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I was still a teenager when I met Annie's
dad. Annie was one of my girlfriends at the time and we were out
partying and having a good time on a Friday night. We were heading
down Highway Nine in a Mustang driven by Jerry Tomlinson. He was
Annie's date. I was in the back seat, half-heartedly fending off
Mike Crawford's hands.

The truth is I didn't really want to fend
them off, but appearances had to be maintained, you know. I mean,
he hadn't earned the right to do a lot, yet, and I'd be labeled a
slut if I didn't at least put up some kind of pro-forma
protest.

The truth is he had very talented hands and I
was getting hot. I was already high, for the four of us were
sharing a joint, and we'd been drinking. The joint relaxed me to
the point I didn't have very quick reactions when Jerry got his
hands on me, and he was able to slide his hands way up under my
skirt several times, to the point I was gasping.

We were speeding, of course, and that was
when the cops noticed us and pulled us over. Naturally, once the
cop got a whiff of the air in the car there was a lot more trouble
than speeding. Before long the four of us were lined up alongside
the car with our hands cuffed behind our backs.

I was wearing a very short skirt, and to my
red-faced embarrassment, no panties, for Jerry had managed to tug
my thong down and off. The cops searching the car found it,
smirking at me and Annie. But she was wearing jeans so there wasn't
a lot of doubt who they belonged to!

I was also wearing a tight sweater, and Jerry
had gotten my bra undone, so in the coolish night air my nipples
were very.. visible. I'm not a small girl, after all.

I was scared, and things might have gone a
lot worse, but then Annie's dad showed up. He was a cop, and you
know how cops are. The boys got busted. Me and Annie got to ride
home in the back of her dad's squad car.

Mister Black was tall and broad shouldered,
with a sort of classical square jawed face. His hair was cut very
short, and in his uniform he looked... well, very authoritarian! He
dropped me off at my house, though of course, he walked me to the
door, that big, strong hand on my arm, and didn't let go until my
dad was there and they were discussing my failings.

I got grounded, needless to say, but at least
I hadn't gotten busted. Annie got grounded even longer, so we
couldn't even talk except over the phone for more than a month. She
complained bitterly all that time about her father's punishment,
though to me I thought it was as normal as the sun rising in the
east. We'd screwed up and we were being punished. I wasn't
indignant about that.

“He's always been an asshole,” she growled.
“He used to spank me until I cried and make me kneel in the corner
to think about my mistakes.”

I felt a jolt at those words. My parents had
never believed in spanking or any other kind of corporal
punishment. At first I felt sympathy and outrage on her behalf.

Did he spank her on her bare bottom? Did she
have to kneel like that in the corner? I remembered how big,
powerful, unstoppably masculine her dad had seemed, and then,
somehow, I had this vision of him punishing me that way!

I wasn't any innocent child, of course. Being
spanked by a guy was, to me, a darkly kinky and erotic fantasy. Now
I had a man to go with that fantasy. And the first time I let that
fantasy play out in my mind in the shower I had a devastating
orgasm that almost collapsed my legs under me!

The difference between Annie's father and the
guys I dated was like … well, the difference between a boy and a
man. True, the guys I was dating were, technically and legally men.
But they were slender, shorter, wimpier, less aggressive, less...
everything, than Mister Black.

I had just started working evenings at Al's
coffee shop, which was right on the edge of the college campus, and
it was filled with college men every day. Or at least, they called
themselves men. Compared to the deep voiced, stern looking Mister
Black, they were boys, with crude, snickering sexual jokes and
taunts and come-ons that made me roll my eyes in pity most of the
time.

There was also no comparison between Mister
Black and my own dad, who was a short, chubby accountant. He wasn't
in the same age range, either. He and his girlfriend had had Annie
when he was twenty one. My dad and mom had me when they were almost
in their mid-thirties. My dad is in his fifties now while Annie's
dad was still in his thirties. No comparison at all!

That I'd been wearing handcuffs when I'd met
him, and braless, played a part in my fantasies, too, for he
certainly would have noticed. And the other cops probably would
have told him about my thong, though he hadn't mentioned it.

He probably thought I was a slut! But if I
was a bad girl, what did you do with bad girls? Spank them, maybe?
I couldn't stop thinking about that, and about him, and that night!
I sure as hell wasn't going to talk to Annie about it, but I did
kind of pump her for information, trying to be as casual as
possible.

“So like... do you have any idea what
happened to my thong?” I asked.

She laughed. “No idea.”

“I saw that cop holding it up,” I said.

“Yeah, so did I.”

“Do you think they told your dad?”

“Probably. I'm glad I was wearing jeans.”

“Shit. He must think I'm some kind of slut!
Has he mentioned me? Like, saying anything about not seeing me
again?”

“He doesn't blame you. He blames Jerry, and
me.”

“Do you think he told my dad about that?”

“Uhm, that I can't say. Probably not. I mean,
it's kind of hard to tell someone's dad you found his daughter with
her thong on the floor of a car.”

I winced at the thought!

“At least he took off your cuffs and let you
fix your bra,” she said with a giggle.

I blushed at the memory, even though I felt a
thrumming heat between my legs at the same time.

If Annie had any idea the kind of nasty
fantasies I'd had about her dad lately she'd never speak to me
again!

“That's the first time I ever wore
handcuffs,” I said lightly.

“Ha! I bet Mike would love to put handcuffs
on you!”

“God, that guy is like an octopus! He's the
one who needs handcuffs!” I said.

“What fun would that be?”

“Slut!”

“Whore!”

We both laughed.

Over the following months I managed to get as
much information about her dad as I could. And when I was finally
allowed to come over again I was elated to find his schedule posted
on the wall of their kitchen. He worked rotating shifts, you see,
so everyone had to keep track of when he was working, which shift
he was working, and when he was off.

I also ran into Mrs. Black, which left me
feeling guilty, though she was kind of uhm, cool and flinty eyed,
and not exactly a friendly woman. Annie said she and her father
argued all the time.

“I don't know why they don't just divorce,”
she complained in a surly voice. “I'm sick of hearing them bitching
at each other.”

*

My first opportunity to do anything at all
about my fantasy came three weeks later. That was when it was hot
enough, and when her dad was on the midnight shift, so I could bug
Annie to let me come over and swim. They had a backyard pool, which
I had used several times before.

She was agreeable, and I chose my swimsuit
with care. I knew her brother was out of town, and her mother
worked days. I shouldn't know her dad would be home, which meant I
could get away with a daring swimsuit, one that we only wore when
alone, the white one with the small cups and the thong bottom.

The idea of wearing a thong bottom where I
thought her father might actually show up, might actually see, made
my chest tight just to think about! I had daringly bought the
bathing suit a few months earlier, but never dared wear it anywhere
but Annie's back yard, which was nicely private, and even then only
when no men were expected to be around.

The cups were also quite daring for me. I'm
not quite buxom but I do have fairly full breasts, which often draw
crude attention from guys. I normally don't show them off except
with care, even though, to be absolutely honest, I'm quite proud of
them, and of my shape.

I know I'm not supposed to be. That's
considered vanity. But honestly, how can I not when all of society
is gushing over the physical attributes of women who I can clearly
see are shaped pretty much like me?

I have the slender body, biggish round
breasts, the narrow, waist and flat tummy, and the flaring hips and
round bottom the whole internet seems in love with. And guys have
been admiring my ass, openly or covertly, since I was a young girl.
I couldn't possibly remember how many times male hands found their
way uninvited there.

And my body's shape is never more obvious
than in a bikini, and never more blatantly displayed – aside from
being naked – than in the white thong bikini I almost never
wear!

Today I was going to pretend I had no idea
her father might be around. It's an easy error to make, and one
I've made before. You tend to assume parents are off at work during
the day, as mine are, and as her mother is.

Many a time, when private, we had even gone
topless, something she did routinely. Of course, she knew when her
brother and father would be gone. I would not be expected to. I
wondered if I dared go topless? Or would she warn me at the start
that he was in the house or something?

In any event, I showed up as usual, clad in
t-shirt and shorts. I was nervous, but did my best to hide it as
Annie let me in and we wandered through the house and out the open
back door. I kept my eyes open for signs of her father but,
somewhat to my disappointment, I didn't see him. Could he be
upstairs asleep?

We chatted about Jerry, who she still wasn't
allowed to see, even though her grounding was over, and Mike, who I
had little actual affection for, even if he was kind of cute, and
about Dillon, another guy we both knew, and various other gossipy
things as I stripped off my t-shirt and shucked my shorts.

Annie was taller than I was, blonde, and
wearing a similar suit, though she was smaller on top. Hers was
also a thong, but then she wasn't nearly as shy about having her
butt seen by her own father or brother, so that didn't mean he was
away. She didn't say anything about my suit, though.

We continued to chat as we went back inside
to get drinks and snacks, put on suntan lotion, and relaxed. She
could be a fun person to be around, though she was generally a bit
more racy than I was about boys and sex. Certainly she was more
experienced, though I was fairly sure her father didn't know.

What is it about blondes anyway? I had
considered dying my hair blonde, but it was just too much hassle,
and I really liked my glossy, dark brown hair and how it fell down
over my shoulders. Blonde is kind of colorless, in a way, and I
like how my hair frames my face.

We dove into the pool and played around with
a beach ball, tossing it back and forth, and played on an
inflatable dolphin thing they had, then returned to our seats and
put on more suntan lotion.

I was starting to think her father had gone
out or I'd gotten the schedule wrong or something, but decided to
look around a bit inside. I pretended to be going to the bathroom.
Annie's house has several but I skipped the one on the first floor
and went up the stairs instead to the main bathroom.

There I paused, then looked around a bit. I
didn't waste time on Annie's room, but made straight down the hall
for the master bedroom. The door was open and I looked around, but
there was no sign of him. Disappointed, I hesitated before heading
back.

I edged up to the window, saw Annie still
laying back on the lounge chair, and then looked around quickly,
heart beating faster. I hurried to the bedside table and opened it,
but didn't see anything worth my interest. I hurried around the
king sized bed to the other side and opened that drawer, and there
I saw a gun in a holster, and a pair of handcuffs!

I couldn't help myself. I picked up the
handcuffs and examined them. There was was no key in them so I
didn't dare close them around my own wrists, but after my weeks of
sexual fantasies just the feel of them made my nipples tingle and
harden!

I daringly slid my wrist into one and, though
I didn't close it tightly, did close it enough to feel the cold,
hard metal around my soft flesh.

“What are you doing in here?”

I screamed and whirled, eyes wide as I saw
Mister Black standing in the doorway and scowling!

I was completely at a loss! What was I
supposed to say!?

He was looking... sweaty, to be honest, like
he'd been working out. He was dressed the part, too, in a tank top
and sweatpants. They had a home gym in the basement, I now
remembered.

He strode forward and took the handcuffs from
me, glancing down into the open drawer.

“Cheryl, isn't it? Are you looking at getting
into trouble again so soon?” he demanded.

“I-I... n-no, sir!” I gulped, face red.

“Did you touch the gun?” he demanded.

“No!”

He took it out and opened it, taking the
magazine out, then put it back.

“Why are you in here?”

“I thought you weren't here!” I blurted.

“Obviously,” he said dryly. “That doesn't
answer the question.”

I'd had all these fantasies of my saying
clever things, and acting coquettish and seducing him, but now I
was completely tongue-tied!

He was looking at me impatiently, but then
again, not all that impatiently, for his eyes were flicking down
from my face often enough that he was certainly aware of my body,
glistening in the soft sunlight coming through the window.

“Do you like handcuffs?” he asked in a
different voice.

I felt my pulse rate, which was already going
fast, rocket!

“I-I... I'm... I didn't...”

He raised his eyebrows and slipped the
handcuffs around my right wrist, closing them with a click! I felt
a wild jolt, and gasped as he took my other hand, brought it
forward and clicked the other cuff around it.

I felt my legs wobble and a wild rush of a
kind of crackling sexual electricity rippled up through the center
of my belly!

“Now would you care to tell me what you were
doing in my bedroom?” he asked.

“N-Nothing!”

He snorted. “That's what nine year olds say.
You're not nine, Cheryl.”

He slipped his hands in between the links of
the cuffs and then raised it up, yanking my arms high above me!
Then he sort of swung me around until I was flat against the
wall!

“Cat got your tongue?” he demanded. “I have
to assume you were here to take something. I don't have a lot of
patience for thieves.”

“I wasn't!” I cried.

“No, then why? Certainly something you
weren't supposed to be doing. I have little patience for young
girls who act up,” he said.

I felt an incredible bubbling liquid heat
churning upwards within me as I stood there against the wall,
stretched out, the metal pressing hard into my wrists, and Mister
Black standing up scowling before me! The way he was looking at me
had me breathless!

“Nice suit,” he said.

I felt another gush of heat at his words, and
the way he was looking down at my breasts!

I glanced down automatically, seeing the
revealed cleavage, and noted that my very hard nipples made very
obvious indentations in the front of the small white cups.

I looked up at him again, breathless. I
wanted him to take me right then and there, up against the
wall!

Instead his right hand slid down through my
hair, veered off along my left shoulder, then turned to slowly
follow the line of my shoulder strap down to where it curved along
the top of the cup! Because the top of the cup was a third of the
way down along my breast that meant his finger was actually
touching my breast!

My legs wobbled again and I moaned
helplessly!

The finger slowed, then rubbed lightly along
the edge of the suit before curving in beneath the edge and tugging
it down a bit, enough to reveal my hard, throbbing nipple! I
whimpered, gulping in air as he looked at it, then he brought is
finger up and let it circle my lips the same way it had caressed
the edge of my bra!

He slipped it into my mouth, widening my eyes
further.

“Suck,” he said softly.

Dazedly, my heart beating like a drum, I
closed my lips and obeyed, my tongue licking helplessly at his
finger! It slipped free of my mouth, and then down to catch my
nipple between it and his thumb, rolling and caressing it as I
shuddered at the intensity of the emotions and sensation sweeping
through me.

“Are you a bad girl, Cheryl?” he asked
softly.

I could only moan in response.

His hand slid off my pulsing nipple, down my
body, and right down the front of my thong!

I let out a helpless cry of shock, and then
as his fingers slid over my clitoris, now slick with the suntan
lotion they had picked up sliding down my belly, my hips bucked
against them. It took... seconds only, just a few seconds of
rubbing, and then the climax burst over me!

My hips bucked violently and I cried out,
though I tried to strangle it, my back arching and the rush of heat
threatening to drown me in sensation! There was no disguising it,
no pretending, and only his firm hand on the handcuffs kept me from
falling to my knees in front of him!

In the end, I did collapse, and he eased me
down, shifting his grip from the cuff to my slender wrists. He
pulled me up and held me then tugged the cup up over my breast.

“Is your house empty?” he asked calmly.

I stared at him, gasping, and he put his big
hand under my chin, forcing my head back.

“Is your house empty?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Until when?”

I stared at him. “Until... until ah... uhm...
five thirty?”

“Go home,” he said.

He took my hands down and removed the
handcuffs, then took me by the arm and led me firmly to the door
and along the hall to the stairs.

Crack!

I yelped at the slap to my bare buttocks.

“Go,” he ordered, then returned to his
bedroom.

I half stumbled down the stairs, then went
into the bathroom, washing my face in cold water to try and ease
the flush, still gasping, mind still reeling from what had
happened, and that incredible rush of pleasure! Ohmygod, what had I
done!?

I was so flustered I didn't even know what he
wanted. I mean, had he asked if my house was empty because he was
going to tell my mother or father what I'd done!? Had he told me to
go home because he didn't want me around his daughter or his
house!?

Or... another reason!?

I went out and sat down again next to Annie.
We continued to chat, or actually she chatted while I just
listened, and then I said that I didn't feel well. She offered me a
midol but I talked my way out of it and said I was just going to go
home, which I did.

I didn't really care if she thought I was
acting a bit strange at that point. I knew she wouldn't guess what
was really going on. I was thinking, hoping, wondering if, maybe
her father wanted to know if my house was empty because he wanted
to know if it was safe for him to come over!

Oh! My! God!

Imagine if he came over! It would only be for
one reason! God, I was such a slut to even be considering having
sex with a married man! Never mind that he was Annie's father! If
anyone found out my name would be mud! What a slut I was! And
everyone would say so too!

But it didn't matter. My body was thrumming
with sexual tension. I went home, had a shower, put on my sexiest
lingerie, which was a matching black lace half bra and thong, and
then agonized over what else to wear.

And then the door bell rang!

I gasped, and had to simply yank on a pair of
jeans and a tank-top, without any more time available! I rushed
downstairs and then stopped, combing my hair nervously, and trying
to keep my fingers from trembling. Then, being as calm as possible,
I opened the door.
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Mister Black was there. In uniform! My eyes
widened, as did my mouth, and he stepped inside without waiting to
be asked, then closed the door behind him.

“It occurs to me, Miss Sanders, that you
might have been under the effect of drugs when you were in my
house,” he said.

I gaped at him. What?!

“I wasn't!” I exclaimed.

“I'll have to make sure you don't have any
drugs on your person,” He said.

I stared at him, and at his shiny black
sunglasses.

“Strip,” he ordered.

A jolt of high energy sexual electricity tore
through me and I felt my legs wobble again.

He was wearing this very... authoritarian...
black uniform, complete with the belt and gun and everything, and
those dark glasses that hid his eyes!

“I-I... I'm...”

“Now,” he growled.

I gasped in alarm at the severity in his
voice, but then, gulping in air raggedly, I reached down and peeled
my tank top up and over my head. Blushing, but burning up on the
inside, I undid my jeans and peeled them down, stepping out of
them.

“The rest.”

Trembling, I reached behind me and undid my
bra, then shrugged it off over my shoulders and... down, baring my
breasts.

His face remained expressionless.

“The rest. I'll have to do a body cavity
search.”

I blinked, my face red hot, my insides
churning, then hooked my thumb into the waistband of my thong and
slid it down.

He stepped forward and grabbed my arm, then
shifted his grip to the back of my neck. I instinctively reached up
for his hand.

“Resisting, huh? We can't have that.”

He turned me quickly and pulled out his
handcuffs, then slid them around my wrists and handcuffed them
behind my back! He then marched me over to the sofa table which sat
behind the sofa in my living room and bent me over it.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, prisoner.”

I squeaked and spread my legs, and then cried
out as I felt him palm my sex!

“I bet there's room for all kinds of things
in here,” he said as his fingers stroked up and down along the line
of my sex.

My clitoris throbbed and burned and every
time his fingers touched it I felt a gush of liquid heat inside
me!

I felt him spreading the lips of my sex
aside, then his fingers pushing slowly into my body. I could barely
keep from crying out, my breasts throbbing against the hard wood
beneath me as his fingers slid deeper, turning and twisting inside
my body!

I was already so hot and wet he could surely
tell, as his fingers explored my trembling body! I felt other
fingers against my clitoris, pressing against it, forcing it
upwards as the fingers inside me pressed down. Then they started
rubbing in and out, rolling and massaging my clitoris between
them!

I cried out at the sudden storm of sensations
which threw me into orgasm! My hips bucked and jerked in helpless
spasms as a wild, swirling flare of white hot pleasure tore through
the center of my body! My hips were jamming back against his
fingers as though I was trying to impale myself!

Behind me, I heard him chuckling softly.

I went limp, gasping for breath, then cried
out as he pulled his fingers out of me and slapped my bottom.

“Such a bad girl you are, Cheryl,” he
said.

Then something else pressed against my
opening. It was thicker than any finger, and yet, felt coolish, not
warm. I knew it wasn't his cock. I twisted my head around to see he
had his nighstick in hand!

“We have to make sure you're not hiding
something even deeper,” he said.

“Oh!” I cried, as the thing slid deeper.

The fingers of his other hand slid under me,
stroking my clitoris, and my hips began to jerk and spasm as he
pumped the club in and out, turning and twisting it, pushing it
ever deeper, until I began to ache from the fullness inside me!

“Please!” I gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped my
buttocks.

“Sir,” he growled.

“Please, sir!” I cried.

“Are you a slut, Cheryl?” he demanded.

“N-No!” I moaned.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
again.

“Don't lie to me! I can tell a slut when I
see one! Are you a slut?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

“I thought so.”

He pumped the billy club harder, faster,
deeper, as I whimpered and moaned in helpless pain and
pleasure.

“Tell me you're a slut.”

I whimpered helplessly and he slapped my
bottom stingingly.

“Say it!”

“I'm a slut!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I'm a slut!”

Crack!

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm a slut, sir!'

Crack!

“Again.”

“I'm a slut, sir!” I cried dazedly, the heat
and sensations swirling and boiling inside me as my mind was
swamped with emotions.

Another orgasm lashed my senses! I cried out
again and again, my hips bucking back against the nightstick as
heat flared wildly within me! My nerve endings seemed to spasm with
overloads and no care or concern crossed my mind but embracing that
wondrous pleasure pouring through my body!

The orgasm had barely faded when he gripped
my hair. I had long, thick hair, and he used it like a lever, like
a handle, jerking me upright and around to stand before him, head
back and chest out.

“Hot little slut aren't you,” he said, his
other hand rising to cup and fondle one of my breasts.

I moaned, chest heaving, still too dazed and
light-headed to speak.

“Do you want to be my slut, Cheryl?” he
asked.

What a question!

Her jerked my head back more sharply and I
cried out.

“Do you?”

“Y-yes!” I whimpered.

“Say it aloud. I want to hear you say
it.”

“I-I... I... I want to be your slut!” I
moaned.

He jerked on my hair again!

“Say sir,” he said in a low, throaty
voice.

“Sir,” I gasped. “I want to be your slut,
sir!”

He jerked back on my hair again, this time so
I stumbled and collapsed to my knees, and his other hand unzipped
his uniform trousers.

I was naked on my knees with my hands cuffed
behind my back! Ohmygod! This was both incredibly scary and wildly
exciting!

And he was big! My eyes widened as he pulled
himself free of his zipper. He was already very, very hard, and now
he jerked forward on my hair.

“Show me what you can do for me, slut,” he
growled.

I cringed under the insult, though I couldn't
deny it. I slipped my lips around the head of his cock as he pulled
me forward, very much aware of my handcuffed wrists and the fact I
couldn't use my hands, as I always did when performing oral
sex.

Which meant that I wasn't in control, as I
usually was. No, I wasn't in control of anything at all, least of
all myself!

I gurgled as his cock slid along my tongue
and deep into my mouth, trying to suck and lick it as my eyes
rolled frantically up at him. He was still wearing those dark
glasses, seeming … unemotional, as he held tightly to my hair.

He was starting to move his hips in and out,
even as he controlled my head with my own hair. I could only suck
and lick as his cock pumped in and out, moaning and gurgling as it
pushed especially deep.

He pulled himself free and wiped his spit-wet
cock all over my face.

“Are you my slut, Cheryl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“Say it aloud,” he growled.

“I'm your slut, sir!'

He dropped to a squat in front of me, though
still holding my hair up and back.

“Are you?” he asked.

His other hand was between my legs, his
fingers pushing into me as I cried out softly.

“Are you my hot little slut?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

His fingers pushed deeper and his thumb
stroked against my clitoris. God, I was still as hot as I had been
before the orgasm! I'd never imagined I could feel so incredibly
excited, so amazingly aroused! My entire body was churning with
sexual energy!

“Say it aloud.”

“I'm your hot little slut, sir!” I cried.

He jerked forward on my hair and I cried out
again as he threw me down on my belly. Then he shifted his grip,
releasing my hair and gripping my hips, jerking them up and then
slapping my bottom.

“Ass high, legs wide, slut.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Now!”

Crack!'

I desperately obeyed, shuddering as his
fingers massaged my clitoris again, pushing into me and pumping in
and out.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, sir!” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

Another wild jolt of energy ripped through
me!

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

“Raise that ass higher, slut.”

I shuddered and complied, and his fingers
pulled free of me. Then I felt his cock rubbing up and down against
my thrumming, burning sex. I cried out as the head penetrated me,
as his hands slid along my hips and his cock sank deeper.

“Hot, gorgeous little slut,” he growled.

I could only moan in dazed delight as his
cock sank deeper and deeper, and then achingly deeper!

He started to thrust, using long, deep
strokes, and I flipped over into orgasm almost immediately, crying
out in helpless pleasure, jerking and trembling, my wrists pulling
repeatedly against the handcuffs as if to reassure myself they were
still there and still locked tightly!

He drove every inch inside me, until his hips
began to slap against my upraised buttocks with more and more
force, jerking my body forward and back with every hard stroke! His
big, powerful hands were on my arms, on my biceps, as if using them
as a lever to jerk me back to meet every stroke! He pulled back on
them, lifting my chest off the floor, and my head now bounced as
his hips smacked my ass!

It was insane! I shuddered and moaned and
trembled at the hard, powerful strokes, my entire body jerking to
the force of his hammering hips, my head rolling up and down. He
abandoned my arms, then grabbed my hair, and I cried out in pain as
he jerked it violently up and back!

Crack! His other hand slapped my
buttocks sharply.

“Hot, sexy little slut,” he growled.

His hand roughly groped and squeezed my
breast as I sobbed for breath, then slapped my bottom again.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he barked.

“I'm your slut, sir!” I cried dazedly.

I was swamped by the power of the sexual heat
and energy pouring through my body! It was like a fever, so that my
mind reeled like I was drunk, even as he jerked my head up and back
and my body was being pounded from behind again again again and
again!

Another orgasm exploded within me, my body
jerking and trembling as I cried out in a long, undulating howl of
pleasure that robbed me of every breath in my lungs! Still it went
on, as my body was pummeled from behind, as he yanked on my hair
and slapped my buttocks and groped my breasts and his big cock
churned my insides into a boiling froth!

Another followed on its heels, and then
another, until I was so dazed and glassy eyed I couldn't even think
straight. I was slack jawed and sobbing for breath as my body
continued to shake violently from the hard impact of his hips.

And then, with a final flurry of blows, it
stopped, leaving me feeling like a boneless mass of flesh, robbed
of all energy, chest heaving, stunned.

*

I was dazed for quite some time after that.
It had all been so incredibly... raw and … and violent and sudden
and overpowering! I hadn't imagined anything like that, and hadn't
imagined anything like that level of incredible, white hot pleasure
either! I had never had orgasms so intense, so powerful! I had
never felt such an incredible need and passion and heat!

I was left reeling for some time after he
left, astonished at what had happened, at what I had allowed to
happen, cringing more than a little at his calling me a slut and
making me call myself a slut. Certainly that didn't lend itself to
the slightest hint of romance or... anything other than just the
hot, nasty sex!

Which was incredibly slutty! So one of the
reasons I mentally cringed at him calling me a slut was because I
had acted like one! God, had I ever! I felt guilt and shame over
that, but it couldn't overshadow the hot, bubbling rush of
excitement I felt every time I remembered the scandalous things I'd
done with him!

That had been so shockingly wicked and slutty
and thrilling! God, if anyone ever found out... !

What was keeping my mind just as much, if not
in more of a state of wild emotional overdrive, though, was what
he'd said before leaving for work.

He'd uncuffed me, then thrown the cuffs on
the floor next to me as I lay panting there.

“I'll be back tomorrow at two sharp. Unlock
your front door. You will be naked, kneeling in front of the door
with your legs spread and your hands cuffed behind your back. If
you aren't you're going to get your pretty little ass strapped
until it's red. Do you hear me, slut?”

And he'd been serious! This was way, way
kinkier and nastier and... and sicker than any sort of thing I'd
ever imagined in my life!

I stared at the cuffs in disbelief. What was
I going to do? Well, hide the cuffs and hide any evidence of what
had happened, to begin with!

Pretending to be normal after that kind of
emotional earthquake was hard, but I spent most of my time in my
room, as usual, and my parents never questioned me. I had to come
down for dinner, of course, but they didn't seem to find anything
strange.

I felt strange! I felt very strange! I felt
like I should have a big red letter 'A' on my forehead! I was an
adulteress! I was a whore!

But the thought was almost as exciting as
shaming.

The intensity of the pleasure and passion I'd
felt still resonated within me hours later, making me twitch and my
nipples harden as memories floated through my mind.

It was strange not telling anyone about it. I
mean, it was such a massive event, yet when I posted to Facebook, I
posted about things which seemed inconsequential, completely
unimportant. When I chatted on Snapchat, I never showed pictures of
handcuffs or billy clubs, just puppies. When I talked on the phone
it was about shoe sales, not how I ached inside from his hard
pounding.

This was too white hot for me to even hint at
anything, even with my closest friend! Imagine if anything got back
to Annie!

And looming over it all was his promised
return the next afternoon! God! What would he do to me! Would he
handcuff me again!? Would he spank me!?

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


I felt my insides fluttering the moment I
woke up. The fluttering got worse as the day wore on, as the
countdown got closer and closer to his arrival. And what would
happen when he did arrive? I had no idea and I would probably not
even have any control over it!

It could be anything!

I was so nervous I was practically trembling
when I finally stripped naked as he'd ordered. I was already
fighting not to hyperventilate as I stared at myself in the mirror,
feeling stricken, scared, but filled with a dark, breathless sense
of anticipation.

I closed the handcuff around my right wrist,
feeling a cold finality when it clicked closed, knowing I would not
be able to remove it. I put my hands behind my back, turning my
back to my dresser mirror and arranging the other cuff around my
left wrist, then closing it tightly.

Click.

I was now handcuffed and naked, and I
couldn't remove the handcuffs! Someone would have to do it for me!
What if he didn't show up!? What would I do then!? I couldn't hide
in my room all evening!

Dread, anxiety, heat and excitement swirled
and churned within my body and mind as I waited by the front door.
There was no way I was unlocking it until I knew he was coming!
Imagine if someone else came through and saw me like that!

I peeked out the curtained windows, waiting,
waiting, already almost sick with anxiety. Then his car pulled up,
and he got out, looking exactly as he had yesterday! I gasped and
quickly turned my back to the door, unlocking it.

I scurried forward, turned and dropped to my
knees, sitting back on my heels and spreading my legs wide, feeling
my chest tighten wildly as I waited for him to open the door.

God, I was nearly ready to orgasm!

The door opened and he stood there in it,
then walked forward, closing it behind him. I stared at him, eyes
wide, struggling to control my breathing.

“Are you my slut, Cheryl?”

I flinched slightly. “Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, sir!”

He stepped up to me and reached down to my
hair, combing his fingers through it, then gathered it up in a
thick mass and turned, heading for the living room. I yelped, and
was pulled along, forced up on my knees, but unable to rise,
thumping awkwardly along on my knees as he held my hair firmly in
his grasp!

He walked over to a big overstuffed chair
which sat in the corner, then sat down, pulling me up across his
lap! Ohmygod! I was naked across his lap!.

Crack!

“What a gorgeous ass you have,” he said, his
fingers kneading my bare bottom.

They slid in between my legs and I felt
myself spasming as they dipped into the mouth of my sex. Then they
pulled out again and slapped my bottom.

Crack!

“Hot and wet as usual,” he said.

His fingers traced lightly up and down along
my sex, then rubbed gently against my clitoris.

I came.

I heard him laughing as his light rubbing got
much heavier as he realized I was coming, and felt shame, but it
didn't matter. My hips bounced and jerked and I sobbed with
breathless pleasure as the orgasm shattered my mind!

“You are the most responsive little slut I've
seen in ages,” he said in an admiring voice.

His hands stroked up and down my body,
through my hair, and back again. He rolled me onto my back and sat
me up, then began to explore my body – intimately. I was breathless
and flushed, at first, but even as I began to recover from the
orgasm the raw wicked heat began to rouse once more as his fingers
caressed me.

He watched me intently as his kneaded my
breasts, as he teased and rolled and even pinched my nipples, as
his fingers slid into my pussy and stroked my clitoris. It was all
so... exciting but... confusing. I mean, I'd been petted and
fondled by guys before, naturally, but never like this.

Before, their eager hands had raced over my
body in the delight they had to touch me anywhere and everywhere!
Mister Black's exploration was much more deliberate and calm. I
could feel his erection under me as he touched me in so many
different ways, but he seemed to be in no hurry.

By the time he started to lick and suck and
bite and chew on my nipples and breasts I was already squirming and
moaning and panting anew. I shuddered at the way he sucked on my
burning nipples, crying out at the wild flare of heat around
them!

It was so different than with other boys for
another reason, of course. He was no boy! Mike might have been
twenty years old but his pawing and fumbling were nothing like
this! And there was also no question of who was in control, who
decided what he could touch.

I mean, with Mike, it was what I allowed him.
With Mister Black it was... whatever he wanted! I could literally
not imagine refusing him anything!

When he started plunging his fingers into me
hard and deep and fast, as his thumb stroked my clitoris, I cried
out wildly, my hips bucking against his fingers. His hand came up
and encircled my throat, forcing it up and back sharply and
blocking off my air just as the orgasm hit me!

I thought my head would explode! I screamed
silently, gurgling and twisting and writhing and thrashing as his
fingers thrust hard into my aching pussy and the orgasm tore
through me like sheet lightning! My head was pounding with it and
black dots danced before my eyes! I thought I would pass out from
the force of pleasure ripping through my mind!

It was only after the orgasm had passed,
leaving me dazed and limp, that he lifted me up and then set me
down on the chair, sort of slumped down with only my upper
shoulders and head against the backrest and my legs lifted up and
wide apart, draped across the arms of the chair.

Then he stripped as I watched through glassy
eyes.

My eyes widened as he progressed, and I felt
my pulse grow faster. The boys I had dated were sometimes athletic,
but not like him. He didn't shave his chest either. It was muscled,
but with a dusting of brown hair across it.

A light dusting of hair moved down his
abdomen too, to a thin sprinkling around his cock, which stuck out
like a hot, red eager club! Taken together, his body was incredibly
hot! There was so much power there, so much strength to match that
of his voice, and his … commanding presence.

And then he knelt down in front of me, and
his hands caressed my thighs, pushing them a little further apart.
He kissed his way down along one thing and then over my sex! He
began to lick, then, slowly, up and down, his tongue flicking out,
up and down along the line of my sex, at first, then as his thumbs
spread them open, inside!

I … gaped at him.

Laying on my handcuffed wrists, my legs
gaping wide, there wasn't anything else I could do,
really!

And that too was unique. Never before had I
felt free to simply watch, as if I wasn't even a participant. I
mean, sex is such a partnership, you know? I was always thinking of
what I would do next, of what I should say, of how I should react
so as to flatter my partner.

I didn't have to think about anything because
I couldn’t do anything!

And then his tongue found my clitoris! I
shuddered, and the shuddering got worse. I whimpered and moaned,
starting to... to writhe as he licked! The guys I'd dated had been
pretty perfunctory in any oral treatment they'd given me, and I now
began to realize just how inadequate they were.

I came in under a minute, crying out, hips
bucking up against him as he licked me. He let me calm down,
kissing and licking his way up and down my body, lightly chewing on
my nipples and belly, then started in again, bringing me to another
orgasm, and then another, this time with his fingers plunging in
and out of me.

I was nearly ready to come again when he
stopped! He stood up, then dragged me off the sofa and onto my
knees.

“Are you my slut?”

“Y-yes!” I moaned.

He jerked sharply on my hair.

“I'm your slut, sir!”

“Are you my whore?”

“I'm your whore, sir!” I gasped.

“Are you my... slave girl?”

I felt a jolt of heat at the words.

“I'm your slave girl, sir!”

This was so dark and kinky and thrilling!

He guided my mouth to his balls and I sucked
them eagerly. He slowed me down, and it was like... like he was
teaching me how to perform oral sex! I should have been insulted
but wasn't. There was no question he was far, far more experienced,
sophisticated and knowledgeable than I was!

I sucked and licked his balls as he ordered,
and then licked up and down his cock, again, as he instructed,
before taking him into my mouth. I bobbed up and down, filled with
wicked delight, wrapped in the dark eroticism of the moment and my
own passion and pleasure.

“A true slave girl knows how to please a man
with her mouth,” he said sternly.

I moaned, sucking and bobbing.

“A true slave girl knows her body belongs to
her master.”

I continued bobbing as he gripped my hair,
pulling me in and out.

“A true slave girl is an expert at every kind
of sex.”

I sucked hungrily.

“A true slave girl doesn't do half a job. She
swallows every inch of a man's cock.”

And as he said that he pulled on my hair and
pushed forward, and his cock-head pushed into my throat!

My eyes bulged and I gagged, instinctively
drawing back, but he pushed deep, deep, using his strength to
overpower my suddenly desperately twisting body.

“Just swallow it, slave girl,” he
growled.

Well it wasn't like I had much choice!

I fought desperately not to throw up even as
his cock was lodged achingly deep in my throat. He pulled back
before I could... just, and I gasped for breath, my face suddenly
sweating, my eyes tearing.

“You have to learn how to do this, slave
girl,” he said firmly. “It's not impossible. It's not even a
physical challenge. It's simply mind over matter. You gag because
your mind thinks you should.”

I wasn't at all sure of that, but he wasn't
going to let me say no, and the next few minutes were not pleasant.
I gagged repeatedly, even though I was desperately trying to do as
he ordered. I mean, deep throating a guy was the ultimate, right? I
had sort of tried before, but not that hard. I didn't like gagging
any more than anyone else.

But he wasn't taking no for an answer, and
when he finally got the last inch into me and my lips were wrapped
around the base of his cock... without me gagging... I felt this
huge thrill of success!

Well, without gagging much anyway.

It got easier from there. I mean, I knew I
could do it now, and so I tried harder, more determined than ever.
He stopped several times to let me catch my breath. And also, I
think, so he wouldn't explode. Then we continued to practice until
finally he did explode inside me, pouring his cream down my aching
throat!

He put me back on the chair again and it was
his turn. I was breathless and light-headed, and soon sobbing with
pleasure as my hips bucked up against him in frenzied heat. Instead
of making me come, though, he dragged me off the chair and as he
knelt there, sitting on his heels, pulled me across his thighs.

And spanked me!

I squealed and moaned as his big hand slapped
down against my bare bottom again and again, but there wasn't
anything I could do to stop him! I was bewildered, though. What had
I done wrong!?

He paused and his fingers slid down to caress
my clitoris and dip inside me. I panted, relieved, moaning, my
bottom hot and red as my breasts were ground against the carpet
underneath. His fingers roused me again, and then began to spank
me. Then they stopped spanking me to finger me, then did both at
once!

My body was flaring with heat, and now
somehow the spanking, the sharp stings and heat of it, began to be
sucked into the voracious heat he was rousing within me.

I came as he spanked me hard, with his
fingers deep inside me!

He uncuffed me, then, and made me kneel on
all fours. He went to his trousers and pulled out a long thin
chain, which turned out to be a choke chain, like those things you
use on dogs! Like... like a leash! He slipped it around my
throat.

“Crawl, slave girl.”

Dazed, moaning weakly, I had little choice.
He walked slowly through the living room to the hall, holding the
leash, and I was forced to crawl along at his side. If I slowed,
the choke chain closed around my throat!

“Keep your bottom high, slave girl.”

This was... incredibly perverted and kinky!
Slave girl? Wow! But I wasn't going to hesitate! I had already had
so many intense orgasms, and was once again dazed and overwhelmed
by it all! It was so much beyond my experience, beyond my
imagination!

“Sit back on your heels,” he ordered, tugging
on the chain to force me to do so.

“When I say sit on your heels make sure your
knees get spread wide, slave girl. And your head should be up and
back, your chest out, and your hands behind your neck, elbows back.
That's it. That's a good slave girl.”

!!

He jerked the leash forward.

“Crawl.”

I fell forward onto hands and knees and
crawled.

“Present,” he ordered.

I looked up at him in confusing.

“Present means to present your body for my
use. Lower your upper torso to the floor, arms straight out in
front of you, and raise your ass high with your knees spread. Tuck
your belly in tightly against your thighs.”

He arranged me precisely to his satisfaction,
which was a really slutty position, with my breasts against the
floor and my ass raised high!

Then he tugged on the leash and I
gurgled.

“Crawl, slave.”

I crawled back into the living room.

“Heels,” he barked.

I sat back on my heels, spreading my legs and
interlacing my fingers behind my neck.

“Crawl.”

I crawled back into the hall.

“Present.”

This time I dropped low, gasping as my
swollen breasts pillowed out beneath me, raising my bottom high and
spreading my legs.

“Hands behind your back.”

I draw my hands behind me and he cuffed them
together again.

“Heels.”

Gasping with effort, unable to use my hands,
but forced up by the pull of the choke chain, I rose and sat back
on my heels, spreading my knees.

Now he gripped my hair and drew my mouth in
against him, having me suck and lick his balls and then his
hardening cock.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said.

The words made me burn!

“Are you my sex slave?”

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

God, this was sick!

I sucked him hard and took him deep into my
throat again. I gagged the first few times, but then it got easier.
He pulled out though, and flung me back so I fell onto my back on
the floor, gasping.

Well, onto my arms, which were still
cuffed.

He dropped to his knees and gathered up my
legs, raising them high, then, along his chest as he leaned over
me.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

“P-Please fuck me, sir!” I exclaimed.

He shook his head. “Call me master.”

Oh God! Seriously kinky stuff here! But it
only aroused me further!

“Please fuck me, master!” I begged.

He pushed my legs back against my chest then
fit his thick, slick cock against me and sank it deep as I
shuddered and moaned in pleasure.

I was so... helpless! My arms were cuffed
beneath me, and he pressed my legs back firmly, his power and
weight and muscles behind the firm grip behind the knees! All I
could do was lay there as he thrust into me again and again!

He shifted his grip along my legs until he
had my ankles and forced them back as he leaned over more. I felt
the pressure in my thighs and legs as he forced my ankles down over
my shoulders, the force of it raising my buttocks up off the
floor!

And then he started to really pound me!

I cried out at every hard thrust and came
within seconds!

I had no idea you could even come this much!
My insides were aching! And it wasn't just from his pounding cock,
but from the violent spasming of my muscles!

He crushed me in two, his big, powerful male
body filling the world above me, his weight remorseless as his cock
spiked deep into my spasming body with powerful thrusts that made
me cry out again and again and again!

I could feel the backs of my feet pressing
down against the floor above my head as he held himself above me,
his muscled arms straight, his body almost horizontal as he drove
himself into me. Every blow of his hips slammed down against my
buttocks and drove them downward hard, and the remorseless pounding
began to rattle my brain!

I had never imagined sex could be this...
rough, this violent, this... enthralling! I feverish heat burned
within me that fuzzed my mind and left me slack jawed, grunting and
moaning, eyes glazed, as he drove himself down into me.

The dark, crackling wave of sexual
electricity grew more and more intense, then seemed to explode as
the pleasure screamed higher, another orgasm lashing my senses as I
sobbed in pleasure.

And still he pounded down into me!
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I thought I knew what sex was. Mister Black
taught me differently. Without any hint of affection, never mind
love, he had showed me sex could be nothing but a physical act, and
that it could set my body on fire with an intense, and deeply
addictive pleasure!

My throat ached afterward, and my body felt
battered and bruised, exhausted and drained. I walked around in a
daze for some time afterward, odd tremors coming to me whenever I
recalled that incredible passion and heat.

It had been shocking, and the memory filled
me with a sense of awe. Had I really done that!? Me!? My God! It
had been so... nasty and wicked and wild and raw and animalistic! I
could hardly believe I had done that!

And I wanted more! It had been like all my
senses had been doubled in strength, as if I had been more alive
than any previous time in my life! The excitement and passion and
heat had filled me to overflowing! Why would I not want more!?

Guilt and shame? Well, yes, there was some of
that. But it wasn't enough to stop me. And anyway, I argued to
myself, what I was doing was just more... sophisticated. I had been
practically a virgin, naïve and innocent about sex. Now I was
becoming more womanly, more knowledgeable, more experienced.

I had deep throated him! That was an amazing
accomplishment! It made me feel more mature, and less the silly
girl. Even so, I was way less mature and capable than him! I was in
awe of him, of how powerful and determined and willful he was. Not
to mention how handsome!

He had given me orders for the next day, just
as he had in his first visit. And just as his orders for the first
day filled me with a certain amount of trepidation, so did his
orders for the next.

He gave me a … silver plug. It was called a
butt-plug. It was shaped like an onion, narrowing very much at its
end, and attached to a round base which was like an anchor, staying
on the outside of my body as the rest fit inside – inside my
butt!

“You have a gorgeous ass, you hot little
slut,” he'd said as he left, with his hand completely wrapped
around my throat. “I'm going to fuck that ass of yours tomorrow,
and make you scream in pleasure when I do it. You're going to
prepare it for me or I'll strap your ass then fuck it anyway.”

In retrospect, his words were arrogant and I
suppose, outrageous, but for some reason what I mostly took from it
was that he thought I had a beautiful ass, which was a compliment,
right? He wasn't the first guy to want to sodomize me, but he was
going to be the first one I was going to let do it.

He ordered me to wear the butt-plug to get
used to it, which I could do under my clothes without anyone
noticing. But it sure made me feel weird. I mean, it made me feel
breathlessly sexual, as if I had a secret!

Working at the cafe, wearing the dull brown
uniform, with my hair pulled back, no one there would guess just
what I was wearing! Ha! If they knew all those college boys would
have big erections! They'd stare at me with wide, round eyes and
lick their lips at what a hot, slutty, sexy girl I was!

Standing around in the kitchen talking to my
mom, or sitting on the sofa with my dad, or even walking around out
back while wearing that, made me slightly nervous, but also gave me
a sense of smug superiority, like I was putting one over on them.
They'd never guess what I was wearing either, after all, not in a
million years!

I went to sleep with it inside me, too, and
couldn't help masturbating. I had to quickly roll onto my belly,
though, as my excitement became too high, so that I could bury my
face in my pillow! Then, with my bottom raised high, remembering
how he'd ridden me earlier, and my fingers plunging into my sex, I
screamed out my pleasure into my pillow as the orgasm took me!

I took the thing out the next morning to give
myself an enema, then washed it and put it back in, feeling a sense
of growing sexual and sensual heat through the morning as
anticipation filled my mind. What nasty, wicked things would Mister
Black do to me today!?

My chest got tighter as the hour approached,
and then I stripped and cuffed my wrists before peering out through
the curtains, idly watching MTV while keeping an eye open for his
car. When it came I rushed over to kneel before the door, heart
pounding, a flush spreading down my face to my chest.

He opened the door, and the breath caught in
my throat. He smiled slightly, and walked in, carrying a bag.

“Hello, slave girl,” he said, closing the
door.

“Hello... master,” I said, slightly
shyly.

The idea I was his slave girl was wickedly
kinky, and I didn't at all mind playing along!

“I brought you something, slave girl.”

He set the bag down on the telephone table,
opened it, and pulled out what I first thought was a small black
belt. He showed it to me up close, though, and I felt a ripple of
excitement. It was a collar! It was black leather, with shiny
buckles and square plates on two sides, both with rings dangling
from them.

He slipped it around my neck, pulling it in
tightly, then buckled it behind me. He looked at me a moment,
smiled and nodded, then turned and opened the bag again. He brought
out two more belts, these smaller and thinner.

“Stand up, slave girl.”

I stood up obediently, my breathing already
rapid as he turned me around and removed the handcuffs. I felt him
wrapping the leather straps around my wrists instead, one on each,
and cinching them tight, before locking them together.

His hand slid under my buttocks and
squeezed.

“And have you been wearing this as
ordered?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped.

“Good slave.”

He pulled me forward and let me see myself in
the big mirror by the door, and I felt another hot rush of
excitement. I looked so incredibly sexy in the collar, with my
wrists locked behind my back!

Wow!

He took a chain out of the bag, next, then
clipped it to the collar before undoing the restraints. They were
still around my wrists, like bracelets, but not attached to each
other now.

“On all fours, slave.”

I dropped down onto all fours, and felt
another wild, squirming rush of heat as he had me crawl alongside
him into the living room, then around in a circle, and back
out.

“Heels,” he barked.

I gulped and sat quickly back on my heels,
drawing my hands up behind my neck and interlacing my fingers.

“Keep your elbows back and chest out, slave,”
he ordered.

I jerked and obeyed.

“Good.”

He pulled on the leash and I fell forward
onto all fours, crawling up the hall, then back into the living
room.

“Present.”

I dropped to my chest, extending my wrists,
raising my bottom high and spreading my legs.

Crack! He slapped my bottom and I
gasped.

“Keep your belly drawn in tight against your
thighs, slut.”

“I'm sorry!” I gasped, wriggling in
tighter.

“I've got another present for you, slave
girl.”

He moved away, and I wondered if I should
hold my position, but then he came back and dropped to his knees
behind me. I gasped as I felt his fingers at my sex, felt them
stroking and caressing my clitoris, then easing slowly inside
me.

They pumped in and out, turning and twisting,
stroking my clitoris as the heat rose higher around me, then
withdrew. I felt something else pushing against me, something cold,
and firm, but not as firm as the metal plug in my bottom.

I felt myself stretched wider and wider and
my breathing became more ragged as his fingers rubbed my clitoris
and he pushed something into me.

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl.”

“I-I love cock!” I gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Master,” he said.

“I love cock, master!” I moaned, as whatever
it was pushed deeper.

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, master! I'm your slut, master!”

The thing was twisting and turning, pumping
in and out as he rubbed my clitoris, and the heat was now boiling
within me as I gulped in air. I moaned as it pushed achingly deep,
but I knew I was near an orgasm!

But then he stopped and got up. Whatever he'd
pushed into me was still there, though, still filling me, still
making me ache, as he tugged on the leash.

“Up, slave.”

He walked me around the room again, then out
into the hall. My knees were getting a bit sore, but fortunately
both rooms had very deep, comfortable carpeting.

“Present.”

I rose up and back on my heels, spreading my
knees, and looking down with wide eyes to see something... the base
of something, about two or three inches, protruding from the
tightly grasping lips of my sex. I was stretched wide!

“Elbows back, chest out, slut,” he barked,
slapping the back of my head.

I jerked my elbows back and raised my head up
and back.

“Legs wider!”

I jerked my knees wider as he came around in
front of me, frowning.

Then he dropped to a crouch, his hand running
over my breasts and down between my legs. I gasped as his fingers
rubbed my clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, master!” I gasped.

Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, master!” I moaned, heat
sizzling within me!

He stripped before me, and I stared, pulse
racing, body filled with excitement and passion, almost trembling
with need as he finally stood naked before me, firm and powerfully
built. His cock was hard and he rubbed it against my face.

I opened my mouth and he pushed it in. The
feel of it was so incredibly sensual and erotic! I moaned as I
closed my lips around it, sucking and licking instantly as he
pushed deeper.

It wasn't as easy to deep throat as it had
been at the end of his previous visit, but it got easier very
rapidly. I was already incredibly aroused and the feel of it
sliding down my throat was incredible! Even the sight of it
disappearing inside me made me want to squeeze my thighs
together!

He pulled out, then thrust deep, pulled out,
then thrust deep, as if testing my ability to swallow every inch.
He rubbed it back and forth across my red face to let me gulp in
air, then buried it in my throat again and again before drawing
back, still very hard.

Now he showed me something which produced a
lot more tension in my mind.

“This is a riding crop, slut. It's used to
train slave girls.”

It was a pencil thick length of... whatever
it was, with a leather covered handle, and then a sort of leather
flap on the end. He held the crop out to me as I knelt there, hands
behind my head, and ran the flap slowly over my body, caressing my
stiff nipples, then sliding it down my taut belly to rub against my
swollen clitoris.

I gasped and trembled at the sensation of
that leather stroking me there, closing my eyes against the
swirling wave of pleasure which poured up through my body.

“Slut,” he said. “Tell me you're a slut.”

“I-I'm a slut!” I moaned.

He trailed the thing up my body, and caressed
the underside of my breasts, then slapped at them lightly.

“Again.”

“I'm a slut!”

He slapped at my nipple and I gasped at the
sting.

“Master,” he said.

“I'm a slut, master!”

“What a bad girl you are,” he said, rubbing
the thing along the undersides of my breasts. “Are you my
slut?”

“Yes, master! I'm your slut, master!”

He traced the thing down between my legs
again, rubbing against my clitoris to the point I started to jerk
and grind myself against it, moaning as the heat rushed through me.
But then he drew it back and slapped at my clitoris several times
in quick order! The slaps weren't very hard, but they stung , and
startled me!

“Such a bad girl. Are you a bad girl,
slut?”

“Yes, master!” I moaned. “I'm a bad girl,
master!”

He traced the crop upwards and then slapped
lightly at my left nipple.

“What happens to bad girls, slut?”

“I-I... don't know!” I moaned.

He slapped harder at my nipple, which began
to sting and get hot so that I moaned and started to shift my
position.

“Elbows back!” he snapped. “Back arched! Head
back!”

I gasped and obeyed.

“Bad girls get punished, slut.”

He rubbed the thing over my hot nipple, then
began to slap my other nipple. “Isn't that true?”

“Y-Yes, master!” I moaned.

He gathered up my hair and then drew my head
forward over his cock. I kept my hands behind my neck as I sucked
and licked, as he pushed in and out, in and out, then buried
himself in my throat.

“Beautiful little slave girl,” he growled in
a low voice.

I was getting dazed, and he pulled out and
left me gasping for breath, saliva trickling over my lower lip. He
pulled my mouth in against his balls and I sucked and licked and
kissed them as he looked sternly down at me, still holding my hair
tightly.

Then he shoved himself down my throat again,
this time pumping in and out, though, in and out of my throat! I
had congratulated myself on being able to deep throat his big cock,
but now I started gagging and choking again, and it was like I had
to learn all over again to repress my gag reflex!

We had to take a break a few times, for I was
reeling. Then he would make me crawl around until I had regained my
breath and start over. He was clearly unsatisfied.

“You'll practice with the dildo after I go,”
he ordered. “Practice until you can pump it in and out without
gagging.”

“Present, slave!”

I moaned and swayed, then fell forward,
gasping as my tender nipples pressed against the carpet, but
obediently stretching my arms out as he moved behind me.

“Knees together!”

Blinking teary eyes, gasping, confused, I
obeyed.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped.

Crack! The thin rod snapped down
across my upraised bottom, which stung! I yelped in pain!

“Say it!”

“I-I'm your sex slave, master!” I cried.

Crack! The rod stung my buttocks
again.

“A slave girl must obey her master.”

Crack!

“A slave girl must please her master.”

Crack!

I moaned as the rod cut across my buttocks
with a stinging blow!

“A slave girl must be a perfectly trained
sexual animal,” he said.

Crack!

A sexual animal!? Me!?

“A sex slave learns to do anything her master
wants her to do.”

Crack!

“Do you understand me, slave girl?”

“Yes, master!” I moaned, my bottom hot and
aching.

Crack!

“What happens to a slave girl who fails to
please her master?” he demanded.

“S-She gets punished, master,” I said in a
whimper.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Lay on your back, slave, and draw your knees
up and back.”

I eagerly obeyed, hoping my punishment was
over!

“Spread your knees wide.”

I obeyed as he squatted before me, then
brought the crop down. I waited nervously, anxiously, as the
leather tip rubbed against my clitoris.

“Are you going to obey your master, slave
girl?”

“Yes, master!” I gulped.

“Let me see you masturbate for me.”

I stared at him, feeling a wave of heat sweep
through me. That was so... dirty! But then, everything we'd done
together was dirty!

I reached down and began to rub my clitoris
as he watched.

“Use the dildo, slave girl. Fuck yourself
with it.”

I flinched, but obeyed, gripping the base and
pumping it in and out. I was so tight it wasn't easy to move, but I
was very wet, as well. Under his eyes, I rubbed my clitoris and
pumped the dildo into my body, and as the fear of the crop began to
recede, the heat started to reassert itself.

God! I felt the unreality of what I was
doing, masturbating while Annie's dad watched! The outrageousness
began to make me burn, and my breathing got more and more ragged as
he eased back on his heels. I shuddered, staring up at the ceiling,
gulping in air, plunging in harder and faster!

I raised my head again, staring at him –
staring at him holding up his – phone?

“Come for me, slut,” he ordered. “Come for
your master.”

So I did, crying out in helpless pleasure,
thrusting the dildo into my aching pussy, rubbing my clitoris
frantically, and crying out again and again as the orgasm blew my
mind away!

I went limp, gasping for breath, moaning,
sprawled naked on the floor as he put the phone away.

“Now, do you want me to forgive you for
failing me, slave girl?”

“Y-yes, master,” I gasped weakly.

“On your belly.

I groaned and rolled over, and he impatiently
gestured for me to turn around on the floor so I was facing
him.

“Come here. Crawl to me on your belly.”

Another jolt of heat hit me as I processed
his words, then I obeyed, crawling a few feet forward on my belly
as he stood up.

“Are you sorry for failing me, slave?”

“Yes, master!” I moaned.

“Beg my forgiveness.”

“Please forgive me, master.”

“Show me how remorseful you are.”

He put his foot forward and let his toe rub
at my lips.

“Lick me,” he growled.

God! Another burst of dark... something,
thrust up through my belly! I leaned in and licked his foot, licked
along the top, but as he looked down at me, my tongue and lips slid
down along his ankle, down along his toes! This was so kinky and
wild and darkly thrilling!

He bent over and grabbed my arms, pulling
them behind my back and locking the restraints together, then he
wound my thick brown hair around his fist and... dragged me further
along the carpet until he could sit down, and drag me up so that I
was kneeling between his legs!

I squealed and yelled as I was dragged along
the rug and up between his legs, but then, faced with his cock, I
slid my lips around it, gasping, panting and moaning, bobbing up
and down and sucking as he reached for my breast and began to knead
it.

He pushed down on my head, burying his cock
in my throat, and held me there for long seconds, before pulling me
back up. Then he shoved me back down again, and began to pull me in
and out. I became dazed and light-headed, and was hardly aware of
it when he came and pulled free.

Except now I could breath!

He dragged me up across his lap and began to
spank me hard! But then he stopped, and began to finger my sex,
pumping the dildo in and out, and working me back into the scalding
heat of that deep sexual fever in astonishingly short a time!

He tumbled me back onto my knees and draw my
mouth up to his cock again, so that I sucked and licked at his
balls and then licked my way up and down his cock.

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl?” he
ordered, jerking my head back by the hair.

“I love cock, master!” I gasped dazedly.

He shoved me back down and I started licking
and kissing and then drew his soft cock into my mouth, sucking and
licking and massaging it against the roof of my mouth until he
jerked back on my hair again.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, master!” I gasped.

Again he shoved me down on his cock, letting
me suck and lick. Again he yanked me back up again.

“Tell me you're my bitch animal.”

I blinked and felt a jolt of heat.

“I'm your bitch animal, master!” I
gasped.

Again I licked and sucked. He was getting
harder now, and he thrust himself deep into my throat. I gurgled
and gagged weakly until he yanked me back up again, then threw me
back on my back on the floor.

He slid forward, flipped me over onto my
belly and slapped my bottom.

“Present, slave girl.”

Gasping, moaning, I raised my hips and spread
my legs.

“I've already fucked your throat and your
pussy. Now I'm going to take your ass. Beg me to fuck your ass,
slave.”

God! He was so outrageously dirty! But my
blood was on fire!

“Please fuck my ass, master!” I cried.

He knelt behind me and I felt his fingers at
the dildo he'd shoved into me. I moaned as it pumped in and out,
then jammed in hard. A moment later I felt his fingers at the base
of the butt-plug, and felt him slowly drawing it back out of
me.

I felt... empty. But not for long. I felt the
warm, slick head of his cock pushing into me! God, he was going to
fuck me in the ass! It slid deeper, filling me with its smooth,
delicious warmth, and I felt a towering wave of dark heat rising
around me!

I groaned as it pushed deeper still, then his
long right arm slid down around my hip and I felt his fingers at my
clitoris. At the same time, he gripped my hair, jerking it up and
back, but keeping his fist pressing down against my back so I was
jammed against the floor, head pulled back.

The orgasm hit as he started to thrust in and
out, and I cried out, then cried out again, louder, then screamed
in pleasure as the massive wave of what I can only call ecstasy
swamped my senses! I cried out in unrestrained pleasure, feeling
his hips striking my upraised buttocks and his big cock driving
deep into my belly!

I came with his fingers rubbing harshly
against my clitoris, and my burning nipples grinding back and forth
against the carpet as he jerked on my hair and his hips rammed into
my buttocks! I came with my insides burning and flaring hotter and
hotter, so that my chest was locked tight and my mind tumbled and
turned! I came … powerfully!

With him fucking my ass hard and fast.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


I practiced with the dildo. My mind was
wrapped in a strange miasma of sexual heat and hunger, of amazement
and dark excitement at the dirty, wicked, nasty game I was playing
with Mister Black. The fact he was so much older, a real man, as
opposed to the guys my age, and that we were doing this really
sophisticated, kinky sex was thrilling!

I again felt myself more sophisticated for
the improvement of my sexual experience and skills. I had had a guy
fuck me in the ass! And I had liked it! I had come wildly! He'd
left the collar and restraints to wear when I was alone in the
house, and one other item, too.

It was a gag! It was a ball gag! I was a
screamer, like I said, and he said I should get used to wearing it
so people didn't hear me. The ball was a bit big to fit through my
open mouth, but the ball was malleable enough I could squeeze it
down and slide it through, then let it inflate on the other
side.

I couldn't close my mouth with it in there,
but it did indeed help keep me quiet, almost as well as the pillow
did! Alone in my room with the door locked, I put them all on and
stared at myself with wide eyes, amazed at how hot and sexy I
looked!

A sex slave! What a wild, nasty idea! God! I
was being a total slut! But I wasn't as worried about that as I
would have been if it had been with someone my own age, who might
be telling people about me, you know. I mean, there was no way
Mister Black was going to tell anyone he was cheating on his wife
with his daughter's friend!

Still, I was confused by our, well...
relationship. His spanking me and using that riding crop thing, and
pulling on my hair, and the curt, sharp voice he used when he
ordered me around all filled me with a sort of tension about him,
like I'd have with a very strict teacher or boss, say. It wasn't
like he was my lover or boyfriend or anything else you wanted to
call it.

No it was something... completely new. And I
didn't quite understand what it was. I was certainly anxious not to
displease him, though!

I had licked his foot! That was like, ewwww,
but at the same time it filled me with a weird sort of heat which I
again didn't understand.

I could deep throat the dildo fairly easily
now, just tilt my head back a bit and slide it deep into my throat
so that I was just clutching the base with a couple of fingers next
to my teeth. But pumping it in and out was... hard.

I discovered that the more aroused I was,
though, the easier it was, so I started rubbing my clitoris, and
using the dildo on myself to heat my mind and body up, then quickly
switching to sliding the dildo into my mouth and pumping it in and
out of my throat.

While I was doing that my mind suddenly felt
this deep jolt as a memory rose to the surface. It was him holding
his phone up as I masturbated, as I climaxed. Had he taken pictures
of me!? Ohmgod! I supposed he wasn't likely to be showing it around
my friends, or putting it on the internet, but I still felt a deep
sense of anxiety about it!

I was determined to ask him about it,
too!

*

I waited for a sign of his car the next day,
as usual, naked, this time with the collar and restraints on,
rather than the handcuffs, and the ball gag in my mouth. I could
manipulate the clip that locked the two restraints together with my
hands in front of me. Then I sat and lay back, and bent my knees,
sliding my legs in and under my hands so I could pull them up
behind my back.

It wasn't easy but I managed. And so I was
ready when his car came, hurrying over to kneel eight feet back
from the door, knees spread wide, back arched, waiting, a little
flushed with anticipation and anxiety.

The door opened, and he came in, then moved
aside.

Kyle Black came in behind him, his eyes wide
as he saw me!

My eyes, needless to say, widened even more!
I felt this total sense of shock, then an appalled sense of
embarrassment! Before I could even move, though, Mister Black had
gripped my hair to hold me in place as Kyle shut the door behind
him and walked over.

“This is going to be your slave, Kyle,”
Mister Black said, “But only after you've learned how to properly
control her. She's not very well trained yet, but she's a very
responsive little slut, and you've already learned a lot about how
to control them.”

“Fuck! I never would have believed Cheryl was
a slut!” Kyle exclaimed.

“They're all sluts. You just have to draw the
slut out from where it's buried. Sometimes it's not buried very
far,” Mister Black said.

I had closed my knees, but couldn't do much
else with my hair being held so tightly, and now Mr Black leaned
over me.

“Legs apart,” he barked!

The tone he used was the same one he had used
the last few days, one I had come to obey, and so I did, even
though I blushed even more hotly as I spread my legs wide.

“Wider, slut!” he growled.

I whimpered, but obeyed as he jerked back on
my hair to force my back to arch more.

He squatted next to me and gestured Kyle
down, then reached in and began to rub my clitoris.

“This is the center of how you control a
slave,” Mister Black said.

He ran his fingers from my clitoris, up my
abdomen, up my chest, between my breasts, and up to my
forehead.

“There's a straight line between here, and
here,” he said as he was doing it.

He ran his fingers back down and rubbed my
clitoris. “You please this and...” His fingers slid back up my body
to my forehead. “... you'll please this too.”

His fingers returned to my clitoris.
“Remember, you can't enslave a girl. You need her to enslave
herself.”

What the fuck did that mean!? I was frantic
as the two squatted beside and in front of me, for Kyle, unlike his
father, was most definitely someone I knew, and who knew many of
the other guys and girls I knew! He could tell them all about this!
God!

And yet... there was something so shockingly,
wickedly, outrageously hot about what was happening, about how they
were manipulating me, touching me, talking about me, as if I was
some kind of... possession, like an animal, like the sexual animal
Mister Black had called me the other day!

Kyle reached out, cupping and fondling and
kneading my breast as his father stroked my clitoris, and I have to
admit that Kyle is a very hot looking guy. I mean, I've had a bit
of a crush on him for some time, because like his father he's big
and handsome and well-built.

But it was the kind of unrequited crush you
never expect to fulfill, because he was Annie's older brother,
several years older than me, and seldom around when we were anyway.
He'd been the cause of their parents marrying, since they'd only
been about sixteen when she had gotten pregnant.

“And don't forget, you have to keep them on
their toes,” Mister Black said.

He suddenly jerked me around, both by the
hair and arm, bending me forward.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply
against my bottom.

“You give them the pleasure for obeying and
the pain for disobeying. And you do it instantly,” he said.

He spun me around again.

“Legs spread!” he barked.

Gasping, moaning, I obeyed, and he nodded at
Kyle, who slid his fingers in between my thighs and began to rub my
clitoris.

This was unbelievable, unreal! I was in
shock!

His father pulled me backward by the hair,
and I squealed into the gag, then cried out as he lifted me up,
using a grip on my leg too, and dropped me on the overstuffed
chair, then spread my legs apart over the arms.

“Show me what you've learned,” Mister Black
ordered.

I thought he might have been barking that
order at me, but instead Kyle dropped to his knees and began to
lick his way up and down my thighs, then ran his tongue along the
line of my sex. I stared at him in disbelief, still gripped by
shock and embarrassment, but then Mister Black disappeared, and we
were left alone.

Slowly, my embarrassment began to fade away,
and a kind of dazed acceptance rose within me. Okay, here I was
naked, and Kyle had seen everything, touched everything, and was...
giving me oral sex. That was stunning, but it wasn't the end of the
world, as long as his father made sure he didn't tell anyone.

And he was a hot, sexy guy, and much more my
age, and as his tongue found my clitoris I began to feel the
swirling, pulsing pleasure I had when his father had done the same.
Mister Black had shown me just how good oral sex could be on the
receiving end, and I had instantly fallen in love with it.

I hadn't gotten to feel it again until now,
and my body was beginning to remember just how good it had been the
last time! Besides... did I mention Kyle was hot?! And I was
naked?! And as his tongue licked me, his eyes looked up my body and
I flushed hotly!

His hands slid up my body, then, kneading my
breasts as he licked, and I wanted to... to do something... to say
something to show I was... not a slut, you know, like, pretend I
was resisting but... I had the gag in my mouth and my wrists were
locked together underneath me!

And I was still feeling kind of shocked and
overwhelmed by what had happened. I jerked my chin to the side,
unable to meet his eyes, closing mine as his tongue stroked harder
against my clitoris. The best I could do was try to show no
reaction, like... like I didn't welcome or want what he was
doing.

Only my body was starting to thrum with this
wild, deep energy!

This was all so crazy! How had I got myself
into this!? Kyle Black was eating my pussy while I was tied up
naked! It was insane!

His hand slid down my body and his fingers
pushed into me, pumping in and out as he licked, and I moaned
helplessly into the gag, my mind spinning wildly in circles and
unable to really cope with the shock of Kyle showing up!

But I was wet, and hot, and the more he
licked and pumped his fingers the wetter and hotter I became!

“Use your lower lip to support your
tongue.”

I gasped, opening my eyes to see Mister Black
there, leaning over, watching.

Almost immediately Kyle's tongue licked much
harder, and I shuddered as the sensations redoubled!

“Don't forget to pull your fingers up against
the top wall of her pussy so you can rub her G-spot,” he said.

Kyle was already doing that, and I felt my
legs starting to press against the arms of the chair as my hips
spasmed weakly, pushing up against his mouth and fingers. With Kyle
and his father both there the wild dark sexuality of what was
happening became even wilder! The pressure inside me grew intense,
and my hips started to roll and buck up against his mouth!

“She's getting ready to blow. Don't let her
come like that,” Mister Black said. “Her first come should show her
you're the boss. Throw her on her face on the floor and take her
like a bitch in heat.”

I moaned dazedly as Kyle drew back, then
dragged me off the chair and pushed me down onto my belly on the
floor. He gripped my hips and jerked them into the air, then
slapped my bottom sharply.

“That's it,” Mister Black said. “Make sure
she knows who's in charge. “Hit her again.”

Crack! Kyle's hand slapped stingingly
against my bottom and I yelped into the gag as he gripped my thighs
and jerked them apart.

He moved in behind me, reaching down and
gripping my waist, then jerking it back to pull my belly in tighter
against my thighs.

“She knows how she should be positioned,”
Mister Black said. “She's being lazy. Put her down and make her
assume the position.”

Kyle jerked my legs out from under me so I
went flat on the floor again, then stood up, taking the riding crop
his father had given him.

“Present!” he barked.

I moaned and wriggled my bottom up into the
air, blushing hotly but gripped by a deepening sexual fever. I drew
my belly in tight against my upright thighs and spread my knees as
the two men looked down at me, and felt the narrow leather pad at
the tip of the crop rubbing against my clitoris, then sliding over
my buttocks.

“That's it,” Mister Black said. “Now use her
like she's your whore. Ride her like a bitch in heat.”

Kyle knelt behind me and I heard his zipper
drop. The feel of his cock sliding up and down against he wet,
swollen lips of my sex made me whimper and moan and grind myself
back against him. Then the head pushed against me, slowly forcing
its way through the mouth of my sex.

I shuddered, my eyes rolling back in my head
as his cock slowly pushed into me. It felt even thicker than his
fathers, and it filled me tightly, stretching the lips of my sex
wide in a way which ached deliciously! It pushed deep into my belly
as his hands slid up my body.

“Grab her hair and do her,” Mister Black
said.

I groaned as he wound my thick hair around
his fist, then he started to pump, his cock spearing deep into my
belly as he slapped my bottom. Right from the start he thrust hard
and fast, and I cried out at every stroke, dazed and trembling as
the sexual pressure threatened to explode – then did!

God, it was all so crazy, so impossible, so
bewildering and overwhelming! My mind couldn't handle what was
happening, but my body sure did like it a lot! I cried out in
helpless, wanton pleasure as the orgasm swept my mind into a
spinning storm of pleasure, while Kyle's hips slapped against my
upraised buttocks and he jerked repeatedly back on my hair!

“That's it. She's coming like a whore,” I
heard Mister Black say.

“Her fucking pussy is squeezing me hard!”
Kyle gasped.

And then he came inside me, jamming my face
down against the floor as his hips smashed bruisingly hard against
my upraised buttocks! He cursed in pleasure as he rode me, as he
hammered himself against me, and buried his cock deep inside my
quivering, burning belly!

“Good for a first ride,” Mister Black
said.

Kyle eased out of me, leaving me gasping and
moaning, flushed, overheated, and even more dazed than I had been
before.

Until the riding crop snapped across my
bottom, stinging me.

“Heels,” Kyle's voice said firmly.

I moaned dazedly.

Crack! It hit my bottom again, then
the flap thing at the end started slapping lightly against my
clitoris until I yelped and forced myself up and back onto my
heels.

Crack! It hit my hip next, then my
thigh!

“Head back, chest out,” he ordered.

I obeyed, gasping, moaning, my eyes
rolling.

He snapped the leash to the collar around my
neck, then reached down and unclipped the wrist restraints so my
arms fell apart.

“Crawl, slave,” he ordered.

Ohmygod, I thought dazedly.

Crack! The crop snapped across my
bottom and I lurched forward, crawling across the floor as he
tugged on the leash to keep it taut.

I was actually crawling along on all fours
while he held a leash to the collar and walked along beside me. I
mean... sure I'd done it with his dad, but that was... different.
His father was this older man, a powerful, stern authority figure.
Kyle was just.. Kyle!

It was more... embarrassing doing it with him
holding the leash, even with him watching, but what choice did I
have!?

“Present.” he ordered.

Moaning, I slid forward and dropped my chest
to the floor, raising my bottom high, and felt the flap on the crop
rubbing against my clitoris. I squirmed helplessly at the
sensation, and he brought the thin rod of the crop down across my
bottom so that I yelped.

“Crawl.”

He led me, crawling around the room, then
back on my heels, then more crawling, then presenting again as I
regained my breath and my racing heart began to slow. I was still
self-conscious, but still had no idea what else to do but obey his
orders. Especially with Mister Black watching.

“Present.”

I moaned and slid down again, and this time I
felt something pushing into me, not his fingers, but thicker. It
was... that dildo his father had used the other day, I thought.
Yes, it filled me up and pushed deeper and deeper, until I groaned
in discomfort.

“On your back, slave girl,” he ordered.

The words made me self-conscious but also
excited me. I rolled over and saw he and his father looking down at
me, arms folded.

“Masturbate,” he ordered.

Omygod! Omygod! I stared at him anxiously,
and he brought up the riding crop.

I gasped and started to move my hands down my
body.

“Knees back and apart,” Mister Black
barked.

Moaning, I obeyed, then began to run my hands
over my body, caressing my breasts, then rubbing my clitoris. It
was still swollen and hot and... very, very sensitive, especially
with that big dildo jammed inside me!

God! This was insane!

I began to rub my clitoris, then gripped the
dildo, pumping it in and out as the two men watched me. Despite my
embarrassment, a wild dark thrill of heat began to churn inside my
belly, then spread upward. I moaned helplessly, pumping the dildo
harder, my mind seeming to float. This was surreal!

And then I came, my knees jerking back
spastically as I plunged the dildo into my pussy and rubbed my
clitoris frantically!

Kyle rolled me over and locked my wrists
together behind my back again, then yanked me up on my knees and
undid the strap around my head, pulling the gag free of my
mouth.

He stripped, and I saw that his body was a
smoother, slightly more slender version of his father. There was no
hair on his chest or belly or around his groin. He gripped my hair
and drew me in towards his semi-hard cock, but his father reached
out to tap his wrists.

“Not like that,” he said. “Remember, show her
who's boss. Don't be too gentle.”

Kyle jerked my head in more harshly and I
cried out as his cock pushed into my open mouth.

“Swallow my cock, slave girl,” he
growled.

I moaned as my lips closed around it, and he
hardened rapidly. He pumped in and out and jerked on my hair. Then
he pulled me forward and his cock plunged down my throat all the
way to the balls! I gurgled helplessly, lips wrapped around the
base as he held me in position.

“Man, I love this!” he moaned.

“You'll love it better once she's properly
trained,” his father said.

Kyle grew hard and thick, and was soon
fucking my throat, fucking my face. I gurgled and gagged weakly,
but soon gained a measure of control over my gag reflex. He paused
to kneel, then bent me down as well. His father moved behind him
and plucked the butt-plug out of me, then pushed his own big cock
deep into my ass!

God! God! God!

I was sucking Kyle, deep throating him, as
Mister Black drove his own cock deep into my ass from behind! Kyle
held my hair in his left hand and kneaded my left breast with his
right. His father had his big hand on my right breast and had
snaked his arm down over my hip so his left hand could finger my
clitoris!

I couldn't stop myself from coming! It was
too wild and filthy and sexy and perverted and thrilling!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Mister Black fit restraints around my ankles,
then bent my legs up and back so he could attach them to the ones
around my wrists. I was hog-tied, bowed sharply back on the floor
as the two men examined me. The gag was back in my mouth, the dildo
back in my pussy and the butt-plug back in place, as well.

I couldn't always hear what Mister Black
said. He spoke softly near Kyle's ear sometimes, clearly not
wanting me to hear his instructions.

Kyle was very lightly running his hands over
my body, letting his fingers glide gently over my skin, caressing
me everywhere as I lay helpless before him. He slid his hand up
between my breasts and held it there as Mister Black said something
soft into his ear.

Then his other hand moved down to my groin,
his fingers rubbing lightly against my clitoris.

The dildo was a thick hard lump within me,
forcing the opening of my sex to stretch tautly around it. The taut
skin made my clitoris even more sensitive as his fingers pressed
down against it, and I moaned at the rise in sexual tension and
pressure.

“Tell me you belong to me, slave girl,” he
ordered.

I was gagged, so I wasn't sure how he could
expect me to talk at all, and rolled my eyes helplessly.

“Say it,” he ordered.

I tried, though of course, the gag made
talking impossible, but that seemed to be good enough for him.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said.

I felt a gush of heat and energy.

“I'm your slave girl,” I moaned.

Though of course, with the gag my words were
largely indecipherable.

“Master,” he said.

“I'm your slave girl, master!” I moaned
breathlessly around the gag.

Mister Black then knelt at my head and undid
the gag.

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm your slave girl, master!” I gasped,
flushed hotly.

His fingers pressed against the dildo, then
rubbed against my clitoris again, then slid up my body to roll and
pluck at my nipples.

“Tell me you're my sex toy, slave.”

“I'm your sex toy, master!” I said,
panting.

“Do you love my cock, Cheryl?” he
demanded.

“Don't call her Cheryl. Call her slave,” his
father said. “Don't treat her like a girl. Treat her like a sex
slave.”

I shuddered at his words. They were so dark
and nasty and... and thrilling!

“Do you love my cock, slave?”

“I love your cock, master!” I panted.

His fingers worked on my clitoris again, and
he started pushing rhythmically on the base of the dildo so the
nose jabbed against the back wall of my pussy. My breathing became
more and more ragged, and then I cried out as another orgasm tore
through me, sending me into writhing, thrashing convulsions there
on the floor!

“Remember, I heard Mister Black say softly,
as Kyle unlinked my wrist and ankle restraints, “She doesn't have
an orgasm where she isn't restrained in some way. We want her mind
to link bondage and pleasure tighter and tighter together.”

“On your belly, slave,” Kyle ordered.

I moaned and rolled onto my belly, and he
stood alongside me as his father moved further forward.

“Crawl on your belly,” Kyle ordered, pointing
with the crop.

Gulping, still feeling a crackling charge of
sexual electricity, I crawled awkwardly along on my belly, my
breasts and sensitive nipples rubbing along the carpet until I had
reached where Mister Black stood, still in his uniform.

“Clean my father's shoes... with your tongue,
slave,” Kyle ordered.

Oh God! Another explosive gush of dark,
wondering heat struck me at his words. I was embarrassed, too, of
course, but that didn't seem to matter, as I extended my neck,
licking my tongue across the front of his shoe.

“On your knees, slave.”

I moaned and pushed my bottom up.

“Long licks, slave girl,” Kyle ordered.

I licked along Mister Black's shiny black
shoes as Kyle rubbed the leather flap at the end of the riding crop
against my pussy and clitoris, feeling the sexual electricity
building up at such a … a wickedly degrading, outrageous order!

Sex slave! This was such a nasty but
thrilling game!

I licked along Mister Black's shoe as Kyle
alternately rubbed and slapped lightly at my pussy. Then Mister
Black moved aside and I had to lick Kyle's bare feet and suck on
his toes as Black used the crop on me!

God, this was so kinky, so dirty, so
nasty!

They had me crawl upstairs to my bed, and
then Kyle got in and lay on his back as I crawled in and licked my
way up and down his body, stopping, of course, to bob my mouth and
throat up and down on his erection.

I mounted him, then, facing him, and riding
up and down on his cock as he played with my breasts and clitoris.
When the heat grew intense Mister Black drew my wrists up and back
behind my neck and then locked them together to the back of the
collar!

And then he climbed into bed behind me! I was
breathless and burning up as I leaned into Kyle, riding up and down
on his cock, but when his father pulled the butt-plug out and slid
his cock up my ass again I exploded!

Again and again!

The two of them inside me at the same time
drove me insane! I cried out again and again, sobbing when I'd run
out of breath, as the two big cocks churned inside me, and Kyle
fingered my clitoris while he and his father kneaded my
breasts!

*

I had thought yesterday had been the most
thrilling, shocking and exciting sexual experience of my life, but
today... today was even more astonishing! Afterward I was numb
again, dazed by what had happened, but the thrumming sexual heat
continued to resonate through my body at every memory even as I
castigated myself for letting it all happen.

How could I have been such a slut!? Well,
because it was incredibly hot, that was how.

Would Kyle tell anyone? God, what if he told
his sister!? But no, that wasn't likely to happen. Still, it had
been a shocking and mortifying day, even if it had also been
incredibly hot. I had come more times than I could even
remember!

And yet, I had to go to work that evening,
just like usual, put on the ugly, dark brown polyester pants and
top and wait on tables for college boys who made crude jokes and
leered at me. It was funny how that had intimidated me not long
ago, even made me blush. But now I thought of myself as more a
woman of the world, more sophisticated and experienced.

“Hey, hot stuff, another black,” some guy
with a fuzzy chin and a self-confident grin said.

I nodded, not finding him impressive. I went
back and got another cup, replacing his, then moved on to the next
table, with guys trying to find something to see through the
deliberately unsexy brown uniform.

Ha, if only they had a clue! They'd all go
crazy if they guessed what I'd been up to that afternoon!

*

The next day I was caught unawares when Kyle
showed up in the morning. I answered the door in shorts and
t-shirt, puzzled, and the minute I saw him it was like my chest
tightened and I felt this hot thrumming heat down low! I was filled
with anxiety, as well as anticipation.

“Good morning, hot little slave girl,” he
said.

He pushed his way through the door without
waiting for an answer.

“Nobody home?”

I shook my head mutely.

“Anyone coming over soon?”

I shook my head again and his hand slid under
my jaw to tilt my head up.

“Answer aloud.”

“N-No!” I gulped.

His fingers tightened.

“Master,” he said softly.

“Uhm, no, master!” I gulped, flushing
hotter.

“Good,” He said with a smirk.

He pushed me against the wall and gripped my
t-shirt, yanking it up and over my head as I gasped, startled! Then
he spun me around and undid my bra, pulling it free over my
shoulder as he spun me back again.

“Oh! Wait!” I gasped as he bent and lifted me
into the air so I fell across his broad left shoulder.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom
hard, then yanked my shorts down as he carried me towards the
stairs.

“You don't give orders, slave girl, you take
them.”

I felt my shorts and panties sliding down my
legs then dropping off my ankles as he reached the stairs and
carried me upstairs! We went immediately to my room where he threw
me on the bed.

“Where did you hide the bondage gear?” he
asked.

I stared up at him with wide eyes, blushing
furiously but feeling a deep and rising heat in my lower body.

“T-The closet!” I gulped.

He shook his head then reached for my arm,
yanking me to the end of the bed, where he transferred his grip to
my long hair, gathering it up above me. He used it as a sort of
leash, pulling me firmly forward so I had to tumble down off the
bed onto my hands and knees, then walking me towards the closet
door, which he opened.

“Where, slave girl?”

Heart thumping, I pulled aside a couple of
boxes, then opened the box under them. Inside was another box, an
old jewelery box my parents had bought me once.

“I-I need the key.”

He slapped my bottom sharply and I
yelped.

“Master,” he said sternly.

“I need the key, master!”

“Where is it?”

He turned and pulled me around by the
hair.

“In the beside table!”

He walked across the room, again, pulling on
my hair so I had to scramble along on all fours to keep up, then
opened the bedside table and looked inside. He pulled me up on my
knees and I reached in and picked up the little key. He turned,
then, again walking back to the closet with me scrambling along
beside him.

I unlocked the jewelery box and he took out
the collar.

“Heels,” he ordered.

I sat back on my heels as he slipped the
collar around my throat, then fit the smaller leather restraints
around my wrists, then my ankles. He tugged on my hair to force it
back further, then fit the ball gag into my mouth, buckling the
strap behind me before pushing me forward and pushing the butt plug
into my back passage. Then he turned and walking back to the bed,
now holding my collar.

“Into the bed, on your back, arms and legs
spread wide, slave girl.”

I obeyed, pulse racing, and he grinned and
pulled several lengths of slender chain from his pocket. He fit
each around one corner of my bed, clipping them in place with small
clips, then attached them to my wrist and ankle restraints after
tossing my pillows off the bed.

He returned to my closet, found a scarf, then
folded it up as he returned to the bed and fit it over my eyes,
tying it around my head so I couldn't see a thing! And then... and
then I saw and heard and felt nothing for long minutes.

I lay there moaning softly, anxiously,
overheated but filled with uncertainty and anxiety. Why hadn't I at
least protested!? Who knew what he would do to me like this!? But
I'd been almost instantly overwhelmed and had just let him order me
around!

I heard a sound, then a moment later felt
something pushing into my right ear! I gasped and twisted my head,
but to no avail. Then his hand pressed down against my head to hold
it firmly in place and I felt something else pressed into my other
ear.

By then I had realized it was just ear-buds,
though. I expected music to start playing, but instead what started
playing was the sounds of people having sex! It was the sound of
women, mostly, gasping and moaning and begging to be fucked,
begging to be licked, crying out in pleasure again and again!

I felt the bed pushed down as if someone had
climbed into it. I felt a hand, his hand, obviously, sliding along
my belly, rubbing and caressing it, sliding up over my left breast,
which was already throbbing, the nipple hard. He lightly squeezed
that breast, then the other, then the other hand landed to knead
and squeeze both of them.

One hand slid down my trembling belly and
abdomen, and I moaned as his fingers stroked across my clitoris. I
felt it... squeezed between his fingers, which rubbed back and
forth, then the weight on the bed shifted, moving.

I felt his mouth on me! I shuddered, the
sensation exploding in strength almost immediately, and my hips
began to grind and buck up against his tongue as it lapped strongly
against me!

His hands moved up my body to my breasts,
kneading them more firmly than before as he licked, sucked, then
licked at my clitoris again. I felt the sexual pressure growing
more and more intense, and my body writhed and twisted in helpless
pleasure!

One of the ear buds was plucked from my ear
as I sank back limply, then the ball gag was removed.

“Are you my slut?” I heard him say.

“Y-Yes!” I moaned.

His finger pinched my nipple hard!

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm your slut, master!” I gasped.

“Say Master Kyle.”

“I'm your slut, master Kyle!” I moaned,
feeling a rush of embarrassment as I did.

It was... silly and a bit degrading, but what
could I do?

I felt his fingers at my clitoris, then
pushing into me. I groaned weakly as two long, thick fingers slid
into me to the knuckles, then his thumb began to rub against my
clitoris.

“Are you my whore, slave girl?”

“Yessss,” I groaned. “I'm your whore, master
Kyle!”

“Do you love my cock, slave girl?”

“Yes, master Kyle!”

He pinched both nipples then and I cried out
in pain.

“Say it!”

“I love your cock, Master Kyle!” I
exclaimed.

“You love all cocks, don't you, sex
slave?”

God, this was so dirty and deliciously
nasty!

“I love all cocks, master Kyle!”

“You love to suck cock, don't you,
slave.”

“Yes. I love to suck cocks, Master Kyle!”

“So if you love to suck cocks, and you're my
slut. Doesn't that make you a cock-sucking slut?”

I blinked behind the blindfold, and then he
pinched my nipples sharply.

“Oh! Ow! Yes! I'm a cock-sucking slut, Master
Kyle!” I cried.

He started pumping his fingers inside me
again, licked at my clitoris, making me shudder as the sexual heat
which swirled and churned around me grew more intense once
again.

“Are you my fuck toy?” he demanded.

“I'm your fuck toy, Master Kyle!” I
groaned.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, Master Kyle!” gasped.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me, Master Kyle!”

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, Master Kyle!”

“Say I'm Kyle's sex slave.”

“I'm Kyle's sex slave!” I moaned.

His fingers pulled out and then his cock slid
into me as his weight came down atop me. I shuddered and moaned,
gulping in air as he started to thrust into me with long, deep,
hard strokes.

“Beg me to fuck harder, slut,” He growled,
his breath hot against my ear.

“Please fuck me harder, Master Kyle!” I
moaned.

He did, and my body was pounded by his hard,
heavy body as his cock spiked into me again and again! He twisted
my hair up and back and then his mouth was crushing mine, his
tongue thrusting inside as he fucked me, as he rode me, as he used
me like... like his sex slave!

I came, crying out, his mouth swallowing my
cries, his body crushing me beneath him as he drove his hips into
me with unrelenting passion and power! He was a big guy, much
bigger than me, and I felt bruised and battered, but didn't
care!

It felt sooo good!

And it was only the start.

He slid off of me, then put the ear-bud back
into my ear so I heard that groaning and moaning in stereo again.
Then got out of bed, leaving me alone for a few minutes. When he
came back his fingers traced their way up and down my body before
his mouth found the center of my right breast.

He started to suck and lick and chew on it
and the surrounding flesh, his fingers kneading both breasts and
coasting up and down my body. He took his time, moving from one
breast to the other, sometimes biting into my soft, swollen flesh
too hard so that I cried out in pain.

He licked, sucked and chewed his way down my
belly until he was between my legs again, licking me there as his
fingers pushed into me. He licked and sucked me to another orgasm,
then another, before pausing.

There was another delay, then I felt
something cold... very cold and wet against my right nipple!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I cried.

It was ice! It rubbed back and forth across
my rigid nipple, circling it, then crossing it, then circling it
again, melting slowly so that icy droplets of cold liquid trickled
slowly down my breast!

“Please! Please, master!” I cried, arching my
back and trying to twist free.

He plucked one of the ear-buds out of my ears
again.

“Tell me you're a cock-loving whore.”

“I'm a cock-loving whore, master!” I
gasped.

“Tell me you're a dirty little sex
slave.”

“I'm a dirty little sex slave, master!”

The ice cube slid off my breast and down the
center of my chest, then circled my stomach and abdomen as I
squealed and writhed and twisted against the restraints!

It moved down over my clitoris, then rubbed
up and down as my hips twisted and pulled and strained against the
ankle restraints!

“Tell me you need to be fucked.”

“I need to be fucked, master! Please! I need
to be fucked, master!” I cried.

He chuckled throatily and the ice cube moved
away, then his mouth came down on my clitoris, his warm, soft,
delicious mouth! It sucked gently on my flesh as his tongue moved
up and down against me, and I moaned helplessly, chest heaving.

What had to be the dildo pushed into me,
pumping in and out as he sucked and licked, and his sucking,
licking mouth roused me up into the feverish heights of pleasure
yet again! He stopped before I could come, leaving the dildo almost
buried inside me.

I felt his hands at my ankles, releasing
first one, then the other before lifting them up and back. I
groaned in anticipation and pleasure as he bent my legs back
against my body. But then I felt him pulling the butt-plug free,
and a moment later what I thought must be his cock pressing against
my back passage!

He sank in smoothly, at first. Then he began
to pump in and out, and since he had apparently put some kind of
lubricant on himself he quickly forced his way deeper and deeper
without causing me any real pain.

I felt very full, though, with his big cock
in my ass and the dildo in my pussy, especially with my legs bent
back the way they were!

His grip shifted on my legs, sliding down to
the ankles, then forced my ankles up and back hard, then down,
making me gasp as he forced them over my shoulders and then back
behind my neck!

And then.. he started to thrust.

I gasped and grunted and moaned as his cock
plunged deep into my belly, then, as he got deeper, his pubic bone
began to slap against the base of the dildo in my pussy too! It was
a double shock, and I began to grunt and cry out with every deep
stroke, the fever heat rising inside me again as my skull began to
pulse with pressure!

Another orgasm tore through me, and I cried
out, sobbing breathlessly as the violence of the eruption slashed
across my mind!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Mister Black arrived at his usual time, and I
was waiting for him, kneeling, naked, shackled, gagged, and with
the butt-plug inside me! He had me crawl around again, and shift
positions from 'Heels' to 'Present'. He introduced a new one,
today. It was like Heels, only standing up. I stood with legs
apart, back arched, head back, and hands behind my neck.

I had to crawl around and then quickly jump
into the right position as soon as he spoke it so I didn't get the
crop across my sore bottom!

Mister Black picked me up across his shoulder
the same way Kyle had, and carried me downstairs to the basement,
the unfinished part, with the stone floor. There he had me sit on
the floor, and tied ropes to the rings in my ankle restraints
before pulling them up over a ceiling beam.

I gasped, dragged a bit along the floor as my
ankles were lifted up, then my bottom, then my back, my shoulders,
and finally, I was hanging upside down, suspended by my ankles,
which were wide apart! My wrists, of course, were pinned together
behind my back!

The blood rushed to my head in that position,
even as he began to slide the dildo into me and lick me! And when I
came my head almost seemed to explode with the power of the
orgasm!

Mister Black knelt behind me and gripped my
hair, pulling it up and back, which pulled my head up and back
until I was awkwardly looking back at him between my own shoulders.
Looking back at his stiff erection, that is! Which he quickly
thrust into my open mouth!

He drove himself deep into my throat, pumping
casually in and out, but using long strokes until pulling out,
moving standing up, and then fucking me hard and fast!

*

For several days, Kyle came in the morning,
and then Mister Black in the afternoon! It was so wild and crazy!
They fucked me again and again, and made me come even more often!
They were also extremely bossy in this 'slave' game of theirs, but
that was thrilling too, especially since it wound up with me having
so many incredible orgasms!

I had to be wary, though. One little thing
done wrong and I'd get pinched nipples, or pulled hair, or the crop
across my bottom, or even a spanking! Kyle gave me a spanking that
had me sobbing at the pain in my burning buttocks! But then he
fucked me hard and fast, and made me come even with the tears still
in my eyes.

It was kind of bewildering and overwhelming.
It was also very weird! I mean, we didn't talk about anything. I
would have thought at least Kyle and me could talk about stuff,
maybe, and maybe cuddle more. But he was just as bossy as his
father, and both of them had me being silent most of the time
except to say variations on 'Yes, master' or 'No, master' or call
myself their slave girl and fuck toy and slut.

I didn't know how to deal with that, and
since I got a slap whenever I didn't respond properly, all I could
really do is say whatever they wanted me to say as soon as they
gave me an order.

Kyle came over a few days later and after
fucking me and licking me and masturbating me and making me crawl
around and beg he hung me upside down in the basement. Unlike when
his father did it he also drew my wrists down and out so I was
spreadeagled in mid-air.

I felt the dildo going into my pussy, and
then another one into my ass! There was some delay, which I
couldn't ask about since he had gagged me and couldn't see because
he had blindfolded me. Then I felt the ear-buds going into my ears
and moans and groans.

It didn't take me more than an instant to
recognize them as mine, though! It was my own voice gasping and
moaning and crying out in pleasure! Like they'd recorded me
somehow! And it was my own voice calling myself a cock-sucking
whore and a dirty little sex slave and a fuck toy and begging to be
fucked and then fucked harder! Again and again and again!

And then I felt this sudden buzzing against
my sex. I realized the dildo he'd pushed into my pussy had a sort
of branch which angled down over the top of my sex, right over my
clitoris. And it was buzzing pretty strongly.

I felt something pinching both nipples, then
kind of pulling them out a bit, and despite my crying out and
twisting in pain, he didn't take them off! Thankfully, the initial
sharp pain began to diminish into a weak background throbbing.

And then he left. I mean, I couldn't say for
a certainty he left immediately as opposed to in an hour or so,
because I couldn't see or hear or ask. I hung upside down, feeling
the fullness in my abdomen from the dildos inside me, and this
incredible buzzing sensation which soon had me writhing and
twisting and straining against the restraints!

I hung there until his father showed up. I'm
not quite sure how long but definitely two hours. By then I was
completely exhausted, drained, and sobbing weakly. My insides ached
badly from the spasming of my abdominal muscles through too many
orgasms to even count!

I was not so much feverish by the time he let
me down as disoriented, eyes glazed, drooling around the ball gag,
and twitching uncontrollably.

He carried me upstairs to the bathtub and
then gently bathed me and gave me juice to drink before carrying me
back to my bed. He fucked me then, but it was a relaxed kind of
fuck, and then he left for work.

I twitched a lot for a while after that, and
was exhausted and had a headache for hours.

God!

The next morning I was ready for Kyle,
prepared in the same way his father liked me to be prepared,
kneeling in front of the door naked and gagged with my wrists
locked behind my back and the butt-plug inside me.

The door opened, but instead of Kyle it was
Mrs. Black that walked in!

I gaped at her in disbelief, feeling a wild
shock-wave of embarrassment, which quickly rose to total
humiliation as she folded her arms and glared at me.

“So, you're the girl who's been fucking my
husband,” she said sternly.

Oh! My! God!

I scrambled up and tried to run but she
grabbed my hair and jerked me back against her, holding it tightly
in her fist behind my neck.

“Where do you think you're going, you little
bondage slut?” she demanded.

I rolled my eyes up and back at her
helplessly, mortified! I wanted to run away and hide under my bed
and never see her again!

“I've known hot assed little cock loving
girls like you before,” she growled. “Too eager to get something
big in her hot little pussy to worry about whether the man they're
spreading their legs for is married or not!”

She was shoving me towards the kitchen as she
spoke. Once inside she looked around, glaring angrily, then forced
me to my knees and pulled a slender leather belt from around her
waist, then looped it around my neck!

I gurgled as she yanked it tight, momentarily
feeling a wild flare of terror that she was going to strangle me!
But instead she drew the belt back and wrapped it tightly around
the door handle, then left me like that for a moment.

She began to open and close drawers, and at
one point pulled a big butcher knife out and glared at me before
tossing it back into the drawer. She smiled thinly and then took a
thick ball of twine from a drawer, then walked back to me.

“I think what you need, little girl, is a
lesson in how too much of a good things can be a bad thing,” she
said.

She had taken the scissors with her, and know
tied the twine to my ankle restraints before leading it up to my
wrist restraints behind me. I wasn't sure what that accomplished,
until I realized I wouldn't be able to stand up.

“Spread your legs, slut,” she barked.

The order had been one I'd gotten a lot
lately from Kyle and Mister Black, so my legs almost immediately
snapped apart, before, blushing hotly, I tried to close them again,
then opened them as her eyes bored into me!

Her hand slid down between my legs and cupped
my pussy.

“So, you like big hard things inside you,
hmm? Filthy little slut.”

She got up and walked over to the
refrigerator, opened it, and then took out the butter. Then she
bent and found something else which her body hit from me. She
closed the refrigerator, and then when she turned around she was
smirking at me and holding up – a big cucumber!

With butter all over the top half!

My eyes bulged and I shook my head as she
came back to me and squatted down before me.

“What's the matter, slut? You know you like
big, hard objects inside your hot little pussy?”

I moaned and shook my head but she only
gripped the belt and pulled. My eyes bulged as the loop closed
around my neck, and I was forced to rise up! Doing so arched my
back, though, because my wrists were behind me and tied to my
ankles!

I felt the rounded nose of the cucumber
against my sex, felt it rubbing up and down hard and fast, then
pushing into it! Since it was slick with butter, and since the
narrower top wasn't any thicker than the cocks which had been using
me lately, it slid easily into the mouth of my sex.

But then as she eased her pull on the belt
and I sank back down I felt the pressure as the thicker body of the
cucumber started to push against me! I moaned helplessly, again
trying to shake my head, my eyes wide. I tried to rise again, but
her other hand pushed down on my shoulder!

My body's own weight pressed down harder and
harder on the cucumber, and I felt the lips of my sex stretching
wider and wider – and wider! I moaned helplessly as my own body's
weight slowly forced it inside me, and then, I felt the thick round
vegetable slowly pushing up deeper and deeper into my belly!

She held the other end flat against the
floor, smirking at me, letting my own body's weight force me slowly
down further and further! When it was almost halfway inside me, I
felt absolutely stuffed and stretched out inside!

She got up and left me there and I moaned,
trying to dislodge it, but in the way I was tied made that
impossible. It was so tight inside me someone would almost need to
pull it free!

Then Mrs. Black returned. And I gasped to see
she had the vibrator in her hand! It was the one Kyle had shoved
into me the other day, and she squatted in front of me, turned it
on, and then pressed it firmly against my clitoris!

The butter on the cucumber had made me pretty
slick down there, and with the incredible fullness and the way my
pussy lips were stretched so incredibly tightly, I could actually
feel the vibrator pressing my clitoris down and back into the
cucumber which was inside me!

“I know a slut when I see her,” she said. “I
knew you were a slut the first minute you showed up in my house.”
She smiled thinly. “But that's all right. Sluts have their uses as
long as they do as they're told.”

She then surprised me by combing my mussed up
hair back from my forehead.

“You see, my husband doesn't really interest
me much any more.”

I stared at her, wild-eyed.

“He's such a fucking know-it-all and always
wants to get his way in everything,” she said with a growl.
“Besides, I've grown tired of big, strong he-men. I've been
experimenting with softer, sweeter flesh for a few years now.”

My eyes couldn't have gotten much wider, I'm
sure!

She looked me up and down.

“Keep those knees wide, slut.”

I gulped and then moaned as she reached down
and spread them achingly far.

“What a soft, slutty body you have,” she said
in almost a purr.

Her free hand began to caress my breasts as
the other started rubbing the vibrator from side to side against my
clitoris.

“I'm sure my husband has been demonstrating
how he feels slaves should behave and please their 'masters',” she
said. “Now you're going to learn how nasty little slave girls
please their mistresses.”

I shuddered as the slick butter and my own
weight forced me down further and further on the cucumber! It
ached, and yet, with that buzzing vibrator grinding against me, and
the sudden sexual tone in her voice I felt a jarring change in my
mental outlook.

I mean, I was still embarrassed and still
fearful, but the sharp edges were off both as Mrs. Black revealed
herself to be something other than just an outraged wife. Instead I
felt a new, but breathless anxiety about the thought she was going
to want me to have sex with her!

It's not like I hadn't … thought about sex
with girls before, mind you, but not Mrs. Black!

But I could neither do nor say anything, with
the gag in my mouth and my wrists and ankles tightly bound. All I
could do was helplessly sink down further on the long, thick
cucumber as my breathing grew more ragged and my insides more
achingly full!

I moaned a protest into the gag, but she just
smirked at me, then looked down at me breasts, reached out, and
began to run her fingers over them.

“You certainly have fine breasts, slave
girl,” she said. “I always wanted big breasts like this, but I knew
they'd get me the wrong kind of attention, not to mention being in
the way. Are they as sensitive as smaller breasts?”

She rolled and tweaked my nipples, which were
still terribly sensitive from what Kyle had done to them the other
day, and my mind and body both squirmed with discomfort even as I
sank lower on the thick cucumber!

She reached up and behind me, then, and undid
the buckle of the strap going around my head. Her fingers pried the
ball gag slowly out of my mouth, and then dropped it on the
floor.

“There, such pretty lips,” she said.

Her fingers caressed my lips, then she leaned
in and kissed me! Hard!

My eyes bulged, but I had to admit she was
awfully good at kissing. Her lips were soft, and gentle while still
being filled with passion and hunger! Her tongue caressed my lips
and then dipped between them. Her lips moved against mine, and her
tongue fluttered, and she gripped my hair, jerking it up and back
to crush my lips harder against her!

The kiss went on and on even as her free hand
continued to grind the vibrator against me, and even as I continued
to sink slowly down on the cucumber!

Also as I sank down, the belt she'd looped
around my neck began to tighten, incrementally, which inspired me
to try harder to keep myself up. Only the vibrator, the thickness
inside me, and her long, passionate kiss, were starting to make my
mind swirl with a growing sense of dark arousal.

I mean, it wasn't like I could do anything
about it anyway. I couldn't refuse! Well, I suppose I could, but
then she'd really be mad at me, even madder, I mean, than she
already was for my screwing around with her husband. I figured that
I didn't dare!

I would much rather have her kissing me than
maybe beating the shit out of me for fucking her husband!

The cucumber throbbed inside me, my vaginal
sheath straining and bulging inside my belly! The vibrator ground
against me, and a liquid heat started to build inside me. I'd
already done so many wild and kinky and degrading things with her
husband and with Kyle that giving in almost seemed – well,
normal.

And anyway, I was all tied up and at her
mercy!

My body began to tremble in tune with the
vibrations between my legs, the raw heat gushing up through my
veins, crackling like electricity along my nervous system. I felt
the build-up in sexual pressure, a sweltering surge of excitement,
heat and need that swept over my mind like a drug!

She drew her mouth back slowly.

“Are you my slut, slave girl?” she asked in a
low growl.

I moaned helplessly. “I-I'm your slut,
mistress!” I whimpered, flushing hotly.

She smiled thinly.

“Are you my whore?”

“I'm your whore, mistress!” I gasped, feeling
a rush of heat a the words.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!” I moaned.

“Filthy little slut,” she purred, jerking my
hair back again and kissing me hard.

She pulled her lips off my mouth, then slid
them down along the nape of my neck, chewing lightly, sucking and
kissing, then moved lower, onto my breasts! I cried out weakly as
her teeth bit into the soft flesh of my breasts surrounding my
nipples, and she sucked and licked fiercely!

The cucumber ached but the aching sensation
didn't seem quite so daunting now compared to the feverish need
rising within me. I had always gotten off on being penetrated, and
that had only grown more powerful since Mister Black had begun to
use me.

I wanted... more of it inside me! I wanted it
all inside me! I didn't care if it ached! I moaned, helplessly,
letting myself sink, wincing and gasping at the pressure the tip of
the thing was placing against what surely must be the back end of
my pussy!

But I wanted more!

The belt tightened further around my throat
as I sank down, and I gurgled weakly, my head starting to pound, my
eyes bulging a little. My hips were now grinding helplessly against
the vibrator as the fever grew more intense. I could barely breath,
but didn't care! I sobbed dazedly, the ache growing worse, but the
heat deepening!

Impaled! I wanted to be impaled on the long,
thick vegetable! I gurgled, light-headed now, gasping for breath
like a fish out of water, as Mrs. Black chewed and sucked on my
nipples and ground the vibrator against my clitoris.

The orgasm exploded within me with a
tremendous eruption of sensation! I screamed breathlessly, my mouth
opening and closing, my eyes wide, breathless, my skull threatening
to burst open with the incredible pressure that was being
released!

My entire body thrashed and trembled,
convulsions tearing through me as I twisted and writhed, impaled on
the cucumber, fire flashing up and down my spine as I writhed and
shook and sobbed in feverish ecstasy!

I think I could have died of pleasure! And I
probably would have had Mrs. Black not brought her mouth up from my
breasts, smirking at me, then reached up and loosened the belt so
that I could breath again!

“Such a dirty little girl,” she said in a
purring voice, as I slumped, coughing and gasping for breath,
moaning, eyes glassy. “But that doesn't mean you don't have
punishment coming to you, dirty girl.”

She stood up, though I barely noticed. I was
barely conscious, in fact. When I did look up it was because she
stepped directly in front of me, and I looked up from her
high-heeled shoes, up her bare ankles and knees, up her bare thighs
to their juncture in her naked sex.

She was naked, and stood over me, glaring
imperiously as I blinked up dazedly.

“Now you're going to learn the first of your
lessons in pleasing a woman, slave girl,” she said.

She stepped forward, gripping my hair and
pulling it upward, using it, in much the same way her husband and
son did, like a lever or handle. Her pussy was directly in front of
my face, and then she ground my face into it.

“Let's start your training.”

My 'training' consisted of licking her and
sucking her, and doing it with precisely the right strength and
speed and direction and way that she liked it. To encourage better
performance she simply jerked on my hair sharply enough to
sting.

“I don't think you're working hard enough,
slave,” she said after a few minutes.

She squatted before me and took down a small
pair of what looked like bells she had put on the counter. They
were small golden bells on inch long chains with little spring
clips on the ends. She held the clips up to frame my stiff nipples,
settled them in around them, then – let them go.

I cried out in pain, twisting and jerking
helplessly, which only made me cry out again, for the bells jerked
and tugged on my nipples, in addition to pinching them, whenever I
moved suddenly!

“Oh! Oh! Please! Take them off! Take them
off!” I cried.

She slapped my face, which shocked me enough
to go silent.

“Mistress!” she growled.

“Please, mistress! I moaned. “Please take
them off, mistress!”

“Not until you show you've learned something,
little slut.”

She stood up and jerked on my hair again,
guiding my tongue to her sex and repeating her lessons.

I licked frantically, very, very earnestly
trying to do exactly as she wanted, and apparently she found my
efforts more pleasing.

“Good slave girl,” she said, much to my
relief, petting my hair like a dog.

She moved back, and then squatted down.

“As a reward...” she said.

She had something in her hand. It looked like
a softball on a stick, or like a big ice cream cone. It was round
and plastic, with a handle, and she pressed the round thing in
against my pussy, then took down a length of duct tape and taped
the handle to the floor!

When she turned it on it turned out to be
another vibrator! I moaned as it ground against me. I ached down
there from the fullness of the cucumber, most of which was now
buried inside me!

She stood up and guided my mouth to her sex
again, and I began to lick her once more. I licked hard, and she
began to grind her hips against me, jamming her sex against my
mouth, and then, suddenly she gasped aloud and jammed my open mouth
against her as she – squirted! She squirted pussy juices into my
open mouth! God!

“That's a good little slave girl,” she sighed
happily. “You'll have to improve, of course, but for a first time –
not bad.”

She squatted before me again.

“But that doesn't get you off from punishment
for fucking my husband, you little slut.”

I cringed again, then gurgled as she gripped
the belt and pulled. The loop tightened around my throat and lifted
me upward, and I scrambled up, moaning as the bells tugged on my
nipples, arching my back as rising pulled my wrists back.

Then, smirking, she reached under me and
pulled the butt-plug out. A moment later I saw a second
cucumber.

“Oh! Oh no!” I moaned.

“Oh yes, slut!”

She pressed one end against my opening and
the other against the floor and then relaxed her grip on the belt.
I gasped and felt the pressure as I sank down. I groaned aloud, the
cucumber forcing my sphincter wider and wider, then slowly sinking
into me!

“Please, mistress!” I moaned.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?”

“Yes! Yes, mistress!”

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, mistress!” I
cried.

“Are you sorry for being an adulterous slut?”
she demanded.

“Yesss!” I moaned. “I'm sorry for being an
adulterous slut, mistress!”

I shuddered as inch after inch of the thick
green cucumber slid up into my bottom!

“Then you have a lot to make up to me, you
little whore,” she said.

She stood up once more and gripped my hair,
pulling my mouth in against her sex.

“Again!” she ordered.

I whimpered and licked hard, panting and
moaning as my body's weight slowly sank further, as the cucumber
pushed deeper. God, was I ever full! And then I sank down far
enough that my clitoris made contact with the round vibrator, and I
began to tremble and shudder!

I licked desperately, as dark heat and
passion began to build within me once again, and once it took hold
of my mind I desperately wanted to be even more full! I ground
myself against the vibrator, and forced my body down lower, even as
my breathing became harder and harder with the belt choking me!

I came violently. It was like I completely
lost control of my body, which thrashed and shook in maddened
pleasure! I gurgled and choked and my eyes bulged as I forced
myself down harder, glorying in the deep, hard ache of the two big
cucumbers inside me!

I reveled in how slutty and wicked and dark
and nasty this was, throwing myself into the storm of sensation
without a single hesitation or care! So what if I was strangling!
Who cared about a little thing like that!?

The orgasm took me like a rag doll in the
mouth of a tiger and shook me wildly, until my mind had tumbled end
over end and I was nothing more than a mindless sexual animal!

“Whore,” she growled.

She loosened the belt before I could lose
consciousness, and then cut the cord binding my wrists and ankles
together. She threw me forward onto the floor and I grunted
drunkenly, panting, sweating, and totally messed up.

A stiletto-heeled shoe landed on my back.

“You and I are going to get along
wonderfully, slave girl,” she said, “Once you learn to obey me
instantly and completely, of course.”

Crack!

I gasped and flinched.

“Raise your tight little ass high into the
air, slut.”

I merely moaned, until the next blow, then
jerked helplessly.

“P-Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Raise that ass high!”

Trembling, I forced my hips upward into the
air, groaning and still gasping for breath.

I rolled my eyes up to see she had unfastened
the belt from the door handle, and had now doubled it up in her
hand.

“What kind of punishment do you think I
should give to an adulterous slut who is fucking my husband?” she
asked.

She swung the belt and it cracked sharply
down across my buttocks!

I cried out weakly, dropping back to the
floor.

“Raise that ass high, slut or you'll get
double what I intend!”

Whimpering, I obeyed.

“Now you will count each blow aloud, slave
girl,” she said. “If you miss one, or if you move, then it will be
repeated. Do you understand, slut?”

“Y-Yes, mistress,” I panted.

Crack! The belt cut across my bottom,
and a hot, stinging flash of fire lit up the line of flesh it had
struck!

“Oh! One!” I cried.

Crack!

“Two!” I moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Three! Aggh! Four! Oh! Five! Oww! Six! Ahh!
Seven!”

“Are you sorry for sucking my husband's cock
without my permission, slut?” she demanded.

“Yes, mistress!” I gasped. “I'm sorry for
sucking your husband's cock without your permission!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt snapped down across my rapidly
reddening buttocks and the pain grew worse, my flesh heating up and
the stinging sharper. I cried out at every blow, calling out the
number, wishing I knew how many blows I was to receive!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

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

“Yes, mistress!” I cried. “I'm sorry for
being a filthy slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a cheap little
whore?”

“Yes, Mistress! I'm sorry for being a cheap
little whore!” I cried, my voice starting to break as I sobbed at
further blows!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She stopped at thirty, by which time I was
sobbing openly. I was so relieved when she halted at last! Then she
snapped the leash to my collar, unlinked my wrists, and had me
crawl out of the room, the two cucumbers still ninety percent
buried inside me, the bells swinging and tinkling, and tugging on
my nipples.

I licked her shoes and begged her
forgiveness, and then licked her pussy again before assuming the
'present' position Kyle and Mister Black had taught me.

To my immense relief, she gripped the
cucumber in my ass and slowly pulled it free. Oh it felt soooo good
to have it out of me! It had been straining me so badly! Then she
eased the second cucumber out of my pussy! I shuddered, feeling
another wondrous wave of relief!

She stood up and moved around in front of me
and I gasped as my eyes rolled up at her. She had, while she'd been
behind me, put on this … thing. I mean, it was a strap-on dildo. I
knew that immediately, of course. But the dildo itself was so thick
and black and realistically shaped! It was also long and curved
slightly upward.

“Now I'm going to fuck your hot little pussy
until you scream with pleasure, slave girl,” she said.

She moved behind me and I knelt there,
unmoving, moaning as I felt the thing sliding up and down against
my sex. It sank into me relatively easily, given its thickness. It
was still not as thick as the cucumber had been, after all. Which
meant I still had a tremendous feeling of relief and ease.

And as it moved in and out of me it felt...
good... natural... right... and my position was now becoming
familiar. It was the one I had been fucked in a lot, and always
given an orgasm in. The familiarity and the delicious sensual feel
of her dildo... her cock... moving inside me began to arouse me
again.

Maybe I had never really been far from
arousal, or maybe I had never quite stopped being aroused. But as
the thick cock pushed into me I felt a rising heat once again, and
groaned, surrendering to the sensations, to the heat, to the
mindless bliss.

This was so much better than being strapped,
after all, and I luxuriated in it, groaning aloud and letting my
eyes close as her hips began to slap against my buttocks.

That she gripped my hair and yanked it back
was also familiar, and when she reached her arm down across my hip,
and her long fingers found my hypersensitive clitoris, well, that
put me completely back in my element!

She did exactly as she had promised me she
would do. She fucked me until I screamed in pleasure, until another
series of incredible orgasm tore through my body and tore my mind
apart in howling storms of pleasure.
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I had a couple of hours to recover before
Mister Black was due. Or at least my body did. My mind... not so
much. I was still feeling overwhelmed by events, and completely at
a loss by the time I knelt in front of the door again and waited
what he would do to me!

“Are you happy to see me, Slave girl?” he
asked as he stood in the doorway.

“Yes, master,” I replied through the gag as
best I could.

He wasn't in uniform today. I wondered if
that meant he was off today. He had a bag with him, though, and I
felt a sense of anticipation, wondering what new he'd brought to
make me hot.

He pulled me to my feet, holding me up on the
balls of my feet by the hair as his other hand slid between my
trembling thighs. His fingers started to stroke me in that way he
had, so skillful, so knowledgeable, and almost at once I felt hot
rushing liquid heat pouring up through my body!

But then he stopped, and let me down onto my
heels. He undid the collar and removed it, then removed the gag and
restraints. I was puzzled, but then he opened the bag and took out
a piece of green cloth. He let it unfold, then tossed it to me.

“Put it on, slave girl.”

It was a dress of sorts! Confused, I pulled
it over my head and down. It wasn't much of a dress, more of a
thin, short slip dress than anything else. It had ample cleavage,
though, and was very tight across my chest and buttocks. It was
also very short, certainly shorter than anything I'd ever worn but
a nightie.

“Very hot,” he said. “Get a pair of high
heels to go with it, the highest you have.”

Puzzled, I hurried upstairs and got a pair of
high heels. They were stilettos, and I almost never wore them, but
I put them on and then walked back and forth in front of him as he
examined me.

“Excellent,' he said. “Let's go.”

“Go!?”

“We're going out somewhere.”

He took my hand and led me to the door and I
gulped anxiously, looking down at the cleavage being shown in the
front of the thin, tight dress! There was certainly a lot of it!
The dress was tight, as I said, tight enough to squeeze my breasts
up and together even without a bra!

It was also very short. I had never gone
outside in a skirt this short, let alone one with this much
cleavage!

“But... “

He turned and his hand closed around my
throat.

“Are you arguing with your master, slave
girl?” he demanded in that voice.

“N-N-No, master!” I squeaked.

He turned and opened the door, then led me
outside to his car.

I felt practically naked, as if I was outside
in one of my little nightshirts! Except this dress had a lot more
cleavage than any nightie or nightshirt I'd ever worn!

I felt a little better in the car. At least
the neighbors couldn't see me.

“Where are we going... master?”

“Someplace where you can watch a show and
learn a little.”

I frowned in confusion and uncertainty.

He pulled away from the curb and turned to
look at me. “Spread your legs wide,” he ordered.

Flushing, I obeyed. The skirt was so short
that when I was sitting, it barely covered me, and with my legs
spread wide, well...

“Peel that up higher.”

Blushing a bit, I pulled the elastic fabric
up around my waist as the car moved down the street, and his hand
slid between my thighs, his fingers starting to stroke my clitoris
again.

He watched the road, his hand between my
thighs, his fingers stroking and rubbing as I felt the dark heat
rising higher and the sexual pressure growing more intense within
me.

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, master. I'm your slut, master!” I
gasped.

“Are you my whore.”

“I'm your whore, master.”

“Are you my hot little fuck toy?”

“Yes, master. I'm your hot little fuck toy,
master!”

God, the words were so dirty and nasty! They
should have outraged me, and did, in a way, but somehow, with
Mister Black, what outraged me also turned me on. Besides, I was
getting used to saying stuff like that now, for him, for his wife,
and for Kyle.

He took his fingers away from my clit and
pushed them into my mouth, and I licked lewdly, rolling my eyes at
him as he slid them in and out.

He let me pull the dress down when we reached
our destination, but my entire body was flushed with heat by then.
He'd been careful not to let me come, and I remembered how he'd
told Kyle not to have me come except when I was tied up. I wondered
if that was why.

He led me into some kind of bar, with loud
music playing. Only as we got deeper inside did I realize it was a
strip club! We sat down right next to the stage, where some
big-busted blonde was dancing, and he pointed his two fingers at my
eyes, then at the stage.

I gulped and watched her, blushing. There
weren't many people in the club since it was early afternoon. I was
grateful for that, but the ones who were there looked at me in
that way, you know, like I was meat and they were dogs.

Girls didn't usually show up in these places,
except on stage or as waitresses. I felt self-conscious in the
slutty little dress, and nervous, wondering what Mister Black would
do. Of course, I was still wearing more than the waitresses, or the
stripper on the stage, so that was some consolation.

“Pay attention to the girls on stage,” he
said sternly.

I did, watching the blonde there twirling and
swinging around the pole, watching her take off the last of her
clothes and parade around naked. I felt a sense of admiration for
her at the same time as I felt embarrassed for her. I mean, imagine
strutting around naked in front of all those people! Yet she seemed
quite casual about it.

So did the next girl, as a waitress came over
and brought us drinks. The next girl was a redhead, sleek and
pretty, and she moved faster, to faster music than the blonde had.
She didn't have as big breasts, but she was quite lithe and
graceful.

“Come on,” Mister Black said.

He got up and walked around the stage, then
through a curtained doorway into a narrow aisle that was poorly
lit. There were curtained alcoves on either side, and he walked
into one, taking me with him.

It was a very small room, with a small half
circle sofa, or maybe padded bench against one wall. There was a
round table in front of it, and curtains along the walls. We sat
down, and after a moment a girl came in. I gulped as she began to
dance in front of Mister Black.

She was another blonde, small, like his wife,
with long straight hair. Her body undulated in time to the music as
she slid her hands up and down it. She didn't take very long to
strip off the thin dress she was wearing, and was naked beneath
it.

She climbed onto the sofa, straddling Mister
Black, grinding herself against him, her upper torso sliding in and
out, up and down as she rolled her head bonelessly, moaning low in
her throat.

She turned, her bare leg sliding up and
around to turn gracefully until she was sitting on him facing
forward, then grinding her buttocks back against his crotch. I
guessed that I was supposed to be watching to learn how to give a
lap dance like her, though I didn't think that took a lot of
lessons!

But then, still entirely naked, she swung her
leg up and around and turned her body so she was facing me, and
sliding atop me! I gasped, eyes widening, turning to look at Mister
Black. But he just smiled as the girl began to grind herself
against me.

She slid her hands through my hair and down
over my shoulders, leaning in more than she had with Mister Black.
And then she kissed me! I wasn't as shocked as I would have been
before Mrs. Black had shown up at my door, but I was still
startled!

I felt her hands on my breasts, then,
squeezing them gently through the thin dress, and started to feel
my heart pounding and my blood racing. She pulled her head up and
back, her hands sliding behind my head to pull it forward so my
face was rubbing against her high, pert breasts.

My head was starting to swirl and churn with
indecision, uncertainty, confusion, but I knew what Mister Black
wanted, even if I was awfully anxious about it. I began to lick and
suck on her breasts, my hands hesitantly sliding up her ribs.

She eased back, smiling, then her hands slid
down to my thighs, gathering up the thin fabric and pulling it up.
I gasped, jerking my head around to look at Mister black again. He
nodded, and I felt a jolt as the girl slid the fabric out from
under my buttocks, then peeled it up my body, up over my head and
off.

And then I was naked! I was naked in a strip
club! True, we had some privacy, but anyone could walk by that open
doorway! There wasn't anything I could do about it, though, as the
girl leaned into me more, still grinding her hips, now pressing her
breasts against my chest as she kissed me again.

Her hands slid through my hair and up and
down my body, squeezing and kneading my breasts as we kissed. I was
feeling a sense of electrifying sexuality at just being naked in a
semi-public place, let alone with what this woman was doing to
me!

Her small, slender hand squirmed down between
my thighs and I let out a helpless gasp as her fingers found my
clitoris! I reached for her wrist but Mister Black grasped my own
arm and jerked it back. I moaned into her mouth as her fingers
stroked me, the heat starting to rise rapidly within me!

This was so wild and crazy!

Someone came into the room! I gasped and
jerked to the side, trying to push her off, but Mister Black
grasped my arm again to hold me in place!

It was another stripper, and she began to
dance and roll her hips in time to the same music as the first
girl! This girl was black, taller and with larger breasts, which
she bared very quickly! The first girl slid to her knees before me,
spreading my legs apart as she began to lick her way up my
thighs!

The black girl climbed atop me, standing on
the bench rather than kneeling, leaning in to grasp my hair and
pull my mouth in against her own pussy! I pushed at her feebly with
one hand, Mister Black holding the other, and then gave up, licking
at her pussy as her body forced my head back across the top of the
backrest.

She ground her pussy against me as the girl
between my legs licked harder and faster, and the heat seemed to
churn inside me as well as swirling around me! I moaned as I felt
fingers pushing into my sex, which was still aching and sore from
what Mrs. Black had done!

Then there was another stripper in there!
This was the redhead we'd seen on stage! She sat on my right, and
her hand moved in to knead one of my breasts before she leaned in
to start sucking and licking and chewing on the other!

The shorter girl had... god, three fingers
inside me and was trying to push a fourth in! We were starting to
get loud, I thought, or at least I was, moaning and gasping and
jerking against them! Mr. Black pulled my left leg up and across
his lap, and a moment later the redhead pulled my right leg up
across her lap!

The girl kneeling between my legs was trying
to wedge all five fingers into me as she sucked rhythmically on my
clitoris! And then she did, as I cried out at the ache, at the
sharp stinging pain! But a volcanic heat seemed to take hold of me
as she slid her hand slowly up inside me and then the orgasm
hit!

The black girl jammed her pussy down hard
against my mouth as I began to cry out in a louder and louder
voice, muffling me as her dark eyes bored into mine. She was
practically riding my mouth as the smaller woman's hand pushed even
deeper, twisting and turning as my pussy spasmed violently around
it!

Orgasm after orgasm ripped through me as the
hand inside me shifted, the fingers drawing into a small hard fist.
The fist pushed deeper, the girl's forearm stretching my pussy as
she pumped it slowly in and out and continued to lick wildly on my
clitoris.

I writhed and thrashed and bucked and sobbed
dazedly, helplessly, my arms and legs pinned to the sides as the
black woman ground her pussy over my mouth. It was so insane! My
mind was blasted again and again as the sensory storm tore back and
forth within me!

Shell-shocked, I cried out weakly as the
shorter girl slowly slid her hand out of me, at last. I was allowed
to close my legs and recover – a little. Then two of the girls, the
redhead and the blonde, pulled me to my feet. Laughing, they pulled
me out of the room!

“Wait! Wait!” I gasped, struggling against
them!

But the music was playing loudly, so loud it
was thumping against my chest, and then they pulled me into a much
larger room at the end of the little hallway. This was also round,
with round padded benches circling it. But it had a round two foot
high stage in the middle, with a pole in the center.

And two strange men there, with two girls
giving them lap dances!

I squealed, but the girls laughingly pulled
me further in and then up onto the stage! They began dancing with
me, and pressing me back against the pole, and pressing their
bodies against mine, as the two men looked up in surprised
pleasure.

The sudden shocked embarrassment began to
fade. I mean, there were five of us naked girls there, after all,
and just two men. It was still embarrassing as hell, but it was a
bearable thing, and the heat started to rise within me because...
well, look at what I was doing! This was so nasty and wicked and
darkly thrilling!

My movements were slow and jerky and hesitant
and embarrassed, at first, but after a minute or two I was doing
better, and experimentally swinging around the pole. I felt a
rising tide of excitement the longer I stood there dancing. It was
like a dirty fantasy come to life! I'd danced in front of my
bedroom and bathroom mirrors many times vamping it up and
pretending I was a stripper.

Now I was dancing naked in a strip club, and
it even had a pole there!

I still felt anxious, but it was a
breathless, excited anxiety. It grew when a third man showed up and
sat down to watch us, though, and then again when a fourth man came
in. I was doing my best to imitate the other two girls, and they
were playing things up, mashing their breasts against mine, for
example, or spooning me as we moved in tandem.

A fifth and sixth men came in, and my chest
got even tighter, my skin more flushed. But excitement drove me on.
Besides, what else was I going to do!? Jump down and run away
screaming?

One of the men gestured the redhead down, and
she was soon giving him a lap dance. Then another man gestured the
blond down, and she started giving him a lap dance.

That left me all alone on the stage, turning
and twisting, making my body undulate and my hips roll, swinging
around the pole and acting as sexy as I could. I was nervous,
though, self-conscious and anxious, and my heart was pounding.

God, I can't believe I'm doing this!
was something that passed often through my mind.

Then a man gestured me forward. I felt the
breath catch in my throat, and hesitated. He waved a twenty dollar
bill at me, and frowned when I didn't come down immediately. I felt
I almost had to! So, reluctantly, I stepped down onto the carpet,
and sort of shimmied over, dancing uncertainly. I took a deep
breath, then, flushing, I straddled him, grinding myself against
him as the other girls had done and were doing.

I could feel his erection underneath me as I
ground myself against him, and, daringly, I let my body bow and
bend forward, then arch up across him so my nipples slid right past
his face less than an inch away. I gave him a sexy look, hoping he
didn't see through it to how wildly uncertain and embarrassed I
was!

I rolled my eyes at the other girls as I
arched my back, wanting to see what they were doing so I could
imitate it. Most were sitting facing their mens knees so I turned
and ground my buttocks down against his crotch, rubbing and
grinding in a circular motion in time to the music.

And just doing that for like, ten minutes got
me sixty dollars! It was a bit embarrassing when his cock deflated,
because I knew he'd come in his pants. But he didn't seem to be
bothered by it. I got off him, blushing hotly, but he grinned and
slid his fingers through my hair before leaving.

Then another man had me straddle him, so I
repeated my performance, and made another forty dollars for about
six minutes or so. Then other men were coming into the room, singly
or in twos. It was so weird and wild and crazy!

I sometimes stood on the little stage,
dancing and spinning, and sometimes straddled guys, giving them lap
dances and making money. I made more money in just the two first
lap-dances than I'd make in a whole weekend shift at the coffee
shop!

And then the redhead took my hand and led me
back up the curtained aisle, but while I thought we were going back
to see Mister Black instead she passed by the now empty room and
pulled me out into the main part of the club!

I squealed but she had her arm around my
waist, laughing, and led me right across to the stage, both of us
naked! It happened to be empty, but the bar wasn't! It was by no
means full but it was a lot busier than it had been when we'd come
in!

All those men, staring at me naked!

But the redhead pulled me on the stage and
now I couldn't... you know... couldn't just squeal and run, so we
danced together, with my face burning hot, and we ground our bodies
together and kissed and ran our hands around each other, sort of
grinding to the music.

“Do exactly what I do,” she said, putting me
on the other side of the pole.

We both held it, and I watched her
desperately. As she bent forward, sliding her bottom up and out, I
did the same. As she spread her legs, I did too. She rolled her
hips to make her bottom grind, and so did I. All the while my mind
was spinning because I was up on a stage and all kinds of men were
watching!

We kissed around the pole, a long, soulful
kiss as our breasts hung low and our bottoms ground and rolled,
then we slid together around the pole, squeezing it between our
bodies, between our breasts, as we kissed against.

We both turned our backs to the pole, raising
our hands and joining hands above us, sliding our buttocks up and
down it, arching our back and the like. God, it was all so slutty
and wild and... outrageously exciting!

I sort of got used to it, and my
embarrassment eased, and I started to get his kind of ego high, you
know, with all those men staring at me appreciatively! And when I
ground my pussy against the pole I felt a sizzling heat inside
me!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I quit the coffee shop and went to work as a
stripper instead. I wouldn't have. I mean, it was a wild thrill,
but I'd never go to work there for real, but Mister Black ordered
me to. He said being hot and sexy was my calling, and I'd make a
ton more money there. He wasn't wrong about that last point, that
was for sure!

Mister Black came to see me every afternoon
before his shift, and I'd be waiting to be put through my paces, to
have him walk me on a leash, and make me pose my body for him, and
then have him fuck me, usually from behind.

In the mornings, Kyle often came, though
sometimes it was Mrs. Black. I much preferred Kyle. Mrs. Black was
scary! Kyle went through the motions of posing me and making me
crawl around, but what he really wanted was to fuck me hard – which
I didn't mind!

Mrs. Black, on the other hand, seemed more
intent on making sure I learned to obey her instantly, at anything
at all she wanted done. And she was much more into punishment than
Kyle, or even her husband. The thing is, they were punishments
that, despite the pain, wound up thrilling me.

For example, she draped my leather jacket
across a two-by four in our garage, which she had propped up
between some boxes, edge up. Then she made me straddle the thing,
so that the soft flesh of my pussy was pressing against it.

I was wearing the collar and leather
restraints, only this time she'd attached a short chain to the
wrist restraints to pull my wrists up between my shoulder blades.
She attached a pair of clips to my nipples, which bit into them
painfully, then attached chains to the clips, pulling my nipples up
and out so my back was arched.

Not so bad, until then, but then she attached
chains to my ankle restraints and pulled them out to the sides so I
was perched entirely on the narrow two inch wide edge of the wood,
all my weight coming down on the soft flesh between my legs!

And she still wasn't finished. She pulled
back on my hair, made me stick out my tongue, and attached another
clip to it! That hurt! But she didn't care. She had a chain already
attached to the clip, and pulled it up and out, as if she'd tear my
tongue out!

She attached the chain to a ring she'd set
into the ceiling overhead, and then got out her vibrator.

“Do you know what I'm doing, slave girl?” she
asked in a conversational voice. “I”m turning you into an obedient
bondage slut and a nymphomaniac. There's no point in resisting.
You're halfway there already. You're a natural submissive, and
you're extremely responsive to sexual stimulation.”

She ground the narrow vibrator back and forth
over my clitoris as she spoke.

“The more pleasure you feel, the more you'll
want. It's like a drug, you know. Your mind and body get addicted
to it. What's better than orgasms, right? I bet you've had more
orgasms in the last two weeks than in the rest of your life
combined.”

She wasn't wrong there! And they'd been more
powerful too!

“When I'm done you're going to be the perfect
sex toy,” she said. “And that tongue of yours is going to stretch
out so far you can lick your chin.”

Her other hand caressed the underside of my
breasts.

“Then you're going to come and live with us,
and be our slave girl,” she said. “We'll keep you in a cage in the
attic.”

My pussy was throbbing painfully, and the
pain was growing worse, but so too was the dark, seething sexual
excitement. And in a way, the throbbing ache in my pussy was only
making it more sensitive to the buzzing of the vibrator, which
intensified the sensations still further.

“You're going to learn that the only way to
avoid punishment, slave girl, is to be not only instantly obedient,
but to be perfect at everything I want you to do, and to show
enthusiasm for it at the same time. I want an eager little fuck
puppy licking my pussy or my shoe or the floor or whatever else I
tell you to lick.”

She tugged on my hair, forcing my head back,
which made me squeal as the pull against both my tongue and nipples
increased.

“Let me hear you say 'yes, mistress Kristin,”
she purred.

Of course I couldn't talk with the clip
pulling against my tongue, but my frantic thought figured it was
like when Mister Black made me try to say things through the gag,
so I tried, and that seemed to satisfy her.

“Yeth Mithwess Kithin!” I gurgled.

“Dirty little girl,” she said. “We're going
to see to it your body gets used as it was meant to be. You have a
wonderful slut body, and you were simply wasting it.”

The dark, thrilling pleasure that I felt was
capable of absorbing a lot of pain, capable of embracing it and
even growing hotter because of it, if that pain was sufficiently
nasty and wicked and kinky – and this was.

I had discovered that enough sexual fever
could render most pain as unimportant, could distract my mind from
it so I hardly cared about anything but the dark heat. And this was
no different. My hips began to jerk, my muscles to spasm, and I
came, crying out helplessly, my aching pussy grinding against the
leather below me even as I let my back arch repeatedly to tug my
nipples against the clips.

God, it felt so good, so insanely good! I
shuddered and bucked and cried out again and again as the orgasm
swept through me, making my muscles spasm and my body to tremble
and shake and jerk in helpless convulsions!

I was going insane with it, as she ground the
vibrator against my burning flesh, and made me arch and jerk and
sob in helpless pleasure!

When she was finished with me she left me
hanging upside down by my ankles, my legs spread wide – for her
husband to find when he arrived.

She'd left me gagged and blindfolded, with
the ear-buds in my ears playing sexy music. She'd also left me with
a big dildo driven deep into my ass, and another filling my pussy,
and with a vibrator attachment jammed against my clitoris.

After several orgasms (I don't know how many)
I spent the rest of the time in dazed semi-consciousness,
occasionally spasming and jerking and twitching as I hung in
place.

Mister Black's arrival was announced by the
dildos pumping in and out, then his tongue and finally his sucking
lips on my clitoris, driving me into further screaming convulsions.
Then he fucked me like that, before finally letting me down and
making me crawl up the stairs to the living room.

He alternately had me perform oral sex on
him, and pulled me across his lap to spank me and finger my aching,
oh-so-sensitive pussy. The spanking hurt, but so swollen,
overheated and sensitive was my flesh that he was able to finger me
to repeated orgasms, even while spanking me.

The next day I was ordered to come to their
house. Mrs. Black greeted me, and I gulped anxiously as I stepped
through the door.

“Strip, slave,” she barked.

I obeyed quickly, despite some anxiety. Like,
where was Annie? I assumed her mother knew she would be out for the
day or something.

She had me crawl upstairs after her, then
crawl up into the attic. The attic was kind of bare-bones. It had
small, dusty windows at either end, but otherwise was just a long,
narrow room with a sharply peaked ceiling and dusty
floorboards.

There were boxes and bags and old furniture
and lamps strewn around, but at one end was a kind of low
overhanging series of two by fours with heavy rings set into the
underside. A boxing bag hung from one of them, one of those long,
heavy things. The rest were empty.

“Stand here,” she ordered, pointing a finger
imperiously.

She put leather restraints around my wrists
and ankles, then had me raise my arms and spread my legs. She
chained me spreadeagled in mid-air, then inserted thick dildos in
my pussy and butt before attaching a clip to my tongue which was
chained to a weight, pulling my tongue down over my lower lip.

And that was when Annie came in!

My eyes went wide, and I jerked helplessly
against the restraints as I saw her, and saw her eyes were as wide
as mine!

“It's time for you to learn how to properly
treat a slave girl, Annie,” Mrs. Black said sternly.

“Oh wow!” Annie said, staring at me. “This is
so kinky and nasty!”

“You will not use her name any more. A person
has a name. She is not a person. She is a thing, a sexual toy, a
slave, a possession. You will need to treat her as such, as we
train her as such.”

“I can't believe she let you do this!” Annie
said, marveling at the sight of me.

“She's a slut, a true slut, and a submissive.
Have you ever seen her orgasm?”

Annie blushed and shook her head.

“It's quite impressive. She's very responsive
to sexual stimulation.”

She reached out and gripped my hair, jerking
my head up and back sharply.

“And responsive to training,” Mrs. Black
said. “She learns quickly and is eager to please.”

Her hand caressed my breasts as she spoke,
then slid down my stomach, her fingers finding my clitoris, which
was swollen and hot, and began to stroke against me.

“Here, rub her softly, like this, and then
harder every few rubs.”

Annie looked uncertain and uncomfortable, but
then fascinated, as she reached out and began to rub my
clitoris.

I jerked at her touch. I mean, it was one
thing to have these... stern older people, and even Kyle, who was
at least a really hot guy, and also older, but this was... Annie!
That made it much more embarrassing. On the other hand, after the
initial squirming humiliation, I began to feel the heat even more
powerfully than when her mother had been touching me.

I fought not to show it, but under Mrs.
Black's tutoring, Annie's fingers stroked and caressed me to the
point my hips were jerking and rolling and grinding in helpless
pleasure! Then she pumped the dildos in and out as Mrs. Black
continued to instruct her, both of them watching my face, watching
my reaction, to every thrust, hard, soft, short, deep, or change in
direction.

“I can't believe she could come just from
being fucked in the ass,” Annie said.

But I could, and her mother had her doing it,
standing beside me to thrust the long, thick dildo up into my ass
hard and fast while her other hand fingered my clitoris. And I did
come – powerfully, arching and screaming and twisting against the
restraints as the orgasm tore through me.

Her mother showed her how various types of
vibrator affected me, and worked me up into a trembling sexual
fever once again, then showed Annie how to whip me. The two stood
behind me with a long, slim, light whip, and Mrs. Black sent it
slicing across my back, often to curl around my ribs to nip at my
breasts or at my pussy.

Annie would imitate her, but often whipped
too hard, or too gently, at least at first. Mrs. Black had her
repeat and repeat the blows until she got it right, and until my
bottom and back were on fire!

Then she stood in front of me and thrust the
dildo up into my pussy as she rubbed my clitoris, bringing me to
another massive orgasm.

I could see Annie getting more and more
confident, and also treating me less like her friend and more like
what her mother called me, a slave and sex toy. I couldn't really
blame her. I was obviously nothing but a filthy slut! I would have
thought the same in her place.

It still felt really, really weird, when they
let me down, to be kneeling between her legs licking her pussy with
my aching, swollen tongue. And even weirder to prostrate myself on
the floor, bottom high and legs apart, as Annie rode me hard and
fast with a strap-on dildo, slapping my bottom and yanking on my
hair.

And making me come, screaming.

*

I moved into their house the next week.
Mister Black cleared out the attic, while I cleaned the floors and
windows and walls – naked and on all fours, mostly. He sanded the
floor and then they put in rugs and furniture, including two beds,
because this was supposed to be my and Annie's room.

The beds were for show, though. For when my
parents came over, helping me move. The attic had an outside
entrance down some back stairs, you see, and the story was her
parents were renting the place to us like a sort of loft
apartment.

Potted plants hung from the hooks when my
parents were there.

After they left, Mister Black and Kyle took
the second bed away and brought a cage up. It was about four feet
high by four feet long and wide, with a padded bottom, and a door
which I had to crawl through to get inside.

“This is where you'll sleep, slave girl,”
Mister Black said.

“Not that you'll get much sleep,” Mrs Black
said.

“You'll have chores to do,” Mister Black
said.

“Lots of them,” Mrs. Black added.

The four of them got up at different times.
And it was my duty to get them up, with my mouth, mostly. I'd start
with Mrs. Black, crawling into her room, wakening her, then giving
her oral sex.

I'd go downstairs and make her breakfast
while she got up, serve her, then wash up before going upstairs and
waking Kyle. Kyle usually wound up dragging me up to fuck me to
complete his morning wake-up, then I'd go downstairs to make his
breakfast.

Mrs. Black would leave for work, and I'd
start in on my list of chores, which included waking Annie up after
Kyle had left. Annie was taking to treating me like a slave girl
very, very gleefully, and I had to call her 'Mistress Ann' at all
times or get a strapping.

She loved strapping or spanking me! I became
very weary of her! She found me fascinating, and was delighted at
the ability to 'play' with me. One of the things she liked to do
was turn me on, make me feverish and trembling with heat, and then
not let me come.

She would stretch me out spreadeagled, either
on the bed or standing upright, or sometimes suspended upside down,
and use her fingers and mouth, and a wide assortment of sex toys to
have me writhing and sobbing and begging to be let to come.

I was becoming wary of her. And I very
quickly stopped thinking of her as my friend Annie, and instead as
Mistress Ann.

My chores, all of which I performed naked,
save for collar and shackles, included all the normal household
chores you would expect in a house, from cooking, to cleaning and
laundry. It was again Annie who figured out how to make all that
hot and exciting instead of dull drudgery. That was a good thing,
in a way, but it meant, with her smirking sadistic desire not to
let me come, that I was constantly panting with heat.

She tried several different weights on my
nipples, for example, different lengths of chain, and different
tightness, till she arrived at just the right weights and clip
tightness and length of chain so that as I moved, and especially
crawled, the weights would tug continuously at my nipples in a way
which aroused me instead of making them just hurt.

Then she did the same with a clip attached to
my clitoris!

She found a vibrator that would be even
better, though. It slid up inside me, long and slender, but then
thickening towards the end, and flaring wide so it would stay
inside – well, most of it. The part which stuck out was the
vibrator part which curved up around the top of my sex and pressed
in firmly against my flesh on a spring clip.

It didn't quite touch my clitoris. Instead
the clip was hollow so it pressed into my skin on all sides of it,
buzzing softly. Add the weighted clip and just moving around made
me wet!

If I came without permission, though, I got a
strapping. And Annie made me crawl and beg and lick her feet
piteously before she'd even consider letting me come. Usually she
didn't, just so I'd come anyway, helpless to stop, and then strap
me.

Thankfully, her mother put a stop to that,
though not because she felt she was being sadistic.

“You want her to associate pain with the
pleasure that follows, not the other way around, dear,” she said.
“We don't want her slutty little mind to shy away from the pleasure
she feels. We want her addicted to it.”

So then I was permitted to come as long as I
begged enough, only I mostly had to lay back at her feet, spread my
legs, and let her rub my clitoris with her shoe so that I came in a
terribly obscene and humiliating fashion while she sneered down at
me.

She was turning into a real little
sadist!

Kyle took lots of pictures and videos of me,
as obscene and graphic as he could make them, and I didn't want to
even think about who he was showing them to!

I woke Mister Black in the very early
afternoon, with oral sex, then made him breakfast. After breakfast
I helped him shower. They had a large shower stall, and he showed
me how to soap up my body and then use it to rub against him. He
particularly liked me rubbing my breasts against his back and belly
and groin, and even against his feet.

I would kneel, sitting on my heels, and take
his bare foot in against my soapy belly, sliding it up between my
breasts, and rub my breasts against it. Then I'd use my breasts to
rub his legs and body. This generally ended in both of us being
very clean, and in at least a few orgasms for me as he rubbed my
soapy pussy to make me come repeatedly.

After making dinner for the other three,
Mister Black having gone to work, I'd then clean up and go to the
strip club to work until two in the morning, then come back and
climb into the cage, set the alarm, and wake up in time to waken
Mrs. Black at Six. That didn't leave much time for sleep, but I
could nape later in the afternoon, usually, with all of them out of
the house but Mistress Ann.

Mrs. Black brought a female friend home one
weekend, and I had to treat her to my newly stretched tongue. Then
Mister Black brought a friend home the next day. Kyle brought two
friends over on Monday, and then on Tuesday, Annie brought over
Kelly, a girl we both knew. That was definitely humiliating! But it
wasn't like I could refuse to do whatever Mistress Ann ordered!

Or at least, it never occurred to me to do
so, not then.

Because I guess Mrs Black had succeeded in
turning me into a bondage slut and nympho. I usually had at least a
dozen orgasms a day, and often two. I could even come while
straddling strangers at work and grinding myself against them.

The other strippers quickly came to realize
that I was... submissive. It didn't take any force to get me to
have sex with them, and so I was soon servicing several of them
regularly with my long tongue. They returned the favor, and as Mrs.
Black had told Annie, I was very responsive, helplessly
so.

The male employees soon followed suit,
realizing they could bend me over or push me up against a wall
anywhere, anytime and I wouldn't complain. In fact, the only
problem was clamping a hand over my mouth to keep my cries of
pleasure from filling the club!

I lived immersed in a world of sex all day
and evening, rarely wearing clothes except to travel from work to
home, and even then as few as possible. My mind and body were
totally attuned to sexuality and heat and arousal, and those around
me did their best to ensure I got lots of it.

I became, needless to say, very popular at
the club, and not just among the staff. A girl who is actually
aroused, rather than just going through the motions, is a lot more
interesting to have grinding against you, and I think many of them
could sense how turned on I was.

More than a few took advantage of that to
slide their hands over my body in ways which would have gotten them
kicked out if I'd complained. I didn't, though. Instead, I raked in
the cash, amazed at how much I was making.

The Blacks made me give them all the money,
which was well over a thousand dollars a day, but surprisingly,
they didn't spend it themselves. They invested it for me. The money
paid for my education.

What did I take? Do you see me as a doctor or
lawyer? Ha! No, I took courses in bartending, in massage, in
psychology, especially human sexuality, in acting, in fashion, in
dancing, modeling and hair and makeup, in art, history and
business.

Mrs. Black decided what I would take. It was
designed to make me a really, really high class call girl. She said
I had the body and face and personality for it, and men would love
that I wasn't faking it. Mister Black, meanwhile, had the
connections with escort agencies.

I began working as an escort while still
taking courses, and Claude, the owner of the escort agency, kept
moving me up the ladder to be with more and more wealthy clients.
Within two years I was making five thousand dollars a night, and
sleeping with men so rich they could drop that kind of money on the
floor and not even bother to pick it up.

They were rich, powerful, intelligent men,
and a lot of them loved spanking and strapping and tying up girls.
In fact, they were willing to pay even more for that than just sex.
They also taught me, though, that I didn't need a boss, that I
could operate independently and keep all the money myself.

When I moved out of the loft it was to move
into a gorgeous condo in a very high end building with a view of
the river. The Blacks were sorry to see me go, but they'd already
recruited a replacement from the college where Annie was going, and
were well along the way to training her.

And so that was how I went from being a
bored, unsophisticated coffee shop girl without much hope of ever
getting a decent job to being a sleek, sophisticated woman wearing
five thousand dollar dresses, riding in limousines, and living in a
million dollar condo.

It was a strange journey, and unusual, but it
was short and sweet and both the trip and the destination were
wonderfully exciting!
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