
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Acknowledgments

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

About Candice Christian

Additional Books by Candice Christian

Connect with Candice Christian

Pleasure Bound

Candice Christian

Copyright 2019 Candice Christian Published by Candice Christian at Smashwords

Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 

Adults Only 18+

Acknowledgments

Charmaine Wimpiris

Chapter One

Carol descended the stairs into Joanna's basement. She looked around appreciatively. The walls had every kind of punishment device imaginable. 

Whips, crops, belts, ropes, handcuffs, you name it. Carol slowly walked around the room, trailing her fingers along some of the torture racks set up. 

She admired the X-frame, the various chains and bracelets hanging from the ceiling, and below them ankle cuffs. 

As she finished her circuit of the room, her eyes fell on the various things on the wall beside the pony. 

She softly purred, "Oh this is going to be perfect." And your husband is off on business in Europe right?" 

"Uh huh!" Joanna whispered. 

She reached out softly rubbing her hand along the pony. Admiring its V

shape with a softly rounded top. 

"Oh yes." she purred again, looking at Joanna, "This will do just fine." 

Joanna looked at her Mistress, her lips suddenly going dry. She did not like the look in Mistress Carol's eyes. They seemed crueler somehow, and almost had a reddish glow. 

Mistress Carol walked back to her slave, slowly circling her, one finger tracing a line around her at chest level. 

"Oh yes, we are going to have so much fun Joanna." 

Standing behind her slave, Mistress Carol reached out and yanked Joanna's tube top down to her waist. Then, raising her slut's hands over her head, Mistress Carol attached the overhead cuffs. Giving a good pull she made sure Joanna was firmly attached and unable to escape. Mistress Carol pulled on the chains raising Joanna up and totally off her feet. Walking

around behind her, she quickly striped the rest of the whore's clothes off, leaving her hanging completely by her arms, naked and defenseless. 

Mistress Carol bent down and shackled her slave's ankles to the floor cuffs. 

Joanna was now completely suspended from the ceiling by her wrists, and the floor cuffs made sure she could barely move. Mistress Carol slapped her slaves ass in an affectionate manner, then walking around in front of her, leaned over to suck one of her nipples into her mouth. 

Looking down in astonishment at the gentleness Joanna was totally confused. She grew more confused as her Mistress began to gently rub her mound, delicately tracing a path up and down her slit. When Mistress Carol got to her knees and began to make tender love with her mouth, Joanna got even more nervous. 

After a few more moments, Joanna was racked by a pleasant orgasm, and when her Mistress looked up from between her legs and smiled innocently, Joanna finally understood. 

Seeing the dawning comprehension in her slave's eyes, Carol smiled, then burst out laughing. 

"Oh yes my precious slave, today is the day. Today I am going to do my best to break you. And I will break you my precious." 

Laughing, Mistress Carol turned to the wall, pulling down a belt. 

"And I will start slow and work you over until you are crying and screaming, then I will continue some more." 

As she felt the first sting of the belt across her ass, Joanna realized her Mistress was totally serious, and fully capable of breaking her, and she whimpered. 

***

Joanna knew how much punishment she could take, but the look in her Mistresses eyes scared her. She let out the usual grunts expected from a slave being whipped by a belt, but her mind kept returning to the look in her Mistresses eyes. Slowly she felt her ass begin to warm. the pain before

the pleasure. 

Her Mistress totally ignored her, and went over to a coffee machine, sat down, and began to drink a coffee. Joanna looked on in dismay. If her Mistress was going to treat her as nothing more than a job, oh shit. Joanna shivered. Looking around, Joanna realized just how much torment she might be subjected to and cried. Totally inside, not daring to show weakness. 

As her Mistress slowly looked her over, Joanna realized a very simple fact. 

Her Mistress would not stop until she, Joanna, was completely broken. 

Dreading the pain coming, but willing herself to stand firm, Joanna readied herself for pain, for major torture. But she knew, she KNEW if she could just hold out. Quivering, Joanna readied herself. 

Carol just walked around the slave. The belt lashing out, striking her ass, her ribs, tits, and a few times an especially hard lash between her legs. 

Joanna would see a small smile on her Mistresses face each time she jumped. Carol would stop for a minute to grab her by the hair, almost yanking it out to force her head to the side so she could kiss her. Then she would stand back, and whip her tits especially hard, carefully making sure to strike her nipples each time. 

After another 10 minutes of this Joanna's body was turning a delightful red all over, from her shoulders down to her ankles. Not one spot had been left alone. Carol noticed Joanna was hanging a bit limp, so she took her down for a short rest. Carol went and sat at the table, pouring herself another coffee and looking at her slave lying on the floor. 

Carol listened to the slow gasps as Joanna recovered and smiled once more. 

Feeling the effects of the coffee, Carol went over to Joanna, and started kicking her hard in the ribs until she was on her back. Then just saying the one word needed, "toilet", Carol stripped completely, squatted over her slaves mouth and began pissing. When her bladder was once again empty, she waited for Joanna to finish cleaning her pussy of any leftover piss and stood up. 

"Get Up." Carol ordered, and kicked Joanna in the ribs. 

Carol went over to the table, turned around looking at the various hanging

bracelets and frames scattered around the room. Choosing a simple table with appropriate shackles, she ordered Joanna onto it face down and secured her firmly in place. 

Taking up a nice light effective whip, Carol began to strike Joanna's ass. 

She set up a nice regular rhythm and made each stoke a bit harder than the last one. Soon Joanna was squirming, so Carol just beat her ass even harder with the whip. While whipping Joanna's ass, Carol could feel herself getting wet watching how she turned Joanna's ass from white to red in moments. 

Carol stopped for a moment to catch her breath, then changed whips to a heavier more painful one. 

Raising her arm, Carol let her hardest blow go, the whip cracking into Joanna's bruised ass making a sound like a pistol shot. Joanna screamed which excited Carol so much she began beating Joanna all the more, moving from her ass, down her legs, and across her back. With each strike Joanna would scream, and the screaming seemed to never stop, Carol was whipping her so fast and hard. 

Carol slowed the strokes when she noticed Joanna was bleeding from her back and ass. Nothing too severe of course, Carol knew what she was doing. 

She walked to the front of the table, grabbed Joanna's hair and yanked her up for another deep kiss, then licked her face clean of the tears. Still holding her up by the hair, Carol spit in her face, then slammed her face down onto the table. 

Walking around the table slowly running her hand over Joanna's slutty body, Carol paused by Joanna's ass. Looking happily at her work so far, Carol was pleased. Joanna's body looked like a road map, bloody red lines crisscrossed her from her neck down to her ankles, and she was still crying. 

Carol laughed again as another idea occurred to her. 

"Can't have my slave getting an infection." she said and went to the other table fetching a bowl and washcloth. 

Making sure the washcloth was nice and wet, then looking carefully at Joanna's face, noticing the look of thanks on her face, Carol started to wipe Joanna's ass. Joanna jumped as high as she could, the loudest scream yet breaking from her lips. 

Carol just kept washing her, her ass, legs and finally her back. When she was done, she stood in front of Joanna's face until the screaming finally stopped, her body still racked by her sobbing, tears running like a small river down her face. Carol just waited until even the sobbing stopped a few minutes later. 

Gently placing her hand under Joanna's jaw, and raising her face so she would be able to see Joanna's reaction, Carol quietly explained. "I used pure vinegar to wash your wounds. It will clean them completely, and I really wanted to find out how loud you can scream, it was quite nice." 

Joanna's eyes grew as large as they possibly could, and then some. She realized that this woman really could be so cruel there really was no word for it except sadist. Then comprehension hit her again. She realized this was nothing compared to whatever Carol had planned next. Joanna started to cry as she realized that she would break eventually. She was just thankful it was her Mistress Carol that was doing the breaking and break her she would. 

Chapter Two

Carol untied Joanna and led her to the small table where she had been enjoying her coffee. Carol calmly poured Joanna a coffee. As she held the cup out to her slave, Carol was very pleased indeed. Joanna's arm barely shook as she accepted the gift from her Mistress. Both of them sitting there, calmly appraising each other, and totally reveling in the shared experience. 

Each giving the other what was so desperately wanted, desired and needed. 

Carol lit a smoke and handed the pack and lighter over to her slut. Joanna calmly lit up one also, not daring to meet her Mistress's eyes, lest it cause another immediate punishment. 

"You have done quite well so far Joanna," Carol exclaimed while calmly blowing smoke into Joanna's face. 

"Thank you Mistress Carol." Joanna said as she too sipped slowly on her hot coffee. 

Both girls just sat there enjoying the moment. So seldom did it ever occur that a Mistress may find a slave worthy of her, or a slave find a Mistress worthy of her either. Both just sat there enjoying the moment. Calmly finishing their cigarettes and coffee's. 

Carol drained the last of her coffee, stubbed out her smoke, and then raised her feet onto the chair looking at Joanna. 

"Toilet." Carol said. 

Joanna immediately dropped to her knees in front of Carol, quickly fastening her mouth over Carol's pussy waiting for the golden champagne she so loved to drink from her Mistress. Carol reached down caressing her slave's hair. 

God Carol thought, I am so lucky with this bitch. Easy to train, eager to please, a definite keeper she thought just as her bladder finally let loose. 

Carol thrust her hips slightly forward to allow her Joanna easier access, then just relaxed letting it all flow, listening to the gentle gurgle coming from between her legs. 

Once she was done with her toilet, and her toilet had finished cleaning her completely, Carol stood. 

"This has been enough time for you to relax and recover slave. Now, look over there, I need you to go and fasten yourself to the new equipment." 

Joanna looked where her Mistress pointed but could not understand what was so new about it. It was just a sort of familiar box frame with shackles attached for her wrists and ankles. She was used to the X frame, and sure this was a little different, but she was still confused. But, her Mistress had told her to, so she went over and began fastening herself down. 

***

Joanna went and fastened herself down as best as she could. Now obviously she could never do all of her straps, but like Carol cared?????????? Joanna was on a box frame. Very old fashioned, a simple square frame. But Carol liked its simplicity for this reason. She had made very minor changes to it. 

After fastening the final strap locking the whore Joanna in place, Carol was glad to show off. 

"This is, (looking directly at Joanna),so simple. I do NOT say it will bring out the best in you slut, I am saying though that it is the best for all around spanking and whipping. When you first looked it did look like a square. But when you looked closer you saw the hinges. Small hinges that would allow me to bend you nearly any way I want to." 

Walking over, Carol fastened the last cuff, making sure Joanna was firmly tightened down. Carol just walked around, slowly circling her slave, enjoying the moment. Going back to her table, Carol picked up a riding crop, and strode back to Joanna. Carol smiled then struck Joanna across the face with the crop leaving a bright red welt across her cheek. 

As tears rolled down the slut's face, Carol began to whip her boobs with the riding crop. Smashing her nipples with the crop brought a delightful scream from her slave's throat exciting Carol even more and causing her to

redouble her tit whipping. After a few minutes, Joanna's boobs were a bright red, bruises forming, and a little bit of blood trickled from one boob. 

They are completely marked by her Mistresses lashings. Carol stopped to admire her work, then leaned over and licked up the small amount of blood. 

Putting the crop down for a moment, Carol leaned into Joanna and licked the tears off her face. Digging her fingers into Joanna's boos, Carol stepped back pulling the slaves boobs out as far as they will go. Joanna just whimpered. Carol leaned forward again and bit down hard on one nipple, her right hand going between her slave's legs to rub her mound. 

Carol slid two fingers into her slave's moist pussy and begins finger fucking her. Kneeling down, she began to suck on Joanna's clit, her fingers pumping in and out of the slut's pussy. Joanna began moaning louder and louder, her juices wetting her Mistresses face and hand, then she let out a scream as she came. Then she let out a shriek as she felt her Mistress bite down hard on her outer labia. 

Carol stood and rubbed her wet face against the whore's lips. Kissing her softly on the lips Carol whispered to her. "You are doing splendidly; I am very proud of you." 

Joanna's eyes brim with tears of happiness as she gazes back into her loving Mistresses eyes. Carol picks up the crop and begins rubbing it between Joanna's legs. Soon Joanna is cumming again, her juices soaking the riding crop in her Mistresses hand. Carol raised the crop to her face and licked some of the slave juice, then pressed it to Joanna's face and watched her lick it totally clean of her juices. 

Carol stepped back and went behind Joanna. Raising her arm she began raining hard blows on Joanna's back. Striking her across her shoulder blades, and down to her ass and back up. Carol kept up her beating until Joanna started to go a bit limp, but Carol did not stop. Her slut was still screaming so nicely. 

Carol felt herself getting wet as nice large bruises formed on Joanna's back. 

Some of her blows were harder than she realized as some of the welts were bleeding slightly. Her arm finally grews tired, so Carol stepped to Joanna's front, pulling one of her nipples out as far as it will go, she kissed Joanna, 

then headed back to her table to sit for a while. 

Sitting down, catching her breath she admired her handiwork. Joanna was standing again, her face had a bright red welt across it, and below her neck it was a mass of welts and bruises. Carol just loved the way Joanna looked at her waiting, she knew there will be more punishment shortly. 

***

Finally getting her breath back, Carol took another sip of coffee and looked at her beautiful slave Joanna. Still tightly bound to the box frame, she seemed to have recovered nicely and her eyes were glowing with pain pleasure and lust. 

Carol was very pleased with her slaves reaction and couldn't wait to get started in on her again. Standing Carol headed over to the table and grabbed a different whip. This one has long slender horse hair attached to the handle. Just perfect for breaking skin lightly, and of course pain. 

Carol startled Joanna as she grabbed the side of the frame and tilted it backwards. Joanna obviously did not notice the changes her Mistress had made to it. Tilting it back until Joanna, upside down, Carol stepped back and enjoyed the moment. Her slave totally helpless before anything her mind could devise to do to her. 

Not able to wait any longer, Carol went around to face Joanna's ass, and immediately began whipping her ass with the new whip. Carol could see Joanna's ass cheeks clenched tightly with the pain. She was obviously surprised this whip could hurt so much. 

Carol kept up a repetitive whipping against her ass, delighting in the sounds of the whip making it swooshing noise as it headed towards Joanna, then the final whack as it cracked firmly into her flesh. Soon Joanna's butt was even more red than before. Partly because of all the small cuts that now appeared across her butt, the blood slowly dripping down her back and onto the floor where Joanna could see it. 

Going back to the table, Carol dipped the horsehairs of the whip into her bowl of vinegar, spreading them around to get fully covered, then headed back and began an even stronger, harsher whipping of the slaves butt. At

the first strong slash of the whip against her ass, Joanna let out a very satisfying scream. The whip bruising and lightly cutting her flesh, and the vinegar going into the cuts already there. 

Enjoying the new screams and moans, Carol kept up the whipping, only pausing now and then to put fresh vinegar on the whip ends. Soon Joanna's screams got a little fainter. She was once again becoming used to the pain, or ready to pass out. Carol didn't really care which, she just wanted to hear some more screaming from her wonderful pussy slave. 

She headed back to the table, and after placing the whip back picked up a candle and lighter and headed back to Joanna's ass. By now Joanna was crying and sobbing making a puddle on the floor with her tears. 

She was trying to twist in her bonds to see behind her as to what her Mistress was doing, but all she could see were Carol's feet. Using the small amounts of fresh blood still leaking from Joanna's butt cheeks, Carol lubricated the long thick candle, then inserted the bottom slowly into Joanna's ass. 

As she felt it begin to enter her asshole, Joanna let out another piercing shriek and began bucking wildly. Carol had carefully chosen a candle that was just a bit wider than the entrance to Joanna's butt. 

Letting the candle pop out, Carol slapped Joanna's ass a few times with her right hand as hard as she could. Then, rubbing the candle with the bit of blood on her palms from the spanks, Carol gently placed it at the entrance of Joanna's butt and just waited. slowly Joanna's sobs decreased and stopped. 

Carol squeezed Joanna's cheeks gently and began licking her buttocks, gently nipping her way around each sexy cheek. As she felt Joanna slowly relax, Carol suddenly grabbed the candle in both hands and slammed it into Joanna's ass driving it into her ass halfway up the candles length. 

Joanna's newest screams of pain were a total delight to Carol's ears. The candle was definitely too wide for Joanna, and she felt like she was being ripped wide open. But her Mistress had guessed the width quite correctly and it stretched her ass too its absolute limit with a bit of bleeding but no real damage. 

Waiting for her slave to slowly get accustomed to the candle sticking proudly out of her butt, Carol absent mindedly played with Joanna's obviously very aroused pussy. When Joanna's cry's had finally changed to a mild sobbing, Carol lit the candle, smiling when Joanna shuddered at the sound of the lighter sparking to life. Making sure the candle was well lit and went back to her chair and coffee and waited for the next round of pain and pleasure to start. 

Carol sipped her coffee enjoying the fact that Joanna knew she was nowhere near her, and therefore was totally unprepared for any more pain. 

Waiting until she could see a wax dripping halfway down the candle, Carol started tapping her fingers on the table. She knew this would make Joanna relax just that tiny bit more knowing her Mistress was still across the room. 

Watching that nice fat bead of wax slowly drip down the candle was also getting Carol extremely aroused, anticipating the screams from her slut when the hot wax settled onto her sensitive shithole. Carol actually shuddered in delight at the thought, wetting herself even more. 

Chapter Three

Carol sat perfectly still in her chair; her eyes glued to the candle and that fat bead of wax slowly making its inexorable way towards Joanna's beautiful ass. Trying to time it just right, Carol waited until it had mere centimeters to go to reach Joanna, then asked Joanna, "How are you feeling?" 

Joanna replied, "I am feeling wonderful Mis....TRESS." 

.Joanna shrieked the last part out. Carol had managed to get her timing perfect. The hot wax had hit the sensitive area of Joanna's ass at the base of the candle just as she was finishing her answer to her Mistress. 

Carol clapped in delight, her eyes lighting up with enjoyment as Joanna shrieked and began bucking in her bonds. As Joanna kept writhing in her bonds, Carol noticed new torment headed Joanna's way. 

Sure enough, her gyrations had caused all the hot wax in the top of the candle to overflow and was heading toward Joanna's rump. As the small flood of wax hit Joanna's already bruised and bloody flesh, she let out ear splitting screams of agony. 

"Awwwww shitttttt!" 

Carol just leaned back in her chair watching Joanna, thoroughly enjoying the look of pain in her eyes and the sounds of her screams and cries. 

Slowly Joanna's screams faded and all that could be heard was her constant quiet sobbing. Tears were flowing freely from eyes filled with pain and terror and just a hint of love as she looked at her Mistress watching her. 

Carol walked over to Joanna, noticing Joanna's eyes widen with renewed fear. Carol pulled on the candle and it made a squishy popping noise as it came out of Joanna's tortured ass. 

Waiting until Joanna's butthole closed almost all the way, Carol blew out the candle, then tilted it over and poured the last of the wax onto Joanna's tortured bumhole. 

"Ohhhh fucccccck meeee!" 

Quickly stepping back as Joanna began screaming and bucking, Carol walked over to the table replacing the candle and picked up a washcloth. 

Joanna watched the washcloth in her Mistresses hand with dread, knowing it must contain vinegar and that new pain would soon course through her racked body. 

Seeing her slaves bum cheeks clenched tightly, Carol ordered her to relax, and smashed her bum with a paddle. After just a few moments, Joanna had relaxed, and Carol applied the washcloth to the wax-coated bum. 

Joanna sighed as she realized the washcloth was only soaked in cool water and felt relief course through her as her Mistress slowly washed her, cleaning up all the blood. 

Then she felt one quick searing pain that ended almost immediately. It felt like part of her bum had been ripped away. Then in front of her eyes, her Mistress held the large gob of wax that had just a few seconds ago been a part of her bum. 

Carol went back to washing Joanna's bum, cleaning her up as best she could, and providing the soothing relief she knew her slave needed at just that moment. 

Kneeling in front of her slut, Carol slowly began kissing her. Opening her mouth wider, and sucking on Joanna's lip, then darting her tongue inside. 

Slowly Joanna relaxed and began to respond to the kiss. 

Carol laid down on her side and grabbing Joanna by the back of the head kept up with the kissing, rolling her head slightly, constantly sucking on Joanna's lips and tongue, her kiss becoming more passionate and erotic with every passing second. 

Joanna began to moan slightly which seemed to be a signal because her Mistress suddenly stood up, and Joanna felt the frame being tilted once

again. In a moment, Joanna was facing the ceiling, like she was in bed, and not tied securely to a torture rack. 

Carol went back to Joanna's face, her kisses growing almost frantic, her tongue probing deep into the sluts mouth, her teeth gently nipping and pulling on her lips. Carol panted a bit, gently bit Joanna's nose then softly kissed each one of her slaves eyes. 

Standing for a moment, Carol went to the table and tossed down a glass of water. Joanna could hear her Mistress sigh again and thought she could even smell the excitement wafting from her Mistresses pussy. 

Carol headed back to Joanna and just buried her nose deep into her sluts cunt, just breathing in her musky woman scent, her nose quickly soaking in slave juice. Circling her outer then inner lips with the tip of her tongue, gently flicking the clit, Carol pressed in and stabbed her tongue deep inside slave pussy, wringing a groan of pleasure from the tortured slave. 

Within moments Carol's face was splattered with slave cum, and she greedily licked her slaves pussy juices as Joanna had another intense shuddering climax. 

Pausing for a moment to enjoy watching Joanna's contractions, Carol finished lapping her slaves pussy clean of all cum juices, then stood and began to undo her shackles. Once she had Joanna fully undone, she helped her to her feet, proud of the way her slave didn't whimper one bit, even though you could see the still intense pain in her every move. 

Taking Joanna's still attached leash in hand, Carol led her over to the couch and sat her down. 

"Joanna!" Carol said, "There is someone I want you to meet." 

***

"Joanna, this is Erma. Erma's going to be your new friend" Carol said as the black woman descended the stairs. 

Erma was an intimidating figure of a woman. Short cropped wiry hair that had a rusty reddish color. She had a big bulbous butt with matching tits. 

They had to be at least 52-J size. 

She wore jeans that were so tight that it was easy to see the pantie lines on her rump, and big T-shirt that couldn't hide that her bra had wide shoulder straps that cut into her shoulders. 

To say that Joanna was afraid of her would be an understatement. 

Erma gave a slight hint of a smile, and grunted her acknowledgment of Joanna, then walked to the couch and roughly squeezed and fondled Joanna's breasts; even after her recent session, Joanna's nipples sprung to life eagerly despite her fear and pain. 

Her cunt tingled as the lips of her outer labia fatten with the sudden rush of blood to that area, caused by the rough fondling. She gasped as thick fingers grasped the swell of her breasts and yanked hard, the soft flesh stretching easily, and her heavy endowments reacted, the nipples becoming huge and hard. 

Soft thick palms slide beneath her hanging jugs, cupping and squeezing them, and even softer lips encase the dark brown nubbin capping her left breast and suckle hungrily. 

"Oooooh!" Joanna whimpered, as the active tongue bathed her turgid nipple and the wide, surrounding aureole with warm spit. Her new

'mistress' switches from one breast to the other for a few minutes, then pushes them together and nibbles both urgently straining brown stems at the same time. 

Hot, clear vaginal juices began to accumulate on Joanna's silken thighs, flowing down her shapely thighs and wetting the fabric of the couch. 

Resistance was not an option at this point; nor was struggling it was far too late for either. 

Uncontrolled sexual desire was a live flame in the submissive flesh, and she gave herself over to it. She had experienced lesbian sex with other than her mistress in the past, but none this intimidating before, and what she was feeling now was very similar to what she experienced earlier. 

Erma with hurried fingers, pulled off her tee shirt. She fumbled with her

bra, eventually unclasping it and sliding it from her shoulders, then she pulled down her jeans, and too small cotton panties. Suddenly standing right in front of Joanna was one fat, excited, naked, black, fifty year-old woman -- with big, bouncing, maroon-tipped breasts that made Joanna's jaw drop; and between her chubby thighs and roly-poly tummy, a veritable jungle of curly black hair. 

The white girl kept staring at it as she walked closer to her again -- at that black thicket, that is -- with a big, stupid, hungry grin on her face, because she had to slap Joanna's face twice to snap her out of the spell. 

"Get on your hand and knees" the black woman ordered in a husky, yet clearly female voice. 

As Joanna obeyed, and kneeled on the thick rug in front of the couch, the black woman admired her lusciously-curved physique in its naked state. 

Her tits hung like ripe melons, and her smooth, though recently flayed, arched back tapered down and into flaring, womanly hips and a, round, fleshy ass. 

Erma admired those round, deeply-clefted globes that framed the targeted rosebud within, invitingly with the milky flesh. Erma got behind Joanna. 

Her black fingers dug into the deep, aromatic ass-crack and peeled it apart like a ripe peach, revealing her captive's pink, crinkled starfish and lightly-furred, dripping cunt. 

The ebony domme leaned forward, long, tongue extended, and lapped greedily at the wrinkled grommet, emitting a throaty chuckle when the buxom sub gasps. 

"Oooo; that's so nice!" 

No one, especially not Carol, has ever done that to her. She is no stranger to anal sex, and her husband frequently sticks a finger in there when he gives her head, but to actually lick her there! 

Chapter Four

The black domme's tongue was like a slithering snake, probing and lapping, teasing the center of her stimulated pucker until it opened slightly, just a bit. 

Joanna reached between her own legs and played with her drooling cunt while the oral worship of her most private orifice continued. 

The purpose wasn't to pleasure Joanna as much as it was to facilitate the next step in the horny Erma's plan. While continuing to work on the weakening center of her anal pucker, she used one meaty hand to grasp the huge black strap on penis she now wore strapped around her middle and peeled the condom from it; she had filled the condom with Vaseline before putting it on her "dick" when she dressed earlier, to avoid the inconvenience of carrying a container of the lube around with her. 

With a last, loving lick, Joanna's new 'friend' stopped sucking her asshole and relaxed her grip on her spread-apart buttocks. 

"I think you're nice and ready for my cock, now, bitch" Erma whispered in the panting, squirming Joanna's ear. "You better be, `cause I love fucking white bitches like you in the ass" 

Joanna's guts chilled when she heard this. Joanna's husband's 7" and this foot-long whopper are two very different things: This monstrosity, like the candle earlier, will tear her apart she thought! Her musings are interrupted by the large, Vaseline-coated tip of the dildo pressing insistently at her back-door. 

Erma pushed forward, slowly but insistently. The pain was almost unbearable as her tight, puckered opening stretched and stretched and stretched. Then, just as she's convinced her asshole was about to rip, the rim of her over-taxed muscle snapped over the fat, helmet-shaped cock-head, sending a harsh, ringing stab of pain rocketing through her bowels. 

"Oh Sweet Jesuuuuuus!" 

Joanna's shriek of pain came from deep within, a primal howl that resounded off the walls of her spacious basement. After the briefest pause, the thick invader continued its wicked path into the depths of her squirming bowels, taking her breath away. The pain is very bad; not as bad as childbirth, but a definitè9.99' on a scale of `10'. 

"It's s-s-so BB-BIG!!" she groaned, hanging her head as another couple of inches gain ground in her already over-packed poop chute. 

The chubby black woman leaned forward and slid her hot thick hands up and under the pain-wracked woman beneath her and cupped the heavy, warm globes of her naked breasts in each hand, kneading them and teasing the blunt, rubbery nipples with her fingers before withdrawing almost all the way out before driving forward, causing another "yip" of discomfort from the beleaguered Joanna. 

This action is repeated, over and over, until the horrible pain began to fade, replaced by a pleasurable, itching sensation. 

Joanna was confused by her new sensations, as she presented her well-padded backside to the horny black lady. 

"You like that thing in you, don't you darling,", Erma cooed. 

Erma leaned in behind her and spent a moment licking her sweaty back and neck, and bit her ear lobe sharply, before kneeling up and again pushing the dildo back up into Joanna's ass. A surge of animal lust suddenly rushed her. 

The chubby black woman growled, "I'm gonna fuck you like the bitch you are, Snowflake!" 

Joanna was in ecstasy; she'd come to enjoy anal sex versus vaginal over the years. 

"Oh, fuck it's so large!", she cried, humping back at her black 'friend' like a bitch in heat. 

She stared back over left shoulder, eyes blazing with lust. "Fuck it hard , I can take it...make it gape, you black bitch!" 

Erma was more than willing to comply; her abundant hips were a blur as she rammed her thick butt-stretcher in and out of Joanna's welcoming shitter with abandon. Joanna 's jugs swung heavily beneath her in time to Erma's thrusts, and her ass-flesh wobbled like gelatin every time the black woman's thighs connected with the lovely lily-white globes. 

Carol was tired of being left-out of the action. So she found the strap on Joanna kept in her secret place in the basement and put it on. Then slid beneath her slave. She fastened her lips on Joanna 's up-thrust clit and sucked hard. She was rewarded with a spurt of delicious woman-cum.... 

. Before long, Carol and Erma switched places, but instead of sucking the slave's cunt, Erma laid beneath her and let Joanna nurse on her ample nipples. 

Carol, however, didn't bother fucking Joanna 's dripping pussy; she went straight for her still gaping ass-hole and shoved it deep. 

She'd learned well from watching her black friend earlier, and Joanna was the beneficiary: there was no clumsy fumbling or time wasted finding a rhythm; she was able to deliver a hard, solid butt-fucking right from the start. 

"Butt-fuck me, Mistress," panted Joanna , wild with lust as she felt her Mistress shove the strap-on up her ass. 

It was promptly wedged in to the hilt and Carol held Joanna's shoulders as she hunched over her and began fucking her butt hard. Her slave's lush butt-cheeks, so deliciously-framed by the marks from her earlier whipping, lent Carol additional inspiration. 

They fucked like that for ten minutes more before Carol got a very nasty inspiration. She eased the shit-speckled monster dildo out of Joanna's ass and went round and stuck it in her s face. 

"Suck my cock," she sneered, "Suck my shitty cock, you ass-fucked bitch!" 

Joanna felt a new surge of lust at Carol's dominant attitude; without hesitation she gobbled the ass-flavored dildo into her mouth and sucked the slippery latex phallus clean. 

Carol's eyes bugged-out at this depraved spectacle; who knew her slave was so depraved?! 

"I love it," Joanna hissed, "I love licking this big dildo after you've fucked my ass with it Mistress. Your slave's an anal whore, a nasty slut who gets-off getting banged by in the asshole! 

"Yes, I noticed," Erma giggled, "Keep sucking bitch, you beautiful fucking bitch." 

Joanna sucked the dildo some more before Erma and Carol unbuckled and removed their strap-ons and tossed them to the floor. 

END
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