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“What did you say?”

“Uhm, I want to tie you up?”

“Goodbye, Sean.”

“Wait! I'm not kidding!”

“Are you for real!?”

Kristin glared out the window as she held the
phone to her ear. She and Sean were comfortable friends now, but
they'd broken up as a couple more than two years earlier. And no,
he definitely was not a friend with benefits! But she had to admit
to curiosity at why he would make such an outrageous request if he
wasn't kidding.

“It's Ellen, my new girlfriend.”

“What? What about her?”

Kristin absolutely could not guess where this
was leading!

“You've seen her, right?”

“Briefly.”

Kristin rolled her eyes. Ellen was a mix of a
punk and metalhead. She wasn't really up on all the styles on the
fringes. The girl was, as far as she knew, pretty wild compared to
Sean. She loved staying out all night at raves, and was into
tattoos and piercings. She wore nothing but black, and tended to
wear belts and jewelery with skulls and swastikas. It was hard to
believe she wasn't still a teenager with that silly
rebel-without-a-cause attitude.

“It turns out she's really into the uh, BDSM
thing.”

“She wants you to spank her?” Kristin asked
with a smirk. “Or does she want to spank you?”

“It's more than spanking, it's like, major
attitude. It's dominance and submission games. It's more than the
being tied up. It's where I have to be her, uhm, master, and give
her orders, and she has to be the submissive and obedient slave
girl.”

“TMI. Too much information,” she said,
rolling her eyes.

“The point is,” he continued doggedly, “that
I need to be able to give these orders to her, like I mean it. You
know? And I'm not, like, well, I don't think I'm really good at
it.”

“So? You want to boss me around? You tried
that when we were living together.”

“This is more like fantasy, like play-acting,
and it's not like that! It's a different kind of, uhm, ordering
around, dominating.”

“Sean, only you would try to practice
something like this with another girl before you did it with
yours,” she said, shaking her head. “You are anal and as
spontaneous as a traffic light.”

That had often been an argument. Sean would
plan out everything in advance, sometimes to absurd degrees.
Kristin was more spontaneous. But then, so was everyone.

“I like the security of knowing that what I'm
doing is what I'm supposed to be doing,” he said.

She rolled her eyes again.

“I bet you're rolling your eyes,” he said
with a growl.

“You do know me,” she said.

“Look, you're an actress, right, and a model.
Let me hire you.”

“Excuse me?”

“I don't mean to have sex,” he said
hurriedly. “I know how to do that part!”

She let out a bark of laughter, but didn't
disagree. She'd never had any complaints in that department.

“I'll give you a thousand bucks.”

She bit back what she was about to say. A
thousand dollars was a lot of money. She'd never had any complaints
with Sean being cheap, either. In fact, his general response to any
kind of problem or issue was to throw money at it to make it go
away. But then, his family had money, and he had the benefit
of a trust fund from his grandparents. Like her, he was still in
college, taking law. She, of course, was taking a general arts
degree. And she was deeply involved in the theater club. She also
modeled part-time. Oh it was only for fliers and catalogs, but it
paid decently for the time spent.

But a thousand dollars for a couple of hours
of letting Sean boss her around didn't seem bad at all. Nor did she
worry about him tying her up. She trusted him completely. He was a
very ethical man.

“A thousand dollars? Cash?”

“Yes.”

“I don't know...”

She let him coax her a little further,
feeling the need to let him know how much she disapproved of it all
and thought it silly, but then gave in.

But the money wasn't the entirety of why she
gave in.

The truth was that she'd always had kind of a
fascination for bondage and such. She'd just had very little
opportunity outside her fantasies to explore that side of things.
Her boyfriends had all been pretty straight arrows, much like Sean
had been when they'd been living together that semester. Him dating
this Ellen girl had shocked her from the start since Ellen was so
different from him.

Her own interest in bondage embarrassed her.
It seemed weak and slutty. What kind of a girl wanted to be tied up
and.. and spanked? A weakling! A weirdo! She was a strong, modern
woman, and believed in equality. She had no idea why she had this
fascination with being conquered, being taken, but she'd had it
since adolescence, and it had always played a central role in her
sexual fantasies.

But it wasn't the sort of thing she would
have confessed, let alone explored with a guy she didn't know very,
very well, trusted a lot, and was really comfortable with. She had
considered getting Sean to do a little such game playing, but
hadn't found the right opportunity before they broke up. He was
such a stiff-necked guy, after all. And she hadn't had a real
boyfriend since breaking up with Sean, just a series of guys who
had tried out for the position and been found lacking.

So the opportunity to play around with it a
little, without suffering the embarrassment of admitting any liking
for it, was awfully attractive. And when there was a thousand
dollars involved – which she didn't mind taking since Sean had so
much money, well, it was irresistible. She could damn well use the
money, too!

They would do it at his apartment. She was
still in a dorm room. Sean's parents had rented a three bedroom
apartment for him not far from campus, and it had all the amenities
– and space – the dorms lacked. Nice to have money, she thought
cynically. But there were more important things.

Their breakup had not been bitter. It had
actually been something of a relief. And it was by mutual decision.
She still liked him a lot. It was just that he drove her crazy with
his endless planning and thinking every single thing through. He'd
have practiced their dates if he could!

She was going to resist taking off her
clothes at all. But she would let him persuade her. It wasn’t that
she had any intention of having sex with him. But she didn't mind
rubbing it in a bit, what he'd given up. She was pretty, blonde,
tall and had a great body. Ellen, from what she'd seen across the
length of the campus bar they both drank at, was short, had short
dark hair, and didn't have anything up top to match Kristin's
thirty-six D cups. She had a child's body, she thought, more than a
little cattily.

No, she didn't mind the thought of showing
off to Sean what he'd given up and couldn't have. And it wasn't
like he hadn't seen her naked a bazillion times anyway (and taken
lots of pictures, which he'd readily given back). So why not enjoy
teasing him a little?

But she wasn't going to do it in a bathing
suit. That wouldn't allow for the proper degree of coaxing by him.
No, she would simply say she'd forgotten, and let him persuade her
to shuck her jeans and top to do this stuff in her underwear. She'd
carefully chosen what underwear to wear, as well. She'd spent some
time at it, veering between something which looked much like a
bathing suit, or something really sexy and revealing.

She had considered the see-through black bra
with matching thong. She had considered the green bikini with
criss-cross stripes. In the end, she'd settled on the orange
underwire bra with the half cups, and matching deeply plunging
bikini, but with a full bottom. It was clearly lingerie, and went
well with her coloring, but it didn't seem too 'slutty'.

The last thing she wanted was to have him
think she was actually trying to arouse him, or trying to show off.
She sure didn't want him to think she was trying to lure him back!
That would be not only wrong (she didn't want him back) but
horribly embarrassing!

No, she didn't want him back. She just wanted
him to want her back – sort of.

“This is definitely the weirdest thing you've
ever asked me,” she said by way of greeting as he opened the
door.

“I know. And thank you a million times!” he
said, hugging her.

“Been working out?” she asked casually,
feeling the hardness of his chest against her.

“Yeah. Ellen really likes it.”

“So Ellen likes her men very manly?” she
asked, wandering into the apartment.

It was luxuriously furnished, as she'd
thought it would be. The leather sofas were first rate, and there
was a huge flat screen fixed to the wall above an elegant little
chest that held DVD player and cable box. The Kitchen was in the
corner, with a counter that overlooked the dining room and living
room.

“You brought your bathing suit?”

She rolled her eyes, knowing it would annoy
him.

“I forgot. It's not like I need to be in
costume for a rehearsal anyway,” she said.

“But it's important to feeling the role!” he
exclaimed. “It's important to put ourselves into character! You
should know that!”

“What exactly do you want to do to me first?”
she asked suspiciously.

“Nothing you don't agree to. I'll tie you in
a few positions. See?”

He handed her a coil of black rope. It was
very soft, and about as thick as her index finger.

“I'll tie you in a few positions to see if
I've got it right, and I'll order you... give you orders, like
you're my slave. Uhm, that means I'll be speaking kind of
rudely.”

She let out a helpless bark of laughter and
he scowled.

“What I mean is, I'll use very firm and
disrespectful language. But it's not personal. It's the role. You
should not get insulted or offended or anything because...”

“I know what a role is, Sean.”

“Right. Of course. I just don't want you to
get pissed off if I say something nasty.”

“Ellen likes you to talk nasty?” she
teased.

“Uhm, yeah. Not all the time, just during
sex.”

“And are you going to dress up too?” she
asked sarcastically.

“Uhm, yeah.”

She giggled. “What do you wear?”

“It's just this, like, leather thing. And she
likes my hair combed back.”

She rolled her eyes and was rewarded by
seeing him scowl.

“Well, why don't you get into your leather ..
costume then?”

“You'll wear a bathing suit?”

“I didn't bring one, but I suppose I could
just be in my underwear. It's not that different.”

“Sure. That'll be fine!” he said with
relief.

Sean, she thought, was just not the
dominating type. But what the hell. She wandered around the living
room, went out onto the balcony, then came back as he was returning
from the bedroom. She had a hard time not staring when she saw him.
He was wearing black leather pants, black boots, and a kind of
leather harness across his chest.

His chest, she noted, seemed bigger, and was
certainly more defined than it had been when they'd been seeing
each other. His shoulders were broader, too. He'd combed his dark
hair straight back and used some sort of gel to keep it that way.
It gave him a harsher, more mature look than his bangs usually
did.

“Don't laugh,” he growled.

Kristin had not the least desire to laugh.
She was quite surprised at how … in the role... he looked. In fact,
what she wanted to do was run her fingers across his very visible
pectoral muscles and then down over that flat, firm stomach.

She'd wanted to show him what he was missing,
but hadn't expected to feel the reverse.

Wow, she thought.

Of course, Sean had always been handsome, but
in a boyish way. Now, he looked more like a man, and even a strong
man. Wow indeed.

“Now you were going to get undressed,” he
said tactfully.

“Uhm, yeah, but just to my underwear,” she
said, scowling and pointing a finger.

“Right. That'll be fine. Naked would be
better but hey..”

“Forget it.”

He grinned and shrugged.

She gave him another suspicious look, though
it was really for effect, and turned her back on him, then casually
unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it off over her shoulders. She was
very careful not to pose – while posing. She knew she had a nice
back, and knew also that her skin was flawless. She undid her jeans
and hesitated. It would look sexier if she turned, and she could
pretend to a casualness she would have once felt.

But she was feeling oddly breathy for some
reason, and so she popped the catch on her jeans and let them ease
open, then turned casually. “I hope you're not expecting a visit
from your little girlfriend,” she said, her eyes skimming across
his broad chest again.

“No, she's out of town until the
weekend.”

She nodded, then slid her jeans down and
stepped out of them, tossing them on the sofa.

The first thing she realized was that her
acting talents were really going to be put to the test. Standing in
her underwear before him, with him looking the way he did, had
tightened something way down low. She could feel her nipples
already tingling and hardening inside the cups.

“So?” she asked, pulling her shoulders back a
little. “Will this do?”

He licked his lips, his eyes sliding over her
in a way which was both flattering and exciting, and nodded.

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I'm sure you'll make a
great sex slave.”

She laughed dismissively at the words, even
though she felt a strange dark sense of excitement.

“You gonna tie me to your bed now, big
guy?”

“Any idiot can tie someone to a bed. I don't
need practice at that,” he said. “Lie on your stomach on the
sofa.”

That didn't sound very exciting, but, hiding
her disappointment, Kristin complied.

“I thought you only ever wore thongs,” he
said.

“Yeah, well...”

He laughed. I've seen your butt already.”

“Past tense.”

“Hands behind your back.”

She felt another hot thrill as she crossed
her wrists behind her back, but then she felt his hands on them,
pressing her wrists together instead, hands palm to palm. She felt
the soft rope looped repeatedly around her wrists and pulled
tight.

“I'm not superman,” she said.

“I know, but one loop would hurt if you
pulled against it. The more loops there are the more the pressure
is spread out so you don't get bruises.”

“You're quite the expert,” she said.

“I read it on the internet. Pull your ankles
up and back.”

She drew her feet up and back, wondering what
he intended. She felt his hands on them, then the rope looped
around them, tying them together. There was no discomfort until she
felt a new pressure, one on both her wrists and her ankles, drawing
them up and back together. She gasped softly as her shoulders were
lifted back, as her back began to bow. She grunted as the pressure
tightened and pulled her wrists back further, then it was if they
were locked in place as he tied off the knots.

She felt him pushing her onto her side, then,
and looked up at him, face flushed.

“How does that feel?”

“It's... tight,” she said, a bit
breathlessly.

“It's supposed to be. It doesn't hurt, does
it?”

“No. It's... My shoulders ache a little, but
it doesn't actually hurt. I don't see what you can do to me when
I'm tied like this though,” she said teasingly.

He leaned over her and slid his fingers
through her blonde hair.

“Anything I want to,” he said in a dark
near-whisper that made her stomach flutter.

But he straightened then and turned away. She
saw he still had rope in hand, and he pulled over a chair, then got
on it, and she saw him reach up to a hook she hadn't noticed driven
into the ceiling. He dropped back down again, then returned to her.
He rolled her onto her stomach once more, then she gasped as he
lifted her up bodily and carried her over onto the floor.

He set her down gently, then did something
else with the rope, and she felt pressure as he lifted her up off
the floor. He set her down again, moved over to the wall, and tied
the rope off there to another hook she hadn't noticed. Then he
returned to her, and again she felt herself raised up off the
floor, then up higher.

She grunted at the pressure against her
wrists and ankles. She was no lightweight, at five feet ten, and
athletic herself, and she tried to look up as he lifted her, but
couldn't. He must have really been working out, she thought to lift
her so easily.

“You've been working out,” she said,
breathing a little raggedly.

“Yeah,” he said.

He lifted her higher, and she grunted as he
let her go and she kind of hung there, obviously tied to the rope
above. She was at groin height to him, and she didn't miss the
implications as her body slowly turned in place, and she found
herself a foot from his crotch.

The pressure on her wrists and ankles was
heavy, but while it ached a little, the rope didn't seem to be
cutting painfully into her, despite holding her weight. Her body
was still bowed, and she was, she thought, entirely helpless.

“Hmm, I forgot,” he said.

She felt him combing his fingers through her
hair, drawing her long slender locks up and back together. He
seemed to be braiding them together somehow, and then she grunted
as she felt them pulling on her, lifting her head up and back. She
raised her head to ease the pressure on her scalp, and kept it
raised until the pressure became too great.

Then, as she gave in and started to lower her
head, she found she couldn't. At first, there were sharp little
stinging pulls on her scalp from hairs tugged at, but then it
settled out evenly, and she found her head was being held up by the
mass of her hair. It still ached, but it was not exactly painful or
anything. She couldn't lower or turn her head, though.

“How do your wrists feel?”

“O-Okay,” she gulped.

It was hard to talk, to move her mouth. The
pull on her scalp had her wanting to keep her jaw open wide. And
again, the implications of that did not escape her as he stood
right in front of her. She felt a warm flush spread down her
chest.

“This would look better if you were naked,”
he said.

“I-I'll bet,” she said, feeling another surge
of heat.

“Is that an okay?” he asked in a slow drawl,
his fingers sliding lightly under her bra strap.

“No!”

He chuckled and eased his hand back.

“This is a really good position for a girl to
deep throat,” he said.

“And I suppose Ellen does that,” she
said.

“Oh yeah. Does she ever. You can bet I'm
going to have her do that when I hang her like this.”

“And what does she get out of it?”

“Oh, she'll be excited. She really gets off
on this. Besides, I'll stuff a vibrator into her first. Maybe a
butt-plug, as well.”

Her skin flushed. “Ok. TMI again. Are you
going to lower me now?”

“I don't know. Maybe I should keep you like
that for a few hours.”

But he moved to lower her to the floor, and
remove the ropes.

She rubbed her wrists and sat up, heart
beating a little too fast for comfort.

He helped her stand, and had her stand still
while he arranged the ropes somehow. Then he had her put her palms
together behind her back. The rope went around her upper arms, then
around her ribs to cross her chest just under her breasts. In fact,
it actually pushed up a little against the underside of her
breasts. Another loop followed, and then another, then three more
across the top of her breasts.

She could feel hear heart beating faster as
her breasts were squeezed, and did her very best not to seem the
least excited as he tightened the pressure on her arms, then fed
the rope downward. It circled her arms below her elbows now, then
went around her waist just about where the waistband of her panties
slipped across her hips.

Of course, the two rope loops were well above
where the front of her panties was because those loops plunged low
diagonally across her abdomen to where the small V of fabric
covered her sex. But now Sean fed a double loop of rope down and
pulled it in between her legs. She gasped as he pulled it up her
backside and fed it through the rope around her waist. She gasped a
lot more when he pulled it tight.

The rope dug into her pussy, and she saw, and
felt, with a breathless sense of heat, that there was a knot tied
in the double loop which dug right in against the top of her sex,
right over her clitoris! The rope pulling up in behind pressed down
sharply against the thin fabric of her panties between her
buttocks, and she fought to keep her voice and breathing steady as
he tied it off.

“Okay, we're going to try some dominance
now,” he said. “I'm going to be assuming a role. Remember that.
Don't get mad at me for being rude or anything.”

“I understand how – .”

“Be quiet, slut!” he growled.

Despite herself she felt an upwelling sense
of outrage.

“You'll speak when I give you permission to
speak,” he growled.

Her outrage faded away, but not completely.
She still glowered at him, even knowing it was just an act. Then
she started to assess how good an act it was, and her indignation
faded completely, turning to wry amusement. He wasn't actually very
good at it.

“Do you want me to take a strap to that
pretty little ass of yours, slave girl?” he demanded.

She giggled a bit.

“Don't laugh. It spoils the mood,” he
growled.

She shrugged helplessly, and he gripped her
hair and jerked her head up and back, drawing a gasp from her.

“Are you being insolent, slut?”

“N-No,” she gulped, feeling a rush of
heat.

She remembered, back when they were lovers,
when he'd taken her from behind, and on occasion, reached out and
pulled her hair as he did. She'd never told him how much that
turned her on, afraid of what he would think of her. But she did
get hot when men pulled her hair during sex. Except this wasn't
sex, not … exactly.

“No, master,” he growled.

“No, master,” she said, rolling her eyes to
show what she thought of that.

But her breasts were throbbing, and she knew
she was getting wet. Thank God the orange fabric was dark to begin
with!

She gasped as she felt him pull her hair
again, forcing her head up and back. He was firm, but didn't
yank.

“First, I think we'll start with you sucking
my cock,” he said. “For maybe half an hour. I expect a good job, or
you can expect to get your ass whipped. Do you understand me, you
slut?”

For a moment, Kristin found herself unable to speak as a wall of
heat swept through her. Her breasts throbbed even more, her nipples
tingling madly, and the pressure of the rope against her pussy was
making her burn down below.

“I said do you understand me, you filthy
little sex toy!”

He had overdone it with that one, and she let
out a bark of laughter instead.

“You're not very good with the insults.”

“I'm not used to insulting people.”

“Then don't. You can be strong-willed and
give orders and not call people names. Think of your father and how
chilly his voice is when he's ordering you around.”

He glared at her.

“And that master stuff just makes me want to
snicker. You could just insist on sir or something. At least that's
not as .. cliched.”

“Fine. Sir, then. I think master sounds
stupid too, to be honest.”

He dropped her hair and Kristin dropped her
head, flushing.

Her eyes looked downward and she felt her
skin heat up even more. The rope was actually digging in so tight
as it pulled up between her thighs that it had pulled the fabric of
her panties in between her pussy lips.

He considered her a moment, cracking his
knuckles. The effect was actually more exciting than when he tried
to speak, Kristin thought wryly. He went over to the side, and
picked up something from a table, then returned, hands behind his
back.

“What do you think of yourself, Stewart?” he
asked in a much cooler voice.

She blinked up at him uncertainly.

“What do you think of a woman who would be on
her knees naked, waiting for orders?” he asked, still in that cool,
distant voice.

He was trying to channel his father, she
realized, and doing a not bad job of it. His father was a prick,
and he'd certainly had enough experience with him.

She was about to say she wasn't naked, but of
course, that wasn't the play.

“I don't know,” she said uncertainly.

She gasped as he thrust out his hand, and a
long, slender leather stick of some sort was thrust in under her
chin, and lifted it up. His face was as cool as his voice.

“Sir,” he said.

“I... don't know, sir,” she said, feeling
another little rush of heat.

“You're a sexual animal, Stewart. A sexual
animal that needs to be properly tamed and then trained in order to
be of value to others.”

He let the thing ease down, and the tip slid
down across her left breast. She gasped as it flicked across the
nipple.

“Wh-what's that?” she asked.

“It's a riding crop, Stewart. It's a useful
implement in training animals.”

“I'm not an animal”

The crop snapped up under her chin, again,
raising it.

“Are you arguing with me, Stewart?” he said
in a nearly toneless voice which still seemed to imply
incredulity.

“I... no, sir.”

“I think that you were born to serve,
Stewart. You were born to do the bidding of men, to pleasure them
with your body.”

He slid the crop down across her breast
again, this time rubbing the tip back and forth against her already
aroused nipple.

“With your breasts,” he said, then slid the
crop lower, down past her hips, down between her thighs. He slid it
between her legs, then, angling it upwards, let it press up against
her sex.

“With your pussy,” he said.

The crop pulled out and then was thrust up
under her chin just as she was about to protest.

“With your mouth,” he said.

She flushed.

“Like any other animal, you should be kept on
a leash, or in a cage, ready to hand so that you can perform your
service.”

He lowered the crop, and slapped it lightly
against her stomach.

“But first you need to learn to obey,” he
said.

He combed his fingers through her hair, then
stepped back.

“Get down on your belly, Stewart. Do it now,”
he ordered coolly.

Grunting with effort, Kristin awkwardly
rolled her shoulders in and down, landing on her side, then rolling
onto her belly.

“Raise your hips up,” he said. “I want you in
a proper position to be mounted.”

“I'm not – .”

“Draw your knees in, Stewart! Right now,” he
growled.

The crop slapped lightly across her bottom
and she gasped, but it wasn't the very slight sting which caused a
reaction within her, but the dark heat she felt at him hitting
her.

A part of her wanted to tell him to go fuck
himself, but another part of her was feeling a tremendous wave of
sexual tension as she obeyed, drawing her knees in to raise her
bottom.

“What a lovely bottom you have, Stewart,” he
said, placing the crop against it.

“D-Don't you dare!” she gulped.

“Spread your knees, Stewart. Spread them wide
for me.”

She gasped as he slapped the crop lightly
across her bottom.

“Obey your orders, Stewart.”

Kristin spread her knees apart, then at
another light snap from the crop, drew her knees forward further,
positioning herself – to be mounted.

 


 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


“Much better,” he said. “That seems like a
proper position for a woman like you, Stewart,” he said, the crop
caressing her bottom. “On your knees, with your face down and your
bottom high. All your best assets are easily available from this
position. You're well-displayed for the purpose God made you.”

“Fuck you, sir,” she said, a little
breathlessly.

“You will, slave girl. You will. And anyone
else I order you to. I can imagine a line of men eagerly moving to
take their place behind you, to ride you until you scream in
pleasure.”

Kristin's pussy was throbbing as she knelt in
place. The knot against her clitoris was grinding against her with
a dull, hard ache, but that ache was inspiring excitement, not
pain. And she couldn't help wondering what it would be like to be
in this position naked. A part of her wished she was naked!

The cotton of her panties was stretched
tautly across her mound in this position, especially with the rope
digging up between the lips of her sex. Now she felt the crop
rubbing suggestively against her just to the side of the rope.

“S-stop that!” she gulped.

“Why, Stewart? Are you losing control? Is
your animal body starting to respond in the way it was designed. Is
the hunger taking hold and turning you into the sexual animal
you've always longed to be?”

He continued rubbing lightly at her as he
spoke, but then pulled the crop back and slapped her bottom
lightly.

“I think you need to be made full cognizant
of just what manner of sexual animal you are, Stewart,” he said. “I
shall teach you so that you cannot deny your own weakness and lack
of self control.”

“U-Untie me! My shoulders are starting to
hurt,” she demanded.

He didn't protest or try to delay, but knelt
and immediately undid the knots binding her arms together. She
groaned as he pulled her into a sitting position, then gasped as he
undid the rope which was digging up into her pussy. She pulled it
away quickly, then, blushing, tugged on her panties to pull the
fabric out from between her pussy lips. It was wet, but she
reassured herself that the wetness wasn't really visible.

“On your feet, Stewart,” he growled, pulling
lightly at her hair.

Kristin rose unsteadily to her feet.

“I don't think – .”

“You aren't required to think. Hands above
your hands, wrists crossed,” he ordered.

“But – .”

“No, Stewart.”

She bit her lip resentfully, but obeyed, and
he quickly bound her wrists together, then tied them to the hook
overhead. He went to the wall, adjusting the ropes carefully,
forcing her to rise onto the balls of her feet, then returned and
laid the crop against her bottom again.

“I think a nice, quick strapping here,” he
said, slapping the crop lightly against her buttocks, “would go a
long way to demonstrating the need for respect for your
betters.”

Kristin felt the tension in her body as she
stood on the balls of her feet, the tautness of her straight back
and chest, the way the skin of her breasts pulled back against
them, and then the tension inside her, hot and bubbling with a
strange sense of excitement and anticipation.

For the first time she began to think
seriously of having sex with him. Why not? It's not like they
hadn't done it before enough times, and it wasn't like she didn't
like him, or his body. Why shouldn't she have a little fling with
him. She didn't know this Ellen anyway, and she sounded like a
slut.

“Or maybe a whipping,” he said, raising the
crop, slapping lightly against her back.

She grunted as he pulled back on her hair.
Her hair again! Then she felt the crop sliding up and down against
her belly as he forced her back to arch.

“There are so many methods I can use to
punish you for your insolence, Stewart,” he said, “So many ways to
make you wish to obey my every desire.”

The flat tip of the crop was different from
the rest of it. The crop was a slender, round rod, but the tip was
like a tongue, made of softer leather, flat, and perhaps an inch
wide and two or three long. She felt that tip now slipping down
beneath the waistband of her panties even as his breath was hot
against the nape of her neck.

“Female impertinence is not to be
countenanced,” he purred.

Kristin felt a startling rush of heat as the
leather tip stroked across her clitoris, which was already swollen
and tingling.

“Don't!” she gasped.

“Don't? Who are you addressing, slave? Surely
if it was me you would call me sir.”

The crop was rubbing unerringly back and
forth across her clitoris, and Kristin didn't want it to stop, but
if it didn't she would quickly lose control of herself, which would
reveal that her to be as weak as he was suggesting.

“Don't, sir!” she gasped.

“That sounds like an order, slave. You mean
to beg, correct? If so you should be saying the magic word.”

“Please don't, sir!”

“Why? I'm not hurting you, slave. Is it that
this little bit of touching is making you lose control of yourself?
Could you possibly be that weak and sluttish?”|

She would not have thought so, but evidently
she was, even if she couldn't admit it.

“S-Sean!” she gasped.

He chuckled throatily, and for a moment she
thought he might ignore her, do whatever he wanted to her. But then
the crop slid out and he started to move towards the wall, but then
he hesitated, and returned. Again she felt her hair pulled back,
her head raised up, and again he slid his arm around her, the crop
rising now. She saw the tip before her eyes.

“Examine this instrument, slave. Do you
notice just how wet the tip is?”

Her flushed face reddened considerably.

“Very wet indeed, slave. Or should I say sex
slave. Yes, apparently you are quite aroused. The female body
produces such lubrication when it feels the desire to be
penetrated, does it not, Stewart?”

“Shut up!” she exclaimed, her mind squirming
uncomfortably with embarrassment and denial.

He chuckled and released her hair, but his
breath was still hot on the back of her neck, and then she felt his
lips there.

“Poor little sex slave,” he purred, “ Caught
up in her own uncontrollable lust.”

The tip of the crop turned downward, and slid
into the top of her left bra cup. Then it was rubbing against her
tingling nipple as he kissed her lightly and repeatedly along the
nape of the neck.

“I bet your nipples are very hard, Stewart,”
he whispered. “I remember how they got when you were particularly
aroused, so stiff, so pointy, that the center of your breast
swelled out behind them, your aureola so hard and round. I remember
what it felt like inside my mouth, Stewart. Do you remember what my
mouth felt like around them?”

The crop slid out, then into her other
cup.

“I'd like to see them again, Stewart. And it
would certainly make for a more realistic practice session. Why
don't I just remove your bra? I've seen them before, after all. And
I'll give you another five hundred dollars. Is that
acceptable?”

Kristin wasn't really in a mental position to
consider the wisdom of what he was saying. Heat was swirling inside
her, and her mind was thrumming with sexual pressure. She had no
idea what to say. Part of her wanted him to, but she couldn't quite
bring herself to say yes, but then he simply undid her bra strap.
He couldn't remove her bra with her wrists bound, but he simply
raised it up above her head and tied it around the rope above her
wrists.

Then he moved around in front of her, and
Kristin squirmed as the heat redoubled inside her, as his eyes
ravished her naked, swollen breasts.

“Yes, just as I remembered them,” he said,
his voice a little throaty.

Her eyes flicked to his groin, and she could
see how swollen he was inside the leather pants.

He raised the tip of the crop and let it
caress her nipple, and Kristin breathlessly watched, doing and
saying nothing.

“Very, very beautiful,” he said, the crop
sliding downwards, down across her belly, then back down the front
of her panties.

She gasped as it slid past her clit, and
moaned as he then pulled the handle backward, angling the crop, and
not incidentally pulling the waistband out so he could see down
inside.

“You do a very good job shaving yourself,
Stewart,” he said, as the round shaft of the crop pressed in
between her pussy lips. “What a beautiful little pussy you have. So
neat and clean.”

“I-I … you.. you ...”

He pulled the handle of the crop back
further, then down, and she felt the straps of her panties sliding
down over her hips. Then they slid down her legs to her ankles, and
she was naked in front of him.

“D-Don't touch me!” she gasped, panicked.

“You forgot to say please, slave,” he said,
drawing the crop back up.

He let the small, soft leather tip slap
lightly, but stingingly against her right nipple.

“Say please, slave.”

“P-Please!” she gasped.

“You know I wouldn't do anything to you that
you didn't want, slave,” he said, still using that cool voice.

And Kristin remembered something. She hadn't
liked his father at all. He was an arrogant snobbish bastard. But
he was such a strong, powerful man – not just physically but in
terms of wealth and position, that something inside her had thought
him incredibly hot and masculine.

And his son had been channeling him very
effectively.

The crop slid lower, and then was against her
clit again, rubbing her.

“Don't!” she gasped again.

“You forgot to say please, slave.”

“Please don't!”

“You forgot to say sir, slave.”

“Sean!”

“Sir.”

“Please don't, sir!” she moaned.

“Of course,” he said, withdrawing the crop,
and moving slowly around her.

She felt the shaft pressing against her
buttocks.

“Such a bad girl,” he said, “Such a nasty
girl. Naked and smelling of sex and lust, losing control of
herself, even though I haven't laid a finger on her.”

She moaned as she felt her hair pulled back
again.

“Is slut the proper term, Stewart?” he asked
softly, his lips near her ear.

He drew back, and Kristin let out a little
cry as the crop snapped stingingly across her bottom.

“Hey!”

He moved to the corner, and put the crop
down, then picked up some sort of whip. Kristin's eyes widened as
he returned. The body of the whip was a little shorter than the
crop, but it had a number of leathery laces attached, thin
ones.

“Time for you to be whipped, slave. Sex
slave.”

“D-Don't you dare!”

“You forgot to say sir again, slave.”

She gasped as he swung the whip, and braced
herself for the pain. But it never came. The laces spread out and
landed across her back with little energy and even less pain.

“Sex slave,” he said.

The whip landed again, and she gasped and
jerked.

“Slut,” he said, as the whip landed a third
time.

The laces were lightweight, and so even
swinging harder, they didn't really hurt at all, just left a very
mild sting. Of course it was something like ten mild stings, but
even so the psychological impact was far greater, as Kristin turned
her head away, staring forward, mouth and eyes open wide. The whip
landed across her shoulders, then her lower back, then her
shoulders again, harder each time so that she began to flinch and
gasp.

But it was like... like slowly raising the
temperature of a pot of water, and your tolerance rising with
it.

“Slave,” he said, his voice husky now, no
longer as suave, as arrogant.

The whip snapped now as the laces cut across
Kristin's back, and she arched sharply, crying out at the stinging
pain.

“Whore,” he growled.

Again the laces slashed across her fair skin,
and again she twisted and bucked.

“Does that hurt?” he asked. “Are you
okay?”

She felt the words breaking into the fiery
bubble of heat surrounding her mind, and willed them away.

Another blow made her cry out.

“I'm not hurting you am I?”

“Shut the fuck up!” she gasped, angry at him
for spoiling the fantasy.

“Your impertinence needs to be punished,
slave,” he said.

Another blow struck her back, but the edge,
the laces curling around under her ribs, then snapping at her
breasts. Kristin cried out in both surprise and pain, head flung
back, body jerking sharply enough she would have stumbled and
fallen had her wrists not been tightly held.

“Whore,” he growled as the whip slipped
around her ribs on the other side.

“Slave,” he said, the thin, burning laces
snapping and biting at her other breast.

“Animal,” he growled, the the laces slashing
across her buttocks, then again, then again, as her hips bucked
forward violently.

She felt her hair jerked back sharply, and
felt his body pressed against her, the buckles of his leather
harness pressing against her now overheated back, and... something
else. She moaned at the feel of his thick bulge as he ground it
against her buttocks.

“Do you feel how hard I am, slut?” he asked
in a throaty growl.

He reached around her, a hand on her belly,
pulling her back as he continued to slowly grind his bulging
leather groin up and down against her buttocks.

“Do you know what I have here? You hunger for
it, don't you, slave girl? You hunger to feel it naked, to feel it
inside you.”

He drew his hips back, and she yelped at
another blow from the flog.

Then her eyes and mouth went wide together as
she felt the shape of his hard, naked cock, as it pressed in
between her buttocks, as he ground himself into her.

“Do you know what this is, slut?” he
whispered as he brought the laces rubbing against her breast. “Do
you know what I'm going to do with this? I'm going to shove it up
your tight, hot little pussy. That's what you want, isn't it, sex
slave. That's what you long for. You remember the feel of it inside
you? It remembers you, slut. It wants to bury itself inside your
tight, hot, wet body.”

He released her hair, and Kristin stumbled
weakly, moaning, brought up short by the rope again as she gulped
in air. Her body was aflame, and her mind not far behind. The heat
was baking her, the wild, sizzling sexual energy cutting through
her body like lightning. She felt the rope above lowering, and she
groaned as she settled back onto her heels.

Then he was against her again, and his big
hands on her hips, jerking them back. His strong fingers gripped
her thighs, pulling her legs apart as his cock pressed up against
the flaming center of hr pussy.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she whimpered.

It found the angle, and she felt the lips of
her sex spreading apart as it pushed up into the mouth of her sex.
Then he forced her hips back further as he thrust slowly into her.
Kristen gasped helplessly, shuddering at the exquisite feel of his
slick, hard flesh pushing up deeper and deeper.

“Slut,” he growled, his breath hot against
her neck.

“Ungh!” she cried as he thrust in deeper
still.

She felt the warm skin of his hips pressing
against her buttocks, then flattening them as he forced her further
back. She was on the balls of her feet again, legs spread, leaning
forward so that only the rope tied to her wrists kept her from
falling. His cock was buried within her, his hips grinding against
her buttocks as he bit up and down the nape of her neck.

“Whore,” he panted.

Then he began to thrust, and at his second
thrust she lost it, crying out again and again as the orgasm tore
through her with blinding power. She thrashed and shook
uncontrollably, convulsions wracking her body as his hips pounded
violently against her buttocks and his cock speared up into her
with furious, even savage strokes.

It was unlike anything they'd ever done
before when making love. For this was not 'making love'. This was
hard, animal sex, this was fucking, and her body shook and trembled
to the powerful blows of his hips as he rammed himself into her
again and again.

Kristin had always loved his cock, and he had
always been skilled with its use, but now her body and mind were in
such a shape that every deep thrust made her cry out, made the
orgasm seem to explode upward again so that she thought she might
lose her mind. And even when the orgasm faded, it left her in a
dazed, overheated turmoil of liquid sex, her buttocks being slapped
again and again so that her head and body shuddered
continuously.

His cock was stabbing up into her with hard,
deep strokes that made her whimper and moan, her eyes slitted, her
mind tumbling within her. She cried out as he jerked back on her
hair and bit into the side of her throat. Then his other hand shot
down between her legs, rubbing hard against her clitoris.

She squealed and twisted violently as the
sensations boiled within her, but then another orgasm tore into her
and she again lost control of herself as the sensations overwhelmed
her mind.

She wanted to scream but had no breath to do
it. She gurgled helplessly, dazed, mind battered as the waves of
sensation poured over her, and all the time was that hard, furious
stabbing of his thick cock up into the deepest part of her belly,
and the jarring blows of his hips against her out-thrust
buttocks.

* * *

“Y-You cheated!”

“Not on you.”

“You know what I mean! This was just supposed
to be... practice tie-up games!”

Kristin groaned weakly, chest still
heaving.

“I can't help it if the games turned you on
so much that you lost control of yourself.”

“You planned it that way!”

“I swear I didn't. I didn't think you'd even
like it.”

“But you could have – !”

“Oh please, Kristin. You think I'm made of
stone? No man could have resisted the kind of invitation you
presented. You're incredibly beautiful, and when you're naked and
in heat – .”

“I wasn't in heat! I'm not some kind of
animal!”

“You were like a bitch in heat. Don't even
try to deny it. I couldn't resist.”

Kristin glowered, wanting to hit him no
matter how right he was. Of course, she was still standing there,
arms tied above her head, and he was slumped back on the couch.
He'd removed his leather trousers, but still had the leather and
steel harness across his chest. He had shaved off his hair, that
was what she hadn't realized earlier. His chest had a bit, but down
below he was as bare as her, and the feel of him when he was inside
her, jammed against her buttocks, had been incredibly sensual.

“U-Untie me,” she said, panting.

He nodded slowly, then with a grunt of
effort, he got to his feet. Kristin's eyes could not help but
admire his chest, and follow his firmly muscled belly down to his
abdomen, his bare hips, and his cock hanging flaccidly there. He
moved behind her, his hands sliding up, but then the slid back down
again, down around her ribs, then up to cup her breasts.

“S-Sean!” she gasped.

“You have incredible breasts,” he said,
fingers kneading them. “Have I ever told you that?”

“Y-Yes,” she gulped.

One hand dropped between her legs, fingers
rubbing at her clitoris. Kristin gasped again, squirming in his
grasp, feeling his hips and his groin against her buttocks.

“Sean!”

“Do you remember near the end, two years ago,
when you told me that I was boring?”

“You were boring,” she moaned. “Stop it!”

He chuckled throatily, and bit into the nape
of her neck. But then he drew his hand back and pulled away from
her. She waited for his hands to rise, to untie her, but felt
nothing. She turned her head, and he was leaving the room.

“Sean!”

“One minute,” he said.

Was he going to the bathroom or something,
she wondered indignantly.

He turned carrying a bag, and then he was
behind her, right behind her. She turned her head one way, then the
other, but couldn't see what he was doing, only that he had bent
over, then straightened.

“Sean – .”

His arm slid around her waist pulling her
hips back again. Then she felt something thick slide between her
thighs and press against her pussy.

“Sean!” she squealed.

It pushed through the moist lips of her sex
and pushed slowly up inside her. It was … thicker than his cock,
but not a lot. It spread her wide, though, and she moaned softly,
her head and eyes dropping as she tried to see. It looked like a …
a cock, a black cock! She shuddered as it pushed deep, as she felt
the silicon coated phallus drive into the back wall of her
pussy.

“Wh-what are you dooooing?” she moaned.

She felt something against her back passage,
then, and her eyes shot open.

“Sean! No!”

“You were always too... straight-laced for
anything back here,” he said. “But I think you're a lot less
straight-laced than I once thought.”

She squealed again as she felt her sphincter
being spread open by something round and slippery. She stretched to
the verge of pain, but then the thing passed through into her body
and she moaned as she felt her opening almost close again –
almost.

“What... what are you doing?” she moaned.

“Practicing. That was our agreement,
right?”

“I-I d-didn't – .”

She gasped as he pulled back on her hair,
then pushed something against her mouth. The pressure forced her to
open her mouth, then open it wide, as he pushed something rubbery
through, wedging it in between her teeth so that it narrowed, then
expanded behind them to press up against the roof of her mouth.

It was like a … a ball, and it filled her
mouth, pressing down against her tongue as he pulled a strap around
behind her head and buckled it in place. Kristin moaned, wide-eyed,
shocked. She felt a sudden prickle of shocked excitement even as he
drew out more rope and tied it to her ankles. He pulled each ankle
wide, so wide she was on the balls of her feet again, then returned
to drop to his knees before her.

She stared, wide-eyed, as he kissed her
belly, as he licked at her, then rubbed his face, his cheeks
against her belly. He slid lower, his hands caressing her skin,
then rising to cup her breasts. His mouth slid down and he licked
at her clitoris.

Kristin gurgled helplessly behind the gag,
her hips rolling sharply at the sudden rush of sensation. The lips
of her sex were stretched wide and straining around the thick black
dildo he'd pushed up inside her. Her clitoris swelled rapidly as he
pushed in against her skin, as his tongue began to lick and his
lips began to suck.

He had always been very good with his mouth
and his tongue, and now Kristin writhed and twisted, rapidly losing
control of herself again as the sexual heat began to pulse with
ever greater intensity, as the pulses came faster and faster. And
then she was caught up in the sexual fever once again, her head
thrashing helplessly, her hips grinding like a whore as the sexual
electricity crackled up and down her body.

The first orgasm had her screaming and
writhing helplessly. The second had her thrashing like she was
having an epileptic fit. The third exhausted her to the point she
was practically hanging from her wrists, eyes slitted, drooling
around the ball gag shoved into her mouth.

Then as she approached a fourth he stopped
and rose, moving behind her, selecting more items from the bag. The
first was a short handled club of sorts, but then as he pressed the
white 'club' against her she cried out dazedly, for it was a
powerful vibrator.

He pressed it up sharply into her groin,
forcing her hips up and back again. Then he brought down something
which looked like a leather ping-pong paddle against her bottom
with a sharp crack of stinging pain.

Her eyes widened, and she cried out into the
gag.

“Slut,” he all-but whispered.

Crack!

“Whore,” he said softly.

Crack!

“Slave,” he said.

Crack!

“Sex slave.”

Crack!

He was pressing up harder against her sex,
and now rubbing the thing up and down as it buzzed and vibrated.
Kristin's body trembled and shook, jerking sharply every time he
brought the leather paddle down against her bottom. Every blow was
an explosion of stinging pain, an explosion of sensation which tore
through the bubbling cauldron of sexual pressure inside her.

But as each sharp, burning crack sent its
starbust of pain through her the sensations seemed to shift and
change, and now they were echoing within her groin, within her
abdomen, resonating against her pussy, against her clitoris. He
slapped harder, rubbed harder, and a massive orgasm tore her mind
to pieces and left her howling and thrashing in maddened animal
heat.
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Well, she had $1500. Kristin would have liked
to have said no, to have simply marched out of there and left it
behind. It felt, given what had happened, almost like she was being
paid to have sex. And yet, she needed the money, and besides, it
wasn't like she had fucked him for the money. Rather, he had fucked
her. There was a distinct difference, though she struggled to
understand it.

She had never had a sexual experience like
that. She had always considered herself a very sexual person, an
erotic person, a person who appreciated the sensual. But that
rough, wild sex had never been part of her fantasies, not …
exactly. The part about being helpless, being bound, yes, but not
the rest.

It had been a mind shattering experience,
possibly even a mind altering experience. For her entire view of
sex and sexuality might now have been irreparably changed. He had
fucked her, had simply taken her, just like the bitch in heat he'd
called her! That was not something that went well with her
self-image, and yet a part of her exulted in the wild, carnal
nature of what had happened.

It had been wild, and she was stunned by it,
and remained so for hours afterward. Each memory brought a rush of
heat to her skin, a memory of sensations that made her nipples
throb and her pussy burn. She should have been indignant and angry,
and was, and yet she also felt something like a sense of
fascination for what had happened.

Sean had said he'd been looking at books and
movies, to get into the spirit of the thing, but his actions, when
he'd had her at his mercy, had been all wild, feral animal sex, not
studied or polished.

Her buttocks had been on fire when he'd been
done, but were fine now, unbruised. The laces of the whip had left
no permanent marks on her body, though she could still trace a few
thin red lines across her ribs and breasts.

He had whipped her! That left her in almost
open-mouthed shock! It had hurt, too! Oh not at first, but at the
end, yes, it had stung like hell, but she'd been so fucking
aroused, so turned on, so overheated, that the sting had actually
felt incredibly like pleasure, not pain.

She put the money in the bank, returned to
her dorm, and tried to pull her mind away from what had happened,
but she could never keep it away for long. It had been too wild an
experience, and she felt somewhat shell-shocked.

There was a lot of guilt, too. She castigated
herself for being so weak, for degrading herself like that, and for
screwing around with him when he was seeing another woman. She
really was the slut he'd called her, she thought unhappily. For who
else what other kind of girl would have allowed that sort of
thing?

In bed that night, naked, she tried to think
of something else, anything else, but failed miserably, and as her
legs parted, her fingers slid down her body, and her hips began to
roll and grind upward as memories of that day flooded her mind and
turned her body to a hot, bubbling liquid mush.

Slut, she thought. Whore! Sex slave!

* * *

Over the next few days Kristin gave up trying
to put what had happened from her mind. Instead she found herself
surfing the internet like a sex-mad teenage boy, and specifically
seeking out bondage and domination sites for pictures, videos, and
stories. Each new position, a position she'd never imagined,
widened her eyes and sent a hot flutter of excitement through her
belly as she imagined herself stretched out like that, or bent over
like that, or tied as tightly and outrageously as that.

The stories were worse: outrageous! They were
stories of women taken captive, of women abused, of women tortured
and enslaved. The sheer audacity of some of the things depicted
made her squirm in her seat!

On Friday she had volleyball practice. It was
a little hard to concentrate, but she was doing all right, until
she happened to glance into the largely empty stands and saw Sean
sitting there … with Ellen beside him. Seated, the diminutive girl
barely came to his shoulder as she sat watching Kristin, and
Kristin suddenly felt a surge of near panic at the thought she knew
what had happened.

Had Sean wimped out and confessed, laid it
all on Kristin's head, blamed her for seducing him!?

She got even clumsier in her practice, even
tripping and falling

“Are you all right, Kristin?” coach Giller
asked in concern.

“I-I think I just... a little light sprain,”
she said.

“You better head for the showers now, then.
We'll see how it feels after half an hour or so.”

“But – .”

“No arguments, Stewart. Go.”

Kristin fully intended to. She didn't look
back at the stands but headed for the lockers, exaggerating the
limp from her ankle until she was out of sight.

She breathed a sigh of relief, then quickly
stripped and headed into the showers. She was going to get out of
here and quickly, and try and contact Sean to see what, if
anything, he'd told his girlfriend.

The shower room was an open concept room. The
walls were of simple industrial tile for the first four feet, then
they stepped back about a foot or so to ordinary stone. That left a
shelf atop the tiled portion where one could place toiletries.
There was also a small rack just below the shower heads for towels
above a chrome water pipe which ran horizontally across the
wall.

The room was empty, of course, and she picked
one of the showers at random, near the door, and turned on the
water, adjusting it casually, then stepping under to quickly soak
herself down. She stepped back to soap up and then lathered her
hair quickly before stepping back under the water to rinse off.

That done, Kristin reached up to turn off the
shower, eyes closed. She was totally unprepared for the feeling of
something hard being clamped around her wrist, and gasped,
hesitating a moment to open her eyes with the water still pouring
down around her. But then she did, and noted two slender arms
grasping her wrists, and sliding the second cuff of a pair of
handcuffs around her other wrist.

The cuffs went around the water pipe, so that
as she tried to jerk her hands down Kristin found them caught in
place. Her head twisted in astonishment and then shock as she saw
the slender young woman standing beside her, just then drawing back
out of reach. It was Sophie.

The petite girl wore a short black skirt,
stiletto heeled boots, and a black and purple top. She had short,
dark hair cutting diagonally across her forehead and almost across
her right eye, and she was scowling at Kristin as the tall blonde
stared at her.

“Slut,” she said, turning off the water.

Kristin would normally have been angry at
such an insult, but instead her face flushed guiltily, and she
found herself incapable of saying a thing, at first. That bastard,
Sean!

“Did you like fucking my boyfriend,
slut?”

“I-I... d-didn't,” she stuttered.

“Didn't you... slut?”

Kristin pulled desperately at the
handcuffs.

“Take these off!”

“Why? You like being tied up.”

“I do not!”

“I have videos that say otherwise.”

Kristin stared at her, appalled. How could
she – ?”

“You're lying!”

The girl's small, darkly painted lips turned
up in a mocking smile. She moved in closer – too close, and Kristin
gasped as one of her small hands slid up and down her smooth, wet
stomach, then over one breast.

“You know how stupid Sean is with computers,”
she purred. “His laptop is in the living room and his webcam is
often left on by accident after we talk. I've had to delete reams
of video showing nothing but an empty room, or him sitting and
watching television.”

“D-don't you touch me!” Kristin gasped,
trying to twist aside.

“I once even saw one of him masturbating to a
video of some kind,” Sophie said, plucking at Kristin's nipple.
“You couldn't really see much because he was so close, but his
facial expressions were quite exciting.”

She gripped Kristin's wet hair and jerked her
head back as she leaned in close.

“Such a... dirty girl you are, Kristin,” she
purred. “I never would have guessed how slutty you were.”

Kristin felt the girl's other hand sliding
down between her legs. It was slippery and wet, as her fingers slid
down between the lips of her sex.

Kristin squealed and twisted violently aside,
putting her belly against the wall. But the way the lower part of
the wall pushed out further meant she was bent forward somewhat,
and she yelped at a sharp, stinging slap to her bare bottom.

“What am I to do with you, dirty girl?”
Sophie asked quietly.

Crack! Her hand slapped sharply against
Kristin's bottom a second time, and the blonde girl yelped in pain,
twisting and pulling at the handcuffs.

“Such a bad girl,” Sophie said, slapping her
again.

Crack!

“Such a dirty girl.”

Crack!

“Stop it!”

Kristin could do little to hinder the girl.
Her arms were extended up before her, and locked in place, and if
she turned around... well, there was no telling what the girl would
do then!

“Stop what, dirty girl?”

Crack!

“You know that bad girls need to be
spanked.”

Crack!

“Y-You can't – .”

Crack!

“But I can, dirty girl.”

Crack!

Kristin's heart was pounding, and she was
twisting and dancing from foot to foot, trying somehow to defend
her rapidly heating bottom, but she was completely exposed and
helpless.

“Oww! That stings!”

Crack!

“Good.”

Crack!

“Please!”

Crack!

“Please what, dirty girl?”

Crack!

“The other girls will be coming back
soon!”

“Not soon, they just started.”

Crack!

“And what will they see? Hmm, dirty girl?
They'll see you handcuffed, and me spanking you, and they'll want
to know why. What should I tell them, dirty girl, hmm? Should I
tell them how you fucked my boyfriend?”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Do you think they'll feel sorry for you,
slut?”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Kristin's buttocks were flaming as the girl
spanked her, and the frustration was becoming intense, so much so
that tears were filling her eyes as her utter helplessness became
more obvious. Not only was she physically helpless to stop the
girl, but Sophie was quite right, if the other girls on the team
found out what she'd done there'd be no sympathy from them.

Quite the contrary.

So she was helpless in every way. Not only
could she do nothing to stop the girl, but she could do nothing
afterward either.

And then she felt the girl's left hand slip
in between her hips and the wall, the small hand sliding down
between her legs to touch her … there.

“D-Don't!” she gasped.

“Why, dirty girl? You know you like being a
slave girl,” Sophie said. “Would you like to be my slave girl...
slut?”

“N-No!”

Crack! Crack!

“Why not, slave girl?”

Crack! Crack!

“D-Don't!”

The girl's small fingers were rubbing
insistently against her clitoris, which was wet and slippery, even
as her other hand slapped down sharply against Kristin's throbbing,
overheated buttocks. It was a shocking, unbelievable scene, and yet
it echoed the sort of thing which had happened with Sean some days
earlier. Her mind could not help flick back through that
experience, and the wild dark heat which had enveloped her.

But that was with Sean, a handsome, suave,
former lover! This... this girl, was of no sexual interest to
Kristin! She had no interest in women in that way!

Crack!

“Slut!”

Crack!

“Are you sorry for fucking my boyfriend,
slut?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you, slut?”

“Y-yes!” Kristin cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Say it. Say you're sorry for fucking my
boyfriend.”

“I'm sorry fo-for fucking your boyfriend!”
Kristin half sobbed. “Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And why did you fuck him, slut.”

“I-I... d-don't know,” she whimpered.

Crack!

“You do know!”

“I didn't mean to!” she cried.

“Then why did you?”

“I-I couldn't... I didn't... he was the one
who... I couldn't stop him! I was tied up!”

“Lying slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Please! Ow!”

“You know very well that if you'd given any
hint you did not want him inside you he would not have done
it.”

Crack!

“I saw you on the video, slut. I saw how hot
you were. You were dripping wet because of how he had tied you up.
You loved being his slave girl.”

Crack!

“Admit it, slut.”

Crack!

“Admit it, whore.”

Crack!

“All right! I did! I-I couldn't... I
didn't... it made me... hot,” she moaned.

“Nasty, dirty girl,” Sophie said.

“Please,” Kristin moaned.

“Say, please Miss,” Sophie ordered.

“I... but – .”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“P-Please forgive me, miss,” she
whimpered.

“See? That wasn't so very hard, was it,
slut?” Sophie purred.

Her right hand, the one which had been
spanking her, now gently caressed Kristin's reddened buttocks. The
left was still rubbing against her clitoris.

“Please,” she whimpered again.

“What, dirty girl? What would the dirty girl
like?”

Her right hand now slid down under her
buttocks, fingers sliding up against her sex from underneath,
easing the lips of her pussy apart, and pushing slowly up.

“Dooon't,” she whimpered.

“But dirty girls love to be touched,” Sophie
purred.

Her fingers pushed deeper, and Kristin gasped
and twisted aside sharply, but of course, all that did was put her
back against the wall, and Kristin simply smiled darkly up at her,
sliding her hand slowly up and down the front of her body, over her
breasts, and down between her legs.

“I-I don't... don't like girls,” Kristin
gulped.

“You don't like girls?” Sophie arched an
eyebrow.

“S-sexually,” Kristin gulped.

“No? But you like being tied up and fucked by
other girls' boyfriends?”

Kristin dropped her eyes guiltily.

“I bet you just like being fucked. I bet you
just like being dominated and I bet you just like to come.”

“I-I don't – .”

“I bet I can make you come... dirty
girl.”

“Y-You can't! I-I don't like girls!”

Sophie chuckled throatily, then slid down to
her knees before Kristin and looked up. She stuck her tongue out,
and Kristin felt a sense of amazement at just how far out she could
push it. Then she leaned forward and Kristin's eyes widened.
“Don't!” she gasped.

The girl's tongue slid sensuously up across
her clitoris, and a bubbling wave of heat seemed to surge and swell
and then roll up through Kristin's lower belly and into her
chest.

Kristin's hips jerked convulsively, and she
gasped as the girl's fingers dug into her buttocks, and her tongue
began to lick avidly at her clitoris.

“P-Please!” she gasped.

The girl pulled her head back. “Please what?”
she taunted.

“Please... Sophie!”

“Wrong.”

She leaned in an began licking again, and a
wild dark heat began to spread up through Kristin's helpless,
straining body.

“Please, Miss!” she gasped desperately.

Sophie drew her mouth back, and eased her
fingers out from behind Kristin, but that was little improvement as
those fingers began to rub at her slick clitoris, and to peel open
her sex and push slowly into her.

“Please what?” Sophie asked with a dark
smirk.

“Please... please don't... don't...”

“Fuck you?”

She leaned in and began to lick again,
harder, her tongue was a wild thing, and then she let her fingers
peel apart the lips of Kristin's sex, and her tongue pushed up
shockingly high inside her, flitting around like a wild thing so
that a shock-wave of crackling sexual electricity rolled up
Kristin's body.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Please!” she moaned, head
falling back against her cuffed arms.

But Sophie would not relent, and the heat
rolled up in waves, suffusing her mind with a growing hunger that,
like a drug, began to melt her resistance and inhibitions. Her hips
rolled from side to side, as if to escape the woman's mouth, but
Sophie's mouth was clamped against her, devouring her, and her hips
now began to roll in and out in a lewd, helpless grinding motion as
her eyes began to slit and her mind began to swim and bake in the
flooding liquid heat.

Sophie stood up, and Kristin's eyes fluttered
open, then she gasped in pain as the girl seized her swollen
nipples, pinching them, pulling them out from her body so that her
back was forced to arch sharply and painfully.

“Ow! Don't!”

“You don't give orders, dirty girl. You only
beg. Beg me, dirty girl.”

“Please don't!”

“That's not who you ask, dirty girl.”

“Please... don't... Miss!”

“Does it hurt, slut?”

“Yes!”

Sophie dug her nails in harder, and Kristin
squealed.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, miss! Yes, miss!”

“Poor baby,” Sophie cooed.

She released her nipples, and Kristin gasped,
her back falling against the wall again as Sophie leaned forward to
engulf the center of her right breast with her small mouth. She
moaned as Sophie sucked gently, her tongue licking soothingly
across the overheated little pink button.

Kristin felt small fingers at her clit again,
and another surge of heat rolled up her body.

“Please!” she gasped. “Please, miss!?”

“What, dirty girl?” Sophie asked softly.

“I-I don't... I don't like girls... Miss,”
she panted.

“I think your body disagrees, dirty
girl.”

“I-I don't!”

She didn't! No matter what her body was
saying! Kristin again twisted aside, presenting her back to the
girl, even if that meant a spanking.

“Tsk, nasty dirty girl. Is it just that you
like something big and hard up inside you? Is that it, dirty
girl?”

She slapped Kristin's bottom, then her left
hand slid down between her belly and the wall again as her right,
slid in under her buttocks.

“Oh! Oh please!” Kristin gasped.

Her right hand seemed to be even slippery
than before, as if she'd put something on it, soap perhaps, and her
fingers pushed up against Kristin's pussy, and then into it.
Kristin whimpered and moaned, her hips starting to jerk back away
from the stroking fingers at her clit even as the small fingers of
the other hand dipped and pushed and twisted in the mouth of her
sex.

“Oh! What are you doing to me?” she
groaned.

“Fucking you,” Sophie whispered.

She slapped her bottom.

“Push your ass out, dirty girl. Push it out.
Now!”

Whimpering, dazed, Kristin complied.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Kristin gasped, her legs jerking apart as the
fingers pushed into her again, one, two three, easily sliding up
inside her, then a fourth, for Sophie was a petite girl with a
small hand. And then she felt more pressure against the mouth of
her sex, felt Sophie's hand turning and twisting, pushing and
easing back, pushing forward, and easing, as the strain on her
pussy grew greater, almost painful.

“Please!” she gasped huskily. “Please!”

Sophie's fingers were rubbing at her
clitoris, and then cupping and kneading her breasts.

She gasped, turning her head to the side, and
saw Sean there, smiling.

“Nasty girl,” he whispered.

Kristin stared at him dazedly.

“Hot, nasty little slut,” he said, leaning in
to kiss the side of her neck.

“I-I can't... don't... I don't... oh!
Ohhh!”

Sophie's small hand pushed up harder, and
Kristin let out a helpless cry of something like pain as the lips
of her sex strained wide to envelop the knuckles of all five
fingers. Then as they passed through and into her body she felt the
ease of pressure and strain.

“Oh! Oh my God!” she gasped.

Sean massaged her breasts, raining kisses
across the back and sides of her neck as Sophie's hand pushed
deeper into her sex. The lips of her sex strained around her
slender wrist, but not nearly as badly as they had, and as the girl
kept massaging her clitoris the waves of heat rose in pressure and
intensity so that she could not keep her body still.

Her hips jerked and ground and then began to
undulate against the small hand and wrist pushing up into her
belly. Her mind was shocked with the heat and the dark, feral
intensity of what was happening. Her eyes were wide, her mouth
gaping as she stared at the wall, stared at nothing, overwhelmed by
the sensations flooding her.

Sophie's wrist disappeared inside her, and
her forearm began to follow, spreading her pussy lips wider again.
She was stunned, shocked, horrified, and deeply, darkly aroused at
the feel of an actual hand inside her. A hand! The thought that
Sophie's entire hand was inside her loomed over her like an
impossibly exotic and erotic fantasy.

And then the girl sank to her knees again,
and the shock redoubled as Kristin felt her tongue circling her
small puckered back opening. Her eyes bulged, and she let out
helpless squeaks and squeals and cries of pleasure as the
sensations rolled up through her body.

Sophie's hand pulled back slowly, then pushed
forward again, pulled slowly back, then slid forward, as her tongue
began to dip into her back opening. She could feel the girl's hand
slowly pulling in its fingers to form a hard ball, a fist inside
her, and then the fist pushed deeper still.

Kristin lost it, and the orgasm erupted like
a volcano, the sensations exploding within her to shatter her mind.
She cried out in wild, helpless pleasure, twisting and writhing and
bucking as convulsions wracked her body. She drove herself back
against the girl's fist and tongue in a frenzied sexual fever,
crying out again and again as the orgasm howled like a
hurricane.

Pain didn't matter. Humiliation didn't
matter. Sophie being a girl didn't matter. Nothing mattered but the
animal heat of the shocking sexual blast-waves hammering her mind.
Her body twisted and writhed as her nervous system melted down, her
muscles spasming repeatedly as she lost control of her body.

Pain was there, too, but it was a strange
kind of pain, a pain of hunger and intense dark pleasure. As Sophie
stood, she drove her fist higher, and Kristin cried out, forced up
and forward against the wall. She cried out again at as the girl
ground her knuckles against the back wall of her sex, rising onto
the balls of her feet, then onto her toes. She gasped, face drawn
into a mask of shock, body trembling and shaking as the girl shoved
her fist up hard once again.

She cried out, and as the girl's fingers
rubbed remorselessly against her clitoris, the orgasm rose in
intensity until she wanted to scream at the top of her lungs. And
then she did, or tried to, before Sean's hand came down over her
mouth, stifling her cries as the orgasm savaged her mind.

“Dirty girl,” Sophie whispered.

“Slave girl,” Sean whispered.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


As traumatic as the wild, kinky sex with Sean
had been, the scene in the shower room had been orders of magnitude
worse. The shock of it echoed through her mind for hours, and after
pacing back and forth in her dorm room for a while Kristin had to
get out and walk.

Her face flushed with shame and guilt at how
she'd let them manhandle her, how she'd responded like a whore,
like a nymphomaniac! What a slut she was! And even with a girl! And
it wasn't as though Sophie were some big, menacing girl either! She
had given in to a spanking by a girl more than a head shorter than
her! Then she'd let the girl... do that to her!

She couldn't even think of the word. Sophie
had fisted her. She'd hardly even heard of the word before. It was
one of those bizarre perverted things only bizarre perverts ever
did. She was still sore from it, despite how small the girl's hand
was. But it wasn't the soreness that bothered her, but how she had
responded to it.

The sensation had been so incredibly intense!
The rush had been breathtaking... literally. She had never come so
hard in her life! She wouldn't have thought it was even possible to
come that hard, and that long! What kind of a woman was she to get
that wild, that aroused by some stupid girl touching her!?

She cringed at the memory of how she had
pushed her buttocks back and spread her legs for Sophie. Why?!
Because the girl had spanked her!? That was ridiculous! Why had she
done it!?

Because, a shuddering part of her admitted
helplessly, because she had been aroused, because she'd been hot,
and because however much she had protested she had wanted...
wanted.... something. She hadn't known what. But she had opened
herself, submitted to … whatever the girl wanted. And the girl had
shoved her whole hand up inside her and torn her mind apart!

God, she was a slut!

She couldn't even blame Sophie. It was
obvious she was a kinky slut. She'd known it. She didn't expect
anything better of her. Sean, well, he was a guy. What could you
expect from a guy? But her own reaction, that was what should have
stopped the whole thing. She should have coldly told the girl to
uncuff her, and not responded to any of her taunts, or her...
touches.

She could have... kicked her. Yes! She could
have reached out her long legs and kicked the girl aside. Instead,
even as the girl stood right in front of her pulling and pinching
her nipples all she had done was arch her back, thrusting her chest
forward to try to ease the pull, and beg her to stop!

Her nipples were still sore, too.

But even as she castigated herself and
wallowed in guilt and shame she could not hide from the crystal
clear memories of the wild sexual pleasure, of the sensations as
the girl had pushed her fist up inside her, as she'd rubbed her
clitoris, as she'd … tongued her ass. Her face might scrunch up in
disgust and self-loathing, but her sore nipples kept getting hard
at the memories, however much she tried to suppress them.

She finally went back to her dorm room and
tried to study, but was restless. She decided to take a shower. At
least she was safe here from Sophie and Sean! She stripped, put on
her robe, and went up the hall to the communal showers. At least
here, while it was a common room, there were small stalls, much
like toilets.

She got into one and closed and locked the
door before removing her robe and hanging up her towel. She turned
on the water, uncomfortably reminded of her earlier shower. And as
the water poured down she felt the memories pouring over her, as
well.

She tried to ignore them, turning the water
off to soap herself up, but the slickness of her hands and fingers
moving across the surface of her body only drew them back again.
Her nipples were hard, her breasts swollen, and as her hands slid
down between her legs she felt the hot churning of sexual hunger
flowing through her veins.

She felt her fingers rubbing more rapidly
against her clitoris as the heat rose higher inside her. Then there
were voices as two more girls entered the room. She froze, and
quickly moved back under the shower-head, turning on the water to
rinse herself off. But the sexual hunger clung to her even as she
toweled off, donned her robe, and went back to her room.

The next day, she was eating alone in the
cafeteria when Sophie sat down across from her.

Kristin's face flushed and she dropped her
eyes to her food.

“Go away. Leave me alone,” she hissed.

“You forgot to say Miss,” Sophie said with a
smile.

Kristin's blush deepened.

“You can go fuck yourself!” she hissed.

“That's not very nice, dirty girl,” Sophie
said.

“Stop calling me that!”

“I bet you call yourself worse. I bet you
think you're a real slut.”

“You're a slut,” she retorted
desperately.

“True. I don't mind the word. I do what
pleases me sexually.”

Kristin snorted disdainfully.

“You're the one all hung up on Catholic
guilt.”

“I'm not Catholic!”

“Doesn't matter.”

“If you won't leave then I will.”

She started to rise.

“Remember those videos?”

Kristin gasped, sitting back down again. “You
wouldn't!”

“Wouldn't what?” Sophie asked innocently.

Kristin stared at her, and Sophie's lips
curled into a mocking smile.

“Put them on the internet? Send them to your
mommy and daddy? Show them to all your friends?”

Kristin's eyes widened.

“No, I wouldn't. I deleted them. I don't do
shit like that.”

Kristin let out a sigh of relief. “How do I
know you – ?”

“You don't. But I did. I'm not about to shame
someone for having the same sort of sexual desires I have.”

Kristin blushed again. “I don't – .”

“Oh spare me. I've seen the videos, and I've
seen you. I've felt you. From the inside.”

Kristin's flush went right down her
chest.

“Your entire body was shaking and spasming
from that orgasm,” Sophie said.

Kristen's eyes jerked around at the tables
nearby, but they were empty.

“Your pussy was so hot and wet – .”

“Stop it!” she hissed, mortified.

“Miss,” Sophie said with a smile.

“I won't!”

“I remember how your pussy felt when – .”

“Miss! Okay, Please stop it, miss!”

Sophie smiled smugly.

“I thought you were the one who liked to be
tied up anyway,” Kristen said resentfully.

“I do. But I enjoy both sides. Your body is
so beautiful when you're twisting and thrashing in pleasure.”

“Please stop it!... Miss!”

“I want you to come home with me... dirty
girl.”

Kristin gulped, and looked around again. “I'm
not into girls. I told you – .”

Sophie laughed mockingly.

“I can't help what you think,” Kristin said,
glowering and dropping her eyes.

“Sean wants to tie you up and fuck you.”

She blushed anew. “Let him do that to
you.”

“He wants to do it to us both. He wants us
both as his slave girls, wants us both to suck his cock at the same
time, on our knees, with our hands tied.”

“You guys are perverts,” she said.

“Yes. So are you.”

“And you don't care that he fucks another
girl? I thought you were angry.”

“I was. But that was because I wasn't there.
Anything we do together is fine. I've fucked another guy while he
watched, even while he took videos. He got really turned on
watching the guy fucking me hard.”

Kristin muttered something and dropped her
eyes again.

“What the fuck are you hiding from anyway?”
Sophie demanded. “You're not a fucking virgin, and you're not
committed to anyone, so why not have some fucking fun? You afraid
your mommy is going to find out or something?”

“No! I just – .”

“Just can't shake free of those middle class
morals, of that stupid anti-sex cultural belief that good girls
don't ever do anything except with a guy in a committed
relationship. Because God won't love you then.”

“It has nothing to do with that!”

“Then come up with a good reason why you're
hiding from what you know would be another incredible sexual
experience.”

Kristin was silent.

“College is for learning things. Maybe this
will help you learn things about yourself. Don't hide from it.
You're only young once, you know.”

She got up and walked away, leaving Kristin
looking resentfully after her.

Little runt, she thought. Little pervert.

But there was a dark shudder of heat with the
thought, remembering what it felt like to have Sophie's fist
thrusting up into her belly. The sensation had been so shockingly
intense that she had hardly been able to stand it. God! She'd come
like a whore!

But I don't want anything to do with Sophie,
she thought unhappily. I want Sean. How do I get him and not
her?

But it wasn't even just Sean, she realized.
She wanted to feel that wild dark intensity, the wicked, wanton
heat of being helpless and tied up and being subjected to someone
else's whims, unable to stop them, unable to do a thing but –
submit. She had no idea why. She had no deep insight into her
subconsciousness into why she felt this strange masochistic thread
running through her fantasies, especially since that first
experience with Sean. But she knew what she wanted to feel
again.

* * *

“Come on in,” Sean said, stepping aside.

Blushing, Kristin stepped past him, eyes
flicking from to side, searching for any sign of Sophie.

“Sophie isn't here,” he said.

She jerked in surprise then shrugged in
pretended casualness. “I'm just here to talk anyway.”

He smiled and nodded towards the phone. “You
could have just talked on the phone.”

“I-I know but I – .”

“I think you'll feel better talking without
your clothes on.”

“Sean! I told you – .”

“Yeah, but lying to yourself was one of the
reasons we broke up. I told you that at the time. And if you can't
be honest with yourself, you certainly can't be honest with
me.”

She glared at him. “I'm being honest!”

“Take your clothes off and we can talk.”

“Why do – .”

“Just do it,” he ordered, stepping forward
until he was inches from her. “Take. Your. Clothes. Off.”

“But...”

“Now.”

She glared indignantly at him, pulse racing
now, and her eyes darted about as if seeking escape. Yet he wasn't
positioned between her and the door, and she knew he wouldn't stop
her if she decided to march out. In a way, she wished he was,
wished he would stop her. That would allow her to pretend... to
pretend that this was in some way against her will.

She didn't want to have to openly show her
interest in these dark, sexual games. She far preferred to be
'forced' or tricked or at least persuaded against her will!

“All right. Fine! If that's the only way we
can talk! But it's just for talking!”

He nodded casually, arms folded across his
chest.

Sulkily, Kristen peeled her t-shirt up and
off, then undid her belt and shoved her jeans down. She glowered at
him as she kicked off her shoes and peeled the jeans off to stand
there in her lacy black underwear.

“Naked,” he said.

Still glaring, she stripped off her bra,
then, reluctantly, peeled the thong down and off. Now she stood up,
flushed, feeling the rise of heat in her lower belly even as
embarrassment reddened her face.

“Can we talk now?”

“Not yet. Come here.”

He moved across the room to the little
hallway and then into his bedroom.

“I said talk,” she said, holding back.

“We're not going to have sex or anything in
here if that's what you mean,” he said.

She stepped forward uncertainly, feeling odd
being naked with him still fully clothed. Just inside the doorway
was a tall dresser, and on it were several small black leather
objects. He picked up the first and held it out to her.

“I thought you might like to see this, even
feel it. It might give you a new perspective on some of the things
we did together.

It was a collar. It was a curved black
leather strip two inches wide with a thick, stainless steel ring in
the center, and a buckle on the end.

“I... that isn't what I – .”

“Let me show you what it looks like on you,”
he said.

He was already holding it, sliding it around
her throat as she stood frozen in place. She wanted to feel it
around her neck, wanted to see it, but didn't want to cooperate, or
at least, be seen to cooperate. She waited until he was starting to
buckle it to put up some half-hearted resistance – which he
ignored.

He took her hand and held it out to him and
then slipped another thicker strap around her wrist. It was perhaps
three inches wide, and considerably thicker, with padding on the
inside.

“What are – wait a minute,” she said, pulling
(weakly) against his grip.

The strap buckled quickly together, and he
let her hand go. She reached for it, staring, but he took her other
hand and quickly slipped a second leather strap around it.

“Will you stop this?” she demanded.

He gripped her arm and pulled her in, then
closed the door and turned her around to see herself in the full
length mirror.

Kristen gasped, reaching up her fingers to
touch the collar around her throat.

“What do you think?” he asked.

Her pussy was throbbing excitedly, and she
felt a growing tightness in her chest as her eyes darted back and
forth between her wrists and the collar around her throat. Then he
pulled her back and opened the door. Still holding her arm, he led
her out into the hall, but in the other direction, in through the
open doorway of a second bedroom.

There was no bed here, though. In fact, the
room was empty, but she saw the chain hanging from the ceiling as
he led her into the middle, and her eyes followed it up to the hook
driven into the ceiling above. Before she had time to think to
protest he was raising her arms and locking the chain to the rings
in the … leather things around her wrists.

“Sean! Let me go!”

He smiled, turning and walking to the wall as
she glared at him. There was something there, a crank and she
gasped as he turned it and she felt the tension against her wrists
quickly mounting. She was forced up onto the balls of her feet,
then her toes, and then – she yelped as she found herself hanging
freely from her wrists, her toes less than an inch above the floor
below.

“Wh-what are you doing?!” she gasped.

“Whatever I want,” he said.

He slipped two more of the straps around her
ankles, buckling them in place, then spread her legs wide – very
wide as she groaned and gasped and again half-heartedly ordered him
to release her. He ignored her except to pull her head back by the
hair. She gasped and then moaned as he pushed something past her
teeth. It was the gag thing he'd used on her before!

And after he'd put that in he'd licked her to
orgasm after orgasm, she remembered with a pulse of liquid
heat.

She moaned into the gag, glaring at him until
he moved behind her to buckle it.

Then her eyes widened as she felt his finger
against her 'back there'. She squealed into the gag and squirmed in
place, but to no avail. His finger, slippery with some substance,
pushed slowly up into her bottom, then pumped in and out. It was
replaced by something thicker, much thicker, and she moaned and
then yelped as he slapped her bottom.

“Nasty girl,” he said. “You know you want it
up the ass.”

She shook her head frantically, and got
another stinging slap.

“Yes you do. You have a gorgeous ass. It was
made for fucking.”

She shook her head again, feeling a wild
swirling mix of heat and excitement, anxiety and disgust, as the
thing pushed deeper inside her. Another slap and she yelped, and
the thing slid deeper still. Every slap caused her sphincter
muscles to loosen, as if in surprise, and then the thing pushed up
higher. It was not the butt-plug thing he'd used last time. This
was thicker and longer, and she could do nothing about it as he
pumped it slowly in and out.

Worse, he reached around her and his finger,
oily, began to rub at her clitoris. The sensations that produced
began to flood through her mind, churning her stomach and raising
the sexual hunger so that her emotional resistance began to fade.
She groaned and gasped, starting to feel herself getting into the
nature of her 'role', feeling herself slipping into the role of
victim, of helpless slave!

And reveling in it.

She gasped and then yelped as the thing
pushed even deeper, and she began to feel an ache deep inside. Then
he halted and moved around before her. She saw him holding the
black dildo he'd used before, and stared as he rubbed it up and
down against her sex, then pushed it slowly up inside her.

“It's not as thick or as long as Sophie's arm
but I bet you'll like it anyway,” he said.

Kristen flushed with embarrassment and
resentment, pulling against the restraints holding her ankles wide.
But she could do nothing as he worked the dildo almost all the way
up inside her. It was quite thick and long, and as she stared down
at what remained Kristin felt a hot bubbling delight that so much
was up inside her.

Then he reached around her and she grunted as
he pushed at the other one, which she suspected was a twin to the
one in her pussy. She moaned as it pushed deeper too, and she
wondered how much of that was inside her, as well.

He moved off to the side, undoing the chain
from one of her ankles, letting it fall. He did the same to the
other, so her ankles were together again, then locked the
restraints together so she now couldn't open them. This squeezed
her buttocks in tightly against the base of the dildo sticking out
of her ass and squeezed her thighs in around the one in her
pussy.

Then he left her alone, closing the door on
her, leaving her to hang there, swinging slowly, chest heaving,
moaning into the gag. She stared after him, then her eyes caught
the mirror on the inside of the door, another wide, full length
mirror, and she moaned excitedly at the sight of herself.

Her wrists ached, despite the padding on the
restraints, and her arms soon began to ache, as well. So did her
shoulders, and even the muscles running down into her chest, unless
she used her strength to hold herself up just a bit. If she hung
completely freely, not using her muscles at all, it – hurt, and she
found it very difficult to breath.

She came to talk, she thought in frustration,
moaning around the gag in her mouth.

Kind of...

She hung there alone, moaning softly,
breathing through her nose. She had difficulty knowing how much
time had passed, but her wrists started to ache more, and she was
starting to get very tired. She kept glancing towards the door,
both to see herself, and in hopes of him returning.

I can't believe I came here like this, she
thought a little dazedly. I can't believe I let him do this.

And yet she could feel the hot, seething
force of her own hunger and passion enveloping her, making her skin
crackle with sexual electricity. The strain of her pussy around the
dildo inside her, the feel of the other one sticking out her
behind, the strain on her body, to say nothing of the incredibly
erotic sight in the mirror, they all combined to make her hover
amid a swirling cauldron of sexual need and desire.

Whore, she thought weakly.

She swung slowly in place, moaning, beads of
sweat now starting to appear on her forehead, and on her chest and
back. Was it that hot in here, she wondered weakly. But no, she was
straining to hold herself up, not to hold herself off the ground,
for the chain did that perfectly fine. No, it was to keep herself
from simply dangling like a lifeless piece of meat, for she could
not breath that way. She had to keep pulling herself up, using her
arm muscles, each time she inhaled, even if just a little bit.

The door opened, and Sean came in. He was
dressed as he was the other day, hair slicked back, wearing the
harness, and Kristin felt a surge of heat as he walked into the
room. He turned her easily away from him, a hand on her arm, then
pressed his body against her from behind.

He didn't speak, but his other hand slid
around her, slowly caressing her from belly to breast, stroking
gently over the swollen mounds of her breasts and the hard, pebbly
points of her nipples. Then his hand moved slowly lower, pressing
in with the palm against her abdomen. His fingers spread apart and
slid lower down until they were framing her clitoris, then rubbed
heavily and slowly up and down, pressing in against her flesh on
either side.

“I think you'll make a lovely sex slave,
Stewart,” he said. “I can keep you in a cage, and share you with
all my friends who want you. Or I could auction you off, selling
you to some rich Arab maybe. Would you like to be in a harem,
Steward, a chained, shackled harem girl?”

His fingers pressed in harder, then began to
close up, squeezing her clit between them until it ached. He
started to rub slowly up and down again, as Kristin wriggled and
moaned helplessly.

“Nasty little girl,” he whispered, bringing
his other hand around her side.

She cried out as his fingers rubbed quickly
up and down against her clitoris, her entire body starting to
writhe and twist in his arms.

But then he chuckled and stepped back. “I
don't see why you should get to have an orgasm,” he said. “At
least, not until you've been properly punished.”

She moaned anxiously. Her blood surged in her
veins and her heart thumped wildly. She'd been on the edge of a
major orgasm, and now was only slowly starting to sink back away
from it.

She felt his hand caress her back.

“You have a lovely back, with soft, beautiful
skin. I think a good whipping would do it good.”

Her inner heat surged again, remembering the
last whipping, yet there was anxiety, as well, for that had hurt
too! The pain was worth it, though, for the wild pleasure which had
followed!

There was a closet in the room. He went to
it, opened it, and drew out something, holding it behind him. She
twisted her head, trying to see, but that made her body turn. He
turned her back easily.

“Time for you to be whipped, nasty little
slave girl,” he said.

He swung his arm back, and she saw, just
briefly, in the mirror, a long, thin length of black fly behind
him. She felt a sense of shock, then it swung forward and struck
her back a stinging crack.

It was not the thin leather laces. And it
hurt!

She cried out in pain, legs bucking up and
forward, then back.

“Don't worry. I know how vain you are, slave.
This won't even leave a bruise, much less cut your skin.”

The thing whipped out again, and this time
struck her back, then curled completely around her waist before
snapping at her back once again. She squealed in pain as a ring of
fire circled her waist, then as he tugged the whip back her body
spun with it, like a top.

“Slaves have to learn to be obedient,” he
said. “And respectful.”

The whip curled around her body again,
snapping at her upper back then circling her chest, across her
breasts, and snapping at her ribs under her arm. She howled and
kicked again, twisting and writhing, starting to feel a sense of
panic as she realized she truly was helpless. Not only could she
not escape or defend herself, she could not even complain!

The whip curled around her chest and snapped
across her breasts again, then her belly, and each time when he
jerked it back she spun like a top. Dazed, gasping, moaning,
Kristin could do nothing as blow followed blow, and her body
twisted and bucked in helpless pain. Her mind was washed by wild
sensations and turmoil as she spun around again and again, and her
eyes became glazed as the world seemed to spin around her.

He paused, and Kristin moaned helplessly,
gasping for breath, unshed tears filling her eyes. His arm slid
around her, and she grunted as the white vibrator pressed against
her clitoris, rubbing slowly up and down.

“Slave,” he whispered. “Sex slave. Would you
like to be gang-banged, Kristin? Would you like me to bring in a
dozen guys to fuck you in every hole? Maybe two or three at a time?
Wouldn't that be a lovely picture? Nasty slave girl.”

She shuddered and moaned as the vibrator set
her insides twisting and roiling with energy and her muscles
spasmed. Her back and chest and even her stomach felt hot and raw,
but the sexual hunger, daunted by the whipping, surged back in full
strength.

He drew back, leaving Kristin grinding her
hips desperately. He chuckled and unlinked her ankles, then spread
them wide again and chained them down.

And then the whip sliced across her back
again.

She screamed, arching and twisting, but there
was more than pain with the blow. The dark hunger within her
blossomed with a twisted sense of elation at the sharp stinging
line of pain across her back. And when the next curled across her
breasts she howled again, as the heat deepened and she felt herself
bathing in the sense of martyrdom, in the masochistic sense of
being abused, of being tortured.

The whip curled across her hip and snapped at
her inner thigh, and she howled again, and then bit into her
clitoris in passing as it cut across her other hip. Her hips bucked
and her head thrashed, but the whip cut across her back and breasts
and belly again and again, snapping repeatedly down across her
pussy. Rather than despair she felt a violent sense of desperate
hunger, a raw, animal need that reveled in every outrageous blow
done her.

She was sweating even more heavily now, but
sweating in a fever of sexual heat and hunger as Sean taunted her
and made her mind fill with images of herself being gang-banged, or
sold on a stage, or given to nasty, cruel Arabs. Then he stopped,
and moved in. Now the crop was in his hand.

“Bad slave,” he said. “You're far too
impertinent and disobedient to your master.”

She moaned as he rubbed the tip of the crop
against her clitoris, up and down, up and down, so that her hips
began to grind against it. He chuckled then slid it up her belly
and across her breast.

“Nasty slave,” he said.

He slapped the flat tip against her right
nipple, then again, then again, each one producing a moan from the
helpless blonde. He shifted his grip further down the handle and
then turned to her other nipple and began raining blows on it. The
crop was a blur as it slapped down repeatedly against one nipple,
then the other, raining stinging little blows that had her twisting
and writhing and crying out as her nipples burned and flashed and
crackled with heat and pain.

He turned the crop around, then began to slap
it against her clitoris as his other hand curled around her and
gripped the base of the dildo in her bottom. He started to draw it
slowly out of her as he slapped the tip down in short, light, rapid
blows against her clitoris.

And Kristin exploded. Her back arched, head
thrown back as she screamed at the top of her lungs. The orgasm
tore through her in a furious eruption of sensations that sent her
mind reeling and left her body bucking and shaking and in wild
convulsions. All the while the tip of the crop slapped rapidly down
against her clitoris as the helpless blonde strained her throat
screaming at the intensity of the pleasure the pain brought
her.

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


“What are you doing to me?” Kristin croaked
in a low, gravelly, exhausted voice.

“Turning you into a sex slave,” he said,
dropping the gag on the floor.

She moaned dazedly.

He had raised her right ankle high, slipped a
small chain in the ring, and linked it to a ring in the back of her
collar. Now he raised her other ankle up high and pushed it back,
locking it in place, as well. Then he grinned, pressing on the base
of the two dildos until she groaned and then gasped in pain. She
looked down, gulping in air, and saw both were almost buried within
her.

She watched him pick up the vibrator, and
then moaned and shook her head as he began to play it over her sex.
She was swollen, hot, even sore down there, for the whip had
snapped at her and the riding crop had slapped at her. Her pussy,
her clit, ached, and burned, and yet as the vibrator stroked
against her she felt the dark heat rise once more and was helpless
to resist.

He gripped the black dildo and slid it slowly
out, then thrust it deep into her again.

Kristin shuddered and cried out, head jerking
back at the hot surge of aching pleasure.

“You love that black cock, don't you, slave,”
he purred. “Tell me you love it. Tell me, slave.”

He eased the vibrator back and she
moaned.

“Tell me you love it, slave.”

“I-I love it!” she moaned.

“I love that black cock,” he said.

“I love that black cock,” she whimpered.

“Beg for it, slave. Beg for black cock.”

“Please,” she gasped.

He pulled the dildo completely out and let it
trace the line of her swollen, glistening sex lips.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please fuck me,” she moaned.

“No, slave. You know what to say. You know
how to beg for cock.”

“Please fuck me with your black cock!” she
moaned.

“Sir.”

“Please fuck me with your black cock, sir!”
she gasped, her overheated body setting the dark flames alight in
her mind.,

“You love that black cock.”

“I love that black cock, sir.”

“You need black cock.”

“I need black cock, sir!”

“Beg.”

“Please may I have that black cock, sir!”

The words were outrageous and shocking and
wicked and wild and electrifying as Kristen felt herself sinking
into that role again.

“Please fuck me with your big black cock,
sir!' she gasped, shuddering as he pushed the big dildo back into
her, then crying out as he shoved it deep.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said, delicately
brushing her clit with the vibrator.

“Please!” she moaned. “Please!”

He pumped the dildo slowly, then drew it
slowly back again and out.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please fuck me with your black cock,
sir!”

He moved aside, and the panting, dazed,
sweating, overheated girl jerked in shock as another figure moved
around from behind her to take his place. It was not Sophie, her
first, split second fear.

It was a man.

It was a stranger, a large black man dressed
as Sean was, in leather pants and chain and leather harness. Only
the front of his pants was open and an enormous black cock pushed
out hard and menacing and pointed right at her.

She gaped at him in wide-eyed disbelief,
mortified as he smirked at her and fisted his cock. She could
hardly dare breath let alone speak as he brought his cock down
against her pussy and then reached forward with powerful bare arms
and gripped her hair.

She did cry out then, as he jerked her head
back so that she was forced to stare straight at him.

“Beg for it, slave,” he growled. “Beg for
that black cock!”

She gaped, feeling his warm, hard cock
nestled in the mouth of her sex, her body pulsing with heat and
hunger, but now flayed with humiliation.

“Beg, slut,” he growled, twisting his fingers
in her hair.

“P-P-Please!” she squeaked.

“Beg.”

“Please I-I... please...”

“Beg.”

“Please... fuck me.”

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me... with your... black cock...
sir,” she stuttered, face flaming.

Then all other considerations pushed aside as
his cock slid into her. It was thicker than the dildo, and the
sensation was quite different as she felt it pushing its way deeper
into her body, thrusting aside the warm folds of flesh and
burrowing deeper and deeper, until the trembled and shook and cried
out as it drove to the depths of her pussy.

He held her hair in his fists, holding her
face forward, staring at her as he started to thrust – hard – fast.
Her lower body rocked to the blows of his hips as his cock drove
into her again and again, but he held her head steady, staring at
her, until her eyes rolled back in her head and her head began to
spasm and jerk as the orgasm tore into her. She cried out then,
again and again and again as he continued to pound into her.

Everything spun away from her then, but
sensation and the overheated view of herself as a sex slave, bound
and helpless, used and abused, and she wallowed in it. Pleasure
roared around her, as choppy as a wild sea, waves crashing against
her consciousness again and again as she cried out in dazed heat,
cried out again and again, until her voice was a dazed croak, and
she was gasping for breath, eyes slitted.

They lowered her to the floor, where she
collapsed, trembling, hands cupping her pussy as her chest heaved
and she gulped in air.

She moaned as they dragged her to her knees,
as her wrists were pulled behind her and locked together. They
spread her knees wide positioning her as they wanted her, and fed
the big dildo slowly back up into her aching pussy. Then stood back
as she stared up at them with a mixture of shock and dazed
disbelief.

“Slave,” the black man said. “My name is not
important to you. You will address me as sir, just as you do
him.”

They were crazy, a part of her thought
weakly, but she moaned in helpless agreement.

He was a big man, his shoulders broader than
Sean's, his muscles even more defined. And he held the riding crop
in hand as he circled her slowly while Sean looked on.

“An excellent body,” he said. “Fit,
beautiful, well suited as a sex slave.”

She gasped as the crop snapped down across
her side.

“Do not turn your head to watch me, slave.
Keep your eyes looking forward and your shoulders back. Keep your
back straight at all times.”

She shook her head out of habit, not out of
disagreement but disbelief.

Then she yelped as he snapped the crop down
across her right breast.

“Do it,” he ordered.

She jerked her shoulders back with a
gasp.

“Better.”

He squatted before her and slid the crop
between her legs, then up to slide the crop back and forth along
her straining pussy lips.

“You were made to service men with your body,
to bring them pleasure,” he said. “You'll make an excellent slave
after we break you.”

She gaped at him, shocked heat surging
through her mind at the outrageous words, and he snapped the crop
up painfully.

“Do not look at me, slave. Look straight
ahead,” he ordered.

Kristin's mind swam with confusion, not least
of which was how she should react. The orgasm had been so intense
she was still feeling the echoes, her body still trembling and
twitching. And his presence had gone from bystander (mortifying) to
participant (merely humiliating).

But he was also a very large, very powerful,
half naked BLACK man, with all the forbidden myths that involved,
and she was naked and shackled and kneeling before him! And looking
on was Sean, whose presence kept the fear and anxiety down to a
manageable level even as the dark, masochistic heat began to bubble
up again.

He brought the crop up and slapped the tip
lightly against her swollen nipple.

Kristen gasped but didn't move.

“Do you like to suck cock, slave?”

Kristin flushed again, and then winced at
another snap of the crop.

“I asked a question.”

“I-I... y-yes,” she squeaked.

Again the tip of the crop snapped against her
nipple.

“Sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it out loud. I love to suck cock sir,”
he said in a low, throaty voice.

“I-I love to … to suck cock, sir!” she
gulped, heat flaring not only in her face but between her legs at
the outrageous statement.

“Say it again, slave.”

“I... love to suck cock, sir!”

He rubbed the tip back and forth across her
nipple.

“And what does that make you, slave?”

She hesitated and then winced at another
flick of the crop.

“What does that make you?”

“A... cock sucker... sir.”

“That's right. Say it.”

“I'm a cock sucker, sir.”

“Louder.”

“I'm a cock sucker, sir!”

“And do you love it?”

“I love to suck cock, sir!”

Saying the words made made her cringe inside
but sent hot, pulsing flares of heat up between her legs into her
lower belly. It was so fucking outrageous! She didn't even know his
name! And she was naked! Naked before a black man who had already
almost fucked her brains out!

This could not be happening, she thought
wonderingly.

“We're going to see if you're any good as a
cock sucker, slave.”

He undid his leather trousers and stripped
them off, and she gasped, for his lower belly was as powerfully
muscles as the upper. And like Sean, his cock and the area around
it were free of pubic hair as he stepped closer and slid his
fingers through her hair. He combined his fingers through it,
gathering it up above her head, then pulled her forward.

“Start sucking my balls, sex slave,” he
ordered, his voice low and calm.

And she really had no choice! Did she!? Well,
of course she did, but did she want to have one?

She moaned as he brought her mouth up against
him, and her lips parted, sliding around his balls, sucking and
licking, mouthing them, massaging them within as he twisted his
fingers in her hair. He pulled her back, and she saw the door
closing behind him. She felt a sense of panic as she realized Sean
wasn't there any more and she was alone with him. She didn't even
know his name!

“Again, slave,” he ordered.

He drew her forward, and she kissed and
sucked his balls, then kissed up and down his inner thighs and
mouthed his flaccid cock. She sucked and licked it, then worked her
way up along the side of his shaft, then back down. He fed his cock
into her mouth and she massaged it with her tongue, feeling it
slowly growing inside her mouth.

Now as his cock hardened, her lips were
forced back, until she could suck only the first half. He pulled
her forward as he thrust into her mouth, and she sucked and licked
anxiously, starting to gag a bit as he pushed too deeply.

“You're only doing half a job, sex slave. Do
you think sex slaves get away with being lazy like that? You need
to suck the whole thing.”

“I-I don't know how!” she gasped,
panicking.

“It's not a matter of knowing, sex slave,
it's a matter of doing. And you will do it because I will show you
how and convince you. It's entirely a matter of the mind. You
swallow a big piece of meat without any issue, but sometimes even a
tiny flake in your throat can make you gag. That's not a
physiological reaction, slave. If it was you wouldn't be able to
eat anything but soup. No, it's psychological.

He bent her head back. “What we need to do is
convince your mind that you can deep throat without any difficulty
at all. Once your mind thinks that, then it will be true. It's only
your little blonde mind standing in the way of servicing me the way
you should.”

He went to the closet and opened the door,
then dragged a strange piece of metal out into the room. It looked
like nothing but two iron pipes wielded together to form the letter
T, except that the horizontal one had a thick metal screw on the
bottom.

The Black man laid the thing down in the
center of the floor, and Kristin saw there was a round metal screw
hole there. He simply turned the thing around and around and it
screwed into the floor.

“Come here, slave.”

She started to get to her feet but he held
his hand up imperiously.

“No, slave. Crawl to me.”

Crawl to him!? Was he insane!? The thought
was … outrageous! Yet her insides bubbled with dark hunger and
shocked excitement at the mere thought of so degrading herself.

“On your belly, slave. Then crawl to me.”

She stared at him, and then, something inside
her buzzing, wildly swirling mind thought that laying on her belly,
at least, was an easy thing to do, to obey, and so she awkwardly
lay down, moaning as her swollen breasts and stiff nipples pillowed
out against the hard floor.

“Crawl on your belly, slave,” he said,
folding his arms across his powerful chest.

His cock was still erect, still thick and
hard and thrusting up and out like a mighty black spear, and the
heat in her groin merged with the dark hunger in her mind to make
Kristin's body thrum with sexual energy. She moaned softly and
began to roll her shoulders forward, pushing with her bare toes
against the floor, using her weight to wriggle slowly across the
floor.

Her breasts ached as she ground them against
the floor, but they burned with heat, as well, just as the rest of
her did, and, panting, gasping weakly, she found herself with her
face near his leather boots, her head pulled up as she rolled her
eyes up towards where his own dark eyes looked down at her.

He reached down with the crop, sliding it
through her blonde hair, using it to brush it aside from her
forehead.

“Let me hear you say the words, slave. Let me
hear you say you're a sex slave.”

Another hot rush of heat swept over Kristin
at the deliciously obscene and outrageous words.

“Say it, slave,” he ordered, his hand going
down to his cock and squeezing it.

Kristin's lips quivered, something inside
rebelling against the words, but after all, it was just a wild,
kinky sex game. And Maybe Sophie was right. She should have lots of
wild kinky fun now, when young. There'd be plenty of time later for
more serious, more dignified behavior.

“Say it, slave.”

“Okay, I-I'm a sex slave,” she said a little
breathlessly.

He shook his head, a faint smile on his
lips.

“No, slave. Don't say it like that. You're
not fooling anyone by yourself by laughing it off. Say it like you
mean it,” he said, his voice going lower.

“I'm a sex slave,” she gulped.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave.”

He smiled again. “You don't believe that for
a second,” he said. “But no worries, you'll come to believe it.
Your own heat and hunger will enslave you.”

He bent and grasped her hair, pulling firmly
but not sharply. The pain made her gasp and scramble upwards until
she was on her knees, where he maneuvered her back against the T.
He unshackled her wrists, drew them behind the thing, then shackled
them again with her arms going back over the top of the T

Then he drew her ankles in and back, and
raised them up, causing her to gasp in pain as her bare knees
pressed down on the hard wood He locked the ankle restraints to the
sides of the horizontal part of the T, and then combed her blonde
hair back and braided it loosely. Kristin gasped as she felt him
pulling back on that braid, and as her head pulled further and
further back, until she was looking up at him behind her.

He released her hair, but somehow it was
locked in place.

“Wh-what are you going to do?” she
gasped.

“Sir,” he said, slapping the tip of the crop
against her nipple repeatedly.

“Ow! What are – ow! – you going to do – ow! –
sir?” she gasped.

“I'm going to make you love my cock, make you
want to swallow every inch of it. I'm going to make you feel like a
starving woman and my cock is the feast you've been dreaming of
your entire life.”

He moved away from her and her view, nearly
upside down, made it hard to see what he was doing. That became
impossible when he moved around in front of her, and then she felt
his fingers on her clitoris. She moaned helplessly, then gasped as
she felt the touch of a vibrator. A moment later, as her hips began
to tremble and grind helplessly against it, she felt a sharp,
stinging bite against her left nipple that made her cry out in
pain.

“Oww! Ohh! Don't! Please!”

She saw his face as he leaned over her.
“Sir,” he growled.

“Sir! Please! It hurts!”

“Pain and pleasure are just different kinds
of heat, slave girl. Soon you won't be able to tell the
difference.”

She felt another sharp, biting, stinging pain
to her other nipple, and cried out again, straining against the
leather bonds, gasping and moaning helplessly as her nipples burned
fiercely. But the burning began to slowly fade, the sharpness
turning into a dull ache.

He moved around behind her, and she saw a
thin black line going up over her, held in his hand. Each time he
tugged lightly on it she felt a pull at her aching nipples.

“Tell me again how you love to suck cock,” he
ordered.

Kristin moaned weakly, then yelped as he
pulled at the line and her nipples burned.

“I love to suck cock!” she gasped.

“Sir,” he said, tugging sharply again.

“I love to suck cock, sir!” she gasped.

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

She blushed but heat writhed within her. “I
love to suck black cock, sir!” she moaned.

“Again, sex slave.”

“I love to suck black cock, sir!”

“Again!”

Again and again she said the words, each time
feeling a dark heat through her mind and body even as the vibrator
buzzed against her. He

She saw it getting closer and closer to her
open mouth. She could not pull her head forward at all because of
the way her hair was tightly bound back, nor could she move her
body. There was no sign of Sean, and she felt a strange sense of
wonderment that she was even obeying this man she'd never met, that
she was degrading herself before him amid a sexual fever.

She moaned as his cock slid through her
mouth, and closed her lips around the head, then the shaft, as he
pushed it further. She winced and gasped as he tugged lightly but
repeatedly on the line which was attached to her throbbing nipples,
moaning as she licked at his cock and stared up into his groin.

She felt movement before her, felt the
vibrator now starting to move up and down against her clitoris, and
her hips bucked frantically against it even as a hand began to
squeeze and knead her left breast. Sean was back, she thought
dazedly, as she sucked on his cock.

“Think of it, starving girl, as the tastiest
piece of meat you've ever had, and swallow it down,” he said,
pushing deep into her mouth.

She moaned helplessly, unable to reply,
unable to resist, her body thrumming with sexual hunger as the
dildo began to slowly move in and out of her in time to the rubbing
vibrator. A hand slid behind her, up under her buttocks, fingers
prodding relentlessly at the dildo jammed up into her bottom.

The sensations rushed over her from every
direction, flooding her muddled, dazed, fever struck mind as the
black cock pumped slowly in and out of her mouth.

“You love black cock, slave girl. You love
every inch of it,” he said. “You want every inch inside you.”

She moaned, for the words were true, and she
writhed in the midst of the fire as he pushed forward and into her
throat.

“Swallow. Swallow” he said repeatedly.

Her mind was swamped with sensation, and by
the time she could spare enough consciousness to panic his cock was
deep in her throat and she was starting to get the startling
realization that she had actually done it.

Still, she gagged weakly, but helplessly as
his cock pushed even deeper, her body twisting and straining, panic
starting as her breath was shot off.

“Swallow, slave,” he ordered.

He pulled slowly back, and she tried to
swallow, almost instinctively. That seemed to make it better,
oddly, but she still gagged and coughed as his cock pulled free of
her throat, and she could gulp air in again. She gasped and couched
and her chest heaved, body glistening with perspiration as he
rubbed his saliva coated cock across her lips.

“That's how you deep throat a cock, sex
slave,” he said.

And she had, she thought dazedly
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It was harder the second time, simply because
her mind knew to expect it, but with him buried in her throat and
her straining, writhing body unable to do anything about it, her
body seemed to finally reconcile itself to the presence of his
thick cock, even though her mind began to soon panic at the lack of
air. That panic eased as he pulled slowly back again, and once
again she coughed and gagged weakly and gulped in air as he pulled
free.

“You'll be deep throating like a pro in no
time, sex slave,” he said.

Kristin moaned, her hips grinding weakly as
the dildo pumped slowly in and out and the vibrator ground against
her. The fever was rising, and she could not stay still. The cock
pushed into her open mouth again, and then he tugged sharply at her
nipples just as his cock pushed into her throat.

The distraction worked quite well, and she
felt a sense of exotic, erotic delight at the feel of his slick
cock sliding down her throat all the way to the bottom.

“Swallow that cock, you cock sucking sex
slave,” he said.

His words inflamed her, but the vibrator and
dildo did even more, and the orgasm rose out of nowhere and
hammered into her. She thrashed and shook, and in the midst of it
she felt him tugging sharply and repeatedly at her nipples, so that
the sensations spiked through her consciousness. It … hurt... and
yet somehow it only made the orgasm seem more intense.

Yet she couldn't breath. His cock, which had
started to pull back, now pushed forward, then pulled back, then
pushed forward. He was pumping his cock in and out, fucking her,
fucking her throat, she thought dazedly, as the waves of sensory
overload lashed her mind. And that very lack of oxygen made her
head pound, made the orgasm seem even more intense, even more
powerful, to the point she screamed and screamed – almost
soundlessly, for lack of air.

She was barely aware of him pulling back. She
was barely conscious, in fact. Her hair was unbound, and,
trembling, shaking, her head was raised upright. She saw two
figures there, but they hardly registered as she was unbound and
laid out on the floor.

Then she was raised up again onto her knees,
sitting back on her heels, her legs spread wide, hands locked
behind her.

Sophie was beside her, collared, wrists
locked behind her, knees spread wide, face flushed.

Sean stood in front of her and Kristin looked
down, moaning, then gasped, back arching a little as he tugged on
the line leading to her nipples. She looked down and saw two
alligator clips biting into her swollen nipples, each attached to a
slim line which then joined together six inches beyond her body to
form a single line up to Sean's hand.

“Slave,” he said. “You like to suck cock,
don't you.”

“She's not as good as Sophie, but she'll get
there,” the black man said.

Kristin felt groggy, and half drained, but as
she saw Sophie lean forward and eagerly devour the man's cock she
felt a strange sense of something approaching jealousy.

Little whore, she thought, staring at the
girl.

It had been another shattering orgasm,
leaving her shell-shocked, but still, as she watched Sophie's
talented work, as she watched the girl bob effortlessly up and down
the man's long, thick cock, she felt a rising sense of resentment.
Then another tug on her nipples jerked her attention back to Sean
and she stared up at him.

“Let me see what you can do with my cock, sex
slave,” he said.

She moaned as he pulled her forward – by the
nipples!

He rubbed his cock over her lips and her
mouth opened as he pushed inside. His fingers slid through her hair
as he pumped slowly in her mouth, then gathered her hair up and
pulled, pulling with the line on her nipples at the same time. The
stinging from scalp and nipples was more than enough distraction as
his cock pushed into her throat, and then he was sliding down and
Kristin was staring at his groin as her face was jammed up into his
groin.

She moaned, the stinging in her scalp and
nipples still distracting as her lips pressed against the base of
his cock. Then he pulled slowly back, and she fought against
gagging as his cock came free.

She gasped for breath as he pulled out of her
mouth, and her eyes rolled aside as she saw Sophie's lips wrapped
around the base of the black man's cock. The Black man pulled back,
as well, and Sophie licked her lips, staring up at him
hungrily.

“Filthy little sex slave,” he said down at
her with a dark leer on his face.

He lifted his cock up and pulled her in
against his balls, and a moment later Kristin gasped at a pull at
her nipples and hair. Then she too was guided in against Sean's
balls, sucking and licking them, massaging them inside her mouth.
He eased back, slid his cock down her throat again, left it buried
there, then pulled back and pumped slowly as he held her tightly in
place.

He pulled out finally, and then with a grin,
stepped aside. The Black man took his place, and as Kristin saw
Sophie lean in to take Sean's cock into her mouth, she felt another
wave of irrational jealousy before the black man pulled her in
against his.

A part of her thought this is crazy, but
there was no time to pause and think through her reactions, and
really, she was guided, directed in what she should be doing, and
did it.

Then the two men pulled back, and she saw
Sean unlocked Sophie's hands even as the Black man pulled back on
her blonde hair, gripped her shoulder, and eased her down onto the
floor on her back.

He unclipped the two alligator clips from her
nipples, and she cried out weakly, twisting and writhing at the
sudden stinging, burning pain as the tight clamp was released. She
arched and twisted even as her legs were spread wide, and then she
felt a mouth on her clit, and knew it was Sophie.

She felt again that resentment, that
rejection. She didn't want Sophie touching her! But there was
nothing she could really do, not really, and the girl's tongue
quickly robbed her of much inclination to protest even as her
fingers began to pump the dildo slowly in and out of her aching
pussy.

Then Sophie leaned in further. Kristin's
nipples were starting to crackle with something like pins and
needles from returning blood, and the soaring sense of relief
brought a soothing, delicious pleasure that made both nipples hard
as rocks.

Then Sophie's mouth slid over one and she
began to lick and suck. The sensations redoubled, and then did so
again, as Kristin gasped in helpless pleasure. Her body jerked, her
legs flailing weakly as she moaned in denial. But her body would
not be denied, and as the small girl sucked on her nipples and
fingered her clit an explosive orgasm tore through her, then a
second. Her head thrashed from side to side as the waves of heat
rolled over her, and she thought she must surely be losing her
mind.

Sophie was pulled off her.

“Slave,” Sean said. “I think you need a cock
in your tight pussy too.

“I think this little whore needs one too,”
the black man said of Sophie.

At a word, Sophie placed herself belly down
on the floor, bottom raised high, and knees spread wide. Her wrists
pulled back and crossed behind her until the Black man locked her
restraints together.

Kristin whimpered and moaned as Sean rolled
her onto her belly, then jerked her hips up until she was in the
same position as Sophie, kneeling belly down right next to her. She
saw the girl's mouth open, her eyes jerk as the Black man entered
her, then felt the dildo sliding out, to be replaced by Sean's hard
cock.

This just is not happening, she thought
dazedly, her body beginning to jerk from the impact of Sean's hips
against her buttocks.

Sophie's body was behaving the same way, and
the brunette began to gasp and moan in obvious heated pleasure as
she was ridden.

Kristin was soon doing the same, overwhelmed
by the kinkiness and heat, by the lewdness and hunger, and the
swirling, churning sensations that tore through her body. It all
stopped briefly as Sean pulled out of her completely, then she was
aware, dazedly aware, that he and the Black man were changing
places. She felt a shudder pass through her, then cried out weakly
as the Black man thrust his even bigger cock deep into her pussy
and began to ride her.

It could not be happening, yet it was, and
the Black man's powerful hips slammed against her again and again
as his big cock drove deep into her quivering, trembling, aching
belly.

The two men switched places again, and then
again, and Kristin wasn't even sure who was fucking her when the
next massive orgasm shattered her mind.

* * *

It was kinky, perverted, and totally
sluttish, and yet it was like a narcotic to Kristin. She continued
to attend classes, dull boring classes, and to exist in her regular
life, her dull boring regular life. But her thoughts were often
consumed with the 'dirty' things she did whenever she went to
Sean's apartment.

She castigated herself every day for
degrading herself, for lowering herself to that kind of behavior,
and yet a thrill ran through her whenever he called, whenever she
thought of going back. The silly, but wildly exciting sexual games
Sean and Sophie played had quickly become the highlights of her
life, overshadowing everything else.

If only Sophie would just go away!

The girl was Kristin's nemesis. She seemed
better at everything than Kristin, and the blonde deeply resented
her for it. She also resented her every time she and Kristin were
forced to play lesbian games for Sean's amusement, or that of his
Black friend Mark – who she must call Sir at all times.

The fact that Sophie never failed to rouse
her to orgasm infuriated Kristin, for she wanted nothing to do with
the girl, with any girl, and yet was repeatedly betrayed by her own
body.

That resentment came to a head when a
knocking on her dorm room door just before she was to head off to
class turned out to be Sophie. Kristin felt a thrill run through
her at once, along with a surge of resentment. She looked past the
girl but didn't see Sean.

“What?” she demanded.

The girl smirked up at her. “I have a present
for you from Sean.”

Kristin's pulse began to speed up.

“What?”

“Not out here,” she sniffed.

Kristin reluctantly backed up and let the
girl in, then closed the door behind her. When she turned around to
confront her the girl was holding up something which looked rather
like a plastic clothespin, except that one side was longer and
thicker and the other short and thin.

“What is that?”

“It's a vibrator. Sean wants you to wear it
to class today.”

Kristin gaped at her. “W-why?”

The girl smirked again. “He's going to drop
by.”

“What does that mean?” Kristin asked
warily.

“I have been ordered to see you put this on.
The rest is between you and Master Sean.”

Kristin sniffed disdainfully. She thought
'master' was just too horribly cliched and ridiculous. She always
used 'sir' instead.

She took the little vibrator and looked at it
dubiously.

“The big part goes inside you,” the girl said
helpfully. “The little part slides over your clit.”

Kristin flushed and glared at her.

“Why does he want me to wear this?”

“He's going to meet you after class. That's
all I know.”

“Well... okay.”

“I have to see you put it in.”

Kristin glowered at her again, then,
blushing, hiked up her skirt and tugged her thong aside. It was
easy enough to slide the little thing up into her pussy, which –
and it embarrassed her that Sophie could see – had begin to moisten
the instant she'd seen Sophie. That wasn't for Sophie, of course!
It was because of what Sophie's presence represented!

She eased the thing in. The tension between
the two sides, just as with a clothespin, ensured that as she eased
the smaller part up across the top of her pussy and over her clit,
it would stay firmly in place.

“Oh, I almost forgot. This too,” the girl
said with another of her little smirks.

She held out what looked like a long bootlace
with a few loops in it.

“What is that?”

“These go over your nipples,” the girl said,
pointing at the two loops. “This part clips to the top of the
vibrator.”

“It's too small.”

“It stretches.”

She tossed it to Kristen, who shook her head,
made an impatient sound which had no relation to the way her
stomach was starting to churn, and peeled her blouse up and off.
She hesitated an instant, but there was certainly nothing of her
body Sophie hadn't already seen – and touched – and tasted – so she
quickly slipped off her bra, as well.

“Want me to put it on?”

“I can do it,” she said.

She slipped each loop around her damnably
stiff nipples, and then pulled on the little loops to tighten
them.

“They need to be tighter, slave girl, or
they'll fall off. And then Sean will be unhappy.”

Kristie scowled at her, then tugged harder,
until the thin black loops tightened sharply around the base of
each nipple. It stung, it throbbed, it ached, but her pussy began
to throb powerfully. She pulled on the dangling cord and Sophie
pulled it from her hand and pulled it down to loop around a tiny
protruding screw on the outside of the vibrator.

The cord stretched taut, but the pressure
wasn't so tight as to distend her breasts, at least, not much. Her
nipples tugged down, though, until she slipped her bra cups under
them, pulled the straps over her shoulders, then fastened it behind
her. Her nipples throbbed even more, though.

“Oh, and one more thing.”

It was a butt-plug, and Kristin flushed
further, but took it, pulled her thong aside, and slipped it into
her bottom.

“There. You can go now.”

Another smirk sent Sophie away, and Kristin
fixed her clothes, looked at herself doubtfully in the mirror,
assured herself nothing untoward was showing, then headed off toe
class.

Kristin was a little late, and tried to
hurry, but quickly realized that the quicker she moved, the more
her breasts tugged against the loops around her nipples. It was a
good thing the blouse was black, and relatively thick, she thought
as her nipples sparkled and burned.

She was wearing short boots with three inch
heels under her ankle length skirt, and felt quite respectable, and
quite deliciously slutty given what was underneath. She wondered
what Sean had planned for after class, and hoped Sophie would not
be a part of it.

The class was a big one, with a couple of
hundred students in the amphitheater. She took her usual place in
the middle, halfway down, and halfway in. A safe place. She opened
her books and looked around, and then just as the professor came in
she felt a pulse, then a buzzing between her legs.

She gasped, her eyes widening, and her legs
snapped closed. She stared around her but no one seemed to have
noticed a thing. She could 'hear' the buzzing, but it was internal,
she realized. It wasn't really hearing. And with two hundred
students in the room the sound would have drowned out a vibrator
sitting on the table.

But then they all quieted, and she stiffened,
feeling a sense of nervousness. Sean could be here already, she
thought, trying to glance around her furtively.

The professor began to speak, but she didn't
hear much of it. Her nipples were throbbing, and her pussy was
buzzing, and she was soon fighting to control her breathing so as
to show nothing of what she was feeling. Her skin was flushed, but
no one was looking at her from in front, for the row there was
lower than hers, and the professor was some distance down.

She began to squeeze her thighs together
harder, and felt the excitement rushing through her as the buzzing
continued. She tried to ignore it and concentrate on what the
professor was saying, but that turned out to be impossible. Her
arms were hugged before her, and she felt herself subconsciously
squeezing them against her swelling breasts as her excitement
mounted.

She began to feel a sense of something like
panic, for her orgasms had become more and more intense of late,
and she wasn't sure she could hide one if it took place here in the
now quiet room.

She squirmed more and more, and her body
began to overheat as the tension mounted within her. She felt
sweaty and longed to leap up and run out of the class before she
humiliated herself.

Then the buzzing stopped, abruptly. She felt
a wave of relief, and then the sexual tension within her began to
slowly ease. She spread her legs wide, and bent over to try to ease
the tension pulling at her nipples. She started hearing what the
professor was saying again, and picked up her pencil to take
notes.

And the buzzing started again.

She bit her lip, hoping the pain would help
her fight the sensations, but pain, of late, had often been
associated with sexual pleasure for her, so that didn't really do a
lot. She was soon squirming again, fighting not to show it,
fighting desperately against the waves of heat and hunger as her
body pulsed with more and more intensity.

The buzzing stopped again, and she slowly
relaxed as the tension backed off.

But soon it started again.

Throughout the class, she fought frantically
against the heat, several times fearing she was about to climax
before the buzzing could subside. Sexual fever gripped her mind and
body, and she corkscrewed up and down the scale of pressure right
up until the end of the class. She actually almost missed it,
jerked out of her reverie as the other students started to rise and
file out.

She began to gather her things with frantic
fingers, but then Sophie sat down next to her, smirking.

“Take off your panties,” she ordered.

“Wh-what?”

“You heard the order, slave,” Sophie
growled.

There were still people in the room, though
very few, and most were filing up past them to the doors at the
top. The professor had already left, and Kristin’s hands shook as
she eased her skirt up over her knees, then up her thighs. She
reached under her hips and tugged her thong down over her buttocks,
then down her knees.

She looked around, but from the top, nothing
could be seen of them below their waist, so she bent and slipped
them down her legs and stepped out. She squeezed them tight in her
fist to hide them as she straightened.

“In your mouth, slave.”

Kristin stared at her.

“Open your slut mouth and put them in, so you
don't scream and draw a crowd. Otherwise...”

The thing began to buzz, and Kristin pulled
her hand in against her mouth, then stuffed her thong inside,
closing her lips around it.

“Nasty, dirty sex slave,” Sophie said.

Kristin flushed.

“You want a big cock inside you, don't you,
slut? Yes, you do. I can tell. Get up. There's a big cock waiting
for you.”

She stood up, and Kristin hurriedly joined
her. They went up the stairs. Everyone else had already cleared out
and the room was empty, or almost empty. There was a guy waiting up
front. He was not a student, or at least, if he was he was older,
perhaps in his late twenties. He was handsome though, and big
enough, with nice shoulders.

They reached the top landing, and Sophie
smiled at him.

“This is … a friend of Sean's,” she said.
“You can call him... sir.”

Kristin felt her face heat and her mind
squirmed with embarrassment, but the heat was still pulsing inside
her.

Sophie slid a hand down to the man's groin
and ran her hand up and down a rapidly swelling erection. “Sean
sent this for you,” she said. “He knew you loved having big cocks
inside you, slave girl.”

Kristin wanted to deny it, but with her own
thong filling her mouth she could say nothing. Nor was she about to
pull it out – in front of the man – and say anything. Her eyes were
wide and wild and she had no idea what to do until Sophie turned to
her and took her wrist, then drew her hand down to place flat
against the bulge and rub it there.

“You need a cock inside you, slut,” Sophie
said. “Here it is.”

Kristin tried to shake her head but Sophie
turned her towards the wall. “

“Put your hands against the wall, flat, and
push your ass out. Spread your legs. You know how it's done, slave
girl, the classic police frisk pose. Only Sir is going to do more
than frisk you.”

Kristin looked desperately at the doors about
ten feet to the side, but they were, for now, completely alone in
the big amphitheater. Sophie turned her towards the wall and kicked
her legs apart, and the dazed blonde found herself facing the wall,
leaning forward, arms outstretched.

She gasped at a sharp slap to her bottom as
Sophie ordered her to push her ass back more, then moaned as the
man moved behind her and his big hands pulled the skirt up, hiking
it up above her bottom.

The vibrator continued to buzz, and she
shuddered as Sophie's fingers slid down along her sex lips.

“She's sopping wet, the slut,” she
sneered.

Kristin whimpered as she heard a zipper go
down, then gasped as she felt the man's cock against the inside of
her thigh.

He rubbed the head up and down against her
soaking, overheated pussy, but then pulled at the butt-plug, and a
moment later, fed his cock up into her ass.

She moaned in denial, squirming, but he
gripped her wrists, holding her in position as he pushed his cock
deeper and deeper into her ass.

“Nasty little sex toy,” Sophie said.

She tugged on Kristen's hair, forcing her
head back, and, not incidentally, forcing her back to arch. That
pulled her nipples much more harshly against the pull of the loops
encircling them, and Kirsten cried out helplessly.

Then the man began to pump, sliding his cock
deeper and deeper into her ass with every thrust.

She felt mortified, shocked, horribly afraid
of discovery, and overwhelmed by the sexual hunger burning away at
her mind and body. She shuddered and moaned with the deep thrusts
of the man's cock, and when his hips began to slap against her
buttocks and she knew he had every inch inside her the heat swelled
and burned.

The vibrator buzzed, and a small hand slid up
the front of her blouse, unbuttoning it, then slid around behind
her and undid her bra. The small hand, and a bigger one, each took
a breast, squeezing roughly as his hips began to slap harder
against her buttocks. The big cock was spiking deep into her belly
with every thrust, and the orgasm exploded within her, tearing
apart her mind.
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Kristin was angry when she got back to her
dorm. She was furious that Sean had let Sophie degrade her like
that, basically putting her in a position where some guy she'd
never even met could sodomize her right there in the class! As soon
as she slammed the door behind her she called him and left a
furious message, then hung up and had a shower. She felt like a
total whore, and worse than a whore. And it infuriated her that
despite all that she had climaxed.

Whore!

When she got back to her dorm room there was
a message from Sean on her phone.

“I have no idea what you are talking about,
slave girl,” it said. “I didn't know Sophie had come to see you. I
never gave her anything for you to wear or use, and I never told
her to set you up with some man you didn't know. You can be sure
I'll be talking to her about that as soon as I see her.”

That, of course, only infuriated her more. If
he was telling the truth then Sophie had used her like a whore, had
treated her with contempt and led her around by the genitals until
she had no choice but to service some guy Sophie knew! What had
Sophie told the guy, that she knew a whore who would let him do
whatever he wanted to her!? The little bitch!

An hour later her phone rang again, and she
snatched it up. “What?” she demanded.

“You should learn to mind your manners, slave
girl,” he said. “Or you'll be punished for your impertinence.”

Still angry, Kristin scowled out the window.
“I have every right to be angry! And you can't tell me what to do!
You're not my... master!”

“I thought you might want to come and see how
Sophie is punished, perhaps even join in with us, but if you're
going to act like a bitch I'll leave you out.”

“I have no interest in seeing that little
slut punished,” she snapped, but hesitantly.

After all, the thought of being cut off
completely from the wild, heady sexual games she was playing with
Sean... and Mark, was a daunting thing. She felt so wild and alive
and excited when she was doing that... dirty stuff!

It shamed her to admit it, even to herself,
but lately she lived for those wild, thrilling games, however much
they degraded and often embarrassed her.

“Maybe you need to be punished yourself,” he
said.

Kristin felt her stomach bubble with anxiety
and dark excitement.

“I didn't do anything wrong!” she protested,
hating the whiny sound of her voice.

“You're being mouthy to me. That's more than
enough cause to be punished, slave girl.”

“I'm not your slave girl!” she said
challengingly.

“You will be.”

She made a disparaging sound.

“Come over at four. I don't think you'll be
disappointed at what will happen.”

He hung up before she could refuse, and she
stared indignantly at the phone before putting it down. She didn't
want to go over there now. She felt the need to reassess everything
about what she was doing and who she was. At the same time, the
invitation made her stomach bubble even more. What would happen?
She didn't particularly care what they did to Sophie, but what
would happen to her?

And if she didn't come, what would that mean?
Would he stop calling? If he didn't call she'd have to call him.
She knew she would. She might fight it a few days but she'd wind up
calling him, and that would be even more revealing to him about
just where her mind was at.

* * *

“Strip, slave.”

Kristin bit her lip against an angry retort.
He was getting more arrogant each time now, more confident, more
sure of himself and his ability to order her around like the slave
he termed her. Maybe it was Mark. The big black man was older and
had more experience than Sean. His presence seemed to make the
younger man more stern. And Mark was standing there beside him
watching her.

She debated telling him off, then decided
against it, at least for now. She stripped, feeling her pulse pick
up as the two big men watched her, feeling her chest tighten as she
peeled off her clothes and then reached for the leather restraints
she always wore here.

“You don't know how to strip,” Mark said.

She paused and looked at him uncertainly.

“We'll have to have Sophie teach you.”

Kristin flushed. “I know how to take off my
clothes,” she said. “You didn't tell me I was supposed to be
putting on a show.”

He folded his muscular arms across his broad
chest. “There are two men standing here watching you get undressed
and you don't know you're putting on a show?” he demanded.

She looked back helplessly. “Well... all he
said was – .”

He reached forward and gripped her hair,
forcing her head up and back.

Kristin gasped, her arms reaching up behind
her at first, instinctively, but then she dropped them to her
sides, as she'd been taught.

“You are a sexual animal,” he said from
behind her, his voice soft in her ear, his breath warm against her
skin. “Everything you do, every movement is sexual and erotic.”

His other hand slid around to cup one of her
breasts, then glide down her body. She gasped as his fingers rubbed
lightly across her clitoris.

“Even when no one is watching, you should
always consider how sexual you are, and how beautiful an animal you
are.”

“I-I'm not an animal,” she gasped.

“We're all animals, slave,” he said, still
rubbing against her clitoris with his big, talented fingers.

“Y-you're hurting me,” she gasped.

“But you're a slave. You like pain.”

“I-I don't!” she gasped.

“You must or you wouldn't keep refusing to
call me sir.”

“I-I forgot, sir!” she panted.

“Then we must make sure you learn to
remember. Slave.”

He didn't loosen his grip on her hair, but
did ease up, allowing her head to come forward again.

“Hold out your hands, slave.”

She obeyed, and Sean slipped the restraints
around her wrists, then bent and fit them around her ankles. A
moment later Mark released her and handed her the collar.

“Put on the collar. And know why you're
putting it on. Because you're a sex slave.”

She bit her lip, but didn't disagree, her
stomach swirling and her chest tight. She slipped the thick leather
collar around her neck, then reached behind her to buckle it.

The two led her into the bedroom, where she
saw Sophie. The girl was naked, of course, other than for a pair of
stiletto heels. She was standing in the room, her wrists tied
together in front of her at head height. Or at least, it was the
height her head would have been at if it hadn't been pulled back so
sharply. Her hair was bound into a braid, and tied to her left
ankle.

That, of course, forced her left ankle up
high behind her, forcing her to stand on one foot, one stiletto
heeled foot. Kristin could see she'd been standing that way for
some time, long enough for any effort at using her leg muscles to
hold her leg up to have completely failed. Now it was held aloft by
her hair, so that her head was pulled sharply back.

She imagined the pulling against her scalp
must be – painful. It certainly looked to be, and she felt a sense
of righteous pleasure at the other girl's pain. She deserved
it!

“Come, slave. Now we'll show you to your
punishment,” he said.

“My punishment? I didn't do anything!” she
protested.

“You showed disrespect, and you continue to
do so.”

“But... but I didn't!' she protested.

He pulled her along, and though she wax
anxious and reluctant, Kristin didn't really fight him. The
punishments they'd given her in the past had always wound involving
incredibly intense orgasms after all.

In the other room, they had set up something
like the weightlifting bench her father had at home. Only it was
higher, and in place of the flat, padded bench there was a … padded
bar, triangular, with the point facing up and the flat part facing
down.

She felt her heart beat faster as he and Sean
lifted her left leg over the thing so that she straddled it.

“Sit,” Sean ordered, pressing down on her
shoulder.

She felt the padded bar push up against her
pussy. Then she yelped, grasping the bar in both hands as the two
men lifted her ankles up and back and locked the restraints to the
bar behind her. Then they took her wrists and pulled them away from
the bar, dropping much of her weight onto it. Her arms were raised
up and then bent back, bowing her body, in the process, and then
locking to the higher bars of the frame at the end, the part which
would have held the barbells on a weightlifting bench.

Sean gathered her hair in his fingers, and
she felt him braiding it, then moaned as her head was pulled back,
further bowing her body and making her full breasts push out even
more tautly. She could no longer move her head now, but only look
straight up at the ceiling. She could thus see nothing of her body,
but only feel it, including the weight of her sex pushing down
against the narrow, and only lightly padded metal below her.

Then she felt fingers at her erect nipples,
pinching and twisting and plucking them as she gasped and moaned
and yelped in protest.

“Tell me you're a sex slave,” Mark ordered,
as fingers played along the top of her sex.

“I-I – .”

Her mind raced, wondering if she should, as
she had before, or resist. She felt a strange, dark, even
masochistic impulse to refuse, to taunt them to punish her
more.

“I'm not!” she gasped.

She gasped again as she felt a vibrator slide
in against the top of her sex and rub slowly back and forth.

“You know that's not the truth, slave,” Sean
said.

“I'm not,” she repeated breathlessly.

Neither man spoke, though she sensed Sean
moving away. The vibrator continued to play teasingly across her
clitoris even as the throbbing ache between her legs grew steadily
worse. It was, after all, a soft, sensitive part of her anatomy,
and not designed to bear so much of her weight.

“Oww!”

The cat claw sensations across her chest made
her jerk sharply against the restraints even as the many-tailed
whip drew briefly across her vision.

“I think you like the whip, slave,” Sean
said.

“I-I don't!” she gasped helplessly.

She felt the thin lines of heat across her
chest, across her breasts, and then cried out at another blow, this
one lower, slicing into her stomach. Another blow crossed her
breasts, and another, and she jerked and cried out at each, but her
inner heat grew much more powerful, especially as the vibrator
continued to play slowly back and forth across her clitoris.

“Sex slave,” Sean said.

“N-Not!” she gasped, then jerked as the whip
cut across her breasts again.

She endured blow after blow which roused her
breasts to a burning ache she had never felt before, yet her inner
fire overshadowed it, and then threw her into orgasm that she could
not conceal.

“Nasty little slave girl,” Sean said.

“I think your little sex slave is a pain
slave,” Mark said.

Kristin moaned and gasped, chest heaving,
beads of sweat rolling down her chest as the whip struck again, and
then again. It paused, and then she felt the familiar touch of the
riding crop, thin and flexible, with the flat leather tip. The tip
slapped lightly against one burning nipple, then more sharply, and
then repeatedly, rapping down in a blur against the center of first
one breast, then the other.

“Slave,” Mark said. “You might as well admit
it. We all know what you are.”

“N-Not!” she moaned, voice breaking.

The vibrator continued to rub against her
clitoris, and her hips ground helplessly down against the bar as
heat churned through her mind. Her back was aching, and her pussy
throbbing with the pressure of her body jamming it downward. Her
breasts flamed, but her mind was hotter still.

Then came a sharper blow against her breasts,
a stinging, painful blow, not with the tip of the crop, not with
the flat leather tip, but with the shaft itself, slicing painfully
into the taut flesh of her full right breast. She cried out at the
sharp sting, and then again, and again, as more blows followed.

And another orgasm tore through her dazed
mind.

The crop laced her stomach and lower chest,
then bit into her breasts again as she sobbed and moaned and
shuddered in helpless pain amidst a fever of thrilling sexual heat.
Sean struck her, then Mark, then Sean again as her breasts
burned.

“Say it, slave,” Mark growled into her ear.
“Say it. I'm a sex slave. Say it.”

She felt an intense pain in her right nipple
and let out a squeal of pain.

“Say it, slave.”

“I-I'm a sex slave!” she gasped.

Another sharp pain bit into her other nipple
and again she cried out.

“Sir,” Mark growled.

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

Again and again they made her repeat it,
until she was chanting it like a mantra, and then the crop began to
slap furiously against her clitoris, blasting her into a final
orgasm that almost blew her mind.

She was dazed to the point of
semi-consciousness by then, and they had to hold her up as they
lifted her off the frame. Her legs dangled limply below her until
they set her on her knees, and she moaned as she dropped her chin
and her only partially focused eyes started at the red latticework
of lines criss-crossing her breasts and belly with something like
amazement.

Also amazing were the two thick, perfectly
round gold rings dangling from her nipples. They were the size of
quarters, the gold standing out clearly against the darkened skin
of her breasts.

Mark laid her down on the floor, then drew
her legs up and back over her head before forcing them down against
the floor and locking them into place. Sean entered, then, carrying
Sophie across one shoulder.

“You two sluts need to learn to get along,”
he said as he knelt and lowered Sophie gently to the floor. He put
her in the same position as Kristin, drawing her legs up and back
as Mark leaned in and pulled on her hips. The two girls were now
buttocks to buttocks, or perhaps, more precisely, lower back to
lower back, as their ankles were drawn so tightly forward. As Sean
was attending to Sophie's ankles, Mark pulled her wrists straight
back along the floor towards Kristin, and locked her wrist
restraints to Kristin's.

Kristin groaned, her back aching. Her back
had been bowed back in the previous position. Now she was bent in
two, the backs of her toes pressed against the floor above her
head, staring up at her pussy and ass. She could not even see
Sophie, though she could feel her lower back pressing against her
own.

Then she saw Sean leaning over her. He had a
kind of clamp in his hand, and reached into her open mouth with it.
She yelped, then cried out in pain as the clamp bit into her
tongue. But she could do nothing about it as the pain crushed her
tongue much like the alligator clips he had once used on her
nipples.

She heard a muffled cry from below her and
guessed that the same thing was happening to Sophie even as Sean
drew a thin line from the clamp up above her head. It led over a
hook then back down again below her. Then it was attached to
something, something which moved, and she realized it was attached
to an identical clamp on Sophie's tongue, pulling both tongues up
and out.

A moment later Sean leaned over her with a
dildo in hand, and worked it into her pussy, then a second was
pushed into her ass. They didn't stay long, but pulled back and
were immediately replaced by – candles!

Kristin stared at the candles in
bewilderment. They were as thick as the dildos, and as long,
longer, in fact, but what – and then she saw him light the
candles.

He grinned down at her, waggled his eyebrows,
and moved back.

“You girls get some rest,” she heard Mark
say.

The door closed, and then soft music began to
play from a hidden speaker. Then there was the unmistakeable sound
of passion, the moans and groans and gasps and cries of pleasure of
a woman in the throes of hunger and then orgasm. It was, she
realized, her own voice. But no, it wasn't alone. There was second
woman crying out in pleasure: Sophie.

“I am a sex slave,” she heard herself
cry.

“I am a sex slave,” she heard Sophie cry.

She moaned, and in moaning, her tongue moved,
tugging at Sophie's tongue. The girl cried out in pain, and her
tongue tugged at Kristin's. And then her body shifted a little and
the wax which had built up at the top of the candle in her pussy
spilled down onto her clit.

She squealed in pain, her body jerking more
violently. That, of course, only caused more wax to drip, not just
from that candle, not just from the candle in her ass, but from
Sophie's candles, as her body was jerked as well. Then their
tongues cried out, pulling against one another.

It took a while to get it straight in the
minds of both of them that any movement caused pain. The candles
would melt without dropping wax onto them as long as they didn't
move. And any movement of their tongues inevitably caused pain to
both of them, for they were both already throbbing and aching.

Calm was restored, at least for a brief
time.

But as she lay there in that obscene and
degrading position, being, in effect, tortured – simply thinking
the word made her pussy throb – Kristin began to feel a slow but
inevitable build-up of sexual pressure within herself. It was so
outrageous, after all, to be bound like this, so... obscene! At
first, the sound of her own voice crying out in pleasure and
calling herself a sex slave was embarrassing, but after a while a
dark heat began to swirl within her at the sound.

Dark visions filled her mind of sex and
debauchery, of deep throating Sean's cock, and riding Mark's. She
moaned helplessly, even though that pulled against the rigid line
running to Sophie's tongue. Sophie pulled her tongue back, and she
gasped, her body flinching slightly, enough to drop hot wax onto
her pussy and buttocks.

She squealed, and Sophie's body jerked
against her. Both of them squealed, then, as hot wax splashed down
onto their bound bodies. Kristin tried to pull her tongue down,
which, of course, pulled up on Sophie's tongue, and the smaller
girl jerked her own tongue back as the two had a bizarre dual of
sorts there on the floor.

Little bitch, Kristin thought dazedly.

She had no idea how long they were bound in
that position before the men returned for them. She groaned in
relief as the candles were withdrawn, as the wax, now cooled and
hard, was brushed away from her flesh. Her ankles were unbound and
her legs slowly allowed to draw back and down. The relief to her
back was intense, and she reveled in it.

Mark raised her to her knees as Sean did the
same to Sophie. The lines attaching the clamps on their tongues
were removed, but not the clamps. That made it just about
impossible to talk, but the men apparently weren't interested in
conversation just yet.

Both girls were lifted to their shaky feet
and led back to the same frame Kristin had been straddling earlier.
It had been changed since then, however. The center of the
triangular bar now had been wrapped in something round, like a
rolled blanket. Only, she realized, it was actually just another
part of the frame that had been snapped in place. It too was
padded, and there were two large dildos sticking out of the
top.

She moaned as she was raised up to straddle
the thing. Then the thick dildo pushed up into her pussy,
stretching it out even more than the candle had, pushing up deep
into her belly until her thighs and buttocks were pressing down
firmly against the padded base below.

To her dismay, Sophie was then placed on the
second dildo, facing her. And the two dildos were separated by no
more than a few inches. They were thus face to face, breasts
pressing against breasts. Their arms were raised up straight above
and locked to the same ring above their heads, and then their legs
were pulled straight out to the sides and chained in place.

The men pulled back on their hair, reached
into their mouths, and locked a small, elastic band to their
tongues, then pulled them together and clipped the elastics
together. The pressure of the elastics was quite heavy, and the two
suddenly found themselves lip to lip, their tongues locked
together.

And then the vibrator started up.

The two dildos were separated by only a few
inches, and in that space was a rounded, bulbous plastic thing
which was jammed up against the front of their pussies, against
their clitorises, of course.

“Have fun, slave girls,” Sean said as the men
left them.

Kristin moaned, as did Sophie, and both
glared at each other, though their faces were too close together to
actually see. Pulling back at all, even an inch, increased the pull
on their tongues, so after a brief period of experimentation they
stopped trying.

The erotic heat which had been gripping
Kristin eased somewhat in the presence and touch of the other
girl's naked flesh. But nothing could really stop it, for this
position, too, was fraught with eroticism and sexuality. The deep
penetration, the aching bondage, the vibrations, all began to swirl
through her nervous system, and the heat began again.

The vibrator seemed to be having an even more
powerful effect on Sophie, whose eyes began to glaze over. Her body
began to move against Kristin, as well, for she was using the
muscles of her legs, pulling against the leverage of the restraints
and chains holding her legs out in both directions to grind her
pelvis against the vibrator.

Kristin was soon doing the same, as the heat
rose within her, and rubbing her aching breasts against Sophie's
also proved an unexpectedly erotic sensation. Sophie, of course,
was much more into girls than Kristin, and so the blonde girl's
presence, the feel of her body pressing against her own, was no
restraint to her heat, but more fuel for the fire.

Her tongue, however it ached, began to move,
pushing forward into Kristin's mouth, and though Kristin moaned in
protest at first, the sexual heat soon had her losing control and
writhing against the other girl in helpless arousal.

The world began to move aside, and a hot,
hazy sexual steam enveloped both young women as they writhed and
moaned, cried out and gasped, shuddered and ground themselves into
orgasm after orgasm.
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Kristin still didn't like the girl, but her
body felt otherwise. And she resented her further when Mark ordered
her to learn how to strip from the lithe young brunette. She
sniffed disdainfully, until a sharp spanking cleared her head, and
then she and Sophie began to strip together, she imitating the
girl's movements.

She learned to strip slowly and languorously
as if there was a man watching, learned how to pose and present her
body for him to its most erotic best. This morphed into the kind of
stripping to music which would take place in mens clubs, and she
didn't mind that at all, finding it exciting. They even installed a
stripper pole, and Sophie instructed her in how to pole dance while
Mark and Sean looked on.

Lap dancing was even more exciting,
especially when it inevitably ended with either Mark's or Sean's
cock up inside her as she rode them.

She thought she pretty much had it all down
pat, and then Sean had her dress in a schoolgirl outfit and try
again, only once dressed he led her into the other room, and the
man sitting in the chair was not Mark, but a stranger.

She gasped, drawing back, but he pushed her
forward.

“Strip for us, slave girl,” he ordered.

The man was white, a little older than Mark,
handsome enough with short dark hair, and wearing a suit. Kristin
reddened immediately, and her mind squirmed with embarrassment. A
slap to her bottom drove her forward, however, almost
instinctively.

“Strip for us, slave girl,” Sean ordered
again.

For a moment, Kristin hovered in an agony of
indecision, but then the heat took over, and as the music started,
she moved forward, and hesitantly began to dance, gripping the pole
and twisting herself around it as the man looked on.

It was embarrassing just dancing for the man,
but stripping was even worse. Still, she had to, and as she did,
her heat rose along with her embarrassment, for this was incredibly
nasty and wicked and kinky.

Mark came into the room to also watch, and
she began to peel out of her clothes, just how she and Sophie had
practiced. Exposing her breasts made her face redden, but then at a
word from Mark she straddled the man's lap and began to grind
against him. She arched her body and rolled her hips, grinding her
pussy down against the erection she could feel beneath her as his
hands rose and began to glide up and down her hips and the side of
her ribs.

Her chest tightened, her heart thumping, as
she backed off, and slid out of her thong, bending far over to
slide the thong down to her ankles, her bottom right in the man's
face. She stepped out of them, turned, hips rolling, body dancing
to the music, then shimmied forward to straddle him again,
breathless with a wild excitement.

Naked, she ground herself against him,
sliding her hard nipples up and down across his face. She gasped as
his tongue began to flick out, as her nipples sparkled with heat
and a thrumming sense of need to be touched. She didn't even know
the man! God!

“Take his cock out of his pants and mount
him, sex slave,” Sean ordered.

Kristin moaned, the words hitting her like a
blow and knocking the breath out of her. She was shocked, for a
moment, even though she'd known... but it was the words, the order,
and the leer on the face of the stranger.

She obeyed, half dazed, and unzipped him,
undoing his trousers, and pulling out a thick cock. Body and face
flushed, she pressed it up along her belly, rubbing it against
herself as she leaned into him. The heat, the smooth, beautiful
texture of flesh against her own flesh, made her pussy burn. He
took the center of her right breast into his mouth, sucking and
licking, his tongue flipping the ring as she shuddered in
excitement.

Then she rose, placed the head against the
moist entrance to her pussy, and sank slowly back down, taking him
high inside her as she groaned in helpless pleasure. God! The feel
of him entering her, as always, was incredible! The feel of a
thick, hard cock pushing up into her body was an dark, wonderful
thrill.

She began to ride him slowly, hips rolling,
and as he leaned back, she leaned forward, pressing her breasts
into his mouth and hands, reveling in the role of the wild,
sluttish sex slave.

She felt Mark move behind her, felt his
fingers at her buttocks, then an oiled finger prodded at her back
passage and slowly worked its way up inside her. Sean moved around
behind the chair, and reached out, grasping her hair, pulling her
head to the side and over the edge of the chair. His thick cock
pushed through her open mouth and she moaned around it, rolling her
eyes up.

Then Mark's finger became two, then they
withdrew and his cock pushed into her. The wildness of it all tore
through her mind, and the orgasm followed an instant later, as she
squealed and gurgled around Sean's cock as it pushed into her
throat. Her body thrashed and shook and shuddered as Mark pushed
deeper into her ass and the stranger kneaded and sucked at her
breasts.

It was a shocking assault of thrilling sexual
hedonism, and the feel of two cocks moving in and out of her belly
threw her into a swirling, churning vortex of hunger and passion,
setting her very blood on fire. She rode frantically, orgasms
spilling through her body as the three men rammed into her again
and again, six hands racing over her body.

And the next night there were two
strangers.

And the next three.

* * *

Kristin wakened in something of a dream
state, moaning weakly as she rolled over in bed. She was at Sean's
apartment again, having slept over again this night. She was naked,
of course, since she always slept naked now. And she was bound, her
wrists locked together behind her back. Whenever she slept over,
she slept thusly.

Sean was not in bed with her. To her
disappointment and irritation, he usually slept with Sophie. She
was in the guest bedroom. Sometimes Mark stayed over, and used her
before sleep, and sometimes not. He had not slept over the previous
night.

She swung her long legs out of bed and stood
up, feeling a little shudder of heat at being naked and bound. She
walked to the door, turned her back to it, and used her bound hands
to turn the handle, then padded up the hall to the front room.

Last night had been wild. There had been five
men there, none of whom she knew. She had stripped in front of
them, using the stripper pole, then given lap dances. That had
ended, as it always did, with her riding one man's cock. Her other
orifices had been similarly well-used, as the give men had taken
turns or used her altogether, with Sean and Mark joining in.

Gang banged, she thought with a rush of
excitement!

Seven men at once!

What a whore I am!

This was so fucking wild!

She walked up the hall and into the living
room, looking for Mark or Sean, but neither was there. There was no
sign of Sophie either. She frowned unhappily. Had they left her
alone like this? Apparently so. She was hungry, too. She went to
the kitchen and turned her back to the door, pulling it open, then
turned again and looked inside.

There wasn't a lot she could do without hands
in front of her, but then she was inspired. She tugged out a
kitchen chair and sat, then drew her wrists down, slowly working
them under her buttocks, then sliding her legs through. She stood
up with a sense of satisfaction, her wrists still locked together,
but before her now.

She was able to make coffee that, way, as
well as some cereal with banana chunks, then brushed her teeth and
considered a shower. It should be fairly easy, though to do her
back she'd have to slide her wrists back under her bottom again.
She took her shower, though it got the restraints wet. She felt
much cleaner, and brushed out her hair before blowing it dry.

Would she spend the entire day like this, she
mused. That would certainly be an interesting experience.

The bathroom was, of course, large and
comfortable, larger than her dorm room, in truth. She was bent over
looking for a comb when the light went off.

She frowned and straightened. The door had
been opened and closed, and she squealed as she felt arms around
her. They were large and male, and rough, as they jerked her hair
back and groped her breasts. She moaned as she was forced to bend
over the counter, then slapped on the bottom.

“Spread em,” a male voice growled.

She did so, panting, moaning as fingers
traced the line of her sex, as hands moved over her body. She had
no idea who it was, and was wide-eyed as she realized that it
really didn't matter.

Then there was something against her mouth,
pressing in. She recognized it as a ball-gag almost at once, and
opened her jaw wide to admit it, her breasts mashed against the
counter even as the straps were drawn back behind her and locked
together. A moment later the light snapped on. She got a brief
glimpse of a man, large, wide shouldered, older, before a blindfold
was slipped over her head and turned her vision black.

He was a stranger!

She moaned into the gag as she was pulled
upright, then a firm hand on her arm guided her out of the room and
up the hall. Her heart pounded with anxiety and excitement as she
waited what was to happen. She had no control of it, and that was
the wild part, the exciting part, the dark part that thrilled her
like nothing in her life.

The hand released her, then she felt fingers
at her nipples, at her rings. A moment later the rings tugged
forward, and she stumbled after. She had no choice, after all. She
went up a hall, around a corner. Then her feet felt the cool
concrete of the garage. She gasped as she was bent over and then
pushed forward into what she soon realized was the trunk of a
car.

Her ankles were pulled up behind her, the
restraints around them quickly locked to her wrist restraints, then
the trunk lid was slammed above her. She felt and heard the car
starting, and then it pulled out of the garage and drove away. Her
chest was tight with anticipation, but also fear. What if the
police stopped them!? What if there was an accident!? She would be
mortified!

The car drove for some time. It was
impossible to say how long. Then the sound outside as it drove
slowly indicated they were inside somewhere, perhaps another
garage. The car stopped, the engine going off, and she felt the car
shift as someone exited. A few moments later the trunk lid was
opened.

Her ankles were unlocked, and she was lifted
out of the car and put on her feet. Again, she felt concrete
beneath as her nipples tugged her forward. Then the air changed and
her feet were on tiles, then changed again as they passed onto rug
or carpeting.

“Nice,” she heard a male voice said from
before her.

“I stole her,” another voice said from
behind. “She's ours now.”

Kristin felt a shock at the words, and a
sense of anxiety and fear, but she pushed them back. They were
simply playing a game, she thought to herself. Sean likes his
little role playing, and I'm supposed to think I've been kidnapped
or something. The idea was darkly thrilling. Being in the hands of
unknown captors, naked!

It was thrilling regardless! They were still
strangers, and she had no idea where she was!

“On you knees, slut,” one of the voices
said.

She moaned softly and obeyed, sitting on her
heels, knees well apart.

“Nice fucking body,” she heard.

“That's what it is, all right, a fucking
body, a body for fucking,” the other said with a chortling
laugh.

Kristin gasped as a large hand was jammed
roughly between her thighs, fingers groping her as her hair was
jerked back.

“You love cock, don't you, slut,” the voice
said in a sneer.

“She's gonna get lots of it,” the other voice
said.

Kristin was nervous, anxious, embarrassed,
but her pussy throbbed and her nipples burned as the hands moved
over her. Then the gag was removed and she was dragged forward by
the hair. She felt something beneath her chest, the edge of a
chair, perhaps, then a cock was pushing into her mouth.

A hand slapped her bottom and jerked her legs
apart, and she was entered from behind.

She had no idea who they were or where they
were, yet even so Kristin felt a hot rush of hunger and passion as
she began to suck the cock in her mouth, as the other drove into
her belly, and rough male hands pawed, groped and fondled her. Soon
rough hands forced her head down, and the cock in her mouth pushed
into her throat.

The man behind rode her hard and fast,
slapping her bottom and groping her breasts, and she grunted and
moaned around the cock filling her throat as they two men chortled
and laughed and used her like the whore she had become.

It didn't stop, for a new male voice arrived,
then another, and then another still. Her heart pounded and her
body burned as they used her again and again, shifting her body,
calling her names, using her like a … like a slave, like a sex
slave. She had her moments of rising anxiety and fear, and even
dismay, but overall, the dark heat and hunger clung to her,
enveloping her mind so that the thrill never ceased.

And then there were more men, hands on her,
everywhere! Six, seven, eight, too many to count, and she was
lifted and twisted and turned, cocks pushing into her from every
direction, and all she could do was take it, gasping, moaning,
grunting at the hard thrusts, crying out as her nipples were
pinched, and as orgasms swept through her.

Gang banged, she thought dazedly. I'm being
gang banged! And it was far more than that time with seven. She had
no idea how many men there were! It seemed more all the time! It
sounded like there was a crowd around her! She was mortified, yet
incredibly aroused! Her mind reeled from the enormity, the shock,
the outrage, the indignation, but she had no way of stopping it,
even if she could summon the will to try.

It went on and on until she felt bruised
everywhere, inside and out, and was exhausted, both physically and
emotionally. And then it still went on, until she was half
conscious. No one talked to her. The talked about her to each
other. Only one voice ever spoke to her, to give her orders on
positioning her body, almost immediately followed by a slap to her
bottom each time.

Then she was being led up a flight of stairs,
and then up another, into a very hot, steamy room. Her wrists were
raised above her and locked in place. And then there was nothing.
She stood in place, swaying a little, held up by her wrists,
feeling the heat around her. It was a very hot room, the heat of a
muggy outside day, but more.

And it was relentless.

Already exhausted, already drained, she
moaned as she felt the sweat beginning to trickle slowly down her
forehead, down her chest and belly. God, it was hot! She stumbled
several times, half dozing, and was pulled up short by the wrists.
Eventually, she half fell asleep on her feet, breathing in shallow
breaths in the heat.

A sharp, stinging blow to her bottom jerked
her into sudden, shocking wakefulness.

Crack!

Another blow made her squeal in shock and
pain.

Crack!

“Wake up, slut,” she heard.

Crack!

“Oww! Please!”

“Spread your legs.”

She obeyed at once, moaning.

“Push your ass back at me. That's it, slut.
Bend over and show me what you want.”

She obeyed, panting for breath.

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

“Yes, sir!”

“Because you're a sex slave, right.”

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

She felt fingers pushing into her sex,
sliding in and out. They withdrew, then something thicker pushed
up. It was not a cock, she decided, from the feel, it was a dildo
of some kind. Another followed, pushing up into her ass, and then
fingers tugged at her nipples, playing with the rings. She gasped
as sudden weight pulled down at both nipples, as if something had
been hung from the rings.

“Close your legs, push your ass out
more.”

She obeyed.

Crack! Something, a strap or belt,
snapped across her bottom.

'Oww!”

“Are you a slut?”

“I'm a slut, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Are you a whore?”

“Yes, sir! I'm a whore, sir!”

Crack!

“Ah!” she gasped.

“Are you a sex slave?”

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

Crack!

She hissed in pain.

“Do you belong to me, slut?”

She hesitated only an instant. “Yes, sir! I
belong to you, sir!”

Crack!

“You're mys ex slave, aren't you, slut?”

“Yes, sir! I'm your sex slave, sir!”

“You can start calling me master. Do it.”

“Yes, master!”

The word didn't sound as silly as it had
earlier with Sean.

Crack!

“Are you my sex slave?”

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

God! Her bottom was flaming hot! But Kristen
kept herself in position, bent forward, bottom thrust out behind
her.

Crack!

“Say it again, slut.”

“I'm your sex slave, master!”

Crack!

“Again!”

Again and again and again she shouted out the
words as the belt or strap cut across her flaming buttocks. Then
she had to beg him to fuck her, beg him desperately before he
agreed. Only then did the blows stop, as she leaned forward,
sweating horribly, her bottom on fire. She groaned as he pulled the
dildo from her sopping pussy and thrust his cock into her.

Then he rode her hard, her body jerking
forward and back as his hips cracked against her, the weights
dangling from her nipples swinging and bouncing and tugging on them
as she shuddered and moaned to the hard, deep thrusts.

This was insane, she thought, moaning and
gasping and shuddering as he ground his fingers into her
clitoris.

But she came anyway.

Finally, he was done, and the blindfold came
off. She blinked her eyes, gulping in air. She was in a... an
attic, from the locks of it, a hot one. The man before her was
older, much older than Sean. Easily deep into his thirties. She
blushed and dropped her eyes, but his fingers slid under her chin
and forced her head up.

Cold eyes glared at her. “Who am I?”

“Master,” she gulped!

“Who are you?”

“Your slave, master!”

“Good answer.”

He had a firm, square jaw, and dark eyes. He
was bigger and more powerfully built than Sean or Mark, and looked
far more menacing. Was he a friend of theirs? Who was he?!

He undid her wrists from above, and she
gasped as he lifted her up and dropped her, belly-down, across one
powerful shoulder. Then she was carried down the stairs and into a
large bathroom. He put her into a large shower, turned on the
water, then stepped inside.

“Wash me,” he ordered.

Kristin swallowed anxiously, then took the
soap he had given her and began to soap up his powerful chest. Her
fingers skimmed back and forth over his pectoral muscles, then up
over his shoulders. She was tall, but he was taller, and she had to
rise on the balls of her feet to slide her hands over his shoulders
and around behind his neck.

He turned and she washed his back, then,
hesitantly, moved lower, her hands over his buttocks, then down his
thighs. She had to kneel behind him to accomplish that. And when he
turned around, she worked her way up, then filled her hands with
his cock and balls, massaging them gently, soap filling her
hands.

It did not surprise her that he got hard,
that his cock thickened and rose up to point menacingly at her as
she rose off her knees.

She squealed as he jerked her forward
suddenly against him, crushing his lips to hers, his arms sliding
around her then, sliding up and down her body. She was soon as
soapy as he was, as their lips moved together, his big cock trapped
against her belly, and she felt her heat rising anew. As exhausted
as she was, it seemed as though her body was insatiable!

She tried to talk, to ask.. anything, but
each time she began a sharp slap to her bottom or a twist and pinch
to her nipple silenced her.

“Speak only when spoken to, slave” he
ordered.

And so, she couldn't even protest when he
turned her to the wall, jerked her hands out before her to support
herself, spread her legs, jerked her hips back, and buried his
thick cock up deep inside her ass. She could only gasp and moan as
he thrust up into her with deep, sure strokes that filled her to
overflowing.

The hard, steady thrusts ground her breasts
against the wall, and they burned with heat even as her pussy
throbbed. When his right hand dove between her legs, fingers
rubbing at her soapy clit, her hips began to jerk helplessly back
against him. Then, just as she began to climax, his other hand
slipped around her neck and squeezed tight. Her eyes bulged, the
air shut off, just as the orgasm hammered into her.

Her head felt as though it would explode with
the force of the orgasm! She gurgled helplessly, not even trying to
move his hand, her body jerking to the hard impacts of his hips as
he sodomized her. The orgasm spiraled up and out and tore her mind
apart, until there was nothing left to hold her up but his stiff
cock and hard hands.

She felt black dots dancing before her eyes,
but didn't care. All that mattered was the orgasm, the pleasure,
and making it continue forever.

 


 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


He was uncompromising. She was not permitted
to talk, or to ask anything. She could only parrot the answers he
insisted she chant over and over again.

“I am your slave. I am a slut. I am a whore.
You are my master.”

She danced for him, because he ordered her
to. She gave him lap dances, and rode him like a whore, and came,
crying out in helpless pleasure.

She wore nothing but chains.

Another stranger came over, and she danced
for him, rode him, fucked him. Another, and she did the same.

She was constantly hungry. She had to beg for
food at the table, while he ate, on her knees, beg like a dog,
holding her cuffed wrists up, lolling her tongue over her lower
lip. He fed her by hand, letting her eat bits and pieces of fruit,
vegetables and meat from his fingers, licking them afterward. She
drank from a bowl he set on the floor, not permitted to use her
hands.

Time had no meaning. She never saw light.
Whenever she got the idea through her exhaustion to protest, to
demand something, a sharp slap instantly made her quiver and gasp
and moan and go silent before she could really even begin.

And then he led her down a hall, and into an
immense room. Kristen's eyes and mouth went wide as she looked
around, realizing she wasn't in a home at all, but a club of some
kind. This was... a strip club, she realized. The pole up there on
the stage made that obvious, as did all the tables and chairs, the
bar, the seats around the stage.

Her stomach churned. She felt a wild mixture
of horror and rabid excitement. There was a man behind the bar,
washing something. She was led onto the stage.

“Dance, slut,” he ordered, as music
played.

Kristin... danced.

She danced as she'd learned from Sophie,
danced around the pole, swinging and turning and twisting. She
rolled on the floor. She bent and exposed herself, bottom rolling
in time to the music.

Her body undulated and she swung her head
from side to side. Her breasts were swollen and hot, her nipples
achingly hard.

This is impossible, she thought, feeling a
sense of impending panic. I can't do this! I can't!

“You'll do as you're told, slave,” he growled.

And she did. The club filled up with men, and
she was given a sluttish outfit, led backstage, and then pushed out
before them. The club was darkened, the stage bright, and the
familiar music played. Shocked, appalled, terrified, mortified, she
danced. And as she danced, and as no one shouted insults about how
pathetic her dancing was, she gained confidence.

Her pussy burned when she stripped off her
top, when she exposed her breasts. Her entire body burned when she
stripped completely. She was in awe of it all as she danced across
the stage, with everyone watching her! She ground herself against
the bar, swung around and around, taunting them with her body,
squeezing her breasts, rolling her hips, feverish on her own
heat.

She had a climax right there on stage as she
gripped the bar between her trembling thighs and ground against it.
She made it into part of the act, hoping desperately they would all
think she was faking. But the heat didn't ease, it only grew.

She crawled across the stage, hips swinging,
turned and bent forward, spreading her legs, sliding her hands
between her thighs, fingers sliding along her naked sex as they
watched.

And then it was time for the 'champagne
room'. She rode the men there, in the near darkness, and could
refuse nothing. Some men pawed and groped her. Some sucked and
chewed at her breasts. Some pulled their stiff cocks out so he
could ride up and down, gasping and shuddering and sobbing at the
burning heat engulfing her mind.

She finally got to sleep that night, after
five more men took her together in the small bed in the dark room
behind the club. She woke dazed, hungry, and still chained.

“Who are you?” he demanded.

“Your slave, master!”

“Who am I?”

“My master, master!”

She sucked his cock, then crawled to
breakfast, where he fed her by hand. She was still tired, still
dazed, but it didn't seem to matter. He hung her upside down from
the ankles, blindfolded, a vibrator grinding against her, and she
screamed herself hoarse as the orgasms rolled across her like a
line of slow moving freight trains.

Her mind was constantly fuzzy, as if half
asleep, or half drunk, but she didn't care. She stripped for the
men in the club again, did lap dances for many more, then returned
to the back room for more wild, dark, exquisitely pleasurable
sex.

She didn't know his name, nor care. She lived
life in an erotic dream filled with heat and passion and orgasms.
She had no sense of time, and no need to care. She did what she was
told when she was told to do so. There was nothing else for her to
do, and so, no reason to think about anything.

And then she woke.

She was naked, of course. She could feel the
familiar weight of the collar around her neck, and the wrist and
ankle restraints on her body. But she was not restrained, and the
bed was much larger and more comfortable than usual. She sat up
slowly, confused at the clarity of her mind, and recognized the
room. It was Sean's bedroom.

She got up uncertainly, blinking wide blue
eyes, then went to the door. She hesitated, then opened it and
stepped into the hall. The living room was directly ahead, and Sean
looked up as she padded slowly in.

He snapped his fingers at her, pointed down,
and she immediately dropped to all fours. He patted the chair and
she crawled forward to him. He held his hand up and she stopped,
then when he twisted his finger she sat up and back on her heels,
spreading her knees wide, straightening her back.

“Good little slave girl,” he said. “Did you
miss me?”

“Yes, master,” she said, confusion swirling
around her mind.

How long had this been... what about
school... where was...

“You were stolen, slave girl.”

She blinked up at him uncertainly.

“One of the guys we had over had a friend. He
told him about you, and then he showed up while we were away and
simply took you. Took us a while to find you. Wasn't till someone
mentioned the hot blonde at the strip club that we realized where
you'd gotten to. Did you like the experience of being a sex slave
for real?”

She stared at him, still not understanding.
Her mind seemed clearer, but it was still fuzzy.

“Probably put some stuff in your food,” he
said, “You sure looked doped when we saw you on stage. Not that it
really matters. From all accounts you loved every minute of it.
People were starting to ask about you, though. You should give your
parents a call. It's been two weeks.”

He leaned forward and slid his fingers
through her hair.

“You should move in here,” he said. “No point
in your living in that crappy little dorm room. Not even a lot of
point in your continuing at school. You should just be a stripper.
There's way more money in it than any other job you could possibly
get. And from what I saw you really have a talent.”

His words shocked her, but made sense, as
well. She felt strange wearing clothes again when she went back to
her dorm. It would be far easier to stay with him, even with
Sophie. And so she did. She had fallen behind in her classes, and
quit to strip full time, though at a different club. It was hard at
first, but she quickly got used to it. And Sean was right. The
money was amazing. She came to thoroughly enjoy it, too, to revel
in the lust of the men pouring over her.

When she wasn't at the club she cooked and
cleaned and serviced Sean and Sophie and any other man or woman who
showed up. Her life became a life of non-stop sex and sexuality.
But she got to keep her money from the club, and it built into an
impressive sum. She decided to go back to school, taking finance
courses and investment, then expanding her mind with art and wine
appreciation classes, with psychology and then learned bar-tending
and massage.

The club was a high priced one, and a lot of
the men wanted more than a lap dance. She collected names, then
began to meet them for extra work. Slowly, she made the transition
from stripper to escort, and made even more money. She began to do
videos, as well, and slowly moved into bondage and punishment
videos, starting her own web site.

Sophie joined her, and Mark, his face
covered, starred in a number of features. The membership list
soared, and the money poured in. Kristen was careful not to again
let herself be so fully enslaved, never let herself become so
completely helpless, but she thrilled to the memory. And the
fantasy clung to her as she moved through her career and life,
enveloped in sex and eroticism, in pleasure and submission.

She would find a man to call master again,
some day, a real man, one who she would be thrilled to be owned by.
Until then, she played the role of a lifetime, and became rich
doing it.

 


END
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