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I guess how you grow up depends to some
degree on what kind of parents you have. That doesn't mean if your
parents are, like, really nice and liberal that you're going to
turn out to be nice and liberal too. Sometimes the opposite
happens.

My parents were so incredibly straight laced
you wouldn't believe it. And they expected me to be the same. They
were these right wing republican drones who totally bored me to
death.

Anyway, I had no intention of doing what they
wanted, so I tried to get around them any way I could. I had to
wear stupid, conservative clothes, for example, at least around
them, but I managed to get some other clothes, tight jeans and
short skirts, and hid them in the attic, taking them out with me
when I went on dates.

I knew all about sex, too. The private school
I went to never gave any kind of information about sex or birth
control, but I had figured out how to turn the satellite dish at
home so it picked up this porno channel, and when my parents were
out I'd watch these incredibly dirty and disgusting movies where
women sucked cocks and got fucked and sodomized, and even did
lezzie things to each other.

So I knew all about sex, and I knew about
birth control from going to a clinic.

I never did much, though. For one thing I was
shy about anyone seeing me naked. For another thing I was terribly
afraid that if I did anything the guy would talk about it and it
would get all over school, and I'd be treated like a whore, and my
parents would find out and....well, anyway, that's why I was still
a virgin.

But the movies I saw did inspire me to
masturbate a lot, fingering myself like crazy every night and
morning.

I stood naked in front of my bedroom mirror,
posing and preening, admiring myself, comparing my looks to the
girls in the porno movies.

I was a bit short, but I had great, thick,
flaming red hair that spilled over my narrow shoulders like a silky
wave. I had wide, big green eyes, and a pert little nose with some
freckles on the bridge. I had full, sensuous lips, and a small,
dainty chin.

My body wasn't super great, but it was pretty
good. My boobs were very round, not huge, but not small either, and
sat quite high and very firm on my chest, tilting up a little,
y'know, with little nipples that were very, very pink and seemed to
strain upward.

I had a tiny waist, cause I was a little
skinny, but my hips were fairly rounded, and I had a really, really
round little bottom.

I knew guys were hot for me, and I wished I
could do something about it, but didn't dare. Partly it was
shyness, partly my fear of them talking, and, well, okay, I admit
it, some of my parents beliefs about how nasty and dirty sex was
had kind of rubbed off on me.

I guess I thought that having sex would be a
nasty, dirty sinful thing to do, and was reluctant at least partly
because of that.

Aside from sex, my parents big worry was
drugs. I wasn't really into drugs, but, mostly to get back at my
straight laced parents, I did try some grass.

It was just a little grass. You wouldn't
think a lot of people would get uptight over that. On the other
hand, my parents were both so super strict about drugs, so warped
and hyper afraid of them, that they'd been preaching at me since I
was nine years old.

Maybe that was partly why I'd started smoking
it. It wasn't that great, but it did kind of give me a happy
buzz.

Until I got caught with it behind the
gym.

Mrs. Moore dragged me to the principal’s
office, muttering about drugs the whole way, and clutching the
little joint like it was radioactive or something. I had to sit out
front of the office while she talked to Mr. Edmund, and think of
what my parents would do when they found out.

They were spending a fortune to put me in
this private school because they were afraid the public schools
were full of drugs. I'd been annoyed when they'd first put me here,
because I had to wear these crummy uniforms, but I'd gotten used to
it, and now I kind of liked it. Besides, it was my last year. I
sure as hell didn’t want to get expelled now and maybe start over
somewhere else, somewhere even stricter.

I'd overheard my parents talking to Mrs.
Perkins down the street about a boarding school Mrs. Perkins had
sent her daughter to. My parents had been very approving, because
the boarding school was in Switzerland, and they all figured it was
far away from any "bad influences".

Mrs. Moore walked past me with a sniff, and
Mr. Edmund held the door. I got up and walked past him, wondering
if there was any possible way I could get out of this.

"Well, Jennifer?"

I went into full begging mode right away, as
sincere as I could make it. "Sir, I...I just found it and...and I
was just curious...and I never did it before...and I'll never do it
again or anything and I'm really sorry and all. Please don't call
my parents!"

"You'd have me violate school regulations?
Are you aware that school regulations say that any student found
with any amount of drugs must be expelled, and turned over to the
police?"

I stared at him in horror. The cops!? I
hadn’t even really thought about the police! Shit!

"I...I didn't know that!" I squeaked.

"So you can see. If the regulations are
followed, I must not only call your parents, but also the police,
and then have you clean out your locker."

"Please don't do that!"

"I have no reason not to."

"But...but I'm a straight A student! I've
never been in trouble."

"That doesn't matter. Regulations say you
must be expelled."

"But...isn't there anything I can do?"

He looked at me sternly. "Possibly. How badly
do you want to keep this from your parents? How badly do you want
to remain in school?"

"Real bad!"

"Then you'll be willing to take whatever
punishment I give you?"

"Well, what do I have to do?" I gulped
worriedly.

"You have to be punished. Do you understand
that?"

I nodded anxiously.

"Do you understand that, Jennifer?"

"Yes, sir," I said.

"And you want me to punish you. Is that
right?"

"Yes, sir."

"Say it."

"Wha...what?" I blinked, confused now,
wondering what was going on.

"Say it."

"Say what?"

He glared at me as I hurriedly considered
what it was he wanted.

"Do you want me to punish you?" he
growled.

"Yes, sir."

"Then say it!"

"I...I want you to punish me, sir."

"Are you demanding it?"

"What?"

"Are you asking or telling me?" he
glowered.

"Asking?"

"Then ask. Don't tell me!"

I was thoroughly confused. Was he crazy or
something?

"I...uh...will you punish me, sir?"

He slammed his hand down against the desk.
"Has no one ever taught you manners?" he snapped. "Don't you know
how to say please?"

"Please punish me, sir?" I gulped,
confused.

"Again!"

"Please punish me, sir!"

"And how should I do that, Jennifer?"

"I don't know, sir" I gulped.

"Do you admit what you did was childish and
immature?"

"Yes, sir."

"And how were you punished when you were a
little girl?"

"I...I don't know."

"You were spanked. Weren't you."

"I...I guess," I gulped.

"Then that is how you'll be punished
now."

I felt my face heating. I might have been
anxious and worried, but I wasn't stupid. I knew that grown men
didn't spank girls my age just for punishment. I'd seen too many
porno movies and talked to too many of my girlfriends for that. I
knew that spanking was sometimes a part of kinkier sex play.

I looked at him suspiciously, wondering what
I should say. I wondered if he was some kind of nut. I didn't think
so, though. I mean, he was the principal, so it wasn't very likely
he could be dangerous. The thought of doing
something...well...dirty with him wasn't all that disgusting,
either.

I mean, he wasn't bad looking, at all.
Besides, I wouldn't have to worry about him telling anyone about it
later on.

"You mean uh, that you want to spank me?" I
asked hesitantly.

"Don't you think you've behaved badly enough
to be spanked?"

"Well... I thought you'd like, uhm, give me
some kind of homework or something."

"Well you thought wrong. Now do you want me
to call your parents?"

"No!"

"Then you'll be spanked."

I blushed more deeply, and felt quivery
butterflies in my belly.

"You are a bad girl. Aren't you?"

"Yes, sir," I gulped.

His upper lip seemed damp, and I saw his
tongue come out and flick across his lower lip "Say it," he ordered
in a soft, strange voice.

"I...I'm a bad girl, sir."

Shit. Saying the words - I didn’t understand
how but - just saying those words made me feel all strange, made my
groin feel moist and my chest tight.

"And how should you be punished?"

"I...I should be...spanked?" I gulped.

"Then ask me to spank you."

"Do I have to?" I blurted.

"Do you want me to call your parents?"

"No, sir."

"Then do it."

I felt a little dazed. I hesitated, then -
"Please spank me, sir."

“I’m sorry. I didn’t hear you.”

My heart was thumping. “Please spank me,
sir,” I gulped.

“Louder!”

“Please spank me, sir!”

"Take off your clothes, Jennifer."

I felt a sudden shockwave hit me, my heart
skipping a beat and my pulse shooting up.

"What!?"

"You heard me."

"W-Why?!"

"Because bad little girls get spanked on
their bare behinds."

"B-But...you don't have to..."

"Would you prefer I call your parents?"

"No but why..."

"Then take off your clothes!"

He wanted to see me naked! A part of me felt
thrilled, shocked, excited. But most of me felt horrible
embarrassment at the very thought. Yes, I was technically an adult,
I guess, but I had led a pretty sheltered life up to then. Our area
is pretty religious, and there’s so many busybodies waiting to
pounce on ‘immorality’ that you didn’t ever hardly dare do
anything!

"But...can't I just raise my skirt or..."

"No! This is your school uniform. I don't
want you getting it all sweaty."

"But I don't mind!" I said desperately.

"I don't care what you mind! Take off your
clothes and take your spanking or I'll call your parents!"

I thought frantically about what the
consequences of such a phone call would be, how my parents would
react, and what it would cost me. I'd be sent to that boarding
school they were talking about for sure. Damn! Fuck! Shit! What
could I do?

“And the police, of course. You being an
adult I’m sure they’ll take using drugs near a school very
seriously indeed,” he said.

I cringed a little under the weight of the
threat, and then reluctantly opened my jacket and removed it. Then,
blushing furiously, I slowly unbuttoned my white blouse and pulled
it out of my skirt. I was terribly embarrassed as I exposed my
soft, lacy pink bra to his eyes. I felt angry at him, because I
knew he was taking advantage of me, that he was being a
pervert.

And yet, for some reason I also felt a kind
of tingling between my legs. Like I said already, I'd already
suspected he had some kind of...you know, dirty thing in mind when
he talked about spanking me, and the idea wasn't really
horrible.

I was a virgin, and I didn't actually think
he'd do more than look at me, and maybe grope me a little, so even
though I was embarrassed like crazy at him seeing me, I was also
kind of hot at being seen like this around a man.

Nobody had ever seen me naked! Nobody but me!
Well, not counting when I was younger. Since I'd developed nobody
had set eyes on me. I'd fooled around with some guys, but that was
always in dark places, with their hands moving under my sweaters or
down my pants.

Now I was in a brightly lit room, and a guy I
hardly knew, Mr. Edmund, was standing a few feet away from me with
his arms folded across his chest. He was looking at me steadily as
I put my shirt on his sofa and unbuttoned my skirt.

I let my skirt slide down around my ankles
and stepped out of it, then scooped it up and put it on the
couch.

"Remove your shoes as well, and your
socks."

"But why?"

"Because I say so!" he glared.

I untied my shoes and slipped them off, then
pulled off my socks.

I was a bit chilly standing there in just my
lacy pink bra and my matching string bikini panties. My skin was
hot, though, hot from embarrassment as he stared at me with
unrestrained interest. My insides felt quivery and strangely hot as
I straightened.

"Isn't this enough?" I asked desperately.

"No."

I took a deep breath, then shuddered as I let
it out. I reached behind me and unclipped my bra, then let the
straps slide off my shoulders as I covered my breasts with my
hands. The bra fell away as I shifted my arm across to cover my
breasts, then, closing my eyes, I slipped my thumb into the
waistband of my panties, turned to the side, and slid them down,
letting them fall to my ankles.

I stepped out, then cupped my pussy as I
turned to face him.

"Put your hands behind your head,
Jennifer."

"W-Why?" I gulped.

"Because I say to."

I was almost trembling with the mixture of
anxiety and excitement now. I was naked! Naked! And Mr. Edmund was
standing right there looking at me. I was in the middle of school,
in an office. I felt like an exhibitionist! And now he was ordering
me to … do display myself!

"Put your hands behind your head!"

I reluctantly pulled my hands away, blushing
furiously as I exposed my very naked little pussy and my pert,
round, high riding breasts. I linked my fingers together behind my
head as he moved a step closer.

"Straighten up. Pull your head back."

I obeyed, though I don't know why. Things
were way past the point where anything made sense to me, and my
mind was buzzing and fluttering like a bird in a cage. I felt an
enormous excitement at my own wickedness, as well as humiliation at
being so exposed to him. At the same time, I thought, well, it's
not my fault. I'm not doing anything wrong. He's making me, and
he's the principle.

"Your nipples are very hard," he said.

I felt a wave of fresh shame, and also
astonishment, for he was right. A quick glance down showed that
both my nipples were rigid little eraser heads sticking out hard
and stiff.

"It's cold," I gulped.

"No it isn't."

I didn't know what to say to that.

“Spread your feet wider.”

Face flaming, I obeyed, staring at the
ceiling, horrifically self-conscious and yet… and yet feeling a
hot, churning heat in my lower belly.

“Why don’t you have any pubic hair,
Jennifer?”

Could you die of embarrassment!?

I couldn’t speak, could hardly breath, so
deep was my embarrassment.

“I asked you a question.”

“I-I shaved it off!” I blurted.

He came around the desk, examining me, and I
was so embarrassed I wondered my skin didn’t catch fire.

“There are a number of reasons for a woman to
shave all her pubic hair off,” he said, matter of factly. “If she
were involved in pornographic movies, for example, or was a
stripper.”

My eyes widened in shock at the mere
suggestion.

“And of course, lesbians shave their pubic
hair because they perform oral sex quite often on each other. Are
you a lesbian, Jennifer?”

“No!” I gasped in a strangled voice.

“No? Does your boyfriend perform oral sex on
you?|

“No! I mean, I-I don’t h-have a boyfriend!” I
gulped.

“Why, then, did you remove all your pubic
hair?”

“I don’t know!” I gulped.

“You don’t know?”

“I-I thought it – it would look – cleaner!” I blurted
desperately.

“And did you intend to be looking at your
genitals often? Or did you intend to have other people looking at
your genitals?”

I actually felt a little faint from the embarrassment. My skin was
prickling with this light-headed sweaty sensation, and I absolutely
was lost for words.

"Go and stand against the wall.

I took my hands down and walked back to the
wall, then turned to face him.

"Put your hands up as high as you can, and
press your back against the wall."

I obeyed, knowing now that he was making me
do this just so he could stare at me. It was humiliating, and made
me mad, but it made me hot too. I pressed my bare buttocks against
the warm plaster and raised my arms high above me as he moved
closer.

"Now turn around and press your face into the
wall. Keep your hands high."

Again I obeyed.

"Spread your arms."

I opened my arms, pressing my face and
breasts into the wall, feeling the soft flesh pillow out, squeezing
against the plaster, feeling my hard nipples grinding down as he
moved behind me.

"Spread your legs now."

I shuddered, my insides getting hotter and
hotter as I shifted my feet apart.

"More."

I spread my legs further. He was directly
behind me, just six feet back, staring at me.

"Turn around."

I turned, face flaming. He backed up several
paces.

"Get down on your hands and knees."

I dropped to my knees, my breathing ragged,
then dropped onto my hands. He walked to the side, looking at me,
eyes flicking here and there. He moved behind me, and I felt a
sudden, jagged shock, wondering if he would try to rape me.

But then he moved to my other side, looking
down at me, licking his lips as he saw the way my round breasts
hung below me.

"Get up."

I got to my feet, and for the first time he
reached out and touched me, gripping my bare shoulders. He spun me
around, then pressed down on my head.

"Bend over," he ordered.

I bent over, yet he kept pressing on my head,
forcing me to bend way over at a ninety degree angle.

He slapped my buttocks lightly, then laid his
hand on my bottom.

"So soft," he sighed. "It's really too bad we
have to hurt this soft little behind of yours, Jennifer."

He squeezed my bare buttocks as I stood there
rigidly, legs tight together, my head filled with shocked
excitement and anxiety.

He pulled a chair out from the corner and sat
down, then motioned me over. He gripped my wrist and pulled me
across his lap, his hands like fire on my flesh as he shifted me so
bottom was sticking up high and my head was dangling over the edge
of the chair.

I felt my insides burning, felt my pussy
getting all hot and wet like it does when I'm really aroused. I was
terrified he'd notice and think I was a filthy whore.

His hand came down on my bottom, almost
completely covering it. He squeezed it several times, his hard
fingers digging into the soft, warm flesh.

"Are you a bad girl, Jennifer?"

"Yes, sir," I gasped.

"Say it."

"I'm a bad girl, sir."

"And do you need a spanking?"

"Yes, sir."

"Say it."

Again I felt a strange dark thrill as the
words left me. "I’m a bad girl and I need a spanking, sir. Please
spank me, sir."

His hand rose off my bottom and I braced
myself, then it wacked down hard. For an instant I felt only the
force of the blow, which didn't seem that bad, then there was a
whip-crack of pain that shot up my spine and made me cry out and
jerk spastically.

He gripped me tightly, his left arm pressed
against my back and his hand on my hip. My legs kicked
instinctively as his hand came down again.

CRACK!

His hand struck my soft, fleshy bottom again,
and again I cried out in pain, my feet jerking and bouncing on the
floor as my buttocks burned redly.

"You're a bad girl, Jennifer," he said.

CRACK!

His hand made a loud echoing crack each time
it hit my white ass flesh, and my cry of pain echoed it.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
CRACK!

My legs bounced and my body jerked in time to
his spanking. I couldn't believe how hot my bottom was becoming.
Jeez, it hurt! I hissed in pain and clenched my jaws with each blow
as the pain mounted.

But as the blows continued the pain seemed to
ease off. It was like...once my bottom was already on fire; the
new, fresh blows were being blocked out by that hazy curtain of
heat that was hovering over my skin. My buttocks fairly radiated
heat, so the new blows didn't seem to hurt very much.

And my pussy was still throbbing. As the pain
seemed to fade, or maybe my tolerance increased, I became more and
more aware of my pussy, and the tingling in my belly, and more and
more aware of the eroticism of my position.

I was utterly naked and draped across a man's
lap right in his office! He was spanking my bare ass, and he wasn't
doing it for punishment, I was sure of that. He was doing it
because he was getting off on it.

Now that I thought about it I became aware of
his hardness pressing against my abdomen. That caused me a little
gasp of fear, but at the same time added oil to the fires within
me. I was turning him on like crazy! He was all hard and wanted to
fuck me!

My pussy was a source of tremendous
sensitivity right then, and I almost unconsciously let my legs come
further and further apart, wanting him to get a good look at it.
That heated me up more, and I wished I could get my hand back there
to rub myself. I was sure I'd come like crazy in just seconds.

"Hmmm," he said, stopping suddenly. "I see we
have a problem here."

What problem? OHMYGOD! Surely he hadn't
noticed how...

His hand slid from my throbbing hot bottom
down to my inner thigh, then his finger pressed lightly against my
pussy. I let out a gasp of shock as he stroked it along the tight,
narrow slit.

"This is a problem which happens sometimes
with young girls when they're spanked," he said. "You have no
control of yourselves, and instead of taking your punishment as it
was intended, you become sexually aroused."

I felt mortified, and wished I could
disappear.

"And you, it seems, are a particularly bad
case. You're genitals are sopping wet with vaginal lubrication.
You're going to get my pants leg wet."

I couldn't look up, but I suddenly felt some
kind of clothe against my pussy. He rubbed it back and forth, and
even pushed it inside, jamming his fingers against it to dry out
some of my pussy cream. I felt horribly embarrassed and
ashamed.

"The only way to take care of this so we can
get back to your punishment," he said with disapproval and scorn,
"is to masturbate you to climax."

What?! What did he say!? Surely he hadn't
said that?!

His hand cupped my still damp pussy and he
squeezed it. Then I felt his fingers prying open the soft tight
folds of my labia. He stroked along my opening, then flicked his
thumb over my clitoris. I gasped in shock, jerking
instinctively.

"Yes. An especially sensitive part of the
female anatomy."

He rubbed his thumb against my clit as he
pressed another finger against my little pussy opening and slowly
forced it inside me.

I was shocked, mortified, yet at the same
time my entire body was sizzling with lust at the wickedness of
what he was doing. His thick long finger pushed deep into me,
sliding through the soft, wet folds of my pink pussy tunnel.

He twisted his finger around inside me,
pressing against one side, then the other, while his thumb
continued to stroke against my clit.

I couldn't help myself. My hips began
grinding back against him. I was ashamed and aroused at the same
time, gasping and panting as the heat burned through my system and
my skull roared with desire and need.

He pumped his finger in my tight pussy tube
and I imagined I was being fucked; getting so hot steam must have
come out my ears. Then he pulled his finger back and pushed it into
me again, only it was much thicker this time. I realized he was
shoving a second finger into my opening.

I groaned a little, for I was a virgin and
very tight, but my pussy was filled with cream and my entire body
was trembling with excitement. He forced his fingers up me to the
knuckles and caught my little clit between them and his thumb.

I came, my head whipping back and the breath
hissing out of me as my ass jerked spastically. My feet bounced and
jerked as I shuddered with violent sexual fever. My mind was
swamped by massive floods of fiery orgasmic energy.

My whole body was shaking as my insides
churned and roiled through the most violent orgasm of my life. I
was amazed, even amidst the clamour inside me, that it was so
powerful, and was lasting so long. I was gurgling like an animal,
unable to breathe, getting light headed as I shook and trembled on
his lap.

He was pumping his fingers really fast into
my tight pussy, and I knew he knew I was coming. That was exciting
and embarrassing at the same time, but I didn't really care. All I
cared about was the climax that was tearing apart my body.

Then it finally eased off and I collapsed
limply across his lap.

"Much better," he said, slowing his
pumping.

He pulled his fingers away from my sex and
rubbed them against my bottom. I could feel how soaking wet they
were. In fact, now, as my shattered mind started fitting itself
back together, I could feel the whole insides of my thighs were wet
with my juices.

CRACK!

I groaned weakly, but couldn't find the
energy to move.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
CRACK!

My ass had kind of recovered, or at least,
settled down after the first spanking. Now it steamed with even
more pain as his first few blows landed. It almost burned away all
the remaining languor from my orgasm.

But then the sharpness of the pain faded
away, as it had before, and left only the burning, the hot, fiery,
throbbing, and the impact of course, which made my body jerk a
little.

I didn't care though. I was still too wrapped
up in wonder at the power and force of the orgasm, at the enormity
of my wickedness.
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Mr Edmund tumbled me off onto the floor, then
went back to his desk, ignoring me. I groaned and rubbed my ass,
wondering what to do. Mr. Edmund was sitting behind his desk
writing something.

I slowly pushed myself up to my knees, then
got to my feet, trembling and shaking a little, waiting for, well,
I guess, waiting for him to demand, you know, to want to do me.

Mr. Edmund didn't look at me. I licked my
lips wonderingly, then walked over to where my clothes were,
wondering if I could actually leave without something more
happening. I picked up my panties and he suddenly looked up.

"Leave those here," he ordered.

I jerked, feeling a shock inside me.
"But..."

"I said leave them," he glared.

I dropped them. I picked up my bra, but he
didn't seem to mind that. I slipped the straps on and fitted the
cups in place, then pulled on my skirt. I felt a wave of relief at
not being naked any more, and quickly fastened it.

I pulled on my white blouse and buttoned it
up, pushing it into my skirt, then put on my socks and shoes and
pulled on my coat. Mr. Edmund continued to ignore me.

"Are...are you going to tell my parents?" I
gulped.

"Good day, Miss Miller," he said, not looking
up.

I opened the door, only now noticing how
thick it was, and the soft sound absorbing material on either side.
I stepped through and closed it behind me, feeling incredibly
cheap, and wondering if all those women in the outer office knew
what had happened.

None even looked at me, and from all the
noise out here I doubted they could have heard anything. I still
felt paranoid, like maybe I had a big read mark on my forehead that
showed what a sluttish thing I'd done.

I left the office and went down the hall,
aware, as I walked, that I had no panties. The air felt chill
against my thighs and pussy, especially since I was still damp
there.

I was a little dazed. I was trying to figure
out what had just happened, and why, and what, if anything I should
do or feel about it.

It hadn't been my fault, not really. Mr.
Edmund was the principal. He was the guy in charge. He was the one
who was supposed to make sure we only did the right thing. So how
could I be blamed?

Anyway, hadn't he said all girls got all hot
and wet when he spanked them?

That orgasm had been so wonderful, though. I
still felt it in my bones, making me quiver in response. I'd never
had a come as big and long as that. My bottom throbbed with heat
and pain, but it was my pussy that drew my thoughts. I caught
myself wishing that Mr. Edmund had done more than finger me, that
he'd...fucked me...raped me.

I remembered that moment when I'd been on all
fours on the floor. I’d seen women fucked like that in movies.
They'd looked so incredibly carnal and animalistic, so raw and
wanton. I imagined myself like that with Mr. Edmund kneeling behind
me, pushing his great big member into my little virgin pussy.

What would that have been like? Surely it
would have been even better.

But no, that would be too sluttish. How could
I even think such a wicked thing?

Of course, if he raped me it wouldn't really
be my fault. He was way bigger than me, way stronger, and he was
the principal. I'd have to do what he told me, wouldn't I?

For the rest of the day I felt incredibly hot
whenever I thought about it, and I thought about it constantly.
Every time I sat down my sore bottom reminded me of what he'd done
to me, and my pussy pressed down against the woollen skirt
beneath.

I fantasized about Mr. Edmund, about him
raping me, using me, fucking me like those women in the movies were
fucked. Maybe he'd spank me again. I didn't care. In some small way
I saw that as the price I should pay, the punishment I needed for
being wicked and wanton.

After school, at home, in my bedroom, with
the door locked, I stripped naked and examined myself in my bedroom
mirror. I posed in ways I had that day, imagining I was Mr. Edmund
looking at me, seeing myself the way he'd seen me. I bent over and
showed the mirror my bottom, then reached back and slapped it.

I winced at the pain, but a burst of heat
shot into my pussy at the same time. I propped myself on my
shoulder and slid a hand between my thighs as I knelt on the floor,
then fingered my pussy as I slapped my bottom again, then again,
then again, groaning as the heat rushed upon me, as the sexual
excitement boiled up from some deep recess of my mind and exploded
inside my loins.

I spanked harder and harder as I drove two
fingers up into my pussy and fucked myself with them. I was gasping
and panting and whimpering in terrible excitement, my body jerking
and shaking as my nervous system roared with pleasure.

Then I came, crying out my bliss as I thrust
my fingers deep into my spasming pussy tunnel and spanked my bottom
for all I was worth.

The next day at school I took a fire
extinguisher from the wall and waited on the second floor in the
south wing in the stairwell, then, when Mrs. Stone, one of my
nastier teachers started up the stairs I sprayed a wall of foam
down onto her head.

Of course her howls of anger were heard by
those in the classroom immediately opposite the stairwell,
including the teacher who saw me run out the door before the foamy
figure of Mrs. Stone appeared.

Twenty minutes later I was standing in front
of Mr. Edmund's desk as he sat behind it contemplating me, his chin
propped on his finger as he sat back in his chair.

"Well, Jennifer," he said. "We meet
again."

I didn't say anything. I tried to look
resentful, or rebellious. I didn't want him to think I'd done it on
purpose just to come back here, even though I knew he'd know.

"Would you mind explaining what you were
doing?"

"I was just...playing a joke, sir," I gulped,
looking at the rug.

"A joke? Is that what you call it?"

I shrugged.

"You behaved like an ignorant child."

I trembled a bit, but hid it.

"Don't you agree, Miss. Miller?"

"Yes, sir."

"You have to be punished, you know."

"Yes, sir," I whispered.

"Take off your clothes, Jennifer."

I exhaled, my chest tight, my mind swimming
in torpid heat. My hands gripped the front of my blazer and I
opened it, pulling it back over my shoulders. I put it on a chair,
then unzipped my skirt and let it fall to my ankles.

I fought to control the trembling in my hands
as I quickly removed my socks and shoes, then unbuttoned my blouse
and opened it. I dropped it on top of my skirt and turned to face
Mr. Edmund.

I was wearing a tight black halter top and a
pair of matching high-cut string bikini panties.

"The rest, Jennifer," he scowled.

I reached down, heart pounding, and peeled my
halter up and off, exposing my breasts to him. I arched my back a
little as I pulled the halter over my head, then tossed it on the
chair. I stuck my thumbs into the elastic waistband of my panties
and peeled them down and off, then stood before his desk naked.

He got up and came around the desk to me,
standing inches away, towering over me. He gripped my arm and
jerked me forward to the desk.

I was against his desk then, the cold wood
pressed into my thighs. He came behind me and pushed against my
back, forcing me to bend over. He moved right behind me, and his
hand gripped the back of my neck, pushing down hard so my breasts
were crushed into the hard surface of his desk.

"Don't move," he ordered, a growl in his
voice.

He squeezed my bottom, and my eyes were wide
and round as he massaged and kneaded the soft flesh. His knee
jammed in between my thighs then, and at the same time he cupped my
pussy mound in his hand. He squeezed it, yet I said nothing.

"Spread your legs more," he ordered.

I did it. I don't know why. I was terribly
embarrassed, terribly anxious, but at the same time, very, very hot
and aroused. I didn't know why but I was.

He rubbed his hand over my bare pussy, softly
caressing my sensitive pussy flesh with his fingers and palm. He
pressed two fingers up hard, sliding them up between my sex lips,
then rubbed harder. His two fingers were stroking right across my
clitoris, and I could feel the sparks flying inside me as my clit
boiled with delight.

I guess I figured he was going to take care
of my pussy before he spanked me, so I wouldn't get his pants leg
wet with my pussy cream. I didn't care. I was in heaven.

I felt my own moistness as his fingers
stroked through the soft flesh of my inner pussy, and my face
flamed even worse.

My mind was dazed as my breathing grew
rougher and more ragged. He stroked steadily, his fingers working
over my clit as the heat grew inside me.

I felt his other hand at my sex, felt him
prying open the tight folds of my pussy lips, exposing the pink
flesh inside, and my small round hole. His thumb pressed against my
pussy hole, and I groaned as I felt the pressure mount. It pierced
me, and slid into my body.

I groaned weakly, my body flushed with
excitement and lust as his thumb drove deeper. His other fingers
pressed up against my clit and he rubbed and rolled my clit between
them as he'd done yesterday.

My pussy burned, my insides heaved with lust
and helpless sexual excitement. My flustered mind was hardly able
to work as the sexual heat swamped my thinking processes. I
shuddered and trembled in joyful abandon, the pleasure screaming
upwards to unbearable heights until there was a sudden explosion of
ecstasy between my legs.

I cried out, then shuddered and trembled on
the desk, humping back helplessly against his thumb and
fingers.

Then the pleasure slowly faded, leaving me
weary and shaken.

"Slut," he said, pulling his fingers from my
sex.

I didn't speak. I couldn't speak. The word
gave me a jolt, and I felt shocked by it, embarrassed, miserable. I
lay on the desk, panting for breath, eyes closed.

"I knew you were a cheap whore the minute I
saw you," he said smugly. "That hair, the tight pants you wear
after school, the trampy way you walk and behave..."

I was shocked by these words, too. Me, a
tramp? Me a slut? I was a virgin!

His hand slid between my sweating thighs and
he cupped my pussy, squeezing it, mashing it upwards so I groaned
and had to lift my hips.

"I knew this was what you were all about," he
sneered. "A true whore."

The words kept hitting me like blows,
shocking me, embarrassing me, angering me, but exciting me too. The
image he was painting of me was so far from the truth! And yet, I
loved the thought of myself as some sort of slatternly woman, some
sort of kinky slut.

He let go of my pussy and moved around to the
other side of the desk, then opened a drawer and pulled something
out. It was a thin wooden rod of some kind, a cane, and as he
swished it through the air, I felt a tightness in my belly as I
realized he meant to use it on me.

"This is what we use on whores," he said,
moving around behind me. "Spanking isn't good enough for a true
whore like you. You need the cane."

"I...I'm not a whore," I gulped, suddenly
afraid. "I'm a virgin!"

"I don't believe you."

"I am!" I cried, trying to stand.

He shoved down on my back, mashing my breasts
into the desk again.

"Don't move," he ordered.

I braced myself as he stepped back. Then I
heard a hissing sound, and a moment later the cane cut into my
behind. For a split second there was no pain, just the feeling of
impact. Then a stinging blast of pain shot into me.

I cried out and tried to jerk away, but he
was ready for me, and his hand closed around the back of my neck,
shoving me down again.

"I told you not to move!" he snapped.

"It hurts!" I cried.

"Of course it hurts, you little slut. You're
a bad girl. You have to be punished."

Again the cane hissed through the air and
slashed across my buttocks. Again there was a moments hesitation,
then an incredibly sharp stinging pain that made me cry out.

I reached back, grabbing at his wrist as I
tried to twist out from under his hand. I kicked out at him
frantically, my bottom burning in pain.

"Do you want me to call your parents?" he
snapped.

"But it huuuurts!" I whined.

"Whores like you deserve to be hurt!”

He gripped both my hands and jerked them up
against the other side of the desk, then forced my fingers against
the edge.

"You hold onto that, and don't let go or I'll
call your parents!" he snarled.

Tears spilled from my eyes as I gripped the
edge of the desk. He moved back, and the cane slashed across my
bottom again. I gnashed my teeth and sobbed as the pain burned at
me, but I kept hold of the edge of the desk.

Again the cane whipped across my bottom, then
again, then again, then again, the sound a mixture of the hissing
as it cut through the air, and the loud THWACK as it bit into the
meat of my round buttocks.

This time it took longer for the blistering
heat to begin to block the fresh blasts of pain. The pain was
worse, you see, and even when my skin was afire with heat, the heat
ached terribly.

He stopped, and I shuddered and shook in pain
as his hand stroked my buttocks.

"There, that wasn't so bad, now was it? That
was just the first ten. Twenty more to go."

I was dazed, shocked, horrified. Not another
twenty!"

"NOoooooo!" I sobbed.

"You have to be punished."

"It huuurrts!" I sobbed.

"Well," he sighed. "Maybe you could be
punished another way."

"Pleeeasee!" I begged.

He pulled me up off the desk, then gave me
some Kleenex to blow my nose and rub my eyes.

"Come here," he said, sitting behind his
desk.

Sniffling a little, I walked around the desk.
He put his arm around my waist and pulled me up into his lap. I
winced as my sore flesh rubbed against his pants. Then he settled
me firmly across his lap, his left arm around me as his right hand
stroked the inside of my thigh.

"Now you know I hate hurting you, Jennifer,"
he said.” But if you're a bad girl I don't have much choice."

His right hand moved up and he cupped my left
breast. His fingers stroked the underside very softly and gently,
caressing the soft flesh, then his thumb and fingers pinched my
nipple as he smiled at me.

"You have such nice round breasts, Jennifer,"
he said. "And these nipples of yours are so small and pink, but get
so long and hard when you're excited. I want to see your nipples
stiff again, little slut."

I felt his other hand slid up my back and
grip a thick hank of my red hair, then pull back. I gasped a little
as he forced my head back more and more, until it was practically
upside down. His right hand stroked over my breasts, rubbing and
squeezing and massaging them.

Then I felt his mouth around one of my
nipples He sucked on it, his tongue lapping and licking as his hand
slid between my legs and began to rub my pussy. His fingers mashed
into the soft flesh and rubbed up and down along my slit.

"What a soft little pussy you have," he
said.

I felt a finger pressing against my hole,
felt the pressure rise, then felt myself pierced. His finger slid
slowly into me, wriggling from side to side, dipping in, then
pulling back, dipping in, then pulling back, always sliding
deeper.

I grunted as his finger pushed in to the
knuckles. He pumped it in and out slowly as his lips moved onto my
nipple again. He sucked hard on it, his tongue licking and lapping.
I gasped as he bit down, but it wasn't too hard, and it didn't
really hurt.

I was all confused, flustered, and dazed,
groaning as he pawed and fondled my body.

He let go of my hair, and pulled my head up.
I blinked my eyes, a little dizzy as all the blood rushed out of my
head.

"Kiss me," he ordered.

I blinked at him, not sure what he meant.

His hand slid behind my head and he pulled my
face against his, crushing his lips against mine. His tongue pushed
against my lips and slid into my mouth as he squeezed one of my
breasts.

He gripped my hair again and jerked my head
back, then stared at me.

"You..." he said. ”Were made for fucking. Did
you know that?"

He kissed me again, stabbing his tongue into
my mouth and practically shoving it down my throat. Again he pulled
back.

"Tell me what a slut you are," he said, his
eyes wild.

He jerked on my hair and I gasped in
pain.

"Tell me what a slut you are," he
growled.

"I'm a virgin," I moaned.

"Tell me what a slut you are," he
ordered.

"I'm a slut!" I gasped. "I'm a slut!"

"And sluts like to suck cocks, don't
they?"

"Y-Yes!" I gasped.

"Tell me how you like to suck cocks!"

"I-I like to suck cocks! I love to suck
cocks!" I gasped, oddly excited by the words.

He let go of my hair and smiled at me.

"Kiss me," he ordered.

He was crazy, I knew, but...my nipples were
hard again, and...as flustered as I was...well...I wasn't hot
exactly, not that but...I was...well, I don't know...anxious,
worried, and excited all at the same time.

"Kiss me," he glared, pulling on my head.

I kissed him, pressing my lips against his.
His tongue came out and slid into my mouth, moving against my own
tongue, and I pushed my own tongue back almost reflexively.

He slid his other hand between my legs and
started rubbing at my slit again, and again I felt a finger push
inside me and wriggle around in my pussy tube. For long minutes he
fingered my pussy as we kissed, and much of my anxiety faded
away.

I started to feel that tingling between my
legs again, and felt my pussy getting moist around his finger.

"Tramp," he said, pulling back his face.

He pushed me off his lap and stood up, then
took off his blazer. I stood there, breathing heavily; my body
filled with sexual heat as he undid his pants and dropped them to
the floor. He smiled at me as he gripped his underwear, then tugged
them down.

I gasped as his cock sprang up. I'd never
really seen one before in person. I mean, I'd seen porno movies and
all, and I'd given a couple of guys hand jobs, but that had been in
the dark and I hadn't really seen them very well.

"This is for you, slut. You're going to suck
me off."

He took my arm and jerked me forward so I was
right next to him.

"Take it in your hand, tramp."

"I'm not a tramp," I breathed.

"Take it in your hand, you little slut."

I reached out and brushed my fingers against
his cock, then took a deep breath.

I gripped his long, thick cock, squeezing it
between my fingers, amazed at how hard, yet how soft it was. My
fingers caressed it, sliding up and down its length as he pushed me
to my knees before him. I gazed at it from inches away, summoning
my courage, then, tilting it up slightly, I licked the underside of
the head.

I swallowed, then licked it again, getting
more and more aroused as I felt the bitter, sweaty taste on my
tongue. I licked my lips, then licked all around the head, still
holding it with both hands. Finally I slid my lips over it,
engulfing the head, sucking and licking at it as my pussy burned
with lust and excitement.

“That’s it, slut. Love my cock,” he said, his
words tight and a little broken. “Worship it. Worship my cock!”

I had to open my lips wide to get his thick
cock inside, and yet somehow it felt so natural in my mouth. It had
such a soft slick feel to it as my spit coated it, and my insides
squirmed with sexual eroticism as I sucked more, then still more of
it inside.

It was my first ever cock. I'd seen it done
so often, masturbated to the sight of girls sucking cocks on my TV
set, and now I was doing it. It was me all naked, my body the
object of his lust and desire, me with my lips wrapped around a big
man-cock.

I thought about my friends and my parents,
and my brothers and sisters, and how shocked they would all be if
they could see me now, my lips wrapped around this man's enormously
thick cock.

I started sliding my lips up and down, taking
as much of it into my mouth as I could, even though I almost gagged
several times. I bobbed up and down on its slick, shiny length as I
shifted one hand off the base of it and caressed his balls.

I rubbed and squeezed and massaged them as I
sucked and licked on his cock, my hand moving steadily as my head
bobbed up and down. My insides were burning so hard I was sweating,
though the room wasn't hot. My heart was racing, and my blood
churning as I squeezed my thighs together repeatedly.

I was caught up in an erotic whirlwind that
had taken control of my body. I wanted to do everything, just
everything. I knew if a horde of horny men had come bursting
through the door I would have taken them all on with delight. I
would do anything now that the hot, steaming hole between my legs
had erupted with its all encompassing sexual desire.

I mashed my arms back into my hot, swollen
breasts, feeling my sharply pointed nipples rasp against my soft
skin. I rubbed and ground the backs of my arms against my breasts
continuously as I bobbed up and down on that big cock.

Mr. Edmund had his hands on my head, and slid
his fingers through my thick, loose tresses as I worked on his
cock. He muttered softly, sighing and groaning as I slurped and
suckled and licked at his organ.

He seemed so far up there, almost like he was
divorced from his cock, like it was just me here with this hungry
male organ, like there was no person attached to it. I slipped my
lips out of it and licked at the underside, then pumped my small
fist on it as I licked his balls.

I sucked one of his balls into my mouth and
massaged it inside as I pumped my finger on his cock, then let it
pull free and licked my way back up to his cock again. I pursed my
lips into a kiss and pressed his cockhead against it, then pressed
forward, letting his stiff prick force its way through into my hot,
oral cavity.

I slid down it until I almost gagged, then
eased back up again. I started bobbing up and down with growing
rapidity, concentrating on just the head and the front of his cock,
slurping and sucking as hard as I could as I squeezed the base of
his shaft with my hands and pumped them up and down.

"That's it, slut," he groaned. "Suck me off.
Cheap little tramp."

He groaned again, his fingers sliding harder
through my hair, going around my head and crushing it between
them.

He started to hump forward, driving his cock
into my mouth. I fought it with my tongue, and pushed back against
his belly to keep him from pushing it too deep.

"Whore," he gasped. "Fucking little
whore!"

He pulled out suddenly, panting for breath,
and dragged me up to my feet by the hair. I cried out, startled, my
scalp aching as he tore at my hair. He shoved me against the desk
again, bending me over it, and his knee jammed between my thighs,
jerking them apart.

"I'm going to fuck you now, tramp," he said,
breathing heavily. "I'm going to shove my cock right up your dirty
little sluttish cunt."

He slapped my bottom, and I yelped in pain.
He gripped my thighs and jerked them further apart, then I felt his
slippery cockhead rubbing up and down against my pussy slit.

He was going to fuck me! I was all adaze at
the thought. I groaned anxiously as his cock rubbed harder against
my pussy slit, then began to push through my tight lips. I didn't
know what to do, or whether I wanted to do anything.

He gripped my thigh and pulled me along the
side of the desk until I was right over the corner. He pushed on me
a little, sliding me further onto the desk. My thighs were forced
apart by the edges of the desk as my pussy slid over the
corner.

His cock pressed harder against my quim, and
I felt myself stretching down there, felt my sex tube opening
forced wider and wider apart as his thick, powerful cock jammed
against it. I could feel it sliding between my sex lips, a little
at a time, straining the flesh as it moved deeper.

I puffed and panted and groaned as his cock
slid into me, forcing my pink tunnel open, cleaving the folds of my
flesh as he grunted and jammed his cock into me.

"Tramp," he said, slapping my bottom.

I groaned as his cock drove into me. It went
deeper and deeper, and I felt my pussy mouth straining and aching,
felt the front of my sex tunnel all bloating out around it.

It felt so incredibly deep. I tried to look
around, to see how much was in me, but I couldn't. I yelped as his
cock lurched even deeper. I felt, or thought I felt, his cockhead
pressing against the end of my pussy tunnel, and groaned, feeling
impaled.

He laughed and slapped my ass again.

"Tight little whore," he sneered.

He pulled his cock back a little, then thrust
in again, jerking his hot, throbbing prick back and forth in my
elastic pussy sheath. It ached, but I felt almost gleeful. I was no
longer a virgin. I was being fucked! He was fucking me!

He fucked slowly, changing the angle of his
thrusting, and his cockhead jammed harder and harder against the
back wall of my pussy tunnel. His hands slid up the sides of my
body and over my ribs, then jammed under to cup my breasts.

He punched his cock in harder and harder, and
then suddenly there was a sharp, but short-lived pain inside me. I
let out a little cry, and my eyes got huge and round as I felt his
cock sliding waaaaayyy deeper inside me.

"Ohhhh myyyy Goddddd!" I groaned.

His cock went deep, deep into my belly.
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I was stunned by the deep, boring sensation
as his cock drove high into my belly. I was impaled, his cock
jammed so high I thought it would kill me! I trembled in shock, too
stunned by the sudden deep thrust and the incredible sensation of
fullness to move.

I took a great, shuddering breath and groaned
low in my throat. I tried to push myself upwards off the desk but
Mr. Edmund put his hand behind my neck and jammed my head roughly
down as he pulled his cock back a little.

I felt a sudden release of pressure in my
abdomen, and moaned in relief, but then he thrust in, driving his
cock even deeper, spiking it into what was certainly the center of
my belly. He speared it into me with a hard, rough, powerful thrust
and I cried out again, shocked once more.

"What a tight little cunt you have," he
grunted. "A nice, tight, sluttish little cunt! Just the kind of
cunt a cheap slut would have, a cunt that sucks and milks my cock!
Ahhhhhhh!"

I mewled in helpless wonder, my hands clawing
at the unyielding wood of the desk as Mr. Edmund ground his hips
into my buttocks. I felt his rough, crinkly pubic hair pressing
against my soft, naked sex lips where they gripped the base of his
mighty cock, and felt his hairy hips grinding against my still sore
buttocks.

I knew, at least, that he had his whole prick
up inside me, and that he couldn't push it still deeper, but that
was only a slight consolation. It was already so high and deep
inside my body that my guts were cramping and twisting and
aching.

My pussy sleeve was bloated out wide in the
depths of my abdominal cavity, like a size small stocking with an
extra-large leg jammed into it. I felt the soft, thin, silky pink
flesh of my pussy tunnel straining to accommodate the thickness of
his manhood, and wondered if it would explode, ripping apart so his
cock could root around in my belly among my internal organs.

My pussy lips were so tight around his cock
shaft that it was surprising he didn't feel pain himself. He ran
his hands up and down my body, squeezing my bottom, then stroking
his fingers along my hips and up my sides to my ribs.

His fingers slid forcefully under my chest
and cupped my breasts then, squeezing them tightly, mashing them
together, then apart, then crushing them up against my ribs.

He ground his hips against my buttocks,
making his stiff cock twist around in my belly. I cried out, then
shuddered as his cock moved around, churning up my guts.

"You were built for cock, Miller," he gasped.
"Little sluts like you were made to be fucked and nothing
else!"

I felt his hot breath on the back of my neck,
then his tongue slid along my flesh. He kissed me, then sucking on
the soft skin, chewing and nibbling and licking at the same
time.

"Filthy tramp," he gasped, pulling away.
"Sucking men's cocks, and pushing your ass out at them!"

He straightened and slapped my ass hard.

"Dirty little whore!"

I moaned as his cock tugged back against the
flesh of my pussy tunnel. I felt my insides trying to pull out with
it as it slowly slid down my pussy sleeve. It didn't go far,
stopping, then immediately pushing forward again.

This time I felt the hard mashing of his
cockhead as it hit my cervix. I felt the build-up of pressure in my
belly as he crammed every last inch of his male meat into my tight
little pussy hole.

He pulled back again, fighting the suction of
my belly, and once more thrust forward. It was very hard going, and
both of us groaned and grunted as he haltingly forced his cock up
and down my pussy. But I was still quite wet inside, and as he
said, I was built for fucking; my pussy was built to take big cocks
inside it.

I soon loosened up, and he was able to fuck
harder and faster, to increase the length of his stroke. He fucked
very hard, his long, thick cock sliding back and forth inside me,
sawing across the tight, clutching flesh of my sex lips as he
fucked it into me.

The pain and discomfort eased, and I was
finally able to think clearly, to understand, to take in and
process the information that...I was being fucked!

He was fucking me! I had a real man's cock
inside me! Inside my pussy! It was pumping back and forth, in and
out as his hands dug into my flanks. I was like those women I'd
seen in the porno movies.

I flashed to the scene in a recent movie, a
close-up of a big man-cock sliding in and out of the pussy of a
bent over woman. I was looking just like that, I knew! My pussy
looked exactly like that, with Mr. Edmund's big boner thrusting
into it again and again and again.

Mr. Edmund bent forward atop me again, his
right hand going under my chest to cup and squeeze my breast, and
his left seizing my thick, wavy red hair, tangling it around his
fist and jerking it up and back. I gasped in pain as my hair was
pulled, my head twisting around to my right as he brought his lips
down onto mine.

My neck ached, but I didn't care. I met his
lips with mine, surprised at first, then filled with a deep,
steaming sexual lust. I was being fucked by a grown man. I was
being fucked by a man who thought I was sexy and had gotten a big
erection from looking at me and touching me.

I kissed him, my tongue pushing against his
as I groaned into his mouth. His right hand mashed my breast meat,
fingers spread wide so the soft, malleable flesh could ooze out
around and between them.

Mr. Edmund was chewing and biting at my
tongue and lips now, even as he sucked and licked and mashed his
own lips against me. He was voracious in his lust, and his hips
began to grind and hump against me again as he drove his cock into
my belly.

He pulled back again, straightening, taking
his weight off my back, but he kept hold of my hair even as he
began to fuck into me harder and harder. He pulled my head straight
back, ignoring my gasp of pain as he started slapping my ass with
his other hand.

"Tramp!" he gasped. "Cheap tramp! You have to
be punished you bad girl!"

His hips were slamming into my ass and
thighs, making my knees bounce against the two sides of the desk. I
grunted and groaned as he drilled his big cock into my tight pussy
tunnel, gasping and yelping whenever he pulled back especially hard
on my hair.

My head was touching my back now as he held
it tightly in his fist. It ached, but...for some reason the aching
was...I don't know...just piled on top of the pleasure that was
burning up from my pussy tunnel.

It was like it was shoving it higher and
higher, each sharp crack of pain as his hand hit my bottom, each
sharp stab of pain as he tugged on my hair, even the pain as my
knees banged into the wood, it all melded together inside me,
multiple firecracker blasts of sensation sweeping through my dazed
body.

I didn't care about that, though. All I cared
about was that deep plunging cock as it pounded away at my hot, wet
sex tunnel. The movement of that cock as it stroked in and out was
intoxicating, and I was drunk on the pleasure as it boiled through
my mind.

It wasn't an orgasm, but almost. My mind and
body were totally paralysed by a feverish maelstrom of sexual power
and heat. It seared me to the bone, ripping up and down my spine
and nervous system as I grunted in mindless, animalistic
pleasure.

Then there was an even greater blossoming of
heat within me, starting in my groin and flooding quickly outwards.
I was rocked by jolt after jolt of ecstasy, then a final,
all-encompassing explosion of absolute ecstasy that threatened to
melt the skin from my burning flesh.

My mind was swamped by the violent flood of
pleasure that poured through it, and my vision faded in and out as
it nearly overloaded my brain. Then I collapsed limply, sucking in
a deep breath of air as I groaned in exhaustion.

Mr. Edmund was still pumping his cock into
me, but then he slowed and halted. He had, I guessed, come inside
me. That made me happy because it meant we had completed "the act".
He had come inside me, and I had come. I had been fucked hard. I
was no longer a virgin.

His cock softened inside me and he slid it
back out. I continued to lie across the desk as he backed away and
dropped into his chair.

"All right, Miller," he panted. "Get your
clothes on and get your sluttish self out of my office."

I couldn't move, though, not for a couple of
minutes. Then I slowly slid off the desk and staggered to my
clothes.

"Leave the panties."

I looked at him dazedly.

"But...you already took a pair..."

"I said leave them," he snapped. "I don't
want you wearing panties any more."

"Why?"

"Do you want your little ass caned
again?"

"No."

"No what?"

"No, sir."

"Then get dressed and get out."

I pulled on my clothes, then went to the
door.

"Miller!"

"Yes, sir," I panted.

"I mean it. No more panties."

"Yes, sir."

I turned the doorknob.

"Miller."

"Yes, sir?"

"Tomorrow at three-thirty five you are to be
at the south end of the Gym, by the alley."

"Why?"

"Because I told you to," he growled.

"Yes, sir."

* * * * *

I looked at myself in the mirror that
evening, but I didn't seem to look any different. There didn't seem
to be any way to tell that I wasn't a virgin any more.

But I felt different. When I looked at my
naked body, when I posed before the mirror, I knew that I was
looking at a hot, erotic, beautiful woman, not a child. When I
gazed at my tight pussy lips I remembered the feel of his cock as
it pierced me, then as it pumped back and forth.

I was a woman of the world now. I wiggled my
bottom at the mirror, thinking of how sexy I was, how hot I was,
how attractive men saw me. I put on my tightest jeans and top and
went to the mall, sauntering up and down so they could all look at
me and lust after me, and get hot.

My bottom hurt, especially in the tight
pants, but that just reminded me of Mr. Edmund, and whenever I
thought of him I thought of tomorrow, and what he might do, of what
we might do together after school.

I thought of us naked in bed, him between my
legs, his lips on me as his cock plunged between my pussy lips, my
legs twined around his back as we stroked and caressed each
other.

I spent an hour looking over my clothes,
trying to decide what to wear. I sure wasn't going to meet him in
my stupid school uniform. On the other hand, I didn't want to dress
up too much because he might think I was desperate or
something.

I mean, I didn't want him to think I was
trying to impress him.

Usually I just changed into jeans and a
sweatshirt to go home, but I wanted something sexy. What I decided
on was simple, but sexy, it was a tight, short, black sweater
dress. It hugged my figure, showed off my tight bottom and round
breasts, but was also very short, showing off my nice legs.

It would be easy to fit into my bag to take
to school, and easy to change into in the bathroom.

That night after my parents had gone to bed I
snuck downstairs and turned on the porn channel, fingering myself
as I stared at the images of the women being fucked, as I looked at
the close-ups of pussies with big, stiff cocks sliding in and out
of them.

I couldn't concentrate on anything at school.
All I could think about was Mr. Edmund and his cold eyes, and his
cold voice, and his hot cock. I was a little apprehensive, but only
a little. I didn't care what he wanted me to do, as long as he
fucked me hard like he had before, or masturbated me with his
fingers in my pussy hole.

I felt so slutty, so trampy, like he said, a
wicked, wanton woman going on a sexual liaison.

My chest started getting tight as the last
period approached its end, and when the bell rang my heart almost
leapt into my throat.

Within ten minutes most of the school had
emptied out. I went into the bathroom and changed, then sat on the
toilet for another ten minutes. By three twenty everyone had left
except those involved in some kind of after school activity, and
they were now settled down doing whatever it was they were
doing.

I came out of the toilet and quickly put on
some makeup, then pulled my hair back and used some pins to do it
up. It was three thirty, and I rushed to my locker to hang up my
clothes, then ran down the hall to the athletic wing.

I worried that there might be some kind of
activity here, like basketball practice or something, but I didn't
run into anyone. I guessed Mr. Edmund must have known the
schedules. Anyway, I pushed my way out the door and hurried back
along the wall to the south side of the gym.

There was nothing here but a chain link
fence, and a narrow alley that ran along the back of the gym, which
was a fire lane in case fire engines had to come through from this
side. I waited there self-consciously, worried in case someone who
knew me came by and wanted to know who I was meeting.

I glanced at my watch repeatedly. It was
three-thirty five, then three-forty, then three-forty-five.

I wondered if he could have forgotten.

Then a car, a big Chrysler, appeared at the
other end of the alley. It drove towards me as I backed into the
wall, then stopped. It was Mr. Edmund.

I hurried to get into the car but it was
locked. He opened his door and got out. He was glaring at me.

"What is that you're wearing?" he
demanded.

"Uh, just a dress," I said.

"That looks like something a prostitute would
wear!" he snapped.

I looked down anxiously.

"Take it off!"

"What?"

"Take it off!" he snapped.

"You want me to go back inside and..."

"Here!"

"Here? Wha...what if someone sees?" I
squeaked.

"Then they'll know what a cheap tramp you
are! Now take it off!"

"But Mr. Edmund..." I whined.

"Now!"

I jerked my head from side to side, but saw
no sign of anyone. I licked my lips worriedly, then reached down
and gripped the hem of my dress, pulling it up, then peeling it
over my shoulders and off. I was naked beneath.

"Give me that thing!"

I gave it to him and he threw it into a
puddle of water next to the fence.

"Hey!'

He turned and glowered at me.

"Take off those slut shoes!"

"They're just high heels!" I protested.

"Do it now!"

I undid them, wanting to hurry up and get in
the car before someone saw me. He took them and tossed them against
the fence too.

"What did you do to your hair?"

"I just..."

"Come here!"

I looked from side to side again as I hurried
over to him. He pulled the pins from my hair and let it drop down
loose, then pushed me back and glowered. He shook his head and
pushed me back, then went over to the fence and bent over.

He grabbed my dress and sloshed it through
the water, then picked it up and carried it back to me. He seized
my head and shoved the dress into my face, mashing it against my
nose and mouth as I struggled and gasped in surprise.

He rubbed it harshly against my face, soaking
me. Dirty water dribbled down my chest, over and between my breasts
and down my bell as he scrubbed my face with the wet fabric.

He tossed it back into the water then,
holding me by the hair he dragged me around to the driver’s door of
the car. He reached in and pushed the trunk release button, and the
trunk popped open, then he dragged me back along the car to the
trunk, lifted me up, and heaved me inside.

He slammed the lid and a few seconds later I
felt his weight pull down the side of the car. The door slammed and
the engine revved as he backed up.

The suddenness of what he'd done had kept me
from even thinking about how to respond, how to react, but now, as
I lay in the dark trunk, I felt really pissed off. Mr. Edmund had
treated me like some kind of whore, like some cheap tramp that he
owned.

Who the fuck did he think he was anyway!?
Making me strip like that where someone could see, throwing my
dress and shoes away, scrubbing my makeup off like that. I mean,
who the FUCK did he think he was!?

As soon as we got to wherever it was he was
going I was going to give him shit and make him take me right back.
He wasn't going to even get to touch my body until he learned some
manners and respect!

Still...it was kind of...I don't know...kind
of arousing being naked outdoors, and even now, laying in the back
of his car, in the dark trunk, my naked skin pressed into assorted
odds and ends he had stored back here, I felt an odd quivering in
my lower belly, and my nipples were stiff, hard, and sensitive to
the brush of my arm across them.

We drove for some time, then the car slowed
and suddenly there was an echoing sound, like it had been driven
indoors. The engine turned off and I heard a clanking sound, like a
garage door closing. The car door opened and the car bounced a
little as he got out, then the door slammed shut.

I heard the sound of a key in the lock, and
the trunk opened. I blinked in the sudden light and looked up at
Mr. Edmund.

"Come on, tramp. Get out here."

I climbed unsteadily out of the trunk, still
determined to give him a piece of my mind.

"What the fuck did you put me in the trunk
for?" I demanded. "You can't treat me like..."

I got no further as he wheeled me around and
flung me forward. I gasped as my lower belly hit the bottom of the
trunk, and collapsed over the lip. Before I could rise the trunk
hood came down on me, pressing hard against my lower back.

"Let me out!" I cried, trying to push up
against the lid. It was hurting my back, and the weight of my soft
belly on the edge of the trunk was stinging too.

Suddenly there was a loud thwack as something
hit my exposed buttocks. I cried out in pain, struggling
desperately to turn or twist or get away. But the trunk lid held me
immoveable as what felt like a belt lashed across my ass again,
then again, then again.

Stinging pain ripped through me, and I kicked
and sobbed and moaned as the belt whipped down again and again. My
whole ass was a blinding burning ache, and nothing I could do kept
the belt from descending again.

I finally gave up, laying still, sobbing and
groaning as the belt cracked down on my burning buttocks.

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, it
stopped.

"Are you going to use obscene language to me
again, Miss Miller?" his voice demanded.

I only wept.

"I asked you a question, Miller!" he snapped,
grabbing my puss and squeezing hard.

I gasped at this new source of pain. "No!" I
whimpered.

His grip eased.

"I think I deserve an apology for your crude
and boorish behaviour," he said.

"I-I-I'm so...sorry," I whimpered.

"Sir," he snapped.

"I’m s-sorry, sir," I sniffled.

"Spread your legs, Miller."

I groaned and shifted my legs slowly apart.
His hand cupped my puss and rubbed it softly.

"This, you see, is the source of your
troubles," he said, fingering my slit. "This is what makes you such
an inferior. You tramps are all completely in thrall to your own
genitals. You're all constantly in heat, making it impossible for
you to think properly."

He forced two fingers into my tight pussy
hole and pumped them in and out as his thumb stroked across my
clit.

"Spread your legs wider, Jennifer," he
ordered.

I obeyed, sniffling and wiping my face with
my hands. I felt so weird here, almost like I was divorced from my
lower body. I couldn't see anything much past my waist.

"You love to be finger-fucked, don't you,
Murphy?"

"Yes, sir," I groaned.

"Say it."

"I-I love to be finger f-fucked, sir," I
panted.

In a way, I was feeling more and more
relaxed. I mean, he'd gotten the beating over with, like he always
did, but this time he'd gotten it over with first, so maybe we were
free to have sex now. His fingers did feel good inside me, and his
thumb was sending sparks up my spine as it flicked and rubbed and
ground down against my clit.

I felt my juices flooding into my throbbing
pussy, felt the moisture around my sex lips as his fingers slid in
and out. I shuddered and helplessly ground my ass backwards,
ignoring the burning ache as this new heat flooded my body.

Suddenly the lid of the trunk rose up. His
fingers pulled away from my sex, and he reached in and gripped my
thick red hair, using it like a handle as he pulled me up and back
out of the trunk. I yelped in pain, my hands going up behind me to
his wrist as he gripped a chunk of hair.

He pulled me backwards, and I stumbled and
almost fell as we moved across the floor of a private garage. He
forced me back towards a bench that was against the far wall, then
stopped.

"Let down your hands," he ordered.

"You’re hurting me," I whined.

"Let down your hands now!" he snapped.

I briefly considered resisting, but it was
futile, since he was so much bigger than me. Anyway, I couldn't
disobey the principal. I eased my hands down to my sides, keeping
my head well back, almost to the point where I fell over backwards,
in order to keep him from pulling too much on my hair.

His other hand cupped my breasts, squeezing
and stroking them. I felt a wave of excitement and pleasure. My
position was so odd, and the helplessness of it began to get to me.
I saw myself as a poor, abused kidnap victim, or perhaps a harem
slave, a captured princess, maybe.

His hand slid over my taut flesh, down my
firm belly, stroking it briefly, then through my thin thatch of red
pussy hair to cup my mound. He squeezed it repeatedly, then began
to saw his fingers up and down along my dripping wet slit.

He sank his fingers between my sex lips, and
up into the mouth of my sex, and I felt my pussy milk dripping down
my legs as he pumped in and out. I was shocked at how wet I was,
and as my body rapidly surged upwards into wonderful place where
nothing but sexual pleasure mattered, I closed my eyes and moaned,
letting it take control of my body.

His hand came free, and I whimpered in
unhappiness. I continued to grind my hips for a few seconds as he
turned me and pressed me against the bench.

"Put your hands behind your back, Miller," he
ordered.

I obeyed unthinkingly. I felt metal around my
right wrist, closing around it tightly with a click, then the same
around my left wrist.

He let go of my hair and my head slowly came
forward as I groaned in relief. He twisted me roughly around and
seized my head in his large, powerful hands, then crushed his lips
against mine, thrusting his tongue into my mouth as he bent me
backwards.

My lips were bruised by his harsh, violent
attack, and I gagged as his tongue seemed to shoot almost into my
throat. His hands pulled and tugged on my hair painfully, and he
crushed me against his body, my breasts flattening against his
rough tweed suit.

Then, just as suddenly, he backed up. He
smiled at me, but the smile was not friendly, more like hungry or
sneering.

He slid a hand down my heaving chest and over
my trembling belly, then in between my legs again. He forced two
fingers up into my pussy hole, then pulled.

"Let's go inside, tramp," he said.

He turned and began walking towards the door,
his fingers pulling on my pussy, forcing me to follow. I gasped as
I shuffled after him, his fingers tugging forcefully against my
pussy flesh as he led me to a door, then through it.

I was glad to feel carpeting under my feet,
instead of the rough cold stone of the garage. I looked around,
noting the furnishings of the house even as I concentrated on what
were obviously handcuffs around my wrists.

I pulled them to the side, trying to turn
back and see them, but the constant pull on my pussy forced me to
keep shuffling forward after Mr. Edmund.

He stopped and slid his fingers out of my
pussy. I found that I missed them. They had been pulling up hard
against my clit, and my quivery belly wanted to be penetrated
again, wanted sensations to relieve the sexual pressure and tension
that had built up.

"On your knees girl," he ordered.

I slowly eased down as he removed his
clothes. I licked my lips excitedly, squeezing my thighs together
as my pussy began to steam. I pulled against the metal around my
wrists, and felt a dark kind of heat sweep over me at how helpless
I was, his prisoner, his sex toy.

His cock was already stiff as he pulled it
free of his shorts. He gave it a squeeze as he turned and looked at
me.

"This is for you, slut," he smiled.
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It didn't really bother me now that he called
me a slut or a tramp. I guess I sort of felt like I was one anyway.
And besides, it kind of turned me on.

I watched him approach, licking my lips, then
he reached out and seized my hair, jerking my head up and back.

"Suck this, you little whore," he
sneered.

He jammed his cock against my mouth and I
felt the cockhead forced inside. I sucked automatically, licking at
the cockhead as he forced it deeper into my mouth.

But this was not to be the blowjob like I'd
given him in his office the other day. He held my hair tightly as
he pumped his cock roughly in and out of my mouth. I couldn't
really do much but suck as best I could, and couldn't protest
either because his cock filled my mouth.

I felt excited, though, in large part because
of being handcuffed. That was so kinky and wicked that it was
really making my pussy burn. I felt like a real slave girl, a rape
victim, a poor, misused harem girl. I pulled again and again at the
cuffs just to feel them bite down on my wrists.

Mr. Edmund fucked his cock in and out hard
and fast, like he was fucking my pussy, and that too made me
tremble a little, for that was such a filthy concept, that he was
fucking my mouth like it was a pussy. It made me feel wicked and
wanton again.

My main problem was that he kept shoving it
in too hard and too deep, making me gag and choke. But again, I
couldn't exactly protest.

"You know what a really sluttish girl can do
that most decent girls can't?" he said casually. "A true whore can
deep throat a cock. Do you know what that means, Miller?"

For a second I didn't, then I remembered
seeing the girls in the porno movies, the ones that had sucked a
cock in all the way to the balls. I remember being excited by that,
wondering how they did it, and wishing I could do it myself.

"Why don't we see if you can swallow my meat,
Miller?" he smiled, tilting my head further back, while at the same
time pulling me closer to his groin.

My eyes widened and I tried to pull free,
tried to protest, for I had no desire to actually try something
like that all at once with no experimenting first.

But he ignored my feeble efforts and thrust
down hard. I let out a brief cry of pain as his cockhead slammed
into the back of my mouth. Then my muffled protest was entirely
silenced as his thick, red, round cockhead punched into my throat
and slid right inside.

It completely blocked my throat, and I fought
harder as my throat felt bloated and swollen and sore. His cock
slid steadily forward, his cockshaft sliding over my lips as his
fat cock went down my gullet.

I couldn't breath, and my throat felt sore
all the way along its length as his tool pushed way down deep,
seemingly even past my neck and into my chest. I felt like throwing
up, but my throat was totally blocked.

Then my face was pressed right up against his
groin, my nose mashed into his pubic bone as his balls pressed
against my chin. My wide open lips pressed against his crotch
tightly as he groaned and held my head in both hands.

"Ahhhhhh. I knew you could do it, Miller," he
sighed. "I knew you were a true whore."

He slowly pulled his cock back up my throat.
My relief was tinged with desperation as I fought off nausea, for
his cock felt even worse coming up than going down. Suddenly the
cockhead popped free of my throat, and I choked and hacked and
coughed as I gulped in air.

"You're a true slut, Miller," he sneered,
still holding my hair tightly as he rubbed his spit-wet cock all
over my face.

I didn't reply. I was too busy catching my
breath and fighting down the tremors in my belly. He continued to
rub his cock all over my face, over my forehead and nose and cheeks
and chin, then pressed it against my mouth and forced it inside
once more.

I had been unable to stop him for my mouth
had been gaping while I sucked in air. Now I tried to break free,
at the same time sucking in air through my nose to fill my lungs.
Mr. Edmund pulled me forward and rammed his cock down my throat
again.

I could feel his meaty cock shaft rasping
harshly against the walls of my throat as it slid down into my
chest. I wriggled and shook, but there was nothing I could do to
resist as he forced his cock forward, his big fingers digging into
my head as he pulled me into him, and buried his steel hard pole of
meat in my throat and mouth and mashed my face into his crotch.

This time he didn't just leave his cock in my
throat. He immediately pulled it back up, but only half way. Then
he slid it back down again. He again pulled it back up, then pushed
it back down, and I realized that Mr. Edmund was fucking my
throat.

It ached, and I had a terrible urge to grab
at my throat with my cuffed hands, but the pain was not as sharp as
when he whipped my bottom, and my throat seemed to be getting used
to the idea of a cock sliding in and out of it, for the nausea and
gagging feelings were growing less powerful.

He fucked steadily, his tool sliding up and
down my throat for long seconds as my chest began to burn from lack
of air. Then he pulled it out once more, the head again popping
wetly from my throat into my mouth.

I sucked in air again greedily, panting and
gasping and coughing while he rubbed his cockhead against my
face.

He pushed his cock into my mouth, but this
time didn't force it into my throat. I sucked warily, waiting for
him to shove it forward. He didn't, though. He eased his grip on my
hair and slid his fingers through it as I sucked and licked at his
cock.

Then his fingers tightened as my mouth filled
with liquid. I sucked hard, whipping my tongue against his cockhead
as I swallowed the first mouthful. My mouth filled up again and I
swallowed it, though some dribbled over my lower lip.

He groaned in pleasure, then rubbed his prick
over my face again before wrapping a handful of my hair around it
and rubbing it dry.

"That wasn't bad, slut. I've no doubt you'll
get better with practice, though."

He still held my hair, and forced me to frog
walk across the floor to the sofa, where he sat down. Then he
pulled me up across his lap, my bottom high as it had been when
he'd spanked me in his office. I cringed, my buttocks already sore
and not ready for another beating.

But his hand slid between my thighs instead
and cupped my pussy. His fingers penetrated me, sliding easily
between the tight, wet lips and driving up my pussy sleeve to the
knuckles.

He began to pump them in and out as he worked
his thumb down against my clit. Soon I was grinding my crotch back
at him, the sex heat swirling through my body again. His other hand
slid under to cup my breast, squeezing and fondling it as he finger
fucked me.

Suddenly he stopped.

"Do you like being finger-fucked, whore?"

"Yes, sir," I gasped. "Please finger-fuck
me!"

"Tell me what a whore you are, Miller."

"I-I'm a dirty whore, sir," I gasped. "I'm a
filthy tramp!"

"You're a walking fuck hole for anyone who
wants you. Aren't you?"

"Yes, sir," I gasped; the words searing me,
making my pussy quiver and shake.

"Spread your legs more, slut," he ordered,
his hand slapping down against my bottom hard enough to make me
yelp.

I spread my legs wide, then wider as he
stroked his hand up and down my pussy slit again.

"Dirty little girl," he said, thrusting three
fingers up into my tight sex.

I gasped and strained forward, my head rising
back, then dropping forward. I humped back at him as he fucked his
fingers into my burning hot pussy hole, panting and puffing for
breath as sexual heat threatened to overwhelm me.

Then he stopped, sliding his fingers free of
my quim. He pulled on my hair, forcing my head up and back, and
pushed his fingers against my lips.

"Suck them," he ordered.

I opened my mouth automatically, unprepared
for the order and confused. His fingers slid into my mouth and I
realized they were wet and slippery. I realized they were covered
in my own pussy cream and recoiled.

But there was nothing I could do. When I
tried to twist my head away his hand cracked down hard on my
buttocks, then again, then again. I had to stop, then suck on his
fingers as he ordered, licking them clean.

He pumped his fingers in my mouth the way he
had his cock, then pulled them out. I felt his other hand at my
sex, peeling my sex lips apart. He shoved his fingers into me,
pressing the backs down hard against the bottom of my pussy tunnel,
sliding them in, then slowly pulling them back.

He scooped out my pussy cream, and, his
fingers dripping with it, he shoved them against my lips and into
my mouth again. This was so incredibly whorish and wanton that I
was starting to get off on it, just like I was on him calling me
dirty names.

I groaned, my body trembling as I tasted my
own pussy cream. I sucked on his fingers and licked them clean,
swallowing my own thick, salty juice as he pumped them in and
out.

"Whore," he sneered contemptuously.

He pulled his fingers out and slapped my
buttocks several times, then thrust into my pussy again. He peeled
my sex lips open with his other hand as he pumped his fingers
rapidly in and out of my frothing sex opening.

I started grinding back, the sexual energy
rippling up and down my nervous system as waves of pleasure rolled
over my mind. Again he pulled his fingers free. He shoved them into
my mouth and I sucked and licked them clean.

"Tramp," he said.

He spanked me a half dozen times, then
squeezed my pussy hard. My puss ached, but...at the same time it
burned with pleasure as he mashed the soft, malleable meat together
in his hand. I groaned in both pleasure and pain, dazed by the
combination as he squeezed again, even harder.

It hurt, but the flames of pleasure roared
higher. He thrust his fingers up my pussy, finger fucking me hard
and fast, his knuckles punching against my soft pussy pad. He
pulled his fingers out then slapped his hand against my mons.

I cried out in shocked pleasure, my splayed
legs jerking helplessly. He slapped my bottom, then slapped my
pussy again. He seized my clit bud between his thumb and forefinger
and squeezed hard, bringing tears of pain to my eyes even as my
body began to hump and shake and boil with orgasmic pleasure.

He rolled the hard little clit bud between
his fingers as I came, then let it go and slapped my pussy mound. I
screamed, then screamed again, then again, my body exploding with
pleasure as he spanked my pussy pad repeatedly.

My orgasm rolled through me with incredible
power, and I thrashed and shook and gargled in ecstatic delight, my
pussy sending wave after wave of intense sexual pleasure boiling
through my body.

I humped back at his slapping hand, ignoring
the pain, taking only the pleasure as his palm smacked hard and
fast into my super sensitive pussy mound.

His other hand shot beneath my chest and
grasped my swollen breast, crushing it hard, the fingers digging
into the soft meat as he mashed and squeezed it brutally. More pain
flowed into me, but far more pleasure, and I continued to jerk and
thrash and writhe on his lap as the raw, animalistic pleasure
surged through my veins.

Then I fell limp, panting and gasping and
groaning as the heat slowly faded. Mr. Edmund stopped spanking my
pussy and rubbed it softly instead, his other hand sliding through
my tangled hair.

"Dirty little tramp," he cooed.

He produced a key and unlocked the cuffs,
releasing my hands. I was too weak to do anything much, though. He
picked me up and set me aside on the sofa, then pulled on his boxer
shorts and walked into the kitchen, leaving me.

I groaned and spread out my legs, my hand
going to my pussy, cupping it gently. It wasn't really sore, not
sore like my bottom was, but it did kind of throb dully.

He came back in, carrying a glass of
something...only one...nothing for me. I felt a bit of resentment,
but I wasn't really bothered. I wasn't thirsty anyway.

He sat down on a big, overstuffed chair and
sipped from his glass, looking at me over the rim of the glass.

"So, slut, what are you going to do to
entertain me?"

"Wha...what?" I said, blinking.

"Stand up, Miller," he ordered.

I groaned a little and sat up, then got to my
feet.

"Put your hands behind your head."

I raised my hands and put them behind my
head, wondering what he was intending to do now.

"Turn around and bend over. Grip your
ankles."

I licked my lips, then turned and obeyed him,
feeling kind of sluttish and dirty as I showed him my ass.

"Spread those legs, whore."

I shifted my legs apart a foot or so."

"Wider."

I obeyed, though I was forced to slide my
hands further up my legs.

"Reach in between your legs and pull your
pussy lips apart."

"Wh...why?" I asked.

"Because I told you to, whore."

I felt a knot of tight heat in my belly, but
slowly reached up with my fingers, putting them against my sex lips
and spreading them apart.

"Wider. Pull those cunt lips WIDE open,
whore."

I felt my heart pound at his nasty, filthy
words, but I obeyed, feeling my face flush red as I pried my sex
lips wider.

"Yeah, show me that pink," he said.

I looked back through my legs and saw him
sipping from his glass.

"Okay, now stick your fingers into your cunt
and pull that open. I want to see right up your pussy hole to your
cervix."

I wondered if the teachers at school ever
heard his filthy mouth. Yet as insulting and shaming as the words
were, they were also kinky and exciting, and I knew he was being
deliberately crude.

I found the entrance to my sex and slid my
right index finger in, then slid my left index finger in and pulled
in opposite directions. My pussy opening spread and spread, and I
groaned a little.

"Wider! Wider, slut! Pull that cunt
WIDE!"

I slid two fingers from each hand into my
pussy hole and pulled, gasping and groaning as I opened myself for
his eyes.

"Wider!"

"I...caan't," I gasped.

"I bet I can! Pull that cunt open!"

I pulled a little harder, gasping as my pussy
opening stung and ached and strained.

"All right, Miller, stand up," he said.

I groaned and let my pussy close as I stood
up and turned around.

"Bring that chair over here and sit in it
Miller," he said, pointing at a wooden chair.

I dragged over a heavy wooden chair and
placed it directly in front of his, about five feet away, then sat
down in it, my feet together and my arms on the wooden arms.

"Not like that, Miller."

"How?"

"How sir!" he snapped.

"How, sir?"

"Like the filthy tramp you are, of course,"
he said with a smirk. "Slump down, pull your legs apart, and drape
them across the arms of the chair."

I swallowed against a surge of heat that made
my mouth dry, then, feeling really nasty and sluttish, slumped down
and drew my legs up, spreading them and draping them across the
arms of the chair. He was staring right at me from a few feet away,
and I was baring myself to him like a real tramp.

"That's better, Miller. Now you’re behaving
like the slut you are. Tell me what a slut you are, Miller."

"I'm a dirty slut, sir," I said. "I'm a
filthy whore and a tramp. I love to suck cocks and get fucked."

"You love getting used!" he sneered. "You
were made to be used, to be ridden hard, to be fucked and pounded
and rodded and screwed. That's all you're good for, Miller. Having
you in my school is a waste of space. You don't need to be
educated. You should be kept naked and in chains, with a line of
men waiting to fuck you!”

I gulped and felt my face prickling with
heat, felt my pussy throbbing.

"Slide your hands under your ass, tramp. Lift
it up for me. Lift that round ass of yours up."

My face was red and hot, but my pussy was
burning much hotter. I cupped my ass like he ordered, then kind of
raised it up.

"That's it, slut, rub that soft little ass of
yours. Now squeeze those tits. Those nice round tits of yours. You
love to have men sucking those tits, don't you, Miller."

"Yes, sir," I groaned, sliding my hands up to
my breasts.

"Squeeze them. Mash those little melons
between your fingers, whore."

I squeezed my breasts, my breath becoming
more ragged as the excitement rose within me.

"Pinch your nipples. Pull them out hard.
Harder! Pinch those nipples, Miller, you whore!"

I pinched my nipples hard, pulling them
straight out, gasping and wincing.

"Cheap tramp," he said.

Why was I doing this? Why was he exciting me
so much? I'd be furious and humiliated if any other guy talked to
me like this. Why were his words pouring fire into my veins?

"Say it, Miller. Tell me how you love to get
your tits squeezed and your nipples sucked. Say it!"

"I...love getting my nipples squeezed and
sucked," I gasped. "I love men to suck on my tits and... and
squeeze and squash them."

"Now, Miller, you know what I want you to
do?"

"No, sir," I panted.

"I want you to masturbate."

I stared at him blankly, my mouth going slack
as the enormity of what he demanded hit me. I felt a blast of sex
heat at the same time as a wave of humiliation.

"I-I can't," I gasped.

"Do it, Miller. Jerk off. Finger-fuck
yourself. I want to see how a slut masturbates."

"I-I...don't want to," I moaned.

"Do it! DO it! Or I'll bend you over and take
my belt to that ass!"

As if in a daze I slid my hand down to my
pussy hole and stroked my finger along my slit. A surge of heat
washed through me, and erased much of my doubts and misgivings. I
was too hot to care about embarrassment.

I stroked my clit as he watched, panting for
breath, staring into his eyes. My fingers stroked faster and faster
as my ass began to jerk and grind and hump up and down. I felt my
blood catch fire as the pleasure roared louder and higher.

My legs jerked and shook, my feet bouncing up
and down as my head fell back against the back of the chair. I
grunted and moaned as I slid my fingers up my pussy, pumping them
rapidly in and out. Two, then three fingers stabbed my pussy as I
used my thumb to stroke and grind against my clit.

I was going to come. I felt the surge of
pressure in my mind...then he gripped my wrists and yanked them
away from my pussy, pulling them up behind my head. I gasped and
moaned, still humping, whining in disappointment as my pussy burned
and sizzled.

"Oohh!" I gasped. "Noooo! Let meeee....Let
meeee...!"

He handcuffed my wrists together through the
back of the chair then came around in front of me again. He knelt
in front of me and I pushed my groin up like a cheap bitch, begging
him with my eyes to touch me.

"You want me to touch you, whore?"

"Please," I gasped.

"Beg."

"Please, Mr. Edmund," I whined.

"Please what?"

"Please....finger fuck me," I gasped. "Fuck
me with your cock, or your fingers. R-rub my pussy. Pleeease!"

He stroked my upturned bottom, then put his
hand on my pussy pad and rested it there lightly. I groaned and
humped up against it.

"You want me to masturbate you,
Jennifer?"

"Ye...yes," I whimpered.

"Say it. Beg for it."

"P-P-Pleasse...masturbate me," I gasped.
"Please, sir! Please masturbate me!"

"What a filthy whore you are," he sneered,
his fingers stroking along my soaking slit.

"Ohhhh! Ohh yesss! Oohh! Hardeer! Oohhh!"

I humped up against him, the heat rising
again, the pressure building up once more.

"Tramp!" he said.

He slapped my upturned bottom, and I gasped,
but ignored it, still humping against him.

"Whore!"

He slapped my bottom again, his fingers
sliding into my pussy now and driving up into my tight, burning
belly. He fucked them in and out as the pressure grew to unbearable
levels inside my dazed mind.

He slapped my bottom again, then again, then
again, slapping it steadily as he finger-fucked me. I didn't care.
The pleasure was too great. I was going to come!

I couldn't breath, couldn't think. My mind
exploded with a shattering blast of pleasure, and I cried out,
jerking back hard, arching my back, bucking up against his fingers
as he stabbed them violently into my dripping sex hole and spanked
my bottom as fast as he could.

The spanking was wonderful! Each hard, sharp
stab of pain hit the orgasmic storm and sent it spinning and
twisting and twirling inside me, rising and falling and rising
again, tearing my body apart with its violent sexual energy.

Then he was hovering over me, his cock
pressed against my pussy tunnel. He stabbed it into me hard,
spiking it deep into my spasming gut with one thrust. I cried out,
a broken sob of shocked bliss.

My belly was full, and he began to rip his
prong up and down instantly, his hips pounding against my sore
buttocks, his cock impaling me, thrusting down deep again and
again, his cockhead bouncing off my cervix as he grunted and
cursed.

He gripped my legs behind the knees, jerking
them up and shoving them back against my chest. His hands slid up
to my ankles, and he straightened my legs, pressing my ankles
against the sides of my head. I groaned as the tendons and muscles
in my thighs ached and strained, but almost all my attention was on
his brutally pistoning cock.

My orgasm had subsided, but his rough, hard
fucking, and the bizarre, sluttish heat that had gripped me since
I'd gotten into this house wouldn't let me relax. My pussy
continued to steam and throb around his plunging cock, and I
gurgled helplessly, drooling out of the side of my mouth as he
slammed his heavy hips down against me repeatedly.

I felt another climax rushing towards me,
felt it spinning and surging and clawing its way through my nervous
system. I grunted repeatedly to his hard, pounding thrusts.

Then I came, letting out a cry of pure,
animalistic bliss as my body thrashed and writhed and bounced and
jerked in helpless abandon, fire bathing me as the heat of sexual
ecstasy boiled through my mind and body.

My pussy spasmed and squeezed and sucked at
his pistoning cock, chewing and pulling at it as he ripped it in
and out, then he came, cursing me, growling in heated pleasure
himself as his seed poured down my cunt tube and into my belly.

"Fuck! Fuck! Yeah! Uhh! Take it! Take my cum!
Whore! Bitch! Fucking bitch! Take my seed, slut! Uhhhngh! Unngh!
UUUuuuunngghhhh!"
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I think there was an extra wiggle in my hips
for the next couple of days. I felt hot and sexy, seductive and
trampy. I couldn't tell anyone what I'd done, but I felt like a
real woman of the world, real experienced, y'know?

How many other girls at my high school had
deep throated a man with her hands cuffed behind her back? How many
had masturbated in front of a man? How many had done the tramp
things I'd done? Said the sluttish things I had?

Oh sure, I knew a lot weren't virgins, but
they were mostly girls who'd had a quick writhing in the back seat
of a car, or at a party. Even the ones who'd done it in a bed,
well, big deal, they hadn't done the things I had.

I considered what guy I would bestow my newly
learned favours on, which would be the biggest stud. I wanted to
see the look of pleasure and excitement on their faces, something I
missed with Mr. Edmund.

Of course I still had the problem of how to
do it without them telling everyone about it. I mean, I don't want
to brag, but I was kind of well-known around school. A lot of guys
had tried to get into my panties, and none had yet succeeded. The
guy that made it would want to crow to the world.

Well, I would take my time. Who needed boys
when I had a man?

Had, was probably not the best description,
of course. Mr. Edmund wasn't my boyfriend or anything. We never
even really talked about anything. He called me dirty names and
treated me like a whore, like a sex toy.

Three days later Mr. Edmund ordered me to
wait for him again by the gym. This time I wore my jeans and a
sweatshirt. Mr Edmund let me ride in the car, but didn't say
anything, and wouldn't talk to me when I did. In fact, he told me
to shut up.

Well, actually, what he said was "Miller,
unless you're answering a question or sucking my cock, keep your
whore mouth shut."

Can you believe that!? What kind of man says
shit like that!? But for some reason, it made my lower belly quiver
and roil and thrum with a dark sexual heat.

We rode the rest of the way in silence. When
we got to his house - which I got to see for the first time, we
drove straight into the garage, and didn't get out until he had the
door closed.

He took my arm, squeezing it kind of roughly,
and pulled me into the house, into the living room like last
time.

"Get your clothes off, slut," he said,
turning away from me and going over to a table.

I pulled my sweatshirt up and off, then
skinned out of my jeans and kicked off my shoes. I wasn't wearing
anything else. I shifted my weight nervously from foot to foot as I
stood there naked, watching him as he dug something out of a
drawer.

"Come here," he ordered.

I padded over to him and he grabbed my hand
and roughly held it out as he slapped a thick, padded leather cuff
around it. It had a metal ring set into the side, and a little
keyhole, which clicked as he fitted it together.

He took my other wrist and put a similar
wrist cuff around it. I didn't resist. I was really getting excited
at the thought of being tied up. He had two more restraints, and
these he slid around my ankles, then he produced a thick, studded
leather collar which he put around my throat.

He fit a leash to a ring set into the collar,
then jerked me to the side, pulling me down onto my knees.

"On all fours, you filthy slut," he said.

A little thrill ran through me as I knelt on
all fours and he stood over me.

"On all fours, like a bitch in heat," he
sneered. "Crawl, bitch-animal, crawl."

He pulled on the leash, tugging on my neck,
and I had to crawl along behind him. I felt - I don’t know - all
weird. I mean, yeah I was indignant, you know, that he was treating
me so badly, although he always did. But it was really nasty too!
You know what I mean about nasty? It just felt really, really sexy
and slutty to be so nasty, so I didn’t argue or anything. Instead I
followed along like a dog, being pulled on the leash, my pussy
throbbing as I crawled.

He led me all around the room, me feeling hot
and sexy and nasty all the while, and then he pulled me to my feet
and led me down the hall to the basement door. He paused, turned me
around, and pulled my wrists behind my back, then clipped them
there. He turned me around, then opened the door and went down,
pulling on my leash so I had to follow.

We went down the stairs and came out into a
finished basement, but what a weird one. There were several strange
looking wooden frames set around the walls, and chains hung from
the roof in several places.

I hardly noticed, though, because my heart
was almost exploding with shock at the sight of another person - a
woman, there.

I tried to pull back, but he held my leash,
and rapidly shifted his grip to my thick red hair, forcing me
forwards, holding me in front of him with my head up and back.

She was perhaps 30, with soft brown hair, a
round face, a narrow, aristocratic nose, and wide brown eyes. She
was wearing a blue dress, with high collar and knee length skirt,
and even had gloves. She was all made up, and sat coolly on a
chair, smoking a cigarette as she gazed at me contemptuously.

"This is Miller," Mr. Edmund said. "She's the
cheap little whore I was telling you about."

"She certainly looks it," the woman said with
a thick voice.

Mr. Edmund cupped my pussy, squeezing it
hard.

"This is where all her brains are," he said.
"This little bitch is nothing but a walking cunt."

"She certainly looks like cheap little
bitch," the woman said.

"She is."

I was squirming, all red-faced and mortified
at being seen like this in front of someone else, but Mr. Edmund
wouldn't let me go, and I couldn't do anything to hide my
nudity.

Mr. Edmunds gave me a shove, then tossed my
leash to the woman and began to strip. I tried to pull away but she
jerked hard on the leash so I stumbled and fell to my knees beside
her. She pulled it harder, pulling my head up towards her, then
reached down and cupped one of my breasts.

"Such nice little nipples," she said. "I hear
you love to have them suckled and licked."

I was so humiliated I couldn't speak, and
stared over her shoulder as she slid her hand down my belly and in
between my legs.

"Don't!" I gasped, trying to pull back.

"What do you care who touches your cunt as
long as someone does?!" Mr. Edmund snapped.

"I don't want her to! Let me go!" I
whined.

"I'll let go, all right, up your tight
pussy," he sniffed.

The woman pulled me over her lap, and her
hands moved over my ass and pussy as I squirmed helplessly.

"Such a nice round ass," she said.

"And a tight little slit," Edmund said.

I felt her gloved hands at my pussy, then her
fingers forced their way through my sex lips and drove into my
body. They pumped slowly in and out as she stroked across my clit,
her other hand stroking my bottom.

I was so confused, so dazed by this, so
shocked. I didn't know what was going on, what to do, how to react.
Who was this woman anyway? Why was she touching me like this?

I realized then that she must be queer, that
she was getting off on me the same way a man would, the same way
Mr. Edmund did. I felt her fingers stroking through my pussy lips
as Mr. Edmund moved to the side of the chair and gripped my
hair.

"Show Cathy how you suck cock, Miller," he
said, pulling my head up and back and pressing his cock against my
lips.

I tried to keep my lips closed but Cathy
slapped my bottom really hard and my mouth opened automatically to
cry out. He thrust his cock through and laughed at my strangled
gurgles of protest.

"Do you know what we call women like you?"
Cathy smiled. "We call them cock girls."

She stroked my buttocks and pussy, and slid a
hand under to cup and squeeze my breast. "Suck his penis,
cock-girl," she chuckled.

"She ain't gonna have to," Mr. Edmund said.
"I'm gonna throat fuck her."

"Ahh, yes, a cock-girl always deep throats,"
Cathy said in distaste. "Yuck. I don't know how they can stand to
even touch them."

"This piece of cunt meat lives for cock,"
Edmund said, pulling back suddenly on my hair, forcing my head back
a little more, then thrusting his cock down my throat.

"Right down her whore throat," Cathy
chuckled, her hand coming up and stroking my straining neck.

"Whores like her would swallow a tree trunk
if it tasted like cock," Edmund said.

Cathy's fingers pumped in my pussy hole,
thrusting in hard now, two, no, three of them, in those soft white
gloves. I could feel the fabric stroking across my silky inner skin
and through my taut sex lips, rubbing across my clitoris as she
pumped me.

I was incredibly confused, caught up in
something I didn't understand. I'd never even imagined having sex
with a girl before, let alone a woman, yet this strange woman was
pumping my pussy and running her hands over my body like she owned
it.

I was embarrassed but... well... you can only
be really embarrassed by the same thing for so long, y'know? I
mean, it had been a couple of minutes now that I'd been draped
across Cathy's lap, and the embarrassment was not as sharp now.

I had other concerns, as well, like Edmund's
cock sliding up and down my throat.

I just... I guess I just accepted her
presence as part of the nasty sex play, part of what was happening.
It still embarrassed me, but I was getting hotter with each passing
second. This was all just so incredibly kinky and wicked and
sluttish!

I pulled again at the cuffs binding my wrists
as Mr. Edmund slid his wet cock out of my mouth and rubbed it
against my face. I gasped and panted for breath while the two of
them chuckled and snickered at me.

"Look at this little bitch animal hump her
ass back at me," Cathy sneered.

"She loves anything up her cunt. Maybe she'll
jerk off for us later."

"Fuck her face, Ralph. Fuck that sluttish
little mouth of hers!" she sneered.

Mr. Edmund pressed his cock against my lips
and jammed it inside again, then thrust it down my throat.

"Little whore," Cathy sneered, slapping my
ass hard.

"Spank her. She's a bad girl and needs to be
punished," Mr. Edmund said.

"She's a sluttish tramp," Cathy responded,
cracking her hand against my already stinging bottom again.

Mr. Edmund fucked my throat harder and
harder, his cock rasping against the hot, slick walls of my throat
pipe as it pumped in and out, then he pulled out suddenly, gasping
and cursing. He ripped his cock free of my mouth and squeezed it as
he held it in front of my face.

He came, and a thick wad of semen shot out
from the hole and hit me in the face. Another wad spat out, then
another, and another, and another, splatting on my forehead and
nose and cheeks and lips as he and Cathy laughed in contempt.

He rubbed it around my face with his
cockhead, smearing the slippery jism all over my skin. Cathy
continued to pump her fingers in my now aching puss, each pump
making me grunt and gasp in pleasure.

Then Cathy dumped me off her lap. I grunted
as I hit the floor, then yelped in pain as she pulled me up to my
knees by the hair.

"Kneel there, cock-girl," she ordered,
getting to her feet.

She reached behind her and undid her dress,
then pulled it down and off, revealing a tight black corset that
forced her very large breasts up and out, a tiny black G-string, a
black lace garter belt, and high stockings.

She stood over me, sneering down as she
gripped the leash attached to my collar.

"It's time for you to learn how a real woman
behaves, cock-girl," she said.

She peeled her G-string down and off, and I
saw that like me she had not a single hair on her groin. But her
pussy was even smoother, softer, and I knew somehow that she didn’t
need to shave at all, that she’d had her hair removed permanently
down there. She was as bare and naked as a little girl.

She didn't act like a little girl, though, as
she pulled my face up into her crotch.

"You're going to eat me out, cock-girl," she
said.

"No!" I gasped. "I-I don't want to! I don't
like girls!"

"You don't like girls," she glared. "You
don't LIKE them?!"

"I mean... I'm not a lesbian," I gulped.

"What you are is a filthy little whore,"
Edmund said. "A whore doesn't care what fucks it, just so it gets
fucked."

"And right now you're going to fuck me,
cock-girl," Cathy said, pulling roughly at my hair.

She mashed my face into her pussy, rubbing my
mouth up and down against her pussy slit. She was moist and I
tasted her wetness on my lips.

"Lick me, cock-girl."

"Noo!" I whined.

"Do what you're told, slut!" Mr. Edmund
snapped.

"Nooo!"

"I think this little whore needs some
punishment," Mr. Edmund said.

"I think you're right," Cathy said.
"Cock-girls aren't allowed to say no to anything or anyone."

They both grabbed me and hauled me to my
feet, then pulled me across the floor and underneath some chains.
My wrist cuffs were unlatched and they each took one hand and
pulled it up and out above me, forcing me up high, so I was on the
balls of my feet, straining not to be pulled off them entirely.

They locked my wrist restraints to the
chains, then moved back in front of me, their eyes hungry and hot
as they stared at my body.

I was all stretched out and straining, my
hands high and wide as I panted for breath. I couldn't help feeling
hot and wanton like this. I mean, I don't even know why I had
resisted licking Cathy's pussy. I was so hot, and my pussy was so
moist that I had felt disappointed when she had taken her fingers
out of my pussy.

I guess... somehow I didn't want Mr. Edmund,
or even Cathy... to think I was a lesbian. I don't know why, or
what it would have mattered, but that was why I had refused.
Stupid, huh? Probably a holdover from how I was raised, and the
religious nature of where I grew up. Homosexuals were all
considered nasty perverts.

And now I was all stretched out, my body
straining as they looked at me, and I was anxiously waiting to see
what they would do. My heart was in my chest, but my pussy was
throbbing with even more power. Every girlish gothic fantasy of the
poor heroin chained up by the wrists played itself through my mind,
and I almost wished they would whip me.

"This little cock-girl needs to be taught a
lesson," Cathy said.

Mr. Edmund came up to me and slid his hand up
and down my body, sliding it over my chest, down between my
breasts, over my belly, and in between my legs. He palmed my soft
pussy, rubbing it gently, then suddenly squeezed really hard.

"UuuunggghhhH!" I gasped, arching my back and
shaking my head. "OohhH! S...sssstoooop!"

I raised one leg, pawing at the air with it
as my pussy ached. He smiled and crushed my little pussy in his
fist, grinding the sensitive meat between his knuckles.

"Whore animal," he sneered, sliding his hand
off and moving around behind me.

I gasped in relief, my foot dropping back to
the floor as I whimpered and tried to rub my thighs against each
other in lieu of being able to cup my poor pussy in my hand.

Edmund was squeezing my bottom now, as he
moved behind me, and Cathy padded up in front of me and cupped my
breasts. She lifted them slightly, as though weighing them, then
squeezed her hands tightly together and twisted hard.

This time I cried out in pain, and the pain
was so bad I instinctively kicked out at her, shoving her back so
she stumbled against the wall. Immediately I felt my hair yanked up
and back savagely, and again I screamed as my scalp burned with
agony.

"Bad girl," he said mildly.

"Bad girl? I'll fuckin' bad girl her," Cathy
growled.

I couldn't see her because my head was almost
upside down, facing behind me to where Mr. Edmund was, but suddenly
a fist slammed into my taut belly. The air whooshed out of me and I
gurgled in pain as my insides throbbed and ached and nausea rose up
in me again.

Again her fist slammed into my gut, and
again, then Edmund let go of my hair and as the fist slammed into
my belly for the fourth time my head whipped forward, my chin
knocking against my chest before my head bounced back.

"Fucking cock-toy!" Cathy snarled.

She slapped my face hard, and sharp pain
exploded behind my eyes as my head was thrown to the side.

"No marks," Mr. Edmund said.

"Fucking whore," Cathy said.

She stomped around behind me, disappearing,
and I gasped and choked and gulped in air, trying to fight down the
sickness I felt, and get my wind back. Mr. Edmund moved beside me
and rubbed my belly as he kissed the side of my throat.

"Silly little slut animal," he said. "Now you
have to be punished again."

He stepped back and smiled. I heard a low
whistling sound, then something hit the small of my back. I cried
out in pain, thrown forward and off my feet by the force of the
blow. Pain ripped through my body as I cried out again.

Again something hit me, or bit me, or cut me,
this time slashing across my shoulder blades. My fantasies about
being chained and whipped had not prepared me for the jagged pain
of it. Even so, I felt a wild surge of dark heat at the realization
that she was whipping me – that I was being whipped!

I gasped and moaned and twisted helplessly,
then yelped as the thing, whatever it was, some sort of short
leather whip, snapped across my back again. Again and again it hit
me, and I danced and twisted and writhed and cried out, my pulse
racing, adrenelin flooding my system as I was ‘punished’.

It hurt! I don’t want to deny it. But even
with the heat, even with it rising, even with my having to scream
from time to time when the thing slashed down especially stingingly
on my butt, say, I still felt a wild dark hunger gripping me.

“Beg me to stop, slut animal!” she taunted
me.

“Please!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack!

“Please stop!”

Crack! Crack!

“Call me mistress, you filthy little fuck
animal!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please stop, mistress! I cried, the pain
burning at my back as she slashed the thing down again and
again.

My eyes were starting to tear up by the time
Cathy came around in front of me. She was holding a narrow length
of leather about as thick as her thumb and about two feet long.

"Well, whore, do you think you've been
punished enough?" she sneered.

"Please," I gasped. "Please! Please! Don't!
I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"

"Are you ready to lick my pussy now,
cock-girl?"

"Yes! Yesss! Pleeease!"

She reached out and pinched one of my nipples
hard.

“You forgot to say mistress Cathy, slut
animal.”

“Please, Mistress Cathy!” I cried, writhing
as my nipple burned.

"I'm not finished punishing her, though," Mr.
Edmund said. "After all, she disobeyed my order. I am her
principal, and it's my duty to maintain discipline among my
students."

"Of course, Ralph. Do go ahead," Cathy said,
smiling sweetly as she backed away.

There was a kind of metal pole set into the
floor about two feet beside me. It had a thick base, and a narrower
round rod that stuck straight up from the base. It was one of those
odd looking devices I'd seen when I came downstairs and hadn't paid
much attention to.

Now Mr. Edmund went over to it and something
clicked, then the vertical pole tilted down towards me. Mr. Edmund
put a hand against my belly and pushed me backwards a little,
almost pushing me right off my feet. The pole lowered down in front
of me until it was horizontal, and he took his hand away. I started
to swing back forward but my hips met the horizontal pole and could
go no further.

This left me on my toes, bent forward at the
hips, with my ass sticking out. I shivered in in dark hunger and
heat as Mr. Edmund went behind me. I turned my head frantically and
saw him go to a drawer and lift something out.

It was a long thin leather belt.

"Please, Mr. Edmund!" I gasped. "Please! I'll
be good! I promise!"

"You have to be disciplined, Jennifer."

"No! I don't! Please! Please fuck me
instead!!"

"You are a bad girl for using such filthy
language, Jennifer," he smiled, coming up behind me.

“Such a foul mouthed little whore,” Cathy
sniffed.

She thrust her hand between my legs, two,
then three fingers pushing up through the soft, wet lips of my sex,
driving deep inside me as her thumb began to stroke against my
clit.

I shuddered and moaned, helplessly grinding
myself against her even as he jerked my head up and back by the
hair and crushed her lips against mine.

I moaned into her mouth, then cried out as
the belt cracked down across my upraised bottom.

She gripped my hair tightly, her fingers
thrusting up into me with painful force, her lips mashing against
mine as she practically ate at my mouth. The belt slashed across my
bottom with a hard, stinging blow that made me jerk violently and
cry out into her mouth again.

She twisted her fingers in my hair and jerked
my head back a little.

“Filthy little fuck animal!” she said. “You
deserve pain and punishment!”

She crushed her lips against me again as the
belt cut across my buttocks again, and then again, and then again,
driving her fingers up into my sopping wet pussy as Edmund strapped
my bottom. My mind was wild, my heart pounding, and I was sweating
and writhing and jerking as Edmund lashed my fiery hot, aching
bottom.

But my pussy was even hotter. I think my
juices might have been actually dripping out of me as the woman
rammed her three fingers up inside me – no, four fingers! I
shuddered and moaned as her tongue drove deep into my mouth, as her
fingers thrust deep into my pussy, as her thumb ground against my
clit.

And all the while Edmund was slashing the
belt down across my ass so that sharp, stinging blasts of pain
exploded through my lower body again and again.

.The blows didn't fade but... it was very
strange. It was like, there was no pain from them. I felt the
impact, and my body jerked a little, but there wasn't the sharp,
deadly pain. I guess my senses had gone numb by then. It burned,
but since my ass was already on fire I couldn't feel anything
else.

At least, not from my bottom I couldn't. The
rest of my body could, and I started to feel sharp spasms of
pleasure coming up from my breasts, where Cathy was now eagerly
sucking and chewing and fondling the sensitive orbs, and from my
hot little pussy, which had been all buttery and warm before I was
hung up here.

I hardly noticed when he stopped. My bottom
was throbbing with terrible heat. I whimpered as his hand glided
across my aching buttocks. Then his finger pressed against my anus
and jabbed inwards.

"The best way to show a whore animal just how
cheap she is," he growled. "Is to ass fuck the bitch."

"Oh yes, Ralph," Cathy said, clapping her
hands. "Do you mean to tell me you haven't sodomized this slut
yet?"

"I was saving it for a special occasion," he
growled.

"Give it to her, Ralph! Ream the little
bitch's asshole out for her! Shove your cock right up her ass and
pump her guts full of your nasty, filthy hot sperm!"

He laughed and his finger slowly wriggled up
into my rectum. I was dazed and gasping, but was still able to feel
some shock that he would do that. It didn't really matter, though.
I was so hot that they could have done anything to me and I would
have moaned and swooned in heat.

Cathy seized my hair and pulled my head up,
then kissed me on the lips again. She pulled back, holding my hair
as she smiled nastily.

"He's going to rape your asshole, little
cock-girl! That nasty, filthy man is going to rape you in the ass!
Any real woman would be humiliated by that but not you, you slut
animal! You're going to love it! Aren’t you!? A nice, big cock
stuffed up inside your ass will probably make you come like a
whore!"

She cupped one of my breasts, then pinched my
nipple between her thumb and forefinger. I whimpered, but not much.
I was feverish with heat and excitement, literally trembling now as
the two of them toyed with both my body and my mind. I was really
feeling like a prisoner, like a sex slave, and my pussy was flaming
hot!

I felt Mr. Edmund's finger wiggling higher
into my rectum, pressing this way and that, then pulling back.

I gasped as Cathy twisted my hair back
painfully.

“Tell me you’re my bitch animal, slut,” she
ordered.

I gasped in pain. “I-I’m your bitch animal,
Mistress Cathy!” I gasped breathlessly.

She twisted and pinched my nipple
cruelly.

“Beg to lick my pussy, whore!”

“Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress
Cathy?!” I moaned.

I felt Mr. Edmund's finger at my rectum
again, this time coated in some kind of slippery gunk. He pushed it
up into my ass and pumped it in and out, then added a second
finger.

Cathy continued to pump her fingers in my
pussy as she licked and sucked at my throat and lips, twisting my
limp head this way and that, pulling it by the hair as she chewed
on one side of my throat or another. I was on the edge of orgasm
now, a massive one, but the little shocks of pain, either from
pinching my nipples, or pulling my hair, or whatever, kept driving
it back even while building the pressure higher.

"Okay, here it comes," Mr. Edmund said.

"Are you ready for it, cock-girl?" Cathy
smiled. "He's going to shove his dirty cock right up your whore
ass!"

I felt his cock against my wrinkled anal
opening then, felt the pressure mounting. It eased off, then
increased, then eased off, then grew more powerful, slowly
smoothing out all the wrinkles on my little asshole as it forced
its way into my body.

It didn't hurt much, partly because I was
really limp and dazed, and partly due to the lubricant.

I was kind of... well, far happier having him
fuck me in the ass than whipping me with his belt, or maybe
something worse. I grunted and moaned as I felt his thick cock
sliding deeper and deeper, but with Cathy’s fingers in my pussy I
was writhing and twisting in pleasure at the same time.

 


His cock pushed deep, and I grunted just a
little as it bloated out my anal tube and pushed up into my belly.
His hands were on my hips, but they slid up and cupped my breast
then, squeezing them hard.

"What a tight little asshole," he
grunted.

"You'll ream it out, Ralph," Cathy
chuckled.

His cock thrust deeper, then pulled back a
little. He waited a few seconds, then thrust forward once again,
and I was surprised, even in the midst of my pain, at how deep his
cock pushed into my belly.

I groaned again, and Cathy laughed in
pleasure.

"What's the matter, little cock-girl? Don't
you like it? Hmmm? Don't you like that big ol man-cock up your
ass?"

She stroked her fingers back and forth along
my slit, rasping them hard over my clit as she bent and sucked my
right nipple.

The cock lurched back, then thrust up even
deeper, and I felt Mr. Edmund's balls pressed up against my aching
buttocks, then his hips and belly mashing my flesh.

"Ahhh," he groaned. "You got it all, bitch.
You got my whole prick up your ass!"

"Fuck her, Ralph," Cathy sighed. "Fuck her so
hard she won't be able to sit down! Ream the filthy little slut
animal out!"

 


 


 



Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


I felt incredibly – full. It was different
than when his cock was filling my pussy. Back there it was like it
was in my gut, not in my...I don't know. It's hard to describe, but
I felt all bloated inside.

He started grinding his hips against my
aching, overheated buttocks, and that distracted me a lot from the
feel of the big cock up my ass. Cathy resumed sucking and chewing
on my throat again, and kept pulling at my hair to jerk my head
this way and that.

She was also fingering my pussy hard and
fast. As Mr. Edmund slid his stiff cock backwards down my anal
tunnel Cathy forced two fingers up into my pussy hole again and
began fucking me with them. She brought her thumb down against my
clit and ground it hard and tight, making me gasp and whimper in
both pain and pleasure.

My body was so confused by all the high
powered sensations pouring through my nervous system that it didn't
know how to react, or what to do. My mind was too dazed to give any
real direction either.

But my nipples felt so incredibly puffy and
swollen and hard now, so hot and hard and tense and sensitive as
Cathy continued to suck and bite and pull and pinch at them, that I
almost wanted to scream.

Mr. Edmund was fucking my ass with short,
jerky little movements, his cock rooting around in my guts as his
hands moved up and down my ribs, fighting Cathy to squeeze and mash
my breasts.

My ass loosened up, or gave up I guess, and
he was soon fucking up into me with long steady strokes. The
movement of his cock inside me was a strange and rather pleasant
sensation now, though maybe some of that was really coming from
Cathy's fingers in my slit. I don't know. Like I said I was plenty
confused.

My scattered wits began to gather together a
little, enough for me to feel amazed again at what was going on,
for me to realize what a cheap whore I was, and to focus more
attention on his hard cock as it pumped in my anus.

I was being fucked in the ass! That was
really odd. My whole body seemed to ache, including my arms which
were straining upward and taking a lot of my weight off my toes,
but I was focussing on my insides, on my guts where his cock was
moving.

It was like being fucked - and not like it.
Since my clit was being stroked so hard it was hard to tell the
really big difference.

Mr. Edmund gripped my hair and jerked my head
around hard, making me cry out as my scalp ached. He crushed his
lips against mine while Cathy chewed and sucked at my exposed
throat. Then Cathy jerked my head around by the hair and she mashed
her lips against mine while Mr. Edmund bit down hard on the nape of
my neck.

Mr. Edmund seized my hair then, jerking my
face around towards him to stab his tongue into my mouth.

"Let me see. Let me see!' Cathy said, moving
around behind me.

She kept her hand in my pussy, fingering and
pumping and rubbing me there as she bent over and watched Mr.
Edmund's big cock sliding up into my round ass opening.

"Harder, Ralph. Fuck the whore harder! Really
pound it up her ass! I want to see her bleed!"

"Patience, Cathy," Mr. Edmund said.

He was sliding the whole long length of his
manhood up and down in my rectum by then, doing it pretty quickly
too. His belly was slapping against my sore buttocks, grinding my
hips against the bar. He was fucking plenty fast as far as I could
tell.

Then his hands seized my slender thighs and
jerked my legs apart, dropping all my weight on my wrists. I
groaned in pain, panting and puffing and moaning as he opened me up
and thrust his cock even deeper.

"Yeah! Fuck her! Fuck her ass!" Cathy cried
in delight.

Mr. Edmund sent his big prick spearing up
into my buttery little round ass again and again, humping hard,
making my body bounce in the cuffs as his hard hips smashed into my
sore behind.

His cock was a jackhammer as it tore up and
down in my rectum, and I moaned in pain, and also pleasure as my
belly was churned and shaken by the hard, driving thrusts.

Cathy continued to finger my pussy, her thumb
grinding down on my clit as her fingers thrust up and down in my
tube. I was getting hotter and hotter, or my body was. I don't
know. It was all a big confused blur, and half the time I didn't
know what was going on.

I got dizzy, light headed, and I trembled and
shook as a tremor swept my body. I bounced and jerked violently in
the cuffs as Mr. Edmund raped my ass and hammered his hips into my
butt.

Then I came. It just happened, out of the
blue. One moment I was groaning in pain, the next a whip crack of
explosive sexual pleasure screamed through my mind. I arched my
back again and again, gurgling insanely as the pleasure blasted my
mind to shattered pieces and tumbled them away.

Every nerve ending in my body burned and
screamed as I spasmed and shook and thrashed in animalistic
response. It went on and on as I shook and trembled like a leaf in
a windstorm, tossed and turned and spun about, my mind empty of
anything but the wild dark heat and pleasure exploding within
me.

Then it was over. I hung there groaning, head
down, only moving under the impact of Mr. Edmund's hips. He groaned
too and slowed, then buried his cock in me and held it there as he
slowly released my thighs and let my feet drop together.

His cock softened rapidly and he pulled it
out of my asshole. My bruised, numbed little rosebud didn't close
right away. I could feel the air against it as it remained
open.

"Now it's my turn, cock-girl," Cathy
smiled.

Come was drooling slowly out of my ass and
down my thigh as the bar was swung back and my feet were able to
find firmer purchase on the floor. They reached up and pulled the
cuffs free of the chains, then let me down onto my knees.

I wanted to cup my wounded bottom but they
immediately pulled my wrists together and cuffed them behind my
back.

Cathy then flung me forward onto my belly on
the floor. She turned and walked over to a chair and turned.

"Cone here, cock-girl," she said, beckoning
imperiously. "Crawl here on your belly."

I didn't want to. I was still exhausted and
weakened by both the punishment and the orgasm but I was afraid of
what she would do if I disobeyed, so I tried to crawl there.

It was hard with my hands cuffed behind me. I
had to kind of wriggle like a snake, kicking out with my legs. At
first I tried it on my side, but Mr. Edmund put his foot against my
ass and pushed to turn me onto my belly.

It was harder on my belly, and it hurt my
breasts. They were crushed under my weight against the cold floor,
and I had to grind them along the floor as I moved, shifting my
weight from one side to the other as I kind of rocked
awkwardly.

"Move faster, slut child. We don't have all
day," she snapped.

I was moving as fast as I could, puffing and
panting as I rocked and crawled forward until I was in front of
her.

She extended a foot, wearing a spike heeled
shoe. She nudged my face with her foot, brushing the toe against my
mouth.

"Lick my shoe, cock-girl," she sneered.

I didn't want to, but I knew I had no choice.
I pushed my tongue out and licked at her foot, my pink tongue
sliding along the gleaming black leather. She pressed the bottom
against my mouth and I had to lick that too, which was intensely
degrading, and thus for some weird reason, made my pussy thrum and
tingle and burn.

She sat back on a chair and removed her
shoes, then shoved her bare toes against my mouth.

"Lick them, little cock-girl, little whore,
cheap little fuck-toy."

"She's a bitch in heat, a fuck-dog," Mr.
Edmund said.

"Yes, little fuck-dog," Cathy sneered. "Lick
my toes little fuck-dog."

I wasn’t dumb. I knew nobody talked like
that, at least, nobody talked that crude who were as clearly
educated as these two. But even knowing they were doing it
purposefully still made me burn with a rising sense of dark,
masochistic heat.

My tongue slid over her toes and in between,
and I had to take her big toes into my mouth and suck on them like
they were cocks. Finally she gripped my hair and dragged me up to
my knees, then spread her legs and pulled my mouth in against her
naked pussy slit.

"Lick me, cock-girl," she sneered, twisting
my red hair painfully.

I licked immediately, very obedient by then.
My tongue slid up and down her pussy crack, then drove in between.
She reached down and peeled her pussy lips open and made me lick
over the pink flesh inside. I pushed my tongue up into her hole,
mashing my mouth against her sex as she sighed in pleasure.

Then I licked and lapped and sucked at her
clit as she gave me instructions in what she wanted. She tugged on
my hair and slapped my head whenever I was less than energetic, so
I did my best.

I heard a buzzing sound behind me, but
couldn't turn my head. Then something hard pressed against my own
pussy. It buzzed hard as it rubbed up and down against my slit, and
I couldn't help feeling a wonder of pleasure as it ground over my
clit.

Mr. Edmund was behind me, his hand jerking my
ass higher as he rubbed what had to be a vibrator along my tight,
narrow, oozing sex. I felt it pressing in between my lips then,
driving into my body. It was hard, like plastic, and thick, like a
cock, and round too, but it buzzed like crazy, making my clit buzz
too, making it shake and vibrate.

It was making my pussy and clit shake and
thrum like a tuning fork. I couldn't help squeezing down repeatedly
with my pussy muscles, and grinding myself back towards it. It felt
so good!

He pulled the vibrator out of my pussy tunnel
and sawed it along my slit as I licked at Cathy's sex. Then I felt
it pressed against the mouth of my sex again. No, it was something
else. The rounded nose of the vibrator was pressed against my clit
while something else was pushing inside me.

This felt like a cock, only...different, not
quite right, not...w arm enough... or soft enough... It was big,
though, and I groaned against Cathy's moist pussy as it forced my
pussy lips wider and wider. It pushed into me inch by inch as Cathy
slapped my head and demanded I lick harder.

I got my lips around her clit and sucked,
then blew, then sucked again as she groaned and drew her legs up,
putting her spiked heels on my shoulders.

"Suck my pussy, filthy little cock-girl," she
sighed. "Suck my pussy good, fuck animal!"

My neck ached from supporting my head, and I
wished I had my hands free to support myself. I had to mash my face
into her pink pussy flesh, and my scalp felt all tingly and sore
from repeated hair pullings.

But I was becoming more and more distracted
by the big cock thing Mr. Edmund was pushing into my pussy. It was
much wider than Mr. Edmund's cock, which was the only other thing,
besides fingers, that I'd ever had up inside me, and it was
straining out my pussy incredibly hard.

He'd only fucked me a couple of times, so my
pussy was still really tight, and whatever he was pushing into me
was stretching the skin of that silky sex sleeve so taut I feared
it would rip.

I gasped and groaned and tried several times
to turn and see what it was, but Cathy held me by the hair and made
me keep licking her slit. She was grinding her ass into the chair
now, humping her snatch up against my licking tongue as she groaned
in pleasure.

The thing inside me had forced my pussy
opening really taut, so my clit stood out like a bump on a log, and
he was mashing the vibrator against it, rolling it back and forth
and from side to side, crushing it up against the other thing he
was using, the thing in my pussy tunnel.

My whole lower belly was awash with sparkly
sensations of sexual heat as the round, what I now guessed was a
dildo, pushed deeper inside me. Mr. Edmund was twisting it from
side to side, making the nose of the thing jam against the back
wall of my sex as it tried to tear through the walls of my
pussy.

He kept rubbing and sawing the vibrator back
and forth against my clit as he ground and jammed the dildo deeper,
and I could feel the heat building up between my legs as my clit
purred in response. I was unconsciously grinding my ass back
against him, and even when I realized this I didn't stop.

I felt the dildo thrust deeper, going way up
into my belly, sliding on a slick coating of pussy juices. My pussy
gulped it in, squeezing and sucking on it, sending hot little
shivers through my body. He pulled it back, then thrust in again,
then twisted it around.

I groaned, and pulled my head back, and Cathy
jerked it back down, mashing my face into her pussy.

"Suck meee!" she gasped. "Suck me! Suck
mee!"

I licked as hard as I could at her clit,
moaning against her hot flesh as the thick dildo somehow managed to
grind even deeper, filling me, bloating out my belly. I felt Mr.
Edmund's fingers against my pussy lips and the heat sent an
electrical jolt through my flesh.

He pulled the dildo back, then pushed it
forward again, fighting the tight squeezing action of my pussy
sleeve. He was a strong man, though, and managed to force the thing
in and out. The tight pressure of my pussy sleeve made the
sensations incredible, though, as the dildo rasped back and forth
through the slick folds of my moist, hot pussy tunnel.

I felt his knuckles mashing into my mound
each time he thrust the thing into me. It hurt, but it felt so good
too. He was really working at my pussy, grinding the vibrator over
my clit, forcing the dildo in and out, twisting it around inside
me.

My juices had turned my sex into a slushy
swamp, and I could feel them trickling down my thighs as he pumped
the dildo back and forth. In between Cathy's groans of pleasure I
could hear the soft, wet, spurting sound each time he thrust the
thing into me.

Cathy bucked up hard, crushing my head
between her thighs as she cried out in pleasure. She ground her
pussy up against my mouth and tongue, gasping and grunting and
whining in heat as the orgasm rolled through her body.

I couldn't breath, with my mouth crushed into
her sex, but didn't care because of the sexual turmoil taking
possession of my own body.

Edmund was thrusting the big dildo into me
very freely now. My pussy was still super tight around it, but he
was pounding it hard, the nose punching into my cervix so hard I
felt like I was being punched in the guts on each hard, deep
thrust.

My clit was swollen and burning, and so raw
and sensitive it was almost painful. I was humping and grinding my
ass back wildly, my mind spinning as the sexual electricity
crackled along my nerve endings.

A tremor wracked my body, then a searing
fireburst of pleasure slashed across my mind. I cried out, the
sound muffled by Cathy's pussy. I humped up and back again and
again, sobbing dazedly and crying out as my mind was torn by a
firestorm of sexual gratification.

My entire body was ripped by stunning bolts
of pleasure that surged and rolled in time to the pounding beat of
my heart and the violent thrusting of Mr. Edmund's dildo into my
cervix.

My vision swam, fading in and out as my body
jerked and thrashed, the muscles spasming mindlessly,
uncontrollably. The pressure built up higher and higher in my skull
until it exploded. I tried to scream as a sudden, prolonged blast
of intense plesure raged through my body. My mouth opened and
closed like a fish as the power overloaded my mind, then I blacked
out.

* * * * *

I was surprised to find my body not damaged
afterwards. I mean, my ass was sore for days, and my back was a
little sore too, but there were no cuts or anything, no scars. I
had to make sure nobody saw my back for a while because there were
red welts across it... not bad ones but visible, but the pain
wasn't bad.

My mind was caught by indecision. I had a
clear memory of the pain of my strapping, but the memory of that...
that fantastic orgasm was even more vivid. I could still feel my
whole body quaking like a live wire was inside, and I trembled at
the memory.

What was odd was that I didn't feel shame or
guilt at what I'd done. Maybe it was because Mr. Edmund was the
principal, or maybe because I figured I'd already been punished for
it, but my spirit was free and light as I sashayed around over the
next week, and I was incredibly aware of my own sexuality.

All the time.

I was constantly aware of the looks men and
boys game me now, and even women, constantly wondering what it
would be like to have sex with so and so, or such and such, aware
of how they saw me, of how they wanted me, of how much my body, my
flesh was desired by those around me.

My nipples seemed to be hard all the time,
and my pussy in a state of low simmering heat. I wanted to jump
someone, to grab a guy by the crotch and tell him to fuck me. I
masturbated all the time, four or five times a day, but it only
seemed to make the sexual fever grow.

That was why even though I knew there'd be
pain, that he'd treat me like a whore... like a cheap slut... I
agreed to spend a weekend with Mr. Edmund, to tell my parents I was
going on some kind of field trip for the school.

I was tense, my chest tight at the thought of
what might happen, but I couldn't bring myself to say now when he
told me to. I knew he'd treat me bad, but I had to feel that
sizzling heat in my belly again.

In fact, being treated like
a...sexual...animal, like a bitch in heat, was part of what turned
me on, part of what made me so hot when he had me in his
control.

It made me feel so free. I had no control
over anything at all, so no guilt. Also, well, if I was a slut, a
whore, a cheap bitch in heat, then I could act like one, right. I
didn't have to restrain myself, to repress my urges or
pleasures.

He didn't say anything as he picked me up,
but he never did. It was like I didn't exist until I got to his
house and the garage door was safely closed.

He ordered me to strip naked right beside the
car, then produced the four studded leather restraints, which he
locked around my wrists and ankles, and the leather collar.

"Have you been a bad girl this past week,
Miller?" he asked, stroking the underside of my left breast.

"Yes, sir," I moaned, my pussy already
burning.

"Have you been finger-fucking yourself, been
diddling that hot, sluttish little cunt hole of yours?"

"Yes, sir," I whined.

His hand slid down my belly and between my
thighs, cupping and squeezing my mound. He forced a finger up into
my pussy, then a second, thrusting up hard to make me stand on my
toes.

"You know what you are, Miller," he sneered.
"You're a piece of fuck meat, and that's the way you need to be
treated."

He turned me around and bent me over the
bench, then opened a drawer. He took out a long, thick vibrator and
turned it on. It buzzed as he rubbed it over my ear and cheek, then
over my breasts. He slid it down my belly and in between my legs,
rubbing it against my slit.

Then he forced it through and up into my
pussy sleeve. I groaned and spread my legs as it pushed deeper. He
jammed it in to the base, then put the palm of his hand on the base
and pressed up hard, forcing it all the way inside me.

He laughed as I groaned, then picked up a
second vibrator. He pushed it against my mouth and forced it
inside, then made me suck and lick at it. When it was soaked with
my spit he pulled it out and pressed it against my anus.

I didn't resist. I panted and groaned with
heat as he forced it into me, trembling a little as my anus was
forced wide and the thing passed through and into my rectum. Like
the first one he forced this up deep, until he could press his palm
flat against my anal opening.

I felt my rectum gulping it in a bit more,
felt my guts drawing it up into my belly as my anus closed.

"A hot, hungry little ass," he commented,
rubbing his hand over the closed opening.

Then he reached into the drawer and took out
a hard, thick leather belt. The belt was T-shaped, though, and
after he'd buckled it tightly around my waist, the lower part
dangled down behind me. He pulled it between my thighs and up in
front of me, then gave it a hard yank.

I gasped in pain as it crushed up against my
pussy lips really hard, forcing the vibrator up harder against my
cervix. He buckled it to the part around my waist and then pulled
my wrists behind my back and locked the restraints there.

"All right, you filthy little animal whore,
let's go," he said, gripping my arm and pulling me along beside
him.

The vibrators buzzed away inside me, making
my guts boil with lust, and making my ass jerk and wriggle as I
walked. My pussy and rectum kept clamping and squeezing down on the
two hard sex toys, and surging waves of pleasure rolled up and down
my body.

He stripped inside the living room, while I
knelt in front of his chair, grinding my ass against my heels as my
body threatened to explode with pleasure.

He pulled out his hard erection and gripped
my hair, forcing me up on my knees, then pushed it into my mouth. I
swallowed his cock excitedly, sucking and licking excitedly as I
squeezed my thighs together repeatedly.

"Hey, Ralph."

"Having fun, Ralph?"

The sounds of two male voices shocked me, and
I tried to twist away, but Mr. Edmund kept his grip tight on my
hair.

"You're early," he called out.

"We were eager to see your latest slut."

I couldn't see them because they were behind
me, but it sounded like two grown men. I blushed hotly as they
moved up alongside us, looking down at me from either side.

"She any good?" one asked.

"Watch," Edmund said.

He fucked my face slowly, holding my hair
tight so I couldn't pull away.

"Nice tits on her," one of the men said.

"Incredibly soft too," Mr. Edmund said.

He fucked down hard and his cock went down my
throat. The shaft slid quickly between my wide lips until I was
pressed up against his pubic bone.

"Oh ho! She swallows the snake live," one of
the men laughed.

"This one's a winner, Ralph."

Edmund slid his cock up and down my throat,
fucking me with slow but strong pumping motions. One of the men
squatted next to me and cupped my breast, squeezing and kneading
the tender flesh as he watched excitedly.

"Why don't we get this belt thing off her,"
the other guy said. "I'd like a shot at her snatch."

"She's got a vibrator up her pussy and
another one up her ass," Mr. Edmund said. "Just warming her up for
you, boys."

The man squatted next to me slid his hand up
and down along the belt between my legs as he watched Edmund face
fuck me.

"She looks ready to me," he said.

"She's always ready. I want her supercharged.
I want her hot enough to fuck a doorknob."

"I don't care how hot the girl is that little
ass is giving me a boner," the man standing said.

I realized my ass was still grinding away
instinctively, but didn't stop. I knew they were going to fuck me,
the three of them. I wondered if three qualified as a gang bang.
I'd heard about gang bangs and the idea, especially lately, sounded
really wanton and wicked and exciting.

My blood was starting to boil as the two men
watched me being face fucked. I felt incredibly hot and sexy and
erotic despite my embarrassment and anxiety. Having men watching me
while I did something so dirty was wildly exciting, and knowing
they were going to do me too, whether I liked it or not, was even
more darkly arousing.

Mr. Edmund pulled his cock out of my throat,
and I realized I hadn't even cared or been uncomfortable with it in
there. He rubbed it all over my face as I gulped down deep breaths
of air, then pushed it back into my mouth and down my throat.

He fucked my throat again for a minute before
pulling back and coming in my mouth. I drank most of it down, but
purposely let some dribble over my lips like I'd seen a woman in a
porno movie do once.

"My turn," the guy standing said.

Edmund pulled his cock out of my mouth and
the other guy moved in, gripping my hair and pulling his cock free
of his pants. It was hard and thick, but shorter than Edmund's. He
pushed it against my lips and I opened up and started sucking.

The doorbell rang, and I heard more voices. I
felt a hot, dark thrill of shocked excitement and embarrassment,
and as two more guys came into the room and exclaimed at the sight
of me, I came, gurgling and groaning around the cock in my mouth,
humping and jerking my ass back and forth, straining and pulling
against the restraints binding my wrists.

The other men gathered around, looking down
at me, talking with Mr. Edmund about me.

"The slut's coming," Mr. Edmund said.

"She's got a pair of vibrators up inside
her," the guy I'd just finished said.

"Yeah? Cool."

"I wanna fuck this slut."

"Nice hair."

"How tight is she?"

"Good firm tits. How they feel to you,
Mark?"

"Great," the guy beside me said.

"I wanna stuff my log up her tight little
bitch ass."

"Who wouldn't."

"What's her name?"

"Who cares?"

Come filled my mouth and I swallowed it down
as the guy groaned and tore at my hair. Then Mark got up and stood
before me and pushed his cock into my mouth. The door rang again
and two more men arrived. They joined the other four as they
watched me sucking Mark off.

I was going to be gang banged! I was really
going to be gang banged! I was electrified as they stared down at
me, my mind reeling from the enormity of it. I was horribly
embarrassed, too, but in a strange, weird way, it didn’t matter. I
was a prisoner. I was all tied up. I was helpless! And so, none of
it was my fault.

Mark filled my mouth, then Sean, then a guy
whose name I didn't know, then another guy, then another, then the
final guy, a black guy, with a long narrow cock that went down my
throat almost to my stomach.

By the time he came inside me, my seventh
load of jism, my mouth was aching, my jaw sore, and even my tongue
felt swollen. My pussy was burning like fire again too, with the
two vibrators continuing to purr and buzz inside my belly.

Mr. Edmund pulled me to my feet and one of
the men undid the cuffs, freeing my wrists. Mr. Edmund pulled me
over against the wall then. He reached down and undid the belt
around my waist, then pulled it free of me.

I flushed red, for my pussy was now bare to
the eyes of six strange men, all of whom were looking at me like
horny wild animals.

They were all in their thirties. I hadn't had
a chance to look at them before since my face was always pressed
against one of their bellies, but they were all decent looking
enough. They all looked fit and athletic as they sat on the sofa
and a couple of chairs facing me and the wall.

"What you're going to do little slut," Mr.
Edmund said. "Is entertain us."

"Wha...what?" I croaked, my throat aching
from the multiple fuckings.

"Dance for us, play with yourself, use those
vibrators. Show us what a hot, slutty little whore you are."

I stared up at him, then at the six pair of
eyes gleaming at me.

"Me?" I gulped.

"And if you don't," he smiled, looming over
me. "I'll hang you by the wrists while we figure out how to
entertain ourselves."

 


 


 



Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I looked out at them all nervously. Seven
men, all dressed, all sitting there staring at me as I stood there
against the wall a vibrator up my puss and another up my
rectum.

I was trembling hotly, not sure what to do,
not knowing how to obey Mr. Edmund's order. The idea of dancing for
them was terribly embarrassing.

Funny, huh? I mean, they'd all watched while
I knelt and sucked cock after cock, yet I was embarrassed about the
thought of dancing for them.

"Move that ass, slut!" Mr. Edmund called.

"Yeah! Shake it, baby!"

"Show us what you got, red!"

"Shake that ass, honey!"

The music blasted out of the stereo as they
shouted at me. I stayed frozen, but then Mr. Edmund started forward
and I started to kind of... wiggle my hips from side to side. He
stopped, and I nervously continued swaying to the music.

As I moved much of the inhibition melted away
and I started to move my hips more. I raised my arms above my head,
snapping my fingers as I turned from side to side, swinging my
torso.

I was getting hotter and hotter under the
penetrating lust of the seven men watching me, and feeling a
growing sexual power, the exhibitionist in me getting turned on by
their response to my naked flesh.

I could feel, though, the pressure of the
base of the buzzing vibrator in my puss trying to push its way
through and out. I had to clench my pussy tightly to keep it from
sliding out. It was tight and snug inside me, but I was so moist
inside that as I swung my hips with more snap and shake the thing
was starting to slide down.

On the other hand, as I felt my pussy lips
forced open and the big vibrator peeked out I felt even more
excitement and lust, for it was now making my clit buzz more
strongly.

I slid my hands up and down my body, grinding
my hips at them, swaying and twisting and undulating nakedly as the
seven of them looked on and called out an occasional obscene
remark.

I turned, spreading my legs, and kind of
rolled my hips at them, bending forward to push it out. I was
gasping and panting for breath, my body being consumed by a sexual
fever as I danced.

I bent way over and pushed out with my
muscles, both on the vibrator in my pussy and the one in my ass.
The man yelled in excitement and delight. I straightened and
twirled over to where one of the men was, then bent over and pushed
again.

About three or four inches of vibrator pushed
out of my pussy at him. He grabbed it and started fucking it into
me as the others watched and moaned as he jammed it in deep, then
pressed his thumb against the base to jam it in completely.

I danced away, bouncing lightly on my feet as
I moved to the music. I turned around again and again, then
presented my ass to one of the men. He slapped it and I yelped and
leapt away as the men laughed.

I bent forward against the wall and pushed
out again, and the vibrator slowly began to appear. I bent over
more, pushing out against the one in my ass as I grabbed the one
coming out of my puss and pumped it in and out.

I was about ready to come, my mind swirling
with sexual fog as my insides churned and boiled and bubbled
wildly. I slid down onto my knees, shoving my ass out at them as
the two vibrators stuck out more and more. My finger found my clit
and I pushed it up harder against the vibrator as I started to lose
it.

Then someone grabbed my ankle and yanked me
backwards. I fell on my belly with a grunt as someone grabbed the
vibrator out of my ass and tossed it away.

The men were around me again, one of them
pressing his knees down against the backs of my thighs as he
fumbled with his zipper.

"I gotta fuck this whore now!" he yelled.

"Give it to her, Jack!"

I cried out as the vibrator was rammed back
into my pussy to the hilt. Then I felt his cock against my gaping
rosebud. He shifted his knee, his hands gripping my buttocks and
prying them wide as he slowly pushed his cockhead into my
opening.

I groaned as it slid deeply into my ass. I
humped up at him, slapping my pussy down at the floor. My insides
flared and my mind overloaded and the come blasted through me.

My ass sucked and chewed and squeezed on his
throbbing cock as he thrust it in to the hilt then started to pump.
I gasped and groaned and whimpered in pleasure and bliss as he
thrust it in with hard, deep strokes, loving the pumping feeling as
the climax rolled on and on.

"Give it to her, Jack!"

"Fuck that little teenaged ass!"

"Look at the bitch whore come!"

"This is one hot slut!"

I was bouncing and thrashing wildly on the
floor, rubbing my breasts against the rug to make my nipples burn.
I was in a glorious universe where nothing existed but
pleasure.

It was a total mind blow-out, and for long,
long seconds I was nothing but a wild animal, grunting and gurgling
and gasping and moaning as my body trembled and shook and writhed
in helpless abandon.

I slowly calmed down as the orgasm spent
itself, and lay there unmoving as whatsisname...Jack, continued to
thrust his long, thick prick down into my ass.

My mind came back at last, filled with bliss
and languorous lazy calm. It didn't bother me that I was being
sodomized, that six men were standing and squatting around me
watching while I was sodomized. Nothing much bothered me at
all.

I felt really... open back there. His hands
were on my buttocks, holding them apart. My legs were wide open and
my breasts were crushed into the floor. I was just over the come
but my body was quickly reigniting. My belly was fluttery and hot
and my pussy was squeezing and sucking on the vibrator that was
purring inside it.

The guy... Jack, fucked harder and faster,
his hips smacking against my buttocks as he skewered me good. He
thrust in deeply then and groaned in pleasure as I felt his juice
spitting against the soft walls of my anal tunnel.

"Ahhh! Jessuus! Her asshole sucks better than
her fuckin' mouth!" he cried.

"That's one talented asshole!" one of the men
said.

"Yeah, well I'll see about that."

"I want a taste o' that pussy."

They started arguing about who went next as
Jack pumped his cock slowly in my ass. I could feel it softening,
then he pulled it out and climbed to his feet. Someone else...I
didn't care who and didn't look, knelt in his place.

Strong hands gripped my hips and jerked me up
onto my knees, up onto all fours, then fingers reached between my
pussy lips, feeling for the vibrator. It was pulled out and a cock
thrust into me, then he held my hips as he fucked hard and
fast.

"Give it to her, Roy!"

"Ride that slut, man!"

His hips were slapping noisily against my
buttocks, slapping against the soft, jiggling meat as he rammed his
hard prick up into my belly. My pussy and thighs were all wet as
the thick cock forced pussy juice out around it with each hard
thrust.

My guts were churning once more, and my mind
spinning as the sexual haze settled around me firmly, squeezing me
into a tight, throbbing ball of fiery lust and excitement.

My head was bouncing up and down as my body
rocked to the hard and growing force of his thrusts, and the world
seemed to rock and spin as my gash frothed and steamed with raging
heat.

The sensitivity of my pussy tunnel seemed to
be growing with each passing second, the rasping of his cockshaft
becoming unbearable as he rode me with savage gusto.

Then he grunted and spiked it deep, burying
it in my belly as cum juice spewed out and gurgled into my womb. I
kept humping back, whining in lust as he slowed then halted his
pumpings. He pulled out and another took his place.

I eagerly raised myself, waiting his
penetration. But it came at the wrong hole. He thrust into my ass
instead of my pussy. At first I felt a deep disappointment, but as
his hips began to pound into my buttocks like the last man had, the
difference seemed to fade.

I was soon pushing myself back to meet his
thrusts, and grunting like an animal as he churned and pumped my
sucking rectal tunnel.

I came again, bolts of crackling sexual
electricity moving up and down my spine and along my nervous system
as searing fire poured into my belly. My ass bit down on his fat
prick as it pounded into me and I felt his juices spurting into
me.

He pulled out and I started to sag weakly.
Another man took his place and his cock was thrust up my pussy
tunnel. I groaned anew, a glittering ball of sexual heat glowing
bright within me.

Again I was fucked hard and fast, and again
the sexual heat grew and expanded, clinging to every inch of flesh
on my body. I was nearly delirious now, the sexual heat and
physical weariness making me an unthinking, mindless sex toy for
them.

Someone knelt in front of me and a cock was
pushed against my mouth. I sucked it in gladly, licking at it as it
was pumped into my mouth. Hands squeezed and kneaded my swinging
breasts as my body rocked back and forth.

The cock in my mouth slid down my throat
without my even noticing it, and began to pump up and down in my
aching throat tube. I felt like I was being fucked by one long cock
that was sliding through me from end to end.

Then the guy fucking my pussy came, and the
guy in my throat quickly pulled out, shuffled around behind me, and
jammed his cock deep into my ass.

He fucked hard and fast, and I came again
within seconds, gasping and groaning and yelping in fiery delight,
my head thrashing from side to side as his steely fingers dug into
my flanks and yanked my hips back to meet each hard thrust.

Everything was so wonderful, so perfect. I
was in heaven as my body flared and burned in orgiastic delight.
Every time his hips pounded into my buttocks I cried out in
delight, my entire body jarred by the impact.

My blood burned, then froze, then burned
again as my body shook and trembled in orgiastic overload. My come
sank down only to rise up again, soaring higher and higher as my
body was wracked by muscle spasms. I came again, and again, and
again, grunting and whining madly as the dog's heavy furry body
ground away between my thighs.

I arched my back a final time, then my head
exploded with light and I lost consciousness.

I woke slowly, groggy and sore. I was being
half carried, half dragged between two men, still naked. They took
me into the garage, the rest of the men following, and held me in
place for a minute. I raised my weary head to look around as other
men drew my arms up and apart and fixed the leather restraints to
chains hanging from the roof.

Then cold water hit me hard and I coughed and
sputtered as I tried to turn my face away. One of the men was
standing in front of me with a hose, and the spray poured onto me,
fine needles that shattered against my flesh.

I whined and moaned as the harsh, powerful
spray bit and chewed on my sensitive breasts and nipples, and
pounded against my face. I gasped helplessly under the icy chill of
the spray as it hit my overheated body.

Then a second spray hit me, this one from
behind. I groaned, soaked and exhausted, and now chilled under the
relentless force of the twin hoses. The men kept changing the focus
of the hoses, turning them from fine sprays to narrow powerful
jets.

I cried out as a jet of water struck my right
breast, then my left, then pounded against my sore pussy opening.
The second jet hit the side of my face, then my ass. It was
bruising in its force, and no less icy then the spray.

A jet smacked into my lolling head, hitting
me in the face and throwing my head back violently. Then it turned
to my breast, and my head fell forward again, my chin hitting my
chest. Again it shot against my face, throwing my head back.

The jet turned to spray again, and the man
moved forward, his teeth gleaming as he pushed the hose closer and
closer to my face. The spray pounded against my face and I couldn't
breathe, coughing and choking as he held the nozzle inches from my
mouth.

Then he chuckled and moved it downward,
holding it a few inches from my pussy opening. He narrowed the
spray into a jet, and pushed it against my pussy. I groaned and
whined in pain, my legs kicking weakly as he jammed the nozzle
right against my quim and shot water up into my guts.

The guy behind me rushed forward and jammed
his nozzle against my anus, and water frothed up into me from that
hole too. I thrashed and jerked feebly, dazed and weak, unable to
even understand, really, what was going on.

The water finally turned off, and the men put
down their hoses. I knew a low, animal gratitude, my head sinking
to my chest again as my chest heaved. Then something hit my back
hard, not something sharp, or heavy, not a belt or a cane as had
been used on me before.

Then another man moved around in front of me.
He was holding something that looked sort of like a super wide
belt, about two feet long, attached to a handle. It was a good five
inches wide, and was made of soft leather.

He raised it and swung it down against my
belly. I cried out as it slapped against the cold, wet flesh. It
stung like a hand slap, only worse. I cried out again as I was hit
on my soaking buttocks, then the guy in front whipped the thing
down against my right breast.

I howled that time, as it stung like crazy,
turning to biting as my nipple burned with pain. The thing was soft
and wide, and had little weight behind it, but it made my skin
burn.

They picked up the pace, the things cracking
against my bottom and back and belly and breasts with a hard, fast
rhythm as I yelled and cried out, twisting and writhing and gasping
and panting dazedly.

The pain wasn't nearly as bad as the strap,
to be honest, but it was so spread out, so fast, coming again and
again and again from front and back, hard deep pin stabs, bee
stings of pain striking me all over my torso, turning my skin an
angry red.

My breasts ached the most, my nipples afire
with heat and pain as the things struck repeatedly.

The men handed the things to two others and
with hardly a pause the beating continued. The things made a loud
crack of noise as they hit, and I bounced and jerked in the chains
as I reacted to each stinging slap.

The guy in front slapped it across my face,
and I cried out, my head thrown to one side, then the guy behind
cracked his against my ass. The guy in front whipped it across my
left breast and the guy in back hit my thighs. The guy in front hit
my hip as the guy in back hit my upper back.

I was buffeted by the sharp, painful blows.
The men gave their weapons to two more who continued the beating.
Then someone came up behind me and my legs were lifted up
horizontally. Two men held my legs just above and below the knees
as two raised the slapping things up.

Then they cracked against the soles of my
feet. I yelped weakly, for it didn't really hurt much. But then
they cracked them down again and again and again and again,
whipping as hard as their arms could move.

My feet began to really sting, then to burn,
then to boil with pain as I yelled and cried out with each blow,
twisting madly against the men holding me as the slapping things
continued to beat my feet.

They raised my legs up higher then, the two
men moving closer to my torso as they forced my knees back beside
my chest, straightening my legs and pushing my ankles up next to my
head. I groaned as my back strained, and moaned anxiously as the
rest of the men licked their lips.

They moved back and one of the men moved
forward with the slapping thing, whipping it down on my now naked
pussy. The stinging pain was multiplied as I yelped and cried out
again and again, my voice cracking as my mind became
overloaded.

It smacked down again and again and again,
ten times, twenty, thirty, forty, as each of the men took a series
of hard whipping turns at my exposed sex.

They stopped and Mr. Edmund moved in. He
pushed a thick vibrator against my pussy and forced it up deep,
then fucked me with it a few times as I hung there helpless and
dazed. He buried it in my hole, then

Played a second one up and down against my
clit.

I moaned weakly, twitching and jerking, the
vibrator rousing me quickly, making my lower body thrum and burn as
I humped up against it.

stepped back, taking something from one of
the men.

Unlike the others he had a hard, strong belt
in his hands. And when it struck the remnants of my mind almost
shattered. It hurt! A lot!

My voice became hoarse as the belt cracked
against my swollen sex lips, heavy and bruising force mashing them
back against the buzzing metal vibrator.

The pain centre of my brain simply
overloaded, and suddenly there was just heat, sweltering heat, heat
that drained the life from my body. The belt lashed down on my
puffy pussy, loud cracking sounds filling the air as it struck the
exposed flesh, but no pain arose from there, only heat and the
sensation of pressure, of impact.

I groaned limply, not bucking and shaking any
more, just hanging there as the belt whipped against my pussy again
and again. I felt a buzzing in my head, felt the pressure of impact
turn to pleasure against my sex. The vibrator buzzed against my
clit, and the heat poured through my body.

I came with stunning force, not knowing why,
or even what it was. I thrashed and shook and gurgled like an
animal, caught up in the disorder of my own chaotic nervous system,
moaning and whining, humping up against the belt biting into my
sex.

I came and came and came again, hardly able
to breath as convulsions ripped through me. My mind was in a
stupor, not knowing what was going on. I saw through bleary eyes as
a cock was fitted against my swollen, red pussy opening, then
thrust inside, but I didn't identify what it was or what was
happening.

Cock after cock was pushed into my beaten
pussy, as orgasms paraded across my blasted mind in a seemingly
endless series of gut shaking firestorms of pleasure.

I lost consciousness again, and this time it
was for good.
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I woke to find myself upside down. I was
confused by this, to say the least. I was upside down and hanging
from my ankles, which were pulled apart. My hands were bound behind
my back, and I was alone. It was hard to think like that, so I
didn't do much of it.

Men came and fucked me, in my pussy or down
my ass, and sometimes they hit me with things. At one point I was
taken down and put on all fours again and they dog fucked me one at
a time, calling me their 'fuck animal' and 'she bitch' and 'fuck
dog'.

The orgasms I had drained my strength, and I
wasn't given anything much in the way of food to replenish it. I
have no idea how many times I was fucked, in every hole, in every
position, sometimes two or three at a time.

I have only vague memories of crawling around
a room full of men, licking feet and sucking cocks, being fucked
and sodomized and spanked and slapped around. I remember a lot of
hands pulling on my hair, jerking my head to and fro.

The day was lightening out and birds were
calling to each other when I woke to a more or less capable
thinking process. I woke to an incredible soreness, an aching in
all my limbs. My flesh felt - raw, peeled. As if the outer layer of
skin had been ripped off.

I tried to move, but wasn't able to, not
really. My wrists were still in the leather restraints, and were
bound together above my head to the headboard of the bed I lay in.
I lay there as the room lightened and looked wearily down at my
body.

It was a real surprise to see almost no sign
of the trauma I'd undergone the other day...or was it the day
before, or was it both?

There was some reddened skin at my groin, and
on my breasts, but that was due more to the long gang banging I'd
undergone over the past couple of days then to any actual
beating.

My pussy mound was very, very tender and
sore, but nothing else really hurt, I mean hurt as in real actual
pain. Perhaps my definition of what constituted pain had changed
over the previous week or more, but though I stung and ached in
many places, and my pussy was sore, there wasn't any really heavy
pain.

God I was a slut! Of course I'd been punished
for that. That was probably why they had taken me into the garage
and beaten me, why Mr. Edmund had whipped my pussy, my hungry,
slutty pussy. He should have beaten it raw, for I deserved it.

I lay there for an hour or two, dropping in
and out of sleep, until a man I slightly recognized came stumbling
in and dropped on top of me. I didn't even know his name, but he
didn't pause to make introductions.

He wore only boxer shorts, and tugged those
down as he brought out a semi-flaccid cock. He pressed it against
my pussy hole and I winced and moaned as my puss burned.

He rubbed his cock up and down my barren,
naked crack, and it got harder and harder as the heat began to
flood upwards into my belly. He forced my swollen pussy lips apart,
ignoring my whimpers of pain, and buried his cock inside me.

He dropped forward on my body, grinding his
hips into my thighs as he fondled and groped my breasts and kissed
and licked and sucked and chewed on my throat. His cock pumped
steadily in and out of my sore pussy hole with ragged, relaxed
motions.

My skin was ultra sensitive, and everywhere
he touched burned, but the burning turned to something else between
my legs as his cock stroked across my sore sex lips.

My nipples became hard, and even more
sensitive, and every time his hairy chest ground across them, or
his hand squeezed down hard, my chest filled with fire.

My knees drew up and back, jerking in time to
his thrusts as I felt my insides heave and boil with sexual desire.
My mind was clearer than it had been yesterday, but the sex heat
had just as strong a hold, and I mewled with pleasure as the guy
fucked down into me.

I was on the verge of coming, when he poured
his load inside me and pushed himself away. He had only fucked me
for about two minutes, and left with the same unconcern towards me
as he'd arrived with.

My body was left shaken and sweating and
panting for more, though, and I squeezed my thighs together as I
tried to bring myself off.

Another man appeared and I spread my legs
willingly. He grunted something that sounded like "how ya doin'
slut?" then dropped atop me and shoved his cock up my pussy.

Like the other man he fucked me lazily, but
this time I was so keyed up already that I came in less than a
minute, groaning with delight as my pussy squeezed down on his
pumping meat.

For the next half hour or so various men came
into the room and fucked me, usually in the same lazy, casual
fashion as the first two, then I was left alone for a while.

Mr. Edmund came in finally. He unlocked my
wrist cuffs then pulled me roughly out of the bed and onto the
floor. He made me kneel there, then put a leash on my collar and
ordered me to crawl.

I crawled out the door alongside him then
down the hall to the bathroom. He led me inside and ordered me to
crawl into the tub and kneel there on all fours. I obeyed, and he
turned on the water and lifted up a shower hose, spraying my body
with hot, but not too hot water.

He soaked my hair and body, then set down the
hose and picked up a soap and sponge. Then, as I knelt there like a
dog, he proceeded to scrub my body, ignoring my gasps and whines as
he stroked the sponge heavily against my pussy and bottom and
breasts.

He soaped me up all over, pouring shampoo on
my hair and lathering it up really good. He rubbed some of that
lather over my face, forcing me to keep my eyes tightly closed.

He used his bare hands then to continue
rubbing me all over, squeezing and kneading my dangling breasts
like they were udders, milking and mashing them between his rough
fingers. His fingers slid up between my pussy lips, sliding inside
me on a thick layer of soap.

He pumped his soapy fingers in me, stroking
them against my clitty, and against all sides of my pussy sleeve.
He pulled them out and prodded at my anus, slowly working his
fingers up into there too, and pumping them in and out.

I was coated in soap from head to toe and
inside and out, and as his fingers stroked against my bare pussy,
sliding against the slippery wet, soapy flesh, and his other
fingers pumped up and down in my ass, I started to feel all hot and
shaky inside.

My juices started flowing and my pussy
started burning. My ass ground back against him as I started to
whine in heated pleasure.

The orgasm ripped through me and I cried out,
humping back violently as the pleasure poured over my mind. I
grunted and gurgled, blindly driving my sex back against his
stroking fingers.

He just ignored me, or pretended to,
continuing to stroke and rub and pump me until I had calmed. Then
he pulled his fingers away and shoved something, another hose of
some sort, into my pussy, sending hot water sluicing up my fuck
tunnel.

He pumped it in my pussy, then pulled it out
and sprayed it and pushed it into my ass. He pumped it in there
too, water pouring out around it as more water gushed down into my
bowels.

My guts felt swollen and full, but he kept
the hose in there, slapping my bottom to make me raise it. He
pushed down on the back of my head, forcing my shoulders down
against the bottom of the tub as he slowly pulled the hose free of
my ass.

He poured water over my body and hair, using
the shower hose to rinse off all the soap, then shut everything off
and had me climb out of bed.

I sat on the toilet and what felt like a
gallon of water poured out of my gut.

Mr. Edmund dried me and brushed my hair, even
using a blow dryer to get it to fluff out nice and thick. Then he
led me, on my feet this time, back down the hall.

The men were gone. There was just me and
him.

"Have you enjoyed your weekend, slut?"

"Yes, sir," I said softly.

"You've loved getting that whorish body of
yours well used, haven't you?"

"Yes, sir," I said.

"We'll have to have more of these little
get-togethers," he smiled. "It's an absolute waste of fine girl
flesh for you to walk around and not be ridden good and hard and
often."

He squeezed my breasts and I winced a
bit.

"You should be bred," he mused. "Not only are
you truly beautiful, and full-bodied, but you're the essence of the
true whore. We men need more little slut animals like you
around."

He sat down on the sofa and crossed his
legs.

"Dance for me, Miller," he sighed, putting
his hands behind his head. "Dance your sluttish dance one more
time."

He reached over and turned on the radio, and
I began to dance, grinding my hips, sliding my hands up and down my
body, humping and undulating my body as he watched.

After a few minutes he unzipped his pants and
turned off the radio. He motioned to me, and I padded over to him,
dropped to my knees, and slipped my lips over his cock. It seemed
utterly natural to do so.

I bobbed my lips up and down on his boner,
sucking and licking in a way that had become almost instinctive.
Mr. Edmund sat back, his hands on stroking my head.

Suddenly he reached out for the remote
control and turned on the TV.

"All right, tramp, turn around and get into
position," he said.

I slid my lips off his cock and turned
around, placing myself on all fours as he dropped behind me. The TV
was straight in front of me, and on it I could see myself, on all
fours. I could see one of the men mounting me, his cock thrusting
into my glistening pussy as I grunted and whined in heated
pleasure.

I stared at it as Mr. Edmund mounted me, as
his cock thrust into my pussy and began to pump. On the screen I
grunted and moaned as the man fucked me, and in real life, Mr.
Edmund's big prong pounded away at my cervix, making me groan and
whine anew.

Soon we were both coming, me and my TV image,
both of us whining and moaning and begging for more as we were
ridden hard and deep. Which was real and which wasn't? I didn't
know or care. I was what I was, a cheap slut, a whore who needed
fucking.

Mr. Edmund's was a good principal. He'd shown
me what my life was about, why I was here, what my task was. I was
a whore, a slut animal, made to please men. I knew that my soft,
firm flesh, and tight holes would please many cocks over the
years.

Graduation was soon, and Mr. Edmund had shown
me what my career would be.

I drove my ass back, my head swimming with
pleasure.

I came.
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