“You realize you're going to be punished for
disobedience,” he said coldly.

“I-I'm sorry,” I whispered, head down.

“What are you?”

He had posed that question numerous times,
and I well-knew the answer.

“A sex slave, sir,” I gulped.

“What do sex slaves do?”

“They obey, sir.”

“What happens to them when they fail to
obey?”

“They're punished, sir.”
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I didn't mind being punished. A part of me
even looked forward to it. Of course, it wasn't to be what I
thought it would be. He led me into the play room of his, naked, of
course. Even the plate and bra thing were gone. I wore only the
shackles and collar as he led me over to an oddly shaped object I
can only describe as a sort of sawhorse with metal legs holding up
an inch wide metal bar with padded leather across the center. He
made me straddle it, and then locked my wrists together behind my
back, using the chain to lift them up between my shoulder
blades.

He was able to adjust the horizontal beam
between my thighs with a small crank, raising it up until it
pressed firmly against my mound, then making me rise onto the balls
of my feet so he could crank it higher. When it was again pressed
very little against my sex he locked it in place, then placed a
chain between my ankle restraints. He found another chain, thin,
Y-shaped, and clipped the top part to my nipple rings before
drawing the bottom part up and forward. He measured it carefully,
so that it was taut, and locked it to a ring in a bar sticking up
from the far end of the horse.

A ball gag filled my mouth, and then with a
stern caution to learn how to obey in a timely fashion, he left me
there.

I thought he was going for some implement of
punishment he had left elsewhere, a whip or flog or something, but
as the minutes passed he failed to return. I wondered what sort of
punishment this was.

At first, I lay myself down gently on the
narrow leather top of the beam, holding much of my weight on my
feet. But my ankles soon began to tremble and shake at the
unaccustomed pressure of keeping myself up on the balls of my feet.
I was forced to ease more pressure down, and that pulled my nipples
against the chains, pulling on them, stretching them, and then, as
I eased lower, pulling my breasts up and out before me a
little.

I also soon found that the narrow edge of the
beam, even though covered in thinly padded leather, was not a
comfortable seat at all, especially since the only thing I could
place on it was my soft, sensitive pussy mound, and my hard, barely
padded tailbone.

Now, as the minutes ticked past, I began to
understand the punishment. The more time I spent with my weight
pressed down against the top, the more I ached. I could try to sort
of lean back a bit, but that put the pressure against my tailbone,
which began to ache in a different way, sharper. That also tugged
more at my nipples. Leaning forward eased the pressure on my
nipples somewhat, but put all my weight on the soft flesh of my
mons.

And the only way to ease the pain was to
raise myself up onto the balls of my feet again. Doing that,
however, now began to make my ankles and calves ache fiercely, and
I couldn't do it for long. I found myself in constant motion,
shifting myself to try to ease the pain, but easing the pain in one
place gave only momentary relief before it began in another. Still,
that momentary relief caused me to keep shifting, keep wriggling,
even as the pain mounted.

I felt a sense of almost delighted amazement
at how cleverly cruel the punishment was. Then I did my best to
endure it. At the same time, though, I could feel a sense of dark
hunger, triggered by being bound and punished. Something within me
seemed to like the idea of being treated cruelly, being abused.
Especially sexually, and I could feel a sense of arousal suffusing
my body again as I straddled the bar.

Sir came back, and I stared up at him,
begging him with my eyes, trying to talk through the gag. He
inspected me, gripped my hair, and jerked my head back sharply
enough to make my nipples burn.

“When you're given an order, slave girl, you
obey it at once,” he said. “Immediately. You don't stop to think
about whether you want to obey. You do it.”

He reached under the padded seat, and flicked
some sort of switch, then released my hair so that I sank back onto
the padded leather. As he turned and walked away, however, I
realized the was... buzzing. I could feel it easily through the
leather given that the bar was only an inch square, and given it
was jammed up between my pussy lips.

The pain there was a deep, dull throbbing
ache, unlike the much sharper pain to my tailbone and nipples, and
now, with the bar buzzing, vibrating, that dull throbbing took on a
different tone. I had been sexually frustrated for some time, and
now I suddenly recalled, in the feel of the leather between my
legs, the leather of the door to his den which I had ground myself
so shamelessly against on my first visit.

My body remembered the wild rush of dark
pleasure which had torn through me then, and I felt my pussy
moistening against the leather. Gasping, moaning into the gag, I
began to grind myself against it, lightly, for I couldn't move very
well, and the dark pleasure roused a sexual firestorm. I used my
leg muscles, grinding myself breathlessly against the padded
leather bar, moaning and gasping, chest heaving as the heat
mounted.

Shifting my hips back and forth like that
also sort of ground my little pink rosebud against the leather, and
that produced an intensely stimulating sensation unlike any I'd
ever felt before, especially when the leather became slick with my
inner juice. My nipples sparkled with pain and sexual heat as I
shifted in and out, tugging at them rhythmically, and the muscles
in my calves burned as I ground myself with growing intensity.

I came, powerfully, trembling and shaking as
I ground myself desperately against the leather, crying out in
wild, animal pleasure as the sexual heat tore through my body.

It was so fucking good! I couldn't stop
myself, gasping and whimpering and whining as my head rolled and my
body flared with white hot sensory overload. I finally all-but
collapsed, gasping dazedly, sitting fully on the bar, eyes slitted,
gulping in breath as my burning pussy began to cool.

It was a wonderful orgasm, but it left me
feeling drained, and yet I remained atop the bar. I whimpered in
discomfort as the bar buzzed against my clit, needing to push it
back, which meant needing to raise myself away from it. I did so,
but after mere seconds the pain to my ankles and calves grew too
powerful and I had to drop myself back onto the bar. I leaned back,
taking the weight on my tailbone for as long as I could, despite
the pulling at my nipples, then had to lean forward once more.

I felt so exhausted now! I wanted off! But I
couldn't do a thing! The pain continued, and grew worse, and then
another surge of sexual heat preoccupied my mind for long minutes.
I again began to grind against the bar, and then another orgasm
shattered my mind, leaving me dazed and breathless, sweating and
exhausted.

My pussy ached horribly! I whimpered in pain,
my eyes filling with tears of frustration, and still I remained in
place. God it hurt! My ankles and calves were so weak now I
couldn't bring myself to rise at all. I sat straddling that padded
bar, my pussy flaming with a deep, dull, terrible ache, my tailbone
like a spike of raw pain, my nipples burning embers. Tears began to
fill my eyes, and then trickle down my cheeks as I sobbed
miserably. The pain was too intense now for the vibration thing to
rouse me to any pleasure, and I whimpered and begged him silently
to return.

When he finally did I cried out to see him,
trying to convey to him how much it hurt, and that he needed to get
me down. He pulled back on my now tangled hair, examined my
nipples, then released my hair.

“Are you starting to realize the need to
obey?”

I nodded my head frantically.

He squatted down at my side, and gripped my
left leg, pulling it out to the side. I looked down to see him
attaching a chain to my ankle restraint. He fed it to a ring set in
the floor, then released my leg, which remained locked in place. I
whimpered and moaned at him as he crossed to the other side, and
there he pulled my other ankle out to the side, and again, locked
it down to the floor.

He stood up and his finger slid down to rub
at my clit, though he had to pull back on my hair to expose it.

“There, there. You know you must be punished.
It's the only way slaves learn. Next time you're given an order
you'll obey it at once. Isn't that right?”

I jerked my head up and down, or tried to,
given he was holding my hair.

“You're already about a quarter of the way
through your time on the horse. I'm sure the rest of your time will
teach you even better.”

I gasped as he released my hair. A quarter! I
had to sit on this thing for three times as long as I'd already sat
there!? I couldn't do it! I'd go insane from the pain! I screamed
at him, cried at him, begged at him, but he just smiled and left me
alone there,

He returned almost at once, though, as if
he'd forgotten something, and picked up a clip he'd left on the
floor.

I tried desperately to get his attention, and
it seemed to work.

“Well, little mouse? Is there something you'd
like to say to me?”

I jerked my head up and down desperately,
trying to speak around the gag.

“Are you going to obey orders now?”

I nodded my head frantically.

“You're owed the rest of your punishment,” he
said. “However, I suppose I could put it aside for a time, provided
your behavior is acceptable. Are you going to obey?”

I jerked my head up and down wildly.

“We'll see,” he said.

He unhooked my nipples, and I groaned as the
stinging tension was removed at last. He unhooked my ankle
restraints, then cranked the bar low enough for me to stand on my
feet. Even then my ankles and calves ached fiercely, so when he
unclipped my wrists I gladly sank to my hands and knees, groaning
at the intense relief now spreading up through my aching groin.

He reached down, removing the gag, through
which I had been drooling, and I coughed and gulped in air.

“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you, sir!” I
gasped, sweating and trembling.

“Your punishment has not been lifted. It's
waiting for you to disobey. Remember that, slave girl.”

“Yes, sir!” I croaked.

“Show me your gratitude for how kind I am,”
he said.

He extended his foot, still covered in the
shiny leather shoe he'd worn to the club, and I stared at it
through glassy eyes.

“Show me how grateful you are,” he said, his
voice hardening.

I whimpered weakly, wondering what he wanted,
and almost instinctively put my arms around his leg, pressing my
face against his knee.

“The shoe, slave,” he said.

I looked at it, then bent and kissed it.

“That's a start.”

I licked at it, at first hesitantly, but when
I realized that was what he wanted, I pushed my tongue out fully,
licking and lapping up and down along his shoe, feeling a tingling
sense of dark heat as I did so for how outrageously degrading it
was.

“I'm not seeing much enthusiasm. Maybe you
could use another hour or two on the horse.”

I licked eagerly, frantically, licked up and
down his shoe, along his ankles, clutching his ankles as I licked
around the back of the shoe, demeaning myself desperately, but in
the process... in the process I knew how wildly, darkly kinky this
was, and my throbbing pussy wasn't aching nearly as much any
more.

He raised his shoe and I licked across the
underside, then licked at his other shoe until he snapped a leash
to my collar and led me, crawling, out of the room.

We went into the living room, where the TV
was on.

“Kneel and don't move,” he ordered.

He sat down, then raised his legs and propped
them across my back as I knelt there. I gulped and trembled, but
obeyed his order as he began to flick through channels. His legs
stayed propped across my back, and my arms began to ache from
supporting me.

“Have you been exercising?”

“Yes, sir,” I said tremulously.

“You need to exercise more, I think. You're
weak, soft and weak.”

He pulled his feet off me and then pulled me
up across his lap, on my belly. His hands stroked along my
buttocks, and slid under me to knead my breasts, but generally left
me be, idly touching and caressing me as he watched TV.

I gasped and my bottom jerked up as his
fingers lightly traced the line of my sex.

“Sore, hmm? But that's only proper. Slave
girls are supposed to feel pain,” he said.

My pussy felt raw and bruised and tender, so
tender that any touch drew a sharp pain rippling through it. But
that didn't stop the dark lust from beginning to take hold of me
again as I lay naked across his lap. He stroked my aching pussy
only intermittently, but each time he did I hissed and jerked my
hips sharply in a strange combination of pain and pleasure.

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave, sir,” I panted
breathlessly.

“What do sex slaves do?”

“They obey, sir.”

He asked me the question a dozen times, then
two dozen, and seemed content with my answers, which never varied.
His fingers stroked lightly along my clit, and the dark heat took
hold of me again.

I was soon sweating and trembling and
groaning and rolling my hips up wantonly, and he rubbed me to an
intensely powerful orgasm which had a dark mixture of sharp pain
and wild, animal pleasure.

* * *

Over the following weeks I exercised more,
and he continued to give me wild, incredible orgasms, as well as
punishment for whatever he decided I needed punishing for.

My parents were not pleased when I moved in
with him. They found him perfectly adequate as a boyfriend, and
perhaps even more, but they highly disapproved of pre-marital sex,
and my mother and father's reactions were frosty indeed.

Sir insisted I quit my job, which I didn't
mind at all. He assigned me chores to do around the house,
including all the gardening. I did all of this naked, of course. I
never wore anything inside but shackles, rings, and the plate over
my pussy. I woke naked, I went through my day naked, and I went to
sleep again that night naked.

Sir fed me, and Sir bathed me. He washed and
dried and brushed out my hair, brushed my teeth, and gave me my
enemas before sliding the dildo into my butt.

And one day he brought home company: Gary and
Lisa.

I had been ordered to not stand on my two
feet except when doing some chore like cleaning windows which
required it. So when I heard the door open I crawled eagerly
towards it, and then recoiled, shrinking back in humiliation when I
saw he wasn't alone. I tried to hurriedly crawl away but he snapped
his fingers.

“Here, girl,” he ordered.

Cringing on the inside, face red, I crawled
forward to him as the other two grinned down at me.

“Is that how you greet me?” he demanded.

I bent and licked at his shoe and he
scratched my head and ran his fingers through my hair.

“Sit,” he ordered.

Blushing furiously, I sat back on my heels,
legs spread wide and knuckles on my outer thighs. A sharp jerk on
my hair told me my back wasn't straight enough with my head
lowered, so I jerked my head up and stared at the corner of the
ceiling.

“And has your little mouse been learning her
place?” Gary asked.

“Oh yes, but she's still a little rough
around the edges.”

“Speaking of rough around the edges, how is
her darling little tongue?” Lisa cooed.

“Show us your tongue, slave,” Sir
ordered.

Whimpering weakly, I stuck my tongue out.

Sir had been stretching it the last few
weeks, sometimes binding me in place with my tongue stuck out and
the tongue ring hooked to a chain to pull my tongue forward. He had
taught me a number of exercises for my tongue, and also taught me
how to slide it nimbly around his testicles, up an down his cock,
and even in a darting, circular motion, around his back opening. I
could now push my tongue out further and lick harder and
longer.

“What are you?” he asked.

“A sex slave, sir,” I said automatically,
blushing furiously.

“And what do sex slaves do?”

“They obey, sir,” I said.

“Have you learned a lot about sucking cock
over the last months?”

“Yes, sir,” I gulped, face red.

“Show Gary what you've learned.”

I blinked in confusion, and then a wild dark
rush of heat and embarrassment swirled within me.

I reached for him but he drew back and
motioned Gary forward, and I froze, shocked, as Gary stood before
me, his crotch bulging.

I heard Lisa give a laugh, and then I reached
for Gary's zipper, pulling it slowly down as a dark haze came over
me. I reached inside, and Lisa reached across, undoing his
trousers, and letting them fall, then tugging down his shorts.

“I want to see how a mouse sucks cock,” she
said with a laugh.

I did as I had been taught by Sir, and began
by sucking on his balls. I massaged them in my mouth and with my
tongue, sucking and kissing them, then worked my way up to his
shaft. He wasn't as big as Michael, as Sir, but he was big enough,
and I felt a wild flame of intense dark heat gripping me as I
bobbed my lips up and down, taking him deep into my throat.

He pulled out with gasp..

“She's fucking good!” he exclaimed,
panting.

“Present, girl,” Sir ordered.

I turned and dropped my chest low, spreading
my knees and raising my bottom high. I whimpered in dark heat, for
it was a humiliating pose before strangers, but for some reason,
that humiliating was now exciting me. I was still wearing the
plate, as I usually did, and I wondered if Sir would remove it.

“Show us the dildo, slave,” he ordered.

I squeezed down with my sphincter, and slowly
pushed the dildo out into sight. Someone grabbed it and pulled it
free, and then Gary knelt behind me. I shuddered as he slid his
cock into my ass, and then groaned as he began to to ride me, hard
and fast, his hips slapping against my buttocks as his hands roamed
my body.

“Pound her, Gary!” Lisa called, laughing.
“Harder. Make those tits wobble!”

He jerked back on my hair as he rammed into
me, and I gasped and grunted as his big cock drove painfully deep
into my ass again and again. I was still too shocky, too humiliated
to come, but I was darkly aroused and thrilled, and by the time he
finished and emptied himself in my ass, I was eager for more from
him and Sir.

Instead I had to get them drinks, for which I
was permitted to stand. Then Sir removed the plate, showing them my
pussy rings. I had to then lay back on the coffee table and
masturbate as the three of them looked on. I'd done it before for
Sir, but doing it for Gary was difficult, and with Lisa looking on
I was mortified!

But I couldn't resist the heat, the siren
sound of the dildo and vibrator, and I lay back, knees up and wide,
plunging the dildo into myself as I played the vibrator across my
clit, jerking and gasping and moaning and whimpering until I came,
writhing and arching and crying out as they watched.

Lisa applauded.

They had a few drinks and talked, mostly
about me, while I knelt obediently. Then to my squirming discomfort
we went into the bedroom and Lisa stripped. She was slim, with
small breasts, and I rolled my eyes appealingly to Sir, but he only
smiled. I knew he wanted to see me with her and I knew I couldn't
say no. Her arms slid around me and she pulled my naked body in
against her as she jerked my head back by the hair and kissed
me.

I thought of it as just play-acting, the way
some girls had done at school, at bars, and clubs, but they hadn't
done it naked. I put my arms reluctantly around her, caressing her
back as she dug her nails into my buttocks, and let her kiss me,
let her mash her lips against mine and plunge her tongue into my
mouth.

She threw me on the bed and jumped atop me,
and for several minutes she ground her body against mine while
kissing me. My wrists and ankles were tied to the four corners of
the bed, then, and I stared up at the ceiling, waiting to endure
her as she licked and sucked and bit and caressed me from head to
toe.

It wasn't... horrible, even though I wasn't
into women at all. I twas bearable, mostly because Gary and Sir
were looking on, obviously excited.

“Pay attention, mouse girl,” she said as she
slid down between my legs.

Her tongue began to work on me, then, and I
had to admit, she was good. More than good, her tongue was
amazing!

Her fingers were awfully talented, too. They
slid in and out of me, in and out of my ass, and up and down across
my breasts, tugging and rolling my nipples until, despite my
unhappiness at being subjected to the attentions of a woman, I
arched and cried out in orgasm.

The men chuckled and left, then, and I was
alone with her. She grinned and straddled my chest, then slid her
knees and bottom forward until her pussy was directly over my
face.

“Now, little mouse, you're going to learn how
to please a woman.”

I gulped uneasily, chest still rising and
falling rapidly, staring up the long length of her body to her head
high above. She had cruel eyes, I thought with a little shiver.

“Now start out on your own. Remember what I
did, and let's see how you perform.

I performed poorly, as it turned out. Started
tugging on my hair as punishment, then reaching back and tugging on
my nipple rings. She finally got the Y-shaped chain, attached them
to my nipple rings, then resumed her 'seat', draping the chain over
her left shoulder. Whenever she thought I needed encouragement
she'd simply yank on the chain.

She kept me sucking and licking on her clit
and pussy lips until my jaw and tongue were so sore they couldn't
move. Then she left me like that, returning with a big strap-on
dildo. I squirmed mentally, but had no say in things as she knelt
and began to lick at my pussy, demonstrating how inadequate I was.
And then, despite my uneasiness, despite the fact I honestly didn't
like her, she roused me to a high heat, then climbed atop me,
thrust the dildo into my pussy, and fucked me hard, using me as
though she were a man, and forcing me to come.

She got my leash, unchained me, and led me,
crawling, back up the hall and down the stairs. It embarrassed me
crawling into the room on the end of the leash held by her, but I
did it, and Sir clicked his fingers at me, so that I crawled
eagerly over to him and rubbed my head against his knees, then, as
he pulled me in, against his thighs.

I soon had his cock in my mouth and was
bobbing up and down. Gary and Lisa watched. Then Gary moved behind
me and I felt his fingers pumping in and out of my ass. I didn't
stop sucking on Sir as he pushed himself into me, nor when Lisa
slid her hand beneath me and began to rub at my clit. And when Sir
motioned me up, I pulled eagerly away from Gary and Lisa,
straddling his cock and sliding down atop it.

I should have been mortified doing this in
front of the others, but instead I was elated at being back with
him, at having sex with him rather than Lisa and Gary. It didn't
matter what they did as long as he was there to tell me what to do.
I felt safe and secure with him there, and rode his cock steadily
as the others watched.

Gary began to slide his fingers up into my
ass, again, and then they repositioned themselves so that, as I
rode Sir, he could push himself up into my ass. I'd never had two
men at once inside me and the feeling was … indescribable. I'd been
aroused riding Sir but now the arousal turned into a flaming fever
that had me sweltering, moaning and gasping as the two big cocks
moved in my belly.

Lisa got her strap-on and I had to suck it,
with her yanking on my hair, while the other two thrust into me.
Then they traded places, and I rode Gary while Lisa thrust into my
ass with the dildo and I sucked Sir.

It was all incredibly strange, surreal, but I
was in a world of sex and sexuality now, of eroticism and
sensuality, and I felt myself gradually sinking into place, feeling
the rightness of it all as the three of them thrust and stroked and
kneaded and used me, my body flaring and burning as they sated
their lust upon it.

I spent much of my existence on my hands and
knees after that. Sir often brought people home, but it no longer
embarrassed me. I felt right in my place as a sex slave. I didn't
have to do anything but obey, didn't have to talk with them or
answer questions, had only to do the things Sir had told me to do
many times before. I masturbated while they watched, danced at the
pole sometimes, gave lap dances, and performed a variety of sexual
services for him and his friends.

At other times, I did chores around the house
and out in the back. When I could do them on all fours I did. When
I had to stand, I did that, though after a while I began to feel a
little strange when standing. But what I truly loved, aside from
the intensity and the sheer amount of sexual heat and pleasure I
derived from this was not having to make any decisions, not even
having to figure out what to say to people – since Sir never had me
talking to them and since they didn't talk to me.

He'd called me his pet, and in some ways it
was like that. Nobody expected the dog to answer back when you
talked to it, and I didn't have to answer either. I just had to let
them stare at me, admire me, and then perform sexual acts on them.
I sometimes slept in his bed, always with my wrists shackled. But
usually on a padded doggy bed next to his bed. We showered
together, and ate together, though I ate on the floor from doggie
bowls, unless he decided to feed me by hand.

The chores were simple to do, and occupied my
time well, and in the evenings, there was Sir, sometimes with his
friends, other times just sitting there, stroking me, or propping
his feet on me, or just letting me lay there on the carpet while he
watched TV. The only time I ever wore clothes was when going to
visit my family, or when they visited me. And those were quite
infrequent.

I know people will think I'm weak, but I've
always known what I did and didn't want to do. And people should
consider that I no longer do the kinds of things I hated doing.
Now, I just float along, on an erotic wave, almost always aroused
to some degree, and experiencing the wild excitement of dark sexual
submission day after day after day. And I wonder how many women
would trade their boring, drab, nine to five existence for
mine.
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