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Wendy rolled her hips slowly, seductively, her
lips parted as she stared at her image in the mirror. Her soft
blonde bangs brushed across the top of her glasses as she moved her
head, and her hardened nipples tingled from the breeze blowing
through the open window.

She wore only a small pair of bikini panties,
and she had tugged the rear up hard behind her so it cleaved the
firm cheeks of her young buttocks.

Her arms slid up her body, her heart pounding
with excitement, and her fingers combed slowly through her hair,
her face taking on a look of sophistication and lust, her eyes
slitting, cat-like.

Then they raised higher, high above her,
joining together as she arched her back to push her chest out, the
soft pale flesh tightening over her swollen breasts, nipples rigid
and out thrust.

She could feel her sex throbbing inside her
panties, and reached down, tugging harder on the string, feeling
the soft cotton pressing up into her, bringing pressure on her
sensitive clitoris and setting her heart to pounding still
harder.

She stopped her movements abruptly, then
hooked her thumbs into her panties and peeled them down and off.
She stood there nude, licking her lips at her image in the mirror,
blinking her eyes through her glasses.

How she hated them. They so detracted from the
image she wanted. How could one be sexy wearing glasses?

Yet without them she could not see herself
clearly enough.

With them she saw a slight young girl barely
into womanhood. She was petite, and now, at eighteen, most unlikely
to grow higher than her five feet. Her breasts, though not large,
seemed perfectly proportioned to her slender body, with the
pertness of her youth, and very small, but unusually long pink
nipples - at least when aroused, as they now were.

Aside from them she had somewhat of a boyish
figure, with coltish legs and a round apple of a behind. Indeed,
her hair too was cut boyishly short, barely covering her ears at
the sides, and not quite reaching her collar in back. Her bangs cut
diagonally across her forehead, brushing her brows.

But those glasses! They weren't as bad as
might be, she supposed. They weren't very thick, after all, and the
silver, aviator style frames were quite fashionable. Her mother
said she looked quite cute in them. Her father said they made her
look intelligent.

But neither was the look Wendy was going for
at the moment.

She pulled over a chair and climbed up
carefully, then reached up and removed the plant hanging from the
hook set in the ceiling. She'd set the hook herself, making sure it
was thick, strong, and driven directly into a beam behind the thin
plaster.

She put it down, her heart beating faster
still, then bent to open her bottom drawer. Inside she found two
thick winter mittens. She took them out, then pulled the rope from
the bottom of her closet.

With careful preparation she set the loop at
one end of the rope, then hung it from the ceiling.

She gazed at it breathlessly, then went to the
window, peeking out to make sure there was still no sign of her
parents returning early. She went to the door of her bedroom,
ensuring it was secured, then went back to her closet.

In the back, at the bottom of a junk box, was
the small rounded leg of a sofa someone had removed to be thrown
out long ago. It was six or seven inches long, narrow at the base
but growing wider up its length. At the base was the inch long
screw which had once fastened it to the settee.

She would have liked to have bought something
like a dildo, presuming she could have found the money, but dared
not keep such a thing in the house. She would have simply died had
her mother or one of her brothers come upon it, for there was no
disguising such a thing.

The leg was something else again. It was just
a piece of junk.

She moved before the mirror, squatting low,
then spreading the lips of her sex with her fingers, showing the
glistening pink interior and the small, neat hole. She set the
thing on its base and lowered herself onto it. Her sex was moist
and hot, and the cool wood slipped easily in between the lips of
her opening, found the entrance to her body, then pierced
her.

She groaned as she slid slowly down its
length. With every inch which passed into her body the leg grew
wider and wider, until she could feel the strain in her pussy,
could feel the ache, and the small, sharp sting.

She rose, feeling relief, then eased lower
again, letting the pressure grow. Less than an inch remained
outside her body, and she was determined.

She forced it through, despite the ache, and
her soft lips closed around the screw.

She rubbed at her clitoris, staring at
herself, the tight gash between her lips and the soft folds of
flesh clasping the screw. She gripped the screw, pushing on it,
feeling the makeshift dildo push higher into her belly until almost
all the screw had disappeared. Then she slowly stood. She could
feel the hardness in her abdomen as she moved to the
chair.

She pushed it to one side, then drew over a
small box and stepped upon it. She donned the heavy mittens and
raised her arms high, placing them into the loop and then slowly,
carefully working the loop closed.

She felt the pressure against her wrists, and
pulled her arms down harder, letting one foot drop off the side of
the box. The pressure mounted, and she grunted with the effort of
keeping herself on her toes.

She had done this several times, or at least,
almost done this. She had adjusted the rope so that it would hold
taut with her standing on the balls of her feet.

Before. This time she had excitedly determined
to go the entire distance. She was going to see, for the first
time, what it felt like to hang by the wrists.

She looked at herself in the mirror, which was
a bare two feet away, then pushed the box back with a grunt of
effort, and let all her weight come down on the rope.

She let out a soft cry at the strain, at the
tightness around her wrists. Even with the mittens the rope dug
into her tender flesh. She was swinging, as well, and that was
making her dizzy. She drew her leg up and put out her foot,
stopping herself by touching the wall. Then she gently drew her leg
in and let it down.

Her lower belly squeezed spastically around
her home made dildo, her body flaring with heat as she stared at
herself in the mirror.

She slowly relaxed her arms until she was
simply hanging there by the wrists, panting heavily as she squeezed
her thighs together. Her eyes feasted on her image and she felt a
wall of heat sweep over her.

Her body seemed longer than usual. Her breasts
were taut on her chest, her belly a small concave. Her toes seemed
far, far below. In fact, her legs felt like nothing but dead weight
pulling on her body. But oh, how sexy she looked!

*

A man walked over behind her, tall
and powerfully built, naked from the waist up. His body rippled
with muscles, and he smiled cruelly. He was handsome, with a
roughish look to his bright blue eyes.

She burned with embarrassment as he
gazed at her helpless nudity, then raised his hands to cup her
breasts.

"Don't!" she cried.

"But you must be punished," he
said. "You need to be taught the manners of a slave
girl."

"I'm not a slave girl," she
groaned.

"Ahh, but you are. You are a slave.
I am your master. You are mine to do with as I choose.
Forever."

His hand glided down her taut body
and between her thighs.

She gasped, her legs wriggling,
trying to block his hand, but he only smiled, easily cupping her
sex and feeling its heat.

"You belong to me now, my pretty,
and may not deny me."

She felt his fingers thrust up
inside her, forcing the soft flesh of her pussy aside as they
probed within her. The heat rushed to her face, but it was her
loins which burned more.

"Master," she moaned.

"Yes," he said, smiling.

"Will you punish me, master?" she
whispered.

"I will punish you severely, my
vile little slave."

His other hand flicked up, pinching
her nipple. Then he drew back and moved behind her. He picked up a
whip and stood back. She groaned, her body feeling soft and
limp.

The whip rose and then lashed
across her back. The pain tore at her and her body jerked from the
force of the blow.

She screamed in pain, twisting and
jerking under the lash, her body straining to pull free of the
bonds holding her aloft.

*

Wendy rubbed her thighs together slowly,
panting for breath, her pussy burning with delight. The heat spread
up through her body and she knew a climax was near. She slowed her
movements, wanting to put off the orgasm, to tease her body more so
it would be even more powerful.

"Master," she whispered.

It was warm in the room, and she was beginning
to perspire now. She could feel the sweat on her forehead and under
the rims of her glasses, could feel it on her chest and thighs. She
braced herself on the rope, spreading her legs wide, then drawing
them up to reveal her tight little pussy crevice, the thin metal
screw protruding between her lips.

She let her legs down again with a groan of
relief, then began to slowly rub her thighs together once
again.

*

The whip cut across her back again
and again. There were a number of men watching now, sneering at her
in contempt even as their groins bulged with excitement. All of
them were aroused by the sight of the beautiful young blonde girl
being so cruelly tortured.

The whip curled around one hip and
bit at her stomach, then again, lower, this time snapping at her
abdomen. She moaned and jerked under the blows, but could not
resist.

A man moved forward and bent, his
lips sliding over one nipple, sucking hotly. Still the whip cracked
against her back, descending now, the sharp bite of its fangs
striking her lower back, then her buttocks, leaving a fiery pain
behind.

The man sank down, chewing and
sucking on both nipples, then down further, rubbing his face
between her thighs. He gripped them in strong hands, forcing them
apart, then slid his tongue into her soft pussy.

Her legs were bound wide open now,
her ankles gripped by ropes to hold them in place as the man's
tongue ravished her sensitive mons. Her head rolled weakly,
fighting the pull of passion and lust even as the whip tore at her
back. She did not want to reveal her weakness to them yet could not
resist.

She arched her back, crying out in
ecstasy as the climax wracked her body. She jerked and thrashed
against the bonds, bucking her aching buttocks back towards the
snapping of the whip as she rode the man's tongue on a journey of
pleasure, twisting and writhing under their scornful
eyes.

*

Wendy spread her legs wide, trying to hold
them that way. She groaned as she worked her pussy muscles, pushing
at the wooden lover within, slowly forcing it out. Her pubic lips
bulged as if swollen, then the base of the thing finally pushed
back through.

The strain on them was terrific, yet she held
the thing in place, slowly bringing her legs together, feeling the
greatly added pressure as her thighs pressed in against the
thing.

She was slick down there, and with her sweat
was wet from the cleft of her buttocks all the way down her inner
thighs.

Sweat was trickling down her face, making her
glasses slip down her nose. She looked down at her body and saw
tiny beads of sweat on her breasts, watched one slowly, slowly
trickle down onto one nipple and bulge there.

"Master," she whispered. "Master!"

*

The whip cracked mercilessly across
her shoulders, the tip lashing around to strike the side of one
plump breast. She screamed in pain, her breast throbbing in
protest, yet the men only laughed.

The whip cracked down again, even
more of it slicing around beneath her arm to stab at her soft,
round orb. It burned like fire, jiggling and jerking, the entire
breast shocked with the jagged force of the pain.

"Whip her tits!" she heard a man
call.

She moaned in denial yet the man
stopped his whipping, then moved around in front of her. The man
kneeling between her legs rose, lapping and sucking on her nipples
before moving behind her.

The other man, the big one with the
whip, sneered at her, then dropped the long whip he had been using
and picked up a small lighter one, a riding crop.

She felt her hair being pulled, her
head forced back. A hand pushed against the small of her back to
force her chest out as the crop rose.

"Please, master!" she
moaned.

The whip cracked down across the
center of one breast, cutting it in half before retreating. The
soft flesh, which had given way under the force of the blow,
quickly exploded back outward, resuming its perfect shape with
nothing but a long red line cutting across the soft white globe
still wet with saliva.

The breast jiggled mildly, then
began to pinken, as if the pain were spreading out to engulf the
entire surface. She screamed, of course, shrieked at the agony of
it, yet she knew she was helpless, knew it was only the
start.

Again the crap sliced down into her
breast, this time cutting into the exact centre, crushing her erect
nipple, then again, switching to her other breast, laying a line of
agony across it as well.

Behind her, the man was chewing at
the nape of her neck, slobbering and sucking on the flesh there. He
threw an arm around her, his hand easing down her stomach and
abdomen, then cupping her sex and fingering her. She sobbed in
wanton pleasure, then was torn by agony once more as the crop sent
her breast bouncing and jerking.

He lowered both hands to her groin,
squeezing, then gripping her inner thighs and spreading them apart.
She felt his manhood pressed in between her sweating buttocks, felt
its stiffness and softness with equal measure.

The head prodded against her, then
found her anus. She cried out in horror yet it pushed determinedly
against her, forcing its way up into her body, driving every
higher, until she could feel his coarse pubic hair crushed into the
soft flesh of her buttocks.

And still the crop lashed down,
laying line after line of pain, of agony, across her white breasts.
How they burned!

The cock inside her was a spear
deep in her belly, and it began to move, the man chuckling as he
held her thighs firmly, pulling them out and back as he thrust up
into her.

He bowed her body, chewing on the
nape of her neck again, grunting like an animal as he used her in
the foulest of ways.

The man with the cane dropped it
then and stepped forward. Suddenly, he too was nude, and his
manhood was shockingly large. He rubbed the head up and down
against her tight pussy opening, then drove himself up inside
her.

She could actually feel the two
hard cocks sliding back and forth in her belly, almost brushing
each other as the men crushed her between them.

They growled like animals, the man
behind her squeezing her aching breasts now as the one in front
gripped her pained buttocks and dug his fingers into the soft,
bleeding flesh.

Their teeth bit into her throat on
either side, and she felt herself consumed by their lust and
hunger. The orgasm rose up around them and she screamed in
pleasure, pain, then pleasure again, a wanton creature of sexual
need and desire.

*

The climax tore at her, and Wendy threw her
head back. She felt the force of it, felt a quiver of exultation at
its power. her entire body shook and jerked, her muscles spasming
as her mind was caught up in a whirlwind of pleasure.

She danced on the end of the rope, mindless
with the gush of ecstasy tearing at her, lost in a world of
pleasure, hardly able to breath as the climax wore on and on.
Second followed second, the slow tick of the clock accompanying her
breathless gurgles and gasps of wonder and release.

Oh it was so good!

It swept past and she collapsed limply,
exhausted, still quivering even as her mind began to work once
again.

It had been a good one! One of the best ever!
And it had lasted so long. She had feared a little at one point, as
her chest had burned from lack of air.

She let her head hang back, basking in languor
as long as she could, even as the pains and aches made themselves
known once again.

Her arms hurt, her hands felt numb, and her
wrists ached. Not only that but, oddly, the sides of her chest
hurt. She raised her head once again and her foot searched for the
box. She looked down and saw it off to once side. She had somehow
kicked it out of reach.

She reached out her foot but could not touch
it. She looked up at her bound wrists, and tried to pull one hand
free of its mitten. Yet the ropes were tight, and the sweat of her
hands and wrists had made the soft cloth stick tightly against
them.

She felt a twinge of alarm even as she gulped
in air. Her arms were so tired even the little bit of effort she'd
just used had been almost impossible. She swung her legs, trying to
get the box under her again, but could not reach it.

Real fear caught her now. If she couldn't get
herself down what would happen when her family returned? They would
have to break down the door and then - no! The thought of being
found like this was too horrifying! She had to free
herself!

She began to swing her body on the rope, using
her legs to swing her towards the chair. Her arms burned with pain,
but desperation lent her strength. She got her legs up and snapped
her feet together around the back of the chair, yanking towards
her.

It fell on its side, but it was within reach
of her feet now. She dragged it over beneath her, then, carefully
using her feet, pulled it upright and climbed onto it.

She felt a massive relief as the pressure came
off her wrists. She was able to work the loop open now and pull her
hands free. Her arms were leaden as she dropped them to her sides.
She reached up with great effort, taking the rope off the hook,
then jumped off the chair.

Her weakness made her stumble, and she fell
across her body, the wooden dildo twisting inside her. She groaned
weakly, then plucked it free, throwing it into the closet. She lay
there, panting for breath for several minutes, then stood up and
cleaned up the mess she'd made.

The planter went back up, the box and rope
back into the closet, the chair back behind her small
desk.

How her arms and shoulders ached! She hadn't
imagined it would be so hard just hanging by the wrists. She
examined her wrists, which were red, the skin lined where the rope
had bit in. Hopefully that would fade in a few minutes.

She grabbed her robe, then unlocked her door
and walked naked down the hall to the bathroom. Even alone in the
house, and even with her recent climax, she felt a little thrill of
arousal at being nude outside the protected confines of her small
room.

She hung up her robe on the hook, then turned
on the shower and climbed inside. The water was warm, but felt cool
on her overheated body. She turned slowly beneath it, bowing her
head forward and letting the water soak her hair.

She moved back and picked up the soap, soaping
herself up. Again she felt the familiar pulse of hunger as the soap
slickened her body. She slowly caressed her breasts, fingering her
nipples as they roused, then rubbed downwards and between her
legs.

Soon she was propped in the corner, legs
spread, one up on the side of the tub. Three fingers were thrust
into her pussy as she fingered her clitoris. Her eyes were closed
and images of bondage and pain played out behind her
eyes.

The orgasm was not nearly so good, but it was
quick and powerful, and she slapped her soapy buttocks against the
walls as she grunted in pleasure.
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"Did you vacuum like I told you?" her mother
demanded, setting down a bag of groceries on the
counter.

"I said I would."

"What about the laundry? Did you do it proper
like I told you?"

"Yes," she said in exasperation.

She got a smack across the side of the head in
response.

"Don't you take that tone with me, you lazy
bitch," her mother snapped. "Always thinking you're better than
us."

"I don't," she protested, jerking back as her
mother raised her hand again.

"Are your brothers home yet?"

"No. Football game should only just have ended
I think. And they'll probably stop at the pub after. Not like
they've got to do any work, is it?"

"They do their share," her mother snapped.
"They're good boys. They know how to work. Not like some always
having their noses stuck in a book! What do you think you'll ever
amount to anyway?"

"I want to go to college maybe some day," she
said, glaring.

Her mother laughed rudely. "And where do you
think the money for that'll come from, eh? Unless you want to
uncross your legs for once in your life and maybe sell a little of
what you've got in your pants. God knows you'll not make it from
work, givin' you ain't got none."

Wendy blushed and her mother laughed and
turned away, shoving cans up into the cupboard.

"I'll get another job," she said.

"And quit it like the others."

"I quit for a very good reason as well you
know!"

"Some man giving you a little tickle now and
then ain't good reason. You think your body's made of gold. That's
your problem."

"I don't have to put up with some disgusting
old pervert sliding his hand under my skirt every time I bend
over!"

"You have to pay the bills is what you have to
pay! If you weren't so proud of yourself you'd have a man by now
and wouldn't need a job."

Wendy decided not to mention that her own
father had been on the dole for most of her life."

"Think you're gonna be a virgin forever? I
don't know as how I raised a daughter thinks she's too good for
anything."

"I'm not..."

"Too good for common work, too good for any of
the men round here. Thinks some Lord from Oxford is going to drive
by and pick her up in his Rolls or sometin'."

"I'm just looking for someone who isn't drunk
all the time and maybe takes a bath more than once a year, and
maybe won't smack me when he's in the mood."

"You could you some smackin', you
could."

"What're you hens cackling about
now?"

Her father came through the door, scratching
his belly and sniffing tiredly.

"Her royal majesty thinking her skinny behind
is too good for any of the men round here," her mother
said.

"Don't you listen to her, girl," her father
said with a gap toothed leer. "Your behind is just
fine."

He gave her a less than fatherly squeeze as he
passed and she jerked away with a gasp.

"If little miss majesty didn't have her nose
stuck in them books all day long she'd have herself a job and a
man," her mother said. "Ought to burn all of them."

"Then you'd owe the library," Wendy muttered
resentfully.

"I forgot to get fags. Go down t'corner and
get a carton," her mother ordered. "And do it quick. I don't want
you wandering around daydreaming. There's still the kitchen floor
to be done."

Wendy sighed and nodded, glad to get out of
the stifling little kitchen and out into the comparatively fresh
air where she could think.

She wouldn't mind having a man, if he weren't
as crude as most of the ones she'd met. She wanted a handsome,
sophisticated man, one she could respect. She wanted one who would
be firm with her, too, not to the point of smacking her across the
face when drunk but...one who would do exquisite things to her,
maybe like her fantasies.

She had no idea where her desires for bondage
had come from. She had always been fascinated by the thought of
being a prisoner, by being the helpless martyr caught by the evil
man. For the last several years that fascination had taken on a
sexual side which she had yet to explore in reality.

She was not a virgin - quite. She had lost her
virginity to Robert Jessop, her boyfriend last year. They'd done it
in the back of the garage he worked, both half drunk. It hadn't
been either romantic, nor particularly pleasant. The second time
had been better, though, and the third best yet.

If they hadn't broken up she might have
approached him, shyly and uncertainly, with her wish to be bound
during sex, perhaps to have him spank her a little. Though possibly
not. This was her deepest, darkest secret. She would be utterly
ruined should it get out. The thought of him gossiping to his
friends, especially that miserable bastard Jimmy, telling him about
how she liked being tied up - well, it was just too awful a
thought.

It wasn't just her parents, her family, who
thought of her as sweet and innocent and snooty. All her
acquaintances did, as well. She would surely never be able to face
any of them if word got out what terrible thoughts were in her
mind, what perverted sexual practices she wanted to engage in. They
would be delighted, and would taunt her forever.

But oh how she wished she could find a man to
explore them with, a man she could trust, yet, a man who was fierce
and dangerous.

Most of all a man who she knew could never
tell anyone she knew.

She returned with the cigarettes and handed
them to her mother, dodging around her father's hand as it eased in
for another grope.

"Why don't you come out to the pub with us
tonight?" her father said. "Lots of nice lads there."

"Can't," she said. "Babysitting."

Her father shook his head.

"Well I have to make money, don't
I."

"Babysitting don't make money for more than
cigarettes. You ought to look to a job at the Randy Rover. They're
hiring pretty young girls."

He leered at her and she flushed.

"They're hiring girls with big boobs and cheap
morals," her mother snapped. "Wendy ain't either of
those."

"I dunno. Her boobs don't look so bad," her
father said lazily.

"Who you sitting for then?" her mother
said.

"The Butlers. You know the posh ones we met in
the Crown and Rose last week."

"Oh them." Her father frowned. "I don't know
as I like the look of him. And I don't know as I like the way he
looked at you."

"Dad! Have you seen his wife!? She could be an
actress in Hollywood!"

"Still," he muttered.

"He'd have to be mad to have any interest in
me with a wife like that. Anyway, you think all men are after
me."

"Most of them are. Mark my words."

"She just wants to pretend she's the type to
fit in their company," her mother said. "She'll sit around in their
grand house pretending it's hers and that she's better than
us."

Wendy glared at her but didn't say anything.
The truth was she would just be glad to get away from this
miserable house.

*

"You look ravishing, my dear." Sean lifted her
hand and brushed his lips over her knuckles.

"I don't know," she said hesitantly. "It's a
bit...well..."

The black dress was long and tight. It was
slit along the side all the way to the armpit. Narrow strips of
material crossed her bare side from her hip to her shoulder, but
they left most of her side bare, including the side of her right
breast almost as far as the nipple.

With all that it had a high collar, and was
made of rich, soft fabric which clung to her quite
flatteringly.

"Yes, it is," he said.

"Well, I suppose it won't surprise anyone at
the club."

"No. Might give the sitter a start,
though."

"God. The sitter. I'll have to..."

"Do nothing."

She looked at him anxiously, then
nodded.

He went to the closet and took down one of his
video cameras, then stepped back.

"Show me what a lovely girl you are," he
said.

She turned slowly, vamping for the camera,
arching her back a little to proudly push out her chest.

He placed the camera on the dresser, still
running then moved over to her, taking her hands and doing a slow
dance as she giggled.

The door rang just then and she sighed and
pulled away.

"Get the door! I have to fix my
face!"

She hurried into the bathroom and he shook his
head and moved downstairs.

The girl blinked up at him through thin
glasses, and he grinned, at first mistaking her for someone
younger.

"How'dyou do," she said, blinking her eyes
again.

"I do rather well, thank you. You
are..."

"Wendy," she said. "The sitter."

"Of course. Do come in."

He admired her behind as she moved past him,
then closed the door and followed her into the living
room.

"Sarah is asleep, and should stay that way,"
he said. "There's the telly. Kitchen is through there. Rampage
through it as you choose. We've plenty of snacks."

Morgan hurried down the stairs then. He could
see the girl's eyes widening at sight of her dress.

"We're going to be late," she said. "Hello,
dear. You come well-recommended. Do have fun."

They hurried out to the car and the girl
closed the door behind them.

"Cute little thing," he mused.

"Don't get thinking. She's a
child."

"Hardly that."

"Wait for the club, dear," she said with a
smile.

*

Morgan moved gracefully through the room,
looking around, smiling and nodding at people they knew, and
searching out new entertainment.

Sean squeezed her arm and nodded towards the
corner, and they moved in that direction.

"Yvette," she said to the tall, athletic black
woman standing there.

"Hello, darling," the woman said, her voice
husky.

Yvette was well over six feet tall, muscular,
with broad shoulders. She was smoothly bald, and wearing only a
short, leather bra and a mini with stiletto heels.

She leaned in and hugged Morgan, pressing her
barely clad breasts quite firmly against Morgan's own silk covered
chest, rubbing it there slightly as she nibbled on her
cheek.

She drew back with a flirty look, largely
ignoring Sean.

Yvette was only interested in women
sexually.

"And who is your companion tonight?" Morgan
asked.

The other black woman was quite shorter and
thinner than Yvette. She stood on the tips of her toes, her arms up
and out straight. Her head was back, her chest outthrust. She was
nude, her dark skin gleaming with the soft oils which had been
rubbed into it.

"Quite an interesting little tableau, no?"
Yvette said with pride.

Morgan agreed, naturally.

The girl appeared to be about twenty. Her face
was strained, but her eyes were alight with fire.

Thin wires, barely visible in the low light
there, were attached to all five fingers of each hand, pulling in
tightly around the joints. They then joined together beyond her
outstretched hands, the single wire attached to two hooks set into
the sides of poles a few feet from each hand.

The girl was impaled on a narrower pole which
was squeezed tightly between her legs and up into her vagina. Her
mons had been shaved, and her outer lips were pinched by clips
which pulled them up and back to expose the pinkness of her
interior.

Her clitoris had been pierced, a gold ring
pulled it out from beneath it's hood, a wire tugging the ring
forward to a ring set in a low post before her.

Her nipples bulged, two more wires cutting
into them tightly and tugging them out as far as they would go,
forming her breasts into narrow cones of flesh.

Her long hair was done in cornrows, each
individual one had been wound with wire which pulled them out to
either side and straight up above her, thus immobilizing her
head.

Her tongue was pierced, and a weight bound to
the ring with wire, forcing her tongue far out over her lower lip,
hanging almost to her chin. Two similar weights hung from per
pierced ears.

"Lovely young thing," Morgan
murmured.

"Ah, but you've not seen the best part,"
Yvette said in a throaty growl.

She reached to the wire tugging on the girl's
clitoris and let her fingers pluck it. The girl gurgled in pain
even as a soft, musical sound filled the air.

"Harp strings," Yvette said
proudly.

Morgan plucked the strings attached to her
nipples and smiled.

"Each one is a different length, of course, so
as to produce a different tone," Yvette said with a
smile.

She moved behind the girl, then began brushing
her fingers over the various wires, playing a small melody which
was accompanied by her captive's gurgles of pain.

"Very nice," Morgan said.

"Ah, but I can get her to play her own music,"
Yvette said.

She produced small bells and began to clip
them to the various harp strings, then moved back and picked up a
wide strap.

The girl's body shuddered as it landed on her
behind. The sound drew looks from around the room and others came
to watch.

The bells jingled merrily in response to the
girl's movements, then again as the strap cut into her behind once
again. Yvette swung lustily, the force of the blow obvious as the
young woman shook and gurgled helplessly.

Morgan cupped the girl's straining breasts,
feeling the tension in the taut skin. She leaned in and placed her
lips against her, her tongue sliding into the girl's mouth over her
bound tongue, fluttering slowly against the roof of her mouth
before withdrawing.

She let her fingers slide along the girl's
breast to the elongated nipple, stroking and pinching it lightly
before reaching the wire, then falling free.

"You're quite clever, Yvette," she
said.

"Thank you, darling. And if you should ever
like to see the cleverness in a private setting..."

Morgan winked and moved on. Sean looked the
girl up and down, then followed.

She thought Yvette a powerful, exciting woman,
and the thought of giving herself to her was deeply arousing.
Yvette was a true mistress, however, and would not perform with
Sean watching, nor allow him to take part. She did occasionally
make use of men, but purely to humiliate her slaves, not for her
own satisfaction.

She turned to gaze at Sean, smiling. As if
reading her mind he smiled in return. He was more modestly garbed
than she, wearing a black tuxedo, but then, she reflected, there
really were few creative ways for men to dress without descending
to gaudiness.

"There's Mark and Paula."

She nodded. Mark was in precisely the kind of
silly outfit men really oughtn't wear, she thought. He had on tight
leather pants, a black net shirt displaying his powerful chest, and
a studded collar around his neck. Paula was a vision in a pale
green see-through bra, garter belt, G-string, and matching
stockings. She wore white stiletto heels, and both ankles, both
wrists were surrounded by gold restraints. She had a matching
collar around her throat, and all were linked together by thin gold
chains.

Her blonde hair was pulled back into a loose
pony tail, and she bowed her head as they approached.

"Good evening, Master. Good evening,
Mistress," she whispered.

"Hello, Mark," Sean said.

"Sean, old boy. Like the look?"

"Paula is a feast for the eyes whatever she
wears, or doesn't wear."

"You're looking ravishing, Morgan," Paul
said.

"Thank you," she said.

She didn't particularly like Mark, but tonight
had little choice about being near him. Sean had decided to let him
have her so he could get his hands on Paula.

She had been used and abused by many in her
life, and, though she didn't consider herself exactly jaded,
flattered herself that she was simply too much for an amateur like
Mark to handle.

"So tonight's the night, eh?" Paul said with a
little smirk at her.

"I guess so," she said, smiling
back.

It wouldn't do, of course, to annoy him at
this particular point in time.

"I've got a costume for you to wear, my dear.
I'm sure you'll look lovely."

"I'm sure I will," she lied.

He grinned at Sean, then let his hand slide
down onto her thigh and follow it up through the slit in her skirt
to her G-string, cupping and kneading her pussy through the thin
silk.

She stiffened ever so slightly, but held her
smile, feeling the quiver of excitement despite her dislike of the
man.

Sean grinned at her, knowing exactly how she
felt about Mark and enjoying her discomfort.

His fingers jammed down into her G-string,
rubbing roughly along her pussy.

"I'll make you beg," he promised.

"You might," she said, eyes cool.

He smirked again, then pulled his fingers free
and slid them up over her chin, pushing against her lips. She
opened them and let him plunge his fingers inside, sucking on them
as her tongue licked them clean.

He took her hand and led her into one of the
private rooms. Sean gave her a quizzical look, but she had no
intention of backing down. Paul could only imagine topping her
anyway.

"I see you've got something prepared," she
said, noting the things filling the small room.

"Oh yes. You'll have a challenging time. Take
your clothes off."

She undid the straps and buckles of her dress,
then let it fall to her ankles. She stepped out nimbly, picked it
up, then hung it on a hook set into the door. She removed her
shoes, then slipped off her G-string, standing nude and
unembarrassed before him.

"Lovely," he said.

"I know."

It was said without false modesty. She was
lovely, and knew it. Her pale skin was flawless as she neared
thirty. Her breasts were large and firm, her hips slim, her legs
exquisite.

She was a beautiful woman with deep brown
eyes, long, natural lashes, a narrow, aristocratic nose, and full,
sensuous lips. She stood proudly under his gaze, waiting with some
excitement she tried to hide, to see what he had planned. Mere pain
would not break her, and he must know that.

"Bend over and grab your ankles," he
said.

She obeyed, watching him pick up the two thick
vibrators she'd seen on the low counter. She heard them click on
just as he slowly inserted one each into her rectum and pussy,
jamming them high inside her.

He pulled her upright, his hand still pushing
at the vibrator in her pussy, forcing the last inch inside her. He
fingered her rectum, his finger dipping inside to prod at the
vibrator buried back there, then pulled back and gave her behind a
sharp slap.

"Hands clasped behind your back, my dear, and
turn about."

"Yes, master," she said, with only a hint of
sarcasm.

He opened the chest she'd seen, and she turned
her head to see him removing a long, coarse rope. She felt it tied
tightly around her wrists, binding them together. The rope was
quite long, however, long enough to wind it around her waist and
back, pulling tightly, and tying it about her wrists
again.

It then pulled down tightly between her
buttocks. He reached between her thighs and pulled the rope
through. She made a face, knowing exactly what he intended. It
would not hurt - exactly - but it would be dreadfully
uncomfortable.

Sure enough he pulled the rope up between her
legs, then, with a sharp tug, yanked it up into her pussy, forcing
the soft lips apart. She inhaled sharply as he pulled even tighter,
the rope pressing in hard against the base of the vibrator there,
then fed it through the loop about her waist.

She tried to show no reaction as he wound the
entire rope under it, then up again, giving it another hard
tug.

He pulled it higher along her torso to between
her breasts, then he pulled it out and tied a complicated knot as
she watched. He opened the loop and she saw he had wound the rope
in a figure eight.

He grinned and placed the rope back against
her chest, then pushed the loops over her breasts.

She had to admire his rope tying skills, at
least.

He pulled the two loops tighter, pulling on
her shoulder to get her to bend over. Her breasts dangled as he
tied the rope, but began to go taut, puffing out as they were
squeezed at the base.

He straightened her, and she gasped as the
rope cut into her breasts. Both were already starting to redden as
they pushed out fat and hard like overfilled balloons.

The rope went over her right shoulder, then
behind her neck and around it twice before dangling behind her. He
pulled her arms together, then looped the rope around it tightly,
forcing the elbows back together.

He squeezed her taut breasts, then bent and
began to suckle wetly on each, chewing and licking in delight as
she held still before him.

Then he sighed, smirked, and pushed down on
her shoulders. She sank to her knees and watched as he opened his
leather trousers and drew out his small penis.

"You know what's expected of you," he said,
gripping her hair and guiding her to him.

She pursed her lips, letting his cock pierce
them and force its way inside, then began licking and bobbing her
lips.

"Once I come I'll have more patience," he
said. "I'm planning a long session of torture."

She bobbed her lips on him, then, when he was
slick enough, swallowed him to the base, moaning around his cock to
make her throat vibrate a little.

"Yes. I can see you know your job well," he
growled, tugging on her hair, making her wince as she slowly drew
her throat back up off his slick erection.

He pulled himself out of her mouth, then,
holding his dripping erection in one hand and gripping her hair
tightly in the other, rubbed it smugly over her face, smearing her
own saliva into her skin.

"Not quite so haughty now, are you...you
slut?"

She didn't answer, and he pressed his thumb
against the side of her cheek, digging it into her jaw
painfully.

"My slaves know how to respond to a question,"
he growled.

"N-No, master," she grunted.

He smiled, and drove himself into her mouth
again, holding her head in both hands as he thrust deep into her
throat. He used her as little more than an orifice then, thrusting
in and out, jerking her head back and forth, mashing her face
against his crotch as he pumped his manhood over her tongue and
into her throat.

She was feeling little arousal. She simply had
no respect for the man. He was too crude and unpleasant.

He pulled out, as she'd known he would, to
spit his seed over her face, then used his softening cock to smear
the droplets of semen into her face, chuckling all the
while.

"I'm tempted to take that starch out of you,
slut," he said. "I'm sorely tempted. But I don't get a chance at
one of Yvette's little morsels often."

She looked up at him in surprise.

"Besides, I prefer the young ones, the ones
without your...experience. And that tight little girl she's brought
with her..."

He shook his head and leered. "A college girl.
I love to show college girls what's what," he said, pulling her
roughly to her feet.

"Y-You intend to trade me to Yvette?" she
gulped.

"Yes indeed. I'm sure I'll have another chance
at you before long anyway."

"Does Sean know?"

"What difference who gets their hands on your
tits, girl? He's getting his dick taken care of. That's all that
matters."

"I think you should ask Sean first," she
said.

She said it for form's sake, however. The very
thought of being given to Yvette was already making her squirm in
anticipation.

"Sean won't mind. Trust me."

Sean would most definitely mind, since he
wanted to be present to watch, and had been holding out for that.
Still, he could hardly blame her now.

He gave her plump breast a little smack that
made her grunt in pain, then led her by the arm out of the
room.

Her skin was aching where the coarse rope dug
into it, especially her pussy, and walking made her even more aware
of the two vibrators within her.

Heads turned as she was led out into the main
room, and she felt her skin warm. She was not much given to public
displays, though she had, of course, experienced them
before.

The girl, whatever her name was, had been
unbound and wore a simple pair of restraints binding her wrists
behind her. She looked rebellious. As well she should, Morgan
thought. She probably had little experience in being given to men,
and Mark wasn't much of an example of the gender.

Yvette practically purred as she looked at
Morgan.

"So, my dear," she said in her throaty voice.
"We meet at last."

"I've never been used by a savage before,"
Morgan said, her voice dripping with contempt.

Yvette's lips drew up into a broad, shark-like
grin and she bent forward, then threw her shoulder into Morgan's
belly, put an arm around her waist, and hefted her up across her
shoulder like a sack of potatoes.

Morgan yelped as Yvette gave her bottom a
sharp lap, then squeezed it tightly for a moment.

"You'll learn manners from this savage, white
girl."

She carried Morgan easily across the room and
into another private room, then flung her down on the
bed.

"Well, slut," she growled. "I've given a deal
of thought into what to do with your pretty little
body."

"You'd have to give a lot of thought into
flushing a toilet," Morgan spat. "Bloody African
savage!"

"Not so barbarous as some I think," she said,
bending over her and sliding a finger along the ropes binding
her.

"Well, Mark isn't much to compare
to."

Yvette flipped her onto her belly, then
carefully unwound the ropes, freeing her completely and tossing the
rope into a corner.

"Poor little white girl," she purred. "Did the
big bad man put his nasty little ropes on your fine, porcelain
skin?"

"What do you have for me? Vines?"

Yvette smiled, her eyes glinting.

"I thought we'd just sit around and do each
other's hair," she said. "I'll do yours first."

Morgan licked her lips nervously, but kept her
expression haughty as the big black woman pulled her off the bed
and sat her on a chair, then moved behind her and combed her hair
back. She began braiding it together, complimenting her on how
soft, and silky it was.

"I've always admired your hair, you see," she
said. "I've always wanted to run my fingers through it."

She pulled her hair up and back tightly into a
single braid at the top of Morgan's head. The first knowledge
Morgan had of what she intended was when she began to pull up
slowly on her hair even while moving around to stand before
her.

The pull forced her to stand, and she gasped,
trying to look up above her, getting only the briefest look before
the pull on her head forced her face down once again.

The room, like many others, was well equipped
with hooks and pulleys, ropes and chains, whatever was required to
hang impudent slaves from their wrists - or ankles - or even their
hair.

"Oh no!" she whispered, realizing Yvette had
coiled her hair around a hook she'd brought down, the hook now
rising up towards the ceiling as Yvette folded her arms over her
ample breasts and watched.

It was no use protesting, but her face filled
with anguish as she felt the pressure mounting on her hair. She
rose to her toes, then reached above her, surprised that she had
not been tied in any way. She gripped the hook, taking the pressure
off her scalp even as she was lifted off her toes.

She hung there, legs kicking weakly, gasping
for breath as Yvette stopped the motor with the push of a button,
then sat down to watch.

Neither said a word. Neither had to. Morgan
knew that if she begged the woman would lower her. She also knew
she couldn't hold onto the hook for long.

She did her best, however, as her arms and
hands began to burn, and her grip began to weaken and slip. She
panted, groaned and hissed each time more pressure was placed on
her hair. Soon her chest was heaving and her flanks coated with
sweat. Her hands felt like burning claws and her biceps were ready
to collapse.

She felt her eyes tear as she was forced to
let more pressure come down on her hair, then more still, then yet
more, fighting desperately all the while to keep silent as the
pressure on her scalp mounted.

"Ahhh!" she cried, her arms giving way
completely.

She wasn't even able to hold them up any more
and they dropped to her side. Her body swung weakly, her face tight
as the hair pulled her flesh back. She trembled and groaned loudly,
the air sucked in and then blasting out of her mouth as she tried
to keep still.

Every minute move made her head burn
more.

"Feeling comfy, my sweet?" Yvette asked
pleasantly. "As I said, I have so admired your beautiful hair.
"There are so many things you can do with hair like
that."

Morgan did not try to reply. Moving her jaw
would have hurt too much. The pain was like a thousand needles
driven into her scalp, maddening in the intensity of their sharp
sting.

She raised her arms again, slowly, but her
hands could not summon the force necessary to ease her. She dropped
her arms with another low cry at the jerk that gave her
body.

Yvette set down her glass then rose, walking
over to inspect her. She slipped a finger between her thighs,
cupping and squeezing her sex, then let it glide up along her belly
to squeeze one soft breast.

"Such a lovely decoration you would make, my
sweet. I should leave you in the foyer when I was having guests
over and have them admire how your hair sets off the
rug."

She gave her a push them, and Morgan gasped as
her body began to swing back and forth, the pain intensifying,
sharp daggers stabbing into her scalp.

Yvette bent and gripped her ankle, lifting it
high, then with a smile, flung it to one side.

Now Morgan began to spin furiously, and again
the pain tore at her.

She sensed, more than saw Yvette move back to
take something from the table, then screamed aloud as she felt a
new source of pain.

It was a flog, and the many thin strips of
leather lashed across the centre of Morgan's back as she spun
before her. Morgan laughed, giving her another push to keep her
spinning rapidly, and the flog whipped down against her back with
enough force to drive the breath from her.

Still her arms remained free, yet there was
little she could do with them. The world was spinning, or seemed to
be, and she was growing dizzy as Yvette appeared, then disappeared,
then appeared again.

The thongs whipped down across both breasts, a
dozen stinging impacts setting both breasts shaking as she screamed
and covered them with her arms. The next blow simply hit her back,
and the next as well.

Morgan was ready to surrender, but could not
find the words.

The flog continued to lash her back every time
she spun to present it, and when she dropped her arms dazedly they
gleefully tore into her breasts instead.

Then Yvette stopped her, gripping her shoulder
to halt her in place.

Morgan gulped in air, her eyes rolling as she
tried to focus them on the black woman's face.

"Would you like to get down?" she
asked.

"P-P-Please," she said in a choked
voice.

"You must show you are worthy of it then. Can
you do that, slave?"

"Yesssss," she croaked.

Yvette reached down and hooked each hand
behind Morgan's knees, lifting both legs up high. She let her hands
slide down along them until they were locked to her ankles, then
lifted them up and back, pressing Morgan's legs back against her
chest and then opening them wide.

"I want you to hold these in place," she
ordered. "If you let them go you will stay up there. If you can
hold them in place you will have proved yourself worthy and I shall
lower you."

She forced each leg back under Morgan's arm,
lodging them there as Morgan brought her arms down to pin them in
place.

The pain was intense, but Morgan fought her
way through it. She brought her arms together behind her legs,
squeezing her hands together to hold them there as Yvette stepped
back.

She was in the most exposed and vulnerable of
positions, she realized, and began to feel a familiar warmth
between her legs at last. The startling pain coming from her scalp
had put her off her pace for a time, but she had dealt with pain
before many times.

Her torso was squeezed together, her crotch
open wide, lifted up and high. The cheeks of her behind were spread
wide, as well, exposing her wrinkled anal opening.

Yvette let her hand rub back and forth along
Morgan's sex, and Morgan felt the pressure pushing down against the
vibrator still buried within her sheath.

One of Yvette's fingers pushed between her
pussy lips, prodding at the vibrator.

"You cock lovers really puzzle me," she said.
"Always looking to have your pussy stuffed with some disgusting
male organ that's going to squirt and ooze noxious fluids into you.
Surely a vibrator is much nicer. Hmmm?"

Her finger pushed down hard, and Morgan
grunted as she ground the tip of the vibrator against her
cervix.

"Now can you stay in this position, little
slave girl?"

"Yes, Mistress," Morgan said in a choked
voice.

Yvette did not react to the word, but they
both knew what it meant.

She stepped back and raised the flog
again.

Morgan allowed a broken sob to escape, then
braced herself as the flog descended.

The flog was easier - and yet harder - than a
heavier whip. None of the strips in themselves was so very much to
take. All of them together, however were death by a thousand
cuts.

She saw them hanging together as Yvette swung
the thing overhand, watched them separating in mid-air, spreading
out wider and wider as the flog completed its arc. They then all
landed against her pussy and behind, and inner thighs, and she
screamed helplessly.

"Hold those legs back, bitch," Yvette
ordered.

The flog descended again, and again, and
again, each time sending fire through her bloodstream. Each blow
sent her body jerking back, adding to the pain in her
scalp.

The pain was drowning her. She felt a buzzing
in her skull, and her legs began to slip from her grasp.

The flog whipped down again, and this time
there was a spark, a snap deep inside her. As if igniting a sea of
petrol she felt the heat rise up within her body and envelop
her.

She stared at the woman, watched her full
breasts jiggle as she swung, watched her eyes narrow, her teeth
draw back into a snarl. Each blow was a shock to her pussy, and
each shock grew in strength.

The blows were unhurried, carefully laid down,
calmly delivered. Yvette waited until she had stopped shaking and
her sobs had weakened before landing another.

Lights were flitting before her eyes, and her
entire body seemed to be charged with electricity. And the shocks
to her pussy began to feel like more of the same, crackling sexual
electricity.

"Almost finished, kitten," Yvette said. "I
want you to ever so gently pull your pussy lips apart. I want to
see that nasty old vibrator sticking into your snatch."

"Please," she whimpered dazedly.

"Pull your pussy open for me, girl. Pull it
wide."

She shuddered at what the woman intended, yet
there was a deep, savage glee as well, at the outrage of
it.

Her fingers trembled, and she worked them
slowly in against her pussy. Her skin ached and burned, her lips
swollen. She gulped in air as she gently placed her fingertips
against her sex and opened herself.

"Wider. Wider. Wide!"

She spread herself wider for her, then wider
still, the tears spilling from her eyes again at the pain as she
pried her sex wide. The flog descended, and Morgan screamed in
agony as the strips sliced directly into her sensitive pussy,
against her throbbing, burning clitoris, and against her trembling
fingers.

Yet a thrill of shocked excitement followed
behind the pain, almost blotting it out as it rushed over
her.

"Again."

Her fingers were red now, shaking even more as
she moved them to her sex. She pried herself open once again, and
again shrieked as the flog descended.

She was pinching her pussy lips now, her
fingers holding on desperately. She held her grip as the flog fell
again, then again, the pain and pleasure melding into one, her
nervous system flayed by the force of the sensations burning
through her.

The climax roared up around her and tore into
her mind. She couldn't scream because she couldn't breath. She hung
there shaking and trembling, pain washing over her from all sides,
pleasure tearing at her vitals, her mind tossing like a cork in
high seas as the flog continued to descend.

Her body was on fire as ecstasy drew her into
its embrace. She was in another universe, alone with the
pleasure.

Then she was on the bed, looking up dazedly at
the roof, groaning weakly as Morgan slowly ran her tongue up over
her plump breast and mouthed the nipple.

Her lips felt incredibly soft around her
sensitive little bud, and she moaned in pleasure, her head rolling
slowly as Yvette sucked rhythmically, her tongue lapping slowly and
tenderly across the erect nipple.

Yvette moved lower, her long tongue sliding
around her belly button, then moving lower still, her big hands
shifting Morgan's thighs well apart, her tongue caressing the
tender skin to either side of her narrow opening.

Tender and bare skin. She raised her head
slowly and saw that even the narrow bit of pussy hair she'd had was
now gone. she must have been out for a few minutes then for Yvette
to have done that without her noticing.

Yet it felt wonderful, the smooth play of her
wet tongue along the edges of the slit between her puffy lips. And
she was so tender there! Every touch brought a rush of sensations,
mild pain, combined with pleasure for the softness and wetness of
the woman's tongue.

Her fingers peeled her open ever so gently,
yet even so there was pain. Her hands rose, or tried to, and she
found them beneath her, bound tightly. She groaned instead, then
hissed, arching her back with the pain as Yvette exposed her
clitoris, swollen now in both pain and arousal.

Her tongue circled it gently as a single long
finger slipped down into her. She felt the tip probing up, then
down, searching, then stroking.

Then a kiss to her clitoris drew her
attention, followed by Yvette's soft, moist lips and her tongue
ever so carefully working against her outraged little
button.

Every touch brought more pain, yet undeniable
pleasure. A second long finger slipped down and probed against her
rectum, then slipped inside as the woman's tongue began to caress
her clitoris with more strength.

The pleasure and pain rose, and she found
herself gulping in air, swimming through the contrary sensations
that swept over her in waves.

Then Yvette backed off, smiling, her hands
caressing Morgan's breasts. She rose up and Morgan's eyes were
drawn to her loins. The black woman was now nude, save for a thick
strap-on dildo protruding from between her legs. It was slick
looking in its rubber glory, gleaming black and, she guessed, a
good foot in length. At it's base, near the top, was a small,
curved horn which she knew would jam up against her clitoris when
the dildo was sheathed within her and crush it
downwards.

She watched as Yvette placed the rounded head
of the dildo against her moist opening, then felt its pushing her
aching lips in and back, sliding slowly over and through them to
disappear into her body.

She felt it deep within her, cleaving the
walls of her soft pussy, forcing them aside as it drove ever
deeper. She groaned as the last few inches slowly pushed into her
helpless body, and the small horn approached.

"Cock girl," Yvette whispered. "I have a cock
for you now, cock slave."

She laid her body down, her soft, full breasts
mashing against Morgan's own. Her hands slid through her hair, then
her lips moved gently along the nape of her neck and up under her
ear.

Then she thrust, and Morgan cried out as the
last inch of the thing was driven into her soft opening. She felt
the rubber head jam into her cervix deep within her even as the
horn at its base stroked across her clitoris, then jammed it
downwards.

The pain as terrible, but veiled. The pleasure
was like a wall around her mind, and even as Yvette drew back and
thrust in again the pleasure rose higher.

Each thrust was calm and carefully delivered,
like the beating. Yvette drew the dildo up slowly, then thrust it
into her like a dagger, burying it within her in an
instant.

Morgan felt like her insides were being
pummelled, beaten. Her clitoris burned and spat fire through her
veins. She cried out, and found her mouth covered by Yvette's,
Yvette's tongue thrusting inside, fighting her own.

Yvette rode her faster and faster, showing
more hunger and excitement. The dildo was a triphammer inside her,
grinding against her clitoris as it pounded her cervix. Yvette's
breasts rolled back and forth against her own aching orbs, the
stiff nipples digging into her flesh as the woman's mouth ravaged
her.

Yet amid it all she felt the pleasure grow,
felt her arousal flying higher. She was being rodded with brutal,
unrestrained force, her most sensitive parts already beaten and hot
with pain.

So used, she thought dazedly, so
abused.

Her legs rose and slipped around the woman,
pulling in tight in rhythm to the thrusts, urging her on to harder,
more brutal motion as her entire body throbbed with sexual heat and
hunger.

She felt the climax nearing, and her eyes
stared upwards through narrow slits as she grunted in helpless
desire.

She came, the firestorm of pleasure taking
hold within her and setting her writhing and twisting in wondrous
release.

Glorious! Glorious! She thought.
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It was a lovely house. Wendy envied the
Butlers. It even had a fireplace in the living room. All the rooms
were enormous, and the furniture was first rate. Her mother was
right about Wendy wanting to live in such surroundings.

The first thing she'd done was check on the
child, of course, and ensure she really was sleeping as she'd been
told. Once that was done she did as all babysitters did; explored
the house.

She started with the living room, flopping
down sideways across a big overstuffed chair, turning on the TV and
seeing what channels it got. With little of interest on she
wandered into the kitchen to investigate what snacks were
available. She was not shy about peering into cupboards either. It
was nosy, she knew, but something to do.

She went back upstairs, checked on the child
once again, then found herself in an interesting room, a spare
bedroom turned into a kind of trophy room. There was a saddle on a
pedestal, the heads of a dozen animals hanging on the wall, framed
pictures of the Butlers in Africa, India and China, odd pieces of
furniture, and a few objects whose purpose she couldn't even guess
at.

On one wall was a gigantic map of Africa
mounted on a big wooden frame which was for some reason equipped
with a wheel and pulley system. After some experimentation she
found the entire map could slid down and out to form a kind of low
table> She couldn't imagine the purpose of it,
however.

She put it back up, then wandered into their
bedroom. It looked quite luxurious, with fine antique furniture,
including a four poster bed with canopy. She opened a few dresser
drawers idly, then halted as she found Mrs. Butler's
lingerie.

She looked towards Sarah's closed door, then
knelt and pulled out several pieces admiringly. They were of the
sexy, seductive sort she longed to wear herself. She hadn't the
money for such, though, and couldn't have hoped to have kept their
presence a secret from her mother or brothers.

She lifted out a thong, then a G-string. She
took out what she at first took to be a bustier. It was made of
pale blue lace with frills, yet where the cups should be were two
open holes obviously made for the breasts to be thrust through. She
gaped at it in shocked delight. She'd never even imagined such a
thing!

She wished she could try it on, but knew that
Mrs. Butler was simply too big and the thing would float on her. On
the other hand -

She took out a folded bodystocking. It was
made of purple lace, and the thought of wearing it made her pussy
pulse.

She licked her lips, then checked on Sarah
again before hurrying back. She was wearing a pair of denim shorts
and an over-sized sweatshirt. She quickly peeled them off, along
with her own bra and panties, then carefully stepped into the body
stocking, feeling the legs cling sensuously to the bare skin of her
legs as she slid the material upwards.

The elastic material eased up over her plump
buttocks, then up her waist. She pulled it over her arms, then
fastened it behind her neck with a little snap, feeling the soft
material pull in against her pert breasts.

She looked at herself in the big mirror over
Mrs. Butler's dresser and inhaled sharply, turning and posing, eyes
alight with excitement at how sexy she looked.

Surely there was a full length mirror, she
thought.

She opened the closet, and sure enough, the
entire back of the door was mirrored. She moved to the table and
turned the stereo on low, then moved back before the mirror,
dancing sexily, rolling her hips and sliding her tongue out to
dance across her lower lip.

She looked great!

She briefly considered purloining the
stocking. Mrs. Butler had so much, after all, that even if she
missed it she'd hardly care, nor spend much effort discovering
where it had gone.

She peeled it off with a sigh, however, then,
naked, folded it and placed it back in the drawer. That was when
she spied the handcuffs at the bottom in one corner. They were
lined with pink fur, and she stared at them in
amazement.

She thought of the beautiful ebony haired
woman handcuffed with these, naked, and her chest tightened as she
squeezed her thighs together. Her hand slid down her body an cupped
her sex, feeling the moist heat there.

The key was in them, so she removed it
carefully, then placed her wrists within the cuffs. She closed them
around her wrists, then hurried to the mirror, standing straight,
hands high above her head, letting her head fall to one side a
little as though she were hanging helplessly.

She moved back to the dresser and easily
unlocked them with the key, then handcuffed them again behind her
back, straining her neck to see herself as she turned to present
her rear view to it.

The foot of the bed was a few feet from the
dresser. She bent over the wooden crossbeam which ran between the
corner posts, then gazed behind her, imagining she was Mrs. Butler
and Mr. Butler was about to cane her or take her from the
rear.

She straightened, then removed the handcuffs
and stroked her body. She moved back to the bed and bent over the
foot, then reached one hand back, slapping at her buttocks. She
arched her back, panting excitedly, raising her rear as she gave it
another slap, then another.

In her mind she saw the beautiful Mrs. Butler
presented like this, being spanked by her husband while handcuffs
kept her helpless. She slipped her left hand down beneath her,
fingers rubbing furiously at her clitoris as her right spanked her.
She could see her behind beginning to pinken, and felt her
excitement rise.

She halted at a sudden thought. If Mrs. Butler
had handcuffs, what other objects of interest might she
possess?

She pushed herself upright, then checked the
lingerie drawer for anything else. She pulled out a few more
drawers, then went to the bed and opened one of the bedside
table.

And there it was, a real dildo.

She stared at it for a long moment as if
unable to believe her luck. Then she reached in and took it out,
amazed at how life-like it was made. It even had a head, veins, and
phoney testicles. It was thicker than the wooden one she had been
using, at least thicker than the front half of it. She didn't think
it was quite as thick as the back half.

She went to the door which she'd left open a
crack and peered across the hall to make sure Sarah's door was
still closed. Then she went to the mirror, turned, and bent over.
She turned her head sharply, looking at the mirror, watching as she
brought the thing against her pussy and slowly worked it into her
body.

She walked over to the bed then and lay back
across it, drawing her legs back as she began to pump the dildo
into her pussy. Fantasies played out behind her eyes, and her chest
rose and fell with growing rapidity as she pumped the dildo into
her pussy.

Her fingers stroked furiously against her
clitoris, and she grunted softly each time she thrust the thing
inwards.

The climax sent her chest arching up, her head
pulling back sharply so that she seemed to be resting solely on her
shoulders and head. She bucked up against the dildo, jamming it in
hard, hardly able to breath at the gush of steamy sexual
gratification which rolled through her.

*

"Well I enjoyed it regardless," Morgan said as
they walked to the door.

"I'm going to get Paul back for this anyway,"
he said in annoyance.

"Darling I don't see your problem. You're
being quite immature. The only reason you wouldn't allow Yvette to
have me was because you wanted to watch."

"Good enough reason I should think," he said
indignantly.

Morgan smiled tolerantly. "You've seen me with
women before."

"I wanted to see you with her."

"I wanted to see you with her," he said
frostily.

He unlocked the door and they stepped inside,
looking for the babysitter.

She emerged from the living room as they heard
the TV turned off, and smiled at them a trifle shyly.

"Hello," Morgan said. "Have any
trouble?"

"No. She slept all evening," the girl said,
eying her dress then pulling her eyes back with apparent
effort.

"Excellent. We might need you again soon. I'll
give you a call when we're sure."

"Glad to," the girl said with a shy
smile.

Sean paid her and then saw her to the door as
Morgan went upstairs to check on Sarah. From there she went into
the bedroom to get changed. There was nothing really amiss in her
lingerie drawer. Yet she sensed someone had been in it. A few
pieces weren't very well placed, and she thought one bra and panty
set had been shifted.

Well, that sort of thing was to be expected,
she mused. Young girls would explore a new house, and coming across
such a collection of exquisite lingerie it wasn't at all odd they'd
want to look at it more closely. She was just glad the girl was so
much smaller than she. It was unlikely she'd tried anything
on.

She paid no more attention to the video camera
sitting on Sean's tall dresser in the corner than Wendy had
earlier. Nor did Sean when he came in.

It wasn't until two days later that Sean
picked it up with annoyance, remembering he'd left it there, left
it turned on, in fact. The battery was dead and the card was
full.

He replaced the battery, then checked the
screen, wanting to watch the clip where he'd been dancing with
Morgan. He pressed Play. He was more than a little surprised to
find the babysitter on it.

He stared and then grinned at the sight of her
as she poked about, looking in drawers.

"Little snoop," he said without
malice.

He watched her open Morgan's lingerie drawer
and take out various pieces with obvious awe. He saw her go to the
door and look out, then hurry back. His smile broadened into sheer
delight as he saw her reach down crosshanded, grip the bottom of
her sweatshirt with both hands, then peel it up and over her
head.

She quickly undid her shorts and skinned them
off too. He leaned forward, grinning as she stripped off her bra
and panties. She had a lovely body, he thought. She was a slim
girl, but quite nicely proportioned, and so young and –
firm.

He saw her pull on Morgan's purple body
stocking and admire herself in the mirror, looked approvingly at
her little dance, then strip it off again.

When she found an old pair of handcuffs things
got even more interesting.

He called Morgan, and they both watched the
girl's efforts.

"My, my," Morgan said.

"Cute little thing, isn't she?"

"Yes, but I never would have imagined. She
seemed like such an innocent."

"Oh she is. Look at the way she stared at that
dildo, like she'd never seen one before. In fact, I don't think
she's even seen erotic lingerie before."

"She's obviously got an interest in bondage,
and perhaps some in punishment the way she's spanking
herself."

"But how much, I wonder."

Morgan raised an eyebrow. "And I suppose you
want to find out."

"Oh my yes," he said with a lewd
grin.

*

Wendy felt a little quiver of anxiety as she
rang the bell. Mrs. Butler hadn't wanted to discuss what she wanted
on the phone. Surely the woman hadn't discovered her
little...playing around. She ran over what she'd touched again and
again, but could think of nothing she'd touched she hadn't
carefully replaced.

She would simply deny anything if Mrs. Butler
accused her of touching her undies. But God it would be so
embarrassing! Surely that wasn't it. What else could it be,
though?

The door opened, and Mrs. Butler smiled. She
was dressed in a short, pretty dress with a short skirt.

"Come in, dear," she said.

Wendy obeyed nervously, and the door was
closed behind her.

"No doubt you're wondering why I called you
here. There's something upstairs I wish to show you."

Wendy's heart pounded, but she made no effort
to resist as the woman took her hand and led her upstairs. Instead
she put on a puzzled look, as if she couldn't imagine what could be
the problem.

She was relived when the woman led her, not
into the bedroom, but to the trophy room, to a small laptop set up
on a side table. But then she saw the image on the screen, and it
displayed the bedroom, showing the Butlers dancing. Mrs. Butler
fast forwarded, and the Butlers left. Then there was nothing but an
empty room - until she saw herself appear.

The blood drained from her face as the imagine
continued to zip forward, showing her whipping from one part of the
room to the other, then stripping off her clothing and trying on
the purple bodystocking, then slowed to normal speed as she bent
over and slapped at her behind.

She could hear the crack of skin on skin, as,
mortified, she watched herself finger her pussy. The camera showed
her front, but also included the mirror, with a perfect view of her
backside, even showing her hand between her legs.

She tried to rush from the room but Mrs.
Butler grabbed her, pulling her around and pinning her in front of
her with her hands at her sides, then forced her to watch the
video, even pulling her head up as she watched herself take up the
dildo and begin to use it on herself.

Her face flamed, and she felt like
dying.

"Is this what we paid you for?" Mrs. Butler
demanded.

She couldn't answer, could not, in fact, speak
over the lump in her throat. Her face was flaming!

"I've made a copy of this and I intend to
bring it to your house and show your parents," Mrs. Butler
said.

"Oh please don't!" she cried, staring at the
woman in appalled shock. "Please! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'll never
do it again!"

"How dare you make use of my lingerie?" Mrs
Butler said sternly. "And my dildo! Do you think I want you using
my dildo on yourself, pushing it up into your nasty little pussy
and spreading your vaginal juices all over it?"

Could a person die of humiliation? Wendy
wondered, and wished it were possible. For surely she would drop
dead on the spot and this horrible scene would be gone.

"I'm sure your mother would want to know what
a little slut her daughter is," Mrs. Butler said coolly.

"I'm not! Really I'm not!" she cried. "I
was...that is...i-it was so...I'd never seen...anything
like..."

"Spanking yourself was at least the right
idea. Someone should have taken a belt to your backside long ago to
teach you how to behave," Mrs. Butler said.

"Please don't tell my parents," Wendy could
only beg, tears beginning to fill her eyes as panic set
in.

Mrs. Butler looked at her doubtfully. "I could
be persuaded," she said. "But only if you are sufficiently punished
for your misdeeds. And if your parents are not to do it then I
must. Will you accept that?"

"Yes! Yes! Anything!" Wendy begged.

"Very well. Remove your clothing."

Wendy stared at her in shock. "Wh-what?" she
squeaked.

"Remove your clothing. I am going to take a
switch to your bare backside."

"B-but...but surely..."

"Now!" the woman snapped. "Or I can tell your
parents."

Wendy looked around like a trapped animal, her
mind spinning frantically.

"Now, girl, and bend over."

It was mad! Yet she had no choice!

Humiliated, she slowly undid her trousers,
then pulled them down. She tried to step out of them but her tennis
shoes were in the way. She had to sit down and remove her shoes,
then tug at her trousers.

Face burning with shame, she undid her blouse
and removed that as well.

"Naked?" she whispered in a small
voice.

"Naked," Mrs. Butler insisted
haughtily.

Staring at the floor, the young girl reached
behind her and undid her brassiere, then tried to cover her breasts
with her arms as she shrugged it off. She turned away and tugged
her panties down, trying to crouch to slip them off and not bend
over.

She stood up, red-faced, looking down at the
floor. She was not, of course, much given to athletics, being
bookish by nature and physically unsuited. She was wholly unused to
being seen nude by anyone, even a woman.

In fact, even with Bobby, their couplings had
been done in the darkened back of his car, with her skirt up about
her hips and her blouse tugged down.

She had never exposed herself wholly nude like
this to anyone, not since she was perhaps a small child. She was
trying to cover her breasts and groin at the same time, feeling
totally mortified as Mrs. Butler looked on.

She had never felt herself beautiful, and
especially in comparison to the tall, buxom, sleek older woman she
felt like a skinny waif, ugly and inferior.

"Bend over here," Mrs. Butler ordered, patting
the saddle Wendy had seen earlier.

She obeyed, shaking now, heart racing. She
felt the cool leather against her abdomen as she placed herself
across it, her shame mounting as she bent further and further over
and displayed her backside so blatantly.

Mrs. Butler gripped her hands then and pulled
them together behind her back. Wendy felt something soft, yet
strong placed around her wrists.

"Since you admired these the other night It's
only fitting you make use of them again today," Mrs. Butler
said.

Wendy tried to keep her legs as tightly
together as possible in a futile attempt to hide her small, neat
pussy from view. She had seen it in the mirror too often, however,
as she had bent over, and knew just how she looked now to Mrs.
Butler's eyes.

"Please I...I don't..."

She didn't know what to say. She wasn't even
sure what was happening. What kind of punishment was this, anyway?
Why was Mrs. Butler binding her so? She suspected the woman was
interested in more than mere punishment, and her embarrassment took
on a new edge.

She knew that even some women who normally
went with men, married women, for example, were sometimes into
dallying with girls as well. She wondered if Mrs. Butler was like
that.

The thought of the woman looking at her in a
sexual way was a new blow, no more humiliating, perhaps, just in a
different way.

There was a leather strap on the side of the
saddle, and Mrs. Butler bent over and pulled it out, then strapped
it around her neck.

"Just to hold you in place," she
murmured.

Still Wendy said nothing. Her suspicion this
was more for Mrs. Butler's sexual gratification than anything else
was mounting. Yet she wasn't quite sure how she felt about that.
She'd never really thought about any kind of sex with a woman or
girl, though a few of her girlfriends had mentioned the idea was
not totally unappealing.

Yet being bound like this for sexual purposes
was striking something deep within her, some part of her that
roused and blossomed with interest and excitement.

She gasped as Mrs. Butler pulled her head up
and placed a kind of rubber ball against her mouth.

"Open your mouth, dear. Sarah is napping and I
don't want her to hear you crying out."

She opened her mouth immediately, and grunted
as the thing was pushed in. Her mouth was forced wider still,
painfully wide, then it was strapped behind her head. The ball
thing kept her jaws forced wide, her tongue pressed
down.

She felt a surge of sexual desire now, felt
her martyrdom and helplessness acutely. She pulled against the
bonds holding her, reassuring herself of how helpless she was, then
jerked violently as she felt Mrs. Butler's hand on her buttocks,
felt them squeeze lightly, then stroke the soft skin.

"Such a lovely behind you have, Wendy," she
heard her say. "Very pale and unmarked. Bad girls seldom have
unmarked behinds for long, however."

The woman moved back, or so Wendy sensed, a
moment later

Wendy cried out as she felt something pressing
against her pussy. The sound, of course, was little more than a
muffled grunt due to the ball thing, and a moment later she felt
herself penetrated and knew by what.

"Since you so enjoyed this the other night I
was sure you would want to relive the experience," she heard Mrs.
Butler say. "No doubt it will be a comfort to you during your
punishment."

There was no way for her to protest or stop
it. She gasped repeatedly into the ball thing as she felt the dildo
pushed deeper. She was sure she was dry as could be, yet the thing
moved easily, as though lubricated.

She groaned as it drove deep. It was much
longer than the wooden thing she had used, and she had been unable
to force it all into her body the previous night.

She felt a cramp deep inside her as the head
of the dildo pushed into the bottom of her tunnel. It was so deep
it felt like it was knocking against her kidneys!

"Perhaps if you're a good girl I'll let you
take this home to enjoy yourself," Mrs. Butler said.

Wendy felt the dildo pulled back, then pushed
in again, then again, this time groaning as it pushed even deeper
into her body.

A moment later she felt Mrs. Butler's hands
pulling her legs together, then she felt a strap wound around her
ankles, pressing them firmly and tightly together.

Her pussy lips ached. She felt so utterly
full, so strained there as her thighs closed against the protruding
rubber cock. She was panting for breath, her mind spinning
helplessly as she waited for what might come next. This was so
wicked and perverted and... and her body was starting to thrum with
sexual energy!

"Such a naughty girl," Mrs. Butler said. "So
in need of discipline."

Wendy moaned, feeling her pussy squeeze down
around the dildo, squeeze, then squeeze again. She felt a tingling,
then a throbbing there, the familiar awakening of need and
desire.

How she must look! If only she could see
herself in a mirror!

But oh God how she must look to Mrs. Butler!
How naked and lewdly displayed her bottom and sex was!

She heard the sound of something thin cut
through the air, then felt a light blow against her buttocks. A
moment later came a stinging pain, and she jerked violently against
the bonds holding her, crying out.

"Naughty girls must be punished," Mrs. Butler
said.

Wendy's pussy squeezed down against the dildo.
She heard the hiss again, and felt the impact, then cried out again
as the stinging pain arrived.

Again and again she heard the hissing sound,
then felt the sting as whatever Mrs. Butler was using snapped
against her upturned buttocks. Her pussy was now spasming around
the dildo with each blow, and she was beginning to feel herself
slip into a world of sexual abandon.

This was not punishment, she knew, or not that
mainly. This was sex. Mrs. Butler was using her like a...like a sex
slave!

She cried out each time the pain arrived, but
only the softest of muffled squeaks emerged. She lurched to each
blow, moaning and panting for breath, tugging against her bonds,
feeling more and more a creature of sexuality and lust.

"What's going on in here?"

Her slitted eyes widened suddenly at the new
voice.

Mr. Butler!!

She cringed mentally, pulling frantically and
hopelessly against her bonds.

"Who is this?" she heard him ask.

"This is our babysitter Wendy. I'm teaching
her not to poke her nose into other people's things when they
aren't at home. Look at this and see what she was doing when we
were gone."

She heard the sound from the laptop then and
heard the sound of her own soft pants and moans as she used the
dildo on herself. Again she felt mortified, horribly and helplessly
humiliated, not just from knowing he was watching her abuse herself
on the TV but from her lewdly displayed bottom.

Not to mention the dildo still protruding from
between the tight, slick lips of her sex.

"You're quite right to punish the little
slut," she heard, flinching at the contempt in his voice. "But why
with just a light little switch. Surely a riding crop or cane would
be more appropriate for something like this."

"If you think so, Sean," she heard the woman
answer diffidently.

"Go and get the cane from downstairs," he
ordered.

She heard the door close, then nothing but her
own breath. She started as she felt his hand on her throbbing
bottom, eyes bulging as she followed his fingers.

"Well, well, what a pretty little sight this
is," he said.

She felt his fingers between her legs, rubbing
at her pussy, prodding at the dildo. "You like having your pussy
pumped do you?" he said. "But why use silicon? Plenty of men would
be more than willing to enjoy your soft little pussy."

She felt the strap around her ankles opened,
then close around just one ankle. He pulled it wide, and fastened
it down somehow. A moment later she felt another strap around her
other ankle. That too was forced wide and locked down.

Now she was even more lewdly displayed! And to
a man!

She felt his fingers touch her as he gripped
the base of the dildo.

*

Sean gazed down at the girl in excitement. She
was small, but her behind was simply perfect! Her skin was
flawless, and the innocence she represented!

He felt incredible power over her, and his
manhood strained against his trousers. He turned to grin at Morgan,
who was standing, holding the video camera, an recording it all -
just as he'd recorded her earlier switching of the girl.

He pumped the dildo slowly, feeling the
tightness of the young girl's velvety sheath, then gave her
backside a hard slap.

"Hot little slut," he whispered.

He pulled it out, staring down at her sex as
it gaped open, then ever so slowly began to close.

But it wouldn't, of course. He unzipped
himself and jerked down his pants, fumbling excitedly as he drew
out his erection.

This was the peak of power! Here was a lush
young female utterly helpless before him, and he was going to mount
her!

He rubbed the nose of his cock up and down
against her mons, sinking in slowly, feeling her heat ooze up
around him as he pushed deeper and found her hole. He sank himself
into her with a long groan of pleasure, feeling victorious, like a
conqueror. He buried himself in her honeyed depths and gripped her
hips tightly, grinding his pelvis in a slow, lewd dance, twisting
his organ around inside her.

He sighed, and turned to grin at Morgan, then
slowly began to pump. He used firm strokes, feeling the need to
master the bound female, to ride her thoroughly. He squeezed her
buttocks, pulling them apart, fingering her rectum, then ran a hand
up her flank and down the side of her chest to cup a hot, firm
little breast.

*

Wendy quivered as his erection filled her, as
his cock pulsed with life inside her hungry sex. It had never felt
so good with Bobby, never felt so natural inside her. It was far
and away better than anything else she had pushed into her pussy,
carrots, cucumbers, small bottles, fingers, even the
dildo.

She felt his hand slide along her ribs, then
down the side of the saddle. It reached her breast, and folded
firmly around it, squeezing gently.

She almost fainted at the shock and
pleasure.

He ground his hips against her backside, and
she felt his testicles against her inner thighs, felt the skin of
his abdomen against her buttocks. He must have dropped his pants,
she thought dazedly.

"So tight," he sighed. "What a tight, hot,
hungry little pussy you have, Wendy."

He pulled back, then thrust in again, and a
hot, sizzling heat raced up her pussy along with his
cock.

He pulled back again, and again thrust into
her.

Oh God! she thought with the thrust. Oh God!
Oh God Oh God! Oh yes!

She began chanting it aloud, her voice muffled
to almost nothing by the gag, the Oh! as he pulled back, then the
GOD! as his cock slid into her body.

Oh Goooooood! Oh GOOOOOOD! Oh
GOOOOOOOD!

Again and again and again as he used her, as
he drove his cock into her helpless bound body.

"Did you fantasize about this when you were
thrusting the dildo into yourself the other night, Wendy?" he
grunted. "Did you imagine a hard, red cock pumping into you as your
fingered yourself and spanked your nasty little bum?"

His hand cracked against her bottom, then
again, drawing squeaks and cries of pain from her. But they were
little more than punctuation marks, shocked little burst of
excitement amid the waves of wonder immersing her.

Oh...GOOOOOOOOOOOO! Oh...GOOOOOOOOOOOOD!
Oh...GOOOOOOOOOOOOD!

He began to pick up the pace, thrusting into
her faster now, then even faster, often slapping her behind or
squeezing her breast as his hips drove powerfully into her
buttocks. Her chant was a continuous grunt now, and her mind was
soaring atop the wildfire pleasure filling her.

The saddle and the pedestal it rested on were
shaking with the force of his motions, her entire body jerking
helplessly. His stiff lance was thrusting remorselessly into the
deepest pit of her belly, punching her kidneys and cervix producing
a pain that somehow became pleasure on its way to her
mind.

She climaxed with a scream, a helpless,
quavering howl of sheer ecstasy, her body straining and jerking
against the bonds as the come went on and on and on.

She couldn't breath, and felt herself going
faint, felt her vision blurring. But she didn't care. The pleasure
was so intense, so wonderful. She didn't care if it killed
her.

Then it was over, and she groaned long and
low, eyes slits, air puffing through her nostrils. Never had she
felt such a climax, and she knew that, even unbound, she would not
have been able to move.

Mr. Butler continued to thrust into her, but
her awareness of it was a faded thing. He sped up suddenly, then
slowed and finally stopped. His hand released her breast and he
eased back, his softening cock slipping out from her
pussy.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


A moment later Wendy felt the dildo stuffed up
into her again. Mr. Butler seemed to take a great pleasure in
sliding it slowly in and out, then forcing it quite deep -
painfully deep - and twisting it about inside her in a way that
felt to her like it was stirring her guts up into a
stew.

She heard the door open then and heard Mrs.
Butler's voice.

"I had to search the basement to find
it."

"Ahh, good," she heard her husband
reply.

"You've retied her legs."

"I like to punish a woman this way, with all
her charms well displayed," Mr. Butler said.

"Now, Sean. She's an innocent young thing,"
Mrs. Butler said. "Not so innocent from what I saw on that video,"
came the reply.

She heard a hissing sound.

"And this, I dare say, will show her not to
touch other people's things without permission."

"Don't be too hard on the poor dear," Mrs.
Butler said.

"I'll give her something to
remember."

Wendy heard the hissing sound, then a blow
against her backside. It was a much more forceful blow than the
switch had been, and a moment later the pain arrived like an
explosion.

She screamed almost soundlessly, jerking
violently against the bonds holding her in position. While the
switch gave her a sting this was more a slashing bite of fire.
She'd fantasized many times about being caned or whipped, but
hadn't imagined how sharp the pain would be.

Again the cane cracked down, and again she
cried out, jerking helplessly, tears filling her eyes. Again, then
again, then yet again the cane laid a line of fire across the
cheeks of her behind. And now she was sobbing freely.

And yet - even as her backside burned
horribly, there was a tightness in her lower belly, a moist
heaviness that spread slowly up through her abdomen and then into
her chest.

She bit into the rubber ball, still sobbing.
Her glasses filled with tears, then dropped off after one cruel
blow sent her jerking forward. Her buttocks were on fire now, yet
the heat of that fire seemed to be easing the pain of each new
blow. It was radiating out from her jerking, flinching bottom and
forming a shimmering curtain to dull the sharpness.

She moaned weakly, starting to breath a little
easier now, even while still jerking and flinching from the blows
of the cane. She felt a strange kind of relief, and a further
tingling between her legs. She squeezed her pussy down around the
dildo and felt a slow seeping pleasure filling her.

Then the caning was halted. Hands released the
straps from her ankles, then undid the one around her throat. She
was pulled upright and turned to find only Mrs. Butler there. She
looked up at the woman, blinking through teary eyes, and saw her
smile.

She leaned in and kissed her on the cheek,
then on the forehead. She let her tongue slide out, licking slowly
across her eyes, which closed, licking the tears from her
eyelids.

Wendy felt the tongue on her shoulder, and
opened her eyes, looking down to see Mrs. Butler bending further.
She felt her breasts lifted and cupped in gentle hands, then saw
her lips glide down to engulf her nipple.

Her legs were shaky, and she stumbled back a
half step so her bottom was against the side of the saddle. Pain
flared, yet she ignored it, staring as Mrs. Butler began to lick
and suck on her nipples, her fingers kneading her
breasts.

Then the woman dropped to her knees, and
Wendy's eyes widened. She blinked repeatedly, squinting, trying to
see more clearly even without her glasses. Mrs. Butler eased her
legs apart, then licked up against her pussy.

No one had ever licked her pussy, though she'd
heard about it, and she stared in shock, hardly noticing the pain
in her rear as she felt the woman's tongue sliding between her
pubic lips and caressing her clitoris.

She'd never felt anything so soft against her.
The sensation of her tongue against her clitoris was like nothing
she could have imagined. She could only stare, panting through her
nose, moaning softly into the ball gag, watching Mrs. Butler's
mouth as it moved against her.

Her pussy began to spasm against the dildo,
and she rolled her hips slowly and lewdly as Mrs. Butler licked
harder on her clit. She felt her insides squirm and a fever seemed
to come over her. Her hips moved faster, grinding into the woman's
face, then a climax hit her like a freight train.

She arched her back and cried out, her bottom
grinding against the saddle, her hips thrusting forward into Mrs.
Butler's hungry mouth. She fell back across the saddle, back arched
painfully, head hanging upside down as Mrs. Butler gripped her
thighs and kept her mouth pressed against her clitoris.

*

Wendy worked her jaw slowly, still feeling the
ache. She hadn't been able to speak to Mrs. Butler as the woman had
helped her dress, then shown her to the door. Her mind had been too
confused and uncertain, and she was still embarrassed.

In fact, as she walked slowly along the
pavement she realized she had left so hurriedly that the dildo was
still buried up inside her pussy.

She drew in a deep breath, then exhaled. Mr.
and Mrs. Butler had obviously planned what would happen after
seeing her in that video. Contrary to being angry she suspected
they had found her "performance" quite interesting
indeed.

Still, how humiliating! To know they had sat
together watching her naked, watching her masturbate with the
dildo.

And then they had coolly decided to bring her
in and - and what? And torture her. Yet wasn't that what she
fantasized about? In fact, what had happened was very much like one
of her fantasies.

Except, of course, that the pain had been
real. Oh how real! She hadn't imagined how much her buttocks could
hurt from something like that. They still ached.

Then again, she also hadn't realized just how
powerful, how intense the pleasure could be. She had thought she
knew what it felt like to reach climax on her own. Certainly she
had done it often enough while masturbating. But those climaxes had
been like candles next to a furnace compared to the ones she'd felt
with the Butlers.

It had been like she was in a separate world,
where nothing existed but incredibly erotic sensations of pleasure
- and pain.

Still, she was confused about it all. It was
like nothing she'd ever experienced. She'd only had sex once
before, and that was only after she and Robert had thought they
were in love. Casual sex with people she'd barely met was alien to
her.

She stepped through the door of her home a
little nervously, as if somehow someone would be able to sense what
she'd just gone through, silly as that seemed.

"Where've you been?" her mother demanded.
"We've been holding up dinner!"

"I... didn't realize the time," she said in a
low voice.

"Never mind. Put the plates out. Quickly
now!"

She moved into the kitchen, still a trifle
dazed, and instinctively opened the cupboard, taking down the
plates and setting them around the table.

Her mother bustled in and took a meatloaf out
of the oven, then called out that dinner was ready.

She felt very awkward around them all as her
father and brothers came in, filling the room, and as flustered as
she was, her excuses to get away were halfhearted and ignored. Her
mother pushed her firmly down into a chair, and never noticed the
wince as the base of the dildo hit the chair and the rubber phallus
was forced deeper into her belly.

So she sat there eating, nibbling at her food
while everyone talked around her, feeling terribly bizarre with the
big dildo still buried inside her.

Her behind stung, as well, which caused her to
try and lean forward more. That, however, put more pressure on the
base of the dildo, which lay nestled between her clasping pubic
lips.

Then, of course, she had to help wash the
dishes.

By then she was feeling queerly happy,
laughing and joking with her mother. She felt euphoric, as if she
had done something - marvelous, something that had made her more
sophisticated than she had been. She felt like she had graduated
into real womanhood.

Wouldn't they all be shocked! If any of her
friends and family knew they certainly look at her differently.
They wouldn't think of her as a shy, innocent, bookish girl any
more.

There she was standing by the sink, chatting
with her mother, exchanging insults with her brothers - with a huge
dildo stuffed so high into her pussy that every time she moved she
could feel it tickling her kidneys.

Not to mention the stripes she had across her
backside.

God! She had been tied up naked, caned, and
then...they had used her so cruelly!

Well, not precisely. She had loved it, even if
Mr. Butler hadn't exactly asked her permission.

No, she had been forced! And...and
tortured!

Her. Wendy Mann. Wimpy, mousy Wendy Mann. It
was unbelievable!

She went upstairs finally and locked her door,
then stripped.

She began to feel an upwelling of sexual heat
as she slipped off her pants, then her panties. Nude, she stood
before her mirror, turning to examine her behind. She gazed at the
red marks of her beating, enthraled. They were all across her
buttocks, criss-crossing each other back and forth.

She bent over slowly, then pushed down with
her pussy muscles. The dildo pushed out of her, and she turned
sideways, feeling horny again at sight of her own nude body, and
the dildo penetrating her.

She took it in her hand, then began to pump it
slowly, gasping weakly as she watched the image in the
mirror.

She reached back and slapped her hand against
her bottom, moaning in pain.

*

"Well that was interesting."

"Yes. Do you think we'll hear more from
her?"

"I think so, from her reaction. She looked
like she was quite into things, and her climaxes certainly seemed -
unrestrained.

"Unlike the rest of her." Morgan chuckled.
"Such a sweet, innocent child. I can hardly wait to try something
more severe on her."

"Give her a day or two, then phone her up and
ask her to babysit. I think she'll know what that will
mean."

"You don't think you hit her too
hard?"

"I gave her a taste. By then you'd warmed her
up with the switch."

"She had such a pretty little
bottom."

"Yes. It was quite thrilling to stripe it
properly."

 


Morgan waited for two more days. Then she
called The Manns and asked to speak to Wendy. There was a long
delay before the girl came to the phone, then her voice was low and
hesitant.

"Hello, Wendy dear," Morgan said. "How are you
feeling?"

"Fine," she heard.

"Listen, we so enjoyed having you sit for us
the other day. We were wondering if you would be interested in
doing so again. Say tomorrow afternoon."

"A-afternoon?"

"Yes, around two-ish."

There a long pause, and she could feel the
girl's indecision.

"Okay," she heard.

She smiled and hung up, then looked around her
and began to plan where to take things. She'd kept things quite
simple the last time. She thought she might get into somewhat more
intimidation, more dominance and see how submissive the girl
was.

She'd just have to be careful not to go too
fast too soon, to lead her along gradually.

There was an idea rising in the back of her
mind that she dared not really ponder just yet. The girl seemed
such a natural submissive, and seemed to get so much out of it.
Well, there were several ways she could turn that to her advantage
if it continued.

 


From what she knew of the girl she had little
prospects in life, and wasn't exactly delighted at her home life
and surroundings. She pondered the idea of having a live-in sex
slave, someone to do their chores for them and then play with when
they were in the mood.

Then too, there were other ways to profit from
such a girl if she could persuade Sean to it.

*

She was dressed modestly when Wendy arrived,
and wasn't surprised at all to see the girl dressed even more
modestly. No doubt she was dressed to assure both Morgan and
herself that she wasn't a cheap tramp.

Of course Morgan intended to make her realize
that she was precisely that. And be happy about it. That would
require putting it to her logically, for Wendy struck her as too
bound up in doing the smart thing, the intelligent thing, to admit
even to herself that she wanted to be degraded and used for its own
sake.

"Come in, dear. I'm so glad to see you again,"
she said.

Wendy bobbed her head quickly, blushing and
hesitant. Morgan gestured her in and closed the door
behind.

"I hope you're not embarrassed about the other
day," she said. "Those of us who enjoy bondage shouldn't be
embarrassed about it. Many is the time I was bound across the
saddle myself, you know."

"Uhm, really?" Wendy said, still
blushing.

"Oh yes. Some of the things I've done..." She
waved her hand and smiled, then ushered her into the living
room.

"Would you care for some tea?"

"I...yes, please."

"Come into the kitchen while I make it and
we'll chat."

She put her hand on the girl's back, easing
her towards the kitchen, then squeezed her shoulder as she
passed.

"So tell me," she said. "Have you always had a
thing for bondage?"

Wendy reddened further, then shrugged
helplessly.

"With me it began when I was quite young,"
Morgan said.

"Yes, uhm, me too, I think."

"Of course I never put it into a sexual
context then."

Wendy nodded vigorously, watching as she
filled the kettle.

"I think the thing about bondage, about
submission, is the freedom it gives you," Morgan said. "I know that
sounds strange. But really, sex can be so complicated, and there
are so many worries about your performance, about pleasing your
partner. When you submit to another you give up such worries. All
you have to do is obey. Everything else is in the control of the
person who is in charge. You get the pleasure without having to
work at it."

She smiled disarmingly and Wendy smiled a
little shyly.

"Also, well, we all have thoughts about being
a sex object, about being a creature of desire. Being a sex
slave..." She paused on the words. "...gives us the chance to be
such a creature, yet without feeling cheap or sluttish. After all,
we're not doing anything naughty, naughty things are being done to
us...against our will, supposedly. IF we're tied up
and...abused...how can we be held responsible for
anything?"

She reached out her hand, fingers delicately
combing back the bangs from the girl's forehead.

"Have you ever fantasized about being a sex
slave?" she asked softly.

She could see the girl's reaction to the
words, the excitement in her eyes combined with the flushing of her
skin.

"It embarrasses you, of course," she said,
smiling. "But the idea is deliciously attractive, isn't it? And why
shouldn't we play such games while young? Why shouldn't we have
wonderful wicked experiences to remember when we're old and
feeble?"

"I-I suppose..."

"Just to be overwhelmed," Morgan said. "To
have someone powerful just...just use us like a cheap piece of
meat, to have them dominate us and force us to do their
bidding....Well, the idea can be exquisitely exciting, don't you
think?"

Wendy nodded weakly.

Morgan stepped back. "You make the tea for
me," she said.

Wendy looked surprised. "All right," she
said.

Morgan took her arm and shook her head, then
smiled slightly. "Say...yes, mistress."

The girl stared at her, her mouth dropping
open. Then she licked her lips as she blushed again. "Yes,
mistress," she said at last.

She watched the girl for a minute. "Get the
cups from that cupboard," she said.

The girl nodded, and Morgan slapped her
lightly on the behind. "Say yes mistress," she said
sternly.

"Yes, mistress," Wendy said
breathlessly.

Morgan stayed just behind and to one side,
looking over her shoulder, watching her make the tea.

"One cube for me," she said.

"Yes, mistress," Wendy breathed.

Morgan let her hand slide down the girl's back
to her plump little rear. She heard her sharp inhalation, then
squeezed softly, feeling the soft, resilient flesh beneath her
fingers.

"A-Any milk?" Wendy asked.

She slapped her behind again, a little harder
this time.

"Would you like milk mistress," she
corrected.

"W-would you like milk, mistress?" Wendy
asked.

"Yes. Slave."

She watched her flinch slightly at that, then
let her finish the tea.

"Bring it into the living room," she
ordered.

"Yes, mistress," Wendy said.

She walked back to the living room, the girl
following, then halted near the sofa, turning. She regarded the
girl, who stood before her carrying a saucer and cup in each
hand.

"I think you're overdressed," she
said.

Wendy flushed at that, then gasped lightly as
Morgan matter-of-factly undid the buckle of her belt, then
unsnapped her trousers and slowly lowered the zipper. She tugged
the pants and they slid down Wendy's ankles.

She smirked slightly, then unbuttoned the
front of her blouse as Wendy stood still, exposing her small white
bra. She let her hand slide delicately into the parted shirt and
cup one breast lightly, then squeeze before withdrawing.

"Set the things down here," she ordered,
pointing at the coffee table.

"Y-Yes, mistress," Wendy whispered.

She set down the saucers and cups, then looked
at herself uncertainly.

"Take those things off," Morgan
ordered.

Wendy stared at her anxiously, but Morgan
frowned, and the girl slowly shrugged off the shirt, then bent and
undid her shoes, taking them off before stepping out of her pants.
She was blushing furiously as she undid her bra, then pulled it and
her panties off.

She sat down quickly, crossing her legs, but
Morgan remained standing.

"Stand," she ordered.

Wendy popped up again quickly.

"You don't sit down unless I tell you to,
slave."

"I-I'm sorry, M-mistress!"

Morgan sat down, then lifted up her cup,
sipping lightly.

"Stand back a bit, slave," she ordered. "Shift
your legs apart, and put your hands behind your head. I want to
look at you."

Blushing, Wendy obeyed, pushing out her
chest.

"Very nice little breasts. We shall have to do
something about that hair between your legs, however. I think we'll
remove it."

Wendy stared in surprise

"Turn around," Morgan said in an arrogant
tone, twirling her finger.

Wendy slowly turned, presenting her
rear.

"Stop. Bend over and grip your
ankles."

She saw her hesitation, then watched as she
slowly obeyed, exposing her soft little mound to Morgan's
gaze.

"I see your lovely little behind is back to
normal. Perhaps we'll do something about that today. Walk back and
forth for me."

"Pardon?"

"The only response expected of you is yes
mistress," she said coldly.

"Yes, mistress," Wendy gulped.

She walked tentatively back and forth a few
paces in each direction.

"Get down on all fours," Morgan
ordered.

The girl was already breathing rapidly. Her
eyes were starting to sparkle, as well, despite her obvious
embarrassment and uncertainty. She hesitated again then dropped to
all fours on the rug.

"Now onto your belly, slave."

Wendy laid down, blinking her eyes through her
glasses.

"Now crawl to me on your belly, like the
proper little submissive slave you are."

Again she hesitated, then she began to wriggle
forward slowly, panting loudly.

"Don't raise your chest. Let your little
titties grind over the rug. Let your stiff little nipples be rubbed
until they burn."

Wendy obeyed, gulping in air through her open
mouth, face flushed red as she wriggled along on the floor until
her head was down near Morgan's feet.

"I would like to put you in chains, slave.
Would you like that?"

"Y-Yes, mistress!"

"Give me a kiss then, slave."

Wendy blinked, then gathered her arms to
rise.

"Down there," Morgan ordered, wiggling her
foot.

Wendy stared at her foot, then as if dazed,
reached out and kissed the top of it.

"Rise, slave."

Morgan opened a cupboard below the table and
drew out a set of leather restraints she knew would excite and
arouse the girl to no end. They were old-fashioned, heavy metal
with chains.

She stood slowly, smiling at the girl's wide
eyes.

"Hold out your hands, slave girl."

Wendy's hands shook as she held them out, and
Morgan quickly snapped the heavy metal restraints around her
wrists. A similar pair went around her ankles. Both were locked
together by a chain about a foot long. She then took a larger chain
and linked the wrist shackles to the ones around her ankles.
Finally she placed a heavy metal collar around her slim throat and
attached another chain from that to her wrist shackles.

Wendy stared down at herself, at her wrists,
her ankles, the chains, breathing heavily.

Morgan led her to the entrance hall where the
full-length mirror was and let her stare at herself for a few
moments, then led her back into the room and had her kneel before
the table to sip her tea.

"Of course there are many who think slave
girls are wicked girls," she said, "Nasty, naughty little slatterns
who must be punished for their wanton ways. A true slave girl is
often punished severely."

"Yes, mistress," the girl said in a shaky
voice.

"You have lovely long nipples, Wendy. Have you
ever considered having them pierced?"

"No," Wendy said, startled.

"I think a pair of gold rings would look quite
nicely on you, and perhaps another between your legs."

Wendy blushed and looked down at her
tea.

Morgan smiled and sipped her tea, then put it
down and stood up. "Let's go upstairs," she said. "I have a few
things I want to see about."

*

Wendy rose awkwardly, walking slowly in her
shackles, then taking the stairs one at time before following
Morgan into the bathroom. It felt so bizarre, and yet so
deliciously nasty to be chained as she was. And they were real
shackles, too, shackles she could not escape unless Mrs. Butler
chose to free her.

She was still wildly uncertain about this
whole thing, but she was becoming more and more sexually charged,
and more and more willing to engage in acts which only last week
might have shocked her.

Mrs. Butler opened a cupboard which had been
locked when she'd explored the room before and took out a black
mask of sorts. It was unlike any she had ever seen before. It was
apparent it was designed to cover ones entire head, yet there were
no holes for the eyes.

Mrs. Butler took off her collar, and then her
wrist and ankle restraints. Wendy felt a kind of disappointment,
then more uncertainty as she pulled off her glasses. She blinked
helplessly, then watched as Mrs. Butler lifted up the black mask
and carefully pulled it down over her head. There was some
elasticity to the thing, she saw, as it squeezed down around her
nose, eyes and mouth, then over her chin. Mrs. Butler buckled it
around her neck, and Wendy felt a sense of total
helplessness.

"Open your mouth wide, slave."

She opened her mouth, hoping she was not to be
fitted with another ball gag, but that was precisely what happened.
She grunted as the ball was forced into her mouth, then the strap,
a thick, hard one, was wound behind her head and buckled into
place.

She heard the woman moving around then, but
could only guess at what the sounds were. She heard the clink of
chains, and what sounded like leather.

Something heavy, like leather, only padded,
was wrapped around both wrists, then both ankles.

"Spread your legs, slave," she
heard.

She shifted her legs wider, then wider still,
hearing the clink of chains again. She felt her wrist lifted up and
out, then held there. A moment later her other wrist was also
lifted up and out, so she was standing like a great X in the center
of the room.

She let out a quick breath as she felt the
pull on her wrists increase. Then she was lifted to her toes, and
finally off them. She felt her body strain as something pulled back
on her ankle restraints, holding her in place.

Her body was drawn tight as a board, pulled in
four directions. She groaned helplessly into the gag, her head
going back a she panted for breath.

"Slut."

She heard Mrs. Butler's whisper, her lips
obviously inches from her ear. "Foul, nasty, wicked little slut!
You're going to be punished, you miserable slave! I'm going to make
you scream in agony!"

Wendy felt fear, but also a terrible
excitement. She tried instinctively to squeeze her thighs together,
but, of course, could not. She grunted as she felt Mrs. Butler's
soft hands on her breasts, felt them squeezed and kneaded. Moments
later she felt her tongue licking at one deliciously sensitive
nipple, felt her slurping and sucking on it.

She felt a hand on her groin, rubbing softly
over her mound. A moment later she felt tugging at her pubic hair,
then heard the snipping she quickly identified as
scissors.

The thought of having her pussy hair cut off
was both shocking and wildly arousing in her present state. She
felt the metal of the scissors next to her soft flesh as Mrs.
Butler cut close. Then she felt wetness, and something else. She
realized Mrs. Butler was going to shave her.

She cringed mentally, embarrassed even while
excitement thrummed in her veins. She felt the woman's fingers
against her narrow slit, felt the first touch of the razor as it
slid along her skin.

Her arms were tiring quickly, and even her
legs rather ached from being held so straight. She kept trying to
move and finding she cold not. Yet a sexual aura seemed wrapped
around her body and mind, and she felt totally wanton and wildly
sexual.

She felt the razor slicing downward and in,
felt Mrs. Butler's finger tugging on her pubic lip as she ran the
razor along the edge. It took little time, for she had only a
little hair there anyway.

Then more wetness, and a towel of some sorts
to dry her. The feel of Mrs. Butler's hand on her now was
shockingly intimate, far more so than before. She blushed to think
of how open, how obvious her sex was.

And it felt so good! It felt so sensual as the
woman's fingers stroked up and down along her uncovered gash,
cupping her mound and squeezing it. She rutted her hips like a
whore, moaning in pleasure at the thrill of it all.

"Nasty little sex slave," she heard the woman
spit.

Then she felt her tongue, almost crying out
with the pleasure of it as it wiggled up and down between her pubic
lips and flicked across her clitoris.

She felt the woman's hands slide up her body
and cup her breasts, felt the fingers tugged and twisted, pulled
and even pinched so they sparkled with pain and
pleasure.

Then the feelings went away. She was left
dripping wet, moaning for relief and wanting more, much
more.

"Nasty slut slave," she heard from behind her.
"You need to be punished for being such a little whore."

The words were shocking to her. Nobody had
ever called her a whore, nor had she ever felt like one. But now
she did, and even so felt no guilt over it.

"Yes, I'm a whore!" she wanted to shout. "A
wild sexual animal!"

"It's time for you to be whipped," Mrs. Butler
said. "Every slave girl needs to be hung by the wrists and whipped
to show her her place."

A tremor of anxiety sliced through Wendy's
excitement. She didn't think Mrs. Butler truly meant to whip her,
but still...

The idea was lewdly exciting, but she knew
that it would hurt terribly, much worse than the caning she'd
gotten the other day.

"Slut!"

Something lashed her back, many small pieces
of...leather, or something. It didn't land with any strength, and
only stung a little. She moaned nonetheless, flinging herself into
the thought of being a sex slave hung by her wrists and
whipped.

Again the thing landed, many small stings
scattered across her bare back. She humped furiously, gasping for
breath, her pussy throbbing in need.

Again she was whipped, and again and again,
each time enduring a scattered string of stings across her back.
The skin there began to warm, and she really felt like she was
being whipped.

Another blow, and this time the stings seemed
more severe. No matter. She gloried in it. She was almost rabid
from the heat now, writhing in her bonds, throwing herself into the
role of tortured sex slave.

Another blow, and she let out a cry of pain as
the stings bit deeper.

Whipped! Whipped! She was being
whipped!

Another blow, harder still, and she cried out
once more, though the sound never got through the gag.

The gag kept her silent, and she felt a
wildness in that. The next blow landed, and she screamed into it,
softly, testing.

Again she felt the blows, a quick ripple of
fire across her back from shoulders to the middle of her spine. She
screamed louder this time, just because she had the freedom to do
so. The sound would not emerge, after all, and screaming made her
feel so...so wild.

The blow landed lower, and her body was flung
forward as she screamed in pain and excitement. Her back throbbed
now, throbbed hotly, pained and burning as the next blow
landed.

"Ahh, I see you're punishing the little slut
properly."

She almost missed the words, so bound up in
the wild heat, yet the timbre of the voice caught her mind, and she
realized with both horror and shocked delight that it was Mr.
Butler there. That he was now looking at her hanging naked, open
and helpless.

She felt a male hand, rough and callused on
her breast, squeezing harshly, then fingers at her sex.

"Filthy sex slave," he whispered.

She groaned as his finger slipped into her,
and she felt herself sopping down there as it wiggled around inside
her and was joined by a second.

"She needs a good hard rutting," he
said.

"Yes. This is a girl who longs to be used. But
she must be punished first."

"And then again afterward," Mr. Butler said.
"Whip her again while I watch. I want to see her body as she's
tortured."

The blow landed, harder still, and she
screamed, straining at the bonds holding her, moaning her pleasure
into the gag. Mr. Butler's hand held her bare pussy mound, rubbing
and squeezing as she was whipped, and then whipped
again.

"Whip the slut harder," she heard him say, the
words like crackling lightning running up her spine, fire in her
mind.

The blow landed again, a scattered string of
terrible stings that made her shriek.

Mr. Butler had two fingers inside her, then a
third, and was pumping them in and out faster and faster. She was
becoming dazed by it all, her head rolling weakly as the pleasure
and pain twisted together inside her body and mind.

She climaxed with a long, undulating cry of
elation that was little more than a muffled groan through the gag,
her lower body bucking against Mr. Butler's hand with frantic need
as the pleasure exploded within her.

The orgasm seemed to come in waves, each one
reaching higher than the last, carrying her along with it until the
final sustained wave reached its peak, and held her there, mind
spinning and tumbling in glory and ecstasy, held her there while
her body shuddered and strained, then slowly released its hold and
let her fall back to earth.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Sean licked his lips appreciatively, sliding
his hand over the moaning girl's body. She had such a sweet, firm,
fresh little body that his fingers could hardly get enough of the
feel of her soft skin.

He rolled her nipples between his fingertips,
then gazed over her shoulder at Morgan, who smiled
slyly.

He shook his head, more than a little
surprised the girl had taken so much and still come. The silly
little pretend whip Morgan had used to start out, yes. Perhaps, the
light flog was understandable, but even as she had whipped harder,
then switched to a heavier flog the girl had continued to writhe in
obvious pleasure.

The force of the blows had sent her body
jerking forward, and her entire back was pink, with criss-crossing
lines of red. Yet her pussy was nibbling and squeezing frantically
around his fingers as she hung there.

He reached down and slid his cock out, then
rubbed it up and down against her puffy little opening. He slid
into her easily, squeezing her small buttocks as he thrust himself
up into her belly.

She groaned weakly, her face against his
shoulder.

He seized her head, forcing it up and back,
staring into the featureless mask as he worked his hips in and out,
wondering what she was thinking, what she was feeling behind the
mask. It was odd fucking someone in the mask. It was like fucking a
robot, for you could read nothing of their personality or
expressions.

He dug his hands into her backside, squeezing
hard, kneading the soft flesh. He drew a hand back, slapping down
sharply, filling his hand with her malleable flesh even as his hips
thrust in harder and harder.

On the verge of climax he pulled back,
fighting to control himself. Morgan cupped the girl's sex, rubbing
her fingers up and down along it.

"We should take our little slave down and
spend some time with her," she cooed.

He nodded, and they removed the chains from
her leather restraints, carrying her into the bedroom. They laid
her out on her back on the bed, atop a rubber tarp, then chained
her to the four corners.

Morgan reached behind her head and unbuckled
the ball-gag, then gently worked it up out of her mouth. The girl
immediately licked her lips, then panted for breath.

"Well, little slave, do you think you've been
sufficiently punished?" she asked, her hand sliding over the girl's
body.

For long seconds Wendy only gulped in air,
then she hesitated and said. "No!"

His eyes rose higher, and Morgan's lips turned
into a feral grin of delight.

"Then you should be punished further, slave
girl."

"We know quite a lot of ways to punish
impudent little slaves," Sean said.

Morgan went to the closet and pulled down a
box, while Sean casually leaned over, opened the drawer on his
night table, and took out a candle, then a small piece of
sandpaper, and finally a sewing needle.

Morgan stripped while she was up, then sat,
cross-legged, between the bound girl's thighs. She opened the box
and pulled free a thick dildo. She rubbed the head along Wendy's
pussy, then slowly worked it inside, pumping it slowly but steadily
as Sean lit the candle, then tilted it, letting droplets of hot wax
dribble along her breasts and over her nipples.

The girl groaned and strained, writhing
beneath them, moaning occasionally as well, though never asking
them to stop.

Morgan took out the dildo and placed it in the
box, then took out the next one in the series, which was thicker
and longer. She eased it into the slender girl's pussy and drove it
in to the base where her fist clenched tight.

"Hot little slave slut," she purred. "Nasty,
wicked little whore."

Sean let wax dribble down between her breasts
and onto her belly button, then Morgan eased her pumping long
enough to expose Wendy's clitty. The girl bucked up furiously as
small drops of hot wax dripped directly onto it, crying out in
short, desperate exhalations of breath.

Morgan began pumping again, while he put down
the candle and picked up the sandpaper. He squeezed her left breast
to make the nipple stand out more, then began to slowly stroke the
sandpaper across it. The results were rewarding as her breathing
picked up and she began begging.

"Oh! Please! Please!" she panted.

"Please what, slave? Do you want to go
home?"

"No! I...my nipple is...it's...it burns..."
she moaned.

"Good."

He rubbed faster and harder, and she cried
out, straining against the bonds, arching her back.

Morgan removed the thick dildo and picked up
the next, this one even thicker. Sean paused to watch her slowly
force it into the girl, noting the strain on her pussy opening as
the thick dildo was ever so slowly jammed into her.

He began to work on her other nipple, smiling
at her cries and moans, feeling his hardness push against her chest
as he leaned over her.

"Would you like me to stop, slut?" he
asked

"Yes! Please!"

"Please what?" Morgan demanded.

"Please, Master!"

"Would you like to suck my cock instead,
slave?"

"Yes!"

"Do you promise to swallow it to the hilt? To
take every last inch into your mouth and down your
throat?"

Wendy groaned helplessly. "I...don't kn-know
how!" she wailed.

"That's all right, slave. I'll show you. Every
proper slave should be taught to deep throat a cock, after
all."

Morgan was forced to use considerable strength
to pump the dildo in Wendy's incredibly tight opening. It was so
oversized it was pulling her groin upwards when she pulled
back.

She forced it deep, then picked up the
vibrator and turned it on, working it over and around the helpless
blonde's clitoris.

At the same time Sean knelt above her head and
tilted it up and back, then placed his erection into her mouth. She
sucked weakly, awkwardly as he pushed himself inside.

"Now the trick is, just imagine you're
swallowing a piece of meat," he said. "Which you are."

He chuckled at his own joke. "It's all
strength of will."

He began pumping his cock in her mouth,
pushing deeper and deeper as he pulled her head back even further.
Then he felt his head push through into the back of her throat. She
began struggling immediately, but that presented little difficulty.
He pushed in smoothly, his cock slowly disappearing through her
lips as he went down her throat.

"Oh God, that feels good," he
sighed.

His testicles were resting against the smooth
plastic of her mask, and he held himself still inside her, feeling
her throat spasming around him. Then he slowly withdrew, glorying
in the tightness of her throat around his sensitive
prong.

She coughed wildly as he pulled free, but that
was to be expected for a novice. He gave her time to gulp in air,
then pushed himself into her mouth again.

"No! Wait!" she cried, the words muffled by
his cock.

He ignored her, his hands holding her head
back firmly as he slid himself down into her throat.

Suddenly she bucked up wildly, and he looked
to see Morgan sitting back a little smugly, having just placed an
alligator clip on the girl's clitoris.

"I bet that hurts," he said.

"Oh it does."

He pumped his cock slowly, convinced the girl
would be distracted and better able to cope. He watched as Morgan
attached similar harsh alligator clips to each of the girl's
nipples, then took out the dildo she'd been using and tried to push
an even deeper one into the girl.

She grunted with effort, then got out some
lubricant and worked it over the head of the dildo before trying
again. This time it fit, but only barely. He watched her slowly
working it in, teeth clenched with effort.

He pulled his cock out and she screamed, then
burst into tears.

"Nasty little slave slut," he said.

"Please! Please! Oh it hurts!"

"Good. We like hurting nasty little
slaves."

"What good is having a sex slave if you can't
torture her?" Morgan said.

She jammed her hands down on the dildo,
forcing it an inch deeper and drawing another cry of pain. Then
Sean pushed his cock back into her mouth and drove it down her
throat, pumping faster.

He gripped her head more tightly, forcing it
even further back. He could see the outline of his shaft against
the surface of her neck now as he pumped it in and out, and his
groin began to strike her leather covered face with greater power
as his excitement grew.

*

Wendy cried out, the sound blocked by the cock
pumping in her throat. Her pussy screamed in pain. She felt like
she was giving birth in reverse, like the bones of her groin were
being forced apart by the enormous thing being pushed inside
her.

Her nipples and clitoris were constant sources
of throbbing agony, and every time her body jerked whatever was
biting into them seemed to twist and jerk as well.

Yet even with the pain she felt gripped by
sexual heat of feverish proportions, and knew another orgasm was
near.

The cock pounding up and down in her throat
felt like it was tearing her apart, and she was amazed she hadn't
yet choked. The gagging sensation had faded now, and her throat was
almost numbed to its movement as it pumped back and
forth.

She felt the it deflating, and was only
peripherally aware of the flood of liquid down her throat. The
thing inside her was forced even deeper, and she choked back a
scream as cramps rippled through her insides.

She felt a hand against her groin then, felt
it pushing hard against her body as it forced the dildo into her to
the hilt.

Her arms and legs were unchained and she was
pulled into a sitting position. She screamed in pain as the giant
dildo twisted against her insides. Her arms were forced behind her
back and fastened there, then she was pulled out of the bed and
dropped to her knees on the floor.

Hands gripped her head, bending her over until
her face was pressed against something moist and soft and
warm.

"All right, slave," Mrs. Butler said. "You're
going to learn how to lick my pussy. You're going to repay me for
all the nasty things you've done. Now push out that nasty little
tongue of yours and let us see what you can do."

Wendy hardly heard her. Her belly was wracked
by cramps as she bent over, and her pussy felt so bloated out it
might actually explode. She felt something hit her backside and
cried out in anguish at this new source of pain. It was almost as
bad as the cane, yet she knew it wasn't. It felt softer and more
pliant, firmer than a strap but -

"Ahhhhggg!" she cried as it hit
again.

"You heard me, slave!" Mrs. Butler snarled.
"Open your mouth and lick! Do it now!"

It crossed Wendy's mind to refuse, to demand
they free her. The pain was worse than she had ever imagined. And
yet - she clung to the idea of being a sex slave, of being
something other than the sweet, bookish girl everyone took for
granted and smiled at.

Being a hot, wild, sexually charged slave girl
was something of a wild erotic fantasy, and she couldn't bear to
give it up.

Again the thing snapped hard against her
backside, and again she cried out in pain, her voice tinged by
tears now.

"Lick, slave!" Mrs. Butler's voice was
remorseless.

She put her tongue out helplessly, and felt
her lips jammed in against Mrs. Butler's groin. She felt her bare
little slit with her tongue licked up and down its length, pushing
in between to search out her clitoris.

"Ignorant girl," she heard the woman snap.
"Have you never licked a woman's pussy before?"

Of course she hadn't, nor had she ever wanted
to, but Wendy could not think clearly enough to tell her
that.

"Find my clitoris, you little slut. Find it
with your tongue! Higher. There! Lick there, slut. Softer. Move
your tongue around."

She felt the thing biting one of her nipples
tugged and twisted, and tears of pain filled her eyes once more.
She hadn't imagined there could be so many different kinds of pain.
She screamed as it was pulled again, feeling like her nipple was
being torn off.

"Lick, slave! Lick your mistress!"

She licked desperately, her head working now
as well, jerking slowly up and down to help her tongue as it lapped
at the woman's clitoris.

She felt hands on her backside, Mr. Butler's
hands, then felt her thighs pulled apart. His hand rubbed against
her gaping sex, slapping at the base of the dildo. Then his fingers
probed her anal opening. She felt one wriggle inside and twist
about, then start to pump slowly on a slippery layer of
something.

She shuddered in outraged excitement, knowing
he was going to sodomize her. She wondered if she would be torn
apart. The dildo inside her was so immense she felt that surely
there was no room left inside her belly for anything
else.

She felt his soft cock against her there, then
felt it jabbing against her, slowly penetrating. Sodomy was a
wicked, kinky thing, and her mind was gripped with anxiety even as
she felt herself falling deeper into her own fantasy.

She tried to concentrate on keeping her
sphincter muscles from clamping down. She'd used her makeshift
dildo on herself more than a few times, not because it was as
pleasurable as using it on her pussy, but simply because it was so
wicked and dirty a thing to do.

And now she was being sodomized by a real
cock!

"Aaagggh!"

"I said lick, slut!"

She concentrated on licking again, her nipple
burning. At the same time she felt Butler's cock give a lurch and
thrust several inches deeper into her rectum.

Again she felt an awareness of how different
it was than the hard, unyielding objects she usually used. It was
so much more natural, so much more delicious.

Her pussy throbbed with pain, but it had
settled down somewhat. Her sheath no longer felt like it was ready
to tear open. She imagined her sex must be utterly gaping,
however.

"That's it, little slut," Mrs. Butler cooed.
"Ahhhh. So niiiiice. Lick like that. There. Just to the left,
darling. Ahhh."

Mr. Butler's cock drove still deeper, and she
began to feel more cramps in her belly, but from a different area
of her innards. Then she felt hands at her nipples, and the clips
were opened and removed.

She screamed again at the returning
sensations, her nipples pulsing with white hot heat. A moment later
the clip was removed from her clitoris, and she thought she'd go
wild. She bucked and jerked and cried out in agony, not even
noticing when the cock in her behind buried itself to the
hilt.

The pain receded slowly, and she became aware
of Mrs. Butler's hands squeezing and kneading her breasts. She felt
her nipples gripped and then twisted, tugged and rolled. At the
same time Mr. Butler began to finger her throbbing, swollen
clitoris.

Both nipples and clitty were so sensitive now
that as the pain receded they began to sparkle with pleasure, and
she was hard put to catch her breath with the reversal of
sensations.

Mr. Butler was pumping his cock into her
behind easily now, partly because her body was so distracted with
all the other sensations her anal muscles had simply gone into
hibernation.

Her nipples were pinched hard as Mrs. Butler
again ordered her to lick, and she put out her tongue with renewed
energy, grunting under the impact of Mr. Butler's hips against her
backside now.

The pleasure mounted quickly. Her nipples and
clitoris had never felt so incredibly sensitive. The fingers
rubbing and stroking and twisting them felt like pure pleasure, and
even the thick cock now pounding down into her anus was sheer
delight.

She felt drunk on sexual energy, intoxicated
on the pleasure roaring through her system. She lapped furiously at
Mrs. Butler's pussy, hearing her groans and gasps of pleasure as
she poured her mind and body into the madness of uncontrolled
passion.

She squeezed down against the thick dildo,
trembling with the lust sweeping through her, then cried out in
ecstasy as the climax swept around her and gathered her into its
folds.

She had no idea how long it lasted. She heard
herself grunting like an animal as the hard male organ inside her
pistoned savagely, heart the lapping of her tongue against Mrs.
Butler's pussy as though through from a great distance, heard and
felt the slap of hips against her behind, and the fiery little
streams of pleasure from her nipples and clitoris.

But beyond it all was a maelstrom of
sensations that hat her muscles spasming and jerking and her mind
singing with the power of the pleasure overwhelming her
mind.

She floated amid the pleasure, everything
else, every touch, every sound, every smell nothing but a shadow as
it glowed within her. She heard Mrs. Butler cry out somewhere but
paid it no heed, and then she collapsed, utterly drained, barely
able to breath.
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Wendy lay awake in her bed, staring at the
ceiling. She felt little guilt over the things she had done, but
was still gripped by a wonder that she'd done them.

Every time she remembered this or that she
felt a little shockwave of excitement, and wondered how it could
possibly be her that had undergone such a wicked, carnal ordeal.
Everyone she knew would be simply astounded that she would even
think of doing such things, much less have done them.

And she had. She'd done things that would no
girl she knew would have dared, even in their wildest
dreams.

Well, maybe there. But not in real
life!

And everyone still treated her like boring
little Wendy. The contradictions seemed bizarre. She still acted
like boring little Wendy, of course, and dressed like boring little
Wendy, as well. Or - almost. She had to be careful now to wear
sleeves long enough to hide the marks on her wrists, and blouses
and shirts which would not disclose the narrow lines of the whip
which still stood out across the pale flesh of her back.

She wasn't at all sure she wanted to be
thought of as a slut, but she wouldn't have minded being thought of
as at least a little bit of a sex object, as sexy and desirable.
The thought of guys looking at her and licking their lips with
hunger and want made her shiver.

Coming back to her squat little council house
was quite depressing, she realized. At the Butler's she was a sexy
object of desire while here she was just cheap labour for her
mother. There she was surrounded by antiques and soft rugs, while
here it was plastic furniture and chipped linoleum.

She sighed heavily and tried to fall asleep,
dreaming about living as s seductive object of desire in the
cultured settings she belonged.

*

She needed no invitation the next day. She was
at the Butler's door just before noon, escaping on the pretext of
applying for a waitress job. Mrs. Butler greeted her warmly,
hugging her and ruffling her hair.

"Ready to start the game?" she asked in a
conspiratorial voice.

"The game? UHm, yes. Course," she
said.

"You slut." Mrs. Butler's tone became arrogant
and condescending, and even the look on her face
changed.

"Get those clothes off! Clothes are too good
for the likes of you! You should spend your life naked and in
chains!"

Wendy inhaled sharply, feeling a thrill of
excitement run through her body. She quickly stripped off as the
woman watched, then stood straight before her.

"Are you my slave?"

"Yes, mistress," she breathed.

Mrs. Butler walked slowly around her,
inspecting her.

"Get down on all fours," she
snapped.

Wendy dropped to hands and knees at once,
feeling her breathing becoming harsher.

This was so wicked and exciting!

Mrs. Butler moved back, then smirked at her as
she picked up a bag from one of the tables. "I'm going to outfit
you as a proper little bitch should be," she said.

First she had Wendy ball her right hand into a
fist. She then placed a leather mitt of sorts over her hand,
buckling it around her wrist. The mitt had no thumb, of course, and
the bottom was hardened on the outside while being padded somewhat
on the inside.

She placed a similar device around her left
hand, then moved behind her. Wendy turned as the woman raised her
left foot up high, jamming it back against her behind. She watched
her slide a gleaming black leather strap around ankle and thigh,
then yank it tight to pin her foot up high.

A moment later she did the same to her other
ankle, and Wendy almost immediately began to feel her knees
ache.

She was glad to see two more "booties" of a
sort, bigger ones but similar to those strapped over her hands.
Mrs. Butler strapped these to her knees.

The next object was a thick, studded collar,
which not only buckled, but locked around her throat.

"Spread your legs, slut," Mrs. Butler ordered,
smacking her on the behind.

Wendy obeyed, frowning as she saw the small
plastic ball Mrs. Butler lifted from the bag. It was attached to
what looked like a pony tail, well, a long one. A moment later she
widened her eyes as Mrs. Butler pushed the ball against her rectum,
slowly working it through until it was sucked inside. Her behind
closed up once more, with just the thin "tail" sticking through.
The tail widened considerably, fluffing out as it hung down between
her thighs.

Mrs. Butler knelt next to her then, and in her
hands were two small metal balls, each with a two inch wire
attached. There was a loop at the end of the wires. Wendy swallowed
her excitement and anxiety as Mrs. Butler squeezed her breasts,
pinched her nipples, then carefully fit the loops around her
nipples and tightened them to the point of pain.

When she released the metal bells Wendy gasped
at the weight, her nipples stinging as they pulled down on
them.

"You're starting to look like a proper little
bitch now," Mrs. Butler said in admiration.

She snapped a leash to the collar, then
reached up to the top of a high cabinet and took down a short, thin
switch.

"Now, slut," she said. "You'll learn to behave
as the bitch dog you are. You will obey my orders instantly. Do you
understand?"

"Yes, mistress," she breathed.

"When bitch dogs walk, they assume a position
to the side, with their heads next to their master or mistress'
legs. Now heel."

She smacked her leg, and Wendy crawled around
to kneel on all fours to the side of where Mrs. Butler stood. The
bells jingled as the moved, and swung back and forth, tugging
painfully on her nipples.

She yelped as the switch cut across the cheeks
of her behind, but did not move.

"Now, slave. We will inspect the premises. You
will walk properly alongside your mistress. Keep your head up and
your face looking straight ahead unless ordered
otherwise."

She started to walk forward, and Wendy lurched
forward as well, crawling awkwardly at first until she got the
rhythm of using the strange booties. Whenever Mrs. Butler halted
she halted as well, just like a dog.

"Show how much you love your mistress, dog,"
Mrs. Butler cooed, patting her hair, then sliding her hand over her
lips and mouth. After an instant's hesitation Wendy began licking
at the woman's fingers, her tongue moving eagerly as she moved
deeper into her role as mindless slave dog.

Her pussy burned and throbbed with a vacant
sensation, and she wished Mrs. Butler would either stroke it, or
push something into it. The caress of the "tail" was making her
grind her hips as she walked and she needed a heavier
touch.

"Good dog," Mrs. Butler said. "Such a good
little bitch. Is she in heat I wonder?"

She ran her hand down along Wendy's spine,
then down between her buttocks. Her fingers stroked against her
bare little sex, and Wendy moaned and arched her back.

"Ahh, she is in heat, as usual."

She straightened and stepped back.

"I want you to lie down on your belly,
dog."

Wendy obeyed, feeling her breasts crushed
around the bells.

"Now roll over. Roll over, doggy. Onto your
back."

She clapped her hands, as though at a dog, and
Wendy obeyed.

"Spread your legs, doggy. There's a girl. Now
I want you to put a hand between your legs. That's my girl. Now
spread yourself open for mistress. Spread your tight little pussy
for me."

Blushing, yet filling with more and more heat,
Wendy opened, spreading the lips of her sex as she spread her knees
wide apart.

"Good girl. Now hold yourself open with one
hand, and get your fingers on your clitoris."

Wendy obeyed, chest heaving, then looked up
for further instructions.

"Now I want you to masturbate."

The word hit her like a lightning bolt, and
almost knocked the breath from her. She opened her mouth slowly,
then closed it again, feeling her skin flush with
embarrassment.

"Show me what a randy little tart you are,
Wendy, darling. Masturbate for me."

Slowly, hesitantly, Wendy began to finger
herself. Surely this was more shameful than anything she had ever
done before!

Yet it didn't feel so shameful. Mrs. Butler
had already watched herself masturbate with a dildo before - even
if on TV, and she had done...well, much worse together.

Of course, that had been together. This was
just her, putting on a show, masturbating as the woman looked
on.

The sexual heat swirled around her, however.
She was in a world of hunger and lust and desire. And her pussy
groaned in delight at the rubbing of her fingers. She began to pant
for breath, gulping in air as her body thrummed with desire and
pleasure.

She slid a finger into her pussy hole, then
another, pumping them in and out lewdly as Mrs. Butler watched,
thumbing her clitoris until the orgasm hit, then arching her back
and crying out in wild release.

"What a filthy little girl," Mrs. Butler said.
"What a foul little slut you are to masturbate in front of
someone!"

She brought the switch down across Wendy's
belly, and the girl cried out, twisting onto her side to take the
next blow on her hip.

"Beg my forgiveness, you filthy creature!
Crawl before your mistress and beg her forgiveness for being such a
miserable slut!"

Wendy crawled on her belly, panting for
breath.

"I'm sorry, M-mistress!" she
gulped.

"Not good enough!"

The switch lashed down on her shoulders, and
she cried out again.

"Show me just how sorry you are. Lick my
boots, dog. Lick them clean while you apologise for being such a
whore!"

Wendy groaned and gripped the woman's tall
black boots. She stared at them a moment, then opened her mouth and
brought her lips down. She pushed her tongue out, lapping across
the top of Mrs. Butler's boot.

"I'm sorry, mistress," she moaned. "I'm sorry
for being such a nasty little slut."

She lapped around the ankle, then down towards
the heel, feeling a wildfire thrill at her own degradation, at
behaving so submissively. She ignored the grit her tongue picked
up, lapping at the heel, then along the sides to the pointed to.
When Mrs. Butler raised the toe she took it into her mouth, sucking
as though it were a cock, moaning and bobbing her head.

She pulled her lips off, looking up the length
of the woman's body to her eyes. "Please forgive me for being so
evil and low," she panted. "Punish me more, mistress. I deserve to
be punished for being so sluttish."

"You certainly do. A little bitch in heat is
what you are."

She tugged on the leash, pulling her up to all
fours again.

"Heel!" she ordered, lashing the switch across
Wendy's bottom.

Wendy quickly assumed the proper position and
they walked further through the big house, then up the stairs and
into the trophy room.

Mrs. Butler ordered her to sit, which meant
sit back on her heels with her hands behind her. Then she ordered
her to lay down, roll over, then sit up and beg before resuming her
position on all fours.

She picked up another bell, this time with a
small clip attached, and moved behind her, flipping up her
tail.

Wendy bit her lip, bracing herself, but even
so she cried out in pain as the clip was locked onto her
clitoris.

It was not as harsh as the one they'd put on
her the other day, but it stung badly and made her stomach quiver
sickly for a minute. She had to fight to keep from reaching down to
yank it out.

Not that she could, since she had no hands,
but only "paws."

"Now, slut. Let's continue our
inspection."

Now as she moved she had to contend with the
tugging and swinging of the bell on her clitoris as well as the two
stinging her nipples.

She didn't mind the pain, however. The sexual
torpor filled her with lust, and the pain only seemed to add to
it.

Mrs. Butler walked her down the hall and into
the bathroom.

"Do I see dirt down there?" she demanded,
pointing at the base of the toilet bowl. "Lick it up,
slut."

Without hesitation, with another little thrill
of desire, Wendy bent and licked at the base of the toilet bowl,
her tongue pushing far out and lapping across the cool surface of
the toilet, then the floor alongside.

"Dirty little whore. I should invite an army
over here to use you. You'd like that, wouldn't you."

"Yes, mistress," she moaned, meaning
it.

"Who are you?"

"I-I'm a slave, mistress."

"And who owns you?"

"You do, mistress."

"Good slave."

Mrs. Butler turned to the sink and ran the
faucet, wetting her fingers, then holding them down to her. Wendy
licked them off happily. When the woman turned again she reached
down and rubbed her bound hand against her sex, moaning with the
surge of heat.

"Stop that! Did I give you permission to
masturbate again, slut!"

"No, mistress. I'm sorry,
mistress."

"Not as sorry as you're going to get, you
filthy little tramp!"

She tugged on her leash, leading her out of
the room and back downstairs, then unlocked the door of the
basement. Wendy had never been down there, but her heart beat
faster at the thought of what interesting devices the Butlers might
have concealed.

She was sure there would be some, else why had
they locked the door?

Mrs. Butler removed the booties from her hands
and knees, then unstrapped her ankles from her thighs. She pulled
Wendy to her feet then, giving her a few moments for her to rub her
cramped legs before pulling her after her down the steep and narrow
staircase.

The first thing Wendy saw was a washer and
dryer set, which wasn't quite what she had pictured. Mrs. Butler
led her along the linoleum covered floor past the furnace room,
then into a small confined corner which had not been finished. Bare
stone floors and walls surrounded her, many with hooks and eyes
glistening in the overhead light.

There was a cabinet in one corner, a table
along one wall, and a square wooden framework in the centre of the
room made of two by fours.

Mrs. Butler ordered her to hold her hands
together behind her back, then quickly wound one of the thick
leather straps around her wrists. She picked up the second strap
and wound it around her arms higher up, and as she began to pull it
closed Wendy gasped in pain, her arms and shoulders forced back
uncomfortably far.

"I..." she stopped, gasping as her arms were
forced even further back. She felt her forearms, then her elbows
actually pressed together behind her, and almost demanded the woman
stop.

Then the buckles were in and done and the
woman was pushing her down onto her belly on the cold stone in the
middle of the wooden framework.

She got two long, thick, ropes from the
cabinet, along with two more leather straps. The ropes, each
somewhat thicker than her thumb, proved to be soft against her skin
as Mrs. Butler circled her legs with them, just behind the knees.
She then lifted her ankles up and back once more to pin the ropes
in place. Mrs. Butler strapped her ankles tightly against her
thighs again, then stood up.

She picked up the end of one of the ropes and
fed it through a metal ring sticking out of one of the posts about
three feet off the floor. She then picked up the other rope and fed
it through a ring on the opposite post. She fed both ropes together
and then upwards to the top of the framework, where there was a
metal hook dangling from a chain.

She bound the ropes over the hook, then went
back to the cabinet and produced a third. This she slipped through
rings set into the straps around Wendy's arms, then pulled straight
up, causing the girl to cry out in pain.

She fed the rope through a ring at the very
centre of the frame, then back and up to the same hook which the
first two were bound across.

Wendy was by this time feeling a terrible
churning in her stomach that almost, but not quite matched the
burning between her legs. She looked back over her shoulder as Mrs.
Butler moved to the wall and pressed a button there. The hook began
to rise, and she cried out in surprise, then pain as the ropes went
taut, then began to pull.

The first effect of the ropes was to slide her
body slightly downwards along the floor until her knees were
exactly aligned between the two posts there. Then, of course, they
were pulled up and out, her lower body slowly lifting off the floor
as her knees were spread wider.

Not long afterward her arms were pulled
straight up, and she screamed this time as the pain tore at her
shoulder and arm muscles, the movement threatening to dislocate
both her arms.

Her head thrashed and she screamed again,
trying to cope with the pain.

"Stop it! Stop it!" she screamed in
panic.

Mrs. Butler only smiled.

The tendons in her thighs began to burn like
fire, and Wendy screamed again, her tone rising as the heat turned
white hot and agony filled her mind.

"Let me down, you bitch! Stop it! Stop it!"
she shrieked.

Mrs. Butler smiled and the ropes continued to
pull.

Daggers bit into her thighs to either side of
her pussy, and her arms felt ready to snap off.

They didn't, however, and as the ropes finally
stopped moving and Mrs. Butler made a few minor adjustments, her
screams turned to sobs of pain.

Then the woman left her alone there, and for
long minutes all she could do was moisten the stone beneath her
with her tears.

Slowly, slowly, the pain eased. Or perhaps she
merely became numbed to it. Her sobbing slowed to sniffles, and she
moaned weakly as she tried to get her bearings, to judge the
potential for escape.

There clearly was none. She was hanging
several feet off the floor, horizontal to it. Her bound legs were
pulled straight out to either side at ninety degree angles, the
soles of her feet meeting at her buttocks. Her arms were straight
up above her, and any movement on her part sent another sizzling
burst of agony through her shoulders.

The bells still hung from her nipples and
clitoris, but she hardly noticed them at all except when they
tinkled.

"Well, little slave. Are we enjoying
ourself?"

"Let me dooooown," she moaned.

"Certainly not. Slaves must be
punished."

"But it huuuurts," she half sobbed.

"Of course it hurts. What did you think,
little slut, that one could be brought to a dungeon and tortured
without pain?"

She walked to the cabinet and came back with a
large metal cylinder attached to an electrical cord. She plugged
the cord into the post above her, then slowly rubbed the nose of
the nose buzzing cylinder against Wendy's gaping sex.

"Oooooo. What are you dooooing?" Wendy
moaned.

"Giving your hungry little pussy something to
occupy its attention."

"Please let me dooown!"

Mrs. Butler slapped her behind -
hard.

"Mistress," she corrected.

She shoved the cylinder deeper and deeper,
then appeared in front of her again, carefully removing her glasses
and putting them on a far table.

She removed the skirt she had been wearing
then, showing nothing beneath, and lifted Wendy's head up and back,
combing the hair back from her forehead.

"Pleasure your mistress, slave," she ordered,
pushing her sex against Wendy's face.

Wendy pushed her tongue out automatically,
licking even as she moaned and sniffled in pain, wanting to make
Mrs. Butler happy so she would let her down.

The pain wasn't as bad any more, of course,
but it still hurt. Mrs. Butler was right about her not really
having thought much about the pain. She had thought only of herself
being bound and helpless and abused, and about how lewd it would be
to be used, to be ravished so.

She felt the thick cylinder buzzing inside
her, felt her sex buzzing in tune to it, and a flicker of sexual
warmth alighted within her groin.

She really was in a lewd and helpless
position, and she was being abused just as she had long fantasised
about.

She closed her eyes as she licked, then opened
them again. She had no need to picture a dank dungeon. She was in
one! She was really bound and being tormented, with a cruel
mistress using her for her pleasure.

"Well, I see our little slut is being properly
trained."

She could see little but Mrs. Butler's
abdomen, but recognized Mr. Butler's voice, and moaned weakly as
his fingers rubbed gently against her sex, poking at the cylinder
sticking out, then setting the bell swinging.

"Yes, she's been naughty. She was masturbating
without permission."

Even in her pained position the words
embarrassed her, yet the embarrassment soon faded as the warmth of
sexual desire and pleasure spread up through her aching
body.

"Oooo. Her little tongue is becoming quite
good at this," she sighed.

Wendy glowed a little with pride, then gasped
as Mr. Butler squeezed one of her breasts and tugged on the bell
dangling from her swollen nipple.

"A natural slut," he said.

"I think we should keep her here," Mrs. Butler
said. "Keep her chained and bound here as our own little sex
slave."

"Wouldn't someone miss her?"

"Who would care? She's just a little nobody.
She's got no job and no prospects. Being a kept whore is the
perfect thing for her."

"And she does look so sweet as she comes," he
said, rubbing at her pussy again.

"Nobody will guess we've got her locked in our
dungeon. We'll keep her bound tightly and only bring her out to
ride her like a bitch every night."

She was grinding her pelvis now, moaning
softly as Wendy licked at her clitoris, pulling lightly on Wendy's
hair as she jammed her sex against her mouth.

"Maybe we could hire her out as a prostitute,"
Mr. Butler said. "Perhaps to big parties."

Mrs. Butler groaned in pleasure. "She's not
good enough to be a prostitute," she panted. "Nobody would pay a
pence to use her skinny little body."

"Oh I would. I think she's well worth a casual
fuck."

Wendy felt the cylinder being pumped in and
out of her now, and moaned in pain as her body was jerked and her
shoulders and thighs ached more fiercely.

Then the cylinder was jammed deep, and a
moment later the ball in her rectum popped free as Mr. Butler
tugged on her tail.

"I think she's got a lovely little behind.
That's certainly worth using," he said.

Wendy felt the head of his erection pressing
against her small opening, and then felt it slide easily
inside.

"Yes. Fuck her in the arse, Sean!" Mrs. Butler
groaned. "Ram your big, nasty cock down into her arsehole! Ream her
out so she can't sit down for a month!"

She reached under her and slapped at one of
Wendy's breasts, causing her to cry out in pain.

"Lick me, dog!" she sneered. "Lick your
mistress as your master fucks you in the backside!"

Wendy licked frantically, feeling her nipple
sparking with pain, then cried out again as her other breast was
smacked hard.

"Lick, dog," Mrs. Butler growled. "Please your
mistress!"

The sex heat was swirling again, growing
stronger, and the pain was starting to fade into the background,
even as Mrs. Butler tugged on her hair and continued to idly slap
at her breasts.

Her pussy was buzzing around the cylinder now,
to the point where she felt the instinct to rut back against it.
Mr. Butler was slowly working his thick meat deeper into her
rectum, as well, his hands sliding over her chilled, sweating
flesh.

"Don't go slowly," Mrs. Butler demanded. "Ram
it up her arse! I want to see it coming out of her
mouth!"

Wendy cried out as Mr. Butler thrust in hard,
his cock forcing its way past the resistance of her anal muscles.
He jerked back on her hips and thrust in solidly, filling her
rectum with his hot flesh even as his wife ground her sex into
Wendy's face.

It was all insane, a fantasy, too wild and
wicked to be real. She was alive in one of her own masturbatory
dreams, her body staring to pulsate with the crackling surges of
wildfire pleasure.

Her mind suddenly flipped through the faces of
her family and friends, and wondered what they were doing now,
wondered what they would think if they had even the slightest
thought of what she was doing.

The thought only added petrol to the flames
roaring within her. Mr. Butler's cock was rodding hard into her
backside now, hurting her. But the hard stroking and thumping was
making her insides roil with lust and excitement.

The thing in her pussy was chewing her up, and
had she been able to move her hips would have been rolling and
bucking them against it.

Suddenly Mrs. Butler cried out, gripping her
head in hands of steel as she furiously ground her face against her
dripping wet sex. Wendy felt like her face was being used to
masturbate the woman even as her body jerked to the thump of Mr.
Butler's cock pounding into her from behind.

The grip loosened, and then Mrs. Butler
stepped back with a sigh, releasing her.

"Not bad, little slave girl," she said. "But
after a little more torture you'll begin to learn how to master the
art."

She moved back to the cabinet, then returned
with what Wendy at first took to be a dildo. It was small, though,
and thick, and when Mrs. Butler jerked on her hair and Wendy opened
her mouth she forced it into her mouth.

The short dildo forced her jaws wide, and was
fastened to a heavy leather strap of sorts that Mrs. Butler
proceeded to buckle around her head. She then got another rope,
fastening it into the ring at the back of her head and
pulling.

Wendy felt her head lifted up and back, then
held there as the rope was tied off.

"Now you can scream all you want, whore," Mrs.
Butler sneered.

She seemed to leave the room then, and Wendy
was alone with the pleasure and pain and excitement - and Mr.
Butler.

Now she was even more in the grip of her own
fantasies as he continued to thrust savagely into her bowels. She
stared ahead of her, grunting with each sharp blow, her body
jerking rhythmically as his hips slammed into her.

Her nipples tingled and sparkled with heat and
pain as the bells swung back and forth below her, and her clitoris
was on fire, the heat a mixture of stinging pain and wondrous
pleasure.

She felt herself drifting in a languor and
peace as the pleasure caressed her soul. The pain seemed to fade,
the sharp stinging little bursts transformed to wicked excitement
inside her.

It was so good, she thought dazedly, so very
good, so wonderful.

Her head jerked back and she let out a long
string of furious grunts as her body roared into climax, the
pleasure total, sizzling through her nervous system and setting her
muscles to jumping and twitching. It crackled along her veins and
nerves and rippled up and down her spine, a howling maelstrom of
wonder and ecstasy that held her in thrall.

On and on it rode, as if it would never end,
then it faded slowly into a soft, gentle peace.
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"You're kidding!?"

Wendy gazed down at the small box in
astonishment, then up at Mrs. Butler, who smiled
tolerantly.

"Oh I couldn't! They're much too
expensive!"

"Nonsense. It's nothing to us, dear. And we
feel you've deserved them. Go on, try them."

"But how did you know?"

"I did ask you, remember, who your doctor
was."

"Well yes, but..."

"He gave us the proper
prescription."

She looked at the tiny lenses excitedly, then
hesitantly took one out.

She read the instruction booklet, though she
thought she knew the way it went, in any case, then carefully
slipped the contact lens into her eye. She blinked rapidly, at
first, but then it was as if it weren't there. She hardly felt a
thing. She picked up the second one and, with only a little
difficulty, slipped that into her other eye.

"Marvelous!" she exclaimed, looking around the
room.

"We knew you were unhappy with your glasses,
dear," Mrs. Butler said. "Besides, they get in the way when we want
to hood you."

"I can't thank you enough, mistress," she
said, using the word automatically now.

"You'll pay for it, dear," Mrs. Butler said
with a sweet smile. "Many times over I'm sure."

"Yes, mistress." Wendy sighed happily, gazing
at herself in the mirror.

"That isn't all I bought you either. I have a
few other things I want you to put on."

She smiled and opened the lower cupboard, then
took out a large white box.

Wendy stared at it in excitement, then gasped
as it was opened. Inside were glistening leather boots, but boots
so high she could hardly believe it. They had stiletto heels which
must have been a good six or eight inches, and looked to extend all
the way up her thighs.

Mrs. Butler helped her don the first, and as
she'd thought, it rose to just a couple of inches short of her
groin. Mrs. Butler zipped it up, then helped her don the second.
Wendy felt quite a deal taller in them, and tried to walk a bit,
feeling awkward and clumsy.

"Walk around more," Mrs. Butler ordered.
"You'll get used to them."

"Yes, mistress," she breathed, feeling quite
posh and exotic in the incredible boots.

She walked up and down the hall, slowly, and
with growing confidence. When she returned to the bedroom Mrs.
Butler produced a pair of gloves of a similar sort. They weren't
truly gloves, of course, in that they had no fingers, nor even a
thumb. But they slipped over her hands and then up her arms to her
shoulders, strapping tight there.

Next came the oddest sort of halter Wendy had
ever seen. It was more of a girdle, she thought, in that it pressed
against her lower chest and upper tummy, rather than covering her
breasts. Mrs Butler pushed it there, and right away Wendy saw how
the top of it pushed upwards on her breasts.

She held it as Mrs. Butler moved behind her
and pulled the straps together. The halter grew tighter, and
tighter, to the point where she was gasping. By the time it was
firmly strapped in place she could not breath deeply at all. The
thing was squeezing her insides in so tightly she thought she could
feel her internal organs pushed downwards, and her labia were
puffed outwards below her.

Yet there was more to the halter device. It
had two straps at the top corners, and these were pulled up along
the outsides of her breasts, then around the top and in to cross
above her chest and go behind her neck - where they were buckled. A
final strap crossed directly over her breasts from one side to the
other.

The final effect was to squeeze her breasts in
from top, bottom, and sides, so stood up and out like two oversized
melons.

Finally Mrs. Butler took out a T-shaped
leather belt. Attached to the centre of the vertical T was a large,
thick dildo. She bent over and Mrs. Butler thrust it deep inside
her, then belted the thing about her loins, pulling up tightly into
her puss before standing back to admire her work.

"Quite lovely," she said. "Do you know how
many men and woman would pay to have you as their slave girl? How
many would dream and fantasise about a lovely young thing like you
at their mercy?"

Wendy gazed at herself in the mirror and
flushed in both pride and excitement, thinking that Mrs. Butler was
quite right. She looked like an incredibly erotic sexual person,
sleek and seductive and carnal.

She posed in the mirror, revelling in how
exotic she looked, how desirable and exciting.

Mrs. Butler then drew her wrists and arms
together behind her back, her elbows touching as they had been the
day before. Wendy trembled in growing excitement, her pussy
squeezing down repeatedly on the dildo within.

Next came a ball-gag. Though like the dildo it
was attached to the inside of a strap, a thick plain black thing
which simply wound around her head, then was both buckled, and
locked behind her. To her eye, as she examined herself in the
mirror, it was impossible to even know the ball gag was forcing her
jaws wide.

Mrs. Butler smiled, then brought out a final
piece of wear, a foot long leather cord with two tiny metal rings
at the ends. She bent and sucked lightly on Wendy's right nipple,
though it was already fully erect, then slipped one of the rings
around it.

She pinched and tugged her nipple so it was
firmly through the ring, then turned a tiny screw, smiling as Wendy
moaned into the gag, then began to almost jump from foot to foot as
the pain rose.

Wendy's eyes rolled as the woman raised the
other end of the cord, then quickly tightened the ring around her
other nipple until it too burned like fire.

She was then led downstairs, Mrs. Butler
holding her arm lest she fall in the new boots, then had her walk
about in the main room so she could watch.

The door rang, and Mrs. Butler smiled, leading
her towards it. Wendy's eyes widened, and she hesitated slightly.
Mrs. Butler insisted, however, leading her to the door. The woman
looked through the window, then smiled and unbolted the door,
drawing it inward.

She held Wendy firmly by one arm as two women
came in, and Wendy's face turned beet red as she squirmed in
helpless embarrassment.

"Morgan darling!" one of the woman, a true
amazon, said, leaning in and kissing Mrs. Butler on the
cheek.

The other woman gazed at Wendy, looking her up
and down unashamedly.

Both women were black, the tall, bald headed
one perhaps Mrs. Morgan's age, while the younger one with the long
hair in braids was Wendy's age.

"Yvette, my love, and young Karen as well. Do
come in dears."

She closed the door and the older woman
regarded the blushing blonde with a leer.

"And is this our new little slave girl?" she
said.

"Isn't she precious?"

"Darling," Yvette said, stroking her hand over
Wendy's breasts.

She slipped a finger under the cord and pulled
upwards slowly, forcing Wendy to her toes, then to arch her back,
crying out in pain into the gag as her nipples were stretched to
the point of tearing.

She dropped the cord with a chuckle, then the
two of them moved into the living room, with Mrs. Butler leading
Wendy along at the rear.

Wendy found her embarrassment oddly beginning
to ease as the three of them sat. She stood, having not been told
to do otherwise, and felt their eyes on her, ravishing her. A short
time ago she would have been mortified. Now, feeling erotic and hot
and beautiful, she felt her stomach settling down, the pounding of
her heart easing, and the embarrassment fading

"So, slave girl, are you enjoying being a
slave?" Yvette asked.

Wendy nodded tentatively.

"I think this one needs something big and hard
in her pussy," the woman said.

"She has," Mrs. Butler said with a
smile.

Yvette's eyes gleamed.

"She appears far too happy, however. You've
been far too gentle with her, Morgan. You always are too gentle. It
comes, I think, from your own natural submissiveness. You'd rather
be tortured yourself than torture another."

"Perhaps," Morgan said with a
smile.

Suddenly the woman gripped Wendy and yanked
her forward so she sprawled across her lap. She slapped at her bare
behind in disgust.

"She's hardly got a stripe on her," she said.
"No welts or bruises at all. You'll never train her properly like
this."

She undid the belt behind her back, and then
pulled it down, easing the dildo out of her sheath as Wendy grunted
weakly.

Then her fingers stroked along the hot,
sweating flesh, dipping and out, then thrusting in to the knuckles
to twist around inside her.

"Nice and wet and ready," she said with a
smirk in her voice. "This slut needs to be taught how naughty she
is."

"By all means, if you wish."

Wendy felt the laces behind her undone, and
groaned in relief as the halter loosened. Soon it was off, and the
woman's hands were stroking over her body with familiar ease. Wendy
felt two of them pumping inside her pussy, a thumb stroking upwards
against her clitoris.

She pushed herself up and back, seeking more,
moaning in delight, excited by her own wickedness and wantonness
before these new strangers.

"Let's bring her upstairs," the woman
said.

She pushed Wendy up and off her, then bent and
hefted her up over one shoulder. Wendy stared at the other two in
shocked delight as they got up to follow, and she was carried up
the stairs by the giant black woman.

She was brought into the trophy room, then set
on her feet. The woman turned, oddly, to the big map on the wall,
reaching up and then taking it down off the framework. As Wendy
watched in wide eyes, the X-shaped wooden frame slid down on its
own, the top running along a track as the bottom pushed out until
the thing was horizontal to the floor.

The woman then unstrapped her arms, and she
and Morgan placed her on the frame, face up. They spread her arms
and legs wide and strapped them to the four points of the X. They
were taking no chances, either. Her legs were strapped at ankles,
knees, and thighs, her arms at wrists, elbows and just below her
shoulders.

Her pussy felt gaping, desperately needing
something inside it. She looked up and saw the younger black woman
watching, feeling degraded and thus excited by the
spectator.

Her nipples ached as the rings were removed,
but almost at once two alligator clips attached to wires replaced
them. Then what she at first took to be a vibrator was slid up into
her pussy. Like the alligator clips it was attached to a thick
wire. Finally the black woman knelt between her splayed legs,
searched out her clitoris, and snapped another clip to
it.

Wendy screamed at this, for the pain was
incredible. She strained and thrashed, tears filling her eyes as
the thing set her clitoris afire. She bucked frantically, screaming
and sobbing until the pain slowly began to settle into a dull,
throbbing ache.

"Such a sensitive little bit of flesh," Yvette
said with a smile.

The two of them moved to what Wendy had always
thought a radio of sorts, while the younger black woman slowly
raised her tiny skirt, revelling a shaved mons, and began to finger
herself, staring down at Wendy all the while.

Wendy felt a sudden shock in her right nipple,
a very quick little blast of electrical shock that made her grunt.
She jerked her eyes to see the woman smiling at her, then yelped as
another little shock hit her, this time in her left
nipple.

She moaned anxiously, feeling a strange
numbness in her lower belly. The numbness became a fuzzy little
humming and buzzing, and she soon began to feel the same from both
nipples and clitoris.

It was - not unpleasant. In fact, she began to
feel her body humming in tune with it, feel the pleasure growing
within her.

She felt delicious being the centre of
attention, basking in the obvious excitement the three women had
for her.

Soon she was straining rhythmically against
the straps, eyes half closed, groaning in pleasure as her body
responded to the soft hum of electricity flowing through
it.

Suddenly there was a snap, a sudden sharp jolt
of electricity deep in her pussy. She screamed instinctively, the
shock painful but over almost at once. Still her body felt the
afterimage, and she stared at them, panting, trying to regain the
peace and languor she'd had broken.

Slowly it came back, then another jolt shook
her. She knew they were torturing her now, and a gush of delicious
excitement flooded through her body. There was another sharp shock,
and she arched her back in pain. Another hit her, then another,
even as the humming continued to sooth and arouse her.

Slowly, she became used to the shocks, riding
the force of them to greater pleasure. Then more shocks began to
hit, this time from her nipples, setting her breasts to jerking and
her body to straining.

Again it interrupted her pleasure - at first,
but soon she had adapted to it, and despite the constant jolts that
had her body jerking and straining and arching, she continued to
thrum with sexual electricity and pleasure.

She was nearing a powerful climax, trying to
hold her eyes on the black girl who was masturbating even as her
body jerked and thrashed to the shocks. The shocks grew worse, the
pain sharper, pulling her back from the orgasm she had been
approaching.

`Her mind hurtled back and forth between
pleasure and pain, between desire and fear. The pleasure was
constant, the shocks intermittent, but steady, and becoming faster.
She gazed at the girl, at Mrs. Butler, at Yvette, gasping, jerking,
crying out at the shocks, writhing in pleasure at the same time,
mind spinning and confused.

*

It hurts! It hurts!

Oh it's so good! I'm so hoooot, so
sexyyyy!

Ohhhww! Oowww! Ohh God!

They're torturing me! I'm being
tortured! This is so incredible! This is so hot! I'm going to
come!

Ahhhgggh! God! Oh God! Oh! Oh! It
huuuurts! Please!

I can't believe this is happening
to me!

*

The pleasure was growing, even as the
sharpness of the pains grew. Now she was shacking almost
constantly, jerking, convulsing more and more violently. The three
women were watching her as she shook to the electricity, and she
saw Morgan drop to her knees, licking at Yvette's pussy as Yvette's
hand turned a dial and more pain flowed into her body.

Then, suddenly, the shocks became continuous.
Her back arched violently, then again, then again, her body
quivering like a leaf in a windstorm as a storm of electricity tore
through her. Every muscles in her body twisted and jerked as
convulsions wracked her slender body. She felt her teeth digging
into the ball gag, her limbs straining madly against the
straps.

The pleasure melted away in face of the storm
of agony, then resurfaced at its back, flowing into it, the two
melding into one. Her body was jerking violently now, out of her
control. Her vision was blurred and faded, and she felt incredible
heat overcoming her.

Then a climax hit like now other. At first she
did not even recognize it for one. It began deep inside her,
spreading slowly through the storm of pain filling her body,
calming, then embracing it and turning it to its path.

She continued to writhe madly as the pleasure
echoed the pain, both of them there together, yet separate, one
bathing her in the glory of heaven, the other burning her in the
fires of hell. She thought she must surely go mad, that such pain
and such pleasure could not exist at all, much less
together.

On and on it continued, until suddenly the
power was cut. She continued to thrash, continued to feel the
terrible power course through her for long seconds.

She felt a jerk, felt herself moving, but
hardly noticed it as she fought to gulp in air. The frame was
rising along its track at her head, and her body was thus rising
with it. The frame pulled up and in until she hung vertically from
the thing, staring down at the three women, numbed and
dazed.

The smaller, younger black woman moved forward
then, removing the clip from Wendy's clitoris. She screamed at the
surge of pain, her body twisting violently once again, then
slumped, panting, as the girl began to gently lick at her
sex.

Soon she was writhing again, less
energetically, and with only pleasure to animate her exhausted
muscles. She climaxed again within minutes, then a third time,
grinding her pelvis against the girl's tongue in wanton
joy.

The flog began to hit her lightly across the
belly, striking just above the black girl's head. The pain was an
insignificant thing compared to what she had already experienced.
Being whipped, however, sent her excitement flaring
higher.

The flog lashed across her breasts with
stinging results, and she arched her back, sobbing, chewing madly
on the ball gag, eyes rolling back in her head. To be whipped
there, she thought, was the ultimate in torment.

Again the flog fell, lashing her sensitive
breasts, the force of the blows growing. The clips were removed
from her nipples, and her body thrashed in agony, then in ecstasy
as another climax rippled through her.

The flog grew heavier, the stings deeper,
sharper. It lashed her chest and breasts, then her belly and
abdomen. The girl withdrew and the flog lashed lower, the many
leather thongs lashing against her groin with shockingly exciting
pain.

Again she climaxed, then again, screaming
madly into the gag as the pleasure and pain rolled together inside
her. Her throat ached as she screamed, her body ached as her
muscles spasmed.

And the pleasure was all.
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"Stopped wearing bras, have ye?"

Wendy looked up in surprise, then blushed at
the look on her father's fat, unshaven face.

"Uhm, it's ah, hot," she gulped.

She looked down quickly, then blushed more
deeply as she realized that her nipples, still swollen from the
punishment she had been given, were quite noticeable through the
thin cotton of her top.

"Ain't it just," he said, eyes moving lewdly
down her.

She glared and turned away, storming up the
hall to his coarse laughter.

Pig, she thought.

Her breasts ached, but lightly, and the
nipples throbbed with a dull sensation which continued to make her
pussy twitch each time she remembered the events of the previous
day.

In her room, she lifted the top up and felt a
rush of heat at the sight of the thin red lines criss-crossing her
breasts and belly. She stared, almost breathless, the heat rising
within her, then, hearing the creak of floorboards, she yanked the
top down and turned away as the door opened.

Her mother glared in at her.

"That Butler woman called. She wants you to
run an errand for her."

"Ahm, an errand?" she asked, trying to keep
her voice steady.

"Go get some money from her and go fetch
something from a shop. She'll give you a couple quid."

She shook her head. "Some people got more
money than sense."

Wendy nodded shakily, and all but ran to the
Butler's. It was early yet, and her body still ached, yet it ached
with hunger as well.

Mrs. Butler's lips turned up in what was half
smile, half smirk.

"And how do you feel today, little
slave?"

"Well thank you, Mistress," Wendy said in a
low, excited voice.

"I want you to go to a shop downtown. Take the
tube there and then return." She handed Wendy a card. "Tell Mr.
Blinningham to put the cost on my card."

"Yes, Mistress," Wendy said,
disappointed.

"Thought it was a ruse, did you?" Mrs. Butler
asked, raising an eyebrow. "It wasn't. Slaves are there for doing
chores. But... since I'm sure you'll appreciate it, strip
first."

Her stomach suddenly twisted, but Wendy was
quick to strip off her top and loose trousers. Naked, she watched
as Mrs. Butler removed a pair of long, thick metal tubes from a
drawer.

"Bend over, little one."

Wendy obeyed, spreading her legs, and moaning
as she felt the first touch of the cold metal against her bare, and
moist pussy. She closed her eyes, shuddering slightly as she felt
the pressure behind the tube, felt it forced slowly into her body,
pulled back, pushed forward, pulled, then thrust up sharply so that
she cried out.

The second one pushed against her rectum, and
she felt a slickness there, as well, a slipperiness she knew did
not come from her body. She remained submissively still as Mrs.
Butler worked that tube up inside her, as well, and began to feel
an ache in her belly as the woman determinedly forced both tubes
deeper and deeper into her slight young belly.

The pain grew as Mrs. Butler pushed harder,
and she clenched her jaw, gasping and moaning, her hips jerking and
twisting until she was forced to cry out. This drew a sharp slap on
her bottom, but Mrs. Butler stopped pushing.

Instead she produced a narrow silver chain
which was wound around her waist, then pulled tightly down between
her buttocks. There were small rings set into the heavy metal
tubes, and the chain was pushed through before being pulled up
sharply to fasten at her abdomen.

And then at a touch, the tubes began to
buzz.

She was given a tank top cut off just below
her breasts. It was much tighter than anything she'd ever worn
publicly, and the material was quit thin. Beneath that she wore a
skirt so short it barely covered her bottom, and a pair of high
stilleto heels.

"I can't go outside dressed like this!" she
protested, staring at herself aghast.

"You will do as you're told."

"No!"

She did not fear punishment, of course, or at
least, not nearly so much as she feared going into the city dressed
as she was.

Mrs. Butler's eyes narrowed. "You will do as
you are told, slut."

"I won't!"

The woman smiled. Perhaps you could use
something else to wear."

She moved away and opened another cupboard,
then returned with what Wendy thought was a chain. She let it
dangle for a moment, enough to see it was a necklace, or at least,
a silver chain attached to a silver plaque. She fastened it around
Wendy's throat, and Wendy turned to stare at herself in the
mirror.

It was not difficult to read the writing on
the plaque, even backwards. "Slut", it said.

"I'm not going into the city like this," she
said.

Mrs. Butler smiled thinly, then lifted up what
appeared to be a small black remote control unit.

"What's that?" Wendy asked
nervously.

Mrs. Butler pressed a button on the device and
the world exploded. More precisely, her groin exploded with
pain.

One moment she stood defiantly before the
woman. The next she writhed on the floor, screaming and clawing at
her groin, at the metal tube protruding from between her taut pubic
lips. Yet the agony deep within her would not stop. She twisted and
rolled and bucked and screamed, and then the pain grew, spreading
into her anus.

Now she could no longer control her fingers.
She flopped and twisted and bucked and bounced as pain ripped her
from top to bottom in endless, merciless torment.

Then it stopped, and she lay spreadeagled,
gasping for breath, moaning, eyes slits.

"Would you like to try and disobey me again?"
she heard.

It took some time to work up the ability to
speak, and even then she could not keep her voice from quivering
and shaking even as Mrs. Butler placed the card in her purse and
led her to the door. Then she was standing outside, still slightly
dazed and swaying.

The trip to the tube station was a difficult
one. She dreaded running across anyone who knew her, and took the
long way, which made for difficult walking on the high heels. Once,
a car pulled alongside and a man older and greasier than her father
stared at her, then asked her price. She gave him the finger and he
cursed her before driving on.

She was relieved to reach the tube station,
but then, as she began to walk down the stairs a group of people
turned the corner and began walking up, and from the startled look
on one man's face they could see right up under her skirt to her
bare sex and the small silver tube protruding between her
lips.

Mortified, she tried to walk faster, and still
keep her legs as tightly closed as possible. With the high heels,
however, she lost her footing and staggered, almost falling until
she clasped the rail. Yet this left her briefly on her backside,
legs spread wide and skirt up around her waist as several men
stared, open mouthed.

She threw down her skirt and stood up, tightly
clasping the rail as she desperately made her way past them. She
felt a hand squeeze her bare bottom as she passed, but did not stop
or turn her head. Scarlet, she hurried around the corner, gasping
in relief as their eyes left her.

There were more eyes on the train, however,
eyes that stared at her protruding nipples and bare thighs. She
could not sit. The two tubes were already lodged painfully high in
her belly. To put any further pressure on them would cause her to
cry out. The train was crowded, but not all the seats were taken.
This left her alone in the centre of the car, all eyes upon
her.

She almost ran off when she reached her stop,
but the heels again made quick movement difficult, and before she
could reach the stairs others were around her. She halted, not
wanting anyone behind her when she climbed, and only when alone did
she hurry up as quickly as she could.

She emerged in Soho and, following Mrs.
Butler's directions, made her way up Borling Street to a small shop
numbered 835. To her astonishment this turned out to be a tattoo
and piercing shop. She hesitated, then, walked in, recalling what
had been said about having her nipples pierced with unease and
excitement.

The proprietor was tall and beefy, with long
hair and numerous tattoos running along his bare arms. He hardly
needed her stumbling words to inform him of her mission, but took
her arm firmly but gently and led her into the back.

"I'm just to pick something up," she said a
little desperately.

He pushed her against a rough wooden table,
then bent her over and, ignoring her gasp of protest, lifted her
skirt and ran a hand over her sex.

"This will have to come off for a bit," she
said in a deep, rough voice.

"D-Don't!" she gasped.

He ignored her, and his strong hands undid the
clasp at the back of her, dropping the lower chain and pulling it
free of the tubes.

"Please! I-I... d-don't!" she gasped, trying
to rise only to be forced flat by a large hand at the back of her
neck.

She felt his fingers pulling the tube free of
her sex, and despite a surge of relief felt a wave of shame at her
exposure to the man.

Then she heard his zipper go down and gasped
in shock, her eyes widening as she tried again to rise.

"Don't! Don't touch me!" she cried.

His fist tightened in her hair and she cried
out as her head was forced up and back even while her body remained
pinned to the table. Then his cock pushed against her and thrust
immediately into her body.

The odd thing was that it felt so delicious
there. Outrage and fear and shame ripped through her mind, but
after the remorseless hard steel of the tube his cock felt
wonderfully soft and pliable as it was buried in her
depths.

"Butler said I could tear a piece off before I
started," he said carelessly, a hand sliding beneath her short top
to cup and squeeze a breast. His hand was work roughened yet large
and strong, and Wendy felt a sudden hunger within herself as he
began to pump into her.

What a whore she was! What a creature of sex
and desire! To be thrown down and used so casually by such a rough
and crude man was a terribly shocking, yet alarmingly heady
experience.

"Spread yer legs, slut," he said.

And his voice was not taunting but casual. To
him she was just a slut, and as her bottom rose and her shaky legs
pulled apart she felt his cock pushing even deeper as he picked up
the pace and began to use her with crude and thoughtless
hunger.

It did not take long, certainly not long
enough for her to reach climax. Then he was done and zipping
himself up. Before she knew what he was doing he had her top up and
off and was undoing her skirt, then leading her over to a low
chest.

To her surprise he bent her back across it,
and low on the other side were a pair of straps he fastened about
her trembling wrists. Her back ached as it arched, and he pulled
her legs well apart, fastening her ankles to the lower legs on
either side.

A moment later he grasped her hair hard and
yanked it down. As her mouth opened in a cry of pain he jammed a
rough, dirty wad of leather into it.

"Don't want you making too much noise," he
muttered. "Got a idea yer a screamer."

She felt his rough hands on her nipples, and
realized his intent instantly. Her body arched more deeply,
twisting against the bonds as he plucked and pinched the hard
nipple. Then there was a terrible, yet brief pain. It was intensely
sharp, and her entire body bucked violently.

"Tha's one," he said.

The intense pain was gone, but her nipple
ached as he fingered it, and she felt metal against her there. Then
he moved his fingers to her other nipple, and she moaned in denial
as it was pinched and pulled. She heard a chuckle as she waited in
an agony of anticipation, then the pain hit again.

She screamed into the leather, the pain
blistering and sharp, yet mercifully short lived so that she could
once more slump back, gasping.

"Two down," he said.

Then his fingers were between her legs and her
ankles were jerking frantically against the straps.

"Like `em shaved, makes it easier," he
said.

He forced the hood back and pinched at her
clitoris, and then - .

Agony was an understatement. The flash of pain
tore the breath from her. Her body went rigid. She thought she
could actually feel the cold metal of the needle as it forced its
way through her clitoris and out the other side.

"Try not to fuck too many people for the next
few days," he said casually. "Or take `em up the ass or
something."

His fingers ran lightly across the lines on
her breasts.

"Young to want this," he said softly. "Usually
the young are satisfied to just fuck."

She felt the metal tube forced up into her
pussy once again, then the chain pulled up sharply and snapped in
place.

He unstrapped her then and helped her stand.
She reeled and swayed, but he held her tightly until she gained
control of her limbs, then led her to the mirror where she could
see golden rings dangling from her nipples, and another from her
clitoris, half hidden by the chain.

"Put on yer clothes while I runs the card
through."

She obeyed in a daze, finding it hard to take
her eyes off her nipples. And dressed, they stood out even more
than they had, quite clear behind the thin fabric.

There were even more eyes on her when she
left, yet despite her embarrassment and discomfort, and the
throbbing pain which remained, she found herself aroused by it now.
Yes, I'm a whore, she wanted to say, as defiantly as
possible.

Yet she could not. Their attention continued
to embarrass her, despite the excitement it also brought. All those
eyes of all those men who followed her, all wanting her.

She walked slowly down the stairs at the tube,
pretending not to notice the eyes of those who came up, pretending
not to see them widen, the mouths opening, the indrawn
breaths.

Mrs. Butler gave her several studs to wear at
home. It was not hard to keep the one in her clitoris, yet the
others would draw attention, and she was forced to avoid her
parents even more than usual.

She slept nude that night, legs spread,
wearing the rings in nipples and clitoris, and masturbating gently,
despite the pain.

"Slut," she whispered. "Slave."

*

The next day a man came to the door. He was
tall, ugly, cadaverous looking. His dark eyes frightened her as he
looked down from the doorway, and she was about to call her father
when he put a finger to her lips.

"I was sent to see your rings," he said, his
voice a hiss.

Startled, she jerked her head around to look
behind her, but her father, the only one there but herself, was
around the corner in the front room watching football.

"My father's in," she whispered.

He pushed her back and came in, closing the
door behind.

"You mustn't!" she whispered.

He smiled a wicked smile, then gripped the
heavy sweater she was wearing over her braless breasts and forced
it up. She tried to cling to it but, fearful of making noise, could
not stop him from lifting it up to bare her breasts.

He fingered her nipples, pierced by the small
studs, then nodded and smiled.

"No infection," he said.

Then he yanked her sweater up over her head
and tossed it behind him.

"Don't! My fath - ."

He thrust her hard against the wall and pulled
his face down in front of hers, glaring venomously. "Shut up, you
little tart and do what yer told!" he hissed.

She was wearing loose white trousers and he
quickly unbuttoned them and forced them down her legs to bare her
sex. He cupped her there, squeezing lightly, then dropped to his
knees and inspected her as she stood quivering and red
faced.

"Good," he said, rising.

He stared at her, and she felt transfixed by
his dark eyes. Then, abruptly remembering where she was, she gasped
and reached for her sweater. He stopped her, pushing her back
against the wall, then forced her down to her knees.

"Let's go somewhere else!" she
pleaded.

He only smiled, undoing his trousers and
drawing out a half soft erection.

"Suck," he ordered.

"My father!"

"Best be quick then," he said
calmly.

And he thrust himself into her mouth, almost
choking her as he gripped her head in his hands.

"Suck, slut," he ordered in a soft
growl.

"... and Hadley passes to Buckner and shoots!"
she heard from the television.

"Ahh, you bastard!" her father growled, his
hand slapping the arm of the sofa.

"Suck, whore," the man sneered, forcing
himself deeper.

She struggled but felt his cock pushing
through into the back of her mouth, then her eyes widened as it
slipped into her throat. She writhed but he held her firmly in
place as his groin pushed forward. Inch after inch of now fully
erect cock slid through her lips and down into her throat until her
face was jammed against the rough wool of his trousers.

"Dirty little slag," he panted, bucking now,
jerking his cock in and out as she slapped ineffectually against
his thighs and hips.

He pumped with longer strokes, then caught
first one hand, then the other, pinning them up behind her head as
the world began to spin around her. She could not breath, and her
head throbbed as her chest burned. Her vision began to spin and her
eyes to lose focus.

"... always been a stay at home defenseman," a
voice said from a distance. "It's not that he can't join the attack
but hasn't ever really been known for his offensive..."

He was pumping with long, deep strokes now,
his pelvis smashing into her face as he used her throat. Her
strength fled, and she knelt dazedly, eyes blurring. He let lose of
her wrists, but she hadn't the strength to fight now, and her arms
dropped limply to her sides as he forced her head up and forward
and increased his pace.

"Hey, bring me another beer while yer out
there," her father called.

Wendy's eyes fluttered. She tried to focus
them through the cotton batting filling her head. She saw the long,
slick length of his erection pumping furiously in and out. The
world blackened again and again as he forced her face up against
his dark trousers.

"You hear me, you lazy little cow?"

He pulled out and, grasping her hair cruelly
to hold her head in place, squeezed himself until he came, spurting
wad after wad onto her face, into her gasping mouth, against her
cheeks and nose and forehead.

He grinned down at her, wiped his softening
cock over her face to smear his semen against her, then threw her
back so she fell against the wall. He did up his pants, backed off,
opened the door, and left.

Wendy's chest was still heaving. She pawed at
the floor, tried to rise, then fell back, sliding sideways until
she lay on the floor, legs spread.

"If I have to come out there I'll take a belt
to your backside," she heard her father call.

She tried to speak, but her throat ached. She
heard her father curse as he rose, and desperation and returning
awareness rolled her across the narrow hall and then again into the
closet. Her sweater and trousers were a foot away and she clawed
them in and slid the closet shut as her father, muttering and
cursing, came around the corner and went into the
kitchen.

"Little bitch disappears whenever there's work
to do," she heard him muttering as he slammed a cupboard door.
Probably out fucking some pimply boy.

There was a pause as the refrigerator door
slammed, then his feet sounded outside the closet as he passed and
went around the corner again.

*

The next day the phone rang. She picked it up
hesitantly, and her chest tightened as she recognized Mrs. Butler's
voice.

"What time do your parents go to sleep?" she
asked.

"I...dunno," Wendy gulped.

"What time?" the woman's voice became
impatient.

"Elevenish, maybe twelve."

"At twelve thirty unlock your front door and
return to your bed."

"B-but why?"

"Because I told you to, slave. Now say yes
mistress."

Wendy's stomach churned. She looked up at her
mother across the room washing the dishes, then across to where her
brother was fiddling with a broken lamp.

"Say it, slave."

"Yes, mistress," she whispered.

The phone hung up in her ear and she replaced
the receiver, heart beating.

At one her door opened and light from up the
hall fell upon her wide eyes. She saw only the silhouette of a man
with broad shoulders. Then the door closed behind him and a torch
blinked on, blinding her.

The man approached, and she held a hand up
against the light as he bent forward, snatched the sheet out of her
hand, and flung it back. She was nude, the studs replaced by rings
in anticipation of - something.

She saw a square face in the shadow behind the
lamp, and then a hand moved forward to finger her nipples and tug
lightly on the rings. It kneaded her naked breasts as the shadowy
face looked down, then eased along her pale flesh to inspect her
sex.

Satisfied, the light blinked off, and she saw
nothing but purple lights in the darkness.

Hands gripped her thighs and hips and rolled
her onto her belly, and she felt the man's weight as he climbed
into bed. He spread her legs, and his hands spread the cheeks of
her bottom as she heard the zipper on his trousers.

Her eyes were wide in shame, excitement, and
disbelief as she felt his erection against her. He worked himself
into her slowly but forcefully, then his body crushed her as his
hands came around to cup and roughly squeeze her
breasts.

His hips rose and fell with growing excitement
as he drove himself into her anus to the hilt, sodomizing her for
long minutes before gasping in relief and spending himself in her
bowels.

Without a word he drew back, climbed out of
her bed, and left.

*

"Tell your parents you're babysitting tonight.
Be here at seven sharp."

The phone hung up on Mr. Butler's voice, and
Wendy closed her eyes briefly, her heart beginning to
pound.

She showed up on time, and was immediately
stripped naked. Her wrists were shackled behind her back. A collar
was placed around her throat. Her ankles were shackled, and a thin
chain linked them. Two silver tubes even thicker and longer than
the ones she had previously taken were forced into her rectum and
pussy. Each protruded two full inches, and were held in place by
thin chains running up to another around her waist.

She was gagged, but this time with a wide
round ring forced between her teeth. A hard leather penis shaped
tube was then forced through the ring, pressing her tongue down
hard and filling her mouth as it threatened to slip into her
throat.

Then Mr. Butler attached another thin chain to
her clitoral ring and the two of them led her, as if by a leash,
out to the garage and into their car. She was placed in the boot,
and lay there with pounding heart as they took her she knew not
where.

She tried to hold back when she saw they were
in an open parking lot, with cars all around and more driving by on
the road just ahead, but the tug of the chain linked to her
clitoris forced her to hurry along, bare feet shuffling on the cold
pavement as she was led into the shadow of a two story building and
thence through a rough metal door.

A plump man looked at her in the light of a
bare overhead bulb, and grinned in a greasy fashion. Her face went
red and she felt a deep sense of shame and humiliation as the
Butlers led her past him and up the hall.

Inside her, however, was a soaring sense of
crackling sexual electricity. Her flesh felt raw and every breath
of air which passed her nipples made them twitch and
throb.

She heard the rumble of voices ahead, and
again instinctively attempted to draw back. She gasped in pain as
Butler tugged on the leash and her clitoris stung.

She felt faint with the shock of what was
happening as the voices grew louder. The voices told her there were
many people here, and the thought of being seen as she was
horrified her.

And then they were through a curtained doorway
and out among the crowd. The room was dim, but not dark. Music
played softly, and there was laughter and odd cries of pleasure and
pain.

A dozen pair of eyes turned to stare at her
and she cringed, turning her head away. To her left she was
surprised to see another naked girl. She was older, fuller
breasted, with long hair. The hair was done in a pony tail except
that it was pulled straight up from the top centre of her
head.

And the girl hung from it.

Wendy stared in astonishment. The girl's body
glistened with the sweat of agony, and she twisted slowly, arms
bound behind her back, eyes bulging, mouth gagged. Several people
stood around her holding glasses, watching her, talking in low
voices and chuckling in amusement.

A hand moved out and gave the girl's hip a
push and she began to swing lightly.

Then Wendy cried out into her gag as chain
pulled on her clitoris and forced her forward. The Butlers led her
in amidst a throng of people, all of whom turned to look down at
her.

There were both men and women. Many were
wearing revealing leather gear. But none were as naked as
she.

"Sean. Morgan. How delightful to see
you."

A bearded man came up to them, clasping their
hands, then gazed at Wendy.

"Nice little piece there."

"Isn't it?" Mrs. Butler said.

"Does it have a name?"

"We call it Slave."

"Not terribly original, but short and to the
point," he said with a smile.

He reached over and gave her breast a squeeze,
then slipped his little finger into one of her rings and tugged it
up, forcing her to her toes.

"Lovely piece,' he said, letting the ring
go.

"It's not very well disciplined yet, but we
will remedy that," Morgan promised.

"Oh I'm sure you will, my dear," the man
replied, chuckling.

Wendy's head swam. She found it difficult to
breath as she was pulled forward again amidst the people. Hands
reached out to touch and grope and fondle her as she moved. One
hand gripped the metal tube protruding from her rectum and thrust
sharply so that she cried out in pain and staggered
forward.

The Butlers pulled her along ignoring her
muffled squeak, through a dark hall and into another dimly lit
room. A woman hung by her wrists and ankles here, high near the
roof and angled forward. A long chain hung from her clitoris, and
two men standing before her tugged it occasionally, causing her to
tremble and shake.

"Sean! Morgan!"

A Black couple turned to greet them, and
stared at Wendy even as they were kissing and shacking
hands.

"Lovely little pet you have," the Black woman
said.

"Not fully trained yet," Mrs. Butler
said.

"I see great potential, however," the woman
said.

Mr. Butler pushed Wendy to her knees and the
man, a husky looking, sallow faced fellow in his middle years,
undid a leather codpiece and drew out an erection. Then the thick
leather was pulled free of the ring and amidst a dozen watching
people he forced his cock into Wendy's mouth.

He used her brutally and thoughtlessly,
forcing himself down her throat and pumping in and out as he used
her hair to handle her. The Butlers looked on with the rest, and
Wendy felt very alone, even while her belly burned at being the
centre of lewd attention.

People moved around them talking idly, or
watched with little smirks on their faces, and out of the corner of
her eyes she saw other men reaching to their groins and drawing out
erections.

The Butlers seemed to fade back into the
crowds and then there were only strangers surrounding her. Wendy
found it difficult to breath as the man used her. Occasionally he
pulled himself free to wipe his saliva coated erection across her
face, and then she would gasp and gulp in air through the open
ring.

When he finished with her another man took her
hair, twisted so that she was forced to turn to the side, and then
thrust his own cock through the ring and down her throat. Another
man followed, then another, as her throat ached and
burned.

Then she was pulled across the room. She
looked dazedly around but saw no one familiar. Alone, she was taken
into another room, and in the centre forced to sit while chains
were fastened to her ankles. Then she was lifted upwards into the
air, the chains pulling her legs farther and farther apart until,
as her head came off the floor, her groin stood lewdly and nakedly
exposed.

Men and women gathered about her, and in the
dim light and her position she could make out little of their
faces. They toyed with her ring and the two thick tubes, then the
latter were withdrawn and they began to use her first one at a
time, then two at a time.

None spoke to her, though they occasionally
chatted about her in coarse and obscene terms.

As cock after cock was thrust down into her
swinging, swaying body, Wendy's head swam from the blood rushing to
it, and her body pulsed with growing sexual heat. For the
embarrassment and humiliation of public nudity could not stand
forever. And as it receded the excitement of being so lewdly
displayed and abused came to the fore.

And then, as she neared her first climax, they
drew back and a space opened around her. She saw Mr. Butler move
forward, a long flog in his hand. His arm moved forward and the
flog swung up and forward, and then down, to lash her naked
sex.

Shocked pain caused her to writhe and dance in
her chains, and she cried out, though her throat was so sore only a
weak croak emerged.

To whip her there! The wicked cruelty of this
public flogging sent fire through her veins even as she writhed and
jerked to the pain of a second blow. They were all watching her.
All of them. The room was filled with people looking on as she was
flogged, as the leather cracked down across already sore and
swollen pubic lips, cutting into tender thighs and reddened
buttocks.

Her clitoris, swollen out from beneath its
hood, screamed as it was struck directly, and again she thrashed
and twisted, gurgling and crying out in pain.

And even so the pleasure outraced it. A
horrible dark hunger gripped her, and the heat between her legs
grew into a furnace. She craved more punishment, crueller
punishment. She wanted to be ground down and beaten as they all
looked on, wanted them all to watch with excitement as her
beautiful young flesh was whipped and torn and beaten.

The flog descended again, and with the burst
of pain came a gush of liquid heat. Another, and another, and then
the climax was upon her. The world spun and darkened and her mind
was flooded by an intoxicating rush of ecstasy. The flog lashed
down again, and again, and it seemed to her that every blow send
the climax screaming up into higher levels. She forgot to breath,
forgot to do anything but cling to the sheer bliss of that orgasm
as it howled through her.

Down came the flog, harder this time, and then
again, and then again, and still the orgasm had her shaking in a
violent, mindless sexual maelstrom.

And then as it began to fade Mrs. Butler moved
in on the other side, holding a long, thin crop, and sliced it down
against her breasts. The pain redoubled, and her orgasm flared up
once more, or another. The flog and the crop slashed at her body as
the pleasure burned away at her mind, threatening to blank it
out.

And then they moved in again with their hungry
cocks, thrusting them into her body. A rough hand grasped her hair,
yanking her head up and back, and another cock was forced through
the ring into her throat.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


"You were out late last night."

Wendy looked up and nodded, then looked down
again.

"All the money those posh folks is paying you
you ought to start paying rent," her mother said.

"You don't," Wendy said
resentfully.

"Don't you backtalk," her mother snapped,
smacking the back of her head. "And what's wrong with yer voice?
You got a cold?"

"Yes," she said, her voice rough.

"You give a cold to their brat and that'll be
the last you ever see of them."

Wendy ached all over. They had lashed her sex
several times during the long evening, and her breasts had been
cropped, fondled and mauled until they throbbed with pain. Her
nipples and clitoris both stung from the sharp pulling her rings
had been subjected to. And she was not in the mood to
argue.

"I'm not paying rent to you," she snapped.
"Not for this dump. I'll move out first."

"Just you watch your lip, girl or that won't
be your choice!" her mother snapped as Wendy stalked
away.

*

It was not difficult convincing her parents
she had been hired by a fictional company of Mrs. Brooks' creation.
Her father seemed disappointed with her desire to move out,
however, and tried to talk her out of it.

Nevertheless, he and her brothers helped her
move her few things into the small flat she was to share with
Karen, her roommate, and thought nothing more about it, other than
who would get the use of her old room.

As soon as they were gone she and Karen smiled
at each other, then left, locking the door and going to their new
home, Yvette's manor outside of the city. Yvette had a great deal
of room, for the place had eight bedrooms, and there was only her,
Karen, and now Wendy.

Wendy had not actually been asked if she
wanted to move in with Yvette. Mrs. Brooks had "sold" her to Yvette
for a sum of money. Wendy accepted this as part of their little
sexual gaming, not realizing at all that it was true. The idea of
being a live-in sex slave was deeply alluring, and she threw
herself into it headlong.

Her room at the manor was enormous, and
exquisitely decorated, with lovely, expensive
furnishings.

Of course, she spent little time in it. No
sooner had she and Karen arrived when she was stripped, taken to
the basement dungeon, hung by her wrists, and whipped over every
inch of her body.

Finishing with the Cat O' Nine tails Yvette
buckled a strap about both ankles, then lifted up and back and ran
the straps together around her waist.

With both feet held up and vulnerable she
proceeded to cane them both, producing more agony than anything
Wendy had every experienced. Again, as she had once before, she
deeply regretted allowing herself to be bound and gagged, trying to
make it clear to the woman that she had had enough and more than
enough. Yet it was hopeless, and the beating continued to the point
where she was nothing but a quivering, sobbing, dazed mass of
tortured flesh.

She spent that night hanging upside down by
the ankles, her head hooded, her wrists bound behind her
back.

In the morning, the restraints holding her
ankles together pulled wide apart, splaying her legs and baring her
groin to the flog which lashed her thighs and mons until she
shrieked herself hoarse into the ball gag.

Then a soft pink tongue slowly eased the pain
and set her body to writhing with pleasure.

She was let down, then the hood removed. In
its place however, Karen and Yvette, whom she began to think of
strictly as Mistress, placed a new pair of contact lenses in her
eyes. These ones were so dark as to be impenetrable, effectively
blinding her. Soft leather pads like mittens without thumbs were
placed over her hands and locked in place and her ankles were
strapped against her thighs so she could not rise.

She was then leashed and led, crawling, to a
bath, where she knelt to be washed like an animal. Her gag was
removed, and she was permitted to eat out of Mistress's hands, then
drink a little water from a bowl set on the floor.

Blind, she was put through her paces, licking
Mistress to orgasm after orgasm while Karen stood behind her and
lashed her buttocks whenever her enthusiasm lapsed. When her tongue
and jaw ached so that she could no longer please the woman she was
gagged once more and hung by her wrists.

She was utterly drained by the time they
pulled her down, yet still she was forced to lick Mistress to the
point where her jaw felt ready to fall off. Then she was led, still
crawling, to the bath, where Karen washed her once more.

They placed her in a corner and had her kneel.
She felt something hard beneath her, hard and rounded. And as they
guided her body she felt it pushing against her rectum, then
forcing its way up inside her. She sank lower as they pushed on her
shoulders, and the thing pushed deeper and deeper, until she moaned
and writhed and twisted against them.

Yet still they forced her lower, until she
could sit on her heels. A strap around both thighs bound them
tightly to her lower legs and she was left in that position for
hours.

*

She was given to a number of men over the
following days. She could not count them, nor see them. She was in
darkness as their rough hands fought over her nude body, grasping
and groping, squeezing and kneading her aching breasts, buttocks
and mons. Sometimes there were so many and so eager were they they
argued over turns as they fought to thrust their organs into her
mouth, vagina and rectum, taking her over and over again, often in
all three orifices at once.

None spoke to her, though many times she heard
their derisive words, calling her slut and whore and tramp. Their
eager grips bruised her even as their cocks pistoned into her body,
spilling their hot seed again and again.

She often climaxed during these bang bangs,
how many times she could never count. She was in a fever of
wondrous sexual joy, and had never felt so erotic and carnal in her
life.

After Karen washed her at the end of each day
she was allowed to eat from Mistress's fingers, then sip a little
water before pleasing her with her tongue.

She slept at the side of her bed, on the
floor, her collar chained to the bed.

A number of times Karen was instructed to
please her, and as she writhed to the girl's skilled tongue Wendy
learned the proper techniques of pleasing a woman.

She was in a sexual haze most of the first
week, revelling in her degradation, in her status as a low sex
slave. She never paused to think about doing anything else, about
going anywhere else, about demanding her freedom. She lived
entirely in darkness, always on her knees, her flesh even more
sensitive to the touch of others than it had been.

Several days after her arrival at the manor
Mistress finally removed the black contact lenses from her eyes and
replaced them with the ones Mrs. Brooks had purchased for her. That
same day she was allowed to stand, though she did so with much
difficulty. She was shackled as she had been before the visit to
the club, and banded. Golden metal shackles were fitted to her
wrists and ankles and a golden collar placed around her
throat.

That same night she was taken to a gathering
of many people. She journeyed there nude and bound in the boot of
Mistress's car, then was taken to a small room and placed on hands
and knees before a small cart.

The cart was harnessed to her body that she
might pull it, and heavy golden bells were hung from her nipples
and clitoris. Mistress fitted a bridle to her head, shoving the bit
into her open mouth so that she might guide her.

Then a thick, stiff rubber coated shaft was
forced into her sex. It was a good three feet in length and
attached to the front of the cart. When Mistress sat in the cart
and lashed her back with a long buggy whip she grunted in pain,
then started forward, pulling against the weight of the
cart.

The cart had large, thin wheels, as she saw,
yet oddly, the front wheels had small square blocks spaced about
them.

The cart moved easily at first, then halted as
one of the blocks hit the floor. She wondered why the wheels had
these blocks, other than to make it more difficult to pull. She
pulled harder, straining against the harness, and the wheel rolled
up and over the block.

As it dropped down it rolled forward quite
quickly. Wendy cried out as the thick shaft suddenly speared deep
into her belly, and she threw herself forward to escape it. This
served to tug the cart forward to the next block, where it again
halted briefly. The slack in the line disappeared as she reached
the end. Then the wheels overcame the block and the cart rolled
quickly forward again. The taut line grew slack as the cart rolled
forward and once more the hard, thick rubber shaft spiked deep into
her sheath.

Again and again this happened, as each hard
thrust of the rubber into her guts sent her jerking forward,
pulling to the end of the line - and easing the thing back down her
pussy. Then the wheels would roll over the blocks impeding them and
lurch forward once more to thrust the thing into her.

They proceeded like this out of the private
room and into the larger public room where dozens of people were
gathered. Wendy saw that she was the centre of attention, yet
hardly cared as she fought to master the appropriate timing to keep
from being impaled too savagely.

Before long she had it timed to the best of
her ability. She could sense the line growing slack as the cart
overcame the blocks and dropped down, and would scurry forward
several inches as quickly as she could. It was never quite fast
enough, however. The thing reached the absolute bottom of her pussy
tube with almost every thrust, bruising her insides.

The force of the blows was lessened, though,
and as the pain eased she began to enjoy being the centre of
attention. The thing jerking back and forth inside her pussy had
its affect as well.

Mistress rode the cart slowly around the room,
lashing Wendy's back and buttocks with her buggy whip, and pausing
to hold conversations, often with Wendy as the topic.

After a time Mistress had her pull the cart
back out of the room, then untangled her from the lines and harness
and shaft.

Then, led by a tiny gold chain attached to her
collar, and utterly naked and unbound, she was walked back into the
room, where she pleasured many men and women with her
mouth.

To show how well trained she was Mistress
commanded her to extend her hands with her palms up, then used a
narrow cane to turn the palms of her hands an angry red. The pain
was awful, and tears poured from her eyes as Wendy sank slowly down
to her knees.

Yet she kept her hands up and out, absorbing
each new jagged blast of pain as the crowd gathered around to
watch.

Mistress then commanded her to place her hands
behind her head, and she obeyed, arching her back, gasping for
breath, sniffling tearfully as her heart pounded with excitement.
She knew what was coming, and cried out as the crop lashed her
breast.

The crop sang through the air, landing with a
wicked crack across her breasts in turn, the pain roaring in her
ears as Wendy held her position. She then leaned even farther back,
to the point of almost losing her balance, while the tall black
woman lashed her belly and abdomen.

Finally she fell back onto her back, then drew
her ankles up high and pulled them back over her shoulders, holding
them there in place as her pussy was cruelly whipped.

After this she crawled on her belly and licked
her mistress's boots, begging to be used by her.

Mistress donned a massive rubber dildo covered
in sharp spikes, and buried it in her belly. She was ridden there
on all fours, Mistress savagely pounding the dildo into her
screaming sheath. Tears of agony filled her eyes once again, yet
the pleasure grew and grew, and before dozens of eyes she screamed
in pleasure as the climax turned her world upside down.

Over the weeks she lived there at the manor
Wendy never thought about her freedom to leave at any time. At
first she merely assumed it, yet the very notion of disobeying
began to fade over the passing days to the point where it never
occurred to her.

One evening she was bathed by Karen, on all
fours as usual. Then tight arm sheaths were fitted about her arms.
Karen and Mistress slowly brought her right arm up behind her back,
pulling her elbow in and raising her hand almost to the back of her
neck.

The sheath went over her left shoulder, then
across her upper chest and back over her right shoulder. Her left
arm was then forced up hard as well, the hand jammed higher and
higher, until the sheath was joined to the first one with her hand
up high.

Her elbows were pulled slowly back together,
then strapped in place, and a thick ball gag was forced into her
mouth and strapped there.

Wearing nothing but stiletto heels she was
taken to the mansion's entrance hall and presented to a tall,
distinguished looking man. Mistress handed him her leash, then told
her she had been sold to him.

Wendy gazed at her in shock, yet did not think
to refuse. The idea of being sold was inherently exciting, and the
man was quite handsome. He smiled at her, squeezed one of her
breasts lightly, then ordered her to kneel at his feet.

She obeyed at once, then at a further command
turned and dropped herself down onto her shoulders, raising her
behind for his use.

"She's well trained," Mistress said in a
silken voice.

"So I see," he replied. "Very well. Let's hope
she's worth the money you're charging."

"More than worth it," Mistress said with an
arrogant toss to her head.

"Come, slave. We shall go to my estate, where
I shall see just how much discipline you have."

He tugged on her leash and Wendy followed him
out the door and into the Rolls which waited there. She felt no
embarrassment, only excitement as the driver looked at her in
fascination and lust, and she was awkwardly placed in the back
seat.

Sold, she thought, sold like a helpless,
wanton sex slave!

And though somewhere in the back of her mind
she still thought of it all as a game, as a wonderful, thrilling
sexual game to which she had consented, she would eventually
realize that she was as much the helpless prisoner, the ravished
sexual slave as she had once dreamed about.

But that, of course, only made it more
exciting.
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