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I’ve always been beautiful, and life has
always been easy.

School was dull – and pointless. The people
there were duller, for the most part, and had no point to their
lives. Suburbia. Everything is clean and – plastic, and phony.
Everyone is pleasant and polite on the surface, and underneath
they’re hypocrites and liars and selfish back stabbers. The men
drive big SUVs to hide the fact they have lousy jobs with no hope
for better. The women drink too much and try to outdo themselves
with their plastic smiles and plastic tits and plastic children and
clean windows.

My house cost my dad about half a million
dollars. It’s the same as a hundred other houses in our
development. I mean exactly the same. I think the developer had
about half a dozen models and just scattered them around, all in
dull shades of red and brown brick.

The streets are wide and empty. The yards are
green, with tiny trees and perfectly manicured bushes.

Unless you live in a place like this you have
– no – fucking idea how boring life can be. As long as I can
remember, all I ever really did was wander up and down the
sidewalks with people and complain about how there was nothing to
do.

I say this to explain how I wound up in a
ratty motel on Route Nine on Friday night at one in the morning
with John Williams and his friends.

Don’t get me wrong – It’s not like I was an
innocent virgin. I’d had sex lots of times – within the rules.

There are rules are everywhere. Rules control
everything. Fucking rules for how you dress, how you talk, how you
do your hair, every fucking thing. And none of them are written
down.

You want to fuck a guy? Get a boyfriend.
Otherwise you’re a pathetic slut and everyone feels free to sneer
at you and make jokes and torment you.

So I got a boyfriend, and after the proper
interval, we fucked. It was nothing to write home about, though he
seemed to like it enough. We fucked several times, and it got a
little better. He got a little more restrained, and I got a little
less tense and embarrassed and awkward. It was still nothing to
really write home about, though.

I dumped him, eventually, and eventually, I
got another boyfriend. We fucked too. It was even less to write
home about. Boyfriend number three was much better, until he went
away to fucking university. I was starting to really get into this
sex shit. He was a real man, even if he was only nineteen, a real
man, with broad shoulders, who kind of – overwhelmed when he was on
top of me. I felt like a woman, like I was being taken like a woman
should be taken.

School ended. I graduated, sort of, though
without any marks you’d want to brag about. So now what? So now I
was supposed to go away to university, which thought bored the
fucking hell out of me. I was drearily depressed about it. My
parents insisted, and it’s not like there were a lot of decent jobs
to be head otherwise.

I was living through a miserably hot summer.
My parents had given me an ultimatum: either get a job of some
kind, or go to university. I sure as hell didn’t want to go to
university. I didn’t want any of the crappy jobs you could get
around suburbia with a high school diploma either, and didn’t have
a car to go into the city and search for work. Nor did I want to
take the train and pound the pavement.

I guess I didn’t really know what I wanted. I
knew I didn’t want more school. I knew I didn’t want some crappy
job with bosses hassling me all day, and pressure to meet deadlines
and shit. I didn’t have any particular thoughts on what I wanted to
do, no great desire to be a doctor or lawyer or whatever. I didn’t
want to spend my life in a cubicle, but I didn’t want to work for
MacDonald’s either.

I felt both bored and tense. I mean, I was
trying not to think about the job thing, trying not to think about
having to go to university. It was always in the back of my mind,
though, no matter what I did, this ongoing tension that would never
quite go away.

So I went to the restaurant where my friend
Karen worked. It was a warm day, and I was dressed in a pair of
cotton short-shorts and a tank top. The place was busy on account
of it having air-conditioning. There were way too many families
with their kids out for ice cream and shit, and not that many hot
guys at all.

None, in fact, except for this big Black guy
that walks in and sits next to me at the counter, and gives me that
quick once-over look guys do, you know, that lets you know they
think you’re hot, but aren’t going to push it if you don’t want to.
John was obviously older than me, like mid-twenties or something,
and had some kind of body. Now we’re not in Arkansas or someplace
like that, but good white girls didn’t mess around with Black
men.

He ordered some burgers and fries to go. I
kind of turned sideways on my stool an said “That’s a lot for one
guy to eat.”

He gave me a little smile and asked if I was
an expert on men and eating. I said I was, kinda, that I’d “eaten”
with more than a few guys.

He was a big, handsome guy, with a broad
chest and big shoulders and hands. He reminded me of my boyfriend,
a little. I mean, my boyfriend wasn’t bald – or black, and didn’t
have a barbed wire tattoo around his bicep. But I was only playing
anyway, just passing the time waiting for Karen to finish what she
was doing.

Only I got to thinking, well, why not? I
mean, why not? And when he said there was a little party up the
road that he was headed for, and that I was invited, I decided to
go.

Why did I agree to go up the highway with him
to a party? I knew it was dangerous.

Because it was dangerous.

Because I was bored, because I was tense,
because I wanted to forget my fucking parents and their fucking
ultimatums and the pressure to get a job or go to college. Because
I’d had a few beers earlier, and a shot of tequila.

I knew he wanted to fuck me, of course. All
guys did. I don’t think I’m being arrogant in saying that. Guys are
sluts. Everyone knows that. But they’re allowed to be.

I’d been everyone’s sexual fantasy since I
turned fourteen. I had long, silky chestnut hair that flowed down
my back, a sweetly sculpted oval face with a small mouth and full
lips. I’m short and slender, with slim hips and a tight ass. My
breasts are nice and round and firm – really firm, but not big. No
one would ever call me flat chested, though.

Everyone wanted to fuck me. I knew John did.
What I didn’t know for sure was whether I was going to let him. I
was half inclined that way. Serve my fucking parents right if I
screwed a Black guy.

The party was not what I’d expected. It was
in a dumpy little motel suite with two bedrooms. There was loud
music, but it was very black, very jungleish, you know, very dark
and depressing. The room was dark and depressing too, dimly lit,
with cheap, peeling wallpaper. There were maybe twenty people
there, all black, which made my skin kind of tingle with the
tension and anxiety. I was the centre of attention, you see, at
least at first.

And nobody was dancing. They were sitting
around smoking weed and hash – and crack, and doing other drugs.
These were not the kind of people I was supposed to be associating
with, no the kind of people I saw much of. I wondered where the
hell they’d come from.

I did my best to hide my nervousness behind a
façade of casual sophistication, though, and took a seat on a ratty
looking sofa as John brought me a drink. I didn’t even know what it
was. I just swallowed, and coughed violently as he sat down next to
me snickering. It was some really strong gin, probably a
double.

There were maybe three other girls there, all
of them making out with someone. A lot of the Black guys there were
sort of looking at me, their eyes slitted, sipping their drinks and
smoking their joints, and I wondered what they were thinking.

It suddenly occurred to me that if I wasn’t
careful I might be having sex with more than just John. And that
thought frightened me but also did something in my lower belly,
making it spasm and twist. I felt a dark tension within my soul,
and a sense of breathless anticipation.

I took another drink, coughing and shaking my
head to clear it.

Was I tempting fate? Yeah. I was the only
white girl in a room full of shady Black men, and as I drank I was
getting more and more tense at the thought of what might happen. I
was growing more anxious about my safety, and wanted to spring up
and run out. I couldn’t do that, though. I couldn’t think of an
excuse to leave, and besides, John needed to drive me if I was
going to go.

But as this fear built I was also getting
this strange sense of dark obsession. And I don’t mean that as a
joke. What would it like to fuck a bunch of Black guys? I imagined
myself pinned down, gang banged, all those leering faces sneering
down at me, those big Black cocks ramming into me. My pussy was
starting to throb in a way it rarely did, starting to pulse and
moisten so that I squeezed my thighs together unconsciously.

I did not want to be gang banged! I did not!
I would have taken off if I could have, if there was any excuse I
could think of that didn’t sound lame, and if I wasn’t afraid that
John would refuse to take me anywhere. He’d probably call me a
racist, and then all those Black people would look at me with
sullen eyes.

I had nowhere to go, and then John started
drawing me in closer to him, kissing the side of my throat.

I took another deep drink and asked him for a
refill. He grinned broadly and poured another double. Then he was
back against me, his arm around me, his big hand caressing my bare
stomach, his lips nuzzling under my ear as my heart raced and I
tried to think of how to get out of there.

More people arrived, including a couple more
Black girls. There was some dancing now, and I seized on it,
jumping up, telling John I wanted to dance. He got lazily to his
feet and pulled me against him. We danced – slow, and I realized it
was no improvement. His hands were caressing my ass while he ground
himself into me. Everyone else was dancing in the same way, and as
we danced towards the little kitchen we had a little cover – a big
post between us and most of the others.

John pressed me against it and he leaned over
me, his hand sliding up under my tank-top to fondle my breasts. I
gasped into his mouth as his lips covered mine. His other hand dug
into my ass. It was so big it held my whole bottom easily. I felt –
overwhelmed, even more than I had with my boyfriend Tom.

Because I’d always been perfectly safe around
Tom, who was big but harmless and good hearted. John was something
else again, a grown man, easily twenty five, and maybe older. My
pulse was racing, my heart pounding as he fondled and groped me
there against the post, with the music beating a dull, slow
pounding beat.

He eased back, then peeled off his t-shirt to
show a hugely muscled black chest. I stared, in awe, distracted
from my own anxiety and fear by the sheer power and strength of
this man.

He pulled me against him, and his hands went
down to my ass, lifting me as though I were weightless, turning
with me in his arms, sitting me down on the edge of the kitchen’s
counter as his lips crushed mine. It was hot, and being crushed
against him made me hotter – in more ways than one. The sickly
sweet smell of drugs filled the air and the music pounded at
me.

His hands caressed my back, then peeled my
tank-top up and off. I gasped, shocked. I hadn’t expected it. My
arms went across my chest but he pulled them away easily, kissing
me, kissing my throat, kissing my lips, kissing my bare shoulders.
His hands were on my back again, and this time I felt the bra give
way as the snaps undid.

“No!” I gasped.

I was trying to keep quiet. We were in the
little kitchen, hidden from most of them by the overhanging
cupboard and counter which separated us from the main room, and the
only light. The room was dark, and we were darker still. He yanked
the bra away, and I saw his teeth gleaming in the darkness.

Then he was devouring my breast, his big
hands encircling my body as his mouth sucked and licked and chewed
at the centre of my breast. I was gasping, breathless, dazed,
wide-eyed, and more than a little drunk. I had no idea what to do,
or if I could do anything.

I was half fucking naked in a grimy little
kitchen with several dozen black people doing drugs a few feet
away.

“N-Not here!” I tried to gasp.

He ignored me.

I felt his fingers sliding through my hair.
Then they closed, and my hair was yanked back. I cried out softly,
back arching, as he bent in and chewed lightly on my throat. His
other hand cupped my sex, squeezing and rubbing me through my
shorts. Then they slid inside and right into my little thong.

I stiffened, my legs jerking, but there was
precious little I could do. What was more I was wet, sopping wet,
and his fingers discovered that very quickly as he chuckled low in
his throat.

I felt his fingers pressing against the mouth
of my sex, penetrating me, sliding into my pussy. I jerked and
moaned, but could do nothing to resist. He was still pulling on my
hair and that forced my head back and forced me to sort of slump
back so my pussy was exposed.

I felt a finger like a big sausage up inside
me, sliding in and out, twisting around inside my throbbing
pussy.

The music pounded, and my head was swimming.
I think there was so much shit in the air I could have gotten
stoned just breathing.

He drew back his hand and took my shorts with
him, sliding them down my legs, lifting my legs up, popping them
off before I could even think of what to say, much less do. Then he
just spread me open, lifting my ankles high so that I slid on the
counter until my ass was on the edge and my head was propped
forward by the wall.

I stared at him, bewildered. How had this
happened?!

He ran his big hands up my body and squeezed
my breasts so they hurt. Then he shoved his own shorts down and I
stared at his big cock as he rubbed it along my shaved slit. I
wanted to refuse, to say no, to squirm away, to run to – to do
something! I was waiting for someone else to come into the kitchen,
to be seen, to have them laugh and shout, to have everyone else run
in to see me naked.

I was terrified, to be honest. But I was
drunk enough – and stoned enough, to be relaxed at the same
time.

My pussy was relaxed, too, which was a good
thing, because John was big, and thick, and he thrust himself into
me so that, even as moist as I was, it hurt. I shuddered and
moaned, and my back arched in pain as he stuffed that fat log of a
cock deep into my belly. If I wasn’t desperately trying to be quiet
I’d have cried out much more loudly.

John leaned into me, his cock sliding deep,
so deep it ached. I writhed weakly, gasping, moaning as he drove
himself into me to the hilt and began to kiss me.

He started to grind himself against me, and I
felt a terrible ache within my lower belly. My fingers drew into
claws and I groaned as I felt his big prick twisting around in my
belly. Then he started to pump slowly in and out.

After about five seconds I was limp and
relaxed. I mean, my body was so into it, my body so loved the feel,
my mind was just flooded with the soothing heat of complete sexual
torpor. Oh God it was good! I groaned dazedly, mouth open, staring
at his shadowy body above me as he drove himself into my body.

I was laying on my back, my legs spread wide,
his big hands encircling my legs just above the knees holding them
up and apart. Every time that big cock slid into me I felt a wild
thrill of sexual pleasure which is quite simply indescribable.

And then another man came in. He was
shuffling, blinking his eyes. He saw us, and stared, but didn’t
stop as he went to the fridge. I felt a billowing wave of shock and
embarrassment, and wanted to cover myself, but couldn’t bring
myself to move.

He opened the fridge, and light flooded
across me. Another even more terrible wave of embarrassment made my
face flame, and yet I still didn’t move. He took out a beer, and
the fridge closed. He shuffled past and went out of the room.

John began to thrust faster, and the sexual
torpor grew deeper, harsher. I thought I’d never be able to speak
or think or move again. I just lay there being – being impaled by
that massive cock, thrusting into me again and again, getting
faster. Now his hips were striking my buttocks more harshly, so the
soft slap of skin on skin filled my ears.

My breathing was growing ragged, and the
sexual torpor became a fever which made me want to move, to scream,
to shake. I bucked up against him, reaching for him, sliding my
hands along his neck and shoulders, kissing him frantically.

He fucked harder still, so that my entire
body now shuddered to the impact of his mighty frame and
member.

And then I came like I had never come before.
I came like the entire top of my skull was going to be torn off,
like my body was being torn inside out. I came so hard, and so
intensely the world faded out, and nothing existed but the raw
animal pleasure tearing at my body and mind.

And somewhere in the midst of it, John came
too.

It wasn’t the intense, life altering
experience it was for me. Apparently, it was just another come for
him. He kept ramming into me until his orgasm passed, and then he
sighed and relaxed his hold on my legs, letting them fall to the
sides. He backed away and pulled up his shorts, then left.

I couldn’t move.

I was laying on a kitchen counter naked, legs
spread, dangling over the edge, chin on my chest, arms at my sides,
chest heaving, gasping raggedly for breath, still feeling the
incredible aftershocks of that incredible orgasm. The only thing I
wanted to do was grab my pussy and rub myself to another come.

I saw this guy then, a shadow against the
distant light, like John had been, but much smaller. He was just a
– a silhouette, you know, with no face. I saw him approaching with
a dazed, numbed sense of fear and anxiety. And then he was blotting
out the light, and his hands were moving over my breasts, fingers
rubbing and pinching my stiff, pulsing nipples.

He was whispering something, but the only
words I could make out over the pounding music was “white girl”. He
bent to lick and suck at my breasts and nipples, then he
straightened, and just as I was starting to be able to move, to
writhe, to resist, he slid into me.

He was not as big as John there either, but
the feel of a cock sliding into my body did something to my
mind.

I was starting to resist, pushing weakly,
drunkenly at him as his cock pumped in and out, and he was bending
over me, pulling at my hair, biting at my throat, groping my
breasts.

My resistance softened, collapsed, and I just
lay there, gasping, as he fucked me, as he rode me.

I could feel myself growing hot again, could
feel the resurging sexual energy taking over my mind. I felt a
sudden terror as another shadow moved, and then another, and I
realized there were two men there with us, neither of whom I knew,
both reaching in to rub and caress my breasts as he fucked me.

I was going to be gang banged.

The thought swept over me like a
thunderstorm.

These Black guys are going to gang bang
me!

And I didn’t think there was anything I could
do about it.

If I resisted, if I fought, they’d get
violent. But it would still happen.

The guy’s hips were slapping against my
upraised buttocks hard, now. He had my legs just like John had, and
was jerking them up so my butt rose to meet his thrusts.

His cock hurt, in a way, even though it was
smaller than John’s. And I felt a sense of relief when he finished.
I made a feeble effort at closing my legs then, but one of the
others pulled them apart and inserted himself. Then he too was
fucking me, and I relaxed, slumped back, staring up, gasping and
shuddering as his hips met mine.

I’m being gang banged, I thought, with a
strange dark clarity. I don’t think a girl ever forgets being gang
banged. I wonder what mom and dad are doing now.

He was grinning sleazily, his hands all over
my breasts as she thrust. The other guy was leaning in, trying to
get his hand in there, too. Another guy appeared, and hands seemed
to be all over me.

A finger rubbed at my clit, and I heard a
male voice, loud enough to rise over the pounding music. “Hey, man
don’t be touching my cock!”

They lifted me off the counter. I tried to
squirm free, panting, moaning, but I could hardly stand, and a hand
grabbed my hair. I was bent over a tiny, two-person Formica kitchen
table. I was bent over the chair which was in place against the
table, to be more exact, so my hips were raised up high as a big
hand shoved down on the back of my neck to pin my head down.

Then my legs were spread and I let out a soft
sob of pain as a hard cock thrust deep into my pussy.

In this position he fucked harder and faster.
It hurt more, but there was a wildness starting to rise within my
mind, a giddy sense of end-of-the-world, who-gives-a-shit attitude.
Their hands still roamed my body, sliding under to cup and fondle
my breasts. The guy’s hips slapped against my buttocks so hard I
grunted with every thrust.

Then a hand pulled on my hair, twisting my
head to one side and kind of pulling my upper body a bit with it.
The table was very small, and a guy was standing at the side, his
cock in his hand. I stared, open mouthed, and he shoved it into my
mouth. I gulped and closed my lips around the thick shaft.

“Yeah, suck that, baby! Suck that, little
white girl!” he growled, pulling at my hair, twisting his fingers
in it.

My buttocks were being spanked hard by the
other guy’s hips as this guy thrust his cock deep into my mouth.
Hands were still all over my body. I saw – out of the corner of my
eye- a black woman come in, sneer at me, and then go out. Another
came in and did the same, then there were more men there as I began
to suck the cock in my mouth.

My pussy hurt, but I was starting to get hot
and aroused again, starting to feel a wild dark thrill at what was
happening. What the fuck else had ever happened in my life to date?
Nothing. Now I was being gang banged. Me.

Wow.
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I think the guy finished fucking me and
another guy took his place. I was focusing on the cock in my mouth,
trying to suck and lick it so the guy would stop pulling so hard at
my hair, and to keep him from pushing in too deep. I kept gagging
and choking as the head of his cock pushed against my throat.

The beat of hips against my bottom was a
constant, as was the thrusting of a stiff cock into my warm, but
aching pussy.

I continued to suck, reaching up, trying to
ease his grip on my hair, and he just twisted my hand away – or
someone did. A strong male hand gripped my slender wrist and pulled
it back behind me. Then his cock pushed into my throat and I jerked
violently as it slid right down deep. I jerked and shook, but he
only chuckled in amusement, holding a fistful of hair to keep me in
place.

Those hard male hips kept slamming into my
bottom, that hard, stiff cock slicing back and forth between my
pussy lips. But I was almost entirely focused on trying not to
choke or strangle or throw up.

He jammed himself into my mouth to the balls,
then started to thrust in short, sharp little bucking motions that
banged his pubic bone against my nose so that I saw stars.

It at least distracted me from throwing
up.

He came, in my throat, I guess. He softened,
and drew back, and I gasped and coughed loudly. At about the same
time the steady thrusting into my pussy stopped.

My legs were spread apart by large hands and
I felt something against my ass, something cold and slippery.

“Little more margarine,” someone said.

I felt something pushing against my anal
opening, a finger, a slippery cold finger. I realized their intent
and tried to straighten up. “N-No!” I gasped.

A heavy hand shoved me back down, and then my
wrists were pulled together behind my back and shoved up hard so
that I cried out in pain. They were held up between my shoulder
blades by one strong, steel-like male hand as that finger pushed
deeper into my ass and slid in and out.

“Please,” I moaned, my voice barely audible
above the pounding music.

The finger was joined by a second, and I
groaned as they slid in and out. Then they pulled back, and I felt
what was surely a cock entering me, sliding in slowly, fingers
pressing against the inside of my buttocks to hold me open.

I gulped in air raggedly, moaning, twisting,
writhing as I felt the cock going deeper and deeper. This was not
what I wanted!

It was disgusting and gross, but – it didn’t
hurt the way I had feared it would. Maybe because of the margarine.
I don’t know. I began to feel very full, though, as his cock pushed
deeper. Then I began to feel a cramping sensation deep inside my
belly. The cramps began to feel worse, and I began to struggle
weakly, and to no avail. The cock moved deeper, then eased slowly
back out.

In and out, in and out, and then my hair was
pulled hard, my head twisted to one side, and another cock was
stuffed into my mouth and almost immediately down my throat,
distracting me from the cock pushing into my formerly virgin
ass.

The pain in my belly distracted me from the
pain in my throat, and vice versa, until I guess I learned how to
cope with both.

At least, when the second guy pushed his cock
down into my upraised ass it was much easier for me to take. He
pumped in and out, but there was little real pain, or even
discomfort.

But things were not getting any better for
me.

I was lifted up then, by several guys, and
carried around the protective shadow of the kitchen counter, out
into what seemed like bright light, out into the crowd of them. I
saw dark faces staring at me, with no pity on them as I was carried
and dropped down on my back on the wider round table in front of
the kitchen, directly under a light. Snickering, jeering, my legs
were spread, and a guy thrust into me almost at once.

My face burned. I felt as though I were on a
stage. Everyone was looking at me, their faces showing various
shades of hostility, disgust, contempt, excitement and
amusement.

“Give it to her, Leroy,” I heard someone
call.

Hands held my wrists up and out to either
side, but there was really nothing I could have done even if I’d
tried. He rode me like he was putting on a macho performance,
pounding into me, his fingers digging into my buttocks as he held
my legs up and apart.

People were still dancing. Do you believe
that. It was no bit thing to them.

The music still pounded. Mostly men sat
around the edges of the wall smoking, drinking, watching.

Two guys fucked me like that before they kind
of dragged me a little to the side so they could turn my head and a
guy could shove his cock into my mouth. He held his fist around my
throat as he fucked my mouth, and I just stared, moaning weakly
around his cock as it thrust in and out.

When the guy fucking me finished, a hand
pulled at my wrists, pulling me into a sitting position, pulling me
away from the cock in my mouth. I gasped and choked, saliva
drooling onto my chest as I was yanked forward off the table,
staggering against a tall black guy.

“Come here, baby. Come here,” he said.

He had pulled a chair out and now he sat
down, unzipping his cock, pulling me forward. I fell, but he picked
me up, forced me to straddle him. There were people, mostly men,
all around, looking, grinning, leering, and I was naked – naked, as
I spread my legs and straddled the man sitting on the chair.

He held his cock upright, and I heard others
snickering and laughing as I lowered myself onto it. I felt it
against my sopping pussy, then sank down slowly, gasping, until he
gripped my hips and jerked me down.

“Ride my cock, bitch,” he ordered, slapping
my bottom stingingly.

I didn’t know I could even move, but another
sharp slap got me going. The floor felt grimy under my bare feet
and I wondered dazedly where my shoes had gone as I rose painfully
up and down on his stiff prick. As I worked my legs it got easier
to do, and I moved more fluidly.

Then a harsh hand jerked on my hair, twisted
my head to the side, and I found another cock being thrust into my
mouth.

I slowed, and got another sharp slap on the
bottom.

“Move that white ass, bitch!”

I began to ride up and down again, moaning,
sucking. There was laughter around us, then an angry argument over
something off in the corner. People were still dancing.

I rode up and down on his cock as he groped
and sucked and chewed on my breasts and nipples, sucking hard on
the other guy to try and keep him from shoving his cock down my
throat.

Then there was no cock to ride on, and he
pushed me off. There was another guy sitting down and I was forced
to my knees, made to suck him as someone else sodomised me and
groped my breasts.

Then I was lifted up and carried into one of
the bedrooms, flung on my back. A series of guys climbed atop me
and thrust into me over the next hour or two. I couldn’t tell you
much of anything about them. Sometimes they just fucked me lazily.
Sometimes they lifted my ankles onto their shoulders, or forced my
knees back hard so my back hurt. Sometimes they pounded into me
like their cocks were weapons.

And then at some point I found myself alone,
sprawled naked in bed. I slowly, slowly sat up, my mind fried, then
got out of bed. I fell back at once, but tried again. The music was
still pounding. I staggered to the doorway and grabbed the frame. I
wanted to find my clothes and leave. I shuffled out of the room,
looking for the kitchen.

There were more people there, more dancing.
And I all-but walked into a guy. He grabbed me, grinning, his arms
around me, ignoring my dazed protests as he began to kiss me, his
fingers digging into my buttocks. I stumbled, fell, but he had my
arm and hair and eased me down. Then he unzipped. My face was near
his groin anyway, so all he had to do was shove himself into my
mouth.

I sucked his cock. What else was I going to
do?

I knelt naked on the floor, as black men and
women walked by, and the music pounded, and sucked the man’s cock.
When I was done he moved away, and I knelt there for along moment,
gasping, panting.

I got to my feet and again looked for my
clothes, but two men took me almost at once, ignoring my protests
again. I was on the couch now, laying back lengthwise as one of
them thrust into me. The other knelt beside my head and I sucked
his cock.

Then I was pulled forward. One of them was
laying on the sofa, and I was pulled forward until I straddled his
hips and sank down on his cock. Another man moved behind me as my
hair was grabbed and my head and face pulled sideways, but low. A
cock slid into my mouth, hands groped my breasts, and a cock pushed
against my anus.

I moaned and twisted very weakly, but could
do nothing. They got the second cock up my ass. It was still
slippery, and I had two big cocks inside me. It was – a unique
feeling. It didn’t hurt very much, actually. And a part of me felt
a wild dark thrill at having a cock in my pussy and another in my
ass at the same time. I was actually starting to get turned on.

Then the guy whose cock I was sucking forced
himself into my throat, and all my concentration turned to trying
not to choke.

I guess three guys fucking the white girl at
once was more of a show, because there was a group of them
watching, commenting, snickering, leering as they jerked me to and
fro.

When the guy in my throat pulled out I
coughed a lot, and then I started to feel good. Those two cocks in
me slid in and out, in and out, as the men crushed me between them
and their big hands mauled my body. And sometimes inside my
fractured mind loved it. I mean it was – it was good.

But the one under me finished, and then – I
don’t know – I was being carried back into the bedroom. I think I
protested, said something like I have to go now. They ignored it.
Several more guys fucked me on the bed, then most of them left and
there was a girl there, one of the black girls. She had a short
skirt on as she straddled me. I stared up dazedly as she pinned my
arms with her knees, grinning down at me with big white teeth.

She pulled her skirt up to show me her pussy,
spread her legs, and then rubbed her pussy against my mouth.

“Lick me, white bitch,” she ordered.

I didn’t want to do any such thing. She
slapped my face as I tried to turn my head away, then jerked
cruelly on my hair.

“Lick me, you fucking white cunt!” she
snarled.

Frightened, I licked her. She ground herself
against me. She was a lot bigger than me – which wasn’t odd, most
women were. She controlled me easily as a couple of men looked on
grinning. She began to grind and roll her hips, rubbing her slit up
and down over my tongue and lips.

“Suck my clit, bitch! Suck it!”

I sucked her clit, gasping in pain as she
slapped my head. “Not that hard, slut!”

She took her time, riding my face, slapping
my head, reaching back to slap at my breasts or pinch my nipples.
Then some guy shoved her off. They had an argument with a lot of
obscenities, and she lay back against the head of the bed and
spread her knees as I was put in position between them. Then I
licked her as a guy fucked me from behind.

She had my hair in a nasty grip, and was
almost constantly pulling and twisting on it as she kept up a low,
running commentary, filled with contempt and insults.

“Yeah, lick it! Lick it bitch! That’s the
way. Fucking white slut! Suck my clit again, bitch! Yeah! Yeah! I
like that! Fucking whore.”

She fondled and groped my breasts, and rolled
and pinched my nipples.

“You like that big nigger cock in you, bitch?
I know you do. Fuck her harder! Keep licking, bitch!”

At some point it was pretty much all over,
but I hardly realized when that point arrived. There was no music,
for one thing. Maybe that was what made me aware. I was alone in
the bedroom, laying on my back, staring up at the bare bulb
overhead. My wrists were tied to the headboard somehow. I don’t
even remember when that happened, or why. It wasn’t like I’d tried
to get away.

I just lay there, dazed.

John came in, shuffled in, smoking something.
He sat on the edge of the bed, reached over and began to caress my
body. I paid him very little attention at first.

Then he was spreading my legs, laying atop
me, kissing me, stroking me again. I felt him sliding into me, that
big cock filling me. He just lay atop me kissing me and kind of
grinding his hips so that big cock twisted around inside my sore,
aching belly.

But the ache started to feel good. And when
he started to stroke, when his big black hips started to slowly
roll up and down I slowly drew my knees up and spread them wider
and wider, and a deep, dark heat spread through my body and mind
until it had consumed almost everything that was me.

His thrusting came faster and harder and I
gasped and moaned and panted, my eyes glassy, unseeing. He lifted
my ankles up and pushed them back across my shoulders as he leaned
into me, and his hips really started pounding down. It hurt, but
the pleasure spiraled up into something that was so wonderful and
dark and powerful that I made soft little cries of hyper pleasure
with every deep thrust. Then I came - violently. It was like a
mental meltdown. I was just totally thrashed with the power of the
pleasure that burned through me.

I didn’t know where I was. I didn’t know what
I was. But I knew glory.

The next thing I knew I was sitting in his
car, head nodding, eyes slitted, hardly knowing my name. He dropped
me off next to the drive-in, half shoving me out the door. I
shuffled a little ways into the grass and collapsed, laying there
for half an hour or so, sore all over, trying to get my mind fitted
back together.

I felt – good.

You might think that’s pretty fucking
weird.

It’s not that I wasn’t dazed, shell-shocked,
in a way, or that I’d ever want to repeat what had happened. But I
had survived, you know. It was over. I was out in the clean, clear,
crisp morning air, and I was alive, and there was no pounding
music. I could breath easily. No one was touching me anywhere. I
just lay there and enjoyed being alone.

Then I picked myself up and started to walk
home. I had no panties and no bra. But John had gotten my shorts
and tank top back on, and found my shoes. It was very early, just
past dawn. I walked along the plastic streets and found my house,
found that the key was still in my shorts pocket, and let myself
in.

I slipped off my shoes and made my way
quietly up the stairs and into my bedroom, then closed the
door.

I stripped and threw my things into the
garbage, then stood there, swaying, naked, before shuffling into
the small, ensuite bathroom. I turned on the water very low and sat
in the tub, staring at the water, trying to be quiet, not wanting
my parents to hear the water and come in. It was over. And I did
not want anyone to know about it – ever.

I let the tub fill up, then soaped myself up
top to bottom, several times. I forced soapy fingers up into my
pussy, even though it hurt, found the enema bottle in the main
bathroom and used that, brushed my teeth, gargled, and then climbed
into my clean white sheets and lay there feeling – clean.

It was all over.

I had been gang banged!

I had been gang banged by about twenty guys –
and one girl.!

I had been gang banged by black men!

I could still taste the woman’s pussy on my
tongue. I got up and brushed my teeth again. Then lay down.

I thought of her above me, leering down,
knees pinning my arms. I had felt so utterly helpless as her pussy
jammed into my mouth, so completely helpless.

I was aware, suddenly, that my arms were
laying next to my head on the mattress, spread apart, just like
they had been. I saw the men coming at me, climbing between my
legs, grinning, thrusting into me, again and again and again.

My hand reached down to cup my sore pussy,
feeling my taut, swollen pussy lips. My finger traced the line of
my closed sex, felt the moisture there.

I thought of how I’d lain under the light on
the table, surrounded by them, all of them staring at me. Naked. My
legs spread, being fucked.

My finger rubbed lightly at my clit, and my
hips began to grind slowly up as my breathing came faster.

I thought of how I’d straddled the guy on the
sofa, how the other guy had fucked me in the ass. I felt as though
I was watching myself, watching this little white girl riding a big
cock as another big cock slid into her ass. I felt their hands on
me, felt their cocks inside me, felt the man’s mouth on my nipples,
his tongue licking.

I rubbed faster, gasping, my knees drawing up
and apart. My breathing became more ragged.

I came.

* * *

I wanted to put it behind me. I sure as hell
didn’t want to tell anyone about it. I had been gang banged by a
bunch of black men – and a black woman. Who was I going to tell
that to? Any of my friends would be so shocked, so wide-eyed, that
they’d be unable to keep it a secret. Hey, I know how boring it is,
and how eager anyone is for something exciting to talk about. This
would be a great story. Whoever I told would simply have to tell it
to just one person, who would just have to tell it to one more and
so on and so on.

I did not want to be stared at everywhere.
And I certainly didn’t want everyone thinking about me and a bunch
of Black guys. Nor had I any intention of calling the cops.

As for my parents finding out – yech! No way
did I want them to know.

But… I didn’t feel about it the way I had
always felt you were supposed to. I wasn’t wracked with shame, for
one thing. Not so long as no one knew, anyway. I wasn’t full of
anger either. Mostly I felt awed that I had been gang banged, and
guilty because I had, not always but often, liked it. Yes, I had
liked parts of it! I had loved parts of it!

And now, whenever I masturbated, and I
masturbated much more often now, images and memories went through
my mind of me being raped by those men, of all those watching
faces, of being helpless and spread open and penetrated again and
again.

And how could I tell that to anyone.

Don’t get me wrong. I sure didn’t want to do
it again. I was not about to wander over there and ask for a
repeat. And if a car loaded with Black guys pulled up next to me I
was going to run like hell.

I was still, I guess, kind of traumatized by
it. It had been a shocking experience. But, well, my grandfather
had fought in world war two. He once described it to me as
something he wouldn’t do again for all the money in the world. But
he also said he had never felt more alive in his life, and wouldn’t
want to forget what had happened for all the money in the world
either.

I was feeling a bit like that. It was over
and done, thank God, and hopefully I would never see any of them
again. But the memories were – exciting and vibrant. I’d never
experienced anything in my life that was anywhere near that – wild,
that exciting, that alive.

Over the days that followed I began to refine
my fantasies. One of the favorites was when I had been tied up, my
wrists tied to the bed as man had used me. I began to change what
had happened in my mind so I was tied up in other ways, tied up as
they raped me again and again.

And it was then I remembered the bondage
magazines in Laurie’s father’s shed.

Laurie was one of my best friends, and her
father was into all sorts of hobbies, including woodworking,
drawing, painting and photography. He had this big shed in the back
yard where he kept all his hobby equipment. We weren’t supposed to
go in there, but sometimes, well, I told you, life is boring.
Anyway, when we’d been poking around there one time a couple of
years back we’d come across what we had thought were comic books,
but they’d been about these naked girls all tied up and being
whipped and shit.

I had no idea where you’d even buy stuff like
that. On the internet, I guessed. But now I wondered if he still
had them.

Laurie was working as a typist, gathering
money for her trip to college this fall. But I knew her parents
real well, enough that neither would even question it if they found
me in their house.

And I knew where her father kept the key to
that shed.
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It was not at all strange to find Cheryl in
my house. Cheryl had been hanging out at my house since she and my
daughter Laurie had met in fifth grade. She looked, as usual,
casually beautiful, with her dark brown hair cutting diagonally
across one eye, and her slender young body barely covered for
modesty sake in a pair of very tight, very short denim shorts and a
too-thin, form-fitting halter top which showed off her pert young
breasts in all their firm glory.

It was more unusual to find her in my hobby
shed, since the girls had long been told this was “my” room and
they were not to enter without my specific permission. But Laurie
and she had often been fascinated with my power tools, my
photographic equipment, my paints and sculptures. Their willingness
to obey my dictates had grown markedly, however, since they’d
reached maturity.

Or at least, as mature as young people get at
their age, given I regard anyone under thirty as a not very
sophisticated, not very bright kid.

The shed had started out life as a garage,
and was the appropriate size for one. I had put down white pine
flooring, however, and added heating and air-conditioning. It was
locked, of course, but because anyone might want access to the
tools for some reason or other, everyone in the house had a
key.

Cheryl was perusing the plastic covered eight
by eleven, cardboard backed pictures I had taken over the years,
which I kept in a little brightly painted box on a shelf on one
side of the room The pictures were mostly scenic, with a number of
my family and friends. But it was the nudes Cheryl was looking at.
This didn’t unduly bother me. The girls had discovered that I
occasionally did nude paintings or photographs years earlier, and
been appropriately grossed out.

But Cheryl didn’t seem grossed out now, and
when I came in and she saw that I had discovered her she gave me a
sly little smile, making no effort to hide the picture she’d been
looking at. It was not merely a nude, but a bondage nude. It was of
Sandra, a young woman who sometimes modeled for me, wearing a
collar, with her hands cuffed together behind her back.

On the back of the cardboard backing were
miniatures of that series of pictures I’d taken, about two dozen,
and she flipped it over and held it up to me.

“So where’s the rest?”

“I thought that was the best. The rest are in
my computer.

I had gone over to digital cameras four years
earlier.

“Can I see them?”

“Why?”

She shrugged, in that way she has, that
world-weariness I sometimes find so tiresome in someone so young
and inexperienced in life.

“I just thought it looked – hot,” she said,
sliding the tip of her tongue lightly along her lower lip.

I smiled. The coquette look wouldn’t work on
me. There are some women in my life I long ago relegated to that
area of my mind which had no interest in sex, and Cheryl had gone
in there about the time she’d started developing such a trim, firm
little body. Panting after my teenage daughter’s friend, who was,
by the way, the daughter of one of my best friends, had never
struck me as a very wise move.

That didn’t mean I didn’t recognize that she
was a lovely girl with a terrific little ass, and a great pair of
tits, but no matter how tight the shorts, how short the skirt or
how tiny the bikini I had never so much as looked at her twice.

“Where’s Laurie?” I asked.

She sighed. “She’s going over her Stanford
package.”

“You gonna miss her when she goes off to
school?”

She shrugged carelessly. “I guess.”

“What about you? Got any idea where you’re
going?”

“Nowhere, I hope.”

“I hear Harveys needs a new French fry
maker.”

She gave me a dirty look and I grinned.

I took the picture from her and put it back
in the box, then closed the lid.

“So you, like, think girls tied up are
sexy?”

“Sometimes.”

“You ever tie up Mrs. Randal?”

“None of your business.”

She smirked, and perched her butt against the
lower shelf.

“I think it’s kind of dumb.”

“Do you? And why is that?” I asked.

“Well, because, like, you can’t do
anything.”

“I think that’s the idea.”

“Well why would a girl like that?”

“There are all sorts of reasons behind that,
but I’m sure if you wanted to know them you could look them up in
the library.”

“I don’t go to libraries,” she said
disdainfully.

“Yes, I know.”

I moved over to the counter, to the digital
camera she’d appropriated from its place, and put it back.

“You know you’re not supposed to touch the
cameras, Cheryl,” I said.

Not that such rules mattered that much, I
suppose, at her age. It’s not like she was a kid any more.

She slipped forward and turned, bending
forward away from me and turning her upper torso back with a saucy
grin.

“You wanna spank me?” she asked
teasingly?

She had a great little ass, like I said. And those short shorts the
girls wear – well, the legs were as high as the ones we used to
wear in the seventies, but the belt line was a lot shorter, so
there just wasn’t much to them. But she was a little thing, her
head barely up to mid chest on me. I preferred my women with more
meat on them. My wife, Denise is five feet ten and outweighed
Cheryl by forty pounds. No way would I choose a little slip of a
girl like Cheryl over a real woman like Denise.

“I’ll suggest it to your dad,” I said.

She snorted. “I think he’d rather kick my ass
than spank me.”

“Your father just cares about what’s best for
you.”

She made a face. “So like, do you have other
pictures of girls tied up?”

I turned with a frown. She really did seem
interested, though in her usual way she seemed to be trying to show
that she didn’t care about much of anything. Professing actual
interest in something would have shattered her pose of jaded
indifference, I guess.

Now nude girls in bondage was not a topic you
should be discussing with young girls. On the other hand, she was
certainly an adult, and certainly no virgin, if half the things I’d
heard from Laurie were true. It still seemed vaguely wrong to be
talking about such things with her but I couldn’t think of a
logical reason why.

“I do have some,” I said.

She was not going to admit interest but I
took pity on her, and besides, I do like to show off my pictures. I
fished out the other pictures in the series she’d been looking at,
then another one I’d taken a couple of years earlier featuring
another model.

They were pretty standard bondage nudes,
fairly artsy, and nothing graphic. Cheryl appeared to have real
interest in them – though it was always hard to tell with her.

“This is pretty kinky,” she said.

She was looking at a picture of Annie, the
other model, straddling my sawhorse with her ankles tied down and
apart, her back arched, wrists bound up high behind her.

“I was duplicating an old Bishop drawing,” I
said, a little defensive.

“Who?”

“Well…”

I had a number of adult graphic novels and
adult comics from some of the masters I’d bought years ago. Bishop
was there, as was Von Gotha and Morbus Gravis. I’d been trying to
master drawing the female form, and they were all very, very good
at it. I plucked one of the Bishops down and, not without
reluctance, showed her the drawing in question. She found that
awfully interesting too, but then Laurie called out to her and she
left.

I put the comic away and thought little more
of it other than a suspicion that Cheryl had an interest in
bondage. That was no big thing to me, though, as I had something of
an interest myself. And like I said, she was an adult who could
play whatever games she wanted.

I went into the house and thought little more
about it.

But the next day when I got home I saw
movement in the shed as I parked. A bit annoyed, I went up to it
and found Cheryl had let herself in again. She was sitting on the
work table, dressed pretty much as she had been the day before,
except her short-shorts were now of soft, body hugging cotton.
There were several graphic novels on the table next to her, and she
was skimming through one as I pushed open the door.

“Cheryl,” I said, looking stern.

“Sorry,” she said. “I was just… I was bored
and… I wanted to read these. I mean, it’s not like they have them
in the library.”

“Next time ask.”

“These are hot,” she said with unaccustomed
enthusiasm. “I mean, mostly when I think of bondage shit it’s just
stupid, but this stuff is wicked! These guys were real
perverts!”

“Well, they just had good imaginations,” I
said diplomatically.

“Do you ever take pictures of women with
stuff like this?” she asked eagerly.

She was showing me a page which had a drawing
of a woman standing naked, straddling – impaled by - an upright
metal post shaped like a penis. Her arms were bound behind her back
with a complicated array of leather straps. She had a leather
corset which squeezed her bare breasts up and out, and was
completely hooded.

“No,” I said. “I don’t have any kind of
equipment like that.”

“What about this? Do you take pictures of
them like this?”

On another page, a woman was hanging by her
arms and legs, weights dangling from her nipples, large dildos
protruding from her pussy and anus.

“That’s a lot more graphic than I usually get
in my pictures,” I said. “And I rather doubt my usual models would
be willing to be photographed like that.”

“Really? I think these are fucking hot,” she
said. “Don’t you?”

“Well, yes, they are very beautiful but -
.”

“How much do you pay your models anyway?” she
asked, her voice entirely too neutral.

“Why?” I asked suspiciously.

She shrugged. “I dunno. Just wondering.”

“That depends, but usually between $10 and
$30 an hour.”

“Thirty dollars an hour!?” she exclaimed.

“That’s a top end rate for girls who are
professionals and know what they’re doing.”

“What’s to know? You stand there and look
pretty. I can do that!”

“Nude?” I asked sarcastically, thinking that
would be the real end to her ideas.

“Why not?’ she said with uncharacteristic
bravery.

I raised my eyebrows and she flushed a
little. “I have a nice body.”

“I didn’t say otherwise, but most young
ladies aren’t comfortable showing it to others except under
specific circumstances.”

“Like money” she said with a mischievous
grin.

I shook my head. “Forget it.”

“Why not? Don’t I have a good enough
body?”

“Well, yes, of course but - .”

“I’ll settle for twenty bucks an hour!”

“Forget it. Your father would kill me.”

“Who says he has to know!?”

I shook my head.

“I’ll do it for ten, but only if I get to
choose the pose.”

I stared at her and her face reddened. “I
mean, uh, it would be cool to be posed, you know, like some of
these models.”

“You want to do nude bondage photography?” I
asked her in disbelief.

“Why not? I trust you.”

I stared to say no again, but then
reconsidered. It appeared she had developed an interest in bondage.
She wasn’t the world’s brightest girls. If she didn’t explore it
with me, who was she going to explore it with? No one likely to
respect her limits, that was for sure. And wasn’t she a grown woman
now? Why should I frown on an interest in bondage when I had one
myself?

And the idea appealed to me on another level.
She was small, but had very, very firm body with great skin. She
had a gorgeous oval face with beautiful eyes and a mouth I could do
a lot with; sensual or pouty, innocent or sleek. As a model, she’d
be perfect, presuming she was able to actually go through with
it.

The idea of seeing her naked in a sexual
setting, though, took some getting used to. I was used to seeing
her as completely asexual, almost like my daughter. This would be a
challenge in more ways than one.

“Which kind of pose were you interested in?”
I said, hesitating.

“Whatever,” she said, back to nonchalance
again. “Something hot, and uh, arty, you know.”

“Do you have any experience with
bondage?”

Her face was still red but she was trying to
pretend to a sophistication I didn’t think she held. “Oh sure. I
mean, guys have tied me up before. I mean, nothing like this, of
course. Just, you know, kid stuff.”

She tossed her head prettily, eyes gliding
away from me as if unable to meet my eyes.

I considered her a long moment, then decided
to play the game and see where it went.

“Okay. Strip.”

She stared at me. “What? Now?” she
squeaked.

I hide my smile. “You said you wanted to try
nude modeling. So we’ll try now.”

“Uhm, but - .”

I pulled the curtains over the window and
looked at her expectantly.

I thought she’d break and make up and excuse,
but then she seemed to make a decision, and reached down to peel
her t-shirt up and over her head. I looked nervously at the door
and went to it to make sure it was locked. It wouldn’t do for word
of this to get out. I berated myself as stupid even as Cheryl was
kicking off her athletic shoes and peeling off her socks.

This was dumb. I should put an end to it. I
just needed to do it with the right excuse.

Then she peeled off her sport bra and I
stared at the most beautiful pair of breasts I had seen in ages. It
threw off my thinking, and I just stared as she slowly slid down
her little shorts and thong.

They were not large nor small. They were
exquisitely shaped and proportioned to her slim young body, high
and perfectly firm, as if drawn by one of the artists she was
admiring. If she’d been a large girl they’d have been thirty six B
cups. I didn’t know what they were, but they were perfect for her
slender shoulders and chest, with two hard little nipples in the
centre, puffed out by swollen little areolas.

They were so – neat, so perfectly drawn. They
would make for great pictures, especially as erect as those little
nipples were. They were small but stuck out hard and firm like
little pencil erasers.

Her pussy was completely shaven, in a way
which almost made it look as though she’d never had any. There was
no fuzz, no dark shadow, now nothing. But her lower body was not
girlish. Her hips were slim, but her slender legs were lovely and
well-shaped, and her bottom was a perfect little bubble, and
despite myself I imagined her bent over with a strap across it, and
my cock throbbed hungrily.

She shuffled from one foot to the other
uneasily, clearly embarrassed, trying not to hide her body with her
hands, red-faced, but – there was more in her eyes than
embarrassment. She was getting off on this, I realized. That would
be great for the pictures but a challenge to me personally.

This girl is still off-limits, I told myself
firmly.

Why, a small voice quavered.

“Okay,” I said, keeping my voice neutral.
“Put your hands behind your head and arch your back.”

She obeyed, and those perfect breasts looked even more like an
artist’s conception. Wow. I felt like snatching up my camera right
away.

“You have incredible breasts,” I said.

She flushed a bit.

“I mean from a photographer’s standpoint, I
said hurriedly.

“Uhm, thanks.”

I went to the cupboard and unlocked one of
the drawers which kept many of my props. I took out a pair of thick
leather restraints and went to her.

“Let’s start slow,” I said. “And see if you
can take it.”

“I can take it,” she said insistently, her
voice a bit breathless.

We strapped the restraints around her wrists.
I attached them to a spreader bar and lifted it above her head,
hooking it to a chain I set there. I then cranked the chain up a
bit so she was on the balls of her feet, pulled over a stool, and
sat down facing her.

“Very nice” I said.

Her face and upper chest were flushed, and
her eyes were alight with something I had rarely seen in more
professional models.

\She was aroused, very aroused.

It came to me that I could have this girl. I
could convince her, seduce her, fuck her little brains out. The
thought made my cock pulse again. She was a gorgeous little minx,
and screwing the brains out of gorgeous little girls still in their
teens was not something I did every day – or decade.

I got up and walked around her. Jesus, her
ass was great before. Now, with her on the balls of her feet it was
incredible.

“Nice ass,” I said.

Her eyes were very wide as I walked around in
front of her again and perched on the stool. Her breathing was
ragged and she was licking her lips too much, looking up at her
arms, then down at her body often.

Shit, why was I wasting this? I got up and
got my digital camera, then began to take pictures of her from
every angle.

I lowered her a bit, then put another pair of
restraints around her ankles, and another spreader bar to force her
legs wide. This lowered her so she was again on the balls of her
feet, almost on her toes, and I circled her once more, snapping
away with the camera from various angles.

She had a lovely, tight, neat little cunt,
and as I focused the camera on it I could see it glistening with
her hunger. That made my cock pulse again and harden a little, and
I tried to force my own ardor down as I moved around her to take
more pictures.

Without asking her I pulled back on her hair,
forcing her head back, and pushed a ball-gag into her mouth, then
pulled the strap around behind her head and fastened it. I took
more pictures as she stared at me with wide eyes.

I was growing more excited by the minute. And
it wasn’t just that she was a hot, gorgeous naked girl either. It
was that the feeling was growing in me that here I had a beautiful
young model with a great body who would pose however I wanted, who
wouldn’t have to be persuaded or bribed. It was starting to feel
like I could do anything I wanted to her!

That was awfully exciting to me as both a
photographer and as a man.

I stopped just in front of her and combed her
bangs back from her forehead with my fingers. “How do you feel?” I
asked.

She made a muffled sound through the gag and
I smiled.

“Not afraid?

She shook her head.

“Want me to untie you?”

She hesitated then shook her head.

“Good.”

I bent in front of her, exquisitely aware
that my face was about six inches away from her glistening little
bare pussy. I fought for control of myself as I bent down and undid
the spreader bar from her ankle restraints. She pulled her legs
together as I stood up and went to the wall, now able to stand flat
on her feet. I turned the crank on the wall and she gasped and
looked up, the chain raising her up onto her toes, then – off
them.

I wanted to try something. It would hurt a
bit, but I was eager for the shot.

You see, it’s not that easy getting beautiful
bondage models. Really beautiful girls willing to shed their
clothes to take pictures were rare. Most girls had blemishes,
moles, tattoos (more and more) or other faults and flaws. Cheryl
had none.

And even when you got a beautiful model there
were a lot of limits to what they were willing to do. These were
not porn models, after all, and only wanted to take more artistic
shots. When I told Cheryl that the more graphic pictures she’d seen
were not ones I was accustomed to doing it was more because I’d
been afraid to suggest it to any of the models, knowing they’d turn
it down decisively and perhaps angrily.

As for my wife, she thought bondage was
silly. She’d do it, but the amusement in her eyes took away most of
the interest for me. And she flat out refused to let me take
pictures of her like that.

Cheryl was not amused as she hung from her
wrists, wide-eyed, feet quivering and twisting weakly. I sat back
on the stool and watched her. Her body was straight and taut as she
hung by her arms. I knew the padded leather would hurt her wrists,
but the real problem was in breathing. Most people weren’t aware of
it, but you couldn’t actually breath while hanging fully from your
arms. The weight of the rib cage pressing down on your diaphragm
makes it impossible to expand your lungs.

It’s necessary to use the muscles of your
arms to lift yourself up slightly for each breath. Over time that
gets exhausting, breathing becomes harder and harder.

That was what I was waiting for, as a
photographer, and as a man excited by bondage. Cheryl was an
exciting little experiment in more ways than one.

“Feel helpless?” I said. “Feel
vulnerable?

She stared at me with those big eyes and I
slid off the stool, putting down the camera. I went over to her,
slid a hand up and down her back as I came up behind her, then
gripped her soft, thick hair and forced her head back through her
arms, back sharply so as to bow her back and push her chest out
more. Her nipples were hard, sharp little pink dots on her
chest.

“You’re completely helpless,” I breathed
softly. “I can do anything I want to you. Any man can come in here
and do anything he wants to you.”

I slid a hand around her waist, rubbing,
caressing her belly, then, chuckling, I drew back, releasing her
hair. I went to the prop box and took out a little whip.

It wasn’t really a whip, of course. It was
more of a play whip, something used by couples for games, and by me
for pictures. I walked around in front of her, letting her see it.
It certainly looked real. It had a thick, glossy handle from which
dangled long thin laces which I let slide through my fingers.

“Have you ever been whipped?” I asked.

She shook her head rapidly and I smiled.

“Do you want to be?”

She shook her head just about as rapidly, but
with an interesting hesitation which I puzzled over.

“But if I want to, you can’t stop me,” I
said.

She frowned, as if rebellious, as if thinking
“oh yeah, well..”

But then she realized she was right and her
eyes widened.

I moved around behind her, swinging the whip
lightly. I ran a hand up and down her firm, smooth, pale back,
fighting the urge to slide my fingers lower and trace the curves of
that lovely bottom.

I stepped back and swung it at her back. She
yelped and her legs kicked spastically as the flog struck the
centre of her back.

It would hurt – slightly, but the sensation
would be sort of like being whipped very lightly with a very thin
light shoelace – times ten or so. Moreover, the shoelace had no
plastic tip to add its sting.

Still, the thought was there.

I began to “whip” her back, using more
pressure so the flog fell heavily, well, as heavily as it could,
and there was at least a little bit of sting to the impact. She
yelped and moaned and her legs jerked and feet danced a little, but
I knew she was not really feeling much pain.

My prick, on the other hand, was stiff as a
rock.

I spread her legs again, shackling them open,
then, from behind, began to swing the flog in such a way as the
long laces curled across her narrow hips and down against her lower
belly, the tips actually smacking against her pussy from time to
time.

She squirmed and writhed beautifully, gasping
and panting, flushed with exertion and excitement. The urge to slam
my cock home in her slim, gorgeous body was growing nearly
uncontrollable. And I knew if I didn’t do something soon I was
going to do something I might regret for a long time.

Still remaining behind her, I released the
chains from her ankle restraints and let her legs fall closed.

“I’m going to give you a few minutes to
ponder things,” I said. “Or, maybe I’m going to call a bunch of my
friends over to let them enjoy your body.”

I chuckled throatily, then left her, locking
the shed behind me. I gasped and went into the house. It was still
empty, and I hurried upstairs into the toilet and masturbated
frenziedly. It didn’t take very long at all. Jesus, that little
girl had gotten me incredibly hot!

I knew then that if we kept this up, and if
she wasn’t terribly opposed, I was going to wind up fucking her.
That worried me, but I tried to tell myself I could control
things.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


As soon as I was standing there naked in
front of Mr. Randal my mind froze. It was as though I were
transported back to that night in the motel. I was flooded with a
strange, wild sense of sexual hunger and helplessness. I was
embarrassed, anxious, and hot. But I wasn’t afraid. Which was
again, sort of like that night. I knew Mr. Randal wouldn’t hurt me.
I knew I was safe.

But at the same time, he was a man, and a
handsome man at that, big, strong, not at all like those immature
young guys I had gone out with. Being naked around him made me want
to tremble and shake. When he attached the restraints to my arms
and I was helpless it was all I could do not to climax.

I was still embarrassed and self-conscious,
but I was almost trembling with excitement as he snapped pictures
of me. And I knew that if he touched me between the legs I would
come like crazy. God! I was being so slutty! I could hardly believe
I was standing there naked as he walked around me taking
pictures!

Laurie would kill me! My dad would kill both of us!

When he put his hand on my belly I felt a
wild spike of adrenaline, excitement and anxiety. This is it! He’s
going to rape me now! But he didn’t. Instead he used that whip
thing. And wasn’t that wild! It was almost like I was in a fantasy!
When he spread my legs and brought his whip thing around my hips it
hit me between the legs a few times and I almost came!

And wouldn’t THAT have been mortifying!

I was trying to pretend I was just doing this
for the money. I didn’t want him to think I was some kind of crazed
nympho!

Then he left me there, just hanging from my
wrists, left me alone in the dark shed, my wrists aching, my arms
sore, my toes just above the floor.

I felt – weird. I mean, I felt completely
helpless. I could not get away! No matter what happened! I was tied
up and helpless! And naked! It wasn’t that that really scared me,
but it was heavy on my mind. I was hot, excited, aroused, horny. I
ground my thighs together, imagining him returning with a whole
bunch of guys, imagining the Black guys who had raped me hanging me
like this, whipping me, torturing me, raping me…

I was getting hotter in more ways than one,
though. I was getting hot, sweating. It was hot in the shed, and I
was panting for breath as I hung there.

I wondered how long he’d leave me like this.
It felt strange. My lower belly felt heavy and almost distant from
me, like it was just a weight dragging me down. My arms were
growing numb, and I was growing more and more tired because of the
heat. You wouldn’t think just hanging there was so hard but it
was!

I moaned into the gag he’d put in my mouth. I
had a sudden though then. I sure hoped he’d washed it since it had
been in some other girl’s mouth .Eeww!

But it felt strange being gagged like that.
Not only couldn’t I get away I couldn’t even demand to be released.
I couldn’t talk, couldn’t beg, couldn’t try to convince him or
anyone else to do something.

I had never been gagged before, and
especially not with, like, a professional type gag. My mouth was
filled with the thing, my tongue pressed down, but my jaw held
open. I was having a hard time keeping from drooling, in fact. And
that would have been so icky.

I could hear my own harsh breathing as I hung
there. My arms ached. My chest ached. My wrists were numb. I was
just – hanging, swaying a little, sweat trickling slowly down my
body, down my chest and hips, down my legs to my ankles, then down
my feet to drip off my toes just above the floor.

There was a deep pool of shimmering, bubbling
heat in my lower belly, and it was giving off raw sensations of
pleasure and raw, animal excitement that made me want to swoon. It
was like the deepest part of pleasure just before an orgasm, only
it went on and on and on as if it would never end.

Then the door opened and he returned – alone.
He looked me over, ran a hand across my sweating back, and then
picked up a camera and began to snap pictures. I was so hot, inside
and out, and so frazzled by the heat – inside and out – that I
barely reacted. The knowledge of his presence and that he was
taking pictures edged my inner excitement up just that much more,
though, and I was sure I was going to climax any second.

God! It was so wild! So kinky and thrilling!
So incredibly intense! It was even better than my memories and
fantasies of the gang rape in the motel. I felt a strange sense of
fascination and obsession with myself as a tortured, helpless
victim, and wished he would whip me again. I really, really wanted
to be whipped! Hard! If I hadn’t been gagged I would have begged
him to whip me, begged him to fuck me, to rape me.

Instead he just kept moving around me, taking
pictures. Then he was beside me, and I grunted as he pulled my head
back by the hair hard and looked down at me. I stared up through
glassy eyes, and realized with some sense of embarrassment that I
was drooling through or around the gag. I felt a little ashamed of
that, but I couldn’t really think clear enough to care a lot.

“How is my little slut feeling?” he asked,
tugging and pulling on my hair.

I moaned in response. I didn’t know what to
say even if I wasn’t gagged.

“Do you want to be raped, slut?”

A thrill ran through me at the word. Mr.
Randal had called me a slut! How bizarre was that! I would have
nodded my head if he hadn’t held my hair so tightly.

“Do you want me to invite a dozen men over
her to rape you while I take pictures?”

I moaned again dazedly. He was being so
kinky! So nasty!

He released my hair and moved away, then came
back and chained my ankles down once more. He took more pictures,
then came up to me. He had what looked like little Christmas balls
in his hands, but they were on the end of inch-long chains attached
to little clips. He snapped two of them around my stiff, throbbing
nipples, and sharp, stinging pain made me writhe and twist and cry
out into the gag.

Holy shit they hurt!

They even woke my mind up a bit, drew me out
of the strange dark torpor which had fallen over me as I’d hung
there by myself. Still, there was a vast pool of overheated sexual
hunger swirling through me, and only when he attached the third
clip – to my clit! – did I pull back from it.

Oh yeah! I was awake now, for sure! The
sexual hunger was pushed back as I howled into the gag, because
those clips fucking stung! And my clit didn’t feel too good right
then! But he just snapped pictures, and I couldn’t properly curse
him or demand he take the things off. After a minute the stinging
faded to a dull ache, anyway, and became more tolerable. Of course,
then my inner heat started to spiral upwards again.

I quickly realized that moving jerked the
little balls – and they weighed a lot more than Christmas balls –
up and down and pulled against my nipples and clit, so I tried to
keep as still as possible.

Then he left again, left me there totally
spread-eagled in mid-air, arms and legs spread, groaning, drooling
and sweating. I was slumped, dazed, moaning in my inner and outer
heat, and wrapped tightly in an intense sexual hunger which
screened out all other concerns.

As I hung there, I moved slightly, shifting,
and those movements made the weighted balls pull against my nipples
and clit. Yes, it hurt, a little, but my nipples and clit were
mostly just throbbing and sore now, and the little pinpricks of new
sensations were actually starting to turn me on, starting to be
interpreted by my exhausted body as pleasure.

I found myself starting to move,
experimentally pulling and turning and undulating to see what
feeling I could give myself. I discovered that letting my hips
grind and roll in and out with just enough force to set the balls
swinging made a rhythmic pulling and stinging sensation on my
nipples and clit that had me soon approaching orgasm.

And as the orgasm started my hips began to
buck more violently, my body to swing and roll more frantically.
The increased stinging made my body scream with pleasure and the
orgasm thundered down around me like an avalanche! It was so
fucking intense! I was thrashing like I was insane, literally
screaming into the gag – though I didn’t realize it at first.

The thing was that the orgasm actually went
on so long I was able to realize it. My mind ,though it floated and
swirled and churned, was able to pick out the distinctness of my
wet chin as drool dripped off it, of the stinging and pulling
sensations on my nipples and clit, of the hot, wet, swollen need of
my pussy and the way my limbs strained and stretched as I pulled
and twisted against my bonds.

My head was flung back, arching my back,
making my breasts strain, making the weighted balls swing. I
shuddered and bucked my hips forward, then back. My head swung
forward, then swung back. The orgasm tore at me in a wild,
thrilling ride of crackling sexual electricity. I was growing faint
from lack of oxygen, but that only seemed to make the sensations
more powerful.

I finished and collapsed limp, gasping, chest
heaving, moaning, eyes glazed. Returning sanity made me thank God
it had happened while he was away. What a perverted whore he’d
think I was!

My skin felt raw, and I gulped in air as best
I could, moaning into the gag. How long was he going to keep me
hanging like this? Was he going to take more pictures? Was he
calling in more men to rape me?

God! I was so helpless! So naked! So
vulnerable!

I was also a mess. My hair was tangled, and I
was covered in perspiration, with saliva dripping down my chin and
chest, and now belly, and beginning to combine, I feared, with
pussy cream which had soaked my sex opening and felt as though it
were dripping down my thighs. Or was that just perspiration?

My pussy felt so vacant! I so wanted to be
penetrated.

The door opened and I tried to pull myself
together, to look less like a bedraggled nymphomaniac who had just
had an incredible climax. I was a model, a model! My old
insouciance reasserted itself. I didn’t want him to think I was an
unsophisticated little girl who was impressed by his little kinky
bondage pictures!

His presence filled me with hunger and shame
– which brought more hunger. Why was my shame exciting me?

He moved in front of me, inches away. I felt
his masculine presence and wanted his cock inside me. He ran his
hand slowly along my arms, squeezing and kneading my shoulders and
biceps.

“Feeling all right, little girl?” he
asked.

His hands moved down to rub my belly, but
never strayed into dangerous territory until he reached down and
pulled the clip off my clit. I felt a terrible sharp pain and
yowled and twisted as he half turned away. I was biting into the
gag, my head thrashing at the pain as he stepped back and took
pictures.

“Very good,” he said.

After half a minute he put down the camera.
The pain was fading away by then, and he brought something else
over which widened my slitted eyes. It looked like a big dildo, but
no, it was a vibrator, which he proved as he turned it on and it
began to vibrate.

“Later on, if you’re willing, we’ll use more
props,” he said. “That will be entirely up to you, of course.”

He examined the vibrator, then looked at me
again. “Have you ever used one of these? A lot of women like
them.”

He almost casually pressed the buzzing
vibrator against the skin just at the very top of my slit, just
above it, rather. My clit was sore and swollen, the pain still
fading. Rising up around it was the kind of pins and needles you
get with returning sensation, you know, like, when your foot has
gone to sleep? And then as that sort of faded there was a really
intensely sensitive period where I thought I could feel even the
brush of air across my body.

The vibrations made my clit explode, even
though he was technically not touching it. He rubbed the vibrator
slowly from side to side just above my clit, but the sensations
were so powerful and so raw that my back arched and I strained and
writhed in response, gasping, mind tumbling.

“You like it?” he asked.

He lowered the vibrator, rubbed it down a
half inch, rubbed it across my clit.

My mind exploded. The climax was like a
sudden fireball. I screamed into the gag, limbs straining, back
arching, hips bucking violently as he chuckled and rubbed the
vibrator against my clit.

* * *

I was bone-hard as I watched Cheryl’s intense
reaction to the vibrator. I was also fascinated, and excited as a
photographer. I quickly snatched up my camera and snapped nearly
continuous pictures, though they were really too close. I needed to
get further back, but couldn’t do it without releasing the
vibrator.

Then she just stopped – dead, her body going
limp. I looked up from the viewfinder and realized she was
unconscious. Startled, I set down the camera and vibrator and
lifted her head by the hair. I slapped her cheek lightly and
pressed my finger against her eyelid. She was out all right.

Concern and excitement filled me. I didn’t
want anything to happen to her, after all, and though I was
reasonably sure she was fine I was still a bit worried. I was also
feeling like a raw, hungry predator. She was unconscious. She would
not know if I did anything to her. I need not fear her telling
anyone anything!

Tentatively, I ran my hand over her body,
cupping and kneading her breast, plucking the weighted balls off
her nipples, then sliding my hand down between her legs to finger
her clit and slide a finger up inside her. I cupped and squeezed
her ass, and tried to fight the urge to tear open my pants and ram
myself into her.

She was just hanging there, legs open! I
could do her and she wouldn’t even know it! I tried to resist, I
really did. But her performance had made my cock so hard, made my
hunger so hot, that I just couldn’t. My hands fumbled with my
zipper and the next thing I knew I was jamming my prick up against
her ass.

In her faint, her muscles had relaxed. I
rubbed my cock up and down against her, making it slick with her
perspiration, then pushed myself up into her tight, wrinkled anus
and thrust myself home. Jesus it felt good to feel her hot little
body throbbing and squeezing down around my big cock!

I moaned as I gripped her thighs, pumping lightly, pushing myself
up deeper and deeper, then finally, elated, burying myself in this
tight little slut’s ass!

“Oh yeah,” I moaned. “I got my cock right up
your ass, Cheryl baby,” I panted, cupping and squeezing her
breasts. “You like that, baby? You like that, slut?”

I didn’t care if she liked it or not. I was
so fucking hard I couldn’t keep still. I began to rut into her, and
there is no other description for it. I held her against me and my
hips rutted in and out as I rammed my cock up her ass again and
again, reveling in her tightness and warmth, in the heat of her
slick young body against me as I raped her ass.

It didn’t take long. It couldn’t. In less
than a minute I had spewed inside her tight ass. Then, remorse set
in, and guilt, and fear. I did myself up and cut her down, making
sure again she was all right. Then I took her into the back of the
shed where the sink was. It was a big sink, you know, like a
laundry sink? I actually sat her in it, though her legs below the
knees hung over the counter on one side, and her upper body above
the breasts arched back over the other side.

I turned on lukewarm water, picked up a bit
of soap, and began gently soaping her up below the waist. She still
didn’t wake. I pulled the gag out of her mouth so she could breath
better, and soaped up her upper body. I enjoyed the feel of her
soft, slippery flesh against my hands, prepared to tell her a story
about my bathing her in a chaste, necessary way to help waken
her.

Like she’d believe that, but hey, I could
pretend.

I turned the water cooler and let it splash
over her. I pulled her head forward and poured cool water over it
and down her body, and she began to stir, to come around. When her
eyes fluttered open I felt both relief and anxiety. She was okay.
But would she now yell and threaten? But no, she didn’t. She moaned
weakly and showed no sign of bother that she was stuck in a sink
and all wet.

“You all right?” I asked.

She nodded weakly.

“I had no idea you would react so violently,”
I said. “I’m sorry.”

She just moaned a little and rubbed her jaw
where the gag had been.

We both felt a little awkward as she wakened
further. I helped her out of the sink, and handed her a towel to
dry herself. She dressed quickly, not really looking at me, and I
felt a pang of guilt and fear. Could she know!?

I paid her more than I had promised, telling
her it was because she was such a good model, and she left quickly.
I heaved a sigh of relief, but wondered. Could she know I had
sodomised her? Would she tell someone? Would I have police
here?

I berated myself for a fool for not resisting
my impulses, told myself I should have masturbated before coming
back in, and promised myself I would be more careful next time.

At the same time I felt almost giddy. I had
gotten my stiff prick up that gorgeous little bitch’s ass! And she
didn’t even know it! I remembered how great it had felt to be
inside her, how elated I had been to be banging away at her slim
young body as I buried my fingers in her breasts! Yes! That had
been incredible!

And she was so responsive! She had exploded
when I’d brought the vibrator against her. I doubted it was just
the vibrator, either. A lit match will light wood on fire, but if
the wood is soaked in gasoline, well, it fairly explodes. That girl
had been soaked in gasoline, hell, in rocket fuel! She had been so
incredibly aroused that the touch of the vibrator had made her
explode.

Had I found a real little bondage slut? There
weren’t that many around, especially at her age, especially with
her looks and body. I vowed that if that were the case I was going
to see just how far I could take things, how deep I could pull her,
how far her limits were and how far I could stretch them.

It was going to be dangerous, though. If
Denise found out, or Laurie, I was going to be in deep shit.

As I began to download the pictures and go
over them I felt my excitement depending. Jesus, these were good!
Not all of them, by any means. But there were several dozen
pictures out of this batch that were simply phenomenal! She was a
gorgeous little slut, and her arousal almost oozed off the screen.
It looked so real, so intense, not like the many plastic,
passionless bondage photos I’d seen other photographers take.

I had no doubt I could sell these for a nice
bundle. Hell, with more of these I could start an internet site and
sell memberships. This girl was hot! Next time I was going to have
the video cameras rolling, too.

Next time. If there was a next time.
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I was kind of freaked out after the bondage
thing, and really embarrassed, too. I mean, I’d lost consciousness!
I had come so hard I’d freaking lost consciousness! What a slut I
was! And how could Mr. Randal have failed to notice? He must think
I was a real bizarre little perve! I went home, grateful there was
no one there, and showered rapidly.

I was sore, sore enough I turned the shower
into a bath so I could soak. It wasn’t his little whipping which
had made me sore. There were no marks on me from that. But my arms
and legs were really sore, and I groaned as I sank into the hot
water and let the heat sink into me.

The muscles in my groin, in my thighs, and in
my upper arms were worse. My wrists felt bruised and sore. My
insides felt as though I’d been sick, as if my stomach had been
doing the flips.

But what a rush that had been! Wow!

Mr. Randal had given me a hundred bucks. That wasn’t bad given I
had only worked, uhm, modeled, for like, an hour or so. Man, that
was good money for an eight hour job!

I wondered if there were other men like Mr.
Randal who would pay money to take pictures of me naked – and tied
up. How would I find them? Maybe Mr. Randal would know? Imagine
making money out of being naked and tied up! That would be wild!
And what would all those anonymous men do to me while I was naked
and tied up? Grope me? Take advantage of me? Rape me?

Had Mr. Randal groped me when I was
unconscious? The idea made me squirm with both excitement and
disgust. I bet he wanted to fuck me, even though he was pretending
otherwise. Everyone wanted to fuck me, after all. So what if he was
Laurie’s father. He wasn’t my father!

Still, it was weird thinking of fucking
him.

Would he tie me up when he fucked me? Would
he make me beg? Would he pull my hair and spank me, the dirty old
man?

The thought of a poor, helpless little me,
all tied up and being ravished by a horny old guy made my pussy
throb.

Then it made me feel guilty about being a
pervert.

I felt – I dunno – restless, as though I
should be doing something, though I didn’t know what. It was hard
to keep still. I found myself pacing back and forth in my room,
wearing nothing but a pair of white thongs and a thin white tank
top with spaghetti straps.

My nipples were still a little sore, and the
thin fabric squeezed them, making them press out hard. I found
myself posing in my mirror, making sensual expressions, arching my
back. I peeled the tank top up and off as I went to my closet, and
rummaged around in the bottom. I pulled out another one, discarded
long ago, and pulled it on. I had to tug it down because it was so
tight.

It was really short and tight. It not only
displayed ample cleavage in front, but the sides of my breasts were
partially bare. I knew every guy who saw me would want me, want to
fuck me, want to use me, to rape me, to do me.

Would Mr. Randal want to fuck me? Would he
want to take pictures of me like this? I wished we had a camera. I
wanted to take pictures and send them to him. Then I thought about
his cameras, and the hiding place for his key. I could sneak into
the shed and take a few pictures like this. Wouldn’t he be
surprised! And if he caught me, well, what was he going to do to
me?

Spank me?

I grinned and pulled on my denim shorts. They
were short-shorts from Abercrombie, and very low on my hips and
high on my thighs. My father was reading the paper and my mother
was in the kitchen. Neither really paid much attention to me as I
went out. It was hot outside, though, hotter than it had been
earlier. I felt hot on the inside, as well. It was like I was
walking outside naked! Okay, not exactly naked. I couldn’t be
arrested, but I could see down into my cleavage, and I could
actually bring my hands up to the sides of my chest and feel my the
soft flesh of my bare breasts.

I was a bit disappointed at not running into
anyone. I did stop for a coke at the strip mall, though, and the
Lebanese guy behind the counter stared at me hungrily. Did he want
to drag me in the back and rape me? I bet you do, I thought smugly,
excitedly, as I wrapped my lips around the bottle suggestively and
drank.

I didn’t want to fuck some Arab guy, though.
I walked out, wrapped up in the excitement of being hot, of being
sexy, of being beautiful and wanted. I sauntered along, aroused,
making my way towards Laurie’s house, wondering if I dared actually
ring the bell and go inside. Laurie would probably criticize my
walking around braless in such a tiny shirt, though. Not to mention
her mother.

I reached Laurie’s house, and went up around
the side carefully. When I reached the fence I pressed myself
against it and felt how sensitive and hot my breasts were as I
pressed them against the cool wood and squeezed them. My nipples
were very hard as I climbed over the fence and moved across the
yard. I let myself into the shed, heart pounding, and turned on the
light.

I wondered where the pictures of me where. I
started poking around in the files he had kept, but then I doubted
he would have printed any yet. I noticed the computer then. It was
still turned on. I sat down and began to go through it. There was a
lot of shit there, so I typed my name in and searched. Sure enough,
a whole bunch of pictures began to appear, and I felt my excitement
mount as I examined them.

He had separated out a few dozen that I guess
he figured were especially good, and I was thrilled at how hot and
sexy I looked, how helpless and tormented, how hot and excited.
Wow! I was a pretty good model! I was proud of the pictures, and
how hot they were, but I also felt a sense of weird anxiety, like
thinking of if other people saw them, everyone at school, say, my
friends. What would they think and say?

They’d say I was a slut, I suppose.

After looking at them for a while I was
feeling more aroused, feeling the seam in my shorts digging up into
my pussy. I picked up the digital camera and started playing with
it, trying to figure out how to set the timer so it would take
pictures of me. It took a few tries, but I got it down, and started
posing for pictures in the tank top, bending forward for some,
taking others from the sides, arching my back, raising my arm and
stuff. I tried to look sexy for the camera, and then stripped off
my shorts and took more pictures of me in my thong, turning and
twisting.

Of course, then I had to take off my tank top
and pose for more pictures, turning and preening, arching and
squeezing my boobs. And hey, why not? I stripped naked, then, and
posed naked. I set the camera on its tripod, set the timer, posed,
then scurried over and examined the screen. I did that again and
again, getting more giggly and excited as I took more pictures.
Sure, lots of them weren’t very good, but some of them looked
pretty hot to me.

And then I found the vibrator he had used on
me earlier and I began to use it, taking pictures of myself while I
inserted it into my pussy, jumping up and down to set the timer
again and again, out of breath, panting, excited as I pumped the
vibrator inside me and rubbed my clit.

When I was done, I downloaded all the
pictures onto his computer so I could examine them properly. I
deleted most of them, then deleted the pictures on the camera. I
left just a couple of pictures on his screen, ones not quite so
bad, me in my tight tank top, looking seductive. I figured Mr.
Randal would see them next time he came and maybe think about doing
more pictures of me, and maybe paying me more, too.

Then I locked up and hid the key before
heading home.

I was surprised by the picture on the screen,
to say the least. First, I kicked myself for being stupid in not
closing down the computer. If Laurie had come in and seen this –
well, there would be hell to pay.

Even though I was damn sure I hadn’t taken
it.

So if I hadn’t taken it what was it doing on
my screen?

Well, it didn’t take long to check, and find
out they’d been put there yesterday evening, when I was at my
brother in law’s house watching a ball game. So the little slut had
come in and played around with things, had she? What other pictures
had she taken?

I knew exactly which camera she’d taken
because its software had activated the download program. I hooked
it to the computer and checked. It was blank. I brought up another
program and smiled as pictures began to pop up on my screen.

On most digital cameras, including the one
Cheryl had used, deleting a picture simply had the effect of
removing the protection over that particular space on the memory
card. It didn’t actually erase the file that was there. Why should
it? That space was now free to be used again and when more pictures
were taken they would be stored in that space, writing over what
was there before.

But since it was still there I could recover
it, and did. Many of the pictures were bad, but there were quite a
few interesting ones, especially the ones with fewer items of
clothing. I felt my cock starting to throb as I scrolled lower and
found her playing with the vibrator, sucking on it, then pushing it
up into her pussy, spreading her legs wide for the camera as she
jammed it up inside herself.

Now how was I going to play this? Confront
her? Probably. But what tack should I take? Should I pretend to be
angry, and punish her? I liked that idea. I could shame her with
the rawer pictures even while punishing her. So how? Whip her with
something harder and heavier? I didn’t think she was ready for
that, yet.

I leafed through some of my books,
considering poses and situations. I wanted her to be helpless and
exposed, with the latitude to feel a lot of excitement and maybe
even come again. I wanted it to be different from what she’d
already done, and not so much painful as uncomfortable.

* * *

I was nervous as I headed up the driveway
behind Laurie’s house. Her father had refused to say what he
wanted. He had sounded – I don’t know, stern, in a way, though not
really angry. I knew he would know I had been in the shed again and
used his camera and computer, but I hoped he wasn’t really angry or
anything. At the same time I was excited, wondering what he would
do, if he’d want to spank me or hang me by my wrists again and whip
me. The thought of the latter made my pussy bubble and throb.

I was dressed in shorts and tank top again,
though the tank top wasn’t nearly as tight and revealing, and I had
a lacy little bra underneath which I hoped he would soon see. It
was just after three, so he had come home early from work. I
wondered if it was just to see me. Could I get him to pay me to
take more pictures?

I knocked, then looked around nervously,
waiting. The door opened and I felt my heart leap as he looked down
at me.

“Come in, Cheryl,” he said, backing up.

I went in, casual as all, like I had no idea
what he wanted. He closed the door behind me, and I was just about
to turn around and kind of ask him what he wanted when I saw the
computer screen and my face went red. The picture on it was from
last night, but it wasn’t the one I’d left, of me in the tank top.
Instead, in this picture, I was completely naked, and laying back
with the vibrator stuck up my pussy.

I had deleted those!

I felt Mr. Randal gripping my hair, jerking
me back so I stumbled, then shoving me forward and down.

“Sit there,” he ordered sternly, forcing me
to the floor.

I sat down, kind of sitting on my heels as he
released my hair and then moved to sit down in the chair in front
of me. I was nervous, red-faced, embarrassed, anxious and jolted by
the sudden turn of events. I mean, yeah, he had seen me naked and
taken pictures, but these pictures were a lot worse. It was hard to
meet his eyes, and I kept dropping my scarlet face down to point at
the floor of the shed.

“Look at me,” he ordered sternly.

I was forced to raise my chin, but my eyes
sort of rolled off to the sides. It was really embarrassing to have
that picture o the screen, and think of the others I’d taken that
he almost must have seen, of me masturbating with the vibrator.
Masturbating!

“Did I not instruct you to stay out of the
shed, Cheryl?”

I nodded, mortified.

“Look at me!”

I raised my eyes a little, heart beating,
face hot.

“You came back here and masturbated.”

God! Talk about humiliating! I dropped my
eyes again.

“Look at me!”

I wouldn’t.

“Do you know how I found the pictures?”

I shrugged.

“You might know this if you paid any
attention in school. Just because you erase something from the
computer, that does not mean it’s actually erased. It can be found
again if you scan the hard drive. And when I saw the picture you
left I decided to see what else you were doing. Imagine my surprise
when I found all these pictures of you masturbating with the
vibrator.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t hurt yourself
pushing that vibrator so deep inside you,” he said. “It’s easily a
foot long and I think you managed to cram almost every inch inside
your pussy. I would have thought a thin girl like you wouldn’t have
all that room inside her.”

I cringed, squeezing my fingers in my
hand.

“Now how should I punish you?” he asked

I shrugged, though I also felt a little
shudder of excitement. He certainly couldn’t tell her parents, not
after the pictures he himself had taken. What did that leave?
Spanking her!?

I think you should be made to understand that
this is my shed, and not a good place for you to be without
permission,” he said. “And I think you should be punished by using
it to satisfy your own nasty little lust.”

My initial humiliation was fading now, and
excitement growing in its place.

“Take off your clothes, Cheryl.”

My pulse rocketed upwards. Yes! Still, my
face was red as I peeled off my top, then stood up and began to
strip off my jeans and shoes. When I was naked I was still
embarrassed. I stood with my feet pressed together, head low, hands
kind of gripped together in front of my groin as he moved around
the shop.

“I want you to get down on your hands and
knees,” he ordered.

I felt my breath draw in sharply. Was he
going to rape me, do me like a dog? I got slowly down, my knees
almost collapsing so that my hands hit the cool floor hard. I
positioned myself on all fours, blushing furiously as he stood
beside me with a pile of rope in his hands.

He was going to tie me up!

“Who knows, I might even take a picture or
two, and if they’re any good, I might pay you,” he said.

I was getting so excited I was almost
trembling as he squatted next to me with a handful of rope. He had
it doubled, and then doubled it again, and draped it across the
back of my neck. He drew the rope – a soft, black rope about as
thick as my middle finger, down beneath my chest, then separated
the four loops, pulling two around each breast. He circled my
breasts, brought the four loops together, and twisted them
together, then slowly tightened the two loops around my breasts so
that I felt my soft flesh squeezed out and growing more taut and
hard, my nipples tingling and throbbing.

He drew the four loops up against the front
of my throat, separated them again, and wound them, two each, from
opposite sides, around behind my neck, then joined them together
behind my neck and pulled the four loops straight down my
spine.

“Lay on your belly,” he ordered, pushing down
on my shoulders.

That was easier said than done, for as I
started to I realized that my bound breasts were now hard, and
laying on them kind of hurt. He got up and found a pillow
somewhere, putting that under my chest, and that kind of helped.
Then he drew my arms behind my back. He took the four loops which
lay along my spine, separated them in half, and wound two loops
each around my right and left arm above my elbows, then slowly drew
them together.

I began to gasp and groan as my shoulders
were forced back harder, but he ignored me, tightening them further
as I gasped and began to resist slightly. A sharp slap to my bottom
accompanied his order to “keep still”.

He now extended the two loops which circled
each of my arms and wrapped them around the other arm, and
tightened the loops further.

“Lift your feet up and back,” he said.

Gasping, I obeyed, and felt him grasp my
ankles, pulling them back farther, bowing my back sharply, then
loops of rope went around my ankles. When he released them, I
found, to my surprise, that as my ankles pulled back away from my
buttocks they pulled not only on my wrists, but also on the rope
looped around my throat so that it tightened uncomfortably.

Mr. Randal then rolled me onto my side, which
made my breasts feel better, at least, and I saw that he had pulled
the four loops of rope down along my buttocks and through my
thighs. He pulled the rope further through, and then separated them
again. One loops went up diagonally, cutting into my groin on each
side, and going up to my hips. The other two loops were pulled up
tight so that they actually sank between the lips of my naked sex.
He fiddled with them, then, laying them down and peeling them out,
then tied a knot in them before laying them down again.

He fed them up to the ropes around my breasts
and tied them off, then fed the other two loops behind my back and
tied them off somehow.

Now he took a pair of much smaller rope,
cord, really, and rolled me forward again. He tied the cord
somewhere behind me, then rolled me back, and I saw him feed the
rope around from opposite sides of my chest. He carefully laid the
cord across the very centre of my chest, directly across my
nipples, in fact, then tied a pair of tiny loops right over my
nipples and carefully worked them down around my nipples.

When he tied the two cords together at the
centre of my chest the loops pulled in tight around my nipples,
stingingly tight.

And as he let them go, I realized something
else, letting my ankles pull back away from my buttocks not only
pulled on the ropes around my throat, but also pulled on the cords
around my nipples, and tightened the rope digging into my sex,
slightly grinding the knot against my exposed clit. I also soon
discovered that by arching my back a little the ropes around my
breasts tightened.

Mr. Randal brushed my hair back, then stuffed
a red ball-gag into my mouth and fed the straps around behind me.
Only then did he stand up and examine me for a minute as I lay
there on my side. He nodded to himself, went to the counter,
brought back the camera, and moved around me snapping pictures.

Then he smiled and turned off the air
conditioner.

“It’s a warm day and the sun is shining. It’s
going to become very hot in here soon,” he said. “I’ll be back. You
lay there and think about how bad a girl you are, and how badly you
deserve to be punished.”

He closed the door, then, leaving me alone.
That was fine with me. I kind of wanted to enjoy my newfound
bondage, reveling in how tight and complicated it was as I lay
there on the floor. I felt really – I don’t know, abused,
tormented, ill-treated, and that excited me.

My breasts were throbbing from the rope which
squeezed around them, my nipples tingling. I wriggled around a bit
on the floor, panting and groaning and grunting as I discovered the
limitations of my bondage and the affects of movement.

I found it deliciously exiting to be tied up
like this, despite, or maybe even because of the discomfort. I lay
more or less still, playing out fantasies of sexual victim hood
through my mind, imagining myself at the hands of terrible men who
lusted after me, maybe Arabs who were kidnapping me for their
harem, or pirates who would sell me as a slave.

I gradually began a rhythmic movement, almost
unconsciously, moaning softly with the effort as I began to strain
at the ropes. My movements caused the intensity of the pulling at
my nipples to grow and weaken, grow and weaken. It did the same for
the rope around my breasts, and best of all, made the rope which
was jammed in hard between my pussy lips kind of saw slightly back
and forth – and that with the knot right against my clit!

The only downside was that this arching and
straining also tightened the ropes around my throat every time I
did it. So it was kind of like a challenge to pull hard enough to
really squeeze my breasts and pinch my nipples and grind the knot
across my clit, but not freaking strangle myself by tightening the
ropes too much.

Mr. Randal was right in that the bright
summer sun beat down on the wooden roof of the small shed and the
temperature began to surge higher and higher. With the discomfort
of my bondage and the energy I was putting into moving, into
straining and arching and twisting, I was soon soaked in sweat,
just as I had been the other day.

No, it was worse. I was dripping wet,
drooling and gasping like a fish around the ball gag, and that was
without my pulling and straining and tightening the ropes around my
throat.

A thick curtain of hazy sexual heat had
settled around me, however, and no amount of discomfort could
distract me from the hunger and need I felt inside me. My movements
became more energetic, not less, even though this really tightened
the ropes around my throat to the point I could barely breath.
Gasping raggedly, I ground the knot on the rope back and forth
against my clit as the cords tugged on my aching nipples and the
ropes squeezed again and again around my breasts.

The orgasm was blinding, and I cried out,
loudly, screamed, I guess, as my body shuddered, twisted, and
writhed in the grip of an intense physical storm wave of
sensations.

The gag – I had noticed it before, almost
without noticing it, but now I realized again, almost without
thinking, that it eliminated any need to guard my tongue, to keep
any noise down. It gave me the confidence to simply give release to
my pent up excitement and the wild animal response of my climax. I
could scream out loud and not worry about anyone hearing. And so I
did, screaming as the maelstrom of sexual release tore through my
body and mind.

The climax was so intense it was blinding,
and I gurgled breathlessly as I tightened the ropes so hard around
my throat I could not breath at all. I bucked and twisted and
shuddered through the long, sweeping orgasm, and then went nearly
limp, barely conscious, gasping loudly and raggedly as I lay
still.
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“These are very good, very erotic,” I
said.

Cheryl was blushing darkly. She had not known
I had set up a video camera on her as she lay writhing on the
floor. Now the girl was perched, still naked, on a stool, legs
closed tight, watching the video image of herself twisting and
writhing in orgasm as I examined the video.

“You know, a lot of people would pay to see a
video like this,” I said.

“I bet,” she muttered, face red.

I smiled and let my eyes openly rake her.
“Perhaps a web site devoted to you,” I said.

“I don’t want everyone in town seeing me –
like this,” she protested.

“No, we wouldn’t want that. But there are
ways to make it more secret. You can require a membership, and not
grant memberships to anyone in this state.”

“Really?” she said, blinking, no doubt
wondering how much money she’d get if a bunch of strangers saw her
like that.

“You’re very hot, very orgasmic,” I ventured,
“And a lot of men would pay money to see you like this, to get
pictures of you, to have you do things on the internet. There
aren’t many girls as young and beautiful as you who are able to put
on a show like this.”

She shrugged uncomfortably.

“Let’s try some simple things for a bit,” I
said. “So you can recover.”

She seemed to like that, but she was again a
bit jumpy when I tied her wrists together behind her back.

“Kneel,” I said.

She obeyed, looking up uncertainly as I began
snapping pictures.

“Spread your knees wider, much wider,” I
said.

Blushing, she did, and I took a number of
pictures from different angles.

I gripped her hair and bent her over,
pressing her face down against the floor.

“Raise your ass and keep your legs apart,” I
ordered.

She did and I took some pretty damn hot
pictures of her from behind, that pert little ass raised high, her
tight little pussy winking at me.

“Do you mind taking more pictures with
these?” I asked. “The last ones you took weren’t bad, but were a
bit amateurish and unfocussed.”

She blushed more deeply as I held up a
vibrator and dildo, and her eyes grew wider, then she kind of
shrugged – which is hard to do when your head and shoulders are
pressed against the ground, and said “I guess.”

I pressed the vibrator against her pussy, and
she flinched strongly. I rubbed it slowly up and down against her
tight little slit, then carefully exerted more pressure, finding
her hole and sinking it into her as she held her position.

“Is that too hard? Too much pressure?” I
asked solicitously.

“N-no,” she said, her voice squeaking a
bit.

Her pussy was tight, and I twisted the
vibrator from side to side as I worked it deeper. With two thirds
of it inside her I stepped back and shot some pictures as it buzzed
away. I stepped forward and thrust the vibrator deeper, and she
gasped, her hips jerking. I pretended it was all business, stepped
back, and took more pictures.

I gripped the vibrator again, pumping it
slowly in and out, pressing and twisting it inside her so her hips
began to grind back at me. I sheathed it inside her and then had
her stand. She stood awkwardly, and I had to steady her as she
panted, red-faced, and kept her eyes down on the floor.

“I’ve got an idea for another set of shots,”
I said, as if just thinking about it.

I had her stand straight but with her legs
spread apart more. I tied a rope around each ankle and bound them
down in place, then tied her wrists separately and lifted them back
behind her, then up and out to the sides, forcing her to bend
forward hard at the waist. Then I clipped weights to her nipples as
her breasts hung below her.

I showed her a long, double-headed latex
dildo and then set it up behind her, kind of taped to a broomstick
which I then positioned directly behind her. I pulled the vibrator
out of her and then slowly pushed the dildo into her and stepped
back. With the dildo held in place, if I framed the picture close
enough to her butt it would look like someone, some black guy,
because the dildo was shaped and colored like a black cock – was
fucking her.

I explained this and took some shots, and she
didn’t complain. Then I put on a plastic glove and lubed up her
anus. This widened her eyes, but I talked very casually as I let my
gloved finger slide in and out of her tiny opening, and then when I
transferred the dildo, working it slowly into her, I pushed the
vibrator into her pussy – hard enough to pretty much burry it
there.

I took more pictures, with the big
double-headed dildo sticking out of her ass, but buried deep, then
I got another dildo. This one had a fat base with two phony
testicles at the bottom which were really suction cups. I put the
dildo on its base on the stool, making it stick in place and then
moved the stool under her. I had to actually take her hair and pull
her head up to slide the dildo under it.

With the big, fat, latex cock pointing up, I
lowered her face.

“Take it into your mouth, little slut,” I
said softly.

She moaned but opened her lips wide, and as I
let her head sink down her lips closed around the fat dildo and
began to slide down.

“Take it deep, slut,” I said in a soft voice.
“You know you can take it deep. Have you ever deep throated a cock,
little slut? I bet you’ve wanted to.”

I was pushing it here, and knew it, but I was
getting more and more aroused as I fed the little whore more and
more of the latex cock, as I pushed it through her straining lips
and urged her to suck and swallow. I wished it were my own cock,
but even with the rubber cock I wanted to ram it deep into the
little whore’s throat.

“That’s it, you little whore,” I said softly.
“Suck that cock. Suck it deep. Take it into your throat. You know
you want to. Show me what a hot, cock-hungry little slut you are.
Deep throat that cock, little slut. Swallow every inch of it.”

As I urged her on I pushed down on her head,
forcing her lips lower and lower. I could actually feel it as the
head of the cock pushed against her throat. Her head immediately
tried to jerk back as she gagged, but I pushed down harder,
fighting against her, gravity on my side as I slowly forced her
lips down deeper and deeper and she choked and gagged and gurgled
in protest.

* * *

I loved being bent over. It excited me,
aroused me, and made me feel dirty and slutty – and ashamed. I knew
that all bent over, with my ass up in the air and my legs spread,
Mr. Randal could see – everything, just everything!

It felt uncomfortable, of course, physically
uncomfortable, with my arms back and lifted up and out. My arms
strained, and I felt the pressure against my shoulders as I bent
over. The stinging pull of the weights on my nipples hurt, too

But when he started sliding the vibrator up
and own against my pussy, oh wow, I could hardly keep still, and
fought to keep myself from making any noise, from giving away the
excitement and passion filling me. I wanted him to think I was just
posing for pictures, just for the money, you know. But the dildo
was big, and it strained my pussy lips, so that as it slid slowly
into my body I felt an intense sense of hunger and need. I wanted
him to ram it in and out, and instead he was just kind of slowly
twisting and pushing it to get it deeper.

Then he began to take pictures, and that
thrilled me, too, because I imagined what the pictures would look
like, how slutty I looked, and how nasty it was to let someone take
pictures of me like that. There was some anxiety, too, but since he
already had pictures of me with my vibrator I told myself it really
didn’t matter. He’d seen everything, too, so again I told myself
that it was all just for pictures, that I didn’t need to worry
about being helpless and having him rape me.

Even if the thought of it aroused me.

I could hardly believe it when he put on the
glove and started prodding at my ass. I was a little stunned, not
at all sure what to say or do – not that there was anything I could
really do. And then his finger felt so good as it squirmed away in
my ass, all slick and slippery, with the dildo in my pussy
stretching me out too.

I almost lost it, though, when he began to
push that dildo into my ass, and buried the vibrator in my pussy.
This was really going too far, but it was like, I’d already done so
much that it was hard to protest going that extra little distance.
I tried to keep quiet, to not show the wild sexual heat which was
spilling over my skin, which was bubbling up through my belly, but
it was becoming harder and harder to do.

“You’ve still got one hole that needs to be
filled,” he said as he dragged over the stool.

I stared, watching, as he slapped the big
dildo down on it and it kind of stuck in place. Then he yanked my
head up by the hair to hold it in place, and slid the stool
underneath. When he lowered my head the dildo was sticking up right
under my mouth, and I opened my lips, sucking on it, wanting to
look sexy for the camera. He took some pictures, then pushed my
head down further, and I gurgled as the thick tube of latex slid
into my mouth and the head pushed against my throat.

“Swallow it, slut,” he said. “Swallow that
cock. You know a real slut can deep throat. Show us how you deep
throat a cock, little slut.”

But he wasn’t waiting, and even though sexual
electricity was setting my nerve endings tingling and twitching I
couldn’t just take the big dildo into my throat that easily. He
pushed down on my head and panic welled up in me, but I could do
little as the head of the dildo pushed against the entrance to my
throat, then went into it.

I gagged and coughed and choked,
instinctively trying to pull myself away, but he pushed down
remorselessly, bending me further, forcing my mouth down the length
of the dildo as I felt it sliding up through my throat. I gagged
again, twisting and writhing, but he held me firmly by the hair and
pushed down until my lips were flush with the plastic balls sitting
on the stool.

He let me up slowly, my face turning red,
then white, for lack of breath, and when he yanked my head up by
the hair and the dildo pulled free I coughed violently.

“Now, now. I’m sure you’ve swallowed cocks
before,” he said.

Which was true, but I hadn’t done it
willingly, and the flashback of my gang rape and how the black men
had forced their cocks down my throat filled me with heat and
anxiety at the same time.

He pushed down on my head again, and since I
was gulping in air I didn’t have time to close my mouth. Then he
was jamming me down onto the thing and it was pushing into my
throat again. As before, I gagged and choked and moaned, but he
distracted me some by slapping and squeezing my breasts, setting
the weights to swinging, and tugging on them so they stung really
hard.

“Swallow that cock, slut,” he growled.

His words ran like fire through my veins. I
felt again as I had when I had been gang raped, like everything was
out of control, like I was just along for the ride, like I was
being rudely and crudely used by a cruel man.

“That’s it, slut. Swallow that cock,” he
said, forcing my mouth all the way down the length of the
dildo.

He reached under me and I felt his hands at
the weighted chains dangling from my nipples. Then he kind of
twisted them together under the stool, so that when he let go of my
hair and I tried to pull back I began to pull on my nipples and had
to stop.

I gurgled and moaned and rolled my eyes as he
stepped back and began to take pictures. It was very hard to
breath, but then I realized I could actually breath, if not easily.
If my throat was a little relaxed I cold sort of suck air in around
the dildo, but it took a lot of work. The flash on the camera went
off again and again as he moved from side to side taking pictures,
but I was concentrating mainly on breathing.

By the time he reached under the stool and
freed my nipples I was dazed, eyes glazed. I could breath, but not
well, and my head pounded from lack of oxygen. He yanked me up by
the hair and I gasped and coughed dazedly, face red, as he held my
head up.

“Great pictures,” he said. “I’d like to get a
little video too. You don’t mind, I know. Now just act naturally,
and do what I tell you to do.”

I hardly heard him. My head was pounding, my
chest heaving. I was gulping in air as he pushed the stool back and
released my hair. My head hung forward and I gasped and coughed and
moaned as I stared down at the floor, my pounding heart slowly
starting to slow.

He fiddled around with something off to the
side, but I hardly noticed him. Then he was back, and I knew it as
he gripped my thick hair, filling his hand with it, and yanked my
head up and back.

“You’re a filthy little slut, aren’t you,
Cheryl?” he growled.

He jerked on my hair, twisting it painfully
in his hands.

“Aren’t you!?” he barked.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped, still panting for
breath.

“Say it, whore!”

“I-I’m a filthy l-little slut!” I gasped.

“Again!”

“I’m a filthy little slut!” I cried.

“And you need to be punished, don’t you?”

“I need to be punished,” I gasped.

He slapped my breast and I yelped in
pain.

“Master,” he said. “You are to call me
master!”

“Y-yes, master!” I gasped, feeling a strange
dark thrill.

He dragged the stool over again, but the
dildo was no longer on it. Instead there was a typed paper.

“Read that aloud, slut, while I punish you,”
he ordered.

Sure, whatever. I focused my eyes on the
paper, still breathing hard, and felt another wild thrill run
through me as I read the words. Then a sudden sharp sting at my
behind made me cry out and jerk violently, my head whipping around
to look behind me. Mr. Randal was holding a long, thin strap of
some kind.

“Read!” he ordered.

Panting, I turned my head back to the
paper.

Another crack against my bottom made me cry
out in pain.

“Aloud, slut!”

“I-I’m a filthy fucking whore,” I read,
panting. “I’m a cock loving fucktoy that only wants to be used and
fucked.”

I can’t tell you how weird and exciting it
was to read that aloud, especially tied up and exposed as I was,
especially in front of Mr. Randal, and in front of the camera!

I cried out as the thin leather strap lashed
my bottom again.

“Keep reading, whore!”

“I love to suck cock,” I gasped. “I’m a
cocksucker. I love to lick cocks and swallow come. I love to deep
throat big nigger cocks!”

Crack! The strap cut across my bottom
again with stinging force.

“I-I love to be fucked in the ass,” I read.
“I love to have big cocks pounding away at my tight little asshole!
I love to lick cocks and suck them and be fucked and gang
banged!”

Crack!

“Ooww! I-I’m a filthy little piece of white
trash cunt meat that’s only good for fucking and raping!”

Crack!

“Owww! I’m… I’m a brainless, cum swallowing
fuck toy who - .”

Crack!

“… who – oww! Who needs to be treated like
the dirty little bitch whore she is and made to crawl and - .”

Crack!

“… and – oww! And made to beg for my cock and
my dinner like every other dirty little bitch dog whore!”

It was so fucking bizarre! And wild! It was
absolutely wild and thrilling and kind of disorienting too, because
I had to keep my eyes on the paper, and read aloud, and the sharp,
stinging little blows would come at any time without warning. I was
hot, really hot, with my ass deeply penetrated by the big dildo and
my pussy stuffed with the purring, buzzing vibrator.

It was too much, and I broke down as the
orgasm fell on me like a tidal wave, my voice breaking apart into
an undulating cry of pleasure that only rose as Mr. Randal grabbed
my hair and yanked my head back, then seized the dildo in my ass
and began to ram it in and out really hard. He pounded it deep, so
that the tip was actually bruising my insides.

“Come, you whore! Come, you filthy slut! Show
everyone what a total fucking sleazy bitch whore you are!” he
growled over my gasping, gurgling whining climax.

The pounding of the dildo in my ass only made
the come more powerful, and I was just blown away by the intensity
of the pleasure, the wild rush of raw animal sensations that flayed
my mind and turned my body into a jerking, twitching, bucking mass
of tortured nerve endings.

When it finally ran down I was just – dazed,
exhausted, limp, barely able to stand up as Mr. Randal held my head
up by the hair. I was slack jawed, my eyes slitted, moaning weakly
as he moved in front of me.

“Did you like your come, slut?” he demanded,
pulling insistently at my hair.

“Y-Y-yes,” I whispered.

He slapped my breast hard enough to get my
attention and I gasped in pain.

“I asked a question, whore.”

“Y-Yes!”

He slapped my breast again and it hurt!

“Master,” he corrected. “You are to refer to
me as master.”

“Yes, master!” I gasped.

“I bet you’d rather have a real cock inside
you, though, wouldn’t you. You’d love to suck on a real cock about
now.”

“Y-yes, master,” I said, hardly aware of what
I was saying anyway.

I was aware, however, when he unzipped and
stuck his cock into my open mouth. I was surprised, too, to find
Mr. Randal’s cock in my mouth. Nor was I very pleased, because it
was making it hard to breath, and I was breathless. I grunted as he
pulled and twisted at my hair.

“Suck that cock, slut,” he hissed. “Suck
cock!”

I closed my lips and began to suck, moaning a
little fearfully, though I knew it was just an act he was putting
on for the video. Then I thought of how sexy and erotic and exotic
I was going to look on the video, then about how much hotter that
would be if I was sucking a real cock. Then the fact it was Mr.
Randal’s cock struck me as truly bizarre and shocking. I mean, I’d
known him practically all my life!

But I sucked on his cock, and when he slapped
my breast I licked at it too, and I began to feel the buzzing of
the vibrator with more and more intensity as my body, shockingly,
heated up again in no time at all.

It wasn’t just the words he was saying
either, but the way he was saying them, so… so cruelly, so
viciously, his voice full of contempt and derision.

“Suck my cock, you fucking whore!” he spat at
me as he thrust his cock into my mouth. “You know you love cock,
you cheap little cunt!”

God! To have Mr. Randal saying such things to
me set my entire mind to quivering and shaking in amazement. It was
just so nasty! I felt so – nasty! I felt so put-upon, so beaten
down, so helpless, like his … his prisoner or something! It was
breathtaking in a way.

He yanked back on my hair hard, lifting my
head up and back further as he pulled his cock free. He lifted his
cock up against his belly, and almost immediately forced my mouth
in against his balls.

“Suck my balls, you filthy slut! Suck them!
Take them into your mouth, you dirty little bitch! That’s it! Suck
them! Dirty little cock sucker!”

The words were really setting my blood on
fire, and I moaned as I sucked on his balls, as I massaged them
within my mouth and licked at them. I gasped as he pulled my hair
back again, and then thrust his cock back into my mouth.

“Suck that cock, you cheap little fuck toy.
Suck it before I shove it down your filthy throat! Maybe I should
do that anyway. If ever a girl should be made to choke on cock it’s
a dirty little slut like you.”

And then he yanked me forward by the hair as
he forced his cock into my throat. I choked and gagged, my head
pulling instinctively, if uselessly, against his pull, as he forced
my lips all the way down to the base of his cock. It kind of hurt,
kind of ached having his big cock stuffing my throat, but I was
still thrilled, wildly aroused, even as he began to pump it in and
out, began to jam his pubic bone against my nose with every hard
thrust.

He slapped my breast and sometimes my bottom
as he fucked my face, and he reached forward and gripped the dildo,
pumping it in and out with painful force. When he pushed his hand
lower and rubbed my clit up against the vibrator I came, my mind
spinning and twisting and churning in helpless sexual bliss even as
he pounded his cock up an down in my throat.
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“I hope you’re not upset about my using such
language, Cheryl,” Mr. Randal said, hugging me as he helped me to
stand. “I was acting, for the video, you see. You know I think
you’re a delightful girl.”

I nodded dazedly as he eased me back towards
the stool.

“Wait a sec,” he said.

He slapped the dildo down on the seat of the
stool again, the one with the suction cups. Then he kind of bent
the head forward a little as he held me in his arm.

“Okay, sit back,” he said “Here you go. You
can sit down here.”

He guided me onto the dildo and I gasped as
it slid into me. He’d only just taken the vibrator out of my pussy,
and the second dildo was still buried in my ass. I was a little
dazed, though, as he sat me down on the stool, and the dildo felt
almost natural as it pushed up into my pussy – deep.

I grunted as it hit the end of my pussy
tunnel, and didn’t want to go down any further. Mr. Randal hugged
me and told me what a great model I was being, and as he did so,
incidentally, lifted my ankles up along the legs of the wooden
stool and tied them to the legs halfway up. I kind of held myself
up a bit by the hands, though almost all the dildos were in me now,
and Mr. Randal took some more pictures, then dragged another stool
over and sat down.

“I think you’ve definitely earned a bonus for
your work tonight, Cheryl,” he said.

And as he spoke he turned on the vibrator he
held and pushed it between my legs, kind of idly rubbing it against
my clit. Both my hands were grasping the edge of the stool to
support my weight. I was still panting and gasping, and my mind was
just beginning to fit itself back together.

“In fact, things are going to so good I’d
like you to stay later. Why don’t you call your parents and tell
them you’ll be home very late.”

“Th-they always ask q-questions,” I said
somewhat breathlessly.

“Well, tell you what, you tell them you’re
spending the night with Laurie. They won’t find anything odd about
that.”

He was still kind of lightly rubbing the
vibrator across my clit, and I was gasping and trying to ease
myself a bit lower on the vibrators – without them really hurting
too much. I was finally able to actually sit down, though both
dildos pushed up hard against something inside me and made me feel
a kind of dull, painful cramping sensation.

“O-Okay!” I gulped.

“Good girl,” he sad, ruffling my hair.

He got up and moved behind me, then drew my
arms back and tied my hands together. Unlike usual, he didn’t cross
my wrists, but tied my hands flat together, six or seven loops of
rope crossing them before he tired it off tightly.

He got a cordless phone, then, and called my
house, and I told my mom I would be spending the night at Laurie’s
house. That felt pretty strange, given what was going on, and kind
of kinky, too.

Then Mr. Randal asked me how I was feeling,
and if I was hungry or anything. I admitted my throat was a little
sore, and he apologized, and went to fetch me some cool yogurt.

So I sat there, naked, my belly groaning with
the two thick dildos, my hands tied behind me, as Mr. Randal spoon
fed me yogurt from a little container and told me how great the
pictures and videos would turn out.

“Just think of how much you can make if you
can catch people’s attention on the internet,” he said, slowly
spooning yogurt into my mouth. “I mean, if you charge, say $25 a
month, and get a hundred customers, well then, that will pretty
much support you, won’t it.”

I had to admit that twenty five hundred bucks
sounded like pretty good money to me.

“Of course, if you get three or four hundred
people, well, now you’re talking major money.”

Ten thousand dollars a month? Yes, that
sounded awfully good. There were like, a million people on the
internet, after all. Surely we could lure in a few hundred with
such kinky, nasty pictures and videos.

“Bu-but what if m-my parents find out?” I
asked, panting weakly.

“Why should they if we hide them all behind a
membership?

I didn’t really know, of course. The internet
seemed kind of complicated to me and I didn’t really know much
about it.

Mr. Randal got up, talking about plans for
making money, about types of pictures he’d like to take, and all
the while he was tying triple looped rope around my breasts and
pulling it back behind me. Then he raised my already bound hands
and tied them to the rope which was tied to my breast.

He untied my ankles, then had me stand up,
sliding off the dildo in my pussy. He bent me over the stool and
pulled the dildo out of my butt, and then slowly twisted and pushed
an even bigger one back there, one that made me gasp and groan with
how thick it was, and how deep he was pushing it.

He pulled rope down from my wrists, from
where my boobs were bound, a double loop, and fed it through a
narrow hole which had been drilled through the big dildo, then
brought it through my thighs and up my belly to wrap and tie around
my waist. Then he pushed the ball gag into my mouth and strapped it
in place.

“Okay, back this way,” he said very casually,
lifting my arms and pulling me backwards.

I gasped and shuffled back as he led me to
the centre of the room. Then he let go of me and pulled over the
stool. He climbed on and put a chain through the ring overhead,
down to me. Instead of tying it to me, though, he tied it to
opposite ends of a round wooden club. It was actually, he said, a
former leg of a cheap coffee table, and you could tell by the way
it narrowed at one end.

He lifted my wrists upwards along my back,
then slid the wooden club in beneath my elbows, pulling it up so
that it pushed against the inside of my arms and forced my elbows
up high. He tied the rope on the opposite sides to the ring in the
chain, then bent and tied my ankles together.

“Now the trick with this is to measure
properly so weight is distributed as it should and no single body
part is too stressed,” he said, almost as if talking to
himself.

Then he grabbed the other end of the chain
and pulled. I felt the pull against the wooden club which was
wedged against the backs of my arms, under my elbows, and gasped as
it forced my elbows upwards, bending me forward a bit. But my
elbows couldn’t rise too high because my wrists were tied to the
rope which went around my chest – around my breasts.

As Mr. Randal continued to pull I was forced
up onto my toes, and the pressure against my arms grew. The
pressure against the rope around my breasts grew, too, and the rope
there began to squeeze painfully. Then I felt pressure against the
rope which was attached to the dildo in my ass. That kept the
pressure on my breasts from growing too painful, but now I felt
that thick cock inside me jamming up painfully against my
insides.

The pressure there became intense as I was
lifted off my toes. But as he had said, the pressure, though
painful, was bearable because much of my weight was also on the
wooden club which was jammed up against the underside of my elbows,
and on the rope tied around my chest – around my breasts.

But it hurt. And the pain did not lesson as I
trembled there in mid-air, as he moved back and began to take
pictures. Instead it grew worse. That cramping sensation, and the
pressure in my ass grew worse and worse, and I bit into the gag,
moaning and gasping as the camera flashed and flashed and flashed
again.

Mr. Randal smiled reassuringly as he took
pictures, as he moved around, and stopped in front of me, then.

“How do you feel, my lovely little slave
girl?” he asked teasingly. “You look incredibly sexy.”

He reached out and ran his fingers along my
tight, plump, swollen breasts, and kind of rolled the stiff nipples
in his fingers, then eased his hand down between my legs to rub
lightly at my pussy – across my clit.

I shuddered, my legs trembling at the
sensations which rippled up through my spine.

God! It was so hot and nasty and wicked! I
couldn’t help being wildly aroused. I was tied up in such a kinky
way, and being – being – abused! On camera!

But then he put it down and kind of turned
away from me. He went to the desk and began to download stuff from
the cameras and from the video recorder. I was kind of, just left
to hang there, my elbows lifted high, my breasts squeezed, and that
god-awful big dildo jammed painfully deep into my ass!

I kind of hung there, gasping, moaning,
twitching, for a good ten or fifteen minutes while he ignored me.
Then, apparently having downloaded the videos from the video
camera, he stood up and walked around me, taking videos while
speaking, I guess, like narrating into the camera.

“What we have here is a filthy little teenage
slut who needs to be punished,” he said sternly. “This nasty little
bimbo has been caught fooling around with other people’s property,
and is badly in need of punishment.”

He set the video cam down on a tripod and
turned it off, then, ignoring me, he went to a corner chest and
opened a bunch of drawers, sifting through until he found – a
leather mask! I gasped and stared as he approached, his whole face
hidden except for his eyes. He also had a thin leather strap of
some kind in his hand.

He turned on the video camera, then moved
behind me. I squealed in pain as the leather strap lashed my
bottom. My whole body shuddered and jerked in mid-air.

“Dirty little slut,” he said, lashing my
bottom a second time.

I squealed again, eyes wide, for the sting
was very sharp, and the way it made my body jerk on the end of the
ropes kind of hurt, adding pressure on my arms, breasts and on the
part of me which was impaled on the dildo.

He lashed my bottom again and again and again
as he called me names, and I felt very weirdly and wildly like a
torture victim. I know I was supposed to, that I was sort of like,
playing a role, like an actress. But the distinction between
playing a torture victim and being one was a little thin just
then.

Then he put down the strap and picked up the
flog thing he had used before. It had really thin leather laces
which stung, but not too much. But he targeted my swollen breasts,
and believe me, they stung a lot more this time as my legs jerked
and kicked and my body twisted and writhed on the end of the
rope.

I would have told him to stop but I was
gagged, and that brought home to me again just how helpless I truly
was.

Then he put down the flog thing and picked
up, of all things, a wooden ruler from his desk. He grinned at me,
winked, with his back to the camera, and said, in a nasty voice
“Now, you filthy little teenage slut, you’re going to pay for
touching things which don’t belong to you.”

He slapped, I guess, is the only way to
describe it, slapped the centre of my breast with the end of the
ruler, slapped my nipple, to be example, slapped it so that it
stung – bad. I yelped and squealed, my feet jumping. He slapped it
again, and again, and again, then slapped my other nipple.

The first one was already pink, and now the
second one was hot and throbbing and sore, too. He shifted his aim
to the first one again, and began to whack it hard and fast, so
hard and fast the end of the ruler was a blur, and my body trembled
and shook continuously as I yelled in the gag and cried out in
pain.

Then he set the camera down, untied my
ankles, pulled the stool in and sat down, and reached between my
thighs. He spread my legs with his forearms as his fingers dug into
my buttocks, and then his mouth – engulfed – my whole pussy, and he
began to suck and lick at me like I had never been sucked or licked
before.

Mind you, up to that point in my life very
few guys had spent much time down there. I mean, I surely hadn’t
been licked when I was gang banged, and my boyfriends had much
preferred it be me on my knees sucking them than the reverse. So I
was hardly an expert. The sensations kind of took me by surprise,
too.

So did my first, powerful climax.

The second gave me more warning, but the
third really rocked me. I was amazed at how wild and intense the
sensations produced by his tongue were as I hung there gurgling and
gasping and having my mind melt under the onslaught of
pleasure.
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“So how was Laurie?”

“Fine,” I mumbled.

“I hear she’s working a lot, getting ready
for college in the fall,” my mother said.

“Yeah.”

“Have you been looking for something?”

I sighed, not feeling very patient. “I have
something in mind,” I said. “It could pay pretty well.”

“What’s that?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

“Don’t forget you’ll have to start paying
rent in the fall, dear.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, taking the stairs
quickly to get away from her and her voice.

I felt exhausted, and every part of my body
hurt. I had not gotten a single instant’s sleep the previous
night.

Mr. Randal had seen to that. Even after he’d
taken all the pictures and videos he’d wanted, he’d left me tied
up. Tied up in his dark shed all night long, my wrists overhead,
standing up, gagged. He left a camera behind on a timer which would
go off without warning every now and then, the camera snapping
pictures, the bright flash lighting up the otherwise dark shed and
shocking me, making me flinch.

I locked the door to my room and peeled off
my tank top, wincing at the movement. My arms fucking hurt!
Especially behind the elbows where I’d been sort of hung over that
chunk of wood. I rubbed the backs of my arms slowly, sitting down
on the edge of the bed with a sigh of relief. My back and legs
ached from standing all night.

Naked.

It was weird, but if you told me I would be
locked in a dark shed all night and forced to stand up and not move
I would have thought the night would have lasted forever, and be
intensely boring. But it hadn’t been, not really. I had been in a
low level sexual boil almost the whole time.

Of course, it’s not like I had nothing to
look at. Mr. Randal had set up his computer monitor close to me so
I could see all the pictures he’d taken in a kind of endless
slideshow. It was a slideshow punctuated by the videos, complete
with sound, which showed me just how hot I looked when I was
aroused, when I was coming.

The sound of my own gasping, moaning voice
never ceased to make me embarrassed, never ceased having an effect.
The sound of my cries of pain had a similar affect, though both
made me squirm inside, both mentally and physically. Watching
myself sucking his cock – before he started ramming it down my
throat – was equally exciting.

I noted, by the way, that you could not see
who my tormenter was. Mr. Randal mostly appeared below the waist,
and when more of him showed he had that hood on. I was visible all
the time, though.

Just as when he used it on me, though, the
sound of his voice made my pussy burn. He was so cold, so cruel, so
– so nasty! It was a snarling, mean, contemptuous voice calling the
girl on the screen a whore and a slut. And it sent shivers up my
spine even as it made my pussy throb with excitement.

And, of course, I’d had to watch myself,
listen to myself, as I read out what he’d written, as I’d called
myself every name there was, and admitted what a cock sucking, cum
slut I was. That was a bizarre thrill, too.

I was so hyped at the end, so tired, as well,
but my body was tingling with a crackling sexual energy. And when
Mr. Randal had come in I was just so – defenseless, so ready to do
anything he wanted, to let him do anything he wanted.

* * *

I got a hard-on just thinking about what was
in the shed. When I opened the door and flicked on the lights,
there she was, my gorgeous little bondage slut, wearily standing in
the centre of the room, arms raised, body raised, head slumped.
Just gorgeous.

“How is my little bondage slut this morning?”
I asked, closing and locking the door before going over to her.

“I’m tired,” she groaned.

“That’s good.”

I turned on the videos and arranged them,
more than one now; three of them. Then I put on my mask. I was
horny, and I had decided – okay, maybe the little me had decided –
that I was through screwing around. I could have this little bitch
any time I wanted, and I was tired of waiting. She’d let me fuck
her face the other night without even a peep of protest.

I moved beside her and gripped that beautiful
brown hair, using it to yank her head up and back and get a
reaction from her. My hand caressed the softness of her body,
kneading her breasts, then sliding down between her thighs.

“You forgot to say master, you nasty little
slut,” I said.

“Master,” she groaned, eyes slitted.

“Filthy little whore,” I spat. “Maybe I
should whip you again.”

I went to the corner and turned the crank I
had installed there, lifting Cheryl to her toes, then just off
them. I watched her swinging weakly, gasping, moaning, her slender
body all stretched out. Yeah, I wanted to whip this slut all
right.

I picked up the flog and lashed it across her
breasts. Jesus, did that feel good!

She cried out too loudly, though. No one in
the house would hear, of course, but if someone was outside the
door – best to gag her.

I did that, then began to flog her again,
concentrating on her breasts at first, then lashing her belly
before moving around behind her. The thin thongs didn’t produce a
great deal of pain but they stung, and her skin was soon pink and
lined with darker pink lines where the thongs had struck harder
than usual. I was swinging harder this morning, wanting to give her
a real taste of pain.

She wriggled very sexily, her eyes wide, now,
her legs jerking and jumping and flopping feebly, but making no
effort to kick me away.

I moved up behind her and yanked her head
back by the hair again. I’d reversed the whip in my hand, and now
jammed the slightly sweaty leather covered handle against her
shaven pussy and began to force it up inside.

“You dirty little teenage slut,” I growled.
“You’re nothing but an open cunt ready for anyone who wants to use
you. Aren’t you, slut? Aren’t you?” I demanded, pulling her hair
back even more harshly as I forced the whip handle up her
pussy.

“Oww! Oh! Please! God! Ohh!” she gasped.

“Tell me you’re a filthy little cunt,” I
ordered.

“I’m a filthy little cunt!” she cried.

“You forgot to say master again, you
bitch!”

I pulled the whip handle out, reversed it
quickly, and lashed her breasts with three fast, hard blows that
made her cry out in pain. Then I reversed the whip and shoved it up
her pussy again, driving it deep this time, twisting it from side
to side. I held the whip handle with my thumb extended along its
length, though, so that each time I thrust it up inside her my
thumb stroked across her clit.

“Dirty little sex slave,” I growled, kissing
the nape of her exposed neck. “Slutty little teenage torture
toy.”

I bent and sucked and licked and chewed on her nipples, still
pumping the whip handle up inside her.

“Tell me you want to be fucked, slave girl?
Tell me,” I growled.

“I-I do!” she gasped.

I yanked the whip out and lashed her breasts
again.

“Master! Master!” she cried.

I shoved the whip handle up her cunt again,
rubbing my thumb across her clit.

“Tell me you want to be fucked.”

“I want to be fucked, master!” she gasped,
eyes glazed. “Please fuck me, master! Please fuck the dirty little
slave girl.”

Her voice cracked as I jammed the end of the
whip deep inside her and twisted it cruelly. I pulled it out and
unzipped, then moved in front of her, holding my dick in my hand. I
rubbed the head up and down her slippery pussy, then jammed the
head into her.

“Spread your legs, whore. Spread them,
bitch.”

She spread her legs with a groan, and I found
the angle and pushed into her. Then I filled my hands with her
tight little butt as I pushed myself up inside Cheryl for the first
time. It was felt like slick, hot silk inside her, but I had a hard
time fighting off years of memories of her hanging around the house
as a kid.

It did nothing to push back my erection,
though, as I buried myself in the hot little teenager slut and
began to grind myself against her.

“Cheap little bondage slut. Filthy little
fuck toy,” I panted. “You feel that cock inside you. You love it,
don’t you, slut. You love being fucked.”

“Yesss,” she moaned, eyes rolling back.

I dug my fingers into her buttocks, forcing
her legs a little farther apart as I began to thrust in and out.
Her legs rose on their own, then, and slid around behind me as we
got into a fast, frantic rhythm. She gasped and moaned and gulped
in air as I rammed my cock up into her as hard and fast as I could,
and then she let out a wild, warbling sob and jerked me into her
with her athletic legs, jerking and bucking as I cursed and fucked
her for all I was worth.

I had mostly been conning her about a web
site, but lately I’d bee thinking, well, why not? It was a damn
competitive business, but there were few young actresses I’d seen
on the internet who looked as beautiful, as fresh scrubbed as
Cheryl, and had her incredible body, and were willing to expose it
in every possible way.

So I spent some time setting up the web site,
the inside, that is. It would have separate “photo and video”
shoots. There would be the masturbating with a dildo and vibrator
shoot (which would need to be updated with a video), the standing
all night one, the hanging by the elbows, the bent over and getting
her ass lashed, the hanging by the wrists whipping – two of them
now, actually, and others which would come soon.

Out front, before joining, there would have
to be something to lure in the visitors. People were wary nowadays,
and wanted to be convinced they’d get their money’s worth. I’d try
a non-nude front entrance, with a variety of pictures of Cheryl in
teasing and slutty attire, but no complete nudes.

The odds against anyone she knew coming
across the site were remote. The odds of videos and pictures from
inside finding their way out was certain ,but again, unlikely to be
found by anyone who knew her. The internet was such a big, fucking
place, with so many sites, that it was unlikely her site would be
found by her own little group of kids.

I needed a lot more pictures though, safer
pictures, dressed up pictures. I was going to use some of the props
I had, but I’d get her in some normal clothes too, lingerie and
shit. This site might actually make some money for her – hell, and
me. The interactive part was what would really cement customers to
us. Beatings and rapes on demand. Oh yeah, they’d like that.

There were other bdsm sites out there, of
course, but nothing they had matched the videos and pictures I had,
nothing they had was as real, as erotic, as this hot little slut
getting off on her own beatings.

And maybe, I could recruit a few others to
our little site, another woman would be nice. Guys loved lesbo
stuff, and maybe another guy – or two. Cheryl was a slim girl, so
two big, muscular guys double-teaming her would really turn on the
fetish crowd.

But who?

I prepared my next shoot more carefully than
I had before. I wanted my little babe disoriented and aroused. The
more orgasms, the more arousal, the hotter she felt while in here,
the more her sexual interests would be drawn towards being tied up,
being hurt, being punished. So I wanted to ensure that in addition
to my getting off on the shoot, she did too.

When she arrived, looking anxious as usual, I
had her strip immediately. I was polite, as usual. I wasn’t sure
she was ready, yet, to be treated like a slave except as part of
the photo shoots. Eventually, if I played my cards right, she’d
want to be treated like a slave all the time. But right then, she
was still wary. Her eyes got wide when she stared at the frame on
the floor in front of her.

I’d like to torture you, little slut,” I said
in a friendly manner. “Turn around and kneel down with your back to
this.”

The frame consisted of a T-shaped metal post
with a little fat mushroom angling up from near the base. In front
of it was a padded wooden base with soft black ropes at either end.
There was an odd-shaped dildo sticking up out of the middle of the
post, angled towards the back. It was made of hard black leather,
but covered in sharp little metal studs, with one right at its
head. It was locked in a little metal frame that was bolted to the
frame, and had electric wires running out of it.

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

“Torture you,” I said in a kindly manner.
“Are you afraid of me?”

“No,” she said uncertainly.

“Then get down on your knees here.”

I held her arm, helping her kneel down
carefully. The centre dildo rose up between her slender thighs,
almost touching her pussy, and she kept nervously away from it. I
guided her hands back to the arms of the T-shaped metal frame. I
put a hand on her tummy and pushed her back against the frame, and
she gasped a little as her skin touched the cool metal.

“Okay, down, down, here. Sink down on that,”
I ordered as her anal opening pressed against the mushroom – a
butt-plug, of course.

Gulping, wide-eyed, she obeyed, sinking down
somewhat, slowly impaling herself on the butt-plug attached to the
post. I reached behind the post and adjusted its height a little,
then locked it where I though it should be as she sank down
further.

“Spread your knees, slut,” I said calmly.
“Wide, wide apart.”

She obeyed, again, holding the bar to steady
herself as she slowly shifted first one knee, then the other,
further apart. This brought her pussy into contact with the studded
dildo pretty quick, and the tip entered her easily. It was thick,
but I had covered it in lube, and though the studs must have felt
odd, and uncomfortable, I could see she was getting turned on as
she slid lower and lower.

With her knees wide, and her butt firmly
impaled on the post behind her I strapped her legs down, the ropes
coming up across the back of her legs just behind the knees. Then I
drew her arms back across the top of her bar and down so the bar
was wedged in against her underarms.

I strapped leather restraints around her
wrists and ankles, then slipped ropes into the rings of the latter
and began to lift them up and back. She gasped and shifted
awkwardly as her feet were raised up and back awkwardly. Her legs
were spread, but I wanted her feet straight up, or almost, rather
than angled back along her thighs.

I fed the ropes from her ankles behind the
bar, then around again and tied them to her wrist restraints,
pulling sharply so there was no give, so her arms were pulled down
hard, her shoulders forced back and down, her back ached, chest
taut.

Then I let a pair of alligator clips bite
into her nipples. She writhed and moaned and cursed and panted for
breath. And I gagged her quickly. I plugged in the wiring, set up
the video cameras, and got the control box as she stared at me.

Electric shock could hurt a lot, but that was
not my intention, at least not today. I turned on the power to a
low setting, just enough to tickle the nerves where the power ran
into her body. Of course, that was her nipples and pussy, so the
tickling should soon have an effect.

I got up and took some pictures, then
adjusted the speed on the box so the electric sensations would
become pulses, then took more pictures. I turned up the juice, and
the tickling now became tingling as Cheryl moaned and her body
began to twist and turn a little.

* * *

This was the weirdest fucking thing! I mean,
who would have thought Mr. Randal would have hooked me up to some
kind of electric torture device? It was really wild and nasty and
wicked and kinky, and the hard little studs on the dildo dug into
my soft flesh as I twisted and writhed and moaned in
excitement.

I can’t really say it hurt. The only thing
which had hurt so far had been the clips which bit into my nipples.
But that didn’t seem that important any more, as my nipples tingled
wildly, and I felt this strange tingling and buzzing inside my
lower body.

I could actually feel the electricity flowing
into my body as I shuddered and moaned and felt the wild heat
firing up my mind. When Mr. Randal turned the power up there was
finally, well, not pain, but something like discomfort, and I
writhed and twisted as the cameras looked on, as he looked on,
thinking of how nasty and sexy this all was.

“Do you like that, you filthy little slut?”
he asked.

God, did I!?

He produced a vibrator, and began to move it
back and forth over my clit. The wildness grew to an incredible,
feverish need, and I writhed and twisted and shuddered as the
pleasure burned inside me.

Then he slapped my face. That was a shock. I
was dazed and moaning, and then his hand cracked against the side
of my face so that my head was thrown to one side. I was startled,
shocked, dazed. The side of my face hurt, well, stung, and I moaned
as I looked up at him.

“Filthy little slave slut,” he said.

I moaned, and he slapped me on the other
cheek, and again I felt a surge of stinging pain, then a numbness.
The vibrator rubbed over my clit, and I shuddered and moaned and
tried to grind myself back against it.

He slapped my face again, first right, then
left, and my body jerked violently in time to the slaps, then
sagged dazedly.

“Nasty, filthy, cock sucking whore,” he
said.

I moaned dazedly.

The vibrator circled my clit, and I felt the
heat surging through me like a wave. I groaned and tried to arch my
back even more than it already was.

I was dazed but wary of another slap, of that
sudden flash fire of stinging pain. But as the pleasure tore at my
mind I – forgot – sort of. Then he slapped me again, left right,
then left right a second time, rocking my head back and forth,
dazing me.

“Sluttish little bondage whore,” he
growled.

I groaned, head hanging back, body grinding
and jerking and spasming at the pleasure, mind – floating.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

He pulled the gag out of my mouth and I
moaned, mouth hanging slack.

“What’s your name, slut?” He asked.

Why was he asking that?

He slapped my face and I gasped.

“I asked you a question, slut.”

“C-Cheryl, Master,” I panted.

“Good slut. Tell me, slut. Do you like to
suck cock?”

“Yes, master,” I moaned.

“Who was the last man who shoved his cock
down your filthy throat, whore?”

“Y-You, master,” I moaned.

Slap!

“Before me, slut.”

“I – I don’t know his name, master,” I
moaned.

“How can you not know his name, you fucking
whore?” he demanded. “Tell me about it.”

“I – I can’t - .”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

I tasted blood, and my whole head throbbed
and numb.

“Tell me about it, slut.”

“I was – it – they – they raped me,” I moaned
dazedly.

“As was only right, I’m sure. Tell me about
it.”

So I did, fumbling, halting, dazed, groaning,
getting out mostly bits and pieces, ashamed but at the same time
wildly excited to be telling him. The excitement part won out, of
course, and I guess it showed.

“So how many black men gang-raped you, little
slut?” he asked.

“I-I don’t know, master,” I moaned.

“More than ten?”

“I-I think so, master.”

“More than twenty?”

“I – I don’t know. I don’t think so,
master.”

“You got a lot of black cock that day, didn’t
you, slut?”

“Yes, master,” I moaned.

The power, which had been tingling through me
for what seemed forever, suddenly came faster, sharper, and I cried
out, twisting and writhing and pulling against the bonds and ropes
as it tore through my body.

“Tell me you love nigger cock, you teenage
slut. Say it. Say it!”

“I-I love nigger cock! I love nigger cock!” I
gasped, my voice breaking as the power began to pulse rhythmically.
“I love nigger cock!”

The power stopped and I slumped, gasping for
breath, moaning, gulping in air. Mr. Randal adjusted the height of
the dildo, pushing it deeper into my pussy. Then he removed the
clips from my nipples. He opened his shorts and gripped my head by
the hair, pulling my face forward, and then shoved his cock into my
mouth. I began to suck and lick, moaning, and he shoved himself
down my throat and pumped himself in and out.

He pulled back before coming, though, and
knelt beside me with a very thin leather strap. He gripped my hair
to pull my head back a little, and then swung the thin strap down
across my chest. I cried out as it struck my breasts stingingly,
but he swung again, and again, and again, faster, and then faster
still, whipping my breasts as I cried out and twisted and writhed,
aiming especially hard for the stiff little nipples as he pulled
back on my hair.

He clipped the alligator clips to my nipples
again, after that, and turned on the power so it surged just enough
to make my nipples and pussy tingle. Then he gripped my hair and
began to fuck my face and throat, grunting and moaning as he rammed
his cock into me.

 


 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


You would think I’d be used to having my
picture taken, and wouldn’t feel odd or embarrassed. But this was
different. Mr. Randal took pictures of me in normal, well, mostly
normal outfits, in short-shorts and tight jeans, in tank tops, in
bathing suits, and in lingerie, in all sorts of poses. He took some
of them at his house, some at my house, and some outside, in the
garden, or out in the woods well away from where we lived.

He took pictures of me in almost every outfit
I wore. I had to try on even those which didn’t strike me as sexy,
but then, leaving the pants open and unzipped, or lifting the tops
up to show half my boobs kind of changed that.

I wore some of Laurie’s stuff too, though it
was too small for me, mostly. Then again, that wasn’t a bad thing.
I also did some pure nude things, you know, like Playboy, laying
back, arching my back, on all fours, leaning against walls or
counters or whatnot. Then I did some nastier pictures like the one
I’d done with the vibrator, then some videos, too. It was pretty
embarrassing, but exciting too, and when I masturbated with the two
dildos and the vibrator, with my ankles lifted up and back and him
taping everything from between my legs, well, I still climaxed
really strong.

Other videos were a little stranger. He put a
collar on me and tied it to a tree out back, then took video of me
just kind of kneeling and crawling and laying around, and putting
on suntan lotion and stuff.

Then he hung me up by my ankles in the shed,
my arms spread down and apart, and left me there all day and night.
At first, he teased and tortured me, using vibrators, ice, and hot
wax from candles, then he flogged me from top to bottom – or maybe,
from bottom to top. He even flogged my spread open pussy.

Then he fucked me hard while jamming a dildo
down my ass.

He was fucking me all the time now, which was
cool with me. I was so horny that If he hadn’t been I would have
had to find someone.

All night long I hung upside down listening
to the sound of my own voice. Sometimes it was the sound of me
talking about what a miserable little fucking whore I was. Other
times it was me gasping and moaning in pleasure or crying out in
pain. And still other times it was me begging to be fucked, begging
to be raped, begging to suck cock.

In the morning he pulled my head way back and
fucked my mouth and throat.

One day he came over to my house while my
parents were working to get more pictures, then told me he needed
another camera and sent me back to the shed for it. I couldn’t find
the camera he wanted, and calling home got no answer, so I walked
back.

I didn’t find him in the living room, which
was where I’d left him, and he didn’t answer when I called his
name. I wandered into the kitchen, but he wasn’t there, and then I
turned around and gasped as I saw a large, muscular black man
standing in the doorway.

I didn’t know who he was, but my heart
started pounding as he looked at me. He strolled forward, and I
baked up a bit.

“Well, well, well, lookit what we got here, a
nasty little white girl,” he said.

I gaped at him as he reached for me and
caught my shirt by the lapels, pulling me forward.

“You like nigger cock, you little white
whore?”

I still gaped at him, almost unable to
believe what was happening. He tore the front of my blouse open
with a grin, then slapped my face, knocking me back against the
wall. I barely noticed Mr. Randal half hidden by the closet,
holding up the video camera as the Black man came to me and tore
the shirt off, slapped me again, and threw me to the floor.

Then he was on me, tearing my clothes,
shredding them, ripping them off me as I gasped and moaned and
twisted in shock and alarm and – and something else. He plunged
into me hard and deep. It hurt, and I shuddered and cried out as he
crushed my lips with his own and crushed my breast in his hand.

When he was done I lay there on the tiles,
gasping, moaning, legs spread. He took off his belt, slipped it
around my throat, and yanked.

”Get on all fours, you dirty little white
slut,” he barked as he yanked on it.

He forced me onto my hands and knees, then
made me crawl out of the kitchen and into the living room. Two more
big Black men came in then, and my face burned red as they laughed
and sneered down at the “dirty white slut”.

Mr. Randal followed us into the living room,
and I was aware, by now, of course, that he’d set this up, and why,
of course. So I knew nothing was serious. My pussy, though it ached
from my “rape” was throbbing like mad, and my body was in the grip
of a growing sexual fever as I was forced up on my knees and had
three big cocks prodding at my mouth.

They were rough, deliberately rough, slapping
me, cursing me, calling me names, pushing and shoving me, tearing
at my hair, and forcing their cocks into my mouth and down my
throat so that I gagged and gasped and choked.

Mr. Randal never spoke, just hid behind his
camcorder as they threw me onto all fours and took me two at a
time. The first time that Black cock thrust into me I came with a
shuddering cry, my hips bucking violently back against him. Then
another black cock was shoved into my mouth and I just twisted and
bucked and jerked as they cursed me, slapped me, and used me from
either end.

When the third one forced his big cock up my
ass it was just too much, and it all kind of disintegrated into a
wild sexual fantasy that sent my mind tumbling and twisting into a
world of uncontrollable sexual heat. I was in a fever, and I hardly
knew who I was or what was going on as those three big black cocks
pounded into my body and those big black hands mauled and groped
and slapped and pulled and twisted at me.

When they finished with me I was barely
conscious, spread-eagled, leaking semen from all three holes, eyes
glazed as Mr. Randal moved over me, getting close-up shots.

I had no trouble meeting the rent that fall,
but I didn’t stay with my parents for long. Mr. Randal rented an
apartment for me, and I moved there, telling my parents I had a job
as a secretary.

* * *

As I had hoped, Cheryl became used to being
ordered about after a while, became used to obedience, became used
to, and thrilled by, being tied up, being restrained, being
sexually abused. As time passed, the way dominance I showed during
the photo shoots became an every-day thing, and she learned to
crawl and beg, and obey me in all things.

I stepped up the punishment when she didn’t,
and got her used to more pain. I pierced her nipples, tongue, and
clit, and often kept her caged in a big dog cage I had bought for
that purpose.

The site became more and more popular. I
think people could tell the difference between real excitement,
real bondage, and faked stuff. They could tell in her voice that
she was getting off on it all, that the passion wasn’t acting, and
she developed quite a following of somewhat demented and obsessed
guys.

I put in cameras in her apartment, where her
fans could watch her twenty-four hours a day, and that gave me an
excuse to order her to crawl everywhere she went, and stay naked. I
also made her eat and drink like a dog, from bowls set on the
floor.

She was not allowed to use the chairs. If she
wanted to rest, to watch television, say, there were special little
saddles I had made, each of them directly before a camera. Each one
let her kneel, knees spread wide, and straddle a little saddle
which contained two big dildos. She could sit there, impaled, and
watch a TV show, for example, get up, crawl to the corner to get a
drink from her bowl, then crawl the bathroom to use the extra large
litter box I’d set for her.

Sometimes I’d send visitors. She never knew
about it in advance, of course. They’d just arrive and rape her.
Not that she took much raping, of course.

The only one which even approached it was the
black woman, Samantha, and that produced one of our top selling
videos.

* * *

I know I was a slut, but I just didn’t want
anything to do with women. The one part of my gang rape which had
really deeply shamed me and made me uncomfortable had been the
Black woman who had raped me. So when another black woman came into
my apartment with that look I had come to recognize from visitors,
I felt a wild shock of disbelief and refusal. I did not want to
have sex with her!

Mr. Randal hadn’t put in the overhead cameras
yet. I mean, I wasn’t yet at the point where I spent all day naked
and on my hands and knees. He was already there, of course, and had
been setting up for a video shoot. I hadn’t known what it was, but
had been pleasantly anxious as to what weird way he would tie me up
this evening, and whether he would hurt me or make me humiliate
myself.

Of course, like everyone else Mr. Randal gave
me to, she was considerably larger and stronger than me. My first
effort at trying to turn away, to talk to him, to convince him that
I didn’t want to do a woman, ended when she grabbed me from behind,
very roughly, tearing at my hair, and then at my clothes. I
struggled against her, but she was quite strong, and soon had me
naked.

Because I wouldn’t stop complaining, stop
saying I didn’t want to do this, she gagged me. Then she tied me
down spread-eagled on my bed. She began to toy with me, then, using
vibrators and dildos, ice and feathers, little electric shock wands
and melted candle wax to cause me pleasure and pain, often
together.

The shock wand was like a little blue ping
pong ball made of glass on the end of a stick, and when she moved
it near my body I could actually see the electricity crackling off
it. When she rolled it up and down my pussy slit my hips bucked
wildly.

Then she changed out the gag in my mouth for
a strange sort of penis gag. This one was inverted, though, rising
up out of my mouth, and she used it, mounting my face, bouncing up
and down on my face, grinding herself against me as she rutted
against the dildo sticking out of my mouth.

After that she untied my ankles, rolled me
over, and raped me with a strap-on, then sodomised me. All the
while she slapped my head and bottom and breasts, and pulled on my
nipples and my hair. Then she strung me up and whipped me.

When that was done she tired me up very
tightly, my arms to my sides, my breasts sticking out fat and hard
and red, the rope digging in hard against my pussy. I was then
forced to give her a tongue bath, starting at her toes, sucking and
licking at them, then making my way slowly up her body to her
mouth, before starting back down.

I know it was a very popular video, but it
was also the only sexual event that really qualified as rape. I
hated every minute of it, even when, using her talented tongue and
the vibrator, she forced me to come.

I guess you get used to everything, though,
because when she showed up again a month later, with three more
Black women, I broke almost at once, gave in, gave up, and became
their obedient little lesbian fuck toy as they raped and used me
all evening long. And my climaxes then were much more powerful and
much less forced.

* * *

By the time the site had been in business a
year Cheryl was an obedient little bondage slut, a total fuck
puppet who did anything I wanted with anyone I wanted her to. She
was spending all her time naked, collared, shackled crawling, being
observed on web cam. Many of her fans were a bit nuts. They all
watched her, and lusted after her, and wanted her. But they also
wanted her hurt, wanted her punished. I’d get all sorts of emails
from them telling me they had watched her do something or other,
and that I should punish her for that. I’d get all sorts of
suggestions for punishments which would have been pretty fucking
nasty if I’d ever done them.

I also, of course, got all kinds of requests
from guys who wanted to fuck her brains out. Her nearest fan was
about five hundred miles away, though, so I didn’t take many of
them seriously. Then one day I got an offer from a guy who lived
halfway across the country. He wanted to whip and fuck her. And he
wanted it bad. He offered me ten grand for a couple of hours with
her.

That was an incredible offer, you got to
admit. Ten grand for a couple of hours. I checked him out. He was a
businessman, a stock broker. He didn’t have a criminal record. I
had him get himself tested, then met with him. He seemed sane, and
his cheque didn’t bounce. So I decided to whore out my little
Cheryl, just this once.

He would get to do anything he wanted, within
reason, but not leave the condo she was then set up in. I watched
on the monitor as he put her through her paces, then fucked her,
had her suck him off, whipped her, then sodomised her. It was
pretty routine stuff, much like I’d done a hundred times or more
already.

When he was done, though, he offered to buy
her. Can you believe that? He offered me a hundred grand to sell
him Cheryl. I was a little shocked, wasn’t at all sure, at first,
that he was serious, and turned him down, of course. The web site
was going well, and bringing in pretty decent money, enough to take
care of Cheryl, pay the bills at the condo, and put some aside from
me. What did I need with his money?

And where else was I going to get a hot,
gorgeous little teenage bondage slut like Cheryl?

We continued on, and I raised her pain and
punishment threshold steadily higher. Well, we had to go for new
stuff, after all, to please our longtime members. Besides, Cheryl
liked to be outraged, to be shocked, to feel something new. She got
off on the pain, on the humiliation, on the submission. She was a
real little bondage slut now.

Six months later the stockbroker came back
again to rent her out for another few hours. This time he offered
me a half a million. Well, that was a lot of money. I’d lost the
edge off my fascination with having a brainless little sex toy, by
then, and was getting kind of bored with the web site thing. So I
did it. I sold her. Weird, eh? But what the hell, I couldn’t look
after her forever.

* * *

His name was Bill. He had cold eyes. The
first time he came in to use me I felt those cold eyes, and felt a
kind of fear, wondering what he would do. Oh, it was only a little,
cause I knew that ultimately, Mr. Randal wouldn’t let him do
anything out of line, but there was something scary exciting about
him anyway.

The second time he came I felt that hot,
steaminess again. I was starting to get a bit bored of things, to
tell you the truth. I mean, I hadn’t even worn a stitch of clothes,
except for bits of leather and lace, in months, and the shock value
of what I was doing, and what Mr. Randal was doing, and having
people watch, well, that had all faded. Things were becoming a bit
routine.

Then, with Mr. Randal there, he put me into a
kind of long box, almost a coffin, but smaller. I was totally
strapped in, with straps going over my forehead, over my throat, my
chest, my boobs, my stomach and hips and thighs and legs. My arms
were strapped down separately, and the padding of the box squeezed
in against my shoulders. That was when Mr. Randal told me he had
sold me to Bill, and I now belonged to him as his sex slave.

That made me blink, of course, under the hood
and blindfold they had put over me, but I could hardly say anything
with the gag stuffed in my mouth. They closed the lid, and I was
carried and put on something, like a truck, and I stayed in that
box for hours and hours, wondering, worried, starting to think that
maybe, shockingly, Mr. Randal really meant it, and he’d sold me.
Sold me!?

When I was finally unstrapped and let out of
the coffin box I found myself – somewhere else. I didn’t know
where. Nor did it matter, at first. Bill kept the hood and
blindfold on for days and days and days while he “trained” me. That
consisted of lots of whippings, much more painful whippings than
I’d had from Mr. Randal, whippings and croppings and floggings that
really hurt me, that made me quiver with fear and anxiety.

My begging became a lot more real, my efforts
to please Bill, whom I must now call Master, of course, very
earnest, and very desperate. Everything was now real, so very…
very… real. Life took on a new meaning, things became much more
raw, more alive.

It was like that comfortable safety net had
just been yanked out from under me. I was now the sex toy of a man
who was not a comfortable old acquaintance, not a man whom I had
known since I was a little girl, whom I knew would not really hurt
me.

I was the sex slave of a man I barely
knew.

When did I realize that my life had taken a
huge tilt? I mean, really? Bill – I mean, Master, had me put on a
pair of thigh high stiletto heeled boots. These things had six inch
heels. He added a pair of shoulder length PVC gloves – or really,
mitts, I guess you could call them. Even mitts would be pushing it,
though, since there was no thumb to them.

A high collar which forced me to keep my head
up, a big penis gag, and a blindfolded added to my ensemble, as did
a painfully tight leather bustier, which squeezed my insides so
hard I thought my internal organs would be squeezed down out of my
pussy.

I was led to stand on a metal – frame of some
sort, and I felt his hand at my sex, guiding me onto a thick metal
post. I groaned as it slid up into me slowly, spreading me wide
open.

I felt leather restraints go tightly around
my wrists, but when my hands were strapped down it wasn’t the wrist
restraints. I felt the pull at the long pvc mittens instead. I felt
them pulled down and out to either side by something steady. They
were tight, and the leather wrist restraints made sure they stayed
in place.

Then I felt a pulling at my ankles, at both
at once, forcing me to slowly shift them apart. This lowered me on
the post, which became thicker the lower I went. Nevertheless, I
shifted my feet slowly apart, and then realized that by some means
my ankles were now strapped to my wrists. If I tried to pull my
wrists in or up that pulled on my ankles, forcing them wider, and
forcing me down harder on the thick metal post. If I pulled on my
ankles, trying to pull them closer together, that pulled on my
wrists, pulled them down, forcing me down harder onto the metal
post.

Okay, it was clever, but some of the stuff
Mr. Randal had done was clever, too.

The blow I felt across my bottom, however,
was like nothing Mr. Randal had ever done. It didn’t just sting, it
hurt. It hurt a lot. I screamed into the gag, and thrashed and
twisted feebly. Jesus it hurt! Oh how it hurt! How it burned! How
it stung! And the next did, too, and the next, and the next as I
sobbed and screamed and twisted to no avail, realizing to my
horror, that I was no longer with Mr. Randal, that I was the sex
toy, the bondage slut, the slave bitch of a man I knew nothing
about.

And completely helpless!

He whipped my bottom until it felt as though
my very flesh had shredded, until the inside of the blindfold was
soaked in my tears.

Then the electricity hit. This was no gentle
tickling or tingling. This was shocking, painful, making me shake
violently and howl in torment, and it went on and on until I
thought my mind had been fried.

When it eased I felt the bustier around my
waist being undone, being released. I inhaled deeply, gasping,
grateful.

Then the whip sliced into my back, and like
the other, it was more pain than I was accustomed to. I screamed
and howled and twisted as my back was whipped. Then the electricity
came again, up through my legs, burning into my belly until I
forgot who I was, forgot where I was, forgot what I was.

The electricity dropped a notch, then
another, so that It was finally tolerable, if uncomfortable. And
the metal post began moving, twisting, pumping up and down, up and
down, up and down. I moaned weakly. The electricity eased down
another notch. It was far above the tingling I’d felt when Mr.
Randal had shocked me, deep into the discomfort range, but after
the awful electric shocks he’d given me earlier this felt – almost
pleasant.

It made my insides quiver and spasm and
sputter, though.

Then I felt myself being penetrated anally.
This was by some kind of vibrator thing, big and thick, thrusting
up painfully high and hard, pumping in and out, twisting, crackling
with electricity now, hard, and soft, hard and soft. My nervous
system was cracked and broken, confused. And somewhere, somehow, it
lurched into a massive orgasm which seemed to know no end. I
thought I’d literally gone insane, that it would never end and this
was all I would ever feel.

I woke up in a cage, still naked, still
blindfolded. I realized, then, that I was on my own, and that I
needed to please master to keep from feeling such terrible pain
again – thought the accompanying pleasure had been – nice.

Master had many more friends than Mr. Randal
over, for he was quite open about owning me. We were in a big city,
and apparently no one thought it terrible he should have a teenage
sex slave as his own. I waited on his guests like a maid, though a
maid who was freely available for any sexual desire that struck
them.

I performed for them, I danced for them. I
did lap dances for them. I performed oral sex on them, let them use
me, let them beat me, and it was all done with the kind of harsh,
fearful sexual tension which had so aroused me when Mr. Randal had
first begun to tie me up and take pictures. My orgasm were more
raw, more intense, than I could ever remember them being, as I
acted like a sexual animal bound to the leash on Bill’s fist.

He kept me for two years before selling me to
a man in Spain. After that came India, then the middle east. I
wound up in Japan, and then, just into my thirties, became
pregnant. My master then had many slaves and didn’t want to bother
raising a baby. He also said I was getting on in years, and he
liked his slaves very young.

I had no money, to speak of. I’d been a slave
girl for fourteen years. The only number I knew was Mr. Randal. I
called it. And wonder of wonders, he answered.

* * *

Talk about a blast from the past. I was
amazed to hear Cheryl’s voice, thicker, older, more mature. I also
felt guilty, like a cad. I had plenty of money, and since I
couldn’t think of a good way of persuading her to stay where she
was, I wired her the cost of coming “home”.

I wasn’t at all sure what she’d be like, what
she’d want, what she’d look like. The fact she’d been let go by her
last master suggested she was old and ugly now, maybe overweight.
And she had a kid. What was I supposed to do with her? I had been
widowed for six years now, so a wife that wasn’t a problem, but I
really had no idea what Cheryl expected of me.

I was more than a little shocked to see her.
The years had been awfully kind to her. She was just as slender,
just as beautiful as she’d been as a teenager. Well, I gather she
hadn’t spent a lot of time out of doors, so no sun damage to that
lovely young face. She might have been over thirty but didn’t look
much more than into her middle twenties.

She was lost. I could tell that at once. She
had no idea about what to do. She wanted to take care of her little
girl, and that was it. So I invited her back to my house. Needless
to say, she was in shackles by that evening, and giving me the most
amazing blow job.

She stayed with me a few weeks, then I bought
her a condo and she stayed there. I found her a job at the local
strip club, but, incredibly, she was content to give me the money.
I wasn’t complaining! She made me a lot more money, took care of my
sexual needs, and was otherwise not much of a problem, except when
she needed something done, like a cupboard repaired or a picture
hung.

I didn’t pay much attention to the kid for
most of that time. She was just a kid, and seldom around when I was
putting Cheryl through her paces. As she got older, though, I began
to see the resemblance to her mother, began to see the same
attitude, too, and the same submissiveness.

I was a little old to master another teenage
bondage slut, but then again, with her mother helping, well, it
wasn’t that hard to get her into the right frame of mind. She
turned out to be much more into pain than her mother, a real pain
slut, but that’s a story for another time.
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed
her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests
the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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