
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Sex Slave Interview

Lesbian BDSM Erotica

Kelly
Sanders

Copyright 2013 by Kelly
Sanders

All
rights reserved.


Smashwords Edition

No part
of this publication may be copied or reproduced in any format, by
any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the
copyright owner and publisher of this book.

This is a
work of fiction. All characters, names, places, and events are the
product of the author's imagination or used
fictitiously.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction
are 18 years of age or older.

Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

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






****

Sex Slave Interview

I had
known that I liked pain ever since I was a young girl. It was a
freak accident involving a sudden gust of wind, an open door and my
fingers resting just too far inside the frame. Suffice to say, I
didn’t lose the finger or anything morbid like that. No, the only
real long term result of that little incident was that from that
day forward, I harboured a strong desire to cause myself physical
pain. I couldn’t explain why, but there was a dark, unspeakable
feeling of pleasure that throbbed from my finger as I held it and
sucked on it, wiping away the tears as I tried to figure out why my
clitoris was tingling with the same intensity. I thought there was
something wrong with me for a long time and I avoided pain like the
devil for fear of reliving my strange, immoral perversion. Coming
from a deeply Christian family, you can probably imagine the shame
and guilt that I felt for those few minutes of twisted pleasure and
I kept it completely secret, immediately shutting that side of my
personality down in the hope that I could suppress it to
non-existence. It was only one day as I sat idly masturbating and
surfing the internet for porn in my university dorm room that I
realised there was a whole realm of possibilities that I had closed
off from myself.

I came
across a website depicting all manner of despicable sex acts
involving rope, whips, chains etc. I could barely believe what I
was seeing and felt so disgusted, but my shock and horror quickly
turned to a burning curiosity and I found myself poring through the
endless pages as I brought myself to orgasm after orgasm. I didn’t
get much revision done that day, that’s for sure! I learned so many
new terms and filled my head with an endless stream of depraved
fantasies, each one more grotesque than the last. Over the
following few years I tried to broach the subject with my small
string of girlfriends, but not one of them was even remotely keen
on experimenting with me. I remained a bondage virgin for years,
but then as I grew a little older and became increasingly
frustrated by my lack of success in that area, I started to think
of other ways I could get what I wanted. If none of my girlfriends
were willing to do it, maybe I could hook up with a stranger who
was similarly minded. The internet was filled with such people and
all I had to do was take a look on one of the many personals sites
dotted around the web.

As nervous as ever, though, I took to simply fantasising about
it rather than actually contacting anyone. I spent weeks looking at
the pages each day to see what new posts had been made, imagining
what it would be like to contact one of them or even exchange some
saucy pictures. Then, one evening I was sitting on the couch with
my laptop, trying desperately to stave off boredom when I noticed
an advert posted by someone calling themselves Madame Elise. It
seemed she was an older woman in her 40s and she was looking for a
young girl such as me to serve as her sex slave. Despite the lack
of detail, I was intrigued and after necking a few shots I sent off
an email to register my interest. I didn’t think anything would
come of it. She’s probably just some sad
old tart who’s just discovered the site, I
thought, like me.
The following day I woke with a sore head to find a reply waiting
in my inbox. I opened it with a tremble already forming in my
fingers, but when I read its contents the light judder of my body
became a persistent, anxious quiver. It simply read: You are
invited to visit Madame Elise on the 14th of this month at Chateau
Sadique, 8pm.

I
had no idea what to make of it. Maybe it’s a prank, I wondered,
I’ll probably get there and find out that I’m on candid camera or
something. Still,
as terrified as I was of my religious zealot family back home
discovering my secret on some crappy evening TV show, the constant
throb of my clitoris was overwhelming my judgement and since the
date on the email was the following day, I simply couldn’t resist.
It was all that went through my mind the following day and as the
time came to set off for my fateful meeting with the mysterious
woman, I could already feel the juices spilling from my pussy lips
and absorbing into the damp fabric of my thong. I hadn’t had time
to masturbate that day, not even in the early morning when I first
woke up. I almost crashed the car several times as I made my way
out of the city via the dual carriageway and meandered down a few
country lanes to find the right place. It was an old building set
back from the road and hidden behind a row of tall Oaks, which
almost caused me to miss the turn off. As my car crawled along the
gravel drive way up to the lavish house, I noticed several cars
parked outside. Naturally, being a usually shy and retiring type
who was already on tenterhooks just being there in the car park, I
was immediately considering turning back and forgetting the whole
thing.

However,
my curiosity and persistence kept me driving forward and I’d
already parked the car and gotten out to walk up to the door before
I realised I’d made up my mind to go for it. I knocked twice on the
door and peered around at the cars behind me, wondering who they
belonged to. Then, with a loud clank the door creaked open to
reveal a woman standing in the entrance, propping herself up on the
frame as if to block my way in. She was stunning; a picture of how
every woman dreams about looking when they reach middle age. The
few minor wrinkles and crow’s feet around her face barely
distracted from her radiant smile and her sumptuous red lips. She
had an ominous, dark stare that made me feel like a little girl
under the rule of her oppressive teachers once again, and yet there
was a warmth to her that drew me closer. It was a testament to her
incredible beauty that it took me a few seconds to realise that she
was wearing a sheer black silk gown tied with a matching belt,
through which I could almost see the outline of her slender body
and what looked like a sexy bustier clinging to her torso. The
tingle of my clitoris instantly jumped up a notch just at the sight
of her, and she hadn’t even spoken a word yet.

“You
must be Emily?” she said in a thick French accent. I almost had to
ask her to repeat herself, but I caught my name and realised what
she was saying.

“Yes!” I
nodded, unsure whether to smile or keep my head down.

“Hmm...”
she muttered to herself as she surveyed my drab clothes and petite
frame, “Yes... yes, you could do nicely.”

“Thank
you!” I replied, grinning like an idiot in response to her
compliment.


“Silence!” she barked, changing her tone almost immediately
as she continued, “You will only speak when spoken to.
Understand?”

“Uh...
yes.” I responded nervously. In truth, as frightened as I was, the
sudden jolt of her voice was like a bolt of lightning that struck
directly around my pussy, filling my veins with electricity that
prickled with every further word she spoke.

“Good.”
she said, smiling to herself as she stared at my small young
breasts rising and falling gently beneath my little vest top, “So,
you would like to be a sex slave?”

“I
guess...” I replied, but before I could change my answer to
something more enthusiastic, she shot back with a sour
retort.

“You
guess?” she snarled, almost ready to slam the door in my face.
Thankfully, she allowed me one more chance to correct my
mistake.

“I mean
yes!” I insisted, shaking my head in disbelief for being so
stupid.

“Prove
it!” she commanded, staring blankly at me to see how I
reacted.

“Um... I
will, just tell me how and I’ll do it!” I said, learning the ropes
as I went. It was my first time doing anything like it and my only
experience of that world was through watching porn movies. A lot of
them.


“Kneel...” she ordered, snapping her fingers at the floor
between us like a master calling her dog. I climbed down onto my
knees and watched as she looked around the surrounding area and
then peeled the sides of her silk gown aside beneath the belt. I
knew exactly what she wanted and leaned closer, admiring the scent
of her pussy and the small matt of black pubic hair just above her
clit. My nose pressed against it as I pinned my mouth to her pussy,
extending my tongue to prove my worth. I licked tepidly around her
clit, slowly working up the courage to really let rip. I wanted to
snack on it like crazy; to bend her over and eat her out all night
long. My nerves took a few moments to subside, but once I’d hit my
stride she almost had difficulty pulling me away. I clamped my lips
around the fleshy hood and lapped around it, massaging it as firmly
as I could with every ounce of strength in my tongue. She seemed to
like it because I could hear the soft moaning of her breath as she
exhaled into the warm summer evening air.

“Mmm,
yes.” she whispered, tapping on the back of my head to end the
test, “Yes, you may enter.”

I rose
to my feet as she covered herself up once again with the sides of
her gown. However, she remained in the doorway, blocking my
entrance to her home. My confusion was quickly settled when she
reached up to the side wall inside the door and unclipped
something, presenting it to me like a saleswoman demonstrating a
product for the punters standing around her pitch. It was a black
leather gimp mask, which she held up to my head without even asking
for permission. That was the point that I had to give up any notion
of personal property, including my own body. I was to be her slave
and that meant doing every single little thing she commanded, no
matter what. I gulped anxiously as she slipped it down over my
head, allowing me only one hole in the leather around the mouth for
me to breathe. She fastened it tightly around my neck and then took
my hand to guide me inside. I heard the door slam shut behind me
and I trailed closely behind her as she led me through into a room
somewhere at the back of the house. I had no idea what the interior
looked like apart from the brief glimpses of old mahogany furniture
I’d spotted from outside. All of that was irrelevant, though. I was
there for one thing and one thing only, but as she pulled me into
the room and closed the door, I quickly realised that I wasn’t the
only person there.

As Madame Elise guided me over to a specific spot on the
carpet, I could hear a whole host of shuffling sounds coming from
the area just to my left. It was audible even through the thick
leather of the mask, although I could hear no voices. It was just a
constant ambience of breath and skin grazing together that
suggested there was an audience. This is
why you shouldn’t answer adverts on the internet, I thought. I simply waited as the Madame moved behind me and
very calmly started to strip my clothes away. She pulled my vest up
over my head and released the straps of my bra with her light
fingers, barely even taking the time to touch my exposed breasts
before focusing her attention on my skinny jeans. She unbuttoned
and pulled them down, taking a brief moment to feel the moistened
front of my thong.

“Whore.”
she snorted as she felt how wet I had become. I felt slightly
insulted, but most of all I wanted to prove myself to her. I didn’t
want to just be a whore; I wanted to be her slave and I was shocked
by just how much of a connection had developed between us in the
moments since I’d arrived. It was like she’d fed me some hypnotic
drug through the juices of her pussy and had enslaved my mind
already. She gripped the sides of the thong and pulled it down,
tossing it onto the pile along with my shoes to leave me standing
naked before her. I couldn’t tell if the chill of the air
conditioning was making my nipples stand on end or if I was just
really, really turned, but either way they were like little dark
bullets pointing out in front of my quivering mounds. I felt her
hand pressing against my back as she bent me over, resting my neck
and each of my wrists against some sort of wooden crescent surface.
I felt something clanking down above my head and when I tried to
move back up slightly, I realised I’d been locked in stocks for her
amusement.

Suddenly, she released the mask from around my head and pulled
it off, revealing the source of all the bustling noises in the
room. Leading around in a semi-circle, there were four other naked
girls bent over in stocks, just like me. They ranged in stature,
hair colour and even nationality, leaving almost no similarity
between the five of us. We were simply the five horny sluts who had
been stupid, or possibly lucky enough to reply to Madame Elise’s
advert. Surely we can’t all be her
slaves, I thought, that’s just greedy! Alas, there was a
perfectly reasonable explanation for drawing us all here and as she
spoke, every word she said sent a spark of anticipation and
excitement down my spine to my clit.

“You are
probably wondering why you are all here...” she said, taking a sip
from a glass of red wine placed on a small table near an elaborate
arm chair in front of the stocks.

“The
answer is simple: I require a slave and you will audition. I will
torture you and you will like it more than the rest. She who can
take the most pain will win a place by my side...” she said,
raising a wry smile, “On the floor, of course.”

We all
nodded, eager to please her as she took another sip of her
wine.

“Now, I
know how well each of you can eat pussy...” she said, “But how well
can you eat ass?”

With
that, she untied the silk belt around her waist and slipped the
gown off from her shoulders, revealing the lacy black bustier and
her matching stockings and suspenders in all their glory. She moved
over to the girl on the far end; a beautiful red head with a
complexion that would blind you if you saw her on a bright, sunny
day. She forced the girl’s head up to face forward and then turned
away, ramming her ass cheeks down over her mouth. She let go of the
girl’s hair and peeled her cheeks wide apart, allowing the redhead
to satisfy her potential master as best she could. The Madame let
out a soft moan as the girl’s tongue lapped around her ass hole,
but she’d clearly had better. She moved on to the next girl; a
Chinese student who was even more petite than I was. She repeated
the process, allowing the Asian to take her turn. I watched
intently as her chin flapped open and shut repeatedly, trying to
get a better look at her tongue licking around the hole. My body
had become so engulfed by my anxious trembling that the stocks were
almost working loose from the tight bolts holding them to the
floor. She moved on, allowing the next two girls their turn. One
was a dark haired Italian temptress and the other was a beautifully
tanned Chilean, but I didn’t care about any of them. The only thing
I wanted was my chance to show how well I could pleasure the
Madame’s ass hole.

She
finally worked her way around to me, spreading her cheeks wide open
and pressing her ass hole down onto my hungry tongue. It was
already coated in four lots of warm saliva that was seeping from
the hole. At least one of them had penetrated her with their tongue
and not wanting to be outdone, I followed suit. I licked around the
puckering rim for a moment, lapping up every drop of their saliva
and becoming even more turned on as I caught the incredible scent
of her ass wafting up my nose. Then, I started to slither my tongue
inside her, working the tight ring of muscle open around my taste
buds so I could slide an inch inside her. She let out the loudest
groan of the lot and then stepped away, frustratingly before I had
a chance to go deeper.

“Very
good.” she said, wafting her face with her fanned out fingers. I
had clearly had an effect on her. “Now, here comes the real test of
your endurance.” she said, strolling over to a large chest on the
wall behind her chair. She opened it up and bent over the side,
giving us all another glimpse at her perfect, demure ass as she
fished out two boxes of items and set them down on the floor in
front of us. One contained a mass of silver clamps and
corresponding ball weights. The other contained a mess of wires and
strange plastic patches, almost like circular plasters.

“Not one
of you is allowed to achieve a climax. Anyone who does will
automatically forfeit their place at my side. This will go on until
only one of you remains.” she explained, instantly striking fear
into my heart. It wasn’t because I was afraid of the contents of
the boxes, though. It was because I was so horny I was already on
the verge of a climax just from snacking on her ass hole. I’d been
purposely building myself up towards it and now that I was on the
edge I knew it would be the greatest torture of all to suppress the
urge.

“Let us
begin!” she said, almost like she was commencing the Olympic Games.
One by one she picked up two sets of clamps and ball weights and
wandered over to each of the candidates, stretching out the nipples
from their chests behind the stocks and snapping the jagged teeth
around their sensitive red teats. As she attached them to each
girl’s breasts, I could hear the piercing squeals of their voices
growing nearer, like an inevitable tsunami of pain from which I
knew I couldn’t escape. She finally got to me and started to pin
them on to my breasts, first clipping on the metal clamps – which
didn’t feel too bad – then the ball weight – which was the most
intense pain I’d ever felt in my entire life. The weights dangled
beneath me, knocking against the wooden stocks as my body jiggled.
Part of me wanted to wriggle myself free of their grip, but I knew
I would forfeit if that happened. However, as the initial pain wore
off I realised that it wasn’t quite as terrible as I’d first
imagined. In fact, for the first time since that fateful meeting
with the door frame when I was younger, I felt an explosion of
sexual energy inside of me. It was like I’d remembered some
incredible memory that had lain dormant in my mind for years, only
to erupt in spectacular style right there in the Madame’s
home.

She
stepped away and cackled to herself, seemingly getting a huge
amount of pleasure just from the sight and sound of our bodies
groaning under the pressure of the clamps. They were so tight that
no amount of movement would have dislodged them and with our arms
and necks clamped between the stocks, we were utterly defenceless.
Still, I could tell from the tinge of excitement under the girls’
breath that I wasn’t the only one enjoying the pain. Madame Elise
reached down to the second box and started to sift through the
wires and patches, like a box of Christmas tree lights fresh from
its dusty resting place in the attic. As she unravelled the wires,
I realised that it was one long series of interconnected leads that
joined the patches in a circuit. She trailed it around us,
beginning with the redhead on the end. I watched intently, trying
to see what she was doing behind the girl but the stocks and her
fiery head of hair were obstructing my view. She continued on to
the Chinese girl and repeated the step, seemingly attaching one of
the patches to her back, or maybe her thighs. It wasn’t until the
third girl jolted forward suddenly that I realised where the pads
were going. Then, as she finally got around to me I waited with
great enthusiasm and fervour as she tried to stick the final patch
over my clit. However, the excessive juices seeping from my pussy
was making it difficult and every tap of her fingers to get it to
stick down threatened to send me over the edge into a blistering
orgasm.

She
mopped up some of the moisture with her finger and came around in
front of me, holding it up so I could see just how much of a filthy
slut I was. She didn’t say a word; she didn’t need to. I knew what
she was thinking and that was just making me even wetter. Somehow
she managed to stick the patch over my clit and then pulled the
remainder of the wire back over to the box where the other end
remained attached to something. She pulled it out to reveal a huge
battery, and she lowered the unconnected end of the wire down onto
the open positive notch. As soon as the two metal surfaces
connected, a surge of current shot through the wires and drilled
into our clits, conducting a chorus of wailing and high pitched
squeals that lasted for as long as she kept it pressed down. She
released it, allowing us literally two seconds to catch a breath
before connecting the circuit again and zapping us with a second
round of electrical shock. Our bodies seized up all at once and as
we shook violently in place behind the stocks, the ball weights and
nipples clamps dangling beneath us swung so chaotically that they
even managed to collide once or twice. The pain was greater than
anything I thought possible, but still none of us could shake the
emotion that connected us.

The
Chinese girl was the first to cum; her orgasmic cries clearly
distinguishable from the agonised groaning she had been giving off
to that point. She shook and bolted forward, ramming the stocks
involuntarily with surprising power as she shuddered her way
through her climax. The Italian girl in the middle went next,
followed in quick succession by the Chilean. Even though they had
already reached their climaxes and forfeited the game, Madame Elise
kept them connected to suffer through an endless series of
secondary and tertiary orgasms that rapidly drained them of all
their energy. They slumped down as the redhead and I battled it
out, staring each other down as wave after wave of glorious pain
invaded our bodies and rattled our bones. Tears formed in her eyes
as her pupils rolled back into her skull, no longer able to fight
off the orgasmic fury of the Madame’s torture device. I had no idea
how I had lasted so long, but somehow I had managed it and watching
the fiery goddess cumming on the far side of the room was the
greatest thing I’d ever felt. The Madame left the battery connected
and picked up a riding crop that lay on the table beside her wine.
She slowly took one final sip from the dregs in her glass while the
other four continued to shake involuntarily with the surges of
electricity. There was no end in sight for them and as she
approached I realised I didn’t have it quite in the bag just
yet.

“You may
cum if you can make me cum!” she said, standing directly in front
of my face with her clitoris an inch from my tongue. She angled
herself so that I could eat her out again and I went to work as
diligently as ever. She gripped my hair with one hand, holding onto
the top of my head as she thrust her hips against my tongue. In her
other hand she held the crop and proceeded to beat the bare flesh
of my ass, reaching over the stocks to strike me. In all honesty, I
had become numb from the incessant electrical charges and the ball
weights drooping my tits towards the floor, so the impact of the
crop was minimal. However, the purpose of it was to give her that
little bit of visual stimulation she needed to cum. She wanted to
see my skin as distressed as possible and by whipping me with the
crop, she was finally able to give herself that extra push. I could
feel her hips going into spasms before me, but I kept my tongue
pressed to her clit, grinding it over the throbbing little pink nub
until the very last second. My whole body was shaking as I tried to
contain my ecstasy, and it was only as she reached the very
pinnacle of her orgasm that she finally relented.

“Now!”
she cried, “Now you may cum!”

Needless
to say, the resulting orgasm would surely be illegal if there was
some way to bottle it. I almost worked the bolts in the floor loose
as I pounded my shoulders against the stocks, finally sending the
ball weights crashing to the floor with the thunderous momentum of
my body. My hips convulsed and knocked me to the floor and the
sputtering droplets of cum ejaculating from my pussy unstuck the
electrical patch just as she disconnected the wires. She took a
brief moment to compose herself and then spoke.

“You
four may leave.” she said calmly and then turned to me, “You may
never leave unless I grant you permission.”

It was
the beginning of a beautiful relationship. Who am I kidding; it was
the beginning of the most sordid and sadistic relationships that
ever existed. There was a reason it was called the Chateau Sadique,
after all!

THE
END






Thank you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you
enjoyed it. Please will you do me a favor and review
“Sex Slave Interview” so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very
much appreciated, thank you.
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