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Synopsis: What man hasn't lusted after his wife's beautiful sister? Pamela and Michael are a couple deeply involved in a relationship of submission and dominance. She is used to his insulting, taunting words as they play their seductive games of slavery. And for years, her beautiful young sister has been part of his taunting, as Michael has promised that one day he will have her naked and in chains kneeling before him. Pamela is both jealous and excited at her husband's words, as well as protective of her sister, but she doesn't think anything will ever come of it.

Meanwhile, Nicole is becoming enthralled by a mysterious Spanish man on the internet, who seduces her with exciting fantasies of bondage and submission. But when she visits her sister and brother-in-law, it doesn't take Pam long to realize the girl's internet lover "Miguel" is Pamela's husband Michael, and she knows the flirting and teasing between Michael and little sister Nicky can only end in one way ... with little sister naked, chained, and kneeling at her husband's feet.
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Chapter One



The blonde teenager stared at the line of text running across her computer screen, and felt her chest give a little twitch, felt her pulse raise.

I want you completely naked.

„Okay,“ she typed.

Strip. Strip completely. I want your lovely bare skin to glow in the light of the computer.

There was no way for him to tell, of course, but Nicky reached down and gripped the hem of her nightshirt cross-handed, then peeled it up and over her head, exposing her slender young body to the pale light from the notebook computer sitting on her bed.

She sat, cross-legged, naked, her small, pink nipples already hard, her pussy throbbing.

Place the dildo on its base on the bed, and kneel over it.

She obeyed, taking the fat purple dildo from her night table and rising, positioning herself so that the rounded cockhead was pressed against her moist sex lips.

Now sink down on it. Take it deep into your hot, tight, virgin belly.

She moaned aloud now as she sank down, feeling herself penetrated, feeling the dildo forcing its way through the soft, slick, velvety folds of her sex tube and up into her belly.

Deep. Deep. Take it deep, my little slut.

She sank deeper, feeling the nose jammed against the end wall of her pussy, feeling an ache deep inside her.

Is it buried completely in your twat?

„No,“ she typed. „It’s too long.“

Take it deeper, my lovely slut. Deep.

She moaned and clenched her teeth, wriggling, moving her hips back and forth, grasping the base of the dildo, trying to force it still deeper.

She succeeded, but at least four inches protruded, and she didn’t think she would be able to get them in. She considered lying, but that would spoil the game.

„It won’t all fit,“ she typed.

How much is sticking out of you?

„A few inches.

Very well. That will do for now. Do you have the rope I told you to buy?

„Yes,“ she typed, eyeing the soft black rope she had purchased the other day.

I want you to tie a loop around your pretty throat, my little slut. Do it now.

Nicky swallowed, then obeyed, tying the rope lightly around her throat, then leaning forward to type.

Very well, my little slut. Now you will slide your fingers down six inches along the rope and tie another loop in it, a big loop.

She obeyed and typed in that she had done so.

Get on all fours, my little slut. Hands and knees facing the computer.

The blonde teenager felt a little breathless as she obeyed, raising her bottom, feeling the thick dildo’s weight in her groin, feeling the warm night air against her naked pussy.

Do you feel the weight of your lovely breasts hanging below you?

„Yes,“ she typed.

I want you to bring the loop up around them and tighten it against the base of your chest wall; tighten it until your breasts are squeezed out, but not too tightly.

This was so kinky! So wicked!

She eased lower, onto her elbows, then pulled the loop up around her breasts and tightened it until she felt it digging into the sides of her breasts. She pulled more tightly, rising on one hand now, moaning a little as she felt her breasts grow taut and mash together.

Now put another loop around your breasts, just a little tighter.

She obeyed, breathing heavily, feeling how constricted her breasts were by the rope, how swollen they felt.

Now run the rope down to your pussy. Is it shaven as I ordered?

„Yes,“ she typed.

That is not how you are to respond, slut.

„Yes, master,“ she typed, her stomach fluttering.

Run the loop down between your legs and up between your buttocks.

„I did, master,“ she typed.

Now adjust the rope so it presses against the base of the dildo, then pull it up between your buttocks, tightly.

„Oh God!“ she whispered, eyes alight with excitement and arousal.

She pulled and groaned as the rope pressed against the flat base of the dildo. She felt the pressure up inside her as it pushed the dildo against the bottom of her sex tube.

She stared at the screen with wide blue eyes, watching the text appear.

She held the rope at the small of her back with one thumb, then ran it around her waist and back, then tightened, wincing, gasping, forcing the rope up as hard as she could bear. She tied it at the small of her back, left a small loop there, then led it back down between her buttocks and back up again, laying the second loop across the base of the dildo as well, and leading it up to the rope now around her waist, tying it off.

How does it feel, slut?

„It aches inside,“ she typed.

Her breasts were squeezed together, throbbing with heat.

Master!

„It aches, master,“ she types. „Sorry, master.“

If you forget again you will be punished, whore!

Her stomach gave a lurch. This was so fucking hot!

Do you have the thin cord?

„Yes, master.“

Tie it to the right side of the rope around your breasts. Then pull it straight across the centre of your breasts, loop it around each nipple, then tie it as tightly as you can to the rope at the other side.

She inhaled sharply, her pussy thrumming and clutching at the dildo as she eagerly complied. She felt her erect nipple pinched painfully as she tightened the little loop and pulled it across to her other breast. Again she looped it around her nipple, wincing again as she tightened the cord further, pulling it towards the side of her breast where the rope lay, forcing it around one loop and tying it off.

„It pinches!“

Good. I would pinch them even harder. I would bite your pretty nipples until they’re swollen and hard and then lick them until you scream in pleasure.

She moaned and ran a hand down between her legs, trying to rub at her clit, which was jammed beneath the rope.

Now the gag, slut. Tell me when it’s in.

She was hardly the only girl at school who had a dildo, but if her friends, to say nothing of her parents, ever discovered the ball gag she’d bought she’d have a hard time explaining herself. She opened her mouth wide, then wider still, slowly working the wide red rubber ball into her mouth, then pulling the straps up behind her head and buckling them together.

Are you ready for tonight’s challenge, slut?

„Yes, master,“ she typed breathlessly.

Are you wet, slut?

„Yes, master.“

I want you more wet. You will start by leaving your room, going downstairs, and going out to the swimming pool. Then you will take two laps of the pool before returning.

Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped, but her pulse rocketed upwards with excitement. She couldn’t! But what if she did!?

„I’ll get caught!“ she protested.

Do you think so? Do you think your parents might see their slut daughter naked, with a dildo sticking out of her cunt? What do you think they’ll think of that? You will obey me, slut. And before you go you will put your hands behind your back and force them through the loop of rope you left, so that they are tied in place behind your back, your wrists crossed. Do that now. You can reply with your nose, the way I have shown you at other times.

Heart pounding, she forced one hand through the loop at the small of her back, then reached back with her other hand. Getting the other hand in was harder, and the rope, though soft, ground harshly against her wrist as she slowly worked it through, then fought to cross her wrists.

Her wrists were now tied tightly, though she could, of course, get them out easily enough. But not immediately. It would take several seconds, even pulling very hard, to get her wrists out of the loop.

Now do as you are told, slut, and I will teach you something new and exciting when you return.

Gasping excitedly, the slender blonde eased off the bed, grunting with excitement. The rope pulled up harder against the base of the dildo as she straightened, and the ropes around her breasts squeezed in more rightly. Her breasts, though not large, jiggled slightly as she moved, and that pulled at the ropes ... and at the thin cords wrapped tightly around her engorged nipples.

She turned her back to her door and fumbled at the doorknob, then got it open. Heart pounding, she eased out into the quiet hallway, eyes flitting to the closed door of her parents room. She licked her lips nervously, then stepped out into the hall, naked but for the black rope tied around her.

She eased out into the hall, bare feet silent on the thick rug, and, hands behind her back, padded to the stairs and then down them into the front hall.

The hall was wide, the tiles cold against her bare feet as she walked silently through and into the kitchen. Someone had left the light on in here, and she cringed from the brightness. She halted at the dining room, where there was a large mirror framed in wood, staring excitedly at herself, noting with wild excitement the way the ball gag forced her jaws open, the fat dildo protruding from her sex lips, seeing how swollen and taut her breasts were.

„Oh my God,“ she whispered.

She eased further into the room and turned her back to the french doors, then fumbled them open and turned again. The back yard was in darkness, of course, but the moon seemed unnaturally bright as she stepped out onto the porch. She could hear insects in the background as she felt the warm air on her breasts and belly, and stepped down the four stairs to the ground.

Her nipples stung, her breasts ached, her pussy throbbed, and her entire body was alive with fiery sexual need as she glanced up at the window to her parents bedroom. The windows were closed, the air conditioner on.

They would not hear her. But if they looked out...

She hurried towards the pool, her ever sense alive for the sound or sight of anyone watching, and moved to the shallow end of the pool. There were broad stairs there, and she stepped into the water, gasping at how cold it was.

Yet she had to hurry. Again she glanced up at her parents room, then continued, wading deeper and deeper into the water; gasping at how cold it was as it slid up her hips and over her groin and bottom.

She shuddered as the water crept over her belly and up to her breasts, then kicked herself forward. It was very difficult swimming with her arms bound behind her, and noisier than it had to be, but having them seemingly bound behind her back excited her, and she did not want to lose that excitement. She kicked in the water, forcing her body forward through the cool liquid, reaching the other end of the small pool, somersaulting under water, then pushing away hard against the side with long, athletic legs.

She slid through the water and then resumed kicking, she erupted, gasping, from the water, her toes barely able to reach the bottom, then waded forward, and out of the pool. Water dribbled down her long, lean body as she dashed for the back porch. She closed the door, turned, and fumbled at the lock, and then headed for the stairs.

The light snapped on at the top of the stairs.

Her eyes bulged, and she twisted away and hurried into the living room, her head jerking wildly from side to side before she rushed to the piano, dropped to her knees, and slid in beneath the bench and behind it, kneeling with her face pressed against the floor underneath the piano.

The light snapped on in the hall and she heard footsteps as they came down the last few stairs. She caught sight of her father as he shuffled by. He yawned, and went into the kitchen, and she had a sudden, heart-stopping fear of him going into the dining room and seeing the water on the floor which led from the doorway across the hall and onto the carpet.

What if he found her like this!? How would she ever live it down!?

She crouched, trembling, moaning, waiting. She heard the refrigerator close, then there was a brief pause before he shuffled back into sight, going back up the hall, and then back upstairs. The lights snapped off, leaving her in darkness, her heart racing.

She eased out from under the piano and hurried across the floor to the hall. There she paused, looking upstairs, then climbed them warily, ears alert to the slightest sound. Just as she reached the top she heard the toilet flush in the main bathroom. She gasped and turned, racing back down the stairs, breasts bouncing, nipples on fire as they pulled against the cords wound around them.

The door opened above, and she waited. She heard the sound of her parents door closing, and moaned weakly. Her nipples hurt! The cord had really tugged on them as her breasts had bounced.

She waited an agonizing minute, then another, then ascended the stairs again. Once more she paused near the top, listening alertly, heart pounding, pulse racing. Then she climbed the final few stairs and darted up the hall to her room. She turned and opened the door, then slipped inside and felt an enormous sense of relief as it closed and she locked it.

She lay back against the door, breathing heavily through her nose, biting down on the gag stuffed in her mouth. Her hair was still dripping. She couldn’t go to her computer and lean over it like this. So she went to her dresser and knelt. She turned her back to it and pulled open a drawer, then turned again. There was a beach towel inside, and she pulled it out.

A clever girl, she let the towel unfold, stood, and then draped one end over the back of a chair, then dropped to her knees again and slid her head up underneath, letting the towel effectively cover her entire head and shoulders.

She then rubbed her towel clad hair against the back of the chair.

It wasn’t the best, but when she was done her hair was at least no longer dripping wet. She made her way back to her bed and knelt beside it, then leaned over, gasping again as her breasts met the mattress. They ached from the tightness of the ropes looped around them, though she hadn’t thought she’d tied them that tightly. Her nipples, though, were on fire, and she winced at the sharp pinching.

There was an ache deep inside her, as well, as if the dildo was pressing even more firmly against her cervix. Even her hands felt somewhat numbed by the rope cutting into her wrists. It too seemed tighter. But all of this was mere pinpricks of heat and light against the firestorm of sexual heat and need gripping the young girl’s mind.

She pressed her nose against the keyboard and then the return key.

There was a long pause as she stared at the screen.

My little slut is back.

She pressed her nose against the „y“ key.

Then I will tell you a little story, my slut.

Her eyes widened as she read line after line of text scroll across the screen. He had obviously written it earlier. It was a story about her, about how she met a handsome man who seduced her, who then tied her wrists above her head and whipped her as his slave girl licked at her pussy.

The girl’s heart pounded as she read, and she squirmed in place, her nipples on fire, her pussy throbbing and squeezing down around the dildo.

She rubbed her breasts against the mattress, wincing in pain, but ignoring it as scalding sexual heat rolled through her body.

Did you like that, little slut?

She typed „Y“ with her nose.

Good. Now I’m going to tell you a secret. The rope currently wrapped around your hot, sexy, naked body should never be gotten wet. When it gets wet, and then dries ... it shrinks.

She stared at the screen in confusion for a moment.

Pain is the proper punishment for a nasty, filthy sluttish little girl like you. Do you feel the pain yet, my hot little slut? You will feel more soon.

She straightened, staring down at her body.

She had thought her nipples were so sore because of the way her breasts had jiggled when she had hurried, and that her breasts ached more for the same reason. But now she realized this was not the case. The rope around her breasts had tightened considerably. Her breasts, which had been squeezed out nicely but not too uncomfortably, were now crushed at the base so that they were turning purple. And her nipples were burning so hard she felt as though the cord was cutting them in half!

The ache in her belly was growing worse, as well, because the ropes on the base of the dildo were forcing it deeper, jamming it up harder as they continued to shrink.

The girl realized all this in an instant, and pulled her wrists against the loop behind her back. But that too had shrunk quite a bit, and was now tied too tightly around her wrists for her to get free. She writhed and twisted and rolled, gasping for breath as she struggled to free herself, but to no avail.

Sweating now, gasping, hair tangled, she straightened on her knees, moaning, staring at the computer, the pain from her nipples growing worse.

The ache in her belly was now a hot, throbbing thing. It felt as if the fat dildo was burrowing up into her body.

She bent over the bed again, gasping in pain as her nipples pressed against the mattress. She climbed onto the bed instead, kneeling and then leaning carefully forward and touching her nose to the „P“ key.

Are we beginning to feel the pain, slave girl?

Her position pulled even more tightly at the ropes jammed in against the base of the dildo, and she felt her gut burn.

„P“ she typed for please „PPPPPPPPPP“.

You forgot to say master, you vile little fuck hungry slut.

„P-M-P-M-P-M!!“ she typed, moaning in pain.

Are you my slut?

„Y-M-Y-M!“ she typed.

Type it out, slut.

„I AM YOUR SLUT, MASTER!“ she typed with her nose.

Will you obey me, slut?

„I WILL OBEY YOU, MASTER! PLEASE, MASTER! IT HURTS, MASTER! IT HURTS!“

As a slut slave you should be hurt. You should be whipped, tortured, gang raped. This is nothing. I think I should leave you like that until morning.

„PLEASE, MASTER!“

Very well. I will show you how to get out of the ropes. But only if you obey. Will you obey me, slut?

„YES, MASTER.“

Then you will turn on your web cam.

She gasped, staring, blue eyes wide and round. And she realized now that he had intended it all along. And he had told her weeks ago that he would do it. He had told her he would get her to turn on her web cam and show him her lovely naked body. She had smirked and told him he never would.

„NO!“ she typed with her nose.

Then I won’t show you how to get out of those ropes. They’re going to keep shrinking, you know. The pain will grow worse. You will give in to me, slave. You will obey your master.

She moaned and turned away. She straightened, hoping to ease the pressure of the ropes jammed against the base of the dildo. It did ease the ache just a little, but not for long. And her nipples hurt horribly. Her breasts were becoming dark, and every movement seemed to pull at them. She sank to her knees on the floor, sweating hard now, gasping, moaning, legs well apart, head dropping, shoulders drooping, trying to ease the pressure.

She moved jerkily, gasping through her nose, going to the closet. She knelt there, staring at the full length mirror, moaning almost continuously at the pain. Her eyes widened as she saw that only half as much of the dildo was still showing. She’d pushed it in as deeply as it would go, but somehow it was now deeper still.

She bit into the gag. The pain was relentless. Her wrists pulled and twisted at the rope, her fingers becoming more and more numb. She lost her balance and fell back. She screamed as the rope dug in painfully against her sensitive breasts, screamed into the gag as her nipples were cut even more deeply. She threw herself to the side, then screamed again as she rolled onto her belly and her swollen, bound breasts were jammed beneath her. She forced her knees under her quickly and jerked her bottom up, screaming again, tears of pain and frustration filling her eyes as the rope jammed up harder against the base of the dildo.

But she got back to her knees and turned, swaying, sweating, to see that the dildo was almost completely buried in her sex hole.

She was beaten. She was at his mercy. She felt something snap inside her, a rebelliousness which died, and she forced herself back to the computer, jamming her nose against the keys.

Do you surrender, slut? Will you obey?

„Y“.

Good.

It was difficult with only her nose to work the keys. But she had practised before with the gag in her mouth and her hands mock-tied behind her. She brought the program up, and then her face flushed red as the little light in the tiny camera at the top of the screen went on.

Lovely.

She bowed her head, beaten. But she still felt a wild thrill of excitement knowing he was seeing her naked, seeing her lewdly tied up.

Very, very lovely. You are as hot and sexy as you said.

The teenager felt a wave of pride through her pain.

Turn. Bend. Show me your ass, slut.

Flushing, embarrassed, but starting to feel a rush of heat again, the girl obeyed, turning, bending, showing him her bottom and pussy, with the base of the dildo now flush with her sex lips.

For the next several minutes, even as the pain beat at her, she turned and posed, bending, exposing herself, laying back, spreading her legs, leaning forward to press her swollen nipples against the camera. Then he instructed her to turn the screen around. She got off the bed and stood, turned, posed again.

There was a large wooden chair set against the wall, and he ordered her to go to it and straddle one of the wooden arms, then set her pussy down against it.

The pain was a constant, but somehow it did not seem to claw at her the way it had. And at his insistence she eased her pussy down against the arm and began to rub herself against it. The pain and pleasure seemed to all rush together now as she forced her sex down harder and harder, grinding herself back and forth, staring at the unblinking red eye of the camera as she masturbated.

She felt so many things as she did so: pain, shame, anger. But foremost among them was a dark hunger, a lewd excitement at exposing herself like this to a man, at masturbating while he watched.

And then, moaning and shuddering, she came. She came powerfully.

The climax tore at her body, at her breasts and pussy, at her belly. She screamed helplessly into the gag as she rode the arm of the chair, no longer rubbing herself along it, but bouncing atop it to jam the dildo hard, painfully hard inside her.

The orgasm was shattering, and she howled and writhed, bouncing, her head thrashing, her muscles spasming and twisting until her legs gave way.

She tumbled sideways just as the orgasm passed, collapsing on her side on the floor, gasping and sobbing weakly.

After an eternity, she crawled back to the bed and stared at the computer.

To loosen the ropes just get them wet again, silly girl.


Chapter Two



Pamela was always a little excited on the first day of school. And it struck her with no little irony that after so many years going to school, so many years of first days, the causes of that excitement never varied. True, she was now a teacher, not a student. Still, the hopes for a new year, the new people, the new possibilities, the fresh start, were all quite bracing. She loved first days.

And, of course, there was the slight anxiety, the need to make a good impression on everyone, even on her colleagues, who hadn’t seen her in months, and on her new students. She wanted and needed their respect. She was a good teacher, and knew it, and was proud of it. She had an excellent relationship with her students. It was cozy, friendly, comfortable, but never crossed the line, never got too personal that they took liberties. She was always „Mrs. Walker“, never Pamela or Pam.

She’d stared out that way on her first day of class, wanting to be seen as more mature, needing that extra assurance given the lack of years separating her from her students. She’d been twenty one, then, and looked about sixteen.

Teaching junior high kids was a challenge. But then again, her youth helped her relate better to them.

Five years later she still felt she related well to her kids. She taught high school now, impressionable sixteen year olds, filled with wildness and hormones and needing a firm hand. So to speak. And while her looks had matured somewhat she still looked somewhat young for her age. And her looks sometimes caused problems if she wasn’t careful.

Pamela Walker was, after all, a vivacious, beautiful woman full of life and intelligence. She knew she was lusted after by the teenage boys, and admired, and sometimes lusted after by the girls, as well. Not to mention more than a few teachers. Yet she was professional, and handled such things in a professional manner.

She had made a decision on her first day of teaching not to hide her looks, not to cloak her body in heavy, shapeless garments and pull her glossy, silken black hair back into a strict bun. She was who she was and everyone would just have to handle that.

She wore her hair long, letting spill out around her long, oval face and pour down past her shoulders. It framed an oddly pale face, with dark lashes and even darker brown eyes. Her lips were full, provocative and sensuous, and her nose narrow and aristocratic. Her cheekbones were high, and she effortlessly gave off an image of strength, intelligence and sophistication.

She generally wore suits to school. They were the best way of separating herself from the students. Yet they were not mannish suits, for the skirts and trousers were tight across her bottom, the jackets pulled in tight around her slender waist. Beneath them she wore button down silk blouses with high collars, often bright colours to offset her dark hair and the generally darker colours of her suits. But sometimes the reverse.

Today she wore a pale cream suit with a black blouse with long skirt and high black boots. The skirt was tight across her firm bottom, but that would be hidden from the teenagers by the hip long blazer. The blazer would also help hide the size of her ample bosom, which pressed tautly against the thin silk blouse. She knew very well she cut and impressive sight, and as a woman she could not help feel somewhat pleased, if not a little arrogant about her looks.

She looked coolly self assured as two dozen sets of young eyes looked up at her. And she could all but read the thoughts behind some of their eyes. The boy’s quick whispers and nudges to each other spoke of how hot and sexy they thought their new teacher was. The girls’ thoughtful gazes spoke of their appreciation of her looks, yet the professional way she dressed. Pamela most especially liked to make a good impression on the girls, for girls needed women to look up to, to model themselves upon.

She wrote her name on the blackboard: Mrs. Walker. She never gave them her first name. They would find out, of course, one way or another, but she never provided it. A point, she thought, that they must never use it. She was friendly with her students, and as helpful as she could be, but strict, as well, especially about manners.

She was a good teacher, she thought. They came into her class because they must. History was never a favourite of theirs, for it seemed musty, dusty and old. Who cared about long dead presidents and kings? But Pamela succeeded in making it come alive for them. She did not dwell overlong on numbers and dates, but tried to make them feel what life was like.

„You will do your homework,“ she said, her dark eyes narrowing as she raked them across the class. „You will do it when it is assigned. Or you will explain to me, up here, in front of the desk and the class, why you neglected to do it. Then you will do it anyway. I will accept no excuses. You all have a lot of time on your hands compared to me. So I’ll not have my time wasted by your laziness.

She leaned forward a little, hands on the desk, her eyes still firm, still stern. „No one fails this class except out of laziness, and I do not tolerate laziness. And I will fail you, understand that. If you must repeat the class, or the year, that’s your fault, not mine. And you will get no sympathy for me. I do not alter grades to make your life easier. I will give you an F if you deserve it. And I don’t care what your mummy or daddy say on the matter.“She straightened up and let a soft smile play across her lips. „Don’t get me wrong. Most of my students thoroughly enjoy this class. I hope you all look back on it as a terrific learning experience. There’s a lot you can learn about life from history, a lot you need to learn. That doesn’t mean it needs to be dull and boring. I tend to have a lively class and I think I can make you as enthusiastic about history as I am.“She softened her eyes as well. She knew well what affect her eyes had, her looks had. She knew full well that it had been whispered about through the years, by both staff and students, that she probably kept a whip at home, the better to beat her husband with, that she was so strong willed she bent men to her will. She knew more than a few men and boys had, over the years, put considerable efforts into building up fantasies of her as a dominatrix.

Ooo, spank me teacher, she thought in wry amusement, turning to mark the chapter readings on the board. The chalk snapped down in quick, short strokes, her words crisp and clean, and then she turned to confront them again.

„We’re going to create a little time machine,“ she said. „We’re going to go back to distant lands and times, distant peoples with strange cultures and beliefs. And we’re going to experience life as it once was so as to use the past as a guide to the future.

The class ended, and the students filed out. The next group filed in, and she gave them the same show, as she thought of it, put on the same act. Then it was time for lunch, and she headed through the crowd of teenager filling the corridors for the staff lounge. The reaction there was, to some degree, the same as in her classes. Pamela was the most beautiful woman at school, and knew it. She didn’t think it was arrogance to acknowledge that. God knew she’d been told often enough.

Men’s eyes turned her way, and as always, they were far more eager to welcome her back to a new year of school than the women were. But she never flirted with the men, never played up to them, so the women were friendly as well. They approved of her firm professionalism.

They would not have approved if they had known what she wore beneath her suit.

Her nipples pressed firmly against the thin silk top, for she wore no bra to restrain them. She had on, instead, a leather and chain spider harness, the thin latex pressing in firmly against the underside of her breasts, lifting and supporting them, while leaving them entirely bare save for the thin stainless steel chains resting snugly across them. The chains cut into her flesh ever so gently, pulling in just tightly enough to keep them from bouncing atop the leather shelf of the halter below.

A single black strap descended from between her breasts, leading straight down to her lower abdomen, to just above her shaven sex. There it was attached to a wide metal ring which framed her clitoris. A second strap was attached to the lower part of that ring, and that strap cut tightly in between the lips of her sex and up the cleft between her buttocks to fasten behind her to a wider strap around her waist.

Her nipples were pierced by small, silver rings, and both rings were attached by a very light, Y shaped chain to a similar ring piercing her clitoral hood. The size of the chain was carefully calculated to hold the protective hood up and back, exposing her clitoris. If she straightened her shoulders tautly the chain would tighten, pulling harder against both her nipples and her clitoral hood, setting them both stinging lightly.

It both aroused and amused her at times to pull her shoulders back, thus thrusting her breasts out more firmly against her blouse, and tightening the chain against her throbbing nipples. No one could know. No one could guess. And she loved the secretive aspect of her raw, carnal sexuality.

This morning, courtesy of her husband, she also had a long, thick dildo thrust deep into her anus. It was somewhat uncomfortably large, especially at first, giving her mild cramps deep in her belly. Yet she had become somewhat used to it now, and her rectum had adjusted, sucking it in deep enough that it no longer ached too terribly when she sat.

But she had to sit carefully.

She hugged Jennifer Robins and put her arm around Margaret Wise as she joined them at their table, but even while smiling and genuinely happy to see them again she sat down carefully, controlling her voice as her bottom met the chair.

The dildo had eased lower as she walked, and the base was now nestled in her anal opening, pressed against the strap of her leather halter. And as she sat the pressure forced the dildo up deeper into her rectum again. She bit back a groan of pleasure, again feeling a secretive delight than none of her colleagues could even guess.

The boots she wore were high heeled, but not ostentatiously so. And the skirt was ankle length, so that none guessed just how high those boots rose. In fact, they were thigh high, squeezing down against her inner thighs in a deliciously exciting way, just as the strap dug into her tender sex. Only her clit was bare, completely bare and untouched, throbbing with the need to be touched.

Pamela loved the exquisite torture of not touching it. She moved through the day with a sexual heat suffusing her thoughts and actions, deliciously aware as she moved, and turned, bent and sat, of the tight leather and chains pressed against her sensitive flesh, of the fat dildo thrust deep into her bottom.

That heat was growing more difficult as they day wore on, however.

And much as Pamela wanted to keep from exorcising it, to keep it growing and gnawing at her until she returned home and Michael could thrust himself violently into her pussy, she doubted she would be able to hold on that long.

Already, just past noon, and her fingers were twitching as her hands sought to move to her swollen breasts, to pull between her legs and masturbate.

During her first afternoon class she caught herself spreading her legs wide to either side of her chair and leaning forward over the desk as one of the girls read aloud from a textbook, grinding her clit against the chair below.

She would be punished if she touched herself. Yet it was torture not to.

She let herself fantasise about lying back across the desk and masturbating in front of her wide-eyed class, but that only heated her up further, for Pamela was an exhibitionist at heart.

It was too much. After her first afternoon class she hurried to the staff ladies room and locked herself into a stall. Breathing harshly, she yanked her long skirt up around her hips, then drew her knees up and back, slumping low on the toilet. Her fingers fumbled at the lower strap attached to the ring surrounding her clitoris, and unhooked it, then she pushed with her anal muscles, groaning breathlessly as the base of the fat dildo slowly pushed her anus open and slid out of her body.

There was a tremendous sense of relief inside her as more and more of the dildo slid out, and she let it hover briefly over her, spreading her knees wide, pressing them against the sides of the cubicle as she seized the base of the dildo with one hand, and brought the other down to her clitoris.

She rested the pads of two fingers against her swollen clit, and then began to rub. At the same time she thrust the dildo into her anus again, gasping aloud now with the delicious sense of penetration, with the harsh force of the thrust. Sexual heat flared wildly inside her body, for Pamela had always loved the wicked pleasure of anal sex. Now she drove the nearly foot long dildo violently in and out, gasping, moaning, drawing her knees back as far as she could until she was almost laying on her back across the toilet seat, her head jammed forward by the toilet tank.

Her fingers rubbed harder against her clit, her hips bucking up now in time to the thrusting of the dildo, and the orgasm washed over her like a storm, setting her blood afire. Her head bounced and jerked painfully against the toilet tank, and she almost fell from her awkward perch as her body spasmed and shook to the throes of ecstasy.

She gurgled dazedly, yanking the dildo fully out of her body, leaving her anus gaping, then drove it slowly, firmly, deeply into her belly so that a final spasm of wicked sexual energy sent her waning orgasm leaping up anew. She held it there, jamming the base into her anus, forcing it ever deeper, grinding the head somewhere deep within her belly, sending cramps through her trembling body.

She exhaled slowly, her breath shaky, and lay still but for a little trembling. Then she eased herself back into more of a sitting position, groaning awkwardly. She tugged the lower strap back up between her sex lips, and fastened it to the ring circling her clitoris.

She walked out of the stall and looked at herself in the mirror, giving herself a shaky, but pleased smile. She brushed her hair back into place, washed her hands, then headed out to her last class of the day.

One of the things she both loved and despised about Michael was his habit of surprising her. She never quite knew when she woke up what would happen to her.

Normally when she returned home she would strip, don the leather ankle and wrist restraints, along with her collar, and prepare his dinner. But a note awaited her in the kitchen.

Guests for dinner at five thirty. Caterer will deliver at four-thirty. Your costume is on your bed.

Guests? How many guests? She looked around the living kitchen a little wildly, then hurried into the living room. It was spotlessly clean, as usual, but she still would have appreciated more notice. She checked her watch, then hurried upstairs. The French maid’s dress was lying on the bed, along with a butt plug. She inhaled sharply, then quickly stripped. There was just time to shower before the caterer arrived.

She left the dildo inside her as she put everything else away, and could already feel the pressure against the inside of her anal opening as she moved about the room. Without the leather strap holding it in the pressure of gravity made her tighten her anal muscles around the big dildo to hold it inside.

She hurried into the shower, loosening her anal muscles, bending over a little even as she let the water flow over her. She felt the dildo forcing her anus open, sliding slowly down out of her body. She let it, rubbing her hands over her slick, wet skin, feeling the excitement rousing within her again.

There was a low stone bench at the rear of the shower enclosure. She backed up and bent further, squatting, feeling the dildo sliding further and further out of her stretched anus. She felt the base hit the bench and stop, and spread her legs, reaching down to rub at her clitoris.

She sank down then, groaning as she impaled herself on the fat dildo, forcing it all the way up into her rectum once more as her fingers danced across her clitoris. She sat down hard on the bench, grinding her buttocks against the cold stone, then forced herself up, working her anal muscles, pushing the dildo slowly out of her body as she leaned forward, groaning.

Then she sat back again with a grunt of pleasure and pain, jamming the dildo back up her rectum, nearing a come now.

She slid off the bench onto the floor, letting the water pour down over her as she knelt on the floor. She sat back on her heel, letting the heel push directly up against her anus, then bouncing lightly on it, gasping and moaning as she jabbed the dildo inside herself and came.

She pulled her long hair back smoothly from the sides, leaving it dancing lightly across the tips of her ears as she lifted it up above her head and fixed it loosely in place. When she was done, she had soft bangs curving across her forehead, hair brushing her ears on the sides, and the rest done up loosely at the back and top of her head. With a careful tug it would all fall down around her shoulders loosely, but for now it gave her a look of neat, yet seductive attractiveness.

The French maid’s outfit was black with a frilly white apron. The sleeves were puffy, and the puffed skirt barely covered her bottom. The front was laced up; leaving plenty of cleavage on display, and the black lace stockings ended an inch below the skirt. She wore her highest, high heels, tiny black panties, and then, making a face, added the silly little bonnet as well.

The caterer had already delivered the meal. It appeared to be for four, and she had it heating up in the oven as she set the table. Her heart began to beat more quickly as she heard the car pull into the drive, and hurried across to the front door, peering through the curtains.

There was more than one car. Michael got out of his car accompanied by a lovely blonde in a short skirt. Another man, tall and thin, accompanied by a sleek looking brunette got out of the second. They were all strangers, and she felt a tightening in her chest and butterflies in her belly.

She waited until they reached the door to pull it open and step back, keeping her eyes demurely lowered as Michael led them inside.

Michael was as big and handsome as he had been the first time she’d seen him, broad shouldered, ten years her senior, with a square jawed face and thick brown hair cut neatly and parted at the side. He and the other man were in suits. The two women were also dressed formally; the blonde in a green dress, the brunette in a business suit not unlike the ones Pamela wore to school, save the skirt was much shorter than anything she’d ever dare. Both women were older than her, the blonde perhaps thirty, the brunette a gorgeous and handsome woman who looked not much older, but whose eyes put her closer to forty.

All of them looked at Pamela as she held the door, but Michael ignored her and ushered them in to the living room while she closed the door behind them.

„What do you think, Jerry, drinks before dinner? Anne? Jen?“

„I could stand a brandy,“ the man said.

„Sherry, Anne?“The brunette nodded, her eyes on Pamela.

„Oh yes, I could use a scotch,“ the blonde said.

Michael snapped his fingers and Pamela felt a twinge in her belly as she hurried over.

„Nicole,“ he said shortly. „Two brandies, a sherry and a Scotch.“

„Oui, Monsieur,“ she said in her best French accent.

He had started calling her Nicole on occasions to taunt her. Her little sister’s name was Nicole, and Michael wanted her. On family visits he would whisper obscene comments about Nicole into Pamela’s ears. In fact, the first time he’d met her, two years earlier, he’d no sooner finished a very pleasant, completely chaste greeting to his sister in law, when he’d turned, put his lips to Pamela’s ears, and said. „I’m going to fuck your little sister one day.“ She’d been shocked at first, and given him a stiff jab in the ribs, but it hadn’t stopped him. He’d flirted with her outrageously, teasing her, and she’d loved it.

„Stop fantasising about my sister, you pig,“ she demanded later.

He grinned. „One day I’m going to have your little slut sister naked and in chains on her knees before me, right next to you.“And over the following years, though he’d never made any move on Nicky, he’d shown that he hadn’t forgotten the pledge.

„Look at that ass,“ he’d whisper, as young Nicky bent to pick something up, her trousers tight across her youthfully firm bottom. „Do you think she loves a hard cock up the ass, too?“ Or, as Nicky put a bottle of cola in her mouth.

„Can you see those lips of hers wrapped around my cock, Pamela? Do you think your whore sister can swallow every last inch like you do?“ Or when they passed the open door to Nicky’s bedroom and saw the four poster bed with the tall posts.

„Do you think her boyfriends tie your slut sister’s wrists up to those posts while they whip her? Do you think they tie her spread-eagled on the bed before ramming their cocks into her tight little pussy?“ Pamela had never really thought about Nicky, a somewhat tomboyish teenager, in a sexual way. She realized, of course, that Nicky was a lovely girl, in a cute sort of way, a younger seeming version of herself, after all, though oddly with blonde hair. But Michael’s continued crude whispers and suggestions over the years had come to give her a very sexual image of Nicky which confused her. And despite her best wishes to the contrary she had often become aroused at the thought of Michael bending Nicky over a chair, as he suggested, or spreading her legs and ramming his cock up her pussy.

Not that it would ever happen, of course. It was pure fantasy, just like the French maid’s outfit. Nicky was probably not a virgin any more, she thought, having just turned eighteen, but she doubted she would go in for the kind of kinky sex Michael and Pamela liked. She seemed altogether innocent, fresh scrubbed, and quite naive about men and sex.

Yet when Michael mentioned her she was always „your slut sister,“ or „Nicky the slut,“ or „the little whore sister of yours“.

She made the drinks quickly, put them on a small tray, and returned, her eyes demurely downcast as she handed them out.

„Love your maid’s outfit,“ the man, Jerry, said „Ah yes, Nicole picked it out herself,“ Michael said. „She’s not very bright, even for a frog, but she’s good to look at.“

Jerry chuckled with Michael, while the two women giggled a bit nervously, perhaps waiting for Nicole to object. Pam gave no sign she understood, however, and smiled dumbly.

„Haven’t been able to teach her any English,“ Michael said. „But she does as she’s told, provides service on demand, as it were.“

„I’m surprised she would pick out an outfit like that herself,“ the older woman, Anne, said with a doubtful kind of smirk.

„Well, she’s a bit of a tart, you know,“ Michael said. „I think she likes showing herself off.“

„All women like showing themselves off,“ Jerry said with a grin.

„Go and put dinner on the table,“ he ordered in French.

„Oui, Monsieur,“ Pamela said, bobbing her head obediently.

She hurried into the kitchen and got dinner out; laying things carefully out on the dining room table. After a few minutes the others came in and seated themselves. Michael groped her bottom fairly shamelessly when he passed behind her, not hiding it. But no one said anything. As she bustled about the table Jerry also took the opportunity to slide his hand up beneath the short skirt and squeeze her bottom. The two women noticed, but said nothing.

Pamela always felt quite embarrassed in scenes like this. She was a proud woman, a professional woman, an educated woman. She did not like to be embarrassed around other women, did not like to be seen as low class, as frittery and weak. Yet it was a weakness of hers that what embarrassed her in a sexual context also aroused her. For there she revelled in being degraded and abused.

During the dinner Michael barked orders to her rather rudely, and she rushed to obey. And both he and Jerry groped her whenever she came near their chairs. It both embarrassed and thrilled her. He had set it up so that she was the outsider. They were the intimate group of friends, the four of them, two couples. She was … the maid, and every time she saw those four sets of eyes on her she felt her face grow warm.

Did they even know she was his wife? It would be just like him to keep it secret, so they would see her as nothing but a cheap bimbo.

Dinner was finished. She had nibbled a little, to keep from getting hungry. She hoped there would be enough left for leftovers ... afterwards.

She was clearing up the plates when Michael jerked her elbow so that she spilled a glass of water onto the floor.

„You stupid cow!“ he snapped in irritation.

„Je me regret, Monsieur,“ she said apologetically.

„I don’t care if you’re sorry, you silly French whore! Clean it up!“

„Oui, Monsieur!“

She hurried to obey, to return to the kitchen for paper towels, but he took her wrist, yanking her back so that she stumbled awkwardly in the high stiletto heels.

„Where are you going? Clean it up now!“

„Mais….“

He pulled hard on her wrist, and she gasped in pain as she was forced to her knees beside his chair. His other hand buried itself in the loose mass of the hair bound up behind her head and forced her head down towards the floor.

„Clean it up, you little frog whore,“ he growled.

Pamela felt her heart pounding, and yet her chest was tight, her pussy throbbing, as she bent far over. She knew her panty covered bottom was almost entirely exposed now to Jeremy’s gaze as she was bent over on her knees. She bent further, and began to lick at the water puddle on the floor.

Michael eased his grip on her hair and wrist, then released them.

„When you’re finished bring us more water,“ he said.

A kind of sexual electricity crackled along her skin as Pamela let her long tongue lick out along the polished floor. She did not look up, but knew that they were watching as she lapped at the water, bent, on all fours, bottom high. She felt intensely degraded, her face burning with embarrassment, yet the thrill of masochistic desire burned along her nervous system.

She let her eyes slide up as she licked, and saw the younger woman, the blonde, staring at her with a kind of appalled fascination. Pamela coloured more deeply, dropping her eyes. Surely she was a „player“ as Michael called them. The thought of being degraded like this before someone who had no idea at all what was going on was … mortifying.

Those others like Michael would understand that she was consenting, wouldn’t they, that she was more than she seemed? Her mind squirmed at the thought of so demeaning herself before perfect strangers who hadn’t a clue.

Yet they must have! Otherwise they would be defending her, a poor, pretty little foreign girl like her. They wouldn’t just silently accept Michael’s rudeness and crudeness and bullying.

Would they?

It was that uncertainty that kept her on a razor’s edge between gut churning embarrassment and soul searing excitement as her tongue lapped at the water and her knees grew sore against the hard wood, and the four others continued their conversation at the table next to her.

„I can’t say I like this wine, Michael, “ Jeremy was saying.

„It tastes fine to me,“ the younger woman said, her voice a little anxious.

„It should be fine,“ Michael said. „This is a fine year for Dejanair. Unless, of course, it was mishandled by the clumsy oaf who stored and opened it. “

„It is hard to get good help these days,“ Pamela heard the older woman say somewhat dryly.

Oh that one was no innocent, she thought quickly.

„Nicole!“ Michael’s voice whipped out.

She straightened, still on her knees. „Oui, Monsieur?“

He grasped the mass of hair at the back of her neck again and jerked her closer, forcing her head back, her back to arch.

„Did you handle this wine the way I instructed?“ he snapped.

„O-Oui, Monsieur,“ she gasped. „Sil vous plais, Monsieur! Jou hurt me!“

She saw him holding the bottle of wine, and his face looked angry as he brandished it before her. „I think you’re lying, you useless, French slut!“

He brought the bottle closer, and opended it. Pamela gasped and sputtered as the wine poured over her face and down her neck, then sluiced down into her amply displayed cleavage and then into the maid outfit.

„Monsieur! Please!“ she moaned, twisting and writhing weakly.

„I told you the last time you screwed up my wine you were going to be punished,“ he said.

He pulled her closer, emptying the wine into her cleavage.

„What do you think, Jeremy, is that a nice little bottom there?“

„Very nice,“ Jeremy said. „What I can see of it.“

„I think we should see more of it,“ Michael said. „After all, the stupid cow ruined some perfectly fine wine. And I think she needs a spanking.“

„An excellent way to reprove young girls,“ the older woman said.

The other woman was staring with wide eyes, but looked excited.

Michael released her hair.

„Stand up, Nicole,“ he ordered.

Nicole rose, gasping, the wine trickling down her belly and into her panties.

„Remove your panties,“ he barked.

She stared at him blankly.

He glared and pointed at her groin. „Vos culottes. Enlevez vos culottes!“

Pamela made her face look shocked, but didn’t have to fake the blush.

All four of them were staring at her. Jeremy and the older woman ... Ann, were smirking. The blonde girl, Jen, continued to look wide-eyed, anxious, but excited.


Chapter Three



Pamela blushed as she bent and slipped the black panties down her long, bare legs, then stepped out of them carefully while they all watched. She stood up, trembling ever so slightly, holding the wine soaked panties.

„Dans toi bouche,“ Michael ordered.

Pamela looked down at the black panties, then bunched them up and pushed them into her mouth, shoving with her fingers until they were entirely inside and she could close her mouth again.

„Turn and bend over, lift your skirt,“ Michael ordered in French.

Heart pounding, Pamela obeyed, though she had no need to lift the skirt. It was so short that as soon as she bent she could feel the material sliding up over her buttocks, and by the time she was fully bent over her bottom was entirely bare.

„Lovely bottom,“ Jeremy said.

„Ann, I know it’s an imposition,“ Michael said. „But you sound as if you’re somewhat more familiar with disciplining young girls than I am.“

„I do have some experience,“ Anne said coyly.

„Would you mind?“ He gestured towards Pamela.

„Of course,“ the woman said.

She pulled her chair further away from the table.

„Toi!“ She snapped her fingers. „Putain! You! Whore! “

Pamela looked back between her legs and saw the woman gesturing imperiously.

She straightened, more heat flooding her face. She had a particular sensitivity to being made to look bad in front of older, sophisticated women, and to being punished by them. Michael knew this, of course.

The woman pointed at her lap, and, face burning, Pamela started forward.

The woman shook her head, shooting her hand out to halt her in place.

„Crawl,“ she ordered in French.

Fighting to keep her breathing steady, Pamela sank to all fours, then crawled slowly forward until she reached the woman’s feet. She gasped in pain as Anne seized her hair and twisted her head up and back, smirking coldly down at her.

„Filthy little slut,“ she said. „She’s all covered in wine, Michael. I’m not getting that all over my clothes.“„I apologise, Ann. You’re right, of course,“ Michael said.

„Nicole. Undress,“ he ordered in French.

Ann released her hair, and Pamela rose shakily to her feet, took a deep breath, then began to untie the laces of her bodice. She opened it entirely, then reached down and peeled the maid’s outfit up and over her head, leaving her nude but for her stockings and stiletto heels. And, of course, the little white bonnet.

Michael produced a wet towel with which he wiped down her chest and belly as she stood, head low, then pushed her towards Ann.

Ann dragged her up across her lap, and positioned her firmly in place, and Pamela cringed as her soft hands glided across the skin of her buttocks, kneading softly, then slipped between her legs to rub along her tight, neat little sex slit.

„No hair,“ Ann observed. „The obvious sign of a slut.“

Then her hand cracked down sharply across Pamela’s bottom. Pamela gasped in pain, jerking helplessly.

„Such a nasty little girl,“ she said in a cool, haughty voice.

Again her hand cracked down, then again, and again, making sharp, stinging impacts against Pamela’s bottom as she squirmed and moaned and gasped weakly. Heat rose along her bottom as the woman continued spanking her, but the heat between her legs was even greater.

„The problem with these sluts is they’re always looking for something to fill their hungry little pussies,“ Ann said, tracing the line of Pamela’s sex.

„Yes, that would be a distraction,“ Michael said.

„I can think of something to fill hers,“ Jeremy said with a laugh.

„That wouldn’t be proper, Jeremy,“ Ann said coolly. „But Michael, if you have something… perhaps in the kitchen… “

„Ah, I think I have just the thing,“ Pamela heard Michael say.

The spanking continued, and she burned with ever greater excitement and embarrassment, being alone with complete strangers.

„How is this?“ she heard Michael ask.

„Perfect.“

There was a world of smug satisfaction in Ann’s voice.

„Perhaps some of this… “ She heard Michael suggest.

„That will do nicely.“

A sharp smack made Pamela gasp.

„Spread your legs, slut,“ Ann barked.

Groaning and trembling, her face near the floor, unable to see what was happening; Pamela obeyed, further exposing her moist slit. She again felt the woman’s finger trace along the lips of her sex, up and down, up and down, yet it felt ... different ... slick, slippery. The fingers pushed deeper, spreading her sex lips and rubbing lightly between. There was a definite slipperiness there now.

Then she felt a finger push against her hole, piercing her, sliding slowly down into her belly and twisting about within her. She moaned, her bottom wriggling, and received another sharp slap across her hot buttocks.

„Be still, girl!“

A second finger pushed into her, the two of them twisting about within her sex, then they withdrew. Pamela gasped as she felt something else pressing against her sex opening, something fat and hard and … and cold.

„Oh!“ she cried, her head and shoulders whipping up as she tried to see what was going on.

Another slap failed to drop her head, and she saw the woman holding a long green cucumber. She gasped, her chest tightening with excitement at the thought of the huge melon being pushed into her tight belly.

„Non! Non! Sil Vous Plais, madam!“

„Have you something to hold her in place, Michael? Ah thank you.“

Michael handed her a length of soft, black rope and Ann quickly pulled Pamela’s wrists together behind her and bound them in place, crossed at the small of her back. Then she picked up the cucumber and began to push it against her sex opening. The rounded end was fat and cold, and Pamela groaned as it pushed back the lips of her sex and began to force them apart.

Ann twisted the cucumber from side to side, increasing the pressure, and she felt her sex opening strain wider and wider.

„Ungh!“

The end of the cucumber forced her opening wide enough to slide inside. Ann continued to twist it from side to side, pushing and easing off, pushing and easing off. Pamela felt it being forced slowly down into her belly, felt a cold, hard ache inside her as it pushed deeper and deeper and still deeper.

„Oh! Oh! Mon Dieu!“ she moaned.

The cucumber was tight against the walls of her sex sleeve, and Pamela felt her body being strained and stretched as it was slowly, slowly forced higher into her belly. It began to ache, so deep was it, and yet Ann continued to twist it from side to side, now easing off, now thrusting hard, painfully hard. Pamela could feel it as the long, fat melon ground slowly across the straining lips of her sex.

And then she could feel Ann’s hand against the base, first the fingers, gripping the base as she pushed and twisted it, then her open hand on the bottom of the cucumber, trying to force it still deeper.

That cucumber was a foot long, Pamela knew, gasping and wheezing, cramps wracking her belly as the woman put more pressure on the base.

It would go no further, and she cried out, pulling against the rope, her upper body twisting and thrashing, her legs kicking and flailing.

„I think that will hold in place for a while,“ Ann said.

And then she began to spank her. She gripped Pamela carefully to settle her firmly in place, and her hand began to crack down across her jiggling, red buttocks. She slapped the right, then the left, then the right twice, then again, then the left. Her hand cracked down sharply, firmly, without hesitation or pause, and the heat and pain began to build up in Pamela’s bottom.

„Oh! Oh! Oh, Sil vous plais, madam!! It hurts! It hurts!“

And it did hurt … a lot. Her bottom was on fire, and each additional stinging slap sent a little shockwave of pain through her aching bottom. Yet at the same time her pussy was bloated around the fat cucumber, stretched and strained, the cold, heavy melon sitting heavily in her belly so that her sex lips continued to strain wide.

She gasped as the spanking halted, and felt Ann’s finger circling her wrinkled anal opening.

„Have you another, Michael?“

„I’m quite certain we do.“

Pamela shuddered, and when Ann’s finger slid between her thighs and began to rub lightly across her swollen clitoris her bottom bucked up violently.

„Our little French slut is sensitive,“ Ann said coolly.

She let her other hand slide up along Pamela’s side, and then beneath to knead her right breast. Pamela felt two fingers clasp at her engorged nipple, pinching and twisting it.

„Here you are. More butter?“

„But of course.“

There was a pause, as the woman’s hands were removed, and Pamela lay still, gasping for breath. Then she felt a finger against her anus again, felt it prodding at her opening, then pushing inside. It was slick and cold, and she knew now that it was covered with butter. It pushed deep, easily, pulled out, then pushed deep again, and Pamela sighed with thanks that she had thought to give herself her regular enema before her shower.

A second finger entered her, moving easily and slickly in and out. Then she felt the cold, hard round end of another cucumber pushing against her.

She pulled and twisted against the ropes again, gasping as Ann pushed down hard. Yet her legs jerked wider and she moaned in pleasure as she felt the cucumber being pushed into her rectum.

It took longer, but not much longer, as the butter coated cucumber pushed deep into her rectum, sliding slowly through her anal opening and filling her gut with its cold, hard weight. She felt utterly jammed, her belly heavy, her groin straining as the tips of the two fat cucumbers peeked out from her aching pussy and anus.

And then Ann resumed her spanking, her hand cracking down across Pamela’s burning buttocks as she moaned and shuddered and cried out in pain.

Her eyes filled with tears at the pain, yet her body was burning with sexual heat, shielding her from the worst of it. And she longed to feel the woman’s fingers at her sex again.

Her eyes bulged and her head jerked up as the woman’s open hand slapped against the base of the dildo sticking out of her anus, then resumed spanking her bottom. Then again, the woman aimed it at the cucumber, and Pamela felt an echoing pressure, a hard ache deep inside her where the front of the cucumber was buried.

Another spank, another, another, then she slapped at the base of the other cucumber, and Pamela cried out in pain and pleasure.

„My hand is getting sore,“ she complained. „Jeremy would you take over?“

„Of course.“Ann forced Pamela off her lap, and she lay on her belly on the floor, gasping and moaning.

„Crawl to Jeremy, little slut,“ Michael said in French. „Rampez!“

The four of them looked down at her, all but naked, the two rounded cucumbers sticking out of her pussy and anal opening, body glistening from a light sheen of sweat, hair dishevelled, wrists bound behind her back. Pamela shuddered and moaned, feeling nearly light-headed with sexual excitement.

She writhed across the floor to where Jeremy sat, crawling on her belly, her body twisting and undulating across the hard wood.

„Beg him to spank you, slut. Beg!“

„J-Je vous prie,“ Pamela gasped, looking up at the man.

He smiled, smirked, and pressed his foot against her mouth. Moaning, Pamela licked at his shoe, at the bottom of his shoe, then along the top as she lay on her belly, her breast crushed and throbbing hotly beneath her, her backside hot and aching.

He reached for her, and like the others saw the mass of hair behind her as a good handhold, using it to drag her up across his lap. His hands kneaded and caressed her bare bottom, then prodded at the cucumbers. Pamela arched her back as he stroked his finger along her clitoris.

Then he began to spank her, his big hands cracking down painfully across her already wounded bottom, bringing fresh tears to her eyes even as her insides spasmed repeatedly around the big cucumbers and her breasts throbbed and burned.

He reached down frequently to roughly knead and grope them, to pinch at her nipples, and to rub at her clit and jam his hand against the cucumbers.

But he did not neglect her spanking as his hand cracked loudly and painfully against her fiery bottom.

„Jen? I think it’s your turn,“ he said, finger rubbing idly across her clit.

„N-No, that’s all right!“ the blonde woman said, holding her hands up anxiously.

Jeremy shoved her off his lap and Pamela gasped as she lay on her side on the floor.

„Go and convince her, slut!“

She crawled on her belly towards the anxious, wide eyed blonde, and looked up, her face flushed, to see that Jen’s face was just as red, as her eyes looked about her anxiously.

She licked at the woman’s foot, and the blonde squeaked and jerked it back.

„I-I don’t think I need to spank her,“ Jen said, her voice cracking a little.

„Then perhaps she can make it up to her in another way, Michael said smoothly.

Pamela rose on her knees until she was leaning forward over the wideeyed blonde’s lap.

„I-I don’t really do women,“ the blonde said.

„That’s all right,“ Michael said. „She does.“

„Mangez,“ he barked. „Eat.“

Groaning, shaking, Pamela half fell forward, her breasts pressing against the seat as she jammed her face in between the woman’s legs. Jen squealed and pushed at her head, but Jeremy pulled her hands up and back and Michael, laughing, pulled her short skirt up to bare her groin. She was wearing thin, high cut blue panties, and Pamela pressed her face against them, licking.

„Stop it! You guys! I don’t want her!“ the blonde gasped, struggling weakly.

„You will in a moment,“ Michael said.

The panties were very thin, of very fine silk, and Pamela pressed her lips firmly against them, licking and mouthing them as the woman squirmed and gasped and writhed. Her legs were spread wide around Pamela and could not close, and the two men held her hands easily as Pamela licked and sucked.

„Oh! Oh shit! Don’t! … Oh God! “the blonde gasped.

Her panties were soaked almost at once by Pamela’s saliva, and when her hands dropped onto Pamela’s head she knew the men no longer had to hold her back. The woman kept gasping and cursing softly, her voice filled with both passion and disbelief as Pamela’s tongue and lips and occasionally her teeth ate her through her panties.

Then a male hand reached down and tore them away, and the woman shuddered, slumping low, exposing more of her no sopping sex to Pamela’s skilled oral attack.

„If I’d known that was an option I’d have rather had her do that than spank her,“ Ann said.

„No you wouldn’t,“ Michael said in amusement.

Ann sniffed.

„Oh! Oh God! Oh yes! Oh! Oh! Oh!“Jen was writhing in the chair, slumping lower and lower as her fingers twisted and pulled at Pamela’s hair and head. Pamela thrust her tongue deep into the woman’s hot, musky hole, scooping out warm, creamy juice, then trailed her tongue teasingly around her clit before lapping strongly across it.

Jen humped up, fingers tightening in Pamela’s hair, jamming her face down into her pussy as she cried out in pleasure. Her body began humping up violently, grinding her sex into Pamela’s face as her head thrashed from side to side.

„Nice come,“ Ann said with a smirk. „I think I’d like one too. “

Jen’s fingers loosened and her entire body seemed to go limp, slouched, slumped back in the chair, legs spread, face slack. Michael gripped Pamela by the hair and half dragged her back to Ann, who had removed her trousers and blazer and sat in only her tight white blouse, legs spread wide as Michael guided Pamela between her legs.

„Do a good job, little slut,“ she purred.

Pamela began to lick at her pussy now, her tongue trailing up and down the outside of her sex lips, then strongly tracing the line of her slit before sinking within. Ann’s fingers eased down and peeled her pussy open and Pamela’s long tongue lapped up and down along the inside of her lips, then circled her hole.

„Fuck she has a long tongue,“ Jen groaned from behind her.

And she did have a long tongue, Pamela thought proudly, smugly. She had worked hard at strengthening her tongue, and being able to push it out as far as she could. She could touch the tip of her nose with her long tongue, and now she sent it thrusting deep into Ann’s hot little hole, twisting and squirming around as she ground her nose against the woman’s clitoris.

And then a crack of pain and noise reached her mind together as someone brought a thin belt down across her exposed bottom.

She shuddered, but Ann’s fingers tightened in her hair to hold her face in place.

She continued to lick, her bottom aching, feeling the hard weight of the two cucumbers in her belly as she licked. Another blow made her wince and jerk. Another blow sent stinging heat through her bottom. Her wrists pulled against the rope, twisting and squirming continuously as she licked at Ann’s clit and shuddered under the sharp blows of the belt.

She felt hard pressure against the dildos, felt the bottom of someone’s shoe against her buttocks just above her anus. She groaned in pain as cramps flared deep within her belly.

Ann slumped lower, bringing her legs up and back, twisting her fingers in Pamela’s hair, then her own high heels came down on Pamela’s back as she jammed her face against her sex.

Another crack rent the air as the belt cut across Pamela’s bottom, and she shuddered as the sharpness of the pain produced a kind of echo which vibrated through her groin. Another blow, and another, and another, and she writhed in pain as she licked hungrily, frantically at Ann’s clit.

Her pussy spasmed and squeezed down around the fat cucumber as the belt sent shockwaves through her lower body.



*



„You look like hell.“

Pamela smiled tiredly. „Thanks a lot.“

Lisa chuckled lightly. „You look tired.“

„I am tired,“ Pamela said, holding her hand over her mouth to suppress a yawn.

She sat down gingerly in the chair across from the other teacher. Her bottom was not really sore. Michael had not hit her that hard with the belt.

Only the cane really left her with pain the next day, and he knew better than to do that on a work night. Around them, other teachers sat, chatted, and made coffee as they prepared for the day.

Lisa was a young, bright eyed teacher, just out of college, with loose blonde hair and a ready laugh.

„Not sleep well?“

„Hardly at all.“

Pamela’s mind flickered to how she had spent the night. Michael had placed her at the foot of their bed, her wrists drawn up and out to the sides, tied in place to the bedposts, her legs spread wide, the cucumbers still jammed in her aching belly. For hours she had watched Michael, Jeremy, Ann and Jen writhe together on the big bed, the men switching partners frequently, they and Ann persuading a shy Jen into experimenting further with women.

With a ball gag filling her mouth Pamela had been unable to speak. Her legs were spread wide, and her body stretched out. The throbbing heat within her belly as her pussy squeezed down around the heavy cucumber kept her in a state of intense arousal, yet she could not touch herself to come, and the four in the bed largely ignored her.

But not entirely.

After she had been persuaded to lick at Ann’s pussy, and brought the older woman to a shuddering climax, a playful Jen had crawled around so that her head was at the foot of the bed right in front of Pamela’s sex, gazed at the cucumber protruding from between her taught sex lips, then, giggling a little, licked at her clit. It was a soft, teasing, taunting lick which nearly drove Pamela mad, and she ground herself desperately forward, jamming her thighs against the bottom of the bed as she frantically tried to push her sex harder against Jen’s mouth.

Even with the light little licking of the girl’s small pink tongue her body screamed upwards towards climax in seconds. But then Jen turned back to the others, leaving Pamela grinding her hips helplessly, moaning into the gag as the girl instead exchanged deep, passionate kisses with Michael.

Jeremy and Ann left in the early morning hours, though not before Ann sadistically manipulated her clitoris to the point Pamela was writhing and bucking violently, again on the edge of orgasm ... then stopped and, laughing lightly, walked away.

For the next several hours Pamela stood at the foot of the bed, exhausted, watching her husband and the blonde girl sleep. The room was dark, but the window was open, and the moon cast a pale glow across the bed as she stood there in the dark, head lolling, sagging weakly in her bonds. Yet as tired as she was her groin throbbed weakly, aching, hot, moist and full.


Chapter Four



„You need to get more sleep.“

„Definitely.“

„So what do you think of the new curriculum changes?“

Pamela sighed as the hot coffee poured across her tongue and down her throat. Again her mind drifted back to the other night as she drank Jeremy’s come after finishing Ann, remembering her surprise at how much of it poured into her mouth after he climaxed.

„Uhm, sorry?“ she said.

„The new changes in the testing procedures, for example.“

„I can’t say I approve of them. It’s going to take more work, and the students aren’t going to learn anything from it.“

„But the parents don’t trust us,“ Brian Sutter said as he moved over and slouched against the wall. „They want to see in writing how well little Johnny and Jane are doing.“

„And how many of these test results are going to be accurate anyway?“Lisa challenged.

„None. So? They like to see the marks. It makes them feel as though they’re getting value for their money.“

Pamela squirmed a little in her seat as she listened to them, smiling attentively, but not terribly interested. When Michael had finally risen for the day, letting his blonde bed mate sleep, he had untied her and led her into the kitchen, there to kneel on the floor at his feet while he ate the breakfast she made. The two cucumbers were still inside her. The one in her anus had been sucked slightly deeper, though it produced a dull, cramping sensation. The one in her pussy sat right where it had been placed.

The phone rang, and he answered it, then looked down at her. „I’m afraid she’s busy just now, Nicole. She’ll call you back in about fifteen minutes, all right?“

He hung up, eyes narrowing. „Your whore sister,“ he said, before turning to finish his food.

Only when he was done did he turn to her with a frown. And Pamela felt a slight quiver in her stomach, for she knew him well ... as he knew her.

„Your responses last night were not quite what I expected, Pamela.“

„I’m sorry, master,“ she said contritely.

„Did you masturbate yesterday?“

She dropped her head and nodded reluctantly.

„I thought as much. So you deliberately disobeyed my instructions.“

„I tried not to,“ she said in a soft voice.

„We will let last night stand as punishment. I know how frustrating it was for you to watch me and Jen go at it all night, to have no relief from the pressure.“

„Not to mention not sleep and my legs are -..“Michael slapped her face, not terribly hard, but enough to sting, and jerk her face to one side. She drew in a deep, shaky breath.

„I’m sorry, master.“

„So we shall try it again, then. You will go the day without touching yourself down there, without inducing climax. Is that understood?“

„Yes, master.“

„Turn and present.“

Pamela turned and bent forward to press her cheek against the floor, spreading her legs and raising her bottom. She kept her mouth tightly closed as Michael’s fingers lightly circled the taut opening of her sex, clutched tightly around the cucumber, then prodded at the end.

„I should send you to school like this,“ he said. „You’d either have to stand up all day or find room for the last inch or two of these.“

He let her ponder the thought of that for a few long seconds, then slapped her bottom.

„Expel them.“

She grunted and bore down on her lower muscles. Michael was not making it easy for her as in her position gravity was actually working against her.

„If you can’t push them out then you’ll go to school with them inside you.“

She felt a fluttering panic, thinking of how she would spend all day with the fat, heavy cucumbers inside her, unable to sit at all, wondering what would happen if one somehow fell out as she was walking about in front of the class.

But her anal and vaginal muscles were quite strong for it was part of her daily practice to work them so that she could milk the cock of whomever was riding her, and soon the cucumber in her pussy began to push out farther and farther, followed by the one in her anus. She half expected Michael to thrust them back in, but instead he took them both and pulled them free, and she groaned in relief as the cramps and weight disappeared.

She felt Michael slip to the floor behind her, and felt a stirring of new heat as his hands caressed her flanks. Then his cock was buried in her anus, easily slipping in to the hilt before her numbed muscles could recover. The looseness of her anus gave him an opportunity, however, and he used her roughly, even violently, hammering his powerful hips into her upraised bottom with sharp, furious thrusts, reaching forward to grasp her hair and yank her head up and back as he rode her.

Her buttocks jiggled and slapped as his hips rammed into them, and she gasped and jerked and shuddered as the bruising impacts jerked her forward on the floor, only to be yanked cruelly back by the hair. It was a short, brutal rutting, but such was the heat within her, the frustration she had held in check all evening and all night, that her insides soon began to quiver and thrum with sexual heat, and her clitoris swelled and throbbed as pleasure rolled through her in waves.

He halted suddenly, and for a moment she thought he had come. She knelt now, on all fours, gasping for breath, her insides throbbing, hot, bruised.

Then he handed her something and she had to stare for long seconds before she understood. She took the phone and put it to her ear to hear Nicky’s voice.

„Hi,“ the girl said in a happy voice.

„H-Hi,“ Pamela said, fighting to hide her surprise.

She felt Michael’s hot breath on the back of her neck as he leaned over her, his belly lightly along her back, and she held the phone slightly away from her ear so he could hear.

„So how’s school?“ she asked, not knowing what else to ask.

„Okay, dull and boring. I’m sure my teachers aren’t half so good as you,“ Nicky said.

Michael began to thrust into her again, though not as violently, his hips working his big cock back and forth inside her anus as he licked and chewed lightly along the nape of her neck.

„I’m sure my students say much the same,“ Pamela said.

Michael shifted his mouth to the other side of her neck, away from the phone. „Tell the little come bucket to come for a visit,“ he whispered into her ear.

„Well I’m just glad I’m almost finished with high school,“ Nicky said.

„University will be tons better. I’m sure the guys will be a lot more mature, too.“

„Tell your whore, slut sister to come over here so I can fuck her in the ass,“ Michael growled, driving his cock deep into her rectum and grinding his pelvis against her buttocks.

„Y-You’re still planning to come to university here?“ she asked, a trifle breathlessly.

„Of course. Then we can see a lot more of each other,“ Nicky said enthusiastically.

„She can live in a cage in the basement,“ Michael whispered, „Naked and chained so I can rape her every day.“

He reached under and began to pinch and twist her nipples. „Tell the slut to come over.“

Pamela winced, then gasped as his cock jammed deep into her belly.

„You okay?“ Nicky asked.

„Y-Yes. Just spilled a little milk.“

„I’ll spill my milk all over your slut sister’s face,“ Michael whispered.

„I’ll find a dozen men to drown the little fuck-toy in cream.“

„Listen. There’s a long weekend coming up,“ she said, slightly astonished at herself even as the words came out. „Would you like to come… “

„I’ll make her come,“ Michael growled.

„… for a visit?“

„You can teach her how to eat pussy,“ Michael growled, thrusting harder, his fingers digging into her breasts.

„Oh, I’d love to!“

„We can take a look at the university; maybe look around for where you can stay.“

„She can stay here!“ Michael’s voice rasped against her ear.

„I can come and pick you up. It’s not a long drive.“

„I’ll pick her up, and rape her throat on the way over,“ Michael said.

„We can ch-chat.“

Michael bit into her throat.

„Make sure she’s naked when she gets here,“ he said.

„Look, I have to go now,“ Pamela said. „I’m late for school. I’ll see you Friday.“

She hung up quickly, then let out a long groan as Michael picked up the pace, slamming his hips into her bottom.

„We’ll get her here and strip her,“ he said. „You’ll hold her down while I ram my cock up her asshole.“

„You sh-shouldn’t talk like that,“ Pamela gasped, her body shaking now to his pounding and thrusting.

„I’m going to do that little whore! I’m going to make her crawl at my feet, and suck my cock!“ he snarled, his fingers digging into her hips as he jerked her body back to meet each powerful thrust.

He gripped her hair, slapping at the side of one breast with the other hand so that Pamela cried out.

„And you’re going to help me, you slut! You’re going to help me rape and enslave your cunt bitch sister. We’re going to see her gang banged and turned into a come bucket!“

„Oh! Oh, shit! Oh God!“ she moaned. „Anngh!“He yanked at her hair again, twisting it around his fist as he pounded his cock down into her anus and slapped at her breast.

„The slut sisters! Kneeling at my feet! Doing sixty nines with each other while my friends watch! That’s what I’m going to have,“ he jeered. „I’m going to rape that tight, teenage cunt until the juice is leaking out her ears.“

He let his heavy body drop atop her back, nearly crushing her flat.

Pamela gasped, dropping her upper body to the elbows, then her arms giving way entirely so that she was on her shoulders. Yet her bottom remained high as Michael hammered his hips down, his long, fat cock reaming out her backside. Then one of his hands snaked in beneath her belly, a single finger pressing against her clitoris.

He let the pad of his finger rub lightly, tantalizingly, then jammed the sharp nail into her clit so that pain sizzled through her belly. She cried out, but his other hand clamped quickly over her mouth. „You’ll wake Jennifer,“he said reprovingly, his nail grinding into her clitoris, scratching back and forth across it as his cock pistoned inside her.

The pain kept her from coming, but only just, and left her in a state of frazzled excitement and need which he refused to relieve.

„But it’s not fair!“ she almost wailed. „You can’t make me go all day like this!“

„Of course I can,“ he said mildly, rising and moving away. „You’re to be punished, and this is one of the finest methods for a slut like you.“

„Michael, please!“ she cried, grasping at his ankle. „Please let me come! Please! Please! “

She licked and kissed at his bare ankle, her fingers clutching tightly as he tried to pull free.

„You will obey me, slut,“ he growled, shoving her away. „Now go and shower. You stink of sweat and sex. And leave the door open. I’ll be coming in to check on you.“



*



„… an impressionable age,“ Lisa was saying. „So it’s important we take that into consideration when designing a good multicultural awareness session.“

Bruce made a face. „Our job is teaching them the three Rs. It’s their parents responsibility to teach them how to behave properly.“

„Oh gosh, I have to go,“ Pamela said, rising from her chair. „I have to set up for a guest speaker.“

She hurried from the room, then slowed. It was quite awkward walking with the studded dildo protruding from her pussy.

The dildo was not nearly as thick as the cucumber had been, but in its own way it was just as uncomfortable. It was heavy, deliberately so, and meant to rest just at the entrance to her sex while she sat. But as she rose the spiked dildo began to push through her sex lips, forcing them out and back, and she winced as one sharp little spike after another popped through until a good six inches was sticking out between her thighs.

But that was as far as it would go, for the base was attached, by a thin chain, to the ring piercing her clitoral hood.

And now that the chain was taut the weight of the dildo tugged at it as she walked, making her gasp and wince when she moved too quickly. She was also wearing the Y chain again, the one which fastened her nipples to her clitoral hood. This kept the hood pulled up and back so that with the lower chain taut, it rubbed against her clitoris in a way which, while irritating, was also making her quite wet inside.

Of course, when she sat down, the dildo would be thrust up deep into her pussy once again, the sharp little studs rasping through her sex lips until they were once more nestled tightly within her sheath.

Fortunately, she wore her suede suit that morning. The skirt was tight, but too long and thick to show anything.

Her guest had not yet arrived when she walked into the classroom. Most of the children were there, some chatting, some reading or doing homework.

Sonia Moore came up to her as she put her things on her desk. She was a tall girl, with long blonde hair and a model’s good looks.

„Mrs. Walker? Is the test going to be on all nine chapters?“

„Except chapter eight, as I said, Sonia. And anything I’ve covered in class, and today’s lecture.“

„But how am I supposed to study if it’s not in the book?“ the girl demanded.

„If it’s not in the text it should be in your notes. If you neglected to take notes I suggest you consult someone who did.“

„Sonia, we’ll talk later,“ she said as a man entered the room.

„Mr. Adams. Thank you so much for coming,“ she said, moving over to take his hand.

He smiled a trifle shyly. History professors were not a notoriously outgoing lot.

Pamela led him to the front of the class and introduced him, then stepped back to her desk and sat down ... carefully, gasping a bit and grateful the class’ eye was on Adams and not her. She felt the six inches of spiked dildo thrusting up through her sex lips and pushing deep into her belly as she let her buttocks sink fully into the chair, then squirmed a bit to get a bit more comfortable as she watched Adams.

She was not wearing the dildo when she picked up Nicky the next day after school, but she had not been permitted to climax. She was frazzled, determined to obey Michael, to demonstrate her discipline. And a part of her was eagerly looking forward to just how incredible her orgasms would be when he finally relented. The longer she could put it off, she knew, the greater and more numerous they would be. It made her a trifle jumpy at school, of course.

She did not dress the conservative around Nicky. Michael had chosen her wardrobe, and her skirt was very short, short enough that if she had been wearing the dildo it would have slid into view every time she stood up.

But neither was she wearing underwear. Instead, beneath her short skirt and blouse she had nothing but a length of rough cord.

The cord was draped over her shoulders and went down the centre of her breasts. There two small knots circled her nipples, squeezing them out hard. The two cords then slid down her belly and joined as they sank between her sex lips, then rose, joined together, between her buttocks, separating at the top of her cleft to circle her waist and tie together at her belly.

The two cords framed her clitoris, and even narrower cord criss crossed between them, circling her clit, which had swollen to marble hardness. Every time she moved or shifted her body the cords would pull and squeeze at her clitoris and nipples, so that it took extraordinary concentration to keep focussed.

And, she was intelligent enough to realise that it all put her in a deeply sexually aroused frame of mind. Her thinking processes were off. She had long resisted Michael’s desire to have Nicky. But now she found herself aroused by the idea, even hotly concentrating she and Nicky together.

Not that it was going to happen, of course. She’d known that for a certainty when she’d invited Nicky. Michael would flirt outrageously with the girl, and Nicky, feeling safe, would flirt back. But nothing would happen.

Her eyes moved over the girl’s tall, lithe body as she approached and they hugged. Nicky looked much as she did, though eight years younger. She was the baby of the family, a surprise, a happy surprise, their parents said.

She was slightly taller than Pamela, thinner, but with good, firm looking breasts, a very narrow waist, and long legs. Her blonde hair was longer than Pamela’s, and not quite as thick. Her eyes were blue and her nose slightly smaller and turned up.

The girl was wearing very tight jeans with high heeled boots. Her tank top was very tight, as well, her breasts thrusting out tautly against the thin cotton.

„Woo hoo,“ she said as she stepped back to look at her older sister.

„Short skirt!“

Pamela shrugged a bit uncomfortably. „Michael likes me to wear them.“

„Oh really? Most men don’t want other men looking at their wives like that.“

„Are you suggesting men are lusting over me, little sister?“ Pamela asked, eyes raised. „I’m merely a schoolteacher.“

Nicky snorted. „Some schoolteacher. I bet half the boys in your class half hard-ons.“

„Nicky!“ Pamela exclaimed.

She closed the trunk on her sister’s bags and they separated to get in the car.

„I think he’s proud of men lusting after me,“ she said, staring the car.

„Well that’s good. It means he trusts you.“

„Anyway, I’m sure you get lusted after by the boys all the time,“ she said, pulling out from the curb.

Nicky snorted. „Stupid little boys,“ she said. „I don’t care for them. They’re so incredibly immature. Do you know I asked Dennis who he was going to vote for and he gave me a total blank look? It’s like the idea hadn’t even occurred to him. They’re supposed to be adults but they’re still children. You’re so lucky to have Michael. “

„Michael is very mature,“ Pamela said. „He knows what he wants and he knows how to get it.“

And he wants you, little sister, she thought, looking at Nicky, imagining her naked, bound, her lips wrapped around Michael’s cock.

She felt a wave of jealousy and resentment which she knew was irrational. Just like all the other women Michael had had, Nicky was no threat to her, not really. And it wasn’t the girl’s fault she was pretty and naive, and had caught the eye of a horny older man. Surely many such men wanted to fuck her pretty sister, and probably every boy in her class, too.

„Just don’t count on the boys at university instantly becoming mature. A year doesn’t make all that much difference, “she said.

„Oh, I suppose. But there are older men at university, you know, seniors.“

Pamela snorted. „Yes, seniors who will be delighted to ply you with liquor and get into your panties.“

„Don’t worry, big sister,“ Nicky chuckled. „I can look after myself.“

„Still a virgin, so I guess you can.“

„It’s not that I don’t want to,“ Nicky said. „I just haven’t found the guy yet that I want to do it with, the guy I can trust to do it with. Actually,“ she said. „I have done it, just not in real life.“

Pamela gave her sister a confused look and Nicky giggled.

„I have a cyber lover,“ she said proudly, then giggled again. „He’s a Spaniard. He’s so incredibly ... hot! He’s not like the ignorant boys I know. He’s really sophisticated and knowledgeable. “

„Oh really?“ Pamela said, intrigued.

„He’s very strong willed, too, like Michael in that way I guess. Though he can be a bit kinky,“ she said, blushing a little.

„What do you mean kinky?“ Pamela demanded with a broad smile.

„Give!“

Nicky laughed and blushed a bit more, eyes bright. „Well, he likes to tie me up sometimes.“

Pamela’s face went wide with shock, and Nicky hastened to reassure her.

„He’s not a sicko or anything. He just has an incredibly sensual imagination, and he knows how to make things really hot and sexy.“

Pamela stared at her sister, her innocent face, the way her golden hair hung behind her in a sweet pony tail, and found it shocking that she was able, with not difficulty, to imagine her playing bondage games with a cyber lover.

Yet what a coincidence. Or was it something in their blood? Was it genetic, this love of bondage?

Nicky blushed a little, but it was evident she was somewhat proud of herself, of her maturity, to be involved in such a kinky sexual game.

„He calls me his little slut,“ she said with a smirk.

„Does he know you’re a virgin?“

She nodded.

„Has he tried to get you to meet him in person?“

„No. I told you, he’s in Spain.“

„How do you know that?“

„Well, because he said so.“P

amela felt her mind flirt with a sudden, shocking idea, but she dismissed it.

Pamela made a face.

„God it’s hot. Why don’t you turn on the air conditioning?“

„It’s busted. I have to get it fixed.“

It was not much more than an hour on the highway to her place, but they were both hot and sweating by the time they arrived. For Pamela, the heat came in different types, of course. The outer heat was not nearly so bad as the heat she felt inside herself. A part of her wanted to turn around, make some excuse, and bring Nicky home. She felt both protective of her as her little sister, and jealous of her husband.

Yet anxious as she was at the thought of Nicky and Michael actually getting together she continued to believe it highly unlikely. And a part of her felt a sense of attraction and lust at the thought. She kept imagining Nicky naked on her knees, chained, imagined herself holding a leash, handing it to Michael, giving her little sister to her master as a present.

She glanced at the girl again, and then did a double take. Nicky was riding with a hand behind her head, slumped down a little, and her nipples pushed out strongly against the tank top plastered against her skin in such a way that …

Nicky seemed to sense her eyes on her, and abruptly changed her position.

„Nicky!“

„What?“ the girl asked casually.

„Have you had your nipples pierced?!“

Nicky gave a teenager’s exasperated sigh and rolled her eyes. „It’s no big deal. Lots of girls have it done.“

„No, lots of girls don’t! And no virgins that I can think of! When did you do it?“

Nicky shrugged her shoulders and crossed her arms over her breasts.

„Did your cyber lover tell you to do that?“

„Yes, but it was my choice.“

Pamela’s eyes dropped to the girl’s crotch. „And where else are you pierced?“

Nicky flushed red. „None of your business!“ she said, embarrassed.

They arrived at Pamela’s old, Victorian style home and unloaded the bags, carrying them inside.

„Fuck! Thank God for air conditioning,“ Nicky groaned, rubbing her hand along her sweating forehead.

„Come on,“ Pamela said, leading her upstairs to the guest room.

She dropped the bags, and Nicky dropped hers with a gasp.

„The pool,“ Nicky said. „I’m all for the pool.“

„Oh yeah!“ Pamela said, enthusiastically. „I’ll get my suit!“

Nicky moved to the window and drew back the curtains, eyes dropping to Michael, who was wearing a tight thong as he moved around the edge of the pool with a net, clearing it of leaves. His oiled body glistened in the sunshine and the teenager felt a sudden tightness in her belly.

She watched her sister leave, and closed the door, locking it, then stripped off her tight tank top to bare her proud young breasts to the dresser top mirror. She fingered the little barbells piercing her nipples, and felt the pink buttons grow stiff. Her stomach felt a sudden jolt of electric heat, and she unsnapped her jeans and peeled them down, along with her panties.

She moaned weakly as she felt the dildo begin to slide out of her shaven sex. Master had told her she was not to climax until she was with him again.

Yet the dildo was driving her mad. Surely she should take it out now! Yet he had ordered her to leave it in place. Her virgin pussy lips clung tightly to it, but it was slick with her inner juices. She need only squeeze down a little to keep it inside.

She opened one of her bags and her heart raced, then she pulled out her black thong. She hadn’t ever dared wear it in public, at a beach or pool around boys, but this was just she and Pamela ... and Mike, of course. But he was… family… sort of.

The lycra slipped up her long legs and the straps slid high on her hips as she pulled the crotch tightly against her pussy. It would easily keep the dildo in place.

She pulled out the bra and slipped her shoulders into the straps, then pulled the cups against her breasts and pulled the strap behind, buckling it.

The cups were too small, straining against her breasts, showing a lot of cleavage, and she felt a liquid heat between her legs at the thought of wearing it around Mike. But Mike was ... Mike, and they’d flirted forever.

She felt deliciously slutty and sexy as she left the bedroom and made her way downstairs. She bit her lip as she looked out into the back yard. Mike was gorgeous! He was such a dreamboat! Pamela was so lucky! She slid the door open and stepped through.

„Hi, Mike!“ she called.

She was gratified as he turned with a broad grin on his face and started towards her, his arms open. She ran to him and was crushed against him, his big arms coming around her tightly, pulling in against the bare skin of her back, squeezing her breasts against his powerful chest.

„Nicky!“ he cried. „How are you, sexy?“

„Great!“ she said enthusiastically.

He shifted his hands onto her arms and pushed her out, holding her at arms length and eyeing her up and down.

„Woah,“ he said. „You’re a walking wet dream.“

Nicky flushed, excited but also embarrassed.

„Are your boobs getting even bigger?“ he teased.

„Mike!“ she groaned, blushing even more. „Don’t talk about my boobs!“

He chuckled and let go of her arms and she folded them over her breasts.

„They’re not nearly as big as Pam’s anyway,“ she said.

„They look plenty big to me, baby,“ he said with a mock leer.

„Jerk!“ she said, punching at his chest.

He grabbed at her and she squealed in delight, feeling a hot surge of sex heat as he wrapped his arms around her and she wiggled against his oiled body. He lifted her up, crushing her against his chest, and for a moment his hands pressed against her bare bottom. Then he half threw her up and bent forward, pulling her across his shoulder.

„Hey! Let me down!“

He laughed and slapped at her bare bottom.

„I know just the place for you, little girl,“ he said, turning and heading for the edge of the pool.

„Nooo!“Nicky slapped at his back, then squealed as he flung her into the water.

She twisted in the deep water and popped the surface, gasping, then treaded water as she looked up at him. Her eyes skimmed his powerful body and noted, with a spasm of lust, the thick bulge in his tight thong.

„Bastard!“

She splashed him hard, and he charged, dropping into the water next to her. Nicky squealed again and turned with delight, swimming away, but he caught at a kicking ankle and dragged her back.

Under the water, she kicked wildly as he got both ankles, dragging her upside down, holding her with her body pressed along his, and for a moment her face was pressed against his groin, and she felt a kind of sexual shockwave as she felt the hardness against her cheek. Then she was being thrown away into the water, turning and somersaulting before coming back to the surface.

They stared at each other from a few feet away, and Nicky felt a wild urge to throw herself into his arms. Sexual hunger roared like a bonfire inside her. But she turned away, striding through the water. She was slightly afraid now, afraid of what happened. It was fine and good to fantasise about Mike, which she’d done many times, and okay to flirt with him, but she’d given him a hard-on!

And she was feeling a wild sexual thrill herself. She’d given Mike a hard-on! That gave her a warm, hot sense of accomplishment, of victory, of womanly conquest. He was a grown man, a sophisticated man, not a boy, but he was hot for her. She felt like preening in smug satisfaction.

Then Pamela emerged from the house, wearing a tight bikini which looked even more revealing than Nicky’s, straining against her full, gorgeous breasts. She dropped a pair of towels and some lotion and then jumped into the water. A moment later she and Michael had their arms around each other as he lifted her into the air, their mouths pressed hungrily together.

„Miss me?“ she asked.

„Always,“ Michael said.

Nicky felt a throb of jealousy, though she knew that was foolish.

„But I’ve got your hot, sexy sister here. So that’s not too bad,“ Michael said.

„Oh really?“ Pamela said. „Well I’ll take care of her!“

And she leapt at Nicky, who squealed again and dodged aside as Mike looked on, laughing.

She and Pam wrestled before falling into the water and pulling away from each other. Then Pam caught her again, and Nicky felt her sister’s plump breasts pressed against her back as she was lifted up and swung around. Her body was still throbbing with sexual need, and she blamed that for how wicked and exciting Pam’s breasts felt against her skin. And when she wriggled around, laughing and wrestling, she deliberately pulled Pam’s body in against hers so their breasts were squash together.

And then she had a wicked idea. After all, there was no one here but she and Mike, Pam’s husband. She dodged aside, got her sister from behind, and yanked her bra down to bare her breasts Pam squealed of course, but was not at all upset. She saw a little shock come to Nicky’s face, though, when she noted the small rings piercing her nipples. Then she had tugged her top up again and put a vengeful look on her face.

„I’ll teach you, little girl!“

Nicky squealed and tried to dodge her, but it seemed to Pamela that she didn’t try as hard as she might. Nicky was taller than her by an inch, but Pamela was heavier, fuller of body, her muscles toned through regular workouts. She forced the laughing girl’s arms up behind her, held them there, and then yanked her bra top down to bare her breasts to Michael.

Embarrassment combined with an intense heat flooded Nicky’s body, as her breasts were bared. Mike was only a dozen feet away, watching and laughing. Now he looked at her breasts shamelessly, grinning, and gave a wolf whistle.

She pulled away from Pamela and threw herself into the water, yanking her bra cups up over her breasts again. „Bitch!“ she called over her shoulder.

„Watch your mouth, little girl,“ Mike said, „or you’ll get a spanking.“

Nicky whirled around, bra back firmly in place, arms over her chest.

„Who’s going to give it to me?“ she taunted.

„Me!“ Mike said.

„Ha!“

„Me!“ Pam said. „And we won’t even have to pull your panties down to do it.“

„Ha!“

They both started for her and Nicky yelped and twisted away, wading frantically through the water towards the edge of the pool. But Mike caught her right at the edge, and she squealed and laughed as he grabbed her from behind. She was bent over the lip of the pool, and for a long moment she felt his groin grinding into her bare bottom, his erection hard against her sensitive pussy.

He lifted her up and flung her back into the water, however, and she swam away, gasping, making for the other edge of the pool. Pam didn’t quite catch her, but got close enough to slap her hand against her bare bottom as she climbed out. The sound was wet and loud, and followed an instant later by Nicky’s outraged yelp of pain.

„Bitch!“ she yelled down at her sister. „That hurt!“

„Brat! Watch you don’t get another!“ Pam laughed.

Nicky felt almost overwhelmed with heat. She had to masturbate. Now!

No matter what Cyber Lord said! But she didn’t dare make it obvious. She had to find an excuse to get away for a few minutes. Just a few minutes.

„I need something to drink,“ she said, turning for the kitchen.

Pam pulled herself out of the pool, and to her disappointment, followed her. „I could use one too. That was a long, hot drive.“

They went into the kitchen together, and Nicky’s sexual heat felt as though it was burning a hole in her belly. She could hardly keep her fingers from twitching towards her throbbing sex. And, weirdly, even being with Pam made her feel hot. The two of them were half naked, dripping wet as the cold air wafted around them, and her eyes went to her sister’s breasts.

„So?“ she demanded. „Pierced nipples are terrible?“

Pam grinned cheekily. „That’s different. I’m a grown up.“

„Oh bull!“„

I didn’t say it was bad to pierce your nipples, Nicky,“ Pamela said as she poured herself a cola. „I was just surprised, you being a virgin and all.“

„You have to be a slut ... or married ... to have your nipples pierced?“

„No.“ Pamela looked at her a long moment that made Nicky squirm a little, then she put down the drink.

„Let me show you something.“

„I have to go to the bathroom.“

„Later.“

Pamela took her wrist and led her back up the stairs, this time to the master bedroom. The bed was enormous, and sat on an eight inch high pedestal. The entire floor was covered in a thick, almost fur like rug of a very dark golden colour. The bedspread seemed made of the same furry material.

One entire wall was of mirrored doors, and Pamela pulled her to the one closest to the corner and then let go.

She gave her sister a hesitant look, then opened the mirrored door.

Nicky’s eyes widened, then her jaw dropped. The inside of the door held hooks, and on those hooks was a wide variety of leather and steel restraints and collars, straps, crops, whips and flogs. The clothes hanging up inside were all leather, and all skimpy. There was a shelf on which sat a number of dildos, vibrators, and things that Nicky had never even seen before.

Blushing a little, Pam held up a pair of shackles. „Bondage isn’t exactly a mystery to me and Mike,“ she said softly.

„Holy shit!“ Nicky whispered, her mind buzzing.


Chapter Five



Pamela smiled at the girl, but her own inner heat drove her on. Heart pounding, she put the shackles back, then took down a wide, studded leather collar and held it up to Nicky’s throat. The blonde girl’s hands rose at first, as if to push the collar away, then they dropped to her sides as her sister placed the collar gently around her throat, then turned her and buckled the collar behind her. For good measure, she snapped a small padlock into the lock.

Nicky moved back and stared at herself wonderingly in another mirror, pulse racing.

„I-It looks ... hot,“ she said, her voice a whisper.

She looked down as Pam took her right arm and watched as her sister put a leather restraint around her wrist, buckled it, and locked it. Then she held up her other hand and watched as Pamela locked a restraint around that.

She turned, a haze of excitement making the world seem to spin a little as she admired herself in the mirror.

„I could never afford this kind of stuff,“ she breathed.

„I think we’re about the same size,“ Pam said, pulling out a pair of black stiletto heels. They were quite slinky, with straps and buckles crossing the foot, and Nicky had never worn heels nearly so high. She stepped into one, then balanced herself on her sister’s shoulder as Pamela bent to fasten the second one on.

„How do you walk in these?“ she asked, partly aroused, partly amused, as she moved slowly back and forth.

„Carefully,“ Pamela said. „But walking isn’t the point. It’s how you look when you walk.“

Nicky stopped and looked at herself in the mirror.

„I look sexy,“ she said with excitement.

She looked down to see Pamela locking leather restraints around her ankles, and stepped back a little to admire herself anew. Pam produced a chain, and locked it to a ring set into her right wrist restraint, then took her arm and pulled it gently behind her back, slowly forcing it up higher, then higher still, until Nicky gasped in pain. She then locked the chain to a ring in the back of the collar.

„This one will be a bit harder,“ she murmured, clipping another chain to the blonde girl’s other wrist and pulling that behind her.

It was harder, and Nicky gasped and groaned as her arm was forced up higher, but she made no protest. Then the second chain was in place and her wrists were held up high behind her back, and she was bent back a little, her back arched, her breasts thrusting out.

„Not finished yet,“ Pamela said.

She drew a thick strap from the closet and moved behind her sister, pulling the strap up beneath her bent arms, then looping it in around them.

She placed the tongue through the buckle and slowly tightened the straps, forcing Nicky’s arms back.

„Oh! Oh shit!“ Nicky gasped.

„Too much?“

Nicky gulped in several breaths. „Keep going,“ she said in a quivering voice.

Pamela tightened the straps further, and Nicky’s elbows pulled back towards each other. She paused to massage the girl’s shoulders, then continued pulling on the straps until Nicky’s elbows were jammed together.

Only then did she buckle the belt. A second belt went around her arms but higher up, and was easily buckled in place.

„And finally,“ Pamela said.

She pulled the string behind her sister’s neck, and the bra cups fell away. Nicky gasped and her face reddened, but again she made no protest as Pamela undid the second string behind her back and removed her bra. Then her sister slipped her thumbs into the high waistband of her thong and peeled it down her legs. Nicky blushed deeply, stepping out of it, newly aware of the dildo in her pussy.

„You’re shaved too I see,“ Pamela said quietly.

That relieved Nicky of one embarrassment, but she gasped as her sister’s hand came down to give her pussy a little squeeze.

„That’s right through the clit,“ she said, her finger easing back the hood of Nicky’s clit and examining the barbell piercing her clit. „I bet that hurt.“

Nicky tensed uncomfortably, her mind squirming with heat, lust, excitement and embarrassment as her sister fingered her clit ring. Then she examined the same stainless steel barbells piercing her sister’s nipples.

„I think we can replace those,“ she said.

She unhooked the barbells and took them out of Nicky’s nipples, then replaced them with a pair of her own, large rings each as wide around as a silver dollar, though quite thin and light. She produced another ring, then, smaller and thicker, which she knelt to insert in Nicky’s clit. The girl gulped and moaned weakly but did not protest as Pamela rose again.

„Kneel,“ Pamela ordered.

Nicky almost fell to her knees, her wobbly legs giving way.

„Spread your legs, slut.“A jolt hit the blonde teenager, and she thought she might climax right then and there.

„I-I… I don’t…“

But Pamela gripped her wet, tangled hair and yanked, and Nicky yelped in pain, jerking her knees apart.

„More, slut.“

Thrilled, embarrassed, shocked, frightened, aroused, the girl shifted her knees, and the dildo began to push out through her tight sex lips.

„Ah, and what have we here?“ Pamela demanded, kneeling beside her, tracing the line of her sex as the dildo pushed.

„P-Pammie!“

Pamela chuckled and gripped the emerging dildo, sliding it slowly out into view.

„My, my. It’s a long one,“ she said, pulling it slowly out into view as her sister blushed fiercely. „But not nearly thick enough for a whore like you.“

She pulled on her sister’s hair.

„Forward, down on your shoulders, slut. Raise your behind.“

Nicky gasped and moaned weakly as she let herself fall forward onto her shoulders. Her sister slapped lightly at her bottom, then pulled the dildo out.

„Leg’s wide apart, little slut,“ Pamela ordered, kicking at her sister’s legs so they shifted further apart.

She walked past her and drew a studded dildo from the closet, then turned and smiled down at the wide eyed girl, noting her gasp of excitement at the thick girth of the studded dildo.

She moved behind her and knelt, then rubbed the head up and down her sister’s smooth, tight little slit. It was already sopping, and the head of the dildo soon glistened as she pushed it deeper, pulled it back, then thrust it through the taut sex lips and into her quivering young body.

„Oh! Oh God!“ Nicky croaked. „I-it’s thick!“

„Just what you need, slutty girl,“ Pamela said, pumping the front part of the dildo in and out, forcing it every deeper into her sister’s belly. „And long. It’s a foot long and you’re going to take every last inch.“

„Oh!“ Nicky groaned. „Oh! Oh yes! Oh God! Unnggh!“

Pamela worked the thick dildo deeper and deeper, twisting it around inside Nicky’s belly, shifting left, then right, then up then down, until there were only a few inches left. She slid her hand further down the length of the dildo until she was holding just the base, then shoved hard.

„Oww! Ohh! That hurts!“ Nicky gasped.

„Good. Everyone loves to hurt slutty little slave girls,“ Pamela taunted, twisting the dildo in her fist.

„Fuck! Oh! I-it won’t go deeper!“ Nicky cried.

„Just watch me, slut.“

She twisted the dildo, forcing the head up, and jammed it forward so it slid back past the girl’s cervix. Nicky cried out, her bottom jerking violently, but by then Nicky’s hand was flat against her sex mound, the flat base of the dildo even with the young blonde teen’s sex lips.

„There, slut. I knew you could take it all. Now stay put.“

She rose and moved past the girl to the closet, drew down an enema bag, and walked quickly into the master bathroom to fill it up. She returned to find Nicky still in place, her eyes closed, her breathing ragged as she moaned softly beneath her breath. Pamela rubbed lubrication on the nozzle of the enema hose and then knelt behind her sister and slowly inserted it in her rectum.

„Oh! Wh-what are you doing!?“ Nicky gasped, eyes shooting open.

„Nicky, you have a lovely bottom. And men love to fuck pretty slave girls in the ass.“

She heard her sister’s breath sucked in sharply as she pushed the nozzle deeper, and then opened the screw so warm water flowed down into her anus.

„Oh! Shit! I-I… I don’t think I ... I’m not sure I want to …“Pamela slapped her bottom sharply. „Silence, little slave girl, or I’ll gag you,“ she said sternly.

The water drained down through the hose as her sister knelt, trembling, her fingers squirming and hands twisting up high behind her back. One quart, then a second, and the girl began to squirm more, her breathing become more ragged still.

„That will do for now,“ she said, turning the nozzle.

„Now to keep it there.“

She took out the large butt plug and placed a little oil on the end, then pressed it against her sister’s anal opening. Nicky began to gasp and groan anew, then to complain and whine, but gave only a small squeak when the thickest part of the butt plug passed into her body and the wrinkled little opening all but closed behind it, leaving the rear plug flat against her.

„Good. Now up and back.“

She helped lift Nicky back up into a kneeling position, then took down a spreader bar with straps on the ends and strapped them to her sister’s legs just behind the knees, forcing them to remain wide, wide open.

The dildo remained buried in Nicky’s sex, but a half inch had pushed out, and Pamela thrust it back again, then attached a small chain to a tiny ring in the base and locked it to her sister’s clitoral ring.

„Ohhh!“ Nicky groaned, her head rolling with the heat billowing up through her groin.

„Nasty little slut,“ Pamela said.

She brushed out her sister’s long hair, then used a blow dryer to quickly style it before stepping back. „Almost perfect,“ she said.

The finale was a fat black ball gag which forced Nicky’s jaw wide and crushed her tongue down against her lower lip. Pamela felt her own groin throbbing with excitement as she stared down at her wide eyed sister, her eyes running up and down the girl’s lush, lewdly displayed body as she knelt there before the mirror, legs held wide.

„The perfect, helpless little sex slave to any man who wants you,“ she said. „And I know one who wants you badly. Or hadn’t you put together the fact that Miguel is simply Michael in Spanish?“

She saw her sister’s eyes widen before she turned and left the room.

Mike was just coming into the kitchen when she got down.

„Where’s your slut sister?“ he asked with a grin.

She raised her eyebrows. „Are you referring to my innocent, virginal teenage sister?“

„That’s the little cum swallower,“ he said.

„The little whore is in our bedroom waiting for you to come and rape her, of course.“

He grinned and she nodded. „Miguel,“ she said.

„Hmm?“ He tried and failed to look innocent.

„A Spanish man? How clichéd. It wouldn’t have worked with anyone older.“

„I can speak pretty good Spanish,“ he said, putting his arms around her and letting his hands squeeze her buttocks.

„And what have you been making my innocent sister do over the Internet?“

He laughed. „You should see the videos. Your sister is as fuck hungry a little whore as I’ve seen ... since you, of course.“

He pulled her top down and filled his hands with her breasts.

„And now you’re going to go upstairs and do her,“ she said.

„Really?“ he asked doubtfully.

„It’s what you’ve always wanted. She’s all ready for it, too.“

She took his hand and led him up the stairs. He was still uncertain, suspicious of her intentions, but when she opened the door to the master bedroom and ushered him in his cock instantly stiffened as he realized his long lust was about to be satisfied.

Nicky squirmed and sweated, moaning into the gag filling her mouth.

Her belly felt bloated and uncomfortable, and were it not for the fat plug in her rear she was sure she would have exploded all over the thick carpet. Her breasts throbbed and her nipples were almost painfully stiff. And her pussy burned around the thick dildo Pam had thrust up into her body. She could feel her vaginal muscles spasming around it, and was quite certain she would climax if she just jammed her heel up into her pussy a little.

She was astonished she had never put the names together before. Of course, she never thought of Michael as Michael, but always as Mike. And she had never really considered how similar it was to her Internet lover, Miguel.

Now her mind spun and her face burned as she thought of the things she had done in front of her web cam for him, the things he had made her do, the words they had typed to each other.

She raced through her memories of the images she had sent, the words, and moaned in humiliation. Yet there was also a strong and powerful sense of excitement and awe that handsome Michael had thought her so sexy he wanted to seduce her over the Internet. She had always suspected the man she was dealing with was someone fat and unattractive, and perhaps decades older. To know it was sexy, gorgeous Michael was to experience anew all the nasty things she had done with her sister’s husband with a new sense of excitement.

Her eyes kept staring at herself with greedy, lustful fascination. She looked so hot, so wickedly sexy! So kinky and wild! She looked like the slave girl Pam had called her, like the slut slave Miguel/Michael had described her.

And now what was going to happen? Surely Pam wasn’t bringing Michael up to see her like this?! Surely not!

She could not even bring her knees together to hide her sex, or the base of the dildo impaling her, chained to her clitoris so that as pressure forced it slowly down it pulled against her sensitive, throbbing little clit with delicious pain.

And then the door opened and her heart almost stopped as Michael walked in. Her face flooded with red, turning her skin crimson all the way down to her upper chest. Stricken, shocked, she froze, her heart drumming wildly as the older man walked towards her with a slowly spreading grin of appreciation on his face. She hardly noticed Pam coming in behind him and standing back against the door as Michael stood over her.

„Well, little slut. You’re finally here in the flesh, completely at my mercy,“ he said as he knelt before her.

Nicky squirmed helplessly, her wrists twisting in their bonds, her knees jerking against the spreader bar as his eyes roamed her body freely.

„Nice tits. I always thought you had nice tits,“ he said, cupping them in his hands and kneading them gently with his fingers.

He pinched her nipples and plucked at the rings until she winced and moaned into the gag, then let them go and brushed the heavy bangs back from her forehead.

„I’m going to enjoy raping you, slut,“ he said.

Nicky felt a wild, hot jolt of excitement rip through her body and mind as Michael made his intentions completely clear, and then she shuddered as his hand dropped between her legs and his finger stroked against her swollen clitoris. Her head rolled bonelessly on her shoulders and her eyes closed as a wave of heat rolled over her.

„What a pretty little shaved cunt,“ he said. „It looks so much nicer in person than it did over the Internet. I’m glad I had you shave it. It’s such a lovely, tight little cunt.“

„Slut,“ he growled, plucking at the chain so that pain suddenly ripped through the suffocating sexual heat engulfing the teenager.

He stood and her eyes opened, glassy and filled with excitement, flicking only momentarily to her sister before being caught by Michael’s hands as they pulled down his bathing suit. Her pulse rocketed upwards at sight of him naked, at the way his long, thick cock stuck out straight from his hairless, shaved groin.

„Do you like my cock, little slut?“ he asked, fisting it. „Because you’re going to be eating it in a moment.“

He gripped her thick, soft hair and rubbed his cockhead across her forehead, then over her cheeks and eyes and spread lips, grinning down at her wide eyes. Then he reached behind her head and unstrapped the gag, before gripping the ball and working it slowly out of her mouth. Nicky let out a gasp of pain as her jaws were finally able to close again, and worked her mouth as she stared at his fat cockhead.

„Have you sucked cock before, slut?“ he asked.

She stared, somewhat dazed, and he slapped her face lightly.

„I asked you a question, slut.“

„Uh ... I-I ... y-yes,“ she croaked.

He slapped her face again.

„You say sir, when answering, slut.“

„Yes, sir!“ she said, her mind racing and spinning, her body quivering with excitement.

„Do you like to suck cocks, slut?“

„Yes, sir,“ she breathed.

„You’re a little cocksucker, are you?“

„Yes, sir.“

„Say it.“

Nicky drew in a deep breath. „I-I’m a little cocksucker, sir!“

„Are you a good cocksucker, slut?“

„I-I don’t know, sir.“

„I will make you into a good cocksucker, Nicky. Or rather, your slut sister will teach you how to be a good cocksucker. She’s an expert. Everyone says so.“

Nicky’s wide eyes flicked briefly to her sister. Everyone? How many people would Pam have sucked? She’d been married for ...

Her dazed thinking was interrupted by Michael, who thrust his cockhead at her open mouth. It slipped inside and she felt her heart skip a beat as it slid over her tongue.

„Suck cock, whore,“ he growled.

Nicky’s eyes bulged as he pushed forward and her mouth filled with cock. She had performed oral sex before, of course, on a number of occasions, but it had always been on a boy who was seated while she clutched his cock and worked her mouth on it. Now her wrists were bound behind her neck and Michael ... a man, no boy ... was pushing his cock as deep into her mouth as he wanted.

It slid forward across her tongue, fat and thick and hot, the puffy nose threatening to enter her throat so that she gagged slightly. Then it pulled back, jamming against the inside of her left cheek. She sucked on it weakly, almost instinctively, licking at the underside as he pulled back and thrust in against her opposite cheek. It was slick with her saliva now, sliding sensuously through her lips as she tried to squeeze them together around it.

It was thicker than the cocks she had known, too, and her lips were quite wide as the fat shaft slid back and forth between them. The slick, slippery wetness of the shaft as it crossed her lips made her feel a delicious sense of tactile excitement, and she moaned around the meaty prick as he pumped it in and out, using her mouth as he chose.

He was slow, at first, holding her head loosely. He twisted her thick hair up around the top of her head and held it in one hand, the other hand arrogantly placed on his hip as he pumped his thick shaft in and out of the girl’s mouth. He turned and grinned at Pamela.

„Didn’t I tell you years ago I’d fuck your whore sister’s mouth one day?“

Nicky felt a hot flush of excitement at the words, and moaned around his pumping cock as her entire body seemed to convulse. Her pussy squeezed down around the fat dildo and her anus spasmed around the thick butt plug.

Her lower belly ached from the fullness, the water seeming to slosh around inside her bowels and anus.

„Suck harder, slut,“ Michael growled, driving his cock deeper into Nicky’s mouth.

Nicky gagged weakly, trying to suck with more energy, licking at the head and shaft as best she could while it pumped back and forth across her tongue.

„You’re not half as good a cocksucker as your sister,“ he said. „But we’ll teach you better.“

He was pumping still deeper, and Nicky was choking, gagging and twisting weakly against his grip on her hair.

„Why don’t you just rape her throat like you’ve always said you would?“ Pamela said.

Michael smiled down at the girl. „Now that’s a good idea. There’s nothing like ramming your cock down some little whore’s throat on a sunny afternoon. Are you ready to swallow cock, slut? Are you?“

Nicky’s eyes were wide and anxious, and she tried to shake her head, but he now gripped it with both hands, pulling her hair out into rough, tangled balls to either side of her head. He spread his own legs apart for balance and forced Nicky to tilt her head back.

„You can do it, you little whore. You were made to swallow cock,“ he said.

Pamela came over and knelt beside her bound sister, gripping the back of her collar to help hold her steady. She reached down and began rub her finger against the girl’s clit as she leaned in against her.

„You always wanted him, Nicky, you little slut,“ she said. „You know you wanted to fuck him forever. You’ve done everything but stick your hand down his pants. Well now you’ve got him. You better be able to please him. Or else. “

And with that Michael’s fingers tightened around her skull and he forced his cock forward. Nicky gagged violently, but only briefly as the fat head of his cock slipped into her throat and the shaft followed. Her eyes bulged, and she twisted to pull away, but her sister caught her in her arms and Michael held her head tightly as she stared in wide-eyed disbelief at the length of cock sliding forward into her mouth.

Then her face was pressed firmly against his groin, her lips jammed tightly around the base of his cock.

„Ahhh, fucking good,“ Michael groaned.

He held the girl in place for long seconds, grinding his pelvis, rubbing her face into his groin as his cock filled her throat. Then he slowly eased back halfway, only to thrust deep again and jam her nose into his pubic bone.

„Love that tight, teenage throat,“ he said, his voice ragged.

„Fuck the little whore’s face,“ Pamela growled. „Rape her slut throat.“

Michael pumped his cock in and out, using long strokes, as Nicky’s head reeled and her chest burned from lack of air. The world began to blur and black dots danced before her eyes, and only then did Michael pull his cock free of her throat.

She coughed and gasped for breath, gulping in air as a long string of saliva slid over her lower lip and fell onto her chest.

„Did you like the taste of my husband’s cock, Nicky?“ Pamela asked snidely. „You know you’ve been begging for it forever.“

Nicky tried to talk, but was still gasping for breath when Michael abruptly forced her head sharply back again and thrust his cock into her mouth. She had just enough time to fill her lungs with air before the slick, saliva coated cockhead jammed against the back of her mouth and slid into her throat.

Again she gagged violently, but his cock filled her throat and slid down deep as he held her struggling head in both hands and pulled her mouth forward along his cock until her face was again jammed into his groin.

„Aw, fuck she’s got a tight throat!“ Michael groaned.

„Rape her throat then,“ Pamela said, excited as she watched her sister’s struggles. „Do her!“

Michael began to pump, at the same time jerking Nicky’s head in and out to meet each thrust. She gagged and choked repeatedly at first, as he let his cockhead slide up and down using a good half the length of his shaft, pulling and thrusting quickly as he used her throat with rough, fast movements. But as his cock continued to pump up and down inside her throat it seemed that Nicky’s gag reflex gave up and soon he was using even longer strokes even as her air began to run out.

He used almost the full length of his stiff cock, his fingers digging into her scalp as he thrust forward and yanked her face up along his throat at the same time, grunting with effort and pleasure as her raped her throat.

Pamela resumed her light stroking of her sister’s clitoris, fascinated by the sight of her exposed throat as it bulged again and again from the pumping movements of her husband’s thick cock inside it. When he pulled free at last Nicky again coughed and gulped in air, and more saliva dripped from his cockhead and over her lower lip, but there was much less gagging, and she merely moaned dazedly.

„Did you like that, little slut?“ he taunted, rubbing his spit-wet cock all over her pale face. „You’re learning to be a real little cocksucker.“

He forced her head back again and once more drove his cock into her throat. Again she gagged, but only at the start, and much less violently, used to the motion now as his shaft slid back and forth through her mouth and down her throat. Less panicked, she began to appreciate the odd feel of the shaft now as it stroked against her tongue and all along her throat. The trauma of her initial throat raping passed and the old sensations began to make themselves aware: the heat in her body, the fullness and discomfort in her bowels, the thick rubber dildo in her pussy, and the fat butt plug in her anus.

Again he pulled free, let her breath, then thrust himself deep into her throat. The longer his cock was inside her the less discomfort Nicky felt, the less panic, the less fear. Now she felt a rising heat as she stared at it in disbelief, as she felt the amazement creeping over her of what he had done, what she had done. She was taking a cock all the way down her throat! She thought of all the boys she had known who would be shocked with delight had she been able to do such a thing to them and felt a sense of weary smugness.

He pulled his cock out and once again rubbed the spit wet thing all over her face, which was now almost as wet as his cock.

„Suck his balls, bitch,“ Nicky growled into her ear. „Go on. Lick at them. Suck them!“

And Nicky obeyed as Michael drew her mouth to his fat, hairless balls.

She sucked one in, licking and suckling, massaging it inside her warm, wet mouth, then kissed and licked the other before sucking that in, tasting the musky saltiness of Michael’s sweat before again submitting to oral rape as his cock drove deep into her throat.

„You’re a natural cocksucker, aren’t you, slut?“ Pamela sneered, still rubbing the pad of her finger along the girl’s swollen clitoris.

The fat dildo inside her was pulling against the chain attached to her clit ring with a delicious sense of stinging pain. Pamela’s rubbing made Nicky want to grind her hips forward as it added to the pain but made her belly squirm with pleasure.

„Should I fuck her virginity away now?“ Michael gasped.

„No. I think you should come over her slut face,“ Pamela said vindictively.

„Yeah!“

He pulled his slick cock out and pumped it with his fist as he held the girl by the hair, and exploded with semen, spurting thick, warm wads of come over the half dazed teenager’s face. He finished by again rubbing his cock over her face, smearing the semen and saliva all across her lips, cheeks nose and forehead.


Chapter Six



Pamela removed the spreader bar from her sister’s legs, then took her hair from Michael’s hand.

„Now to the bathroom, slut,“ she ordered.

She pulled on Nicky’s hair, forcing the girl forward while holding her down so she must move awkwardly on her knees alone.

Nicky groaned as her knees left the soft, deep rug and began to move across the hard, cold tiles of the big bathroom.

The bathroom was enormous and circular. The floor and tub were white, the walls blue, the roof high and round and painted with clouds. The round tub was eight feet wide on an elevated marble platform, and there was a huge shower enclosure. The room was replete with potted and hanging plants.

Nicky led the girl over to the toilet and pulled on her hair, turning her around and raising her up to a squat, then manoeuvring her over the toilet.

She deftly reached down and gripped the butt plug as Michael wandered into the room behind her, then yanked it slowly free.

Nicky had recovered most of her wits by now, and cringed at the realization her sister and Michael intended to remain as she expelled everything in her bowels. She tried to hold it in, ignoring the cramps and aches inside her as the two stood over her and looked down.

„A-aren’t you going to leave?“ she asked in a quavering voice.

„No! Slaves have no privacy.“

Pamela reached down and began to push her hand against Nicky’s lower belly, drawing gasps and groans from the girl. Michael then stepped in, straddling both girl and toilet, and gripped her hair to draw her mouth towards his now flaccid cock.

„Come on, slut. You’re not half finished,“ he said. „I’ve wanted to ram my cock up your tight little ass for years now. Get me hard again!“

He rubbed his cock over her face, then forced it into her mouth.

„Suck!“ he demanded.

Nicky groaned as she licked at his cock and drew it into her mouth. It was beginning to harden already, but it was still soft enough to work her mouth around all of it as it lay curled up inside, to lick and suck at it, then at his balls as he bent her head back and his cock hardened.

At the same time she was desperately trying to maintain control of her bowels. The cramps and ache were growing more and more terrible as Pamela continued to push cruelly against her lower belly, and the urge to give in and let go was becoming overpowering.

And then she did. Water and the contents of her bowels gushed out of her as the others chuckled and Michael thrust his cock into her mouth again.

„Suck, whore,“ he commanded, forcing her head back further as he drove his cock down her throat.

Water trickled out of Nicky’s anal opening, and though her face was red with humiliation, she felt a wonderful sense of relief. Yet more was to come as she gasped and her belly spasmed and more water spurted out of her into the toilet below. Michael pulled his cock back into her mouth, jabbing the head against the insides of her cheeks and caressing her tongue. Then Pamela yanked her off the toilet and over the bidet. She felt the warm water spewing up against her groin and trembled, dropping her eyes in embarrassment as Michael looked on.

„Getting that tight little teenage ass all ready for me to rape?“ he growled.

„Any minute now,“ Pamela said.

She used paper towels to dry off her sister’s bottom, then pulled her forward by the hair and bent her over the long teak counter. She and Michael spread the girl’s legs wide, and Michael slapped her soft, round bottom as he eyed the puckered little anal opening.

„Have you ever been fucked in the ass, slut?“ he demanded.

„N-No!“ Nicky gasped.

She felt a surge of shame and excitement twisting together in her mind.

She knew they were both being deliberately cold, cruel and nasty in their language, yet it still gave her a delicious sense of excitement.

Pamela slapped her bottom and she cried out in pain.

„Sir,“ she corrected. „You will respond with sir or miss when one of us talks to you, slut.“

„Y-Yes, miss!“ Nicky gasped.

She moaned as she felt a finger at her anus. Then her eyes widened as she felt the slick, moist heat of Michael’s cock pressing against her back opening. Her anal muscles were weak, exhausted, and her insides were still feeling a wonderful sense of relief from the strain and pain of the water which had been held inside her all too long. Despite her tightness, Michael’s cock slid easily into her rectum, and she shuddered with excitement, groaning long and loud as his long, thick cock slid into her to the hilt.

„The little slut loves it!“ Pamela snorted.

„Fuck! I do too!“ Michael groaned.

He moved his big hands to the teenager’s thighs just beneath her buttocks, spreading them still farther apart, squeezing her taut buttocks up from beneath as he jammed his cock into her to the hilt, then began to grind his hips against her soft flesh.

„You know, a lot of women would be upset to see their husbands fucking their sisters in the ass,“ Pamela said.

„You’re a fantastic wife,“ he groaned, beginning to pump.

„You’re goddamn right I am.“

She watched her husband’s strokes grow in length and speed, watched his stiff cock driving into her sister’s anus again and again, watched Nicky’s face, drawn and filled with passion and dazed excitement.

„Do you like it, you little whore?“ she demanded, leaning forward and gripping the girl’s hair to twist her head to one side. „Do you like getting fucked in the ass by my husband?“

Michael answered for her. „Who cares if she likes it?“ he panted. „We’ll build a cage in the basement and keep her there naked. We’ll tell your parents she went to Europe or something.“

„Would you like that, little slut?“ Pamela asked, her hand sliding in between the girl’s legs and rubbing at her clit. „Would you like being kept naked in a cage!?“

The pumping of Michael’s big cock felt delicious inside her, and Nicky was on the verge of an enormous orgasm even before Pamela reached in and began to rub at her clit. Now the sex heat surged up through her body and exploded into a massive orgasm that shook her like a dog with a rat. Her face drew back into a rictus of pleasure as she gurgled helplessly, her body shaking and bucking, her insides flaring wildly.

The orgasm roared inside her, and she began to cry out in short, sharp, mindless animal passion as Michael increased the force of his thrusts.

„The little whore is coming!“ Pamela said. „You little slut! Coming while my husband fucks your ass! What a whore you are!“

Her climax was overwhelming. Nicky had never felt one like it. It seemed to grow ever more powerful, and go on so long she thought she would surely die ... and didn’t care. It flooded through her mind and tossed her about like a cork in a storm, and the only constant which kept intruding on her floating mind was the hard thrusting of Michael’s cock, the hard slapping of his hips against her buttocks, and the steady, rough fingering of her clitoris.

Somewhere in the middle of it Michael came, gasping in ecstasy as he emptied himself into the girl’s bowels. His pumping slowed and he gave a deep, shuddering breath of release as he released her thighs, his body bending forward over hers as he ground himself into her buttocks weakly, spent.

„You owe me big time,“ Pamela said, glowering at her husband as he eased back from her sister’s prone body.

„I most certainly do,“ he sighed.

„But first, I think I should have a word with my dear baby sister.“

He smiled and yawned hugely. „I need a shower. Perhaps when I’m done I’ll be ready to have another taste of her.“

„We’ll see.“

She gripped Nicky’s hair casually and forced the moaning girl upright, then pulled her after her out the door and into the bedroom. It was a large room, the front part of which held a comfortable sofa and table, and she led the girl there, then pushed her down onto her knees before the sofa and sat facing her.

„Well, little slut, was it all you’d hoped it would be?“

Nicky hung her head, still breathing heavily.

„You’ve been flirting with him, showing him your tight little ass for years now. So you finally got his cock up into you. I hope you’re finally happy.“

Nicky looked up a little uncertainly, then seemed to frown, and take on a bit of a pouty look. „I didn’t do anything you didn’t want me to,“ she said accusingly. „You wanted me to fuck your husband.“

„You didn’t fuck him, slut. He fucked your mouth and ass. You’re still technically a virgin.“

„I’m sure he’ll take care of that soon.“

Pamela’s eyes narrowed. „Don’t get ahead of yourself, little slut. Michael has strong demands of his women, and I doubt you’re up to them. “

„I can do anything you can,“ Nicky said challengingly.

Pamela smiled at her somewhat gravelly voice. „Got a sore throat, little slut?“

Nicky scowled. „I’ll get used to it. I’m sure you swallow his cock all the time.“

„And do you think I’m going to allow you to get used to it, little slut?“

Nicky tossed her head arrogantly. „He wants me. He’s hot for me.“

Pamela smiled. „Do you think you’re the first little slut he’s used? I don’t mind because I know they mean absolutely nothing to him but a quick piece of ass.“

Nicky flushed.

„The only reason Michael is hot for you is because you’re my sister. And if I demand it he’ll drop you like yesterday’s stale bread. No, little slut, if you want more of this you’ll have to satisfy me that you’re up to the job, that you’re more than a passing piece of ass he paused to stick his cock into. “

Nicky licked her lips, thinking of how her sister’s fingers helped bring her to such an incredible climax.

„And what do I have to do?“ she asked warily.

„Obey.“

Nicky licked her lips.

„If you’re to be in any kind of relationship here you have to know your place, which is at the bottom. Michael and I don’t just play at games. We have a hot, exciting relationship. He is the master, and I am the slave. Do you think you’re capable of being a slave girl?“

Nicky drew in a deep, shaky breath and straightened her back. „I’ve been doing that on the Internet for months.“

„Have you? Oh yes, Michael mentioned it. I’ll have to look at the videos.“

Nicky’s face reddened.

„Do you think there is anything of your body, of your sexuality that you can keep hidden from me or anyone? If you’re Michael’s sex slave your body belongs to him, and he will not only use it as he chooses, but give it to anyone he wants to make use of it. Do you understand that, slut? He will give you to men to use.“

Nicky looked daunted, and hesitant, but she felt a wild flare of heat between her legs at the thought, as well.

„He did that on the Internet,“ she said in a low voice tinged with excitement. „He brought in another guy, a guy with a web cam so I could see him, and made me… do things in front of my web cam while he watched. It was…“ She looked down. „It was humiliating, but in a way it was also incredibly exciting. I felt so… hot and nasty and…“

„And so if he gives you to a stranger you’ll obey?“

Nicky took another deep breath and nodded.

„And if he gives you to many men at once?“

Nicky looked abashed, as if she hadn’t thought of it, but then that flare of heat came again, stronger still. „Yes, “she breathed.

„And women? Are you ready to perform for women he might give you to?“

Nicky stared into her sister’s eyes. „Including you?“

„I would say Michael would most definitely want to see that.“

„I don’t mind,“ Nicky said confidently.

„You don’t, hmm?“

Pamela stood up, and her sister tilted her head back.

„And are you ready to be punished for misbehaviour? Or to be punished simply for our pleasure? Are you ready for the strap, little slut? Are you ready for the flog and whip? Are you ready for the pain?“

Nicky stiffened, then once again felt that hot gush of excitement.

„I’ll be a good… sex slave,“ she said, half choking on the excitement of the words.

Pamela slapped her face and Nicky gasped, her head rocking to one side, her body almost falling over.

„Wh-what did you do that for?“ she demanded in shock.

Pamela cocked her head to once side as if surprised at the question.

„Because I wanted to.“

„Bitch!“

Pamela slapped her face again, on the other side, and Nicky’s head was again thrown aside as she cried out in pain.

„Get it into your head, slut, that a sex slave must not only learn to obey, but must also learn the pleasure of pain.“

Nicky stared up at her, her cheeks pinkening, and Pamela slapped her again.

The girl let out a small cry, but then jerked her head back defiantly.

„Spread your legs, slut!“ Pamela barked, prodding at Nicky’s knees.

Nicky immediately shifted her knees well apart, her body stiff, her face set.

Pamela snorted, and slit her foot between her sister’s legs, bringing her toes up against the dildo still protruding from her taut sex lips. Nicky let out a little gasp as she jammed her toe up against the dildo, then eased her foot a little higher, rubbing her toe against Nicky’s clit.

„If you enter into this relationship you will become a sex toy to anyone who wants you, as well as a whipping girl for our pleasure and theirs. Are you prepared to be hung by the ankles and have your pussy whipped? I don’t think so. Are you ready to swallow cock while a dozen people look on? I don’t think so. Do you think you can hold your breasts up, offering them to Michael, while he straps them? I know you can’t.“

„I-I can!“ Nicky cried, both excited and frightened by her words, her mind spinning with all the hot, sexy stories the man she now knew was Michael had spun for her over the past months, stories of Arab slave girls, of pirate prisoners, of girls whipped and flogged and hung by their wrists to be raped.

The thought that she herself might be treated in the same fashion was daunting, yet also intensely thrilling. She had so often imagined herself in those positions as she had masturbated that her pussy was thrumming and throbbing as she thought of her fantasies coming true. Nicky’s big toe was rubbing against her clitoris, and the sensations were so exquisitely exciting now as she thought of herself being punished that she could hardly resist grinding her pussy forward.

„Let us see, then, Nicky, you little whore,“ Pamela said.

She stepped past her and went to the closet, returning with a long, thin, flexible switch. She knew it would sting terribly but leave no marks or bruises.

„I’m going to punish you for committing adultery with my husband,“ she said, twisting the switch in her hands as she looked down at her wide-eyed sister.

The switch was a good three feet in length, and she extended it to Nicky, slipping it in beneath her sex and sawing it lightly back and forth. Nicky gasped, rising higher, her body trembling slightly as her face became more flushed.

„Are you ready to be punished, slut?“

„Y-Yes,“ Nicky panted.

Pamela slapped her face again and Nicky cried out.

„You will call me miss. Did you not understand that, slut?“

„Yes, miss!“ Nicky gasped.

Pamela let the switch prod at her sister’s soft breasts, then brought it up beneath Nicky’s chin. „Should I whip your breasts, little girl?“ she asked mockingly. „Do you think you could last five seconds if I did?“

The thought made Nicky tremble, and she wasn’t at all sure Pamela wasn’t right.

„I-I can take it,“ she gulped.

Pamela snorted.

„I think not, little slut. Turn and bend over. Put your face into the rug and raise your bottom high.“

Relieved, and excited, yet still anxious, Nicky turned and grunted as she fell forward, her shoulders taking her weight as she felt the soft rug against her cheek.

„Are you sorry for being such a slut, Nicky?“ Pamela asked as she sawed the switch along her sister’s pussy.

This, at least, was a game Nicky knew well. Without touch, Miguel Michael ... had excited her with dirty words, especially making her say dirty things about herself.

„Yes, miss,“ she said. „I’m sorry for being such a filthy little slut.“

„You’re a dirty, filthy little whore, aren’t you?“ Pamela growled, sawing the switch back and forth over Nicky’s clitoris.

Nicky groaned and her bottom jerked. „Yes, miss! I’m a filthy, cock hungry little whore!“ she gasped.

She hissed as Pamela jerked the switch back and it hissed cruelly across her swollen clit, then cried out as her sister brought the switch up and around, then cracking down across her upraised bottom. It stung terribly, but the pain sent an echo of heat through her throbbing pussy, and her vaginal muscles spasmed and squeezed on the fat, studded dildo.

„Dirty little slut,“ Pamela growled. „You need to be punished, don’t you?“

„Y-Yes, mistress!“ Nicky said in a choked voice. „I’m a whore and a slut and a cock hungry bitch and I need to be beaten!“

Again the switch slashed down across Nicky’s raised bottom, harder this time, and Nicky let out a loud cry at the stinging pain.

„Dirty little girl,“ Pamela said. „Dirty little adulterous whore.“

Again she brought the switch cracking down across Nicky’s bottom and again the girl cried out, her body now trembling.

„Thank me for punishing you, slut.“

„Th-thank you, m-miss!“ Nicky gasped, her voice half breaking.

„Are you going to cry, little girl?“ Pamela asked in amusement.

Another blow interrupted Nicky’s response and again the girl cried out in pain.

„You will thank me for every blow, slut. Understand?“

„Y-Yes, miss!“ Nicky groaned.

„You will call me Miss Pamela. Repeat that.“

„M-Miss Pamela,“ Nicky gasped.

Pamela brought the switch swinging down. It cut through the air with a hissing sound and then cracked across her sister’s bottom.

„Ohwwww! Th-Thank you, Miss Pamela!“ Nicky cried.

Another blow, lower still, and Nicky’s body jerked in response as she cried out.

„Thank you, Miss Pamela!“

„Whore,“ Pamela spat, slicing the switch down harder.

„Aahgh! Thank you, Miss Pamela!“ Nicky cried.

„Dirty little slut!“Again the switch cut into the girl’s lovely bottom, now with a growing number of pink lines cutting across its shapely surface.

„Thank you, Miss Pamela!“

„Fuck hungry slut.“

Pamela brought her foot down against the girl’s sex, shoving at the studded dildo. Nicky shuddered and cried out, rocking forward on her shoulders.

She slashed the switch down across Nicky’s buttocks again.

„This is how you’re going to lose your virginity; you whore, on your knees with your ass in the air. Like a proper bitch in heat.“

The switch struck her bottom with a soft, yet meaty Crack!

„Th-thank you, Miss Pamela!“ Nicky cried, her voice breaking now as tears spilled from her eyes.

Pamela slashed the switch down again, and again, and Nicky began to sob and moan and twist her arms against the bonds, yet when she sawed the switch against her clitoris the girl’s bottom bucked back violently.

„Dirty little cock loving whore.“

Pamela moved back to the closet and stripped out of her bikini, then donned a large strap on. It had a long, black cock which bounced lightly as she turned and walked back to her sister.

She bent and gripped the hair spilling out around her head and yanked so that Nicky cried out. She pulled the girl up and back onto her knees and then stood over her, glaring down at her pretty, tear stained face.

Nicky blinked furiously to clear her eyes as she saw the long black dildo and she gasped in surprise as Pamela jerked her head back and prodded her lips with the head.

„Let’s see how you suck my cock, slut!“

Almost instinctively the girl closed her lips around the plastic cock as it slid into her mouth. It was shaped exactly like a real cock, a large one, not quite as thick as Michael’s, but even longer. Yet it was soft, and flexible, and she moaned around it as her sister pumped it back and forth in her mouth.

Then, without notice, Pamela tilted her head back, digging her fingers into her scalp, pulling at her hair, and forced the cock into her throat. Nicky choked and gagged, and struggled weakly as the cock slid down into her throat, going even deeper than Michael had gone. She stared, wide eyed, as her face was crushed into her sister’s lower belly.

Then Pamela drew back, pulling half the cock free, staring down at her sister as she held fistfuls of blonde hair tightly to keep her in place.

„I can do anything I want to you, fuck toy,“ she growled. „Anyone can. You’re anyone’s fuck now. That’s what it means to be a sex slave. “

She thrust in deep again, grinding her sisters’ face into her groin, then pulled up and back, letting Nicky cough and choke and breath in deep, ragged breaths of air.

„And I think I’ll be the first to take your virginity,“ she said, shoving hard on the girl’s back so she fell forward onto her shoulders.

She knelt behind her and slapped her pink lined bottom.

„Bring that ass up, slut, and spread your legs.“

Pamela unhooked the studded dildo and pulled it free, then, grinning, pushed it against her sister’s anus. Nicky gasped and moaned as Pamela slowly worked the dildo into her helpless anus, still slick from Michael’s hard sodomy, still filled with his semen. Pamela had no difficulty forcing the dildo in to the hilt.

She then pressed the saliva coated nose of the cock against her sister’s shaven sex lips and then thrust forward.

„Oh! Oh! Unngh!“ Nicky gasped.

The plastic cock slid deep into her belly, and then deeper still, and then Pamela’s soft abdomen was pressed against her hot round bottom.

„This is how men will use you, Nicky. They’ll ram their cocks into your tight little pussy and fuck you like a dog. Do you like it? Do you!?“

She thrust hard and deep, grinding her hips into Nicky’s bottom, pumping the long dildo up and down in her tight, virginal pussy tube. Yet she knew how to handle a dildo and knew well how to pleasure a woman while using one. She aimed it unerringly downwards to where the girl’s G spot would be. She also knew well that this was the kind of position Nicky would have been put in often over the Internet, for it was one of complete submission, and one of Michael’s favourites.

And as she thrust into her she could feel the girl’s hot, moist sex becoming more and more slippery, and could sense in the girl’s gasps and moans that she was finding her first lesbian fucking very exciting indeed.

„Whore,“ she said, slapping Nicky’s bottom. „Slut.“

She reached forward and pulled at her hair so that Nicky cried out, and then gripped her soft right breast in her hand, kneading it roughly and plucking at her nipple ring.

„Shove your ass back at me, bitch dog,“ she growled. „Show me what a hot little fuck you are before I give you to my husband.“

Nicky thrust her hips back, gasping and groaning, crying out in excitement as she was fucked for the first time in her life. Oh, she had certainly used dildos on herself before, but this was far different. The sensation as someone else used it was far, far more powerful, and the heady arousal at being tied up and in a helpless position as it was done was almost too much for her. She came within the first sixty seconds, yet the pleasure and excitement continued to grow.

She was in a sexual haze as her sister’s hips slapped powerfully against her bottom and the big plastic cock pumped inside her. She groaned and gasped in excitement, pleasure and pain as she was slapped, groped, and had her hair pulled. It was all exquisitely exciting and wicked, and she could hardly believe it was really taking place as she felt her body screaming up into another orgasm.

She humped back frantically, wild with excitement, crying out as the orgasm swept through her body, and she knew that this was something she was destined for, that being a sexual slave, a bound fuck toy for anyone who wanted her was going to be the most thrilling, exciting thing in her life.


Chapter Seven



Michael’s return came just after Nicky’s third powerful orgasm, and the sight of his wife riding her sister made his cock almost instantly grow stiff again.

„Getting her warmed up for me, slave?“

Pamela adjusted immediately from top to bottom. „Yes, master,“ she said meekly.

He gripped her hair and pulled her up and off her sister. „Go and put on something suitable, slave,“ he ordered. „While I attend to your slut sister.“

„Yes, master,“ Pamela said, turning for the closet.

He gazed at Nicky’s lined bottom and ran a hand between her legs, cupping and softly rubbing at her shaved sex.

„And have you been enjoying your sister’s cock, slut?“

„Y-yes, master,“ Nicky gasped.

He slapped her bottom hard. „You aren’t a sex slave yet, slut,“ he snapped. „Your sister is a slave. You are merely a whore. You will answer yes sir and no sir. Do you understand?“

„Yes, sir!“

He traced one of the pink lines on her bottom. „So my slave has been punishing you, has she? But I am much more severe than she is. Do you think you can satisfy me, little slut?“

„Yes, sir!“ Nicky panted.

„We shall see, slut.“

He straightened and moved forward across the room.

„Crawl to me, slut. Crawl on your belly.“

The word were electric to Nicky and she slid her bottom down to lay full length along the rug, then began to squirm across the floor to where Michael stood. Her warm, swollen breasts were mashed down beneath her body as she crawled, but the rug was soft and thick, and so it felt almost like sliding on fur as her legs and bottom twisted and undulated to push her forward across the floor. She stopped before him, panting, and he pressed his bare foot against her face.

She knew at once what she had to do, and she felt a wild thrill that made her shudder as she licked at his foot.

He had just showered, of course, for which she was grateful, and her eyes were filled with heat and excitement as she lapped at his foot, her tongue licking again and again across the ball of his foot, then sliding higher. She squirmed with a growing sexual fever as she sucked his big toe into her mouth, licking and sucking at her, moaning as she licked along the top of his foot and rolled her eyes upwards towards him.

„Will you obey me, slut?“

„Yes, sir,“ Nicky gasped. „I’ll obey you, sir! Anything, sir!“

„And if I whip you, slut? Will you like that?“

„Whip me, sir!“ she moaned, licking at his feet. „Whip my filthy, slut body!“

And in that moment she meant it. Nicky wanted to feel the whip across her back. Wanted to be hung from her wrists, beaten, punished, raped. She moaned and licked at his feet, rubbing her cheek against his ankles until he reached down and grasped her by the hair, yanking her roughly up to her feet.

He spun her around and she saw Pamela coming towards her. Her sister was now wearing a kind of harness of thin leather straps which cut across her body, above and below her breasts and around her belly and hips. A single strap went down the front of her body and over ... no, she thought, into her pussy, jammed up hard between her shaven sex lips.

She wore leather restraints on wrists and ankles and a collar around her throat.

„I’m going to whip your whore sister,“ he told Pamela.

„Yes, master. The slut needs to be whipped.“

The two of them undid the straps holding the teenager’s wrists up behind her back, and Nicky groaned in relief as the pressure was finally eased from her aching shoulders and arms. Michael fastened her restraints together behind her back, then Pamela handed him a leash. He clipped it to her clit ring, and the two of them led the bound girl out of the comfortable bedroom and into the corridor.

Nicky’s eyes were shining and her breaths were ragged as she followed the two up the corridor. Michael kept tugging at the leash so that it pulled stinging at her clitoris, and she moaned and jerked in response, following them down the stairs, then through the front room and down another set of stairs to the basement.

The basement was a large, comfortable rec room with billiard table, fireplace, and bar. But to one side of the stairs was a door and it led to washing room with washer and dryer, then through an equipment room to a large square stone room which was obviously equipped for punishments and designed to look menacing.

The basement was deep, the roof of darkened timber ten feet overhead.

There was one small rectangular window high over her head. The walls were of large ancient stones set in mortar, the floor, dark concrete.

There were rings set in walls and roof, chains set in many places, and racks of whips along the wall. Several wooden frameworks had been built, including a pair of wooden posts with rings running along the insides from top to bottom.

But Michael planned nothing complicated for his sister in law, not just yet. He simply unclipped her wrist restraints from behind her and fastened them together in front, then raised her arms above her head and locked them to a low chain there.

„Get a ball gag, slave.“

Pamela quickly moved to one side of the room and retrieved the gag from a collection of leather restraints. Michael pushed it into Nicky’s mouth, pulling on her hair to force her mouth open wide. Then he strapped it behind her head.

„I want you to scream when you’re whipped, slut. I want you to know the freedom to scream as loudly as you want, in pleasure and in pain.“

„Spread your slut sister’s legs and chain them down,“ he ordered.

Pamela found a pair of chains and pulled Nicky’s feet well apart, then chained them in place. Michael then thrust another butt plug into her anus and picked up a long flog.

„I’m going to whip you, slut,“ he said, holding it up in front of Nicky’s wide eyes. „Because I like hurting dirty little whores. For no better reason than that. And then when I’m done I’m going to rape you.“

Nicky moaned and her eyes rolled wildly as he fingered her clit.

He turned to Pamela and spun her around, then locked her own wrist restraints together behind her back. He then thrust a butt plug into her bottom and a large dildo up into her pussy.

„Now, whore. While I whip your slut of a sister, I want you to show her how talented your tongue is. Since you’ve already fucked her with a dildo I’m sure you won’t mind a little oral incest as well.“

He shoved Pamela to her knees in front of her sister, then moved around behind her. Pamela looked up the length of her sister’s slender body, then gazed at her glistening sex, and leaned forward, sliding her tongue up and down alongside the narrow slit.

Nicky gasped in pain as her hair was pulled back suddenly, and Michael breathed into her ear from behind. „Maybe I’ll sell your tight little teenage body, slut. Maybe I’ll put you on the street and make you be a prostitute. I bet a pretty little whore like you could bring home a lot of money.“

The words thrilled Nicky, whose entire body seemed to flare with wild sexual fire and a crackling sexual energy which danced along the surface of her skin. Yet still she felt a deep sense of anxiety and wariness at the thought of being whipped.

He stepped away and let the long leather strips of the flog drop, then swung it lightly back and forth as he stared at the lovely, unmarked back, so slim and firm, so young and tanned. He let the whip swing again, then turned his body and sent it flying forward quickly enough for the leather strips to spread out. It cracked against the girl’s back and rocked her body forward so that her back arched.

Nicky cried out, her back arching away from the stinging of the leather strips. Yet her movement also ground her pussy into Pamela’s face, and the pain, though it stung, was not that bad, really.

She felt a wild thrill of excitement sweep through her as her body swung back. And then the whip struck again, and again she arched her back and cried out at the stinging heat. Again she ground her pussy into her sister’s face. And an intense, nearly feverish sex heat began to build up within her even as the whip flashed forward once again.

She had never felt so wild and alive and slutty, and even though the next blow stung more than the others she writhed more in pleasure than in pain, her pussy throbbing powerfully as her sister’s tongue lapped at her clitoris.

Again and again the whip struck, and the sexual heat was sweltering.

Her eyes were narrow slits, and she was gulping in air desperately through her nose, moaning and gasping as her body twitched and shuddered, her muscles spasming and jerking. Another blow, and the pain was even more severe. She arched her back away from it and screamed into the gag, finding a strange freedom in not having to hide her reaction at all, in being able to make as much noise as she wanted.

Another blow, and her back was on fire, but not nearly as hot as the furnace between her legs. She ground her sex frantically against Pamela’s mouth and an explosive climax ripped through her mind and body as the flog slashed down across her back again. She bucked violently, grinding her pussy into her sister’s mouth as her head fell back and her back arched and her body jerked and spasmed in violent convulsions.

Again the flog cut across her back, and again, and again, harder still, and the orgasm continued to tear through her, her hips still grinding and bucking wildly.

Then, with a final convulsive explosion, the climax faded and she sagged, almost hanging by her wrists, gasping, chin falling to her chest as she moaned dazedly.

She cried out as her hair was yanked, her head pulled up and back.

Michael was behind her, glowering. „Did you like that, you fucking whore?“ he spat. „Did you like coming no your sister’s face, slut?“

His words were cruel and crude, his voice harsh and ugly, but Nicky loved it, loved the way he was treating her, like a filthy whore, and she groaned, eyes rolling as he reached around her and roughly squeezed her breast.

„Dirty little girl,“ he said, his lips moving closer, nuzzling her ear.

„Maybe you need more fucking, more beating. Maybe you need to be gang raped. I could arrange that. In fact, I think I will arrange it. Do you think ten men are enough? Maybe it should be twenty. Just you, naked and tied up in a room with twenty big cocks. Do you think you could handle that, little sister?“

He bit lightly at her earlobe, and Nicky shuddered as Pamela’s tongue pushed deep into her pussy hole and twisted around, slurping and sucking and scooping out the moist cream her muscular convulsions had pumped down her burning sex tube.

He pinched and twisted her nipples so they burned like fire, and Nicky trembled, her mind bathing in the wild, shocking, wicked fantasy of herself being given to a horde of lusting men to fondle and use as they chose. The mere thought that he might do it was enough to set her mind and body burning again, and she bit into the ball stuffed into her mouth as she ground her pussy forward into her sister’s mouth.

Michael moved back, and she flinched at the next blow as it cut across her hot, sore back, and then cried out in startled pain as the next cut wide beneath her right arm, the light, thin leather strips slicing around her slender young body to snap at her soft, throbbing breast. Pain and wild, eager pleasure.

Another blow, and again the whip curled around her body, striking harder now, so that her breast bounced and wobbled under the impact. She screamed, letting herself go, the martyred prisoner being tortured, she thought rapturously. Another blow, and another, and the pain was rising so that she bit frenziedly at the ball gag, her body writhing and twisting. Now the flog curled around her other side, to set that breast wobbling and stinging and burning, and she felt another orgasm beginning to sweep through her.

She screamed wildly, maniacally, almost mindlessly, grinding her pussy into Pamela’s mouth as the leather strips sliced deep furrows in her soft, round breasts. And then Pamela was falling away, and she felt a kind of desperate emptiness between her legs.

Michael swung again, and the long leather strips cut around her waist and down, to bite into her lower belly, abdomen and groin. The impact was shocking. Pain rolled through her. Yet it was almost a secondary sensation.

Pleasure roared and she screamed as the orgasm seemed to ride to a new and higher plateau.

The whip flew forward again, and again and again, curling around her hip and biting at the soft, white flesh of her groin, snapping and cracking against her mound, against her moist sex lips, and even against her swollen clitoris. She screamed repeatedly, yet writhed in ecstasy as Michael’s arm whipped out again and again and again.

She felt the orgasm rise to unbearable levels, then fall, then, shockingly, rise again. It flew like a roller coaster, up and down, up and down, spinning and twisting and twirling as the whip sliced into her tender flesh. A small sliver of her fractured mind knew a joyous shock as she realized it must be multiple orgasms, something she had never before achieved. All the world faded, her awareness narrowing to the wildfire pleasure coursing through her mind and body.

And then, somehow, she was alone.

She hung dazedly, jaw slack, breathing ragged. She blinked her eyes weakly, and with a groan, lifted her chin from her chest and, dull eyed, looked around, trying to understand.

She was alone. She wondered how that had happened. Where were…Mike and Pam? It was dark, the basement lights were off. Only a bit of light crept in from the high window behind her.

Nicky’s arms and legs twisted, in the way of one waking, and she realized that her arms ached, that her chest ached, and that her toes were twitching in mid-air far below her. Her body ached everywhere, her breasts and groin and back stinging. She was hot, and panted tiredly.

But there was more. She felt ... full ... down below, and felt a throbbing pain as well as a soothing, pleasurable buzzing sensation.

She was hanging by her wrists. The realization was a mild shock, but she understood instantly now why her arms and wrists ached so. A deeply, darkly sensual thrill stole through her mind at the knowledge, however.

She looked down her body, gasping weakly, trying to see in the shadowed light. Her movements were causing her body to twist slowly on the end of the chain her wrists hung from, and she turned slowly towards the lit window. Her ankles were no longer bound to the spreader bar, nor was she gagged.

With effort, she forced her leaden legs to open a little and peered down at the base of a large shape she could feel filling her pussy. It was a vibrator, a big one, for she could not only feel its size, but its weight within her belly.

Tight as her pussy was, the thing might have slid out were the base not hooked by a small chain to her clit ring. The weight was a painful ache against her clitoris, which was stretched slightly downwards by the pull. The taut chain, however, also served to transmit the buzzing vibrations directly into her clit.

Her body, she realized, was soaked with sweat. It glistened in the fading light of the afternoon suns pilling through her narrow window overhead. And her breaths were loud to her ears as she panted tiredly. She did not know how long she had been hanging alone, nor how long they intended keeping her there.

She was growing more tired by the minute, and she hurt everywhere.

But a soft, glittering cloud of sexual electricity enveloped her body, and her mind revelled in the dark pleasure of her torment.

She twisted slowly on the end of the chain, her back aching, her arms throbbing, her wrists hot and numbed, her entire body stung by her recent whipping. Yet all she could think of was a delicious sense of arousal and desire.

She bent her legs up one at a time, pulling her feet up and back to press against her thighs just beneath her buttocks, then letting them drop. Her head pulled up and back, her hair spilling down her back, to make her welts sting more, to draw the skin tighter across her sore breasts as her back arched. Her nipples were like hard little lump of burning coal.

She pulled her head forward again, gasping, letting it fall, staring at her breasts as she twisted slowly about, as she came to face the window again. She saw the thin dark lines criss crossing her breasts, and marvelled, an awed sense of exhilaration gripping her.

Michael had whipped her breasts! He had whipped her breasts! They were so sore! Yet they throbbed with more than pain, swollen and hungry for his touch, for his lips and fingers and tongue.

The door opened. It sounded like the bolt on a dungeon cell, and she raised her chin, excitement and anticipation flowing through her, excitement rising as she saw Michael step inside and close the door behind him.

He snapped on a switch, and she squeezed her eyes tight against the sudden flare of light. Yet the basement remained largely dark, only a single, narrowly focussed beam of light hitting her from overhead as Michael approached.

He seized her hair, now ragged and damp, and jerked her head up and back a he bent over her.

„Do you want to be my slave, slut?“

Nicky could hardly speak. „Y-Yes, sir,“ she gasped.

He ran his free hand slowly over her body, and she writhed beneath his touch.

„Should I rape you now, little sister?“

„Y-yes!“ she cried. „Rape me! Rape me! Please! Please rape me!“

He was wearing nothing but a pair of tight leather shorts. Now he skinned them off, and Nicky felt a delicious sense of anticipation at the sight of his rugged, nude body. He stepped closer to her, gripping his cock in his hand, rubbing the head up and down against her abdomen. It hardened, lengthening, and he stepped closer still, sliding it between her moist, trembling thighs.

„You want my cock inside you, little slut?“

„Yes,“ she groaned. „Please rape me!“

„Spread your legs, slut.“

Groaning, Nicky managed to open her legs, though they trembled wildly.

„Wider, whore!“ he barked.

Sweat poured down her body now as the exhausted girl drew her slender legs wider apart, gasping and moaning with effort as Michael undid the chain attached to her clit ring, then pulled the long, fat vibrator out of her pussy. Nicky clenched her teeth, desperate to keep her legs apart, knowing she couldn’t even as Michael began to rub his fat cockhead up and down the length of her slit.

Then he thrust into her. At the same time his hands slid down her back, kneading her taut buttocks, then fastened onto her thighs just beneath, lifting her legs up and apart.

Nicky let out an explosive breath of relief, then a shuddering cry of pleasure as she felt him fill her. Her legs jerked up and around his hard, muscled body and she began to grind herself against him.

„That’s it, slut. Ride my cock,“ he growled, biting at the nape of her neck, chewing at her mouth, licking at her cheeks. „Ride it, bitch. Ride it!“

Nicky was groaning and humping against him, panting for breath, desperate to feel the fat cock moving inside her.

She felt his hands abandon her thighs, but her legs had a death grip around him now, and she was grinding herself against him frantically. His fingers plucked at the butt plug and pulled it out, then the vibrator was thrust up into her.

She cried out at the sudden, deep, harsh penetration, but the butt plug had eased her muscles, and now the fat vibrator was driven high into her gut, then higher still, his hand forcing it upwards as cramps ripped through her.

Michael yanked her legs away from him, and pulled free, and her legs dropped heavily as she groaned in disappointment. He laughed, then reached down, gripping her left ankle and lifted the leg up, high, higher still, forcing her small white foot up above her head, bending her body painfully as he somehow attached the ankle restraint to her wrist restraints. He released her, then gripped the other leg, again lifting it up high and attaching it to her wrist restraints.

Her bottom was thrust out and up now, her groin lewdly displayed and vulnerable as he pushed at the vibrator and rubbed at her clitoris. Then he slid his cock against her pussy opening, and rammed himself inside.

Nicky cried out, gripped by pain, pleasure and exhaustion, thrilled at having his cock inside her, gripped by feverish heat as he began to thrust into her, his long, fat cock sawing over the straining lips of her sex as he drove himself deep with every stroke.

She climaxed almost at once, a wild, gurgling wail of pleasure rising from her lips as he pounded himself into her hot, quivering belly. Her body shook under the heavy blows of his hips, swinging and bouncing on the end of the chain as he buried his cock in her spasming sex hole.

Again she came, the pleasure and heat overcoming her pain and exhaustion as she cried out in wild, blissful rapture. And then again, until it seemed as though there were simply too much pleasure in the world, and her mind must shatter under the pressure.


Chapter Eight



Michael lounged back in the wide leather sofa chair, his feet up on an ottoman sitting before him as he worked the big screen TV’s remote. A few feet away, Pamela sat in a similar chair reading, her legs curled up beneath her. A fire crackled softly in the fireplace beside her chair. She sipped from a wine glass, finishing it, then reached for a small bell and gave it a ring.

After a moment, Nicky entered the room.

Nicky was wearing thigh high leather boots with stiletto heels, shoulder length black leather gloves, and a black leather corset, the laces pulled so tightly she could hardly breath as it crushed her belly in. The corset sat low on her hips, and its top pushed up against the underside of her breasts. But it essentially covered nothing, leaving her groin and breasts naked. She had two thin but wide rings dangling from her breasts, and a tiny metal bell dangling from her clit ring.

Aside from the wide leather collar around her throat she was otherwise nude. Her face was filled with excitement as she walked carefully over beside Pamela’s chair, then knelt before her.

„Yes, Miss Pamela? How may I serve you?“ she asked in a meek voice.

Wordlessly, Pamela held out her empty wine glass, and the girl took it between her gloved fingers.

„Yes, Miss Pamela,“ she said. „I’ll get you more wine.“

Pamela looked at her. „Wait,“ she said quickly, and the girl flushed slightly.

Pam smiled and leaned forward. „Arch your back, slut.“

Her sister obeyed, gasping, and Pam slapped her right breast sharply.

Nicky hissed in pain, then drew her head forward again. „Th-thank you, Miss Pamela,“ she said.

„I told you, no more contractions. Speak fully and properly. Now repeat what you said earlier, only properly.“

„I shall get you more wine, Miss Pamela,“ Nicky said.

„Better.“

Pam slid back in her chair and returned her attention to her book as her sister rose smoothly to her feet and carried the glass back to the kitchen.

It had only been a week since Pamela had picked her up, and her formerly dull life seemed to have leapt forward in speed and excitement. She had persuaded her parents that she could take a couple of summer courses at the university so as to get a jump on the rest of her class that fall, and moved in with Mike and Pam to continue the heady, wicked little game of sexual slavery.

It was deliciously exciting! She felt exotic, sinful and depraved, and whether she was doing their laundry, cooking, or giving Michael a bath, sex and sexual excitement filled her life.

The corset was tight against her belly, seeming to squeeze all her internal organs downwards, so that she felt as if her sex lips were swollen out from the pressure. The way the leather covered her legs and arms and the corset covered her middle seemed to only accentuate how naked her groin and bottom and breasts were as she moved about the house.

And the little bell tinkled and pulled slightly painfully against her clitoris every time she moved.

She poured the wine and returned, kneeling before Pamela and holding out the wine. Pamela ignored her, and Nicky waited for her to notice, feeling a little quiver of heat at the way her sister deliberately ignored her, the way she looked down at her so haughty and arrogant, as if she was a low, miserable slave girl.

Pamela finally looked up, then reached out to take the glass from the tray her sister held, not saying a word.

The door rang, and Nicky’s stomach gave a wild jerk. She shot upright with a gasp, only to be caught by her sister’s hand.

„Where do you think you’re going?“ she demanded, as Nicky looked anxiously towards the door.

„I-I… someone…“

„Answer the door, slut.“

Nicky stared at her in shock, her face heating.

„But ...“„Now!“ Pamela said coldly.

„Answer the door, whore,“ Michael said with a lazy grin, still lounging in his chair.

Nicky cringed from the thought, yet as they two glared at her she knew she must. Her stomach was fluttering, her chest tight, and the skin of her face and head was suddenly hot as she moved across the room and out into the hall. She stepped to the tall, thick, wooden door and eased the view panel open, gazing through the little grille.

Two men were there, both thirteish, both in suits.

„Yes?“ she asked, her voice rising several octaves, and cracking.

„We’re here to see Mr. Walker,“ one of the men said.

„Wh-who shall I say is calling?“ she gulped.

The two looked at each other as if in puzzlement, then the first man, a heavyset fellow with dark hair, responded. „Chris and Neil,“ he said.

„Just a moment please, sir,“ she replied, closing the little wooden door before turning and walking back into the living room.

„Chris and Neil are at the door, sir,“ she said, her voice high.

„Let them in,“ Mike said.

A wild flare of shock went through her.

„But ... but I’m ...“

„Let them in, you filthy little slut,“ he snapped, scowling.

Nicky eased back, her mind reeling. She couldn’t! But she had to! But she couldn’t! But she must! But they’d see her! Like this! She couldn’t! But she had to!

She stood before the door, trembling, physically shaking, then, half dazed, she unbolted it, and, bracing herself, trying to somehow give the appearance this was quite normal and she wasn’t ready to fall apart, she pulled the door back. Her face immediately flamed, giving the lie to her poor act of nonchalance, and the two men looked at her in delighted, excited, hungry surprise.

„P-Please, come in!“ she said, her voice cracking.

The heavyset man chuckled, the other just leered at her, and both stepped through the door. Flushing deeply, her mind squirming with embarrassment, yet feeling a wild, rising thrill of sexual heat, Nicky closed the door behind them, hardly able to breath as she led them into the living room.

„Hey, Chris,“ Michael said, waving casually.

„Hi, Mike,“ the heavyset man said. „I see you’ve got a new servant.“

„Yes, she’s not much, but she can scrub floors,“ Mike said. „I’m not sure what her name is. We just call her slut.“

„Hello, slut,“ Chris said, eyes gleaming.

„Hi, slut,“ the other man, Neil, she supposed, said in delight.

„H-Hullo, sir,“ Nicky croaked.

„Like a drink,“ Pamela asked.

„I know what I’d like,“ Chris said, and Nicky jerked as his big hand slid between her thighs and cupped her pussy.

„Don’t be rude, slut!“ Mike barked.

Quivering, Nicole held still as the man again palmed her sex, and let his big hand slide up and down over her bare pussy. She felt his fingers sliding down between her sex lips, and gasped as he plucked lightly at her clit ring.

„So where’d you find this little slut?“ he asked.

„She was in a whore house. I paid a few bucks to rent her for a while.“

On her other side, Neil slid his hand onto her backside, kneading her buttocks.

„Care to loan her out,“ he asked „Sure. You want her? You got her. She’s not very well trained yet, though.“

„Drinks?“ Pamela asked again.

„Beer.“

„Ditto.“

„Slut, go and fetch a couple of beers,“ Michael ordered.

„Y-yes, sir,“ Nicky said in a warbling voice which rose an octave as Neil pushed a finger into her rectum.

She turned away, gasping, and tottered into the kitchen as the men sat down, her head swimming with shock, embarrassment, and a delicious and growing sense of heat and sexuality.

She returned with the tray containing two bottles and two glasses, and meekly set them down on the table before the sofa the two men were sitting on, trying not to see their faces, their eyes, face still flushed with embarrassment.

Chris gripped her wrist as she was backing away and pulled her forward, while Neil slid a hand between her legs and rubbed at her pussy.

„How about a suck?“ Chris asked.

Wide eyed, Nicky turned towards Michael and Pamela.

„Sure,“ Pamela said.

„Mi casa, su casa,“ Michael said, shrugging.

Chris pulled and Nicky half fell to her knees before him, gasping, heart pounding, eyes wild.

„Suck his cock for him, whore,“ Pamela ordered casually.

He was already undoing his fly, and Nicole stared stupidly as he pulled his cock out of his fly and reached for her. Then bent forward, her tingling nipples pressing against the leather sofa between his legs as she took his shaft in her leather gloved fingers and with hardly a flinch, licked at the fat head.

She tongued her way up and down the fat and growing shaft, becoming more and more aroused, the centre of attention, and then took his fat cockhead into her mouth. It both shamed and thrilled her that everyone was looking at her as she drew his cock deeper into her mouth and began to suck.

Her tongue began to lick at the underside as she bobbed deeper, and she moaned around his shaft as he reached down and began to fondle her breast.

Michael and Neil began to talk about football, about the chances for the Bears, and an injured quarterback.

„Bet they don’t have much of a football team at that lousy little school of yours,“ Chris said to Pamela.

„Parents send their kids there for academic pursuits, not sports,“ Pamela replied tartly.

„Sports are part of a well-rounded education,“ he said.

„We have sports. We just don’t go crazy about it,“ Pamela said.

„Academic excellence is what’s important.“

Nicky was bobbing up and down freely now, preparing to take him into her throat. She shuddered as the other man leaned forward and his hand slid over her bottom, caressing her soft buttocks, kneading the warm skin, then easing down between her legs to finger her now dripping pussy.

„This little bitch needs a good fuck,“ he said.

„She always needs a fuck,“ Pamela said with a laugh.

Nicky felt the increased pressure of the man’s hand on her head, and braced herself, then went down all the way, gagging only slightly as his cock penetrated her throat and slid deeper and deeper. Then her lips were jammed against his groin, her nose squashed against his crotch, and she groaned as both his hands came down on her head to hold her there.

„She’s got a nice, tight throat,“ he sighed.

„She’s nice and tight everywhere,“ Michael said. „Teenagers are like that.“

The hands pulled back and Nicky, her head pounding, chest burning, slid her lips quickly up the length of the dripping wet shaft and pulled her mouth free, gasping and gulping in air.

The man let her breath, chuckling as he fondled her breasts, then guided her lips back to his cock. She sucked as she bobbed up and down, licking strongly at the underside, then took him down her throat once again.

„She’s getting quite good at that,“ Michael said. „A real little cock sucker.“

Chris gripped her blonde hair and yanked her head back up, twisting it back painfully so Nicky half turned onto her side, moaning in pain.

„I think I want more than a suck,“ he said. „Climb aboard, slut and put it in your hot little cunt.“

He pulled on her hair, forcing Nicky to crawl up into his lap, to straddle him. Then he let go, grinning lewdly at her as the trembling young woman gripped his thick, slick shaft and knelt straddling him. She drew the head up against her pussy opening and slid down, groaning as it pushed between her sex lips. Then her hands went to his shoulders as she slid her pussy down and took him up into her belly.

His hands moved up and down her back, squeezing and kneading her buttocks as he licked and sucked at her nipples and breasts. And Nicky, growing more and more aroused, began to ride him, grunting with effort as she slid her tight, hot pussy up and down the length of his prick.

Again she knew the others were watching, that they could see from behind, could see between her legs as his big shaft split the lips of her sex and she rode up and down on it. The knowledge was, for some dark reason, wildly, deliciously exciting, even while being horribly embarrassing.

The man was almost devouring her breasts! He was sucking painfully, his teeth biting down into the soft flesh around her nipples, his tongue whipping up and down against her aroused pink buttons as she rode his cock with more and more passionate movements.

She had lost many inhibitions over the past week. Now even more began to fade as she grunted with excitement and rode up and down on the man’s hard cock, gasping in pleasure and not caring who heard her, excited that they could hear her, that they were watching her cunt sliding up and down the man’s slick cock.

She cried out as a hand gripped her thick, long hair and twisted her head up and to the side. Chris was sitting at the left side of the sofa, and Neil now stood beside the arm of the chair and pulled her face towards his own erection. Gaping, she gagged as he thrust it suddenly forward into her mouth and then deep into her throat. She continued to ride Chris’ cock, though now his hands were on her buttocks, lifting her up and down to help.

Neil twisted his fingers cruelly in her hair, making her wince and jerk in pain, yet his cock pumped strongly in her throat as he pulled her head forward to meet each thrust. She pushed against his belly and his grip on her hair tightened painfully. In an instant her wrists were forced behind her back, her restraints clipped together.

He continued with his oral rape, ramming his cock into her throat as he pulled on her hair, then shoving her head back as he pulled back. She gagged and choked and gasped in pain as his big cock pumped wildly up and down inside her throat, unable to breath, unable to resist or control him. The world spun around her and her vision began to fade, but then at last he pulled free and she coughed violently and gulped in air.

„Fucking little whore,“ he said. „She needs a lot of training.“

„She’ll get it,“ Michael said.

Then Neil was moving behind her, and Chris was yanking her head forward as Neil manoeuvred between his legs. Nicky, still gasping for breath, moaned as she felt his saliva covered cockhead pushing against her rectum.

Again, he was not gentle, and she winced as he forced the fat prick deep into her belly. Yet at the same time she revelled, riding two cocks, feeling full and split, gasping and moaning as the two men thrust their fat cocks into her belly in tandem.

And then her hair was pulled again, and she stared up at Michael, grinning, holding his erection in his hand, rubbing the head over her lips, then pushing it inside.

The slender young girl was like a choice bit of meat caught between three large dogs, twisted and pulled, grabbed and yanked this way and that.

Six hands roamed her body, roughly groping and squeezing, kneading and stroking, slapping and pinching as the men pumped into her from three directions.

And in the background, the dazed girl heard the phone ring. It seemed so oddly out of place, as if such ordinary, everyday events should not intrude upon the wild, wicked scene. And then she heard Pamela’s voice over her own gasps and moans and grunts.

„… no, mom. No, we don’t mind. That’s perfectly fine. We love having her. And there’s certainly room in the house. You know how big it is.“

She felt a sudden flaring shock of fear, as if somehow her mother could see or hear or sense what was going on, though she knew that made no sense.

And none of the men seemed interested in waiting for the phone call to end. They continued to thrust into her from below, from behind, from above, sending their thick, hungry cocks spearing deep into her quivering young body.

„… She’s a little busy at the moment,“ Pamela said. „Doing homework, I think.“

Mike forced her mouth all the way down his cock and jammed her face in against his groin.

„… No, she’s quite happy. All right.“

Mike pulled his cock back and Nicky coughed and gulped in air. Then Pamela was next to him, holding out the cordless phone. Nicky gaped at it.

„Mom wants to talk to you for a minute.“

She stared at the phone even as her sister put it against her ear.

„Hello? Nicky?“ she heard.

Nicky coughed. „H-Hi, mom,“ she said, her voice shaky.

„Are you all right? You sound out of breath.“

Neil thrust his cock hard and deep into her rectum, throwing her forward against Christ, who bit down on her breasts as they were pillowed against his face.

„I-I’m fine,“ she gasped. „I was ... exercising!“

„Well that’s good. I want you to remember you’re a guest there, honey. Don’t go making a mess in that beautiful house. Keep your room clean and ask Pam or Mike before you borrow anything. “

Mike leaned in, rubbing his spit wet cock all over her face.

„I-I will,“ she panted.

„How are your classes?“

„F-Fine! I-I like them.“

Chris was sucking avidly on her left nipple as he bit down on the flesh around it, his tongue licking hungrily. Neil had both hands around her. He squeezed and kneaded her other breast with one, while the other slid down her belly and between her legs, the pad of one finger rubbing at her clit as Chris lifted her up and down on his cock.

Even distracted as she was, Nicole was on the verge of coming, yet she could do nothing but listen to her mother blather on about her own time in college.

„Wait just a second while I put your father on,“ she said.

Michael, still holding her hair in a thick mass in one big fist, yanked her face forward and thrust his cock into her mouth, then down her throat, pumping in fast, short little movements as Pamela listened to the phone. He pulled out as her father came on the line, and a long line of saliva dribbled over Nicole’s lower lip as her sister put the phone to her ear again.

„Hi, princess! How are you doing out there? Miss us?“

„Y-Yes, daddy!“ she gasped.

„You know we miss you too, baby. You be careful out there. You listen to Pam. She’s older than you and she’ll make sure nobody gives you any grief.“

„Everyone’s being v-very n-nice to me, daddy,“ she gulped.

„Yes, I’m sure they are,“ he sniffed. „Just don’t trust any men.“

„I-I won’t,“ she said in a half moan.

„Are you all right?“

„I-I’m in Pam’s exercise room,“ she said. „On the treadmill.“

„Well that’s good. Exercise is good for you.“

„I have to g-go, daddy.“

„Okay, baby. You know we love you.“

„I love you too!“

Pamela pulled the phone away as the orgasm welled up within her.

„Oh! Oh! Fuck! Oh shit! Oh! Oh!“ she gasped, her voice rising higher and higher.

Michael rammed his cock into her mouth, jammed it against the inside of her left cheek, then changed his angle and drove it down her throat, largely silencing her as Pamela walked away with the phone.

The orgasm raced like fire through her nervous system, and Nicole bucked and shook and writhed in the heart of a firestorm of sensory overload.

Her first week ended in a cage in the basement. It was her first week of training, her first week submission and bondage, her first week of sexual hedonism which would take her life in a new direction. Her first week of slavery.

It would not be her last.



The End
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