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What is masochism? The word gets used a lot.
It started out having a sexual meaning, and it meant, supposedly,
someone who enjoys receiving pain. I suppose some would call me a
masochist, but I can't really say I enjoy pain. It isn't the pain
itself that turns me on at all. It's... the situation around
receiving it. It's the drama and outrageous nature of being
victimized, of being humiliated and degraded by someone, preferably
someone hot!

That's what turns me on. The whole situation
around it.

I'm not sure why but if I was to analyze
myself I'd say it would likely be because I've always been kind of
shy and quiet and modest. Not for me the sexy dresses and tight
tops and short skirts! That was all far too slutty and provocative!
My parents had instilled in me a sense of proper decorum and
modesty! And anything else was sinful!

I did no dating until I went to college, and
then I rarely dated. I was too shy, and dressed in ways designed to
disguise my body. I used to say, with some sincerity, that you
can't judge a book by its cover, and if boys/men were silly enough
to do that then I didn't want them anyway.

The problem with this, of course, is that
publishing companies go to great lengths to design attractive
covers because they know very well that without one people are much
less likely to pick up the book to have a look.

I didn't really have much experience with
men, nor understood them. They were all entirely fixated on either
sports or sex, as far as I could tell. I had no interest in sports,
myself, but as to sex, well... that had always been my weakness.
You see, I'd always had a very strong sex drive, had always had...
yearnings, hunger.

But with my shyness, and prim and proper
behavior, that had no outlet other than, of course – fantasy. I
fantasized a lot about sex. In particular, I fantasized about how I
would have sex. It was hard, given my innate sense of realism, to
imagine myself meeting a boy and dating and having sex. That would
never happen!

I would have to date them repeatedly over a
time period, in order to be convinced that we had a meaningful
relationship, and then perhaps very slowly start to experiment with
more physical intimacy. This, you must admit, was not really
adequate for sexual fantasies.

The shortcut, of course, was to fantasize
about something more outrageous, about some big, gruff, handsome,
devilish man just taking me! A pirate on a ship, or some mustache
twirling Frenchman in Paris, or a dastardly Baron in his manor or
castle near London.

My fantasies required that I be 'ravished'
without my consent, because consenting would be sinful and make me
a slut. Therefore, I couldn't possibly consent, even if I wanted to
have sex. And, I had to be hurt, because despite resisting, well, I
knew I was a slut, and therefore, must be punished.

I'm smart enough to recognize these origins
are truly silly, of course. But emotions seldom give much regard to
logic. And since I've been having these dark, sexual fantasies for
as long as I can remember, they've kind of taken over. And they've
gotten worse because of some of the books I've read (old fashioned,
'bodice buster' romances) and the internet.

I felt guilty even looking at nasty pictures
on the internet! Even in the privacy of my room! I felt as if I
ought to be wearing a mask or something! But the pictures were
delicious! The men with such broad shoulders and muscular bodies!
And the big, hard erections!

My sex life was entirely self-involved, of
course. The sight of those erections made me want to feel one
inside me! But of course, I couldn't possibly do that with a man! I
didn't know any men! At least, not well enough to do that!

I rented a safe deposit box, and I ordered
one of those penises on the internet. Then I experimented. I found
that the feeling of being penetrated, in tandem with my fantasies,
filled me with passion and heat and lust and excitement!

But oh God I felt so guilty afterward!

It was perhaps inevitable that given the
nature of my fantasies, and given my guilt, I would come to
experiment with something more than mere penetration and
masturbation.

The first time I did was in my parents'
house, in the basement. I was alone in the house, and had put on a
pornographic video, which I had transferred from my laptop onto the
big screen TV in the basement. Naked, I knelt on the carpet,
staring at it, bent over an ottoman. I had the dildo all-but buried
inside me, which allowed me to grind the base against the corner of
the ottoman and to mash my breasts into the soft, buttoned
leather.

And in my hand, I held a belt, doubled up. It
was a thin belt, and I swung it down and back to land across my
buttocks. It stung, but in the mood I was in, the heat gripping my
body and mind, that was not exactly a deterrent!

I swung it again, and again, harder,
breathless, gasping, staring at the screen, grinding my pussy
against the corner of the ottoman, jamming the base of the dildo up
against my clitoris.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

My mind wandered and I was now in the
darkened hall of a great manor, bent over, while the evil Baron
brought his belt down across my bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I swung harder, gasping and moaning as the
belt hit. The stinging blows, though, added a sense of wild realism
to my fantasy, and brought me a massive orgasm!

I used that belt, and then a heavier one,
whenever I could thereafter. Unfortunately, that was not often. I
could only do it when alone in the house, and that didn't happen
very often. And it happened not at all when I went to college
because I had no real privacy in my dorm room.

My interest in sex, my hunger, if you will,
was growing. I was becoming frustrated. I wanted to see what it was
really like. But I didn't want “normal” sex. I wanted the kind of
wild, nasty, carnal sex like I experienced in my fantasies.

I looked to internet sites more, searching
out shocking, wicked stories to masturbate to, looking at
outrageous pictures of bondage and submission, of beautiful girls
cruelly used – ravished!

But I was a passive girl, as I say, timid,
shy, and certainly not one to message any of the men posting on
such sites, or on the forums which discussed things like 'power
games' and 'bdsm'. They were probably all sick, depraved
degenerates who would kill me!

I'm not at all sure where my life would have
headed had I not run into Professor James. I like to think of it as
one of those fortuitous events which brought together people of
similar interests. But of course, it was more than that. I was
timid and passive, of course, but James was certainly not!

She knew what she wanted, knew what she was
looking for, knew what to watch for in the many young women she
encountered. Yes, she. Professor Roberta James was a woman. I had
never given any actual thought to sex with women. This was a blank
spot in my imagination.

James, on the other hand, was a lesbian who
certainly was looking for lovely girls to dominate. And my writing
– in her creative literature class – focused on romantic topics
sufficient, apparently, to give her some suspicion that I might be
receptive to her interest.

I being clueless, discussed some of the
romantic tropes, including the 'ravishment' trope in literature
without really being aware she was probing to discern my
interest.

To be absolutely honest I was confused about
my attractiveness in the first place. I wore loose clothing, and a
bra designed to hide the size of my breasts. I was aware, though –
I mean, I had seen myself in mirrors – that my body, underneath my
clothes, was quite... desirable.

My hair was fairly plain. I took little care
of it. It was brown, and cut off a little below my shoulders in an
absolutely normal fashion without any fancy styling, and certainly
no dying. I didn't wear makeup because, well, I didn't really need
to, and besides I didn't really want to do a lot to attract
attention to my looks.

But my face was not... unattractive, if you
left out the glasses. I'm afraid I'm quite nearsighted. I'm not
quite 'blind as a bat' but beyond the reach of my arms everything
kind of fades to a blur. The further away, the more it blurs
together.

But James saw something in it she liked, and
something she guessed might be behind my eyes, and set out to see
if she could draw me into her lair, as they say.

As I look back, It was fairly easy to
befriend me. I was a boring person with a boring life, and not much
in the way of friends. She was a sleek, sophisticated, cultured and
beautiful woman almost twice my age.

My mother was frumpy, dour, and religious.
She was certainly not someone who could guide me in my future.
James, though, was friendly, encouraging, and open to giving advice
on almost everything.

The first step was simply having lunch
together. There we chatted about a number of things, including men.
I did my best not to reveal just how ignorant I was, but I'm afraid
I probably didn't succeed.

We had lunch a few times, and I opened up a
bit more, though of course, still not talking much about my lack of
sexual experience, nor my fantasies. But she was more open.

“The only things you really need from men,”
she said, “Is their wallet and their penis. And if you have a
decent job you don't need the wallet. And if you order one from the
internet you don't even need the penis.”

She said in such a dry, amused style that I
couldn't help giggling, despite my face going red. And of course, I
did think about the dildo I had ordered, and made such use of!

“I don't think you can order a baby from the
internet,” I said.

She waved her hand dismissively. “If that's
your desire there are any number of places which will implant semen
so that you get pregnant.”

This was scandalous, if logical.

“But then you have to raise it alone.”

“You can have a partner of some kind, man or
woman. Doesn't mean they have to be the father.”

An intriguing idea!

“You know, Meredith,” she said, “If you
really want to attract a young men, you'd be better wearing
clothing which is a bit... brighter colored and perhaps less...
uhm...”

“Modest?”

“Shrouding.”

I blushed slightly.

“I mean, it's all well and good to want to be
admired for your mind as opposed to your body, but that doesn't
mean you need to wear clothes which hide the fact you're a
woman.”

“I'm not... hiding,” I said.

“Of course you are,” she said. “Those clothes
put fifty pounds on you. From what I can see you have a fairly good
figure underneath. You'll get far more attention from young men if
you show it.”

“But – .”

“Yes, yes, I know. But I'm not suggesting you
wear revealing clothing. Just that you not be ashamed that you're
shaped like a woman.”

“I'm not ashamed!” I said, stung.

“Well, you certainly don't want anyone to
notice.”

Which I thought unfair, but was
unfortunately, not that far from the truth, really.

“You also wear your hair in a bun too much.
And those glasses...”

She made a face.

“I'm nearsighted!”

“There are contacts, and also glasses which
are more... attractive.”

My glasses were thick and had thick, heavy
frames.

I was unhappy with the direction this
conversation had gone, but I couldn't really deny her words. And
given they came from a woman who was, as I said, older,
sophisticated, and quite intelligent, I had to think strongly about
whether I ought to take her advice.

But then, we walked back, me to my dorm
(which was along the way) and she to her office, and as we parted,
I said something about not having begun my assignment, and she
replied sternly that I had best get my bottom in gear! And she
accompanied that remark with a sharp slap to my bottom as she
departed.

Now, as I said, I'm actually quite
intelligent, despite my relative innocent and ignorance. I knew
quite well, because I had read the entire student handbook on
expected behavior and harassment and the like, that a teacher, even
a woman, was not to strike students. Especially on the bottom!

I also knew that spanking was, of course, an
integral part of the whole dark world of sexual power games and
bondage and the like. And then, shocked as I was by her sudden
violation of the university code of conduct, I suddenly realized
that Professor James had never spoken about a husband or boyfriend
of her own.

And then I almost fell down in amazement as I
realized she was, of course, almost certainly gay. I had simply not
noticed before. I had not paid any attention to the short hair, or
the mannish attitude, or the lack of makeup or the way she dressed
or her somewhat deeper voice. But the instant I thought about it I
could have kicked myself for not realizing it before!

Once back in my dorm I looked her up and it
didn't take long to find her mentioned as a member of the
university's faculty LGBQT group.

Which left me open-mouthed, literally.
Because that slap, given her 'interests' raised in my mind the
possibility she was interested in me, in that way!

As I said, I'd never really thought about
women before, not as lovers, in any event. I was aware, of course,
that a lot of girls experimented in that way, in both high school
and college. There had even been suggestions and hints towards me
from some girls – which I had politely rejected. Because, after
all, I'm not gay.

Which was silly for I knew lots of girls
experimented who weren't gay. But they were girls playing sexual
games, and my morality didn't allow me to do that. Besides, they
didn't have what I thought was an extremely important part of sex –
a penis.

Of course, Ms. James had already pointed out
that you could buy those on the internet.

My mind whirled at the possibilities. I let
myself imagine Ms. James spanking me, let myself imagine Ms. James
teaching me things about sex, maybe even tying me up! I would be
far less reluctant to experiment with a teacher, for I would feel
safer from being exposed and ridiculed – which had always been the
risk should I do it with fellow students.

Besides, she was a teacher! And in a sense,
that made it less... I don't know, bad. Teachers had always been
authority figures in my life, so if one thought something was
acceptable behavior then perhaps I could try it.

And yes, I knew the logical flaws in that
line of reasoning. But again, my emotions were overpowering my
logic, leaving me a little breathless with the possibilities.

*

It wasn't exactly a revealing dress. But I
hadn't worn one like it before. It was blue, a dark blue, but
still, not black or dark gray or dark brown. As such it would
reveal my shape more. It was a wraparound dress with sleeves. I
donned it like a dressing gown, then closed it in a similar
fashion, except that there were buttons involved and not just a
belt.

It showed my shape far better than usual,
though of course, I still wore my minimizer bra to make my breasts
less prominent. I had also ordered a pair of glasses from the
internet. They were far cheaper there than buying them from an
optician, and I didn't know if I'd actually wind up wearing them
much so didn't want to waste money. They would arrive in a week or
two.

I wore the dress to her class, of course. And
of course, I found an excuse to talk to her alone after class,
hoping she would have some comment.

“A much better dress, Meredith,” she said
with approval.

“Uhm, thank you,” I said, blushing. “I
ordered new glasses with thinner frames.”

“Well, don't go too far in the other
direction. I don't think you should show up in a cleavage
displaying top with a bare midriff and miniskirt.”

I giggled. “Don't worry.”

As if I would ever wear such things!

“Lunch today?”

“Sure!” I said eagerly.

At lunch she invited me to a lecture. I, of
course, accepted. So far she'd done nothing obvious since that
smack to my bottom but I was feeling tight-chested with
anticipation, nevertheless. We walked back, though, and again, she
gave me a smack on the bottom as we parted.

“Off with you,” she said.

I gulped and hurried away.

I was very anxious about what I might be
getting into. I watched some videos on the internet to get a better
idea of what lesbians did. It seemed to involve a lot of oral sex,
though. I had little enough experience in that with men, and none
with women. I watched the videos, though, and then I immediately
decided to shave my pubic hair.

All of it.

I mean, every single girl in those videos had
been shaved smooth. It was much the same in the ones with boys, but
never before had I been in such anticipation nor felt such anxiety
about the possibility of doing something sexual! And in part that
was because I had an entirely different sense of what might happen
here.

Always before I had looked at a guy with
stern suspicion, thinking of how I might have to fight off their
hands if they got too rudely familiar. But this time I had the
strange sense that whatever she wanted to do, should she want to do
anything at all, I would simply give in and let her!

That gave me the sense of not being in
control, of being under her control. And that was an
integral part of all my fantasies! Which made me feel tight-chested
and sent a hot, bubbling wave of excitement through my body.

Ms. James was an attractive woman, taller
than I, and more slender. Her hair was in a short bob, cut off just
above the jawline to hang down straight on either side of her head,
longer in front than in back, and with some on the left side pulled
up and across her head to fall on her right. I thought it was kind
of cute.

My own hair had grown a little longer since I
hadn't cut it of late. And I had thick bangs which fell to just
above my eyes. I wondered if I should make it look less... I don't
know, girlish. But I had been partly hiding behind my hair for
years and didn't think I could wear something like she did.

Honestly, any time I thought about
anything... physical, between her and me my chest tightened so I
could hardly breathe! I was desperately anxious, for I knew how
little I knew, and was afraid of making a complete fool of
myself!
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Maybe I had gotten it all wrong. Maybe she
had no actual interest in me that way! One thing for sure, I wasn't
going to do a thing unless she made it completely clear what she
intended!

The lecture was just off-campus. Because she
had a car, she picked me up at my dorm. I was wearing a long,
cinnamon-colored blouse, which for me, was form-fitting, over dance
pants. Dance pants have loose and comfortable legs but are tight
around the waist and against your buttocks. I'd never wear them
without a shirt which came down overtop, but here they were
fine.

The lecture was quite dull, and all about
postmodern deconstructionist theory, and spoke of people like
Derrida and Michael Foucault, and the latter’s concept of the
“discursive formation.” Stuff like this really put me to sleep
because I simply didn't buy their nonsense about there being no
truth or fact because everyone experienced everything
differently.

I thought all that stuff was self-indulgent
nonsense and really had no time for it. Besides, I was too nervous
and anxious to concentrate. My mind was all aflutter with anxieties
and concerns and doubts about whether I'd completely misread her,
and whether I'd do something to make an utter fool of myself.

I had no plan, as such, because frankly, I
had no idea what to do. If anything was going to happen it was
going to be James that did it. I would just... go along.

After the lecture we went back to her car and
I tried to pretend I took the postmodern ideas seriously. She
wasn't fooled. She looked at me with this smirk as I talked, as if
she could read my mind.

“Meredith,” she said, “You can stop
prevaricating. The postmodern deconstruction nonsense is just that.
Although don't tell anyone I said so. But you need to hear it and
understand it so you can work around it. People who believe it with
an unholy zeal infest academia, especially the social sciences. And
if you don't understand it, you can't argue against it
intelligently. Now, would you like a cup of tea or coffee?”

“Uhm, well, sure,” I said.

“As it happens, I only live a couple of
blocks from here. The seating is more comfortable, the ambiance is
better, and the food and drink are free.”

She smiled when she said it and I smiled
nervously back. I was going to her place!?

She lived in a narrow, tidy brick Victorian
house with a tall, peaked roof and neatly trimmed yew bushes
running along the front beneath the bay window. The first thing
which caught my eye inside was a wooden plaque on the wall, with
letters done in stylish calligraphy. It said 'Let us go forth, the
tellers of tails, and have no fear. Everything exists, everything
is real. And the Earth is only a little dirt under our feet'.

I was thinking what a great saying that was
for someone who taught Creative Literature, and then I saw the
bronze statuette sitting on the table underneath it. It was of a
naked girl with her wrists apparently tied behind her, wearing a
collar, with a chain hanging down loose to the pedestal on which
she stood. She was leaning forward but her chin was tilted up. It
had pointy ears and almond-shaped eyes, like some kind of fantasy
elf.

I did a double-take when I saw it and felt a
sharp little pulse run up my neck, wondering... you know, if this
was related to the quote on the wall or something else. Professor
James had just walked past of course, and was now in the living
room, so I hurriedly followed.

“You have a lovely home,” I said
admiringly.

She did. The floor was highly polished pale
oak, with a deep blue rug in the middle. The sofa, chair and love
seat were all white. The fireplace was white, and there was a large
blue picture above it which basically showed a naked woman
floating, calm and relaxed, the surface far above her.

“That's... an interesting painting,” I
said.

“Hm, Oh, Waterhouse. Yes. It's called
something like Serenity or something. She's so peaceful there, so
natural, while high above you can see the turbulence of the waves.
Would you like some tea or coffee? Wine?”

“Just tea, please,” I said.

I followed her from the living room through a
small side area which held a sofa and TV to the kitchen. On the
side table was another sculpture, this one in ivory, showing a
naked woman sitting on a stairway. One leg was extended, the other
bent, and her back was arched, her head back.

“You uhm, like your little naked statues,” I
said lightly.

She shrugged and smiled. “The female body is
beautiful. Much better, generally, than male bodies. Less hairy,
for one thing.”

“Well, yes, though there's something to be
said about certain parts of the male anatomy,” I said daringly.

She snorted in amusement. “We definitely need
those parts for having children. But otherwise, perhaps not so
much.”

“So what kind of stories do you write when
you're not at school?” I asked.

“Oh I have a wide range of interests.
Everything from fantasy and science fiction to romance and
erotica.”

“I saw the statue by the door.”

“Hm, oh, the elf girl. An interesting
sub-genre in the erotica area.”

“What? Really? Sexy elves?” I asked in
amusement. “I never heard of it.”

“Oh there's probably a ton of things neither
of us has heard. The world is filled with interest and
experimentation on the subject of sex. I doubt there's a single
solitary thing anyone can think of in that area which hasn't
already been done by someone else.”

“You're probably right,” I said.

“Have you ever considered writing
erotica?”

“Me? Oh no!” I exclaimed.

“Probably wise. Young people often have the
interest but not the, well, experience to really write
knowledgeably.”

We went back and sat down on the sofa and she
turned on the fireplace – it being gas, and we discussed literature
and writing and college and what sort of career I might be
interested in. I had very little idea. After we'd finished our teas
she led me upstairs to her library.

It was very old fashioned. The shelves were
built-in, and of heavy dark wood, with cabinets running along the
lower part, and a red and black patterned rug in the middle of the
floor. There were several pictures above the cabinets, one of a
beautiful long-haired blonde from behind. She was almost naked, but
held some kind of robe around her waist as she turned to look at
the camera. You couldn't really see much other than the top of her
buttocks and a bit of the side of her breast.

Another picture was of a pretty young
brunette who was naked and laying on her belly along this very
cabinet! Since the picture was taken from the side you only saw the
side of her buttock, but she was on her elbows so there was some
generous side-bob there, too as she held a camera looking back at
the camera.

“Was this taken here?” I asked, my chest
tight.

“Hmm, oh, yes, that's Hannah, a girl I knew
then. A student photographer who was in the club with me.”

“She's uhm, very beautiful,” I gulped.

“Yes, she's a lovely girl.”

“I didn't know you took pictures.”

“Oh yes, I'm not much of a hand with drawing
but I have an eye for what looks good. I loved the play of her hair
along her back. She had a gorgeous back.”

“Most people would say she has a gorgeous
front,” I said.

She laughed. “That too. But taking frontal
shots was a bit beyond her tolerance level then.”

“I could never bring myself to pose for
pictures like that!” I gulped, my cheeks pink.

She shrugged. “Girls are taught from a very
young age that our bodies must be hidden away as much as possible.
It's a strange aspect of society that even though it's absolutely
fascinated with women's bodies and clothing and depicting them
erotically it still tells girls to hide them.”

She gave me a significant look and I
blushed.

“I'm not... exactly... a prude or anything,”
I said, fumbling forwards. “I've just always been kind of...
well... shy.”

“Shyness if a matter of confidence,” she
said. “Shyness about being looked at is a lack of confidence about
your looks. Which is not something you ought to have, Meredith
since you're a lovely girl.”

She indicated the girl in the photo. “You're
much prettier than her.”

“Oh, I'm not!” I exclaimed, feeling my heart
beating faster.

“Probably have a better body, too.”

She snorted, then went to a taller cabinet
and opened it, taking out a camera. She returned and then reached
for my glasses.

“May I?” she asked.

I hesitated but didn't stop her from removing
them.

“Now raise your chin up.”

I felt myself squirming a bit more but
obeyed.

She reached out and her fingers combed my
bangs down a little more.

“Arch your back.”

I gulped and obeyed, and she snapped several
pictures.

I couldn't really see much of her without my
glasses, so just did as she said.

Here,” she said, handing back my glasses.

I put them on and she went over to the desk,
then turned the monitor around and plugged the camera into a USB
port. Pictures of me appeared on the monitor, and I gulped, a
little self-consciously.

“Tell me that isn't a beautiful girl,” she
said.

“I'm... okay looking,” I said doubtfully.

“You have beautiful eyes,” she said, brushing
my bangs aside. “And very full lips.”

Her finger gently traced along my lower lip,
startling me. I felt a wild jolt of emotion, and kind of froze. She
looked at me and smiled as if knowingly. Then she leaned in and
kissed me softly on the lips!

I froze even more! My eyes went wide and I
stopped breathing. She eased her lips back, that quirky little
smile still on her face, then she leaned in and kissed me
again.

This time her kiss started out very light and
gentle, then slowly gained strength. She put down the camera and
leaned into the kiss, her hands coming down on my shoulders.
Slowly, one slid down my arm, down my side, then around me, while
the other slid behind my head and through my hair.

I didn't know what to do! I didn't know how
to react! My mind was wildly flustered again! I was right! She was
interested in me! Yes! But on the other hand, what was I expected
to do now!? Ack! I had no idea! I timidly raised my hands and put
them on her shoulders too even as she kissed more passionately.

Her lips seemed to spread mine out more, even
while not moving, and I felt the fingers in my hair tighten, then
tilt my head back sharply enough to make me gasp.

The hand that was around me was stroking my
back, but now it slid downward as her kiss became more hungry. I
moaned into her open mouth as she began to tease my lips with her
tongue, then dip it into my mouth. Then I felt the hand on my back
slide down onto my bottom!

I was backed up against one of the low
cabinets now, feeling the edge press into the bottom of my buttocks
as her lips moved against mine. My pulse was racing as I started to
kiss back in my own feeble way, but my hands were frozen against
her shoulders, having no idea where to go!

The hand on my bottom slid up along my side
and then curved around to gently cup my breast! That sent a hot
burst of excited sensation through my breast and up through my
brain! A kind of OMG moment!

Then I realized she'd undone the second
button of the blouse, and was undoing the third. I gasped,
instinctively jerking my hands down to grasp her wrist. She eased
back from the kiss and gave me a stern look, then reached down and
took my wrists and firmly lifted them up and back against the
bookcase behind me as her eyes bored into mine!

I moaned, leaving my hands where she'd put
them as hers dropped and nimbly undid the rest of the buttons. My
blouse came open and she snorted in amusement as she saw my
bra.

“Really, dear. Far too much modesty,” she
said.

She reached behind me and unhooked my bra,
then pulled my arms down, kind of matter of factly, and pushed my
blouse back over my shoulders and down! She stripped off my bra,
and my face glowed hotly as she gazed at my breasts.

“My, my, my,” she said. “You ought to be
showing these off, Meredith. They're marvelous.”

Her hands gently cupped the base of my
breasts, caressing them, gently squeezing them as my breasts
throbbed in her hands. My nipples were as hard as pebbles, tingling
and crackling with energy!

She gave me back my shirt.

“Put it on,” she said.

“Wh-what?!” I gasped, my voice squeaking.

She pushed my arm into one sleeve and drew it
up my arm, pulling the shirt around me, then made me put my hand in
the other sleeve. She had me lean back against the bookcase again
as she reached for her camera.

“Oh no!” I gasped, my arms crossing over my
chest.

“Don't worry. I won't show anything.
PG-rated,” she said, moving my arms aside.

I nervously let her pose me with my blouse
open. It still covered most of my breasts. I mean, there was a
narrow line up the front which showed the inside third of my
breasts, but as she said, that was, well PG rated. I was still
blushing hotly and quite self-conscious as she took it.

Then she reached out and buttoned one button
and had me put my arms up and back against the bookcase, arching my
back.

“No one will see these, will they?” I asked
anxiously.

“Not unless you give permission. I want you
to see them, though.”

The one-button held the blouse sort of closed
in the middle, but parts of my breasts were visible anyway. Then
she had me remove the blouse and took pictures while I was holding
my hands over my breasts – or as much of my breasts as I could
cover! Then she turned me to face the bookcases and took pictures
from behind and to the side.

Side boob!

“You have a gorgeous ass,” she said.

I gasped as her hand ran over my buttocks,
then yelped as she slapped my butt.

“Nice and firm. You clearly exercise.”

“I-I do!” I gulped.

She tugged the pants down to bare just the
very top of my buttocks, and took more pictures!

She was... giving directions in a firm voice,
as if giving orders, in a tone which I didn't feel I could
challenge! I was doubtful, anxious, and hesitant about this, but
really couldn't work up the courage to deny her, especially since
the pictures weren't really nudity.

And because my body was pulsing with sexual
energy, throbbing with heat! She pulled my pants and panties down
completely and I squealed and jerked the shirt closed, which made
her laugh.

Then she took pictures of me like that, then
from behind. I mean, it was a long shirt, like I said, but it
didn't quite cover my buttocks!

Still, they were only, well... risque, not
nude.

And then she was pressing me back against the
bookcase, and her hand came in the front of the shirt and cupped my
breast again as she kissed me. I felt my pulse race as her fingers
squeezed firmly this time while her tongue teased and taunted
mine!

A moment later her other hand was in my hair,
and jerked back once more! I didn't resist, gasping as my head was
forced back, moaning as she pulled her lips off mine and then began
to nibble and kiss her way down along the nape of my neck!

She pushed the blouse over my shoulder and
then gently kissed her way along my bare shoulder, then pushed the
other side off and the shirt fell down my arms so I was completely
naked!

She held me in place, kissing her way down
onto my breasts, while her right hand slid down my belly and in
between my trembling thighs! The instant I felt it against my sex
my hips jerked convulsively as I cried out in anxious
confusion.

She was very gentle, though, and I was
distracted as her mouth sucked hungrily and rhythmically at my
breast! Her fingers rubbed smoothly up and down along the line of
my sex, pressing a little harder each time until they slowly forced
their way between.

“Oh! Oh!” I moaned, feeling her fingers
riding gently over my clitoris!

Her touch was like fire! My pussy was burning
and thrumming with energy, sending it surging up through my body as
her fingers rode slowly up and down against me! She pressed harder,
and my hips began to grind helplessly against her as the heat and
sexual energy grew more and more intense!

And then, just like that, I came. It was the
fastest I'd ever come in my life with another person! My hips
bucked convulsively and my body jerked and trembled soft, wild
cries escaped my open mouth.

“My, my,” she said in amusement. “You are a
responsive little girl.”

She lifted my wrists up and back against the
bookcase again and picked up her camera. My eyes were still glassy
as she snapped pictures, and I moaned, slowly, too slowly, drawing
my arms in to cover myself.

“Roberta!” I whined.

She laughed softly.

“Don't worry,” she said.

She had me turn to face the bookcase, then
slapped my bottom again before jerking my hips back out.

“Your hair will hide your face,” she
said.

She stepped back and snapped a picture!

“Spread your legs.”

“Oh! This is dirty!” I moaned anxiously.

Crack! She slapped my bottom.

“Spread your legs.”

Gulping, heart pounding, I obeyed and she
snapped more pictures.

“Raise yourself up on the balls of your
feet.”

I obeyed and she snapped more pictures. I was
sure they would be very obscene, but at least my face wasn't in
them!

Then her fingers were moving along the line
of my sex again as she gripped my hair behind the neck. I cried out
weakly as she jerked my head back.

“Keep your bottom pushed out and stay on the
balls of your feet,” she ordered.

It was an order. It was definitely not a
request!

Her fingers rubbed up and down between my
labia now, and then one of them slowly penetrated me! I trembled as
it pushed deep, then pumped in and out.

“Nasty little girl,” she said, her voice a
low purr. “Showing off your body like this.”

I moaned as her finger became two, two long
fingers sliding up and down inside me!

She pulled me away from the bookcase,
swinging me around, giving me a hungry look, then marched me
backward until my lower legs hit the edge of an old fashioned
upholstered chair. I gasped as I fell into it.

“Let your arms and upper body drape back
across the backrest,” she ordered.

My head was buzzing, the wild turmoil of sex
and heat and hunger and anxiety and uncertainty and passion and
need running around inside my brain! I let my head drop back,
thinking it meant she was going to take a picture and this would
make it anonymous. Yes! Anonymous! No one would know! That was what
went through my head.

The chair had a low backrest, coming up to
about mid back, and two padded arms. She moved forward and lifted
my right leg to drape it across one of the arms, which sent another
jolt through my fuzzy brain! But then she lifted the left leg and
did the same and I felt a surge of heat and denial!

But my head was back so I was anonymous! That
was the thought that was topmost in my thinking.

“Slouch down more.”

I moaned but obeyed, and then suddenly she
was behind the chair and wrapping something like a belt around my
wrists. I stared down at her, my head already upside down, my chest
arched back across the top of the chair.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Posing you properly, dear.”

The belt, or strap cinched tight around my
wrists, and she drew it down under the chair and fastened it
somehow. Then she moved around the front, disappearing. A moment
later I felt a strap going around my left leg just above the knee.
It dropped down the side of the chair, and she drew it underneath,
then up the other side to bind tight around my other leg!

She jerked the strap tight and I gasped, my
thighs spread wider as I slumped down a bit more!

“Lovely,” she said.

She took several pictures as my head pounded,
staring upside down at the wall behind me! Then I felt her fingers
along my sex. A moment later, she peeled the lips of my sex gently
open and then her tongue pushed in against me!

OMG!

Oh my God! Oh my GOD!

I trembled and moaned as her tongue moved up
and down along my sex. It found my clitoris and began to lick
gently with soft, slow laps. But they got stronger and faster and
then began to circle around my swollen clitoris. Her lips moved in
and started to suck, and the rush of sensations became a churning
wall of liquid heat flooding up through my body and threatening to
drown me!

I felt something like a fever settle upon me.
My body strained and twisted and my hips rolled up against her in a
continuous desperate grinding movement which became more and more
frantic! My body undulated, writhing, my feet trembling, my legs
jerking.

Another orgasm tore through me! I cried out,
twisting and straining against the bindings as her fingers plunged
into my now-sodden depths and her tongue licked furiously at my
clitoris! It was sooo good! It made me feel as though my entire
body was on fire! Only the fire was pleasure instead of pain!

It left me feeling dazed and limp as her
hands slowly moved up and down over my body. Her fingers were
spread wide as her hands glided over my breasts, then began to
gently knead and squeeze them. I felt her tongue and lips moving
slowly up along my taut abdomen, up over my belly, circling my
belly button, then move up higher.

I couldn't see anything, which made it very
strange!

Then I felt pressure on the cushion I was
half seated, half laying on, then her mouth on my breast! Her mouth
was spread wide and then closed on the center of my left breast,
her teeth digging into the soft flesh now as she began to gently
such.

I moaned and gasped as her teeth chewed
lightly at my flesh, as her tongue teased and stroked my rigid
nipple and her mouth sucked rhythmically. One of her hands caressed
and kneaded my other breast while the other was still between my
legs, fingers sliding in and out of me.

“Are you going to be my bitch, Meredith?” she
purred. “Hmmmm?”
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Roberta moved up my body, and then her hand
reached across the top of the seat, gripping my hair and using it
to lift my head up and forward so she could crush my lips with hers
again.

She kissed me hungrily, then drew back a few
inches.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she whispered.

I gasped for breath and she jerked sharply on
my hair.

“Say it.”

“I-I... I'm your... bitch!” I gasped.

She chuckled low in her throat, releasing my
hair so my head fell back, then licked and sucked and chewed her
way across my breasts, alternatively grinding my nipples between
her teeth, and licking them softly while she sucked.

She licked her way down between my legs
again, and her fingers pushed into me as she began to lick and suck
on my clitoris. It took astonishingly little time before my hips
were starting to spasm again as heat poured through my body!

Then she stopped, her hands moving over my
body, sliding up and down along my stomach and hips and across my
breasts. I felt her climbing onto the seat again, kneeling there as
she reached across the top for my hair. I gasped as she pulled my
head up once more and kissed me.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she said
softly.

“I-I'm... your... bitch!” I gulped.

“Push out your tongue, little bitch,” she
ordered.

I blinked at her in confusion and she tugged
at my hair.

“Obey.”

I moaned and pushed my tongue out.

“You'll have to learn to do better than
that,” she said in amusement.

And then she produced a strange-looking
instrument. It had a slim metal handle about six inches long and
had three little wheels at the end which each had little pointy
spikes. She placed the thing against my tongue and moved it slowly
down, and I gasped and jerked my tongue back into my mouth.

She laughed softly.

“What is that!?”

“Is that the polite way to ask something?”
she asked.

She held my head up and then shifted back as
she let the little thing slowly roll down along the side of my
neck! It was like... a strange little prickle of stinging picks!
Like pins were being lightly pressed against my skin!

“It's a pinwheel, little bitch,” she
said.

“Wh-what's it for?!”

“Why, to torture you, of course.”

“Why!?”

“Because you're a bad little girl.”

She released my hair and then I felt the
triple pinwheel roll down onto my chest. I moaned and trembled as
it rolled across my breast, my skin and nerves reacting as the pins
stung me in a continuous rolling wave.

I gasped as they rolled back and forth across
my nipple, then across onto my other breast!

“Robertaaa!” I moaned.

“Bad little bitch,” she teased.

The pinwheel rolled back and forth across my
nipple and I squealed and twisted against the bonds.

“Oh! Oh, please!” I gasped.

“That's not the right way to ask,” she chided
me.

The wheel rolled down my body slowly,
crisscrossing my belly and abdomen, and then rolled down along my
inner thighs, rolling back and forth, then up along my mound!

Everywhere it moved my nerve endings reacted,
and my muscles spasmed as my body sought to pull itself away from
the sharp little pricks.

Then the pinwheel rolled up and down along my
pussy, and my legs jerked spastically against the ropes!

“Robertaaa!” I moaned.

“I think you need to use another name, little
bitch.”

The wheels rolled up and down along my
abdomen, over my hip, up along the undersides of my breasts, then
back and forth over the nipples, and I strained against the ropes,
gasping and moaning helplessly.

“What name!?”

“What name do you think?”

The wheels rolled down my ribs and I squirmed
and twisted, or tried to!

“I don't knoooow! Ms. James!”

“Nope,” she said.

The wheels slid down my belly and over my sex
again!

“Oh! Oh! Ah! Please!”

“What's my name?” she teased.

“I don't know!”

She moved up my body again, then gripped my
hair and lifted my head up and forward.

“Mistress,” she said softly. “Let me hear you
say it.”

Oh wow! Oh God! I felt a dark thrill of heat
combined with a wild churning sense of anxiety.

“Mistress!” I said, my voice squeaking.

She kissed me lightly on the lips then let my
head go. The wheel rolled down across my nipples, then stopped and
was replaced by her mouth, licking and sucking. Then the wheel
rolled up and down along my mound, and a moment later was replaced
by her lips and tongue again.

Her fingers pushed into me.

“Would you like me to fuck you, little
bitch?”

I shuddered and she let the pinwheel slide
along my ribs to that I cried out.

“Answer.”

“Yes!” I exclaimed.

“Yes what?”

The wheel rolled across my nipples!

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Beg.”

I moaned breathlessly.

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I whimpered.

“That's more like it.”

Her fingers came out of me and instead
something else pushed against my opening, something... thick. It
was hard, yet soft, and quite thick. I felt the pressure mounting
as her fingers rubbed my clitoris, and then felt my pussy forced
back as the thing began to push into me.

It pumped slowly in and out, perhaps two
inches long, then pushed deeper, pumping gently as she began to
lick my clitoris again. I didn't know what it was. I thought it
might be a dildo, but it didn't feel like the one I had! But it
kept pushing deeper, and I could feel the ridges and lines on it as
it pushed higher inside me.

It was thick and long and warm and I
shuddered as she pumped it in and out, in and out, pushing ever
deeper as she licked at my clitoris! I felt my body thrumming with
heat, pulsing with sexual tension as she moved it faster and
deeper. My hips began to grind back against it more and more
energetically.

Then she stopped and pulled the thing out of
me. I felt... vacant.

She appeared around the rear of the chair and
I saw she had something in her hand. Even upside down it was clear
that it was a dildo. It was very realistic looking! Not only did it
have the right sort of coloring and shape but it had a slight curve
and veins bulging along its surface!

She rubbed the head of the 'cock' back and
forth along my lips, rubbing my lower lip, then my upper lip before
pushing the thing into my open mouth!

I was startled, not having expected it, and
then I felt a sense of weirdness because she'd just pulled it out
of my pussy! Then again, I couldn't really complain since she'd
been licking me down there!

She pumped it slowly in and out of my
mouth.

“Suck. Suck my cock, little bitch. You know
you love cocks.”

I could only moan around it at her outrageous
words!

She pulled it out and rubbed it against my
cheeks.

“Tell me you love cocks,” she said.

That was so outrageous! I couldn't say
that!

But she jerked down on my hair and I cried
out at the stinging pain to my scalp.

“Are you disobeying your mistress, little
bitch?”

“Oh! Ow! Please!”

“Please what?”

“Please, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Tell me you love cocks.”

“I... I love cocks, Mistress!”

My face heated at the outrageous words!

“Do you love my cock, little bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I-I love your cock, Mistress!” I gasped.

She pushed it back into my mouth.

“Suck my cock, bitch.”

I felt a flare of heat spread through my body
at such an outrageous demand! I sucked on it, even licking it as
she pumped it slowly in and out of my mouth.

I gurgled and then gagged lightly as she
pushed the head deeper. She was using longer strokes now and then
suddenly she pushed it deep into my throat!

My eyes jerked wide, and I suddenly jerked
violently against the bindings as the thick dildo slid down my
throat! Inch after inch slid through my lips until nothing was left
but two round objects at the base which were made to look like
testicles!

She released my hair, her hands kneading and
roughly squeezing my breasts while I gurgled and threatened to
choke on the thick dildo filling my throat!

“You know you love my cock, little baby
bitch,” she purred, pinching my nipples.

She gripped the base of the thing and slid it
slowly back out of my mouth again. I coughed and gulped in deep,
ragged breaths of air as it came free, and she chuckled softly,
rubbing the saliva-coated head back and forth over my face.

“You have a lot to learn about being a
bitch,” she said. “But that's all right. What are teachers for but
to teach?”

She pushed it back into my mouth and slid it
deep into my throat again!

Again I gasped and twisted and writhed, but
accomplished absolutely nothing.

“Learn to swallow cock, little bitch,” she
said. “You need to please your mistress. And someday you'll need to
please a master.”

She pulled the dildo out of my throat and
again I gulped in ragged breaths of air!

“Sexy little bitches are put on this earth to
please others with their lovely bodies,” she said.

Again the dildo pushed down my throat!

It was less shocking now. I won't say it was
easy, exactly, but I felt less of an urge to gag. And of course, I
had seen girls – in videos – taking cocks deep into their throats.
I'd watched with admiring disbelief, finding it an astonishing and
wickedly talented thing to do. I hadn't ever imagined I would do
it, though!

But Roberta – Ms. James – was demonstrating I
was perfectly capable of it.

She pulled it out of my throat again.

“Would you like me to fuck you with my cock,
little bitch?”

Of course all I could do was gulp in
desperate, ragged breaths of air.

She jerked on my hair.

“Would you like to swallow my cock again? Or
would you like me to fuck your hot little pussy?”

“P-P-Please fuck me!” I gasped.

She jerked sharply on my hair.

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

Again she jerked.

“Tell me to fuck your hot little pussy with
my big hard cock,” she purred.

“Please... fuck my hot little pussy... with
your big hard cock, Mistress!” I moaned.

It was so outrageously, wickedly nasty to say
such a thing!

She chuckled softly, then released my hair
and disappeared. A few moments later I felt the slick dildo rubbing
up and down against my pussy, then forcing its way inside me. Her
tongue began to lick my clitoris again, hard and fast, as she
pumped the dildo in hard and fast.

Before she had been gentle. Not now. Now the
dildo thrust hard into my hot, sopping pussy, and the rounded
testicles hit the top of my sex with every stroke. She ground them
against me, then jerked it back and rammed it in again, ground them
against me, then pulled back and thrust in hard again!

Then she just started to pump hard and fast
as her tongue licked faster against my clitoris. My body regained
its breath, and began to burn under her determined attention. I
felt my mind sinking into the liquid heat rising within me. I
relaxed and lay there, slack jawed, moaning, whimpering, as she
fucked me hard.

Another orgasm swept over me, and my muscles
spasmed and jerked once again as she rammed the dildo into my
quivering pussy and licked furiously at my clitoris!

The thing about sex with boys is that it
doesn't last long. First, they have little patience, and want to
get to their peak as fast as they can. Second, well, then they're
done.

It was beginning to dawn on me that lesbians
were different. They stayed hard, since their cocks were made of
silicone, and they had a lot more patience. At least, older ones
did!

Mr. James didn't untie me, exactly. She just
untied the ropes from where she'd bound them to the chair. My
wrists were still tied together, and the other ropes were still
tied around my legs just above the knees as Ms. James gripped my
hair and pulled me forward. I was dizzy, so had absolutely no
objection as she pulled my head forward and down, then tugged me
right off the chair onto the floor.

“Come here,” she ordered.

She pulled on my hair so I couldn't exactly
refuse! She led me a half dozen feet away to a large white,
buttoned leather ottoman in front of the sofa.

“Up.. Up, little bitch,” she ordered.

With her pulling on my hair, I crawled up
onto the ottoman, then, gasping, wincing, dropped my head low. The
ottoman was more like a coffee table. It sat on four thick wooden
legs which held two white painted wooden slabs together. Atop the
top one was the buttoned leather padding.

Now my breasts pressed against the buttoned
leather as Ms. James fed the rope around my wrists over the far
side and down underneath. A minute later she slapped my bottom
until I raised it higher, then she bound my legs apart.

And then she walked out of the room!

I moaned dazedly, staring at my outstretched
arms, feeling my hot, swollen breasts crushed beneath my chest.
This was... a kind of degrading position, especially with another
woman, but that only bothered me slightly. I had had several
incredible orgasms, and she wasn't finished yet!

She returned, and it looked like she had
another dildo! No, two! I moaned as she grinned at me.

She moved behind me, and I felt one of them
sliding into my pussy, pumping and twisting until it was
practically buried inside me but for the base. This one had straps
which she fed up my abdomen, then diagonally over my hips and
around behind me. She jerked tight on them and then fastened them
behind my back!

A moment later I felt the head of a second
dildo probing against my back opening!

“Oh! Oh, please don't!” I gasped.

Crack!

She slapped my bottom sharply.

“Are you trying to give me orders, little
bitch?” she demanded.

Crack! Crack!

“Bad little bitch!

“Oh! Ow!”

“Are you my bitch?”

Crack!

“Are you?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes! Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Louder, slut.”

I gasped at the word!

“I'm your bitch, Mistress!”

“Are you my slut?” she demanded.

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your slut, Mistress!”

I felt the head of the other dildo pushing
against my back opening again, and moaned as it twisted and turned,
slippery with something. She worked it slowly into my bottom,
pumping and twisting it, sliding it ever deeper! Then it seemed to
be sucked completely inside me as my sphincter closed. But a few
moments later I realized part of it was still outside.

She came around and sat down on the side of
the sofa right next to my head.

“Well, now. You're certainly in an
interesting position, Meredith. Now aren't you?”

I gulped, heart pounding.

“Tell me you're my slut, little girl.”

“I-I'm your slut, Mistress,” I moaned.

“You certainly are.”

She picked up her cell phone, and then did
something, and suddenly the 'dildo' inside me started to buzz and
pulse! I squealed in surprise and she smiled faintly.

It was a vibrator, of course. I'd been
thinking of buying one, but hadn't yet. Now I felt it pulsing
inside me, throbbing both inside me and, from the base jammed
against the mouth of my sex.

“So, little slut. Confession time. How many
cocks have you had inside that hot, buttery little pussy of yours?”
she asked.

“N-Not many!” I moaned.

“Ow!”

She chuckled at my reaction to the sharp
little jolt which came from the head of the vibrator.

“It's not much of an electrical shock,” she
said. “It's like something you'd get if you were wearing a sweater
and touched something metal. Very brief, but sharp. On the other
hand, it's deep inside your hungry little pussy. Would you like to
feel it again?”

“No, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Then answer me, slut.”

I gulped. “I... not many. I mean, uhm, two,”
I gulped.

The thing shocked me again and I yelped.

“Mistress,” she said.

“Mistress!”

“Two isn't very many,” she said. “How can you
be a good sex slave without experience?”

Sex slave!? Oh wow!

“Would you like to be my little sex
slave?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Then confess all your faults. I want to know
all about your sexual fantasies, as well as what you've done about
them. Leave nothing out, or else....”

The vibrator was buzzing inside me and
against me. And it was starting to do strange things to my mind and
body! The nerve endings in my pussy, especially around my clitoris,
were vibrating in tune to the sex toy, and that was sending a
quivering rush of sexual energy up through my body!

It was becoming quite difficult to keep
still, to not roll and jerk my hips against it!

And then I did!

I had to tell her about the two boys who had
had sex with me, and what we'd done, and how I'd felt about it. And
I had to tell her about my sexual fantasies, all of them! I was
reluctant, at first, and she jolted me with the little shock thing
several times, somehow knowing when I was leaving things out!

But that pulled me back from what might
otherwise have been yet another orgasm – several times!”

“You are not permitted to have an orgasm
without my permission. Do you hear me, slave girl?

Oh fuck! Oh wow! That was so hot! I felt fire
running through my body!

“Oh! Please, Mistress!” I cried.

“Would you like me to fuck you, little slave
girl?”

“Yes, mistress!”

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried.

She snorted and stood up. Then she picked up
a thick belt and pulled it around her waist, buckling it in front.
This belt had a second part, which went down her buttocks and
through her legs, then pulled up to fasten to the belt in front.
She fastened a big dildo to it the front and moved behind me.

She pulled the vibrator out, then slid the
big cock into me and began to fuck me – like a man would! Now it
wasn't just the dildo pumping into me, for every deep thrust was
punctuated by her hips striking my upraised buttocks! The feel of
that blow resonated through my lower body, and had me coming wildly
in just seconds!

I cried out as she wrapped my hair around her
first and jerked back on it, while her hips continued to hammer
against my upraised buttocks as the dildo punched into me with
hard, fast, powerful strokes!

She stopped only when I stopped crying out,
when my body stopped bucking back, when I went limp, gulping in
air. Then she pulled out, pushed the vibrator back inside me, and
sat down again.

“Continue, little slave girl.”
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I had no idea what she meant! Please
continue? I was tied helplessly to the ottoman, bottom raised high,
legs tied down, with this... vibrator thing driven deep inside my
overheated body! What was I supposed to continue doing?

Begging, of course. But my mind was kind of
fuzzy and not operating very well. The orgasm had shattered my
mind.

I felt her doing something down there, then
felt the straps going around and then felt them jerked tight – very
tight – so that the thing was jammed painfully hard inside me! It
continued to buzz and vibrate so that the nerve endings in my groin
could get no relief. That was causing my muscles to twitch and my
body to tremble as the sensations roiled my nervous system.

“Please,” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

What?! She'd just fucked me so hard it had
hurt! It had also forced me into a massive climax, of course. I'd
barely started to catch my breath from that and I still had to beg
her for more?

“You're being a naughty girl,” she said.

She walked around to the front of the
ottoman, and I gaped up at her, then gurgled as she shoved the
dildo into my mouth.

“Suck, little bitch.”

I moaned and whimpered, but obeyed, though
again I realized the slickness of the dildo was my own juices!

“That's it, nasty little girl. Nasty little
slut. You know you love cocks. You've already said so.”

It certainly looked like one! It even felt
like one between my lips and along my tongue!

Then she pushed it deep into my throat even
as she swung her arm. My eyes bulged and my throat started to gag,
but then I felt a... a rain of sharp little stings all across my
buttocks!

“Bad girls get punished by their mistress,”
she said.

Her hips worked slowly but smoothly, pumping
the dildo in my mouth and throat as she swung her arm again. Now
another rain of sharp little stings erupted almost simultaneously
across my buttocks and back Then again, then again.

She pulled the dildo back and I gulped in
ragged breaths of air as she showed me a... well, a whip! It was a
flog, a small one, with thin, foot-long leather strips attached to
a small handle.

“Are you going to obey your mistress, little
bitch?” she asked.

She swung her arm and I felt the thin leather
strings snapping down across my left side, including the side of my
breast. I yelped and gasped and jerked and twisted every time they
hit the soft, sensitive skin of my breast!

“Oh! Please!”

The things made little sound as they hit,
being as thin and light as they were. And the force of the impact
was quite light. But on the other hand, there were over a dozen of
them and they were hitting my soft flesh!

Thwick! Thwick!

“Who are you talking to, little slut? Me? How
do you address your mistress?”

Thwick! Thwick!

“Please, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

“Please what, little bitch?”

“Please... please...”

“Fuck you with my big cock? Is that it?”

Thwick!

“Yes!”

Thwick! Thwick!

Now they were not only hitting my buttocks
cut my pussy!

“Then beg.”

“Please fuck me with your big cock,
Mistress!” I gasped.

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me with your big cock,
Mistress!” I cried again.

“No, I don't think you're begging hard
enough,” she said, moving behind me.

This was so sick, so perverted!

I felt something pressing against my groin,
against the base of the vibrator, pressing it in more firmly, so
that the vibrations seemed to become even more intense.

“Such a dirty girl,” she purred. “Dirty
little girls need to learn discipline.”

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

The laces cut down across my back again and
again, then my buttocks, then in between my thighs! All while I
begged her to fuck me with her big cock!

I felt a strange, hazy sense of sexual fever
settling around me, a fever which locked me into this dark, wicked
game of hers and shut out all other thoughts, all other thinking.
Sensation was all I cared about, for sensations were flooding my
mind and body with stunning force.

Finally, she consented to fuck me. By then I
was babbling like a crazed lunatic, my skin tender and sore, my
pussy a steaming cauldron of liquid heat. She drove that thick,
hard cock into my belly and rode me mercilessly!

She untied me, then, or, at least, untied the
ropes which bound me while leaving them tied to my wrists and legs.
Then she seized me by the hair and pulled me downward, right out of
the chair and onto my hands and knees on the floor.

She shifted her grip on my hair, wrapped it
firmly around her fist, then used it as a leash, tugging on it so
that I, still dazed, gasping and trembling, had little choice but
to crawl along beside her! She led me to the stairs, and then up
them, ignoring my gasps and moans and pleas.

We went down a hall and into a large bedroom,
one with a big, traditional, four-poster bed. She pulled on my hair
until I climbed up onto it, then pushed me over so I fell onto my
side. She climbed onto the bed, pulled my wrists overhead and tied
them to the center of the headboard.

Backing down, she pulled my legs apart and
then drew my knees up and back. With the ropes still securely tied
just above my knees she tied the other ends to the head-posts,
leaving me obscenely exposed, with my buttocks tilted up and legs
spread wide.

She climbed atop me, then, sank the thick
dildo into my pussy, and then laid her body down atop me. She
kissed me softly, gently, even as she fed every inch of the cock
into my trembling body. With it buried inside me, she ground it
slowly as she kissed, as her hands caressed my breasts.

Her hips began to rise and fall in short,
slow strokes as she seized my hair, using it to jerk it back to
chew and lick her way along my throat, or forward to kiss her.
After some minutes, her hips began to work faster, and the strokes
became longer.

I began to burn again, my body and mind both
thrilling to the hard, deep thrusting until yet another orgasm
lashed my mind and body!

Only then did she climb off me – while
detaching the cock so it remained inside me. She stripped
completely naked as my chest heaved and my slitted eyes watched.
Then she straddled me. She shuffled forward until her body was
right above me, and then looked down the length of it.

“It's time for you to demonstrate what, if
anything you've learned so far about pleasing a woman, little
bitch,” she said.

I felt a jolt of anxiety. Had I? What was I
supposed to do now!?

She lowered her pussy until it was pressing
directly against my lips!

“Please your mistress, slut. Or I'll take the
whip to your lovely breasts.”

I shuddered and then began to lick,
tentatively, at first, but then with a sense of eagerness, wanting
to please her, wanting to excite her. I had never licked a woman
before, of course, but she had certainly demonstrated how it was
done tonight, so I took her as my example.

I can't say I was at all enthusiastic about
putting my tongue against another woman's pussy! That was somewhat
gross. But I didn't feel I had much of a choice – not because I was
tied up but because she had done it to me and I sort of 'owed' her.
Plus, of course, she expected it and I desperately did not want to
disappoint her!

Apparently her demonstration was not enough,
for she now felt it necessary to teach me, which involved yanking
on my hair to correct my deficiencies. There was no time to think
about anything else now. Every bit of my attention was focused on
her pussy and pleasing her to avoid further sharp, stinging little
pulls to my hair!

When my tongue got tired she moved back, then
began to finger and lick me again before taking the pinwheel up and
down my body as I writhed and twisted helplessly. Next came an ice
cube, which made me squeal and beg and buck and strain against the
ropes! After that came a candle, which dripped wax onto my nipples
and breasts!

Then she poured some kind of slick oil over
me, and let her hands glide over my body, up and down, massaging
and kneading my breasts, rolling and stroking my nipples, and
plunging deep into my pussy as they rubbed against my clitoris.

After several more orgasms she brought me
into her bathroom. It was huge, for too big for such an old house.
She confessed she'd had an entire bedroom converted into a
bathroom. There was a huge shower stall, an enormous roman tub, and
a long, granite counter with crystal wall sconces projecting out
from the mirror above it.

She brought me into the shower, acting
relatively benign now.

“So how was your first little game of
domination and submission?” she asked.

“I...I... it was... amazing... Mistress,” I
gulped.

She laughed softly, picked up a bottle of
body wash and spread it over my breasts and upper chest.

“You really have amazing breasts, my dear,”
she said as her fingers caressed them.

“Thank you... Mistress,” I gulped.

I wasn't quite sure if I was to continue to
call her mistress but decided not to take a chance.

“You certainly came often enough. I don't
remember the last time I had a girl as responsive as you are. It's
quite delightful.”

I didn't know what to say to that!

“I'd like to strap you to a sybian and see
how many orgasms you have.”

“What's sybian? Mistress, I mean.”

“Think of it as a sort of saddle with a
vibrator. You seem to respond quite energetically to vibrators so I
suspect you'd go wild with it.”

She was squirting a lot of the body wash onto
me and spreading it everywhere. But then she stopped.

“Now you do me,” she said.

I gulped and reached for the bottle but she
shook her head.

“Use your own body. You've got enough on
you.”

I was confused, at first, then gulped
anxiously, and a bit shyly.

She pulled me in tighter, so out breasts
touched, then rubbed hers against me. I felt my pulse rate tick up
as I took the hint and began to rub my breasts against hers, then
over her upper chest and then lower. She took my hands and put them
on her breasts and I massaged the body wash into them, my heartbeat
quickening again.

I'd never really touched a girl like
this!

My hands slid over her shoulders and then
around her to cup her breasts as I rubbed my breasts and belly up
and down against her back.

She had me squirt more onto my breasts, then
sink to my knees and use my breasts, cupping them in my hands, and
rubbing them up and down along her legs, front and back! This was
so perverted!

She pulled me to my feet and shoved me into
the corner, then scissored her leg between mine, gripping my
buttock, then half lifting my left leg as she began to grind her
pussy against mine! She kissed me and I felt myself melting against
her as the heat poured over me once again!

*

Well, what do you do after a night in which
your entire sexual world view is completely and totally reordered?!
Ms. James had given me more intense orgasms in an evening than I'd
ever had with all the guys I'd ever known combined!

I wondered if maybe I was a lesbian.
Certainly I'd never felt such heat with any of the guys I'd dated!
As I began to think of it, though, I realized the difference was
more in how uninhibited I felt around her – with no fear of her
telling anyone.

Plus, of course, there had been the shocking,
wicked, and deeply exciting bondage! Being tied up and treated like
some sort of abused prisoner really cut to the quick of my darkest
fantasies!

And on top of that, acting 'submissive' to
her had come quite naturally given her age and position and how
strong-willed and sophisticated she was. That had made her wicked
little game seem so much more realistic!

Every time I looked back on what we'd done –
well, really, what she'd done to me – I felt this emotional jolt
that made my nipples tingle and sent a ripple of heat through my
body! I had done that! I mean, really!? Wow!

And yes, I was eager for more! It was the
most exciting thing I'd ever done in my life, after all! Yes, it
was a woman, and I would have preferred a man, but even so, I
wanted more. And besides, where would I find a man I could trust
for that, a man I would let tie me up without fear of them doing
something horrible?

And James had given me orders which would
make it impossible to forget what had happened for long. First, I
was to wear no panties to school the next day. Second, I was to
prepare my bottom at all times to be used by her big cock. My ass,
I mean! She'd pushed that thing into me, which turned out be called
a 'butt-plug', and she insisted I wear it at all times!

“I know your class schedule, little bitch,”
she said, combing her fingers through my hair in the car afterward.
“I might decide to drop by to test you. And you will certainly be
dropping by my office at noon to demonstrate your
submissiveness.”

Eek!

“Besides, you have a class with me tomorrow
afternoon. I shall check then, in any event.”

Woah!

Well, naturally with that to look forward to
I was feeling anxious almost as soon as I woke up in my dorm
room!

What wicked things would I be doing with Ms.
James today!?

It felt very strange going to school without
any panties! I had never gone outside without wearing panties
before! And the butt-plug thing was... frankly, both obscene and
scandalous! I had no idea why she would even want to stick her
dildo there!

I would try to talk her out of that, but knew
I would give in if she was determined. In any event, I had to get
used to having the strange sensation of the thing sitting just
inside my body, with the stem pushing out to join the base resting
against my wrinkled little back opening.

I wore a loose, dark skirt, and a long one,
so no one could possibly detect anything. But I still felt kind of
slutty walking out the door with no panties. Not to mention with
this thing in my bottom designed to make sodomy easier!

It made it impossible to lose myself in my
classes, and as the time counted down to noon I felt a growing
tightness in my chest. My heart began to pound even as the last
class I was in neared its ending and I jotted down notes for
homework. Then I stood up, grabbing my books and purse, and headed
up the corridor.

I went downstairs and out the door, then
across the courtyard to one of the administration buildings. I took
the elevator up, feeling nervous and self-conscious, as if somehow
people looking at me might know I was not coming here to consult a
professor but to do something... kinky and nasty and sexual!

I found her office door closed and knocked
hesitantly.

There was no response. I wondered if she were
there, or perhaps running late.

I knocked again, a bit more heavily.

The door opened and I gasped, drawing back,
eyes widening.

“Ms. Gibson,” she said.

She backed up and I, heart pounding, walked
past her. She closed the door behind her and turned as I did.

“Strip,” she ordered.

“Wh-what?” I asked, my voice kind of
squeaking.

“Naked. Completely.”

“But... but we're at school!” I exclaimed in
a low, anxious voice.

Her eyebrows raised. “Do you think I'm
unaware of this?”

I flushed.

She leaned in.

“Obey your mistress, little slut.”

I gulped and then, fingers already starting
to tremble, began to undo my blouse even as I looked nervously at
the door.

Ms. James' office was, unlike many
professors, very neat and tidy. She had a dark wall of bookcases to
the right, with a large desk in front. The desk, actually, was more
like an antique table. It was the same dark wood, a long slab of it
held up by four thick round, carved legs. But it looked more like a
table, an antique one, than a desk.

It had nothing on it, for her computer,
printer and monitor were to the side, on a mahogany stand. And at
the moment the desk was empty.

It felt really, really outrageous to be
stripping naked here! I could occasionally hear voices through the
door as people walked by talking! We were in an office, building,
after all! What if someone else knocked!?

Under her steely eyes, I stripped naked, then
she made me turn and cross my wrists behind my back. She tied them
together! Then she seized my hair and guided me around the desk,
pushing my buttocks back against it. She smirked at me, then pushed
me backward so I fell back across the desk! At the same time, she
gripped my legs and lifted them up.

I found myself, just like the previous
evening, with my head upside down! This time it was dangling across
the far side of the desk as she spread my legs wide.

Once again I couldn't see what she was even
doing as I felt her hands caressing my thighs, then sliding up and
down along my naked sex. Her lips and tongue soon followed, and I
shuddered and moaned as my body began to thrum with sexual pressure
and heat!

She halted as my hips began to grind up, and
walked around to the front of the desk. She plucked my glasses off
and then slid her fingers along my lips.

“Open your mouth wide, little slut,” she
ordered.

My mouth was already open wide as she pushed
something down against it. It looked like a sort of leather patch,
with a fat round cock-head attached to one side! She slid the cock
into my mouth, and it practically filled it all! It pushed deep
enough it almost entered my throat! The base was a flat, soft
leather pad which she placed firmly across my mouth, then strapped
behind my head.

Then she returned and her fingers began to
slide into my wet, overheated pussy.

This is insane! I thought wildly. I
thought it over and over and over again! I mean, I was naked and
tied up and gagged, sprawled out on my back on my professor's desk
as people walked back and forth just on the other side of the
door!

I felt her fingers plunging deep, pumping in
and out, always pressing upward against the front of my pussy even
as her tongue licked at my swollen clitoris!

I couldn't quite let go of my anxieties, of
thinking of just how utterly mortifying it would be if someone
entered the office just then. But the heat and sensations began to
build to the point where they completely overshadowed my
anxiety.

My hips began to roll up against her and my
back arched as sexual electricity crackled through my body. And
then someone knocked at the door! Aaaagh!

I stared, my eyes bulging, at the door.

Mrs. James simply continued on.

I could hardly breathe as I waited anxiously,
then gasped and almost screamed at a sound inside the door! But it
was someone sliding an envelope underneath, not someone coming
in.

OMG!

I felt her fingers pushing into me, wriggling
and twisting, several of them, pushing in and then pumping in and
out as her tongue lapped at my clitoris. A sense of wonderment came
over me, an almost dazed, out-of-body experience, like I was
looking down at this in disbelief, amazed that I could be involved
in something this... kinky and wicked!

My hips began to grind up, then the muscles
spasmed so that my hips jerked and bucked uncontrollably as I
rolled on my bound arms. My back arched and my legs began to shake
as she held them pressed down to the sides.

The orgasm hit and I cried out, feeling as if
the top of my head was exploding with the incredible explosion of
sensations tearing through me! This amazing rush of pleasure raced
up my body like a firestorm and left every nerve ending burning as
I writhed in the flames!

Ms. James pinned my thighs down, which kept
me from doing more than twisting and grinding and rolling from side
to side while she drove her fingers achingly deep into my quivering
pussy and licked harder at my clitoris.

And then as I went limp, gasping for air, she
snorted and pulled back.

“Hot, slutty little girl,” she said. “Clearly
you were made to be someone's bitch.”

She pulled me upright, then removed the gag.
Which was a good thing. I was getting light-headed trying to
breathe through my nose given how hard my heart was beating. I
gulped in air now as I swayed dizzily on the desk, the blood
rushing out of my head again.

“Down you get,” she said.

She pulled me off the desk and I sank to my
knees on the floor. Then she sat down, pulled her skirt up, and
spread her legs before reaching for me. She pulled me forward by
the hair, ignoring my gasp of pain.

“Get to work, little bitch, or mistress will
punish you,” she said.

This was so sick! But what could I do but
obey, to lick at her as she reached down to fondle my bare breasts.
I still had my wrists tied together behind my back, which I thought
was kind of unfair of her. I mean, she used her fingers a lot on me
to make me come, but I had to do without.

And I had to lick her and suck her exactly
the way she wanted to. She would tug on my hair or worse if I got
it wrong, if I licked too fast or slow, too lightly or too heavily.
So I knelt there naked on the floor of her office performing oral
sex on her as people walked back and forth outside the door.

God!

She stopped me many times, making me say I
was her bitch, or her slut, or her whore, and treated me like some
kind of... slave! But I knew it was just part of her kinky game,
and I have to admit it was freaking hot and wild!
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After I'd made her come she showed me this
blue J-shaped silicon thing. She had me lay back on the desk, then
slid the longer, thicker part inside me. The smaller, thinner part
curved up to ride over my clitoris.

James took some rope from her desk. It was
black, and about as thick as my thumb. She tied a double loop
around my waist, then pulled it down between my thighs and up
between my buttocks – and pulled sharply enough the rope dug up
between the lips of my sex!

She tied it off behind me, then untied my
hands and told me to get dressed.

“I'll see you in class at Two,” she said.

There was no point in arguing. I knew that
from her stony face. I got dressed, feeling weird with the way the
rope was digging into my soft flesh – though at least it was soft
rope – and then left. I went to the cafeteria to get something to
eat, feeling very weird the whole time, very sexual, very dismayed
by my own sluttiness, and also still somehow excited and
aroused!

I went to class, and tried to act like it was
normal, but really I wasn't paying much attention because Ms. James
class was next. Hers was in a big auditorium shaped like a
half-moon. Rows of students looked down on the small center floor
where her desk was.

I took my usual space about five rows up,
which was close enough to see, but not so close I'd normally be
called on a lot. Ms. James came in and began the class like she
usually did, opening her laptop and setting it up with her notes.
Except that before she even began to talk I felt a sudden vibration
between my legs.

I gasped and almost squealed in surprise, but
nobody noticed as students were still settling down and making
noise. The thing inside me was a freaking vibrator! I stared down
at her and she looked back up blandly, arching a single eyebrow
before clapping her hands to get everyone's attention and starting
her lecture.

The thing inside me was vibrating, and so was
the outside part! Which meant that they were vibrating against my
G-spot and against my clitoris, caught between the two arms of the
thing! That really added to the strength of the vibrations, and I
felt my whole lower body starting to tremble and vibrate in tandem
with the sex toy!

I had snapped my thighs closed the instant it
started to buzz, which also increased its strength, but I didn't
dare spread my legs open in case anyone should hear them! I could
hear the vibrator, but I knew I was sort of hearing it through my
body. The people on either side didn't seem to hear anything and I
wanted to keep it that way!

The vibrations weren't steady. The thing...
pulsed, and thrummed, and I began to notice that every now and then
Ms. James would reach down to her laptop and touch something, and
as she did the vibrations would change and shift! The bitch was
controlling it with her computer!

The vibrations were doing strange things to
my lower body. At first it was just uncomfortable – too much
stimulation of sensitive nerve endings. But after a short time the
thrumming vibrations began to have the same impact as the vibrator
she'd used on me the previous night!

My pussy began to throb and thrum and heat up
and moisten, and my nipples got hard and tingly as my breasts
swelled. My pulse rate and heart rate shot up, and it began to get
difficult to keep still. My body wanted to grind myself against the
seat underneath. And as I leaned forward and felt my breasts
pressing against my arms, which were on the desk, I felt a deep
desire to press them harder, to rub and mash them against my arms
and the desk!

Heat had rolled up my body and then into my
mind, and was starting to drown it in sexual hunger and need. The
only thing which was keeping me from approaching orgasm was the
terror of having an orgasm in the middle of the class and having
everyone turn and stare at me!

And then Ms. James called on me!

It was required in her class that when a
student was asked a question the student had to stand up to answer.
That meant that I somehow had to get to my feet, keep myself from
trembling and shaking, and answer her question about the popularity
of literature genres and the different styles of writing most
common to them.

While most of the class watched me!

I thanked God my clothes were modest and dark
so people couldn't see just how hard my nipples were! And I kept my
thighs tight together in hopes no one would hear the buzzing coming
from the vibrator! But concentrating on the answer was not easy,
and keeping my voice steady was even harder!

And she kept asking for clarification, which
kept me on my feet! Jesus God it was hard to keep from
trembling!

Finally she let me sit down and I sat down
heavily, gasping as my bottom hit the seat, clamping my lips shut
to stifle a moan of pleasure as my body briefly took over and
ground myself against the seat.

It was the longest class in the history of
the college!

I was sweating and flushed. My eyes darted to
the clock about every twenty-five seconds, urging it to move
faster. Finally, she handed out homework assignments, and the class
began to pack up and leave. She looked up at me and I clenched my
jaws, looking down at my notes (I had taken no notes). I pretended
to write now as an excuse for why I wasn't also packing up.

Almost all the students left except for a few
asking her questions. Then, to my surprise, she packed up and
joined them, climbing up the rows towards the doors. I quickly
packed my things and moved after them. I had thought she wanted me
to stay after class, and now was both disappointed and
relieved.

Until I reached her, for she was the last one
out the doors. She stopped and turned, gave me that eyebrow, and
then closed the door, locking it.

I stopped breathing.

She went to the next door and locked it, then
the next, then the fourth, before turning to me.

“Would you like to come, little slut?”

I felt like cursing her, for I was filled
with the most intense sexual frustration of my life. But I knew
better than to do that!

“Yes!” I exclaimed.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Mistress!”I exclaimed, my voice getting
whiny.

She turned me around.

“Back downstairs.”

She pushed me back down and then stopped
beside the now-empty desk.

“Strip. Naked.”

“Ms. James!” I exclaimed in protest.

“Now, slut.”

“But... but what if someone else comes
in!?”

“Then they'll get a lovely show. Do it.”

I had no will to resist! I quickly stripped
off my skirt, looking very nervously up at the rows of seats and
the doors at the far end, then removed my top and bra.

“Lay back on the desk.”

I moaned but sat on it, then lay back and
raised my feet up, spreading them wide. She untied the ropes and
then pulled the still-buzzing sex toy from my absolutely soaking
wet pussy! Then she took something out of her bag. It was a big,
realistic-looking cock!

She handed it to me, then pulled off my
glasses.

“Use it. I'll just sit back here and watch
you masturbate, you nasty little slut.”

I moaned, flinching from the words, but
burning as well. I rubbed the head of the thing against my aching,
swollen lips, then forced it into my body as she moved back and
smirked.

God, this was insanely slutty! I could hardly
believe I was doing it! But the need and hunger were eating me up!
I was shaking with the sexual pressure! And once I'd slid that cock
into me I could no longer keep still! I gasped and moaned and the
air sobbed out of me as I pumped it faster and faster!

The fingers of my other hand were on my
clitoris, rubbing frantically as the heat turned into a raging
firestorm!

“I hope you don't mind,” she said. “I invited
a few dozen friends to come and watch.”

I shuddered, confident she was lying but... I
couldn't see much of the room now! Without my glasses it was all a
blur! I couldn't even see Ms. James anymore. I knew the room
surrounded me, the rows of desks rising up towards the doors, but I
couldn't see much beyond a dozen feet away.

It felt so weird! So wild! So kinky! So
outrageous! So forbidden! I imagined the rows filled with students,
as they had been only minutes ago, all watching me masturbate with
the big dildo!

The heat was scalding me as I fucked myself
with the dildo, and then the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. You
know how they'll build up in the shallows, getting higher and
higher and then come crashing down!? That was my orgasm!

I cried out, my hips bucking and grinding
desperately as I pumped the dildo, my back arching as the crackling
sexual electricity tore my nervous system apart! Every muscle in my
body was spasming as convulsions made me jerk and buck and cry out
again and again!

When it finally faded it left me limp, chest
heaving, dazed to the point of being semi-conscious. I moaned,
gripped by the lethargic afterglow of the intense orgasm.

“What in God's name are you doing!?”

Well, that certainly tore me out of my
relaxed calm. I screamed, sitting upright and jerking my legs
together, my arms going across my breasts as a woman walked out of
the side door – the doors which allowed teachers to enter the
lecture rooms from floor level.

The woman was in her late twenties, blonde,
but with her hair drawn back tightly into a bun and a scowl on an
otherwise pretty face.

She walked right up to me, glaring at me.

“You filthy little slut!” she exclaimed.

I jerked my eyes away, staring around for Ms.
James. Only I couldn't see her anywhere!

“What is your name?” the woman demanded.

I didn't answer. I pulled the dildo out and
dropped it as I rushed to get my clothes – and found them gone! I
stared at where I'd left them, stunned.

“Answer me, slut!”

“I-I...I... I'm... I'm... sorry!” I gasped,
head down, humiliated!

“You certainly are! You're a sorry little
slut who deserves to be expelled!

What could I possibly say!?

She walked over to where the dildo lay and
picked it up, then brought it over to me and shoved it up against
my face. “Are you so desperate for a man's cock that you can't wait
until you're alone in your dorm room?! Do you have to have it
inside you every waking minute!?”

I kept my head down, wishing I could crawl
under the floor!

“Fortunately for you I am not the type to
want to destroy a person's entire education merely because of their
sluttish behavior. However, this will have to be punished!

She grabbed my arm and roughly turned me to
the desk, then gripped the back of my head and roughly bent me
over.

I was... confused.

She had a strap in her hand, suddenly,
doubled up, and she swung it down against my bottom.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp, stinging blow, shocked
not only by the pain – and not even mostly by the pain – but by her
doing it to begin with. I mean... I mean, what the hell!? This
wasn't what teachers did in response to students breaking
rules!

Crack!

“Bad little girl,” she snapped.

What?!

Crack!

“Dirty little bitch.”

That word jolted me, and I stared with
widening eyes at the blackboard.

Crack!

“You think you can act the slut around here,
do you?”

Crack!

I winced at the blow.

“Roberta, you'll never guess what I caught
this little slut doing!” the woman said.

I gasped, starting to rise and twist around,
but she grabbed the back of my neck and shoved me down again.

“Stay where I put you, slut!”

“I think I know her, vaguely,” Ms. James
said, having magically appeared from somewhere. “She's in my class.
But she's always been a troublemaker.”

Crack!

“I'm not surprised.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Dirty little girl!” the woman said.

“What did she do?” Ms. James asked
innocently.

“She was lying on the desk naked and
masturbating!”

“My goodness. What a slut,” Ms. James
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I moaned and gasped and winced, but my mind,
dazed as it was, felt a huge wave of relief, strangely enough, for
it was patently obvious now that this woman was in league with Ms.
James. Which meant she was a kinky slut just like Ms. James
was.

Which was infinitely better than being caught
doing something horrifically, outrageously slutty by some
completely ordinary stranger!

“Girls like this simply can't get enough
cock,” the blonde growled.

Crack!

“Look at the one she had.”

“My, that's a big one,” Ms. James said.

Crack!

I gasped and flinched, my bottom getting
hotter and hotter!

“Obviously the slut can't get enough cock
inside her.”

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!” the woman
barked.

I hesitated.

Crack!

“Now!”

I moaned and let my legs shift aside, then
felt the nose of the dildo rubbing up and down against my sex. I
gasped as she forced it into me, pushing it deep!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I cried.

“Please what?” the woman demanded.

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please... mistress!” I cried.

“Please mistress what? Please fill me up with
cock?” the woman sneered.

“Oh! Oh God!”

The head of the dildo was jammed deep inside
me, grinding against the back wall of my sex!

“Close your legs, slut!”

I pulled my thighs together around the
base.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
slut?” she demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes, Mistress!” I whimpered.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm... I'm sorry for being a filthy little
slut, Mistress!” I moaned.

Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
bitch?”

“Yes!” I gasped. “I'm sorry for being a
filthy little bitch, Mistress!”

“I think she is in need of intensive...
therapy,” Ms. James said.

“You think that might help?”

“Clearly she lacks discipline.”

Crack!

“That's obvious!”

“I'm sure between us we can teach her
some.”

“I doubt it.”

Crack!

“It's patently obvious she's nothing but a
slutty little fuck-bunny eager for any man's cock.”

Crack!

“Discipline can always be instilled in the
young by those older and wiser,” Ms. James said.

“Well then, how would you recommend we do
that?”

Ms. James still had the white rope she'd used
before. She wound it around my waist and then down between my legs
again, jerking it up against the base of the big dildo, then tying
it off. She also had more rope, though, which she used to tie my
arms behind me.

She then wound it around my chest and
carefully bound the loops around the outside, top and bottom of my
breasts, she and the blonde drawing the ropes tighter so that my
breasts squeezed together. Then they fed rope between my breasts so
they were both thrust out like taut cones!

Ms. James put a ball-gag in my mouth, and
then threw a black sheet over my head! It settled down around my
shoulders and dropped to the floor, and I found myself peeking out
through a narrow opening.

“Let's take our shy little burka girl back to
my place and demonstrate the discipline we expect of her,” Ms.
James said.

“That sounds like an excellent idea,” the
blonde said.

They walked me out of the class and then
through the busy corridors, naked but for the black sheet, my
breasts taut and throbbing, my bottom hot and burning, and the
dildo jammed up inside me!

It was... surreal!

All around us were other students, and here I
was walking with my breasts tightly bound and a dildo inside me!
Naked but for the black burka! OMG! This was so outrageous! So
unbelievable!

The woman, the blonde, had stunned me and
left me dumbstruck. Now I couldn't talk anyway, as the two women
led me through corridor after corridor, then finally out to Ms.
James' car. I was put in the back and strapped in, then they got
into the front and Ms. James started the car.

“I'm quite sure she'll need quite a lot of
training,” the blonde said.

“I'm sure with our skills we can make
something of her in no time,” Ms. James replied.

“I doubt anyone can tame such a frenzied
slut,” the blonde said.

“The burnt hand teaches best,” Ms. James
replied.

“Well, we'll make her bottom as hot as fire
then! That will teach her discipline.”

“An Excellent idea, Sloan!”

“All my ideas are excellent.”

Ms. James sniffed.

“Training a big-titted breeding sow like this
will take effort, though.”

“Less than you'd think.”

“Huh.”

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Even after we got to Ms. James house and they
removed the burka and ropes I was still too intimidated to protest,
even if I knew what I wanted to say. Which I definitely did not!
Anyway,

I still had the the ball gag in, which was
partly frustrating, but mostly a relief. Because with the gag in
place I didn't have to try to think of what to say.

Then each of them produced a black wrist
band, like a double thick watch band, or at least I thought so at
first. As they put them around my wrists, though I felt a shock of
recognition. They had little locks in place so they couldn't be
removed!

And then as the blonde put another pair
around my ankles Ms. James brought out the collar! It was like the
wrist bands only larger, of course, and she slipped it around my
neck, then buckled it behind me! Then the blonde drew my arms out
before me and as I watched, locked a ring in one of the wristbands
to a ring on the second.

“Hands behind your neck, slut!” Ms. James
snapped.

Gasping, I obeyed.

“Back straight!” the blonde ordered.

“Chest out!” Ms. James growled.

“Shoulders back!” the blonde ordered.

“Legs apart!”

I stood there trembling as the two women
glared at me, circling around me in opposite directions. My mind
was spinning, trying to figure out what they would do and what I
should do. I had no answers for either. I was still deeply
embarrassed, and shaken from my 'discovery' at masturbation. But my
mind and body were also filled with a strange, dark maelstrom of
sexual energy.

Then they ignored me. Mrs. James and she left
the room, going into the kitchen.

I stared after them wonderingly, trying to
get my heart rate under control.

This was obviously some kinky lesbian thing,
and I had no option but to do whatever they wanted! Well, I mean,
obviously not really but that was kind of how it felt.

I was cowed. But I was also feeling a strange
swirly sense of dark heat and anticipation.

They returned with glasses of wine and sat
down on the sofa, facing me, then began to chat about things at
work, people they worked with, course material and even politics.
And every time I relaxed even a little bit one or the other would
snap at me and order me to get back into position.

Finally, the blonde got up, and I nervously
noted she'd gotten some kind of thin black stick somewhere. It was
about a foot and a half long, and clearly flexible. It also had a
soft little rubber or leather pad at the tip about two inches
long.

“Well, slut, do you think you are even
capable of learning discipline?” she demanded.

The tip of the thing rubbed against my right
breast, against my nipple, to be specific.

“I have a feeling we'll need more than a few
riding crops to train you,” she said.

OMG! This was a riding crop!? OMG!

I felt a renewed sense of anxiety! For the
first time I felt a doubt about whether she might actually be
serious! But the thought, as much anxiety as it caused, also,
weirdly, sent a rush, a thrill of heat through my body from breast
to groin!

“Arch your back more, slut. Push those big
tits out,” she ordered.

Gulping, I obeyed as she rubbed the thing
back and forth along my taut breasts and over my very hard
nipples.

“Such a nasty little girl,” she said.

She lightly slapped the soft tip against the
center of my breast, against my nipple! I gulped but held my pose,
and she slapped it again, then again, faster and faster. She wasn't
really swinging the crop, you understand, but merely shifting her
wrist and hand so the little tip slapped down quite lightly – but
rapidly.

The repeated little stings began to make the
center of my breast feel hot and sore but did nothing to push back
against the rising sense of excitement gripping my mind and body.
She shifted to the other breast and did the same.

Ms. James moved behind me and gripped the
strap of the gag, then undid it, and pulled the gag out of my
mouth.

“Tell us you're a bad girl,” she ordered.

“I'm a bad girl, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

“You want to be our sex slave, don't you?”
she demanded.

OMG!

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

The blonde thrust the crop between my thighs,
letting the slender shaft press up between the lips of my sex at an
angle. Then she sawed it slowly in and out to grind it against my
sensitive flesh.

“Are you a filthy little girl?” she
demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp, stinging blow to my
bottom, and jerked my head to see Ms. James now had a crop too!
OMG!

“Say it, slut,” she ordered.

“I'm a filthy little girl, Mistress!” I
exclaimed.

“Slut,” she said.

“Whore,” the blonde said.

“Get down on your knees, slut.”

I dropped to my knees.

“Stick those tits out!”

I arched my back again, hands still behind my
neck. My heart was beating a mile a minute and I was still very
embarrassed at doing all this in front of the blonde – Sloan – who
I didn't even know! But I didn't see a way of refusing unless I,
well, refused. And I didn't want to do that! I mean, I did! But I
didn't!

“Tell us you're a horny little sex slave,”
Ms. James ordered.

“I'm a horny little sex slave, Mistress!” I
gulped.

“Get down on all fours,” Sloan ordered.

I pulled my hands forward and dropped onto my
hands and knees as the two women moved around me.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” Ms. James
ordered, bringing the crop down across my bottom.

“Push that ass higher, slut,” Sloan ordered,
slapping more lightly at the side of one of my breasts.

Ms. James put her foot on my back, just below
my neck, and pushed down, and I gasped, forced down onto my elbows,
then down flat on the floor, with my bottom still raised.

“Arms stretched out ahead of you.”

Crack!

“Keep that ass high.”

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

Crack!

OMG this was so wild and insane and sick and
depraved!

“What we need here is a line of men to
shamble in, drop to their knees behind her, and mount her like the
bitch in heat she is,” Ms. James said.

I felt the crop pressing in against my mound,
the shaft sliding up and down, sinking between the lips of my moist
pussy. I gasped as it ground back and forth over my clitoris,
sending a deep, powerful rush of sensation through my mind and
body.

I felt fingers at the plug – the butt-plug,
and blushed even hotter than I already was as it was slowly pulled
out of my bottom! I was extremely... uncomfortable with strangers
even touching me there!

A moment later it pushed in again, only...
no, it was different. It wasn't as wide, and it slid in more
smoothly, but it kept going, deeper and deeper as it was twisted
and turned and pumped in and out.

“Are you a sex slave?” Sloan demanded.

“Yes, Mistress! I'm a sex slave!” I
gasped.

I gasped as the thing in my bottom pushed
even deeper, then got wider, stretching me out more and more. Then
it suddenly narrowed, like the butt-plug. I felt so full! I gasped
as fingers rubbed at my pussy, and tried to turn my head.

Crack!

“Did I say you could move, slut?” Sloan
demanded.

“No, Mistress!” I moaned.

Another dildo pushed into my pussy, deep.
Then Sloan bent over and clipped a slim strap to the ring of the
collar.

“On all fours, you slutty little sex
animal.”

She jerked on it and I gasped, pushing myself
up on hands and knees. She unclipped my wrist bands from each
other, then ordered me to craw.

Ms. James punctuated the order by snapping
the crop down across my bottom!

I crawled forward, with Sloan holding the
strap – which was like a leash – which was a leash I realized. I
felt a dark shudder at that, as she made me crawl around the room
at her side while tugging on the leash.

“Animal,” she said.

“Very much an animal,” Ms. James said.

“Roll on your back, animal,” Sloan
ordered.

I moaned and obeyed, then spread my legs wide
at their orders.

“Hands behind your neck! Arch your back!”

“Spread your legs wider, animal.”

I moaned, obeying, back arching, my feet flat
on the floor and knees spread as wide as they would go.

Sloan brought the crop down against my breast
for the first time and I cried out. It wasn't a harsh blow or
anything, but it did kind of sting! I felt a rush of anxiety and
even fear, but also another flood of scalding heat.

“Tell us you're a filthy bitch animal,” she
ordered.

“I'm a filthy bitch animal, Mistress!” I
cried.

The thing in my pussy started to vibrate. I
shuddered and moaned, awash in dark, bewildering heat.

“Draw your knees back against your chest,
slave.”

I obeyed, staring down at the base of the
vibrator inside me. It was... attached somehow, by a small chain,
to the base of the thing sticking out of my bottom!

I gasped as Ms. James leaned over, rubbing
the soft tip of the crop against my clitoris.

“Hot, sexy little cum-slut,” she said. “I bet
you want to come again, don't you.”

I whimpered and moaned, the heat
overwhelming.

“Animal!” Sloan said.

“Put your feet flat on the floor. Now lift
your hips into the air. Prop them up with your hands.”

I obeyed, raising my hips up so basically
only my upper back and head were on the floor, along with my
feet.

“Cum-slut,” Sloan said, rubbing the soft tip
of her crop up and down against my clitoris.

“Slave girl,” Ms. James said, slapping the
tip down against my right nipple, then my left, then my right.

“On your knees, Slave!”

I trembled and gasped, dropping my position,
rolling over, and then getting on my knees. But then a foot came
down on the back of my neck, pressing down.

“Reach back and put your arms around your
legs,” James ordered.

I grunted with effort, and gasped in pain as
a crop cut across my bottom. I squeezed my thighs together around
the base of the two sex toys as I thrust my arms back and around
behind my legs, my head pressed up and back by the floor.

Crack!

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!”

Ms. James moved to stand directly in front of
me. Her pointy black shoes were an inch from my mouth.

“Show your mistress how devoted you are,
slave animal,” she ordered.

Crack!

She prodded my lips with her shoe.

Crack!

“Clean your mistress' shoe with your tongue,
Slave,” Sloan ordered.

Crack!

I trembled and moaned dazedly,
breathlessly.

Crack!

I cried out at the harsher blow, then licked
at her shoe.

“Harder, slave animal.”

Crack!

I winced and gasped as Sloan brought her crop
down against my bottom, and I licked at Ms. James black shoe!

Yes, it was degrading, and that made my mind
squirm and rebel, but somehow that also sent dark ripples of heat
through my body.

“Spread your legs wide, slut,” Sloan
ordered.

I trembled and obeyed, releasing them. I felt
them gripped and pulled together behind my back, then locked in
place. A moment later the vibrator began to pump in and out of me,
the base grinding against my clitoris with every deep thrust.

I was about to come when she pulled it out
completely.

“Turn around, whore.”

Moaning, dazed, I tried, but with my wrists
bound behind me I was slow.

Crack! Crack!

“Clean my shoes with your tongue, Slave.”

I obeyed. I obeyed whatever I was told to do.
My mind wasn't even thinking, really, just reacting. Even with my
feelings of anxiety and uncertainty and embarrassment I was
drowning in heat. So I wanted them to stop, but I didn't want them
to stop!

I licked at Sloan's shoe, my tongue licking
fast and hard to avoid more sharp, stinging blows from the
crop.

“Spread your legs wider, slave.”

I felt pressure against my sex, thick
pressure from something wider than the vibrator. I moaned as it
slid down into my overheated pussy, pushing deep!

Sloan stepped back, and Ms. James gripped the
leash, jerking sharply on it. I gasped at the pull on the collar as
she forced the... dildo, deeper into my trembling body.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slavegirl,” Ms. James
said.

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped,.

And that was what she did. She alternatively
jerked on the leash, or abandoned it to grip my hair and yank back
on it. All while she rammed the dildo, which was strapped to her
groin, into my trembling, burning pussy.

It was all just too much. The orgasm exploded
within me, and the explosion was overwhelming, overpowering! I
cried out again and again as the orgasm surged through my nervous
system, pouring over my body like a flood of fiery ecstasy. I was
drowning in it as her hips smacked my sore bottom again and again,
and she punched her big cock into my belly as fast and hard as she
could.

I thought I'd go out of my mind! The whole
world disappeared behind an inferno of heat and pleasure as I cried
out all the air in my lungs! I thought in that moment that nothing
could ever be so wonderful! It was like... rapture!

And all the while my body was jerking and
spasming, her hips striking my buttocks, her hands jerking on my
hair and slapping at my bottom as she rammed the dildo into me!

*

After I recovered, they put the ball gag
back. I had to kneel, sitting on my heels, impaled on the vibrator,
with my head way back I was looking at the ceiling behind me. My
wrists were bound together, but my hands were supporting me,
keeping me from falling back as the two sipped wine again and
talked about anything other than me.

Meanwhile the vibrator was driving me crazy,
buzzing away inside and against my tender, exquisitely sensitive
sex. I stood it for maybe five minutes, then had an orgasm, my body
spasming and shaking as I cried out into the gag.

That didn't draw any punishment, or even
notice, so I had another, and then another, and then another.

I was getting worn out, exhausted, dazed, but
as long as I was impaled on the vibrator my body didn't seem able
to shut down.

Ms. James came over to me, finally, gripping
the leash and jerking me up off my heels. She undid my wrists, and
then had me crawl up the stairs and into her bedroom. She and Sloan
then bound me to the four corner posts, removed my gag and stripped
naked.

While Ms. James straddled my head and pressed
her pussy down on my face Sloan licked and fingered me to another
orgasm. Then, when I had given Ms. James an orgasm, she and Sloan
traded places.

When they were done, they left me like that
and went downstairs.

It took me a while to recover, not only
physically, but mentally. I had been just overwhelmed with their
dark, nasty sex game for a long time. Now I finally had time to
think about it, and what they'd done to me and what I'd done, and
how I felt.

I felt... confused. A part of me recoiled
against how degrading it was. But that was also the reason why it
was so thrilling! Because what they were doing was so incredibly
kinky and perverted! The way they were talking to me was
outrageous! And making me say those things about myself was
sick!

But it was all such an incredible turn-on at
the same time that I couldn't find it in myself to even really feel
resentment. I'd been alone with my thoughts and fantasies for
years, and now... now I was doing something wild and wicked and
exciting with other people! I couldn't want that to stop!

After a while, Ms. James came back. She stood
next to the bed, looking me over, and I flushed anxiously.

“You make a very hot and sexy sex slave,” she
said.

I gulped, nervous but also pleased.

She stripped and lay down, half atop me,
toying with my breasts and sliding her hand over my body.

“Do you know what a sex slave is?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I moaned.

“A sex slave is owned property. Her body
belongs to her mistress or master to do with as they choose. A sex
slave's purpose in life is to bring pleasure to others with her
body. And she rarely has any say in how or who.”

She chewed on the nape of my neck.

“Perhaps I'll let a man use your slutty
little animal body next time, hmm. Wouldn't that be exciting?”

The idea was frankly terrifying – but yes,
squirmingly hot, too.

“Well see, once I've done training you and
turning you into a proper little sex animal.”

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I spent the night. I lay on her bed naked, my
wrists locked behind me, my collar chained to the headboard. And
somehow, I slept. I woke up to heat, for Ms. James had succeeded in
spreading my legs and licking me to the edge of orgasm before I
even fluttered my eyes open.

She climbed atop me, then, her left thigh
between mine, her pussy grinding against mine until I came, which
didn't take long, and then she came as well, which only took a
little longer.

She then went into the shower, and sent me
downstairs to make breakfast. I was still naked and still wearing
the collar and restraints. Which made making breakfast weirdly
sexual and sensual. When she came downstairs she was fully dressed,
which only served to highlight how unequal we were.

It was about to get worse.

Ms. James had me serve breakfast and coffee,
then bound my restraints together behind my back and made me kneel
next to her chair. Then she ate, and fed me pieces of food, making
me lick them from her fingers!

Sick!

She finally removed the collar and
restraints, then let me get dressed. She drove me to my dorm and
dropped me off, then went on to her first class, which was before
mine.

I felt almost a stranger in my dorm, for it
was built for a boring academic girl and now I was this... this...
highly sexed girl who did depraved and nasty things with
people!

The events of the evening had shifted my
outlook somewhat on how I dressed, too. I guess I was feeling less
shy about my body. I didn't bother to wear my minimizer bra, and
found most of my clothes too... conservative.

I went to classes, tried to concentrate, and
kept drifting off to the insanely perverted evening I'd had. Not to
mention night and morning! And then at noon I went to Ms. James
office, stomach churning, wondering if we would repeat the same
stuff we'd done yesterday.

We didn't. Ms. James' perverted mind had all
manner of different games in it.

She let me in then closed the door behind it,
walked around to stand before me, and scowled.

“So. You're here to complain about the “F” I
gave you on the test, are you?” she demanded.

I was confused, to say the least.

“Well, it might be possible you could...
persuade me to improve your mark,” she said with this really
arrogant, nasty tone. “Maybe.”

She suddenly cupped my breast and squeezed it
kind of casually.

“If you're ready to work for it.”

She gripped me by the collar and jerked me
forward.

“Are you, slut?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Ms. James!” I gasped.

She snorted and released me.

“Strip. Naked.”

My mind was kind of churning here, trying to
figure out what she was up to – other than sex, obviously. I hadn't
had a test lately, and I'd never gotten an F. Therefore, this was
some game. Another dark, sexual game!

She sat down on her chair behind her desk,
legs crossed as she watched me strip.

I felt the same sort of dark anxiety about
being naked in a public building as I had the other day, but
stripped quickly and stood there wondering what she wanted me to do
next.

“So you're willing to trade your body for a
better mark, are you, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Ms. James!” I gulped.

She snorted in contempt.

“Whore.”

I flushed.

“Come here.”

I padded over and she pointed down, so I
knelt in front of her.

“Get down on all fours, slut.”

I obeyed, my body shimmering with heat at
this... sick, wild, nasty stuff.

She had her legs crossed, and was wearing
black leather boots with a stiletto heel.

“Let's see how far you're willing to go to
get a good mark,” she said.

She made her upper leg jerk so that her foot
kind of swung in the air.

“Clean my boot off. With your tongue.”

I felt a rush of heat and crawled forward. I
began to lick up and down along the front of her boot as she looked
down at me, then reached down and plucked my glasses off.

“Lick harder, slut.”

I gulped and licked my way up along her
ankle, then up higher as she looked down at me.

“Lick, you nasty little slut.”

I continued to lick, for her boots went
almost to her knees. I licked up and down the front until it was
all glistening with saliva.

“Straighten up.”

I rose on my knees and she raised her foot up
between my thighs, pressing the front of her boot against my
sex.

“Are you... excited, little slut?” she
asked.

“Y-Yes, Ms. James!” I moaned.

“Grind your hot little pussy against my
boot.”

I didn't need to be told twice!

“That's it. Nasty little animal. Take my leg,
rub yourself against my boot.”

I did it, gasping and moaning as my pussy
ground up and down against the soft, slick leather of her boot!

“That's it. Hump my leg, like a little sex
animal,” she said with a sneer. “Dirty girl.”

I moaned, getting hotter and hotter by both
how deliciously filthy and degrading this was, and by the feel of
her boot grinding against my pussy!

“Stop.”

I halted, gasping, chest heaving, and she
shifted her boot, putting the heel on the floor, but the narrow,
pointed toe sticking up.

“Sit on it, slut. You know you want something
inside you.”

I did! I moaned, straddling it, sinking my
throbbing wet pussy down onto the toe. It sank into me easily. But
of course, the deeper it got the wider it got. I knelt, gulping in
air, flushed, starting to sweat, while I ground myself against it
and rode up and down in short, desperate little motions that kept
stretching my pussy lips wider and wider!

I was overheating! The outrageousness of what
I was doing was setting my mind on fire! I kept putting more and
more pressure down on her shoe until, suddenly, it began to slide
deeper into me!

I started to come instantly. My mouth opened
wide and she reached forward and clamped her hand around my throat.
My eyes bulged as I screamed silently, forcing myself down further
and further, my free hand darting down to rub my clitoris furiously
as the pleasure tore apart my mind!

The thought I might even be damaging myself
crossed my mind, but it really didn't seem to matter given the
torrent of white-hot pleasure howling through my body. I sank down
on her foot until the front of her heel was jammed against my
opening, and still I trembled and shook and my head throbbed from
lack of air as she continued to squeeze her hand around the front
of my throat.

I almost fainted, but I refused to stop
grinding and rubbing myself as long as that glorious orgasm was
still burning inside me. Only after it faded did I go limp. Then
James pulled her hand back and I gulped in deep, ragged breaths of
air.

She allowed me only seconds to recover before
pulling me forward by the hair, spreading her legs, lifting her
skirt, and jamming my face into her sex. Fortunately, she'd
apparently become so turned on watching me that I was able to lick
her to orgasm fairly easily.

Only then was I able to examine my pussy,
wincing as I looked down, and as I ran my fingers gently along
it.

“You can take bigger,” she said. “Wait until
I fist-fuck you.”

It was then I first began to wonder if it
wouldn't be better for me to call this off, or at least put some
limits to it. But I didn't. I was still too intimidated by her, and
still too gripped by the dark rush of heat and excitement to want
to risk it stopping.

I had more anxiety about what I was doing,
though, and where it was going, and what Ms. James might do to me!
I'm not a lesbian, after all! This perverted sex stuff was hot and
thrilling, but she was taking it further and further. I mean,
bringing in her friend without even telling me was bad enough! But
what other wicked, nasty things would she do!?

I went and had a quick lunch, then went on to
my classes, but I continued to be distracted. When the end of the
day came I felt halfway between excitement as if I was going on a
great holiday, and doom, as if I was going to get my wisdom teeth
out.

I headed for my dorm room, but wasn't
surprised when James drove up.

“Get in, slut.”

I gulped, quickly looking around us, but no
one was close enough to hear. I hurried around and got into the car
and summoned up my courage.

“I wish you would treat me with more respect,
Ms. James,” I said.

“Why? That wouldn't be very exciting at all,”
she replied as she accelerated.

“Well yes, but – .”

“You know you've been enjoying our little
games of domination and submission, Meredith.”

“Well... well yes... but... but some of it is
kind of... sick!”

“But exciting nonetheless. And verbal
domination is definitely a part of role-playing. Things wouldn't be
too realistic if I talked sweetly to you instead of giving you
harsh orders in a haughty voice, now would they?”

She was right, and that she was talking so
openly about it just being a 'game' did a lot to relieve my
anxieties.

“Would they?”

“I... I guess not.”

“The correct answer is No mistress.”

I felt myself flush. “No, Mistress.”

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Mistress,” I said.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm your whore, Mistress,” I said, my heart
quickening.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” she
growled.

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress,” I said, my
chest getting tight.

“Much better. Sex slaves are meek, obedient
and submissive. They don't question their mistress. Now, I think we
should go out for dinner.”

“Where?” I asked.

She turned and gave me a squinty-eyed
look.

“Where, Mistress,” I said.

“I haven't decided. Somewhere with soft
lighting.”

She drove me to her place, though.

“I thought we were going out to eat.”

“Yes. It's barely Four O'clock, Slave. You
don't get to eat yet, unless it's eating pussy.”

I gulped and we got out of the car and went
inside.

“Strip. Naked.”

I felt a rush of heat and anxiety at the
words, but obeyed them. When I was naked she made me stand there,
legs apart, hands behind my neck and back arched. She pulled my
glasses off again, too. She was always doing that! It made
everything beyond a few yards blurry.

On the other hand, it also served to narrow
my focus to her.

She put the wrist bands and ankle bands on me
again, as well as the collar, then made me assume that face down,
bottom up position once more so she could push a big butt-plug into
me.

Then she made me pose in a bunch of
positions, standing, kneeling and laying down, all of them
displaying my body to her. I had to shift back and forth between
them quickly or I got the crop biting on my bottom!

You wouldn't think that would excite me much,
but it did. It was the pure wickedness of it! The pure
outrageousness of it! Not just her ordering me in a cold,
overbearing voice, but doing it, naked, and displaying myself to
her so obscenely.

My nipples were rock hard, and my clitoris
felt swollen, throbbing as I twisted and turned and moved and posed
myself.

I got more anxious when she started to take
pictures, but didn't disobey. Then she had me posing in other ways,
like sitting on the sofa with my legs up and back, or bending over
the kitchen table, and then finally, straddling a big dildo which
was stuck to the floor by a suction cup and sliding my pussy down
it!

I rode up and down the dildo while rubbing my
clitoris, and she held the camera up, not taking pictures, but
taking video! I was shocked at myself, and shocked at what she was
doing, and felt almost mesmerized at acting so shockingly
slutty!

“Lovely,” she said. “Maybe I'll show this at
our next class. What do you think, slut?”

I shuddered, riding up and down, up and down,
rubbing my clitoris harder and faster.

“Fall back onto your back and keep
masturbating.”

God!”

I obeyed, pulling the thing from the floor,
my fingers trembling as I drew my knees back and pumped the
dildo.

“Now on your knees with your ass up.”

Overwhelmed with heat, I rolled over, my
breasts throbbing as I crushed them beneath me. I raised my bottom
up, spread my legs, and thrust my arms back between my thighs,
pumping the dildo and fingering myself.

“Nasty little slut. Porn star!” she taunted.
“That's clearly your future.”

I came as she spoke, crying out helplessly,
jamming the dildo into my burning pussy as I rubbed my clitoris
hard and fast.

I had to lick her shoes before rising up and
licking her pussy as she sat back on the sofa with her legs spread.
And she held the camera up to record me doing it!

It was all just too darkly thrilling to
stop!

After she came, though, we did stop.

She slid a long dildo up inside me, this one
with a little hook at the bottom which curved up and out across my
clitoris. Two straps curved up across my abdomen, over my hips, and
back behind me to attach together and keep the thing inside.

“Try this on,” she said.

'This' was a bra like none I'd ever seen in
person. It was black, and lacy, and absurdly small. Or at least I
thought so, at first. It quickly became clear, though, that it
wasn't meant to actually cover my breasts. It was a shelf bra, and
it only cupped my breasts and held them, leaving the nipples and
everything about them naked.

“Now this.”

She had me put on a dress. It was a dress
almost like a long shirt. It was black, with an inch wide white
trim going up the center, then curving all around the neck and back
again. Gold buttons on the white trim closed the dress up from neck
to hem. It had two white trimmed lines around each arm, thick white
cuffs on the sleeves, and two little white trimmed pockets.

It was form fitting, very short, with the hem
only a few inches below my buttocks, and it showed cleavage! It
wasn't a ton of cleavage. It wasn't like my breasts were falling
out of it or anything. But I wasn't used to showing any cleavage at
all.

I was starting to worry that she'd want me to
go outside in this! I'd never worn anything so short and tight and
revealing!

She tugged the white cuffs down over my wrist
restraints, but made no move to cover up the collar. The dress had
a plunging v-neck, so my neck was absolutely naked aside from the
very obvious collar!

She wanted me to go out in this!? I couldn't!
It was too short! It was too tight! It was too low cut! And I had
no panties! And my breasts were basically bare under it! I felt my
anxieties rising as I moved my lips, trying to think of how to
protest, to get her to change her mind!

“M-Ms. James!” I gulped.

She slapped my bottom.

“Mistress!” I exclaimed.

“Here. I checked your size.”

She handed me a pair of high heels. They were
very high! They were stilettos, and five inches high!”

“I... I... can't wear this!” I blurted.

“Sex slaves don't get to make decisions like
that,” she said.

“But – .”

“It's an entirely proper outfit for a girl
your age. Especially where we're going.”

“But – !”

“Don't argue with your mistress, slut.”

“Ms. James!” I wailed.

“The shoes.”

I tried to explain why I couldn't possibly go
out in such a dress even as I slipped my feet into the small, sexy,
strappy high-heels. She ignored me, except to slap my bottom.

She pulled me along to the garage and shoved
me into the car, then opened the garage door while I tugged at the
hem to try to pull it lower, then tugged at the collar to try to
pull it higher!

“You really need to get over your body
consciousness,” she said. “You have an absolutely gorgeous body.
There's no need to be so shy about anyone catching glimpses of
it.”

“But I... I just... I've never worn...
revealing outfits before!”

“Long past time you do so, then. Every girl
likes to be looked at and admired.”

“I don't!”

“You will.”

She pulled out of the garage and headed for
town while I squirmed in my seat – in more ways than one. Not only
was I emotionally uncomfortable with wearing so little outside, but
I was sitting on the dildo she'd shoved inside me.

This one went all the way in, right to the
hilt, so that the base was flush with the lips of my sex. But that
meant my pussy was held partly open. Closing my thighs put more
pressure on it!

“Can't you at least remove the collar!?” I
whined.

“Why? You look hot and sexy in it.”

“But people will think I'm a pervert!” I
blurted.

“People will most likely just think you put
it on to look daring and sexy. They likely won't realize you're a
real sex slave.”

“I'm not!” I exclaimed.

“But you want to be.”

“I don't!”

“Perhaps you'd like to be a porn star
instead? Or maybe a stripper?”

I looked at her helplessly. I was none of
those things! I was boring Meredith!

“People will stare at me!” I protested.

“So? Ignore them.”

“I can't!”

“Certainly you can.”

She reached out and plucked my glasses off my
nose again.

“Ms. James!”

“There. Now you can't see anyone anyway.”
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Without my glasses, I couldn't even see where
we were! She pulled me out of the car after she parked, then led me
along a sidewalk, but I had no idea what the street was. I couldn't
even see the other side of the street except for a big blur of
buildings. The cars were blurs, too.

She abruptly caught my arm and pulled me into
a doorway, then opened the door and tugged me inside. A part of me
was relieved since I felt sooo uncomfortable walking around outside
like this! But now I was inside and, while it was darker, there
were likely more people here!

Ms. James asked for a table from a man in a
dark suit. I was so embarrassed I had to drop my eyes! I had never
shown cleavage to strangers! And this dress was way too short! And
the collar! Agh!

We followed him down an aisle between booths.
But I didn't see much since I was looking down at my feet. And then
we were shown to a booth and Sloan was there! I gulped as Ms. James
pushed me in first, and had me slide over. At least my short skirt
was now hidden by the table! And the high back of the booth hid me
from the rest of the room.

The waiter left menus and Sloan turned to
me.

“And how is our pretty little fuck-doll
today?” she asked.

I flushed, and she reached out to slide her
finger under my chin, forcing it up and aside to face her.

“Answer me, Slave?”

“F-Fine!” I squeaked.

“Fine what?”

“Fine, Mistress!” I all-but whispered.

I gasped as she slid a hand along my bare
thigh, caressing my leg, then sliding it up under the short skirt.
My eyes stared around but the only thing in sight was a window
across from us leading to the street, and part of an empty
booth.

“M-Mistress!” I gulped anxiously. “Someone
might see!”

“You let me worry about that, little slave
girl,” she replied.

I squeaked as her fingers found my sex.

“Spread your legs,” she ordered.

I moaned, looking towards Ms. James, but she
was examining the menu.

“Do it, slut,” she growled.

I shifted my legs apart and her fingers
pushed in against my clitoris, rubbing me as I sat there
helpless.

Her other hand came up and kneaded my breast
through the thin dress as I stared towards the aisle, terrified
someone was going to walk past and see this!

“What a sexy little slut you are,” she
purred.

The little hook at the bottom of the dildo
began to buzz then, making me gasp and jerk my thighs together.
That made the two of them snicker. Then I had to spread my legs
wide again!

The waiter came back and Mrs. James ordered
for both of us while Sloan ordered for herself. Then after he went
away, Sloan undid the top button of the dress!

The top button was at about the same level as
my nipples. The next button down was below my breasts! I clamped my
hands on the dress, but Ms. James gripped one wrist and Sloan the
other, pulling my hands down to my sides.

The dress had pulled apart enough to show
most of my breasts now, and Sloan caressed them with her other hand
while holding my wrist and ignoring my desperate, whispered
complaints.

Then she gripped my hair and kissed me hard,
while her other hand continued to hold my wrist. I moaned into her
mouth as she leaned into me, then gasped as I felt the next button
on the dress being undone, then the next, then the next!

Ms. James undid it all the way to the hem,
and the two women spread the sides apart! Then Sloan undid the clip
between the cups of the bra and it fell apart! I was horrified! I
was naked in a public restaurant! Anyone could walk by and see
me!

“Shh, little slave girl,” Ms. James said. “If
you make noise someone might come and investigate.”

She and Sloan squeezed and kneaded my bare
breasts, discussing how nice they were. They also fingered and
rubbed my nipples and talked about having them pierced!

Meanwhile the vibrator was buzzing away
between my legs, and their hands kept sliding down below the table
to rub my clitoris! This was all so completely insane!

They pushed the open dress back over my
shoulders and tugged it down my arms! I couldn't believe it! They
pulled my arms behind me and locked the wrist restraints together!
I was stunned!

“What if someone comes by!?” I moaned.

“Then they'll see a very sexy and beautiful
girl,” Ms. James said.

“They'll be quite pleased,” Sloan agreed.

“Who wouldn't be?”

They pulled the dress back up over my
shoulders, though my arms remained bound behind me, then pulled it
together in front and buttoned it halfway down. They left the
buttons open which were below the table, which meant the dress
pulled apart just below the tabletop to leave me naked!

The waiter returned, along with a second one,
and slid trays of food onto the table before us, then went
away.

“How am I supposed to eat!?” I exclaimed.

Ms. James cut a piece of steak and put it in
her mouth.

“Maybe if you're very nice someone will help
you,” Sloan said, before doing the same.

“This is crazy!” I hissed.

“It's a crazy world,” Ms. James said.

Certainly this part of it was! The vibrator
was still buzzing within me. And now that the first waves of shock
had faded it was starting to make me squirm! I could do little else
aside from watching them eat and hearing them tell each other how
good it was!

“Am I supposed to just stick my face down and
bite my steak?” I growled.

“Your slave girl is being impertinent,
Roberta,” Sloan said.

“I would say insolent.”

“Well, whatever it is I think she needs to be
taught a lesson or two.”

“Or three.”

“I'm just saying – .”

They unbuttoned the dress again, and I
cringed, looking around, trying to see over the top of the
seatback.

James cut a piece of my steak and pushed the
steak up against my mouth. I really didn't have a lot of
alternatives so I licked it off the fork.

Then Sloan cut a piece and I licked it off
her fork.

“What if the waiter comes back?” I asked
anxiously.

“He'll get to appreciate what lovely boobies
you have,” Sloan said.

“He'll call the police on me!”

“Oh I doubt that.”

“It's not you who'll get arrested!”

Ms. James sniffed, then raised her arm up
high – above the back of the seat.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Clarifying the rules.”

“But – !”

And then the waiter was there! I dropped my
face low, hiding it behind my hair.

“Yes, Madam?”

“I was just wondering,” I heard Ms. James
say. “Does this restaurant have any particular rules or regulations
regarding nudity on the premises?”

I thought my face would burn off! I wanted to
crawl through the floor!

“Not to my knowledge, Madam.”

“I didn't think so.”

He went away and I slowly raised my head,
staring, open-mouthed at the empty floor, then at James.

“See?” she said.

“You really must stop being so shy,
Slavegirl,” Sloan said.

“I can't believe you did that!”

“Why? It's quite in character for me.”

“And if you keep acting up we'll have to
spank you right here, which will probably cause a scene,” Sloan
said.

I snapped my jaws closed in horror at the
thought!

“Eat, Slave.”

She shoved a fork into my mouth and I had
little choice!

I was starting to feel numb to the shock and
outrage of this, but not to the anxiety of what might happen. I
imagined two cops showing up, glaring at us and arresting me, then
taking me to jail just like this, naked!

So I wasn't very hungry, despite them trying
to shove food in my mouth!

Then the waiter came back! I gasped and
dropped my eyes low, hiding behind my hair again as Ms. James asked
for the check. He took away the plates, and Ms. James asked for a
doggy bag for mine.

“She is a little bitch in heat, after all,”
Sloan said.

He went away and I fought to keep control of
my mind! The vibrator was still buzzing away inside me, and against
my clitoris, which was making the nerve endings down there crackle
and pop and burn! But my mind was churning violently with anxiety
and worry and embarrassment!

He came back and I dropped my chin again,
hiding my face, only to have Sloan grip my hair and force my head
up and back.

“Say thank you to the nice man, Sex slave,”
she purred.

OMG! I felt my face burn so hot!

I rolled my eyes, trying to escape his amused
gaze.

“Say thank you, Sex slave,” Sloan
demanded.

“Th-thank you!” I squeaked.

Ms. James slid out of the booth, then Sloan
did, as well, gripping my arm and pulling me after her.

“Wait! Wait! My dress!” I gasped.

“Oh who needs that?” Sloan said casually.

Ms. James had taken it, and the two led me,
not back down the aisle, but to the rear, which was only one booth
down, then around a corner and down a flight of stairs!

“Ms. James!” I whined.

“Mistress, slut,” she said.

“Where are we going!? Are there people
here!?” I gasped, hearing the sound of voices.

“Her whining is starting to get on my
nerves,” Sloan said.

“Understandably. Who wants to hear a slave
girl whining?”

We reached the bottom of the stairs and Sloan
jerked back on my hair. Ms. James shoved a ball gag into my mouth,
then pulled the straps behind my head.

“You'll enjoy this, little slave girl,” she
said, snapping a leash to the collar.

My heart pounded violently as she pulled me
along the hall. Then Sloan opened a door and Ms. James and she
pulled me out into a large room. It was kind of like another bar,
with booths, and dim lighting. Only there were a lot more
people!

They looked at me as Ms. James pulled me
along on the leash, and I shuddered, dropping my eyes and turning
my head away.

What was going on!? Where were we!?

We stopped at a booth filled with women, and
a woman called out.

“Roberta! Sloan! How lovely to see you.”

“Hello, Jasmine,” Ms. James said.

“And who is this lovely creature?” the voice
asked.

I gasped as a hand jerked up on my hair to
force my head up.

“Do you like it? It's a slave girl,” Ms.
James said.

There were five women in the booth, and all
staring at me! I could have died!

“Gorgeous body,” one of them said.

“Are those real?” one of the women asked
doubtfully.

“Oh yes, quite real,” James said, cupping and
squeezing my right breast.

I moaned as she pushed me forward until my
abdomen pressed against the edge of the table, then forced me to
bend over.

“See for yourself.”

I shuddered as they all reached up and
fondled my breasts! Hands fought for purchase of my breasts,
squeezing and kneading them and rolling and pinching my nipples!
All while I trembled, stunned, shocked! Humiliated!

She pulled back on my hair so I was standing
upright, and I stared at the wall, dazed.

“I see you've got her plugged,” someone
said.

“She's a het girl,” Ms. James said.

“Really? How interesting!”

“Nothing she loves so much as a big hard cock
up inside her.”

“I'm sure you'll cure her of that, dear!”

“You forget. I work at a college. I have lots
of cocks for them,” Ms. James said.

They all laughed in amusement as Ms. James
led me away.

I could hardly believe that had happened!
That this was happening!

We passed more booths, with women looking up
at me as I shuffled past, and then came to an open area. Without my
glasses I could only see clearly for about five feet, and beyond
that things got blurry. There seemed to be a lot of people, though,
and I cringed as some turned and looked at me with interest.

There were a lot of people! And I was naked!
I was worse than naked!

Ms. James led me through the crowd, and I
gasped and yelped as hands fondled my buttocks, or reached in to
rub my pussy, or groped my breasts!

Ms. James stopped.

“Hello, Amy. I've got a shy het girl here.
I'd like to give her some experience of accepting her body and not
being shy.”

“Sure. Just don't interfere with the
show.”

The crowd of people, all of whom were women,
were standing around in the semi-darkness watching something which
was brightly lit. I couldn't quite make it out, but I did see it
was a naked blonde! She was standing with her arms spread out to
either side!

Because of my poor eyesight she was blurry
enough she could have been anyone. I couldn't make out a face. But
I could tell she was standing on a low pedestal with another,
clothed woman.

Ms. James led me across the open area and
then she and Sloan forced me to sit down on the floor! There was a
kind of metal clinking sound, and a wide pole was lowered. They
attached my ankles to opposite sides of the pole, and the pole
began to rise again, pulled by a chain!

It lifted me up with it! I gasped and moaned
in horror as my legs rose up, spread wide. Then my bottom left the
floor, then my shoulders, and then I was hanging in mid-air, upside
down and naked!

Most of the crowd were watching the girl on
the pedestal as another woman brought a flog down across her back
repeatedly. That in itself was a shocking thing, but to be hanging
upside down naked with my legs spread completely overshadowed
it!

People moved around me, but none approached.
I could see blurred faces looking at me, but nothing more.

I was hanging with my head a foot above the
floor, which put my pussy up around everyone's chest level. I was
still dazed, shocked, my mind frozen up like a computer program
with a bug. There wasn't even any sign of Ms. James or Sloan! I was
alone here with dozens of women milling around chatting and
watching the show.

The blood had rushed to my head, which
pounded, and I closed my eyes, or tried to. But I kept having to
open them, needing to see if anyone was near, if anyone was looking
at me!

Mostly what I could see was the woman
flogging the naked blonde. I winced mentally as I heard the sound
of its impact against her back, and heard her cry of pain. Then the
woman moved around in front of her and I gasped as she began to
bring the flog down across the girl's breasts!

I mean, her face was blurry, but I could see
the shape of her body fine, and could see where the flog was
hitting, and I was astonished, horrified, and... and a part of
me... spellbound. I saw the girl and a part of my mind saw myself
as her, standing like that being whipped naked in front of a
crowd!

Well, it wasn't like I hadn't fantasized
about it! But the reality was a shock! And the possibility that Ms.
James could put me like that was an even greater shock!

The woman who was dressed paused, and then I
saw a thick black... rod... push up from the floor between the
blonde girl's legs. I couldn't see sharply enough, but I heard the
sound of her voice as the thing met her pussy – or was it her ass?
I couldn't tell. The woman in black made some adjustments, and the
naked blonde gurgled and moaned and whined.

The audience got quiet enough I could hear
the buzzing, and knew that at least part of the thing was a
vibrator.

The girl's legs had been jerking around, but
now they seemed locked in place, or at least, her hips were, as she
was impaled on the big black rod. The other woman began to flog her
again, moving slowly around her, taking her time, striking out at
her back and buttocks and breasts.

And then the blonde began to cry out. She let
out a shriek, really, screaming out all the air in her longs as her
body shook wildly. She sucked it in again and screamed it out, and
I knew that this had little to do with pain. She was having a
powerful orgasm!

Right there in front of all these women!

I felt embarrassed for her, and at the same
time, strangely envious! She was so utterly naked and sexual and
uninhibited!

They seemed to finish with her. And, the show
over, the women began to break up and move into the open area.

I was in the back of the open area, and women
came around me, looking at me up close.

I moaned, not trying to look up at their
faces as they surrounded me! Then hands began to touch me...
everywhere!

“She has lovely skin.”

“... such a beautiful thing

“Wish I had tits like these.”

“I wonder how deep this thing is.”

Fingers plucked and pinched her nipples,
kneaded and squeezed and mashed her breasts, caressed my hips and
belly and back and slapped and fondled my buttocks. Now one rubbed
against the base of the vibrator inside me, and then rubbed my
clitoris too!

“Looks nice and thick.”

“Het girls like big thick things inside
them.”

The straps were undone and fingers pulled the
vibrator upward, inch by inch so they could all see how long it
was! Then they shoved it into me again! They milled around me,
chatting constantly, fondling and groping me continuously!

And this was where I realized that you can
get used to anything!

I mean, sure it was shocking and mortifying
at first. But as it continued, well... I mean, I started to get
used to it. You can't be horribly embarrassed about the same thing
forever, after all.

And as soon as my embarrassment began to fade
I began to feel a sense of heat and excitement start to rise. Don't
get me wrong, I was still embarrassed, even if I wasn't mortified,
but even the embarrassment was starting to take on this dark,
glittering edge of like, a breathless, masochistic excitement.

Because if I had read about this or seen a
video of some other girl tied up like this being surrounded and
groped and fondled it would have seemed really hot and thrilling to
me. That it was actually happening to ME seemed incredible and
impossible, and yet it was!

And now the touching and fondling and how
exposed I was began to play on that sense of hot, forbidden, wicked
excitement at doing something kinky and nasty and outrageous. It
didn't happen immediately, but it did happen. And the more I began
to feel it the less my embarrassment mattered, as if the deepening
arousal was like a drug, affecting my mind!

Fingers stroking my clitoris began to make me
flinch and gasp, not just with a kind of mental discomfort and
embarrassment, but with a dark, breathless excitement too!

And then someone pulled the vibrator up and
bent over and began to lick me!

I couldn't really see them. I was upside
down, and all I saw around me were the lower legs of a bunch of
women. I could see someone in leather leaning over me, but couldn't
see her face as she licked. She was good, though! I moaned and
whimpered and gasped as her tongue licked very hard and fast at my
clitoris!

I had noted before that putting the vibrator
against me tended to make my clitoris hyper-sensitive, as if it set
all the nerve endings crackling. So as her warm, soft, wet tongue
began to lick me there I felt an incredible flood of sensations
which made me want to cry out in pleasure! I twisted and turned as
the sensations overloaded my nervous system, moaning dazedly.

The vibrator was being pumped in and out, in
and out, as she licked hungrily at my clitoris, and my entire body
was soon bathed in heat and hunger – pushing aside the
embarrassment and self-consciousness as the flood of pleasure
washed over me!

Hands continued to fondle my breasts and
slide over my body. Then someone pulled the butt-plug out of me and
fingers pushed down into my ass! They were slick and slippery as
they moved in and out, twisting and turning even while the vibrator
was pumped in and out of my pussy.

A woman knelt beside me and leaned in, then
began to suck and chew at my nipple! I trembled and moaned, caught
up in something insane and impossible for me to quite cope with. I
was, despite all my anxiety and embarrassment, close to orgasm, and
knew it would be a massive one!

Then it hit, and I couldn't hold back. I felt
convulsions tear through my body as I trembled and shook, twisting
and writhing and crying out in helpless pleasure! I don't know if
anyone even noticed, but I lost myself in the torrent of sexual
energy sweeping through my body and mind and surrendered to it,
putting aside all other cares and concerns, bathing in it,
wallowing in it!
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Something large and very thick was being
pushed down into my ass. I had no idea what it was as I hung there
dazed. But I felt increasingly full – stuffed, even as the vibrator
was jammed deep into my pussy again. Then the women began to move
away for another show was starting.

As they did, I looked blearily up the length
of my naked body and blinked in confusion. It looked like there was
some sort of... flame between my legs. Then I realized there was.
Someone had shoved a long, thick candle into my ass and lit it.

I was... confused, to say the least. But as
the lights shifted and dimmed – all but for narrow-focused light
above the little podium, the candle seemed bright in my corner of
the room.

There was a woman with a hood over her head
on the podium, and two other women were fondling her, sliding hands
over her body. Her skin glistened as if oiled.

While they worked on her I hung there dazed,
gulping in air, moaning low in my throat, and then wincing now and
then as the wax from the candle trickled or dripped down onto my
body. The show on the stage went on for some time, and the longer
it went on the more I felt the wax trickling down.

The orgasm had kind of left me shell-shocked,
but it had also robbed me of much of my remaining inhibitions. And
so the vibrator began to have a more immediate impact on my body
and mind than it had before. I began to slowly writhe in place,
twitching and trembling at times. That made the wax drip more, and
I hissed and moaned when it dripped down onto my pussy or along my
spine.

That was when Ms. James and Sloan came over
and lowered me to the ground. I lay there for several minutes, just
moaning weekly. The blood rushing back into my head would have made
it impossible to stand up without falling down anyway.

I knew Sloan and Ms. James were doing things
to me while I lay there. For example, they unclipped my wrists and
then put what felt like mittens on my hands. I also felt like my
legs were being slid into what felt like very thick, very high
socks.

They got me onto all fours, and then fooled
with my hair, putting on what felt like a hairband. I could see now
that the 'mittens' on my hands looked like, well, paws, like some
kind of furry animals paws. They were warm and comfortable, though,
and a little padded at the bottom, but they had no thumb.

I also had these furry socks that went up
past my knees. They actually looked like brown fur.

My front end was pushed down so my breasts
pressed against the cool tiles below, and I moaned as my legs were
spread. The candle, which had been blown out, I guess, was pulled
out of my bottom. But something else was slid into me. It was
thick, though not AS thick, and smoother, but just as long.

It got way wider at the base, though, before
narrowing to almost nothing.

I was pulled back up onto all fours to feel
something furry brushing against my inner thighs and pussy. I
turned my head around and saw that I had what looked like a tail
dangling from my bottom! I gazed at it in disbelief. I mean,
WTF!?

Ms. James tugged on the leash, and I had
little choice but to crawl after her, blushing now, because I was
able to see right-side-up, and knew we were crawling past people!
This was so sick! It was outrageous! It was degrading! And it was
embarrassing!

But the vibrator was still buzzing away at
me, and I began to feel a sense of detachment, of... unreality, as
if this were all some kind of strange dark dream. I kept my eyes
down, blushing, as I crawled after her, grateful for the padding
over my knees as we moved away from that area and into another.

There were sofas here, facing each other in
little groupings. James sat down on one, then pulled me up across
her lap as she greeted other women there. I cringed mentally, and
tried to keep my eyes away from them. I certainly wasn't going to
say anything! What on earth WOULD I say!?

Fingers stroked my pussy. I wasn't sure if it
was James or Sloan, who had sat next to her. But as my initial
embarrassment began to ease those fingers began to have more
impact. James caressed my bare back, and her hand slid down to cup
and fondle my breasts too.

“... only partly trained at the moment. I
have a lot of ambition for her, though. I think she'll make the
perfect little sub,” James was saying.

“Are you going to get her pierced?”

“Oh, definitely.”

What!?

I gasped as her hand kneaded my breast and a
flood of heat swept through me, then moaned as fingers stroked my
clitoris.

James pushed me off onto the floor, then, and
the leash tugged me sideways to where Sloan sat. Sloan had spread
her legs, and tugged me up so I had to half climb up between her
thighs.

She wasn't wearing panties, and guided my
mouth in against her sex, then pulled the gag out!

I hesitated only a moment. I mean, what was I
supposed to do, refuse!? I moaned and submitted, licking at her
clitoris as she combed her fingers through my hair.

This was sick! But wild!

I licked at her as she and Ms. James kneaded
my breasts, and knew that other women were watching! That made it
way more embarrassing and way more thrilling at the same time!

And then someone moved the tail aside.
Obviously I couldn't see who it was since I was busy between
Sloan's thighs, and she held my hair and leash firmly. But I felt
the vibrator pulled free of me. Then something similar, a dildo,
slid deep into my sopping pussy, deep... deep, until hips pressed
against my buttocks.

It started to thrust in and out then. Someone
was fucking me with a dildo! And I knew it wasn't James because she
was still sitting right next to Sloane! Holy shit! This was all so
fucking depraved!

I moaned helplessly, seeing nothing for it
but to carry on licking Sloane. She tugged on my hair and groped my
breasts, and someone behind me groped my breasts too, and often
slapped my bottom as they drove the dildo into me.

Her name was Maude. I knew that because I
heard someone laughingly shouting “Give it to her, Maude. Fuck that
little het bitch!”

I had no idea who she was or what she looked
like!

My body shook and shuddered as the woman
fucked me, as I licked Sloan, as hands kneaded my breasts. It was
all so wild and slutty and insane! And I was starting to feel my
inhibitions melting away again, and a dark, sizzling edge of
breathless heat growing.

It spread out through my body and began to
soak my mind in dark, forbidden heat. I licked with growing
excitement as my own body burned. And when someone reached down and
began to finger my clitoris, another orgasm exploded inside me!

My hips bucked and jerked and I gasped and
sobbed and moaned in pleasure as the woman fucked me hard and fast!
My face mashed into Sloane's pussy for long, long seconds as I lost
the ability to lick, to thick, to do anything but wallow in the
pleasure!

Then as she jerked on my hair I dazedly
continued, moaning, panting and licking. My entire world was all
about sex and heat now, as I licked her to orgasm. So when I was
pulled around by the leash and guided between the legs of another
woman – a complete stranger – I simply obeyed.

I started licking her as the women seated on
either side looked down and reached forward to grope and fondle my
breasts. Whoever was fucking me continued. Then stopped as the
strap-on was turned over to someone else, and then they continued,
fucking me into another orgasm!

After that, I was guided in between another
woman's legs and ordered to lick her too! The role of 'sex slave'
was swallowing me up, and I was kind of melting into the mind-frame
that this was simply how it was for a sex slave so I simply
obeyed!

My jaw got tired, though. They pulled me away
and sat me on the sofa, but pulled my hands up and back and chained
them there. Then my ankles were lifted up and back and apart, too
so I was basically sitting on my lower back.

A woman I didn't know and had never met
thrust what looked like a shiny black billiard ball on a handle
against my pussy and began to rub it up and down. It was a powerful
vibrator, and I shuddered and moaned and my hips began to jerk as
the muscles spasmed.

I knew women were gathered around me. I saw
their shapes but the faces were mostly a blur. I couldn't do more
than just lay back, utterly exposed again to everyone's eyes,
gulping in air as my mind swirled and churned in the flood of heat
and pleasure.

The vibrator was pulled aside and another
woman knelt in front of me wearing the strap-on. She slid it into
me and began to fuck me hard, groping one of my breasts and rubbing
my clitoris until I came again, my hips bucking more and more
violently as the intensity of the orgasm grew into something that
threatened to absolutely destroy my mind!

While a dozen women stood and sat around
watching!

God! I was so sore by the time James led me,
crawling again, on the leash, out of there! We went out a back door
into an alley where the car was parked, and they loaded me into the
back seat – still naked. James shoved the ball-gag into my mouth,
and they drove me back to her place.

There she stripped everything off me other
than the gag. Then she washed me – inside and out! I was beyond
protesting at this point, both physically and emotionally
exhausted. Besides, I'd gotten into the habit of obeying and
submitting.

So she gave me an enema, then cleaned my
pussy on her bidet, then had me kneel on all fours in the shower
while she washed me and shampooed my hair.

After she dried me and blow-dried my hair she
put the furry sock things back on, put the furry paws back on, then
put the leather restraints and collar back on before removing the
gag. She brushed my teeth, then used floss sticks on them before
having me gargle with mouthwash.

Finally, she put the 'hair band' back in my
hair. Now that I could see a mirror I could see that it had furry
ears sprouting from it the same color as the furry paws and
socks.

We went to bed, where it was her turn to feel
my tongue on her pussy. Then I felt hers on mine. After we both
came, she had me sleep on a large doggy bed next to her bed.

The wonder of it was that I actually
slept!

*

Waking in the morning felt weird. Because she
woke up first and insisted on treating me like I was a dog or cat.
I wasn't sure which I was supposed to be. I did know I wasn't to
talk, because the moment I started she put her hand over my mouth,
pointed her finger at me, and glared.

“Quiet! Bad girl!” she said.

I had to crawl after her down the hall and
then downstairs. I don't usually eat breakfast, but she put out
some cereal for me, and then put the bowl on the floor!

This is so sick, I thought.

But I had a sense of awe and admiration when
I thought it.

The cereal, soaked in milk, wasn't hard to
eat without hands. But I had to lower my front end to do it, and my
breasts pressed firmly into the floor while I basically slurped up
the milk and cereal.

After breakfast she had me take up various
obscene poses again while she took pictures. Then she took me
upstairs to the attic.

There was a kind of a short, rounded leather
stool there with a big cock sticking up out of it. She had me
straddle it, slide my pussy down on the cock, then chained my
ankles to the sides. She drew my wrists up above my head and
chained them in place, then she seat up a laptop on a milk carton
facing me.

And then she left.

I sat there for maybe ten minutes before the
laptop came on, and started to play pictures – of me! There was a
wide lump right in front of the dildo inside me, now pressed
against my pussy. It started to vibrate as I watched.

My chest began to tighten and the heat
simmering inside me began to rise in tandem with my pulse and heart
rate! The pictures changed to videos, and I moaned as I watched
myself. I had never seen these videos! Watching myself in what was
essentially a porn video was a shock!

Now, there were two round objects in the
attic I haven't mentioned yet because I hadn't paid them any
attention. Each was about three feet high, and round, and about as
thick as the head of a baseball bat. And each had a narrow,
foot-long pipe on its side from which dangled dozens of thin
leather laces.

Without my even noticing it, the pipes, which
were horizontal, like the posts, rose up like a cock growing erect,
until they stuck straight out, with the laces dangling from the
tips.

My eyes were fixed on the sight of me on the
computer, kneeling on the floor, arms stretched out before me,
naked of course, while Sloan fucked me with a big dildo! James was
operating the camera, and moved in and out, getting really wicked
angles as she watched Sloan shove her big cock into my trembling
body!

And then I suddenly felt a sharp crackle of
pains across my back as I was hit with something!

I cried out, shocked, and turned to stare
behind me, then at the round thing, which was now moving! I gaped
at it as the pipe thing moved slowly around it until it suddenly
sped up – a lot! The leather laces on its tip swung sharply out and
then swept across my back with another sharp, stinging blow!

I cried out in pain, and astonishment! That
hurt! I mean, the laces were all pretty lightweight, and I'd felt
them before so it wasn't that much of a shock. Still, I felt that
sense of awe and amazement at James' perversity even as it swung
around and snapped across my back again!

Fuck!

I felt a wild rush of dark energy, and turned
my eyes back to the view of myself being fucked hard by Sloan!

My arms were locked in place above me, and my
ankles were bound tightly to the side of the stool, with the top of
my feet pressed to the floor. I couldn't stand up and couldn't move
away! All I could do was accept it and submit to it!

Heat burned hotter as the flog cut across my
back again, then again! The video shifted to showing me licking
James' pussy while Sloan fucked me, and then, shocking me, to
myself the other night, hanging upside down naked!

OMG!

I whimpered and moaned as I stared at myself,
unconsciously grinding my pussy against the vibrating stool.

Then the round pipe on my other side swung
around, and the flog swept across my breasts!

I screamed, turning to stare at it in
disbelief, just as the other swept its flog across my back!

I twisted and writhed, grinding myself
against the vibrator, and then began to use my arms to pull myself
up a little – just a little – again and again, fucking the big
dildo! The flogs cut across my breasts, then my back, then my
breasts, then my back! I cried out again and again, breathless,
overwhelmed!

The orgasm shattered my mind and I cried out
again and again, frantically riding the dildo while grinding my
pussy against the vibrator! The pleasure was so intense I thought
it would surely break something inside me! It left me twitching and
jerking and half hanging from my wrists as I sagged in place.

The vibrator turned off, and the two posts on
either side stopped flogging me. The video on the laptop changed to
show some girl I didn't know wearing a collar and being trained to
obey her mistress. I watched that for about half an hour as she
behaved the way a slave girl was supposed to behave, then was
fucked to orgasm.

And then the video shifted to me again as the
vibrator turned on. I moaned as I watched those women fondle me and
grope me. Then I watched them licking me and sucking on my breasts!
My body began to burn with heat and I ground myself against the
vibrator.

The flogs started hitting my breasts and back
again and I started desperately riding the dildo as I watched
myself crawling across the floor while dozens of women looked on!
Yes, I had just lived it, but I'd been half-blind at the time. Now
James had let me have my glasses so I could actually see the faces
of all those women watching me!

Agh!

I watched myself coming as I was licking
Sloan while some woman fucked me with a dildo! It was incredible to
be watching something like that when I'd hardly been able to see
anything the other day! Now I gaped at myself, grinding myself
desperately against the vibrator, gasping for breath as my breaths
became moans and shuddering groans of heat.

The flogs started to swing, both alternating,
snapping across my back, then my breasts, then my back, then my
breasts! And when I saw myself coming on the video... I came in
real life, in the attic! Fuuuck!

I twisted and writhed against the bonds,
grinding frantically against the risen bump next to the base of the
dildo, crying out in pleasure even as the thin laces snapped down
across my breasts! They stung but... the stinging itself, the blow,
the... the outrageousness of it, was like oil on the flames of my
heat!

I arched my back at the blow to my back, then
kept it that way, eagerly awaiting the laces across my breasts! I
cried out in dark, glittering heat as they bit into me, letting
them drive me back, only to arch again as the other one hit my
back!

It was wild and insane!

Then it all stopped. The video changed to one
of some other girl being trained as a slave girl. The pipes stopped
moving, and the vibrator turned off. I sagged in place, gulping in
air, my face flushed, my whole body flushed,.

I looked down at my breasts and saw that they
were pink, along with my entire upper chest. Some of that was just
the flush of heat, but I could make out the thin lines where the
laces had snapped across them, and marveled at it.

A half-hour later the video changed again,
and the vibrator turned on. I moaned as I saw myself crawling on a
leash! Now I was being made to lick strange women, women I had
barely seen as more than blurred figures the other night. I watched
myself do it, and watched them groping and fondling me, and watched
other strange women shoving a big dildo into me, fucking me from
behind!

The two round posts beside me started to
move, the pipes starting to turn, and then they began to lash my
breasts and back again! This was so sick!

A sexual fever took over and I writhed and
twisted and ground myself against the vibrator. I used my arms to
pull myself up again and again, if only a little, just to feel the
dildo I was sitting on move inside me! Then another massive orgasm
tore through me and almost knocked me unconscious from the psychic
force of the shockwaves!

Another half-hour of slave training video
played, then another of me. OMG, it was from the class! It was me
laying on the desk masturbating with a dildo! Fuck! The camera even
panned out to show the class before zooming in on me again! I
hadn't even known she had a camera!

The vibrator turned on again and I moaned
exhaustedly. But I couldn't take my eyes off the video as I came
and howled in pleasure. Then the video shifted to the other night.
This time I was slumped on the sofa with my ankles up and back,
obscenely displayed. And now a woman I had never met used a
strap-on to fuck me into orgasm while I cried out like a whore!

I did the same in the attic, despite my
exhaustion, arching my back, glorying in the feel of the laces
snapping down across my sore breasts, grinding myself feverishly
against the vibrator as the orgasm crackled through my system like
sexual electricity!
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As I sank back into the limp, dazed afterglow
I noticed movement off to my right. I gasped as I saw a woman
there. I hadn't even noticed her coming up! My face colored at what
she had seen, not to mention what she was seeing now.

She was... strangely dressed. She was
probably close to forty. She wore a poodle skirt, a blouse with a
Peter Pan collar, and a cardigan. She had curly hair, and a hat
with a bow. She was wearing thick lipstick and long white gloves
like some kind of refugee from the nineteen-fifties.

“Well now,” she said. “Aren't you a naughty
little girl.”

I gaped at her, then jerked my eyes away in
embarrassment. But... well... given what I had gone through last
night – which I had just watched and masturbated to several times,
it was harder to be embarrassed about this than it would have once
been.

I looked again as she walked over to me,
saddle shoes clicking on the floor.

“A girl your age should be at school,” she
said sternly, gloved hands on hips.

What the fuuuuck, I thought in
confusion.

She squatted down and released the clip which
held my right ankle restraint in place, then moved around me and
did the same to the left. A moment later she released my wrist
restraints and my arms dropped.

I watched her move aside, then come back. She
thrust her hand out, a three-foot-long stick in it. The stick
pressed against the lid of the laptop and closed it.

The stick was a riding crop, I realized.

“On all fours,” she barked.

I gulped anxiously and she gripped the tip of
the crop, twisting the flexible crop as her eyes narrowed.

“Are you being a bad girl?”

I gulped and slid slowly up off the dildo,
embarrassed, uncertain, and more than slightly dazed. I still had
the 'paws' on my hands, though, so there wasn't a lot I could do as
she ordered me to get onto all fours.

I felt the tip of the crop sliding along my
spine as the woman moved beside me. It tapped at the tail held in
place by a butt-plug, then snapped down across my buttocks. It
stung a lot more than the laces, and I cried out in pain.

“Face down, bottom high,” she ordered.

I complied at once and felt the crop sliding
back and forth along my buttocks.

“Knees spread!”

I obeyed again, still very embarrassed and
anxious. I was sure, though, that James had sent her, so I was
supposed to do as I was told.

“You're a slut, are you not?” she asked
pleasantly.

I gulped and then cried out as the crop cut
across my bottom.

“Answer me,” she ordered.

“Y-Yes.... Mistress!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm a slut, Mistress!”

It was so freaky saying this and acting like
this with a total stranger! But I was totally immersed in the role
now, and had been since dinner yesterday!

Besides, the crop hurt!

“Let us see how you crawl, slut.”

She bent and clipped a leash to the collar,
then jerked on it so I rose on all fours.

“Crawl, slut.”

I crawled as she walked along. Unlike last
night, she did not hold the leash loosely. She held it tight, and
jerked on it several times while saying “Heel!”

She jerked back on the leash and ordered me
to sit. That meant, as per James and the videos, that I had to sit
on my heels with my knees spread wide and hands behind my neck. I
did so, and she studied me, letting the crop slide over my
breasts.

“You're a slutty little animal, aren't
you.”

“Yes, Mistress! I'm a slutty little animal,
Mistress!” I gulped.

She snorted and then jerked on the leash
again.

“On your face, slut.”

I resumed my previous position, and she stood
before me in pink and white saddle shoes.

“Lick, slut,” she ordered.

I moaned and licked. This was sooo degrading!
But I did it, partly because I feared the crop but also because it
was so degrading! So deliciously degrading! Yes, that turned
me on! I could feel the heat rising inside me as I degraded myself
by licking her shoes while my breasts ground against the floor!

“Are you going to obey your mistress,
Slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

She moved away, leaving me as I was, and I
heard footsteps on the stairs.

“We shall see just how obedient a little slut
you are,” she said.

A man came up the stairs.

A man!

I gaped, totally stunned! Then I
instinctively started to jerk away, only to have her put her foot
on the back of my neck to pin me to the floor.

“Do not move!” she ordered in a harsh
voice.

I moaned helplessly, trembling, feeling
another wave of humiliation as the man came onto the floor and
examined me!

He was standing a little behind her and to
the side. From where he was, he couldn't see much of me as long as
I remained in this position. That was one of the things which held
me in position, chest to the floor! But even when he walked slowly
forward along my side, then around behind me, I was too frozen to
move!

“Keep your knees spread, slut,” she
ordered.

I gasped as the crop bit into my bottom, and
my knees jerked apart.

“Keep that bottom high!”

The man moved slowly around me to stand off
to the side behind her again.

He was a black man! He was wearing very
tight, very short black leather shorts, and a kind of leather
halter made of straps and metal rings. He was big and mean-looking,
with a wide, muscular chest and broad shoulders!

I was... stunned!

The woman handed the crop to him and stepped
back, and he moved forward, standing before me. He leaned over and
run the crop along my spine.

“Back on your heels, Slave!” he barked in a
deep, aggressive voice.

OMG! I couldn't!

Crack! The crop bit into my bottom and
I squealed and jerked upright, then, face burning, I sat back on my
heels, knees spread, back arched.

“A lovely looking slut,” he said, letting the
tip of the crop slap lightly against my nipples.

My chest was so tight I could hardly
breathe!

He took the leash and ordered me onto all
fours, then walked back and forth as I crawled next to him. Then he
made me sit back on my heels again.

He reached for the front of his black shorts
and opened them and a large black cock sprang out, hard and
eager!

“Do you know what this is, Slave?” he
demanded.

I gulped in air.

“Do you?”

“Y-Y-Yes... sir!” I squeaked.

He brought the crop in to snap at the side of
my right breast and I yelped in pain.

“Master,” he said. “Say it.”

“Master!”

His cock and balls hung out freely, and he
jerked on the leash.

“Please your master, slut.”

OMG!

My face ground against his cock, and then he
guided me in to lick and sucking at his balls! I was shocked the
whole time, and operating more or less on auto-pilot! Then he
pushed his cock into my mouth and I began to suck and lick as he
gripped my hair in one hand and the leash in the other.

I moaned around it, feeling a strange wave of
unreality settle over me. I felt myself sinking into that role of
sex slave again, single-mindedly obsessed with sex as I bobbed up
and down on his stiff cock.

“All of it, slut.”

I moaned as he pulled me forward, his cock
sliding deeper into my mouth.

The women had used dildos on me a lot in the
last few days, including shoving them down my throat. Now he shoved
his real cock down my throat and I gurgled weakly as he pulled me
in tight until my lips were wrapped around the base.

“Slave,” he growled.

He eased back, pulling free, and I gulped in
ragged breaths of air as he let go of the leash and my hair and
moved aside.

“Face down!”

I moaned and half fell forward onto my face,
raising my bottom high and spreading my knees as the prim and
proper woman from the nineteen fifties looked on with a strange,
prim little smile.

The black man moved behind me, and knelt. I
felt him sweep the tail out of the way, then his spit-wet cock
rubbed up and down against my pussy and pushed forward.

I shuddered, my mind feeling as if it was
dissolving as his cock pushed into me.

Slave! A sex slave! This was what it was
like!

I gasped and moaned as he started to fuck me.
He gripped the leash, jerking on it, slapping on my bottom, and
riding me with long, hard thrusts that made my breasts grind into
the floor.

He pulled free and rubbed the head up and
down along the swollen, glistering mound of my sex.

“Beg me, slut. Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

The heat was scalding!

He thrust into me again and I came, sobbing,
jerking and bucking against him as his hips hammered my buttocks
again and again!

This was so dark, so wild, so kinky, so
burning hot!

I grunted and gasped and moaned dazedly as he
continued to ride me. The heat was melting my mind as I knelt
before him letting him do whatever he wanted, and another orgasm
swept me up in its embrace, then another, as his cock pounded
against the back wall of my sex!

“Such a slut,” the other woman said.

I groaned as the man finished with me. He
pulled out, then walked away, going down the stairs, leaving me
there in that position, trembling and twitching, eyes slitted, and
literally drooling on the floor.

She sighed and pulled a chair over, then
gripped the leash and jerked me up and forward as she slid the big
poodle skirt up and aside.

“Please your mistress, Slave.”

Slaves do what they're told. I obeyed.

*

There was a blanket-covered box on the far
side of the attic. I hadn't paid it any attention. But when the
woman pulled the blanket away it turned out to be a cage. I spent
the afternoon in the cage, resting, trying to wrap my mind around
things.

The cage wasn't big enough to stretch out in,
of course. I sat for a bit, back against the bars, feet on the
floor, knees spread. Then I lay on my side, knees bent. The cage
had no lock, but I had no fingers to operate the bolt the woman had
slid shut. My hands were still in the furry 'paws'.

There was a kind of hamster bottle clipped to
one side and if I wanted a drink I had to put my lips around a
spout which covered into the cage and suck on it.

Like an animal!

I was such a slut! How many people had fucked
me in the last couple of days!? I didn't even know! And I didn't
even know their names!

But they'd all been women. I had pretended
that was just a game for a while, because they were women. But as
it had gotten more obviously serious, I had still clung to that
idea. But now a man had used me, had mounted me, ridden me like a
bitch in heat. I had groveled before him and let him do whatever
he'd wanted.

And I'd come like a whore!

This was more than a mere game. This was
becoming... an obsession!

Those videos! OMG! If anyone I knew saw them
I would simply die!

Ms. James arrived. And there was yet another
stranger with her! This time it was a black woman who glared at me
through the bars of the cage.

Ms. James opened the door.

“Out, Slave,” she ordered.

Flushed, mind squirming, I crawled out, and
she snapped the leash to the collar and led me, crawling, across
the floor.

God, this was sick!

She pulled me to my feet, then raised my
wrists above me. The Black woman gripped one wrist, and they spread
them apart, then attached the wrist restraints to chains. They
pulled my ankles apart and did the same.

Ms. James then went behind me and came back
with what looked like that billiard ball vibrator thing that had
been used on me the other night. It was actually plugged into the
wall, because it needed the power, and it buzzed as she moved the
ball up and down against my sex.

“Have you been a naughty little girl today,
Slave?” she asked.

I shuddered and moaned, already starting to
heat up. The presence of the strange woman was daunting and
embarrassing but being humiliated was starting to become something
which aroused me, and I could already feel my pussy starting to
bubble and thrum.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“I thought you had,” she said. “This woman
has come to me and complained that you had sex with her
husband.”

“Slut,” the black woman growled.

I moaned, dropping my chin. I knew was a game
to James, and to the others. She had arranged everything which had
happened. That didn't rob me of the anxiety I felt amid the heat as
I wondered what she was going to do to 'punish' me!

“You're a filthy little whore, aren't
you?”

“Yes, Mistress! I”m a filthy little whore!” I
moaned.

She pushed a ball gag into my mouth.

“We don't want your screams to bother the
neighbors,” she said.

I felt a line of fire drawn across my bottom
and cried out, jerking violently against the restraints and jerking
my head around to look behind me as much as I could!

The black woman stood there holding a whip!
And it wasn't a flog with a bunch of short laces. This was one
long, coiled whip!

“Slave!” she growled.

She swung her arm again and the whip cut
across my back!

I cried out again, the pain much worse than
with the flog!

“Slut,” Ms. James said, grinding the round
vibrator up and down against me.

I was wet and swollen and the rounded head
was starting to push aside my lips, to rub slickly up and down
against my pink flesh, against my clitoris.

Crack! The whip cut across my
shoulders and I cried out again.

“Scream, Slave,” the black woman said.

Crack! The whip cut across my back
again!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I twisted and writhed and cried out, louder
and louder as the whip bit into my soft flesh! But I also ground
myself against the vibrator as the heat swept up through my
mind.

“Slave,” Ms. James said.

She pulled the thing back and picked up her
own whip as the black woman's whip cut across my back again! Then
Ms. James swung hers and it cut across my breasts!

I screamed and strained against the
restraints, a bright line of fire left across my breasts!

The Black woman's whip cut across my
back.

Ms. James swung hers across my breasts!

Another blow from behind, then from in front,
then behind. They took turns, and the whips left burning lines of
pain across my pink flesh! Ms. James flicked hers up so the whip
snapped up into my pussy and I screamed and arched only to take
another blow across the back.

The whips left my body glistening, drenched
in sweat, criss-crossed in dark lines, and hanging freely by my
wrists before they finished,. Then Ms. James took the vibrator and
jammed it against my pussy, grinding it up and down.

I lost my mind!

I had an orgasm that would not stop! I ground
myself into it like a mindless animal, howling and howling as the
pleasure tore through me! It went on and on and on until it seemed
to peak, and only then because I lost consciousness.

I dazedly wakened as they lowered me to the
floor. Then crops made me crawl to where the Black woman sat and I
licked her pussy until she came.

*

I moved in with James the next day. Although
it was a move without any unpacking. She left all my things except
my books in boxes which she kept in the basement. Around the house
I would wear only restraints. When I went to school I would wear
the far less modest short skirts and tight tops she ordered for
me.

I got my tongue, nipples, and clit pierced,
and all the hair below the neck removed with laser treatments.
Around the house I acted like Ms. James' servant, cooking and
cleaning, and of course, also serving when she had friends over for
dinner.

Groveling and degrading myself in front of
strangers just made my body go electric with heat and sexual
excitement. When James had me lay down on the floor, spread my
legs, and masturbate while people watched it just totally fried my
mind, and I came like crazy every time!

I became totally enthralled with the idea of
being a sex slave. And while most of her friends were women, she
occasionally had a man come over to use my body. Usually several
women would watch while they did it, while the men degraded and
used me, because that turned them on.

Once, she took me to that S&M club where
she had that first evening, and there on the stage, I was whipped,
then used by the same black man as had done me in the attic. Plus
two more! At the same time! Dozens of people watched me be used and
degraded! I came like a crazy woman!

Like a sexual animal!

I had found my calling. It was to be a slave,
a pet, an animal, a whore, addicted to the dark heat, passion and
pleasure!

 


END

 


*
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