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Lexi woke up slowly, groaning, as the music
played on the room stereo. Her eyes fluttered open as a hand slid
onto her bare breast and glided slowly and familiarly across it,
squeezing gently, then coasting down along her belly and in between
her legs – which spread automatically.

She felt movement shift in the bed as Cole
rolled onto his side. He pulled the sheets back to reveal her
laying there nude, and leaned in to mouth her right nipple as his
fingers stroked skillfully across her clitoris. She sighed and made
a small, appreciative sound as he bit lightly at her nipple,
sucking and licking softly.

His fingers slid up her body again and then
traced her lips before sliding into her mouth. She licked them and
sucked lightly as he pumped them in and out, then withdrew them.
She felt them against her clitoris again, and sliding up and down
the line of her sex, then dipping into her.

She groaned as she felt his other hand in her
long blonde hair, pulling, forcing her head up and back. She
gasped, back arching as he chewed his way along the nape of her
neck, then up across her breasts, biting hard enough now to ache as
his fingers slid past the mouth of her sex.

“Good morning, sex slave,” he said with a
grin.

“Good morning, Cole,” she sighed, her voice
soft, almost whispery, getting quickly breathless.

She didn't use to become aroused so quickly
or easily, but time with Cole had taught her body the meaning of
pleasure, and the certainty of its arrival once he started in on
her. Like Pavlov's dog she began to get wet almost as soon as his
big hands began to move across the softly curved surface of her
body.

He slid his heavy body atop her and she
grunted at first before he adjusted his weight. She could feel his
big cock between their bellies as he drew her head up by the hair
and kissed her. Then he raised his hips, guided himself against her
opening, and pushed forward.

She gasped softly, moaning into his mouth as
he sank himself into her.

Her own arms, of course, were above her head,
shackled to the headboard, where they'd been all night.

He was thick and long and filled her in a way
which never failed to take her breath away. She kissed him with
growing passion as he started to thrust, his hips moving up and
down with long, quick strokes almost from the start.

This, after all, was just a morning 'quicky',
and not one of his long, carefully crafted efforts to drive her out
of her mind and into screaming sexual insanity.

He buried himself inside her, making her
ache. The nose of his thick, ten inch cock jammed into what must
surely be the back wall of her sex as he ground himself against
her.

He jerked back on her hair sharply, making
her cry out, and kissed his way along her exposed throat, then down
onto her breast before dropping her head and reaching back. He
gripped her legs, pulling them in and back, gathering them below
him as she began to gulp in air.

His big hands slid down past her knees,
forcing them back against her, then slid further, until they were
wrapped like steel bands around her ankles, forcing them down on
either side of her head as he straightened his muscular arms.

He started to really thrust into her then,
with hard, powerful motions that slammed her down into the
mattress, his cock spearing her with hungry, determined strokes.
She cried out with every thrust, gasping and moaning as he used
her, as he drove himself into her hungrily.

She groaned as his hands forced her ankles
back and in behind her head, her body bent double, her groin thrust
up to be hammered down by every blow, until she thought her insides
had been pulped into a steaming, burning cauldron of bubbling
lava!

And then the orgasm swept over her and she
gave herself to it without hesitation, crying out in pleasure as he
thrust harder still, relieved of any care or consideration now, his
powerful body slamming down again and again as he came himself.

Afterward, he grunted and lay back, letting
her legs drop heavily to the mattress, her chest heaving. He
reached across and removed the chain from her shackles, then sat up
and reached over to the night table to check his smart-phone.

She groaned and lay still for long seconds,
until he slapped her hip, then sat up and swung her long legs out
of bed. She went down the hall to the main bathroom, leaving the
ensuite to him, peed, brushed her hair, then padded further down
the hall to the kitchen to start breakfast.

She wore nothing, of course, but the leather
shackles on her wrists and the collar around her neck.

She got coffee first, for the machine had
been pre-set, and carried it back to set on the counter in the
ensuite before returning to the kitchen. She went back to the
bedroom and got the appropriate suit, shirt, tie, underwear, socks
and shoes from the closet and dressers and set them on the bed and
the floor beside it, then went back to the kitchen as the shower
turned off.

She returned several minutes later and knelt
on the floor next to the bed, knees spread well apart, back
straight, the backs of her hands on her outer thighs. It was
several minutes before he came out of the bathroom, naked, and she
licked her lips appreciatively, feeling a soft hum in the back of
her mind, as she always did.

Was that a Pavlovian response too, she
wondered.

He was an extremely well-built man, with
broad shoulders, a powerful chest and well-defined muscles going
down his torso to his washboard stomach. His cock hung limp, but,
unlike other men she'd known, it was not unimpressive, even
flaccid, longer and thicker than most, as if barely an instant away
from active use.

She held his underwear for him and he stepped
into them. She slid them up his body, rising as she did, then held
out his undershirt so he could simply slide his arms into the
sleeves and pull it over his head. By the time it was down she
already had his shirt ready, and he slid one arm into a sleeve as
she moved around him and helped him slide his other arm in.

“Are you going to be late today?”

“I never know. I have no late meetings
scheduled, but there's no telling when something will come up. You
know that. I'll let you know when to have dinner prepared.”

She scurried around front and buttoned up his
shirt as he looked down at her, raising her eyes briefly to smile
at him, before finishing the buttons and then quickly fetching his
pants.

He leaned in and rubbed his cheek against her
hair and she giggled a bit, then did up his zipper for him with a
trace of reluctance as he lightly cupped and kneaded her
breast.

When he was dressed she followed him out to
the kitchen, quickly taking things out of the oven and off the
stove, and placing them on the table before him, then got her own
food and sat down next to him.

“Anything going on at your museum?” he
asked.

“Endless bickering between different
departments,” she replied. “We are getting a new antiquities
director in today. She's supposed to be a very stern type, from the
British Museum in London.”

“You like stern types,” he said in amusement,
cutting a piece of steak and popping it into his mouth.

“Only when they're incredibly sexy,” she
said, smiling.

“And well-hung.”

“Well, that too, of course.”

“Just so she understands you have certain
duties.”

“Oh almost no one ever works overtime
nowadays. The museum is in cost cutting mode.”

“Duties which sometimes call you away around
noon,” he said.

“Only when you're feeling stressed,” she
replied.

His hand gripped her hair and pulled her head
up and back.

“You're a gorgeous bit of stress relief,” he
said.

He let her hair go, letting it slide through
his fingers and fall around her shoulders.

“And you are one of the museum's more
important benefactors,” she said.

Which was how they had met, of course.

*

She saw him off to work, then had a smoothie
while she got ready for work herself. She removed the collar and
shackles, carefully drew her long blonde hair into a professional,
half up/half down look which was the best she could manage with
such long hair. She drew the hair spilling over her shoulders in
and back and bound it up behind her, while also leaving a loose
tail down her neck and almost halfway down her back.

She used to keep her hair cut shorter, near
the collar, but Cole liked it long, long enough to yank on when he
took her from behind, or use for... other purposes. He also liked
it blonde, which was why she had dyed it.

She donned a smart beige suit from Dior over
a wide-collared green silk blouse, and high heels, and slipped on
her brown framed glasses before heading downstairs.

Alec, the doorman bowed her out. The cab was
already waiting – a limousine cab, of course, and the driver,
Jeffrey, had the door open so she could simply step into it. He
closed it behind her and they headed the short distance south to
the museum.

Her office was in the rear, with the rest of
the curators, but she always took a quick walk to inspect the Aztec
exhibit, which she was responsible for, to ensure nothing had
changed overnight. There was no telling what those idiots on the
cleaning staff might get up to.

Then it was up the stairs and into the office
section.

She was young to be in charge of the Aztec
exhibit. She'd gotten her degree at twenty, though, and her masters
at twenty two. She'd already been a volunteer, then summer intern
at the museum, and been hired as a curator after she'd gotten her
masters. Three years later she was almost done with her doctoral
dissertation.

No one doubted her intelligence or knowledge,
but there were still rumors, and whenever she attended conferences
there were always eyebrows raised from those seeing her for the
first time. Everyone seemed to expect museum curators to be old and
gray haired, or at least, middle aged, not hot young blondes.

It was true, of course, that Cole's influence
had had something to do with it, but the former curator had been
very sick for some time, requiring someone to act in his stead, and
she had done an excellent job. Everyone said so.

She worked diligently at her desk, as she
always did, for she was quite enthusiastic about her job, and very
responsible, and earnest in her desire to do her best. Around
eleven she got up and went to a staff meeting to meet the new
director.

The meeting room was in a comfortable room
filled with polished dark wooden furniture, including a two hundred
year old table from France. The other curators drifted in and took
their places, and she chatted with Neil Ferguson, curator of the
Anthropology exhibit, and Peter Hodge from the European
exhibit.

She was the youngest person in the room,
which was about seventy percent male, and seventy percent gray
haired – or bald. She'd been uncomfortable and felt out of place,
at first, but she was reasonably certain she had been able to
convince everyone here of her competence since then.

Sheila Burrows walked in, then, the chair of
the Museum board, accompanied by a tall, quite beautiful woman in a
mannish looking gray suit.

Hello, everyone,” she said. “I'd like to
introduce you all to Victoria Cutter,” she said, “the new Director
of Antiquities.”

Lexi was surprised and then pleased at how
young the woman was, though her face had a rather stern look, as
advertised. Her dark hair was drawn straight back from her
forehead, but she was quite an attractive woman, with full lips and
piercing green eyes who, Lexi guessed, was somewhere in her early
to mid thirties.

'Victoria has shown a talent for
modernization,” Sheila said, “for helping redesign displays to
appeal to Millennials and younger people, to teach and
educate.”

“Good morning, everyone. I'm honored to have
been hired,” Cutter said, in a smooth soprano voice laden with a
distinct upper class English accent.

She smiled benignly, but Lexi frowned. There
was something forbidding about the woman.

“I'll be meeting with each of you over the
next few days to discuss your exhibits and what, if anything I
might like you to consider in the way of alterations. Remember that
however good an exhibit is, if it's not attracting visitors then
it's not educating or informing.”

Her eyes raked the room, and Lexi gulped as
they seemed to settle on her and her gaze intensified. But then
they moved on, and she sat down as she continued on her topic of
attracting visitors.

She, like others, was dubious. There were
always discussions along those lines in Museums. The old guard
wanted bleak, coldly informative displays, while the 'disney'
crowd, would turn Museums into infotainment with little actual
content. Lexi was somewhere in the middle and understood both
arguments.

She went back to her office and nibbled as
she worked through lunch, then went down to the exhibit to inspect
it and cast a wary eye across it in consideration of what the woman
might like to do to jazz it up. There were things she herself would
have liked to do, but the museum hadn't been willing to pay for
renovations.

She shrugged and went back to her office to
work until it was time for home. She left at five, got into the
limo, and headed back to the upper west side. Once home she
stripped and donned tight yoga pants and sports bra before starting
her exercises.

The penthouse condo had a good sized gym, and
her workout was designed by Cole's trainer. She ran on the
treadmill, worked on the rowing machine, used the weight machine,
then stripped naked to do her exercises on the pole

The pole was floor to ceiling, right by the
floor to ceiling glass wall looking out on the city. It was
possible someone with high powered binoculars could see her from
one of the nearby towers, but if so they wouldn't be able to make
out a lot.

Still, it was an amusing thought as she swung
herself around it. Cole had suggested she take pole-dancing classes
a couple of years ago, and they had proved to be extremely good at
working her upper body muscles.

He, of course, appreciated other aspects of
it, and there was another pole in one of the dens.

When she was done she did stretching
exercises, then dropped into the endless pool.

The endless pool was about fourteen feet
long, with a steady, powerful current allowing her to swim in place
– an aquatic version of the treadmill. It had different settings
and allowed her to either swim as fast as she wanted or to swim
slowly and gently.

She climbed out, dripping wet, gasping, and
sitting on the edge as she stared out over Manhattan. They were
fifty nine stories above the city, but in Manhattan that didn't
stand out particularly. Still, it made for an excellent view.

She got up and had a quick shower, washing
her hair at the same time, then dried, brushed it out, put on her
collar and restraints, and headed to the kitchen to start
dinner.

It always felt very sensual walking around
like this, giving her a soft buzz of sexuality as she did even
routine tasks. The collar was thick black leather with studs, and a
large metal ring in the front. The restraints around her wrists and
ankles matched it. They were all she normally wore around the
apartment.

She had gotten used to it, and now felt
restricted when she had to wear clothes. She loved how free her
movements were when nude, and was proud of her firm, toned body,
and full, firm breasts. Her nipples were smaller and quite pink,
both pierced by round rings which hung lightly, and swung a little
as she moved.

She wore a similar ring between her legs,
piercing her clitoral hood. The ring was of a size to surround her
clitoris, with a tiny ball dangling from its upper center to roll
across her clitoris as she moved and give her soft little rushes of
sexual energy during the day.

Normally she also wore a stainless steel
butt-plug when home, so that Cole could make use of her there, if
he chose, without having to work her open, but she hadn't put it in
yet. He would give her ample notice of when he was coming home.

She had dinner in the den, with its soft
leather, overstuffed chairs and ottomans, and giant screen TV on
the wall. She knelt on the thick rug beside one of the ottomans,
using it as a table, and watched the news, then flicked through the
guide, looking at what was available.

Which was almost everything. She generally
preferred the science shows on National Geographic or the Discovery
or History channels. But she liked to keep an eye on the business
channels too in case something big happened which would cause Cole
some stress.

She got his text as she finished, and quickly
rose and went into the kitchen to start his dinner. She always ate
a light dinner herself because there were days he wasn't home until
nine or ten and had eaten before arriving.

With that done she went into her room and got
the stainless steel plug, lubed it and then slowly worked it into
her bottom. It was largish, for he was a large man, but the base
was narrow, little wider than a quarter, nor much thicker as he it
lay flat against the outside of her opening.

She went back to the kitchen to continue
dinner, checking her smart-phone, which had an app which told his
location. She watched it moving closer as she worked, wanting the
timing to be just right, so his dinner would be ready fifteen
minutes after he walked in the door.

And so she would be ready on arrival.

She tsked and hurriedly got her glasses,
slipping them on before returning to the kitchen.

She didn't really need glasses except for
reading, and even then she could get by as long as the print wasn't
too small. He liked her in glasses, though, at least most of the
time, and they were useful in keeping the thick bangs back from her
eyes – bangs he insisted on.

They were also helpful at work, since human
society thought girls in glasses, for whatever absurd reason, were
somehow smarter and more studious than those without.

She wasn't entirely sure why he sometimes
liked her in glasses and sometimes removed them. But she had come
to feel he treated her as more of a person when she wore glasses,
though a sexual person, and more like a, well, body, when she
didn't.

It wasn't nearly so clear cut, but she
thought he liked talking to an intelligent woman, and the glasses
aided her in giving that impression, despite the collar and
shackles and full young breasts bared to his eyes. She hadn't
spoken to him about it because he hated any sign of what he
regarded as psychological weakness in himself, and would be sure to
see that as one.

After all, it made no sense, and he was a man
of logic.

Because of the app on her phone she knew when
he had arrived at the building. She positioned herself on her knees
in the front hall, knees wide, back straight, head down, the backs
of her hands on her outer thighs. And waited.

She gotten shocks on occasion when he'd shown
up with someone. Those memories were laden with almost suffocating
heat, intense pleasure, and a dark, roiling sense of embarrassment
in her mind. She was not a natural extrovert by any means.

The door opened and she raised her head
enough to peer up through her bangs as he walked in – alone –
turned, and closed the door behind him.

“Welcome home, Master,” she said, in a formal
voice.

He walked over to her and slipped two fingers
into the ring dangling from her collar, pulling her up to her feet.
She kept her arms at her sides as he kissed her, rising onto the
balls of her feet as she felt his lips on hers and his chest
against her already hardening nipples.

“How is my little sex slave tonight?” he
asked, one hand sliding down her bare back and cupping her
bottom.

“Ready to serve her master,” she said
eagerly.

She followed him down the hall to their
bedroom and helped put away his clothes as he undressed.

His dominance and submission games had
started shortly after he'd asked her out. At first she'd been
slightly appalled, despite how incredible he made her feel. He'd
been single-minded in his determination however, to drive her out
of her mind with sexual pleasure, and she'd gradually lost herself
to his 'games'.

She was, or had been, a fairly conservative
woman before her experiences with him. She still was, in many ways.
But he'd drawn her along the dark path of submission foot by foot,
pouring heat and hunger and passion over her the entire time so
that by the time she had agreed to doing something outrageous,
well, she was already doing it.

The first time he'd spanked her had been a
shock, of course, but she'd gotten used to it, then to the
strapping, and other light torment, before working her way up – or
down – to other things.

His sex games, she called them, but just the
thought left her with a tight chested, breathless sense of
anticipation so that she couldn't really refuse him anything.

She had become, she thought, conditioned to
it, almost the way a dog or horse could be trained to something.
She had been 'trained' more through pleasure and heat than pain,
though, but pain had had its place in it as well.

It didn't take much pain, after all. A small
slap to the bottom whenever you said a word, for example, would
eventually ween a person off using that word to the point it was
instinctive. She used to use the word – or rather, a placeholder
term 'uhm' a lot. But no more.

He put on comfortable sweatpants and a
t-shirt and she followed him into the kitchen, then served his
dinner before taking her place on her knees beside his chair.

He talked about a meeting he'd held, and some
deal involving a German bank, and then she talked about her new
director, and what she might want to accomplish. It was the sort of
dinner conversation which might be held in any number of dining
rooms across the city, though few would be held between one on her
knees and one sitting – and occasionally feeding her by hand.

After dinner she got him a brandy, got him
settled on the sofa in the den, and then went back to the kitchen
to clean up and put things away. When that was done she returned to
the den and slid into place next to him.

He put an arm around her to draw her in
closer, kissed her, fondled her breast a little, then looked back
at the TV as he scrolled through the channel guide.

They spent the evening that way. Sometimes
she was sitting next to him, sometimes across his lap, sometimes
laying on her belly across it. He fondled her frequently, and had a
knack of stroking her clitoris in such a way that she almost
instantly became breathless.

He didn't want her to come, though, just
wanted her kept in a continuing state of heightened sexual
awareness and a simmering heat. Given she was naked and collared,
that didn't take much.

At one point he had her lay on her belly next
to him and drew her ankles and wrists up and back together to lock
them in place, effectively hog-tying her. He kept her that way for
about an hour, occasionally reaching out to caress her hair or run
his fingers along her skin.

Finally he dragged her forward so her head
was over his lap, then undid his trousers and pulled her mouth down
onto him. She sucked and licked at his balls and his shaft as it
became erect, for long, long minutes, as he she remained hog-tied
on her belly.

He gripped her hair, occasionally pushing her
mouth all the way down to the base of his shaft and holding her in
position, sometimes for thirty seconds at a time. It was a symbol
of his dominance, that she couldn't even breath without his
consent, and while she had learned to hold her breath for a while
it still made her heart pound and pulse race.

Towards the end of the night he unlinked her
feet and ankles and carried her across his shoulder down the hall.
To what he euphemistically called the 'play room'.

And there, things got rougher.
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Lexi didn't usually stay after work. For one
thing, she was salaried, and got no overtime. For another, well,
obviously she didn't want to do anything which would make Cole
unhappy. But Victoria had insisted, and rather brusquely at
that.

“I want to see the exhibit after the museum
closes so we can discuss changes,” she said.

Her tone did not leave any room for
argument.

So instead of leaving at five she went to the
Aztec exhibit and looked around rather nervously, wondering what
the director would find to say. Certainly there were part of it
which could be described as boring, especially if one was from the
'disney' school of museums, which didn't like a lot of written
text.

Cutter strode into the exhibit a few minutes
later, looking around with a frown, then down at Lexi, who was
almost a head shorter.

“So,” she said, examining her doubtfully.

Lexi gulped and licked her lips
nervously.

“I understand you don't yet have your
doctorate, Ms. Paulson.”

“Well, uhm, no but I am in the process –
.”

“It's very unusual for a major museum to
trust an important gallery to someone with so little education or
experience,” Cutter said.

Lexi flushed. “I have all the education which
is needed, Ms. Cutter. All that is required at this point is my
completing my doctoral thesis.”

“Which is designed to demonstrate your
competence in the specialty. I rather prefer hiring people after
not before they demonstrate competence.”

“I believe I have demonstrated my competence
in the last six months, Director,” Lexi said stiffly.

“Not to me.”

Cutter moved further into the exhibit and
swept her gaze around.

“Far too much telling and not enough
showing,” she said. “I understand we do have more artifacts which
are not being displayed.”

“Well, yes, but they require special airtight
cases to preserve them, and we lack the funding.”

Cutter snorted. “We'll get more funding for
your cases. I think I'd also like to do some mock-ups ,
particularly of the gorier aspects of Aztec life, like human
sacrifices.”

Lexi made a face and Cutter's eyes
narrowed.

“You have a problem with that?”

“Are you talking about, well, like uhm,
dioramas with plastic people in them?”

“I'm talking about demonstrating the reality
of this culture in no uncertain terms and in a way which the
ordinary man in the street will feel a sense of fascination
for.”

“I think everyone understands when we talk
about how they practiced human sacrifice, and how – .”

She yelped as Cutter slapped her bottom
sharply.

“What did I say earlier? Show, don't
tell.”

The woman moved further into the room and
Lexi stared at her, open mouthed, her hand on her bottom.

“And what is this?” the woman demanded.

Lexi scurried forward anxiously.

“These are some of the weapons Aztec warriors
carried,” she said, though really, that was obvious.

“Why in these dull display cases? Why not
held in the hands of Aztec warriors?”

“Because they're all dead,” Lexi said
dryly.

She took a step back as the woman's head
swiveled like a gun turret and her eyes narrowed.

“Are you being impertinent, Paulson?” she
asked

“I uh... don't think so, Ms. Cutter,” Lexi
gulped.

“Because I have a short way with impertinent
girls.”

The words made Lexi nervous, for they were,
in some respects, rather similar to the ones Cole used!

“What I see here are larger display cases,”
Cutter said, containing mock-ups of native warriors who are holding
these weapons, and wearing native costumes and armor. We could put
them together, which would make room for a diorama of the top of a
pyramid, with a victim about to be sacrificed.”

“Well, they were usually done on the
ground.”

“But also on top of their temples,” Cutter
said.

“Yes, but... that could be a bit daunting for
younger viewers.”

“Good. We can put warnings that the exhibit
might not be suitable for very young viewers. That will draw even
more people.”

“Maybe we can have lots of nudity, too,” Lexi
said sarcastically.

Cutter rounded on her.

“Are you volunteering, Ms. Paulson?” she
asked.

“Uhm... what?”

“Perhaps we could dress you in Princess Leia
type costume, maybe replace the bra with strategically placed
feathers and gold necklaces across what looks like a most ample
chest. I'm sure that would be quite popular.”

“Th-This is a museum,” Lexi gulped,
glowering.

“Then why did you suggest it?”

I didn't... that wasn't a serious
suggestion!”

That brought another sharp slap to her bottom
and Lexi yelped.

“Hey!” she gasped.

“Don't make snotty suggestions, Paulson. I
require respect.”

“You're not respecting me!”

“On the contrary, I have considerable respect
for your... potential,” she said, turning and standing very close
to Lexi.

Then she tapped her finger lightly against
Lexi's nose and left!

Lexi stared after her, confused and anxious
about the woman's behavior and intent. Was Cutter hitting on her,
as opposed to simply hitting her?!

She turned and hurriedly got ready to leave.
It wouldn't do to be late when Cole got home. And she could ask him
what he thought about this. He was an extremely shrewd man.

*

“Of course she was hitting on you,” he said
in amusement.

“I kind of thought so,” Lexi said.

She was sitting at the table next to him,
naked, of course.

“And did you give her cause to... reprimand
you for impertinence.”

“Well... I suppose, maybe, in a way. I mean –
but you don't simply... hit someone!”

“She didn't hit you. She slapped your lovely
bottom.”

“But … you don't do that either!”

“I most certainly do.”

“Well yes, you do to me, but not people you
work with!”

“Not normally, no. But I kind of like the
idea. She's beautiful?”

“Well, yes, I suppose.”

“Tall, dark and beautiful, and maybe some
kind of lesbian dominatrix type. The idea appeals to me. I'd love
to watch what she'd do with you.”

Lexi flushed. She had no such desire herself.
She'd never really been all that comfortable with having sex with
women. She'd done it a few times, of course, because Cole had
wanted it, but she'd never done it as a sub to a dom. She felt an
overwhelming sense of sexual heat when Cole dominated her, because,
well, he was Cole!

But that didn't mean she wanted to degrade
herself in front of another woman and let her push her around
and... and do things to her!

“So you will do anything this Cutter woman
asks or tells you to. Understand?”

“N-No?” she gulped.

“No, you don't understand or no you
refuse?”

“No, I don't understand.”

“Yes, I think you do. Whatever she wants you
to do, you will do, and that means anything.”

“But Cole – !”

“Are you arguing with me, sex slave?”

She gulped, her pulse racing at the word,
almost automatically.

“No, but – .”

“Don't add buts. You obey or don't obey.
Which is it going to be?”

“Well, I'll obey of course but – .”

He reached over and filled his fist with her
hair, jerking her head up and back sharply.

Lexi gasped, moaning as she arched her back.
She blinked through her glasses, until he reached down and plucked
them from her nose.

“Hands behind your back, slave.”

She quickly drew her hands together behind
her back, and he reached down, releasing her hair to grasp her
wrists and draw them together, then to lock her restraints
together.

“Go kneel in the corner,” he ordered.

She walked across the floor and knelt in the
corner, facing the wall as he continued eating.

“Maybe I'll make some alterations to your
clothes for tomorrow,” he said. “Or have you wear something
interesting underneath.”

After he'd finished eating he stood up and
walked over to the corner, gripped a thick length of hair, wrapped
it around his fist, and jerked her aside.

Lexi gasped, almost falling, but held back by
the hair. Then she was forced to knee-walk up the hallway, moaning
and whimpering as he held her hair in his fist and drew her into
his play room. Her heart rate and pulse picked up almost
immediately, as if the very air around her was suddenly drenched in
sexual heat.

The room was low ceilinged, compared to much
of the apartment. The walls were covered in dark wooden paneling,
the floor in a thick blood-red carpet. He led her over to a narrow
framework and then pulled her to her feet.

A tall rounded pole of polished wood rose in
the corner. There was an overhanging branch curving up and out from
the top, and a low, triangular shaped length of wood from about
waist height, angled down and out.

He pushed her against it, her legs on either
side of the lower wood, right up to where the wood rose between her
legs. There it was covered in a dimpled length of leather, above
thin padding, which pushed against her hairless sex. He dropped to
his knees and pulled her ankles together, then locked the
restraints around them together, too.

He stood and gripped her locked wrists,
lifting them upwards, which of course, forced her to bend forward
at the waist. There was a chain hanging from the overhead branch,
and he locked her wrists to it as she began to pant weakly. She
could already feel the hard pressure against the top of her mons,
the triangular wood pushing up between the lips of her sex.

He took a pair of thin elastic cords attached
to the side of the upright pole and stretched them out. They had
clips on the end and he snapped them to her nipple rings. When he
let the cords go she cried out as they abruptly yanked on her
nipples, stretching them out painfully.

He went to a rack on the wall, examined the
articles there, then drew down a three foot long strap. It was bent
double, and quite thick.

“I think you need a little lesson in
obedience, slave girl,” he said.

The strap swept in and down to snap painfully
across her bottom with a stinging jolt of pain.

Lexi cried out, her hips automatically thrown
forward, which had the effect of grinding her sex against the
angled wood, grinding her clitoris – already swollen – across the
dimpled leather.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap swept down across her upraised
bottom again and again, and Lexi began to yelp and cry out as the
blows stung her, as her skin rapidly turned pink, then red, heating
up rapidly. Each blow was carefully measured and precisely
delivered as he lectured her on the duties – and attitude – of a
slave girl.

“This body does not belong to you,” he said
sternly.

Crack! Crack!

“Who owns this lovely body, slave girl?”

Crack!

“You do, Cole!”

Crack!

“And who gets to decide who makes use of
it?”

Crack!

“You do!” she cried.

“And who gets to decide in what way this body
is used?”

“You do!” she cried again.

Crack!

“And if I order you to kneel and lick this
woman's feet, what do you do?”

Crack!

“I kneel and lick her feet!” she
half-sobbed.

Her bottom was on fire!

Crack!

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave!”

Crack!

“And what is a sex slave for?”

Crack!

“To bring pleasure to others!”

Her nipples were burning, too! Every time the
strap hit it flung her forward, and made her breasts wobble beneath
her. Then her body automatically pushed back, tugging her nipples
against the elastic cords.

Crack!

“Are you a filthy whore?”

“Yes, master! I'm a filthy whore!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes! I'm your bitch, Cole!”

Crack!

He gripped a fistful of hair and jerked her
head up and back sharply, and she cried out again, both because of
the pull against her scalp and because that tugged her nipples back
even more sharply against the clips attached to her nipple
rings.

Crack!

“Are you going to be an obedient little
girl?” he demanded.

Crack!

“Yes, master! I'll be an obedient little
girl!” she sobbed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

There comes a point in a strapping, as Lexi
knew full well, when her bottom was as hot as it could get, when
the repeated stinging blows of the strap had so excited her nerve
endings that her throbbing buttocks burned so much that they
shielded the sharp edged pain of each fresh blow.

It was a kind of numbing effect, and combined
with the rapid release of endorphins in her body as she panted and
moaned and whimpered in anxious pain, tended to tone down the
severity of the additional punishment.

Combined with the breathless arousal he had
trained into her at the mere thought of being bound, let alone
punished, and the way her sensitive sex was grinding back and forth
across the dimpled leather, it allowed the bubbling sexual heat
within her lower belly to grow and envelope her entire body and
mind.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The new blows didn't so much hurt as cause
her to grind herself harder against the dimpled leather, and her
breasts were swollen and heavy, her nipples hard and hot and
tingling

Only when she broke and began to sob openly
did he know her inner will had collapsed in the way he wanted it
to, that she had surrendered completely to whatever was being
inflicted on her, accepted it and subsumed her mind and thoughts
into the pulsing heat of her body.

He dropped the strap, stepping closer, and
gripped the base of the metallic round, coin shaped object pressed
against her between her reddened buttocks. He pulled, and it eased
back enough to get his fingers around. He pulled harder, and the
much wider base of the butt-plug began to appear, forcing her
sphincter wider and wider and wider still as it slid into
sight.

Before her back passage could close he pushed
his erection into it, sliding halfway up inside her easily, then
pushing the rest of the way more slowly as she shuddered and
trembled and sobbed weakly.

He wrapped her long hair around his fist and
yanked it up and back again, then began to thrust into her, using
long, determined strokes, succeeding in burying every last one of
his ten inches in her bottom within a half dozen strokes.

Then it was his hips striking her red bottom,
grinding her even more forcefully against the angled leather below.
Each blow sent her hips sliding up and forward along the narrow
wedge of leather, up until she was on her toes. Then as he drew
back for the next stroke, she slid back down onto the balls of her
feet, her now-sopping sex sliding back down along the leather.

Until his hips struck her buttocks again,
hurling her up and forward once more.

He reached his right hand forward and filled
it with her full young breast, squeezing it powerfully, tugging the
nipple against the cord as she sobbed and cried out in ever-growing
heat. His thrusts came faster and harder, and then suddenly Lexi's
sobs and cries went silent as she sucked air in desperately.

She exhaled it in a series of sharp, ever
rising cries of pleasure as her body flared white hot. The sexual
energy within exploded in all directions, and she screamed as her
body shook violently to the harsh pounding against her.

He stepped forward, cursing, thrusting harder
and faster, forcing her toes right off the floor so that she was,
in effect, sitting, straddling the angled wood, and unable to slide
backwards – and thus down, because of how fast each following
stroke came.

Such was the power of his thrusts he was able
to grind her body up and down along the angled wood as the orgasm
tore through her body, and Lexi's cries became a wild, mindless
animal howl of ecstasy as the pleasure flayed her body and sent her
mind spinning.

He abandoned his grip on her breast, clamping
it around her throat instead. Lexi's eyes bulged, her head
immediately pounding with pressure, her pulse rate increasing as
the wildfire pleasure which had been flaring within her redoubled,
threatening to blow her mind into oblivion!

She gurgled breathlessly, trembling and
shaking as the orgasm consumed her, black dots dancing before her
eyes.
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Cole didn't make her change her outfit for
the next day. But he did forbid her to wear a bra! He also made her
wear nipple shields. Rather than the simple studs piercing her
nipples which she often wore during the day these were rounded,
nipple shields with diamonds around the edges. They pressed against
her skin around her nipples, and then were held in place by a
barbell through the center which pierced her nipples.

The problem was they were rather more
noticeable, being thicker, and he had ordered her not to wear a
bra, or, as she sometimes did, a small round bandage over them to
help disguise that she had pierced nipples. As long as she wore her
black blazer they should still remain unnoticed, however, for it
was thick and full and loose.

He had also ordered her to wear one of his
little vaginal clips – in addition to the butt-plug. The clip was a
U-shaped piece of gold metal which pressed firmly against her skin
just above her clitoris, attached, by a strong spring clip, to a
lightweight, but thick two inch long body which was pushed up
inside her.

The only outward appearance was a thin sliver
of metal which came out between the lips of her sex and rose to
frame her clitoris, pressing in against the flesh on either side
and above, and drawing back the hood over her clitoris. The purpose
was, of course, to make her clitoris feel swollen, to make it stand
out and throb.

And to aid in this he had changed the normal
barbell she wore through her clitoral hood to one which had a
small, dangly spiked ball which hung down across her exposed
clitoris and – swung – as she moved, ever so gently bouncing and
rolling against her clitoris.

That was entirely unnoticeable, of course,
even though she'd been forbidden to wear panties, for she wore a
loose, ankle length pleated skirt.

The effect was to make her somewhat nervous
and anxious, and also helplessly aroused, her body in a low,
simmering heat as she rode the elevator up to her office. Lexi's
eyes rolled left and right as if looking for some signs of
recognition or suspicion in the people riding in the car alongside
her, even though she knew they couldn't possibly know.

The doors opened and she walked out, feeling
the swaying little ball tapping lightly against her swollen
clitoris as she moved. She reached her office, sat down and turned
on the computer, not, as she usually did, removing her jacket.

The nipple shields were simply too obvious
under her blouse!

She set about her work, including the notes
from Cutter on what she wanted done in her exhibit, and demanding
updates on the work she was doing to bring them about. Lexi
resented the woman, and resented the changes she was being forced
to make. She was also anxious about what further contact the woman
might have with her, especially given Cole's orders.

But there was also a strange dark sense of
anticipation within her. She was aroused to an extent, and the
thought of her and the woman naked in a bed while Cole looked on
brought a flush of heat and color to her face every time it came to
mind.

In the meantime, she worked with the members
of her team to redesign the gallery with Cutter's notes as a guide.
She contacted companies which made display cabinets to price them
out, and with a company which did dioramas and mock-ups to discuss
her new requirements.

She was nervous when she got an email from
Cutting telling her to stop by. But she was more nervous of the
woman's harsh temperament than anything else. She went upstairs,
knocked, and let herself into the office at a shouted order.

It was, of course, three times the size of
her own, and Cutter seemed quite at home in it as she came out from
behind her desk and crossed the floor. There was a new addition in
the room, a large table in the center, and there were large
drawings, blueprints, of different galleries and floors on it.

“So, tell me what you've got in mind,” she
demanded, turning the page to one which showed her gallery, empty,
save for the walls.

“Well, uhm, here is the plan my team and I
have come up with,” Lexi said, looking at the notes she'd
brought.

She laid out where new display cases would
go, and what would be in them, along with the new 'sacrifice'
diorama, and the preliminary costs.

Cutter had her draw them out on the rough
blueprint, and so Lexi leaned over the table with pencil in hand as
the tall Englishwoman stood next to her.

“Yes, I like that,” Cutter said, as Lexi
sketched out a row of cases and pointed out the lighting which
would be overhead. “But move the sacrificial display further to the
front of the room to catch the eyes of people who come in.”

“But that makes the entire Aztec culture
focus on human sacrifice,” Lexi protested.

“It was a prominent part of their culture,
girl.”

“It wasn't the focus!”

She gasped as Cutter's hand slapped her
bottom sharply.

“Don't argue, girl,” Cutter growled.

“I-I'm just... saying... what I think,” Lexi
gulped, turning back to the table to draw in the sacrifice
display.

“And I am interested in what you have to
say,” Cutter said. “But my opinion is the one that really matters
in the end.”

Lexi sucked in a sharp breath of air, for as
she leaned over the table to draw she felt the woman's hand land on
her bottom and stroke her gently!

She should have jerked upright and turned on
the woman with an angry remark, but was frozen in place by Cole's
order that she let her do whatever she wanted! Of course, Cole
didn't have to know. She could refuse the woman's advances and lie
to him about it!

But Lexi was not a very decisive person in
terms of sex and rejection. It had been several years now since
someone else had begun making all her sexual decisions for her and
given the overwhelming nature of sexual heat and pleasure that had
wrought on her body and mind she had little thought to overrule him
now!

Still, her mind squirmed anxiously as she
drew, as the woman's hand rubbed more freely, stroking over the
softly rounded surface of her bottom with only the thin layer of
fabric between them. Would the woman be able to detect she was
wearing no panties, she thought with wild, anxious dread.

“And I should warn you,” Cutter said, “That
I've been receiving some rather troubling reports about your
attitude.”

“M-My attitude?” Lexi said,
straightening.

“Yes, your calling my changes Disney changes,
saying they'll turn the Museum into Disneyland.”

“I-I wasn't...”

“You didn't say it? To anyone?”

“I might have... responded to someone
suggesting it – .”

“By agreeing?”

“Well uhm, I mean – .”

“I expect and require that you support my
decisions, Ms. Paulson. “As long as you are a member of my
management team I want no public disparagement of my positions,”
Cutter said in a stern voice.

“I-I'm sorry,” Lexi gulped, blushing
hotly.

“Sorry isn't good enough. I insist on
loyalty,” Cutter said. “And those who refuse will find themselves
suitably... punished. Do you understand me, girl?”

“Y-yes, ma'am!” Lexi gulped.

“That's good. I wouldn't want to have to
take... severe... action with you if it can be avoided.”

The fingers of her right hand were caressing
the edge of Lexi's blazer, and almost idly pulled it aside as she
spoke.

“Very nice... blouse,” the taller woman said,
her voice shifting as if in surprise.

Lexi's blush deepened. The blouse was tight
across her breasts, and – .

“A nipple ring? I wouldn't have thought you
had it in you, Paulson,” Cutter said. “You don't strike me as the
experimental type.”

She tugged the other side of the blazer
open.

“Another one. More of a shield, I think, yes?
Why wear them to work?”

Lexi flushed furiously, speechless, not
knowing how to answer. It was true most people only wore bars, or
occasionally rings most of the time. Something like a nipple shield
was usually worn to display your bare breasts to someone.

“Well, that's your business, as long as I
don't get complaints, which I doubt will happen,” Cutter said,
dropping her arms. “But on the other hand – .”

She abruptly took Lexi by the arm, turned her
to the table, and then shifted her grip to the back of her neck to
bend her over.

Crack!

Her open hand slapped sharply against Lexis'
bottom, and the blonde girl gasped in pain.

“I do not allow my employees to talk about me
behind my back.”

Crack! Her hand slapped down sharply a
second time.

“I particularly dislike it when management
level staff do so.”

Crack!

“Ow! Please!” Lexi gasped.

“Because if they are unhappy with my policies
they can simply come to me and express their unhappiness.”

Crack!

“Rather than muttering to their staff in a
quite cowardly way.

Crack!

“Do you understand, Paulson?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” Lexi squeaked.

“Good,” Cutter said.

Her hand rubbed Lexi's bottom casually, then
slid down between her buttocks and paused. Lexi felt a surge of
humiliation as the woman's fingers found the narrow coin-like base
of the butt plug and rubbed back and forth across it.

“Well, well. Is this what I think it is?” the
woman asked in amusement.

Then, before Lexi could answer she had
gripped her loose skirt and tugged it up. Lexi squeaked and tried
to rise but a big hand came down on the back of her neck, pushing
her back down firmly so that her breasts pillowed out against the
table!

Then the skirt was lifted above her bottom
and the woman chuckled in amusement.

“Well, well, you do continue to surprise,
Paulson.”

Lexi's face burned hotly as the woman's
fingers stroked around the base of the plug, then gripped it and
pulled. The thin tube slid out of her, and then the much wider plug
began to force her sphincter wider and wider and wider.

“My, my. That's a big one,” Cutter said.
“Does your boyfriend have a very large... instrument?”

Lexi was too hideously embarrassed to speak
as Cutter let the plug sink back into her.

Then the woman's fingers slid down along the
line of her sex, and found the other little toy Cole had made her
wear. She heard a bark of laughter, and then cried out as Cutter
gripped her hair and forced her back upright, then jerked back to
force her back to arch.

“What have we here?”

She tugged the front of Lexi's skirt up to
bare her below the waist, and let her finger stroke across Lexi's
clitoris.

“Why Paulson,” she said in amusement. “and
here I was thinking what a bland, dull, ordinary old dry stick of
an American you were. And instead it turns out you're a randy
little slut who wears sex toys to work.”

“Please!” Lexi moaned, trying to pull
free.

Cutter jerked more sharply on her hair.

“Stand still,” she barked.

Moaning, Lexi did just that, her arms
dropping to her sides more from instinct and force of habit than
anything else, since Cole often made use of her long, thick hair in
the same way.

“What an interesting little idea,” Cutter
mused, her fingers lightly stroking across Lexi's swollen
clitoris.

She pulled the ball back and let it swing,
laughing softly, then her fingers traced the line of the blonde's
sex again, before caressing her lips and up and down on either
side.

“Very nice, very soft. I don't think you
shave. You must have had hair removal, yes?”

Lexi's face burned too hotly, her mind
swirling and churning too wildly for her to respond.

Then the fingers rose, dropping Lexi's skirt
but nimbly undoing the buttons down the front of her blouse. Lexi's
hands rose instinctively but got slapped, and she dropped them
again, gulping in air as the front of her blouse came open and the
woman gazed in at her breasts.

“Lovely,” she said in delight, as Lexi's
blouse parted to the sides.

Her hand caressed the underside of one
breast, then grasped it and gave it a squeeze, lifting it up as if
weighing it. Her thumb stroked across the hot, hard little nipple,
and then dropped down along Lexi's stomach, and across to her side,
where she undid the skirt.

Lexi's pulse was racing, her heart beating
faster and faster as her skirt loosened and then slid to her
ankles. The woman pushed her blouse and blazer up and back over her
shoulders and it fell to the floor behind her, leaving her
completely naked and standing there, trembling and flushed, her
back arched and head back.

“Lovely body,” Cutter said softly, her free
hand caressing Lexi's breasts again.

“Nice tits.”

Her free hand slid down Lexi's body again and
gripped the little metal clip around her clitoris, then slid it
down, pulling the base out of her sex. Lexi's heat had been slowly
building up all day, and as the thing came free the woman's deft
fingers spread the lips of her sex and chuckled in amusement.

“My, my, how sopping wet you are, my dear
little slut.”

Lexis' face burned as she felt a long,
slender finger push into the mouth of her sex.

“Oh!” she squeaked as it slid up to the
knuckle.

It pulled back and then slid along her mouth,
circling her lips before pushing in and along her tongue.

“Suck!” she barked in a harsh voice that
startled the whimpering blonde.

Lexi obeyed out of habit, and the woman let
her index finger slide slowly in and out between her pursed
lips.

“Yes, I imagine you've been given that order
many a time,” Cutter said mockingly.

She drew her fingers out and let them drop
between Lexi's legs, and the blonde's hips jerked as they began to
stroke her clitoris.

“Who do you belong to, little blonde girl?”
Cutter asked with a smirk.

“N-No one!” Lexi gasped.

“Really? Because you seem like such a...
submissive little thing.”

“I-I'm not!” Lexi gulped.

Cutter snorted in amusement and twisted her
fingers in the long blonde hair so that Lexi gasped in pain. But
her arms stayed at her side, however much her hands twitched and
spasmed.

“I think you're lying to me, little blonde
girl.”

“I-I'm not little!” Lexi protested
anxiously.

“Well, not all of you,” the woman agreed,
raising her hand and caressing her full breasts.

“Mine are bigger, of course, but yours are
very... cute,” she said, plucking and pinching one of Lexi's
nipples.

Then her other hand, the one gripping Lexi's
hair, forced her to bend over the table.

Crack!

“Such a lovely bottom,” the woman said.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” Lexi gasped, squirming.

“I can't have my employees saying spiteful
things about me.”

Crack!

“But I – !”

“Would you prefer I fire you?”

Lexi gulped in alarm and the woman released
her hair, but the instant she started to straighten she got another
stinging slap across the bottom.

“Do not move!” Cutter barked.

Lexi let her breasts pillow out against the
table once more, eyes rolling up and back as she felt the woman's
hand thrust between her trembling thighs and caressing her sex.

“Such a bad little blonde girl,” the woman
cooed. “You definitely need to be punished.”

She withdrew, leaving Lexi gasping raggedly.
She turned her head around to see the woman leaning over her desk
and fishing around in one of the drawers. When she straightened it
was with what looked like a riding crop in her hand!

Lexi had some acquaintance with those, and
blanched, but jerked her eyes away as the woman came up behind
her.

“Are you sorry for saying such spiteful
things about me, blonde girl?”

“I – oh!”

Lexi felt the crop thrust between her thighs,
the shaft then pressing up against the lips of her sex, forced
between them. It was quite a thin crop, but the woman was rubbing
the shaft against her at an angle, and pressing in firmly so that
it slid back and forth across her clitoris as well as within her
moist little cleft.

“Y-yes!” she squeaked.

The crop slid back up and out abruptly, and
then there was a thin, high pitched sound as it cut through the air
before it landed against her buttocks. It had little weight to it
so the impact did not feel particularly severe. But an instant
later she felt the sudden sharp stinging sensation and gasped
helplessly.

“Oh! Please!” she moaned.

Hiss – thwick!

She yelped as it struck her bottom again,
moaning, digging her fingernails into the palms of her hands as she
braced herself.

“Are you sorry for being a bad little
blonde?”

Hiss – thwick!

“Oh! Yes!” she cried.

Hiss – thwick!

“Oh!”

The repeated blows were making her bottom
feel very hot!

“Say it aloud.”

Hiss – thwick!

“I-I did!” she moaned.

Hiss – thwick!

“Say it out loud, blonde girl.”

Hiss – thwick!

“Ow! I'm sorry for being a bad little
blonde!” she gasped.

Her flesh was growing hotter and hotter as
the woman brought the thin crop snapping down across her out-thrust
buttocks.

Hiss – thwick!

“And are you going to do as you're told,
henceforth?”

Hiss – thwick!

“Ow! Yes!” she yelped.

Hiss – thwick!

“Say it aloud.”

Hiss – thwick!

“I'll do what I'm told from now on!”

Hiss – thwick!

“To whom are you making that promise, blonde
girl?”

“Y-You!”

Hiss – thwick!

“Who am I?”

Hiss – thwick!

“Ms. Cutter!” she cried.

Lexi's bottom was on fire now, and she was
trembling and moaning, her breasts hot and sweaty against the table
top as she held her position. It wasn't the first time her bottom
had been punished, after all, and she knew full well that changing
her position would only make things worse!

Hiss – thwick!

“Then say it. Do you promise to be a good
little blonde girl?”

Hiss – thwick!

“Yes, Ms. Cutter!”

Hiss – thwick!

“Oh! Please, Ms. Cutter!” she cried.

“Say it aloud.”

“I promise to be a good little blonde girl,
Ms. Cutter!” she half sobbed.

The crop slid between her trembling thighs
again, the handle rising to slide in between the lips of her sex
and caress her most intimately as it pushed in and out.

“Much better. Even a blonde girl can be
taught some measure of manners, it seems.”

She moved away as Lexi lay her head against
the surface of the table, gulping in air. When she returned Lexi
raised her head to look behind her and saw the woman had a jar of
something in hand.

“I'm sure you'll find this quite soothing,”
she said.

Her hand landed gently on Lexi's very hot
bottom, and then began to caress her, spreading something slick and
slippery across the throbbing surface of her skin. Lexi moaned and
said nothing as the woman spread it across her buttocks, but then
gasped as her fingers slid lower and slid up and down between the
lips of her sex.

Her fingers pushed deep into Lexi's pussy,
twisting and turning, and she felt her heart rate begin to race
again. She felt her clitoris stroked by a deft finger as the others
pushed deeper, probably two – no, three now! She gasped as they
moved in and out of her, the woman's thumb stroking rapidly across
her clitoris.

“Such a beautiful bottom,” the woman said.
“And nice and tight pussy, too. Your master hasn't been stretching
you out enough.”

Lexi felt the relief of pain and the soaring
sexuality at almost the same time, gasping and moaning as the
woman's long fingers pushed into her and pulled back. She had been
horribly embarrassed, but the spanking and then cropping had given
her something much more overwhelming to take her mind off that!

Now she felt a sense of squirming discomfort
that the woman was touching her so intimately, but her position was
a very familiar one, after all, and in her mind it was connected
with a burning sense of thrilled sexual excitement..

It was almost instinctive to feel herself
relaxing, giving way, assuming a docile, helpless posture both in
body and in mind as the woman used her body to whatever purpose she
desired – just as Cole always did.

And that sense of being under another's
control, of not having to think or care or worry about anything
since she had no decisions to make, was like loosing her
self-control. She could simply absorb the sensations the woman was
creating within her, moaning softly as her clitoris swelled and
throbbed and burned, and the woman's fingers pushed in and out and
twisted around inside her.

Her feet moved gradually further and further
apart on the floor, her bottom rolling ever so gently at first,
then more energetically as her muscles spasmed and twitched, as her
inner fires grew more intense and the sexual hunger the woman
aroused in her grew to something like a helpless sense of feverish
heat.

It took shockingly little time, too, so
conditioned were her body and mind to the pleasure and dark passion
which followed submission and pain. Then the orgasm blossomed with
in her, spreading out like a firestorm through dry forest.

Her hips jerked up more frantically, impaling
her on the thrusting fingers as she shuddered and cried out in low,
gurgling grunts of helpless animal pleasure! She cried out loud as
her hair was seized and yanked up and back, but that too was
something she was used to. Cole yanked on her hair a lot, as well,
and so what was happening fell wonderfully into that dark fantasy
realm of masochistic pleasure which drove the feverish heat to even
higher levels.

When the orgasm passed and her grinding,
rolling her hips went still Cutter chuckled softly, withdrawing her
fingers.

“You may return to your work now, Ms.
Paulson,” she said.
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“I want to know every single word the two of
you said, and every single thing she did,” Cole said firmly.

Lexi gulped anxiously as she stared up at him
from her knees on the floor. It had not even occurred to her to
hide what had happened, for hadn't he ordered her to do anything
she was told to do anyway? And besides, he had offered up her body
to friends on a number of previous occasions. He was not the
jealous type.

She went over what had happened once more, of
how the woman had stripped her and bent her over the table, how she
had spanked her and used the riding crop on her bottom. And then
how she had made Lexi say she would be obedient.

'So when you were naked and she was jerking
back on your hair, did you fight her?”

“Of course not, Cole!”

“You just stood there and let her do whatever
she wanted?”

“Yes,” Lexi gulped. “Wasn't that what you
wanted me to do?”

“Yes. But didn't she think that was
strange?”

Lexi tried to remember.

“Uhm, well, she called me a submissive. Or,
no wait, she said I was a submissive thing. And I said I wasn't.
And she said who did I belong to. And I said nobody, and she –
.”

“Wait.”

She stopped speaking as he scowled at
her.

“You lied to her?”

“Uhm... well, I mean, I only said – .”

'You denied being a submissive.”

“Well... well yes but I meant – .”

“Well – .”

“And you denied anyone owned you.”

“Well, yes, but I mean, that's not the sort
of thing that you can just tell people! I mean, not people at work
and strangers!” she gulped, dropping her eyes.

He reached over and pulled the glasses of her
nose, which was never a good sign.

“Why? Are you ashamed of being a sex
slave?”

She flushed at the words.

“It's just that... most people don't
understand,” she gulped.

“Why do you care what most people
understand?”

“I-I don't! I mean, except at work!”

“Are you ashamed of being my slave girl?”

“No, Cole!”

“So this woman left marks on your bottom,
perhaps because she wasn't aware you belonged to someone else.”

“I... I mean... she didn't...”

“You told her you were free to be used by her
without regard to any other master who might own you, because you
told her you had no master.”

“I-I was... I mean, because it was at work
and – .”

“I'm afraid you'll have to be severely
punished for this,” he said, scowling.

Lexi gulped anxiously.

*

When Cole really wanted to punish her he
didn't give her pain but pleasure. That might seem odd to others,
but Cole's pleasure had a dark core in that he did his best to make
sure she became as wildly aroused as possible – but without any
relief. In that way he built up such an intense sense of panting,
desperate frustration and need that she couldn't even think
straight!

There was a low shelf or table in the Play
Room. It was perhaps a foot square, and he perched her on it, her
back flat against a polished post which ran up the wall behind. Her
wrists were strapped down firmly to the sides of that post. Anther
strap went across her hips, binding her firmly against the
post.

Then her ankles were lifted straight up and
back, and strapped to the sides of the post over and behind her
head. Elasticized straps around her breasts squeezed them into firm
round balls, making them throb, and her nipples stand out like
sharp edged little pencil points.

Cole had little suction cups which he
carefully placed against the center of her taut breasts, attached
to a suction machine which applied a kind of rhythmic sucking to
her nipples. Also within the cups was a narrow straw-like tubes
which would sometimes blow a stream of air across her swollen,
tingling nipples. And, of course, the cups were attached to lines
which would tug them back intermittently.

Cole arranged a machine in front of her, with
small piston-like arms. Two of those arms had dildos on the ends.
One was thick and curved, with large veins. The other was a series
of small rounded balls, like a narrow multi-scoop ice cream cone.
The latter went into her bottom.

There was a third, narrow arm which led to a
vibrator pressed against her clitoris. That arm, rather than
pumping in and out, would simply rub from side to side, faster or
slower, as it followed its pre-set program.

Lexi found herself strapped in place on the
little shelf, as he slipped the blindfold over her eyes. She was
already gagged, and then she felt his fingers pressing the earbuds
into her ears as the machine started up.

She dreaded the machine, though in some ways
she was also addicted to it. She felt the dildos pressing into her,
working deeper and deeper as he set the machine in place and
readied it for its relentless assault on her sanity.

Her breasts were already throbbing, her
nipples tingling as the suction cups gripped them, and her
breathing was already ragged as he worked the dildos deeper into
her thrumming belly.

She felt him press the elastic contact pads
against her chest, and then the blood pressure monitor against her
wrist. These would help monitor how aroused she was, how excited.
The idea was to get her almost to the peak of orgasm without
allowing her to fall over.

The dildos began to move and she grunted as
they thrust into her body in a carefully alternating pattern. The
suction cups began to suck rhythmically, and music played in her
ears. She moaned into the gag as she felt the contact with the
vibrator, felt it beginning to rub back and forth across her
clitoris.

The piston arms holding the dildos had what
Cole called 'wings' right at the base of those dildos. They were a
foot wide and about five inches high. They were covered in padding
and leather, and their purpose, she knew, was to increase the
realism of what was happening. For as the dildos reached bottom, as
the full length of them was driven into her body, the wings struck
her buttocks in the way a man's hips might, causing her to gasp or
grunt as her body was jolted by the impact.

The program worked in tandem with the music,
so that as the music grew faster, so too did the thrusting dildos,
grinding vibrator, and sucking suction cups. And given just how
sexually enthusiastic she had become over the past few years with
Cole, it took very little time before Lexi was panting and moaning
and trembling with heat.

The thick dildo thrusting into her sex made
her gasp and cry out again and again even as the 'wings' slapped
forcefully against her buttocks. The dildo in her bottom moved
slower, the rounded balls of the thing slipping in and out of her
lower opening again and again and again as she squirmed and writhed
and moaned in helpless pleasure.

The music in her ears took on a new phase, as
she heard, over the music, the sounds of women crying out in
pleasure. In fact, they were her own cries of pleasure which he had
recorded, and blended together. It was easy, then, to lose track of
whether she was moaning and gasping and crying out in pleasure or
if she was just hearing her own voice do so through the
earbuds.

As she neared her orgasm, as the sweltering
heat drew her into gasping, moaning whimpering passion, the devices
measuring her body assessed how close she was to orgasm and then
slowed the dildos right down to an agonizing, frustratingly slow
pace even as the suction cups eased back in turn.

The vibrator ceased its vibrations, and
instead delivered a series of short, sharp shocks akin to multiple
shocks of static electricity, directly into her body. Then the
dildos stopped moving entirely for a long minute or two before
slowly starting up again as the devices measuring her body's
responses noted her calming down.

Soon the dildos were thrusting into her hard
and fast and the wings were slapping against her buttocks as her
nipples were tugged and sucked. Her mind began to swirl and give in
to the lust and heat rising within her, and she shuddered and
moaned in the grip of a new storm of sexual hunger and
pleasure.

This happened again and again and again, as
she lost track of time, locked into her uncomfortable position,
blinded and effectively deaf, save for the music and moans he
wanted her to hear, trapped within her own body as it was made to
bubble and boil like a wild pit of churning lava, then denied the
release she came to so desperately desire.

The longer her punishment went on the longer
the pauses to allow her body to cool down. Eventually the vibrator
drew back, unused, for even a short period of use would have driven
her over the edge as she whimpered and moaned and drooled around
the gag filling her mouth, dazed with lust and passion as her body
burned with a sharp, desperate need.

The dildo started up again and she shuddered.
Every long deep thrust sent a wave of sensual delight through her
heat sodden mind. Again and again it drove itself into her body, as
the wings began to strike her buttocks, jarring her body. The other
dildo moved slowly in and out of her bottom as her nipples, aching
with need and pleasure, swollen with the continual suction, burned
hotly.

She lost track of who she was, or even what
she was, her mind swamped by dark, feverish sexual heat and hunger
to the point she became little more than a trembling, grunting
animal-like body without conscious thought.

Except, of course, an addiction to sexual
pleasure, and a growing desperation for it to reach fulfillment.
And every time the machine slowed and stopped she sobbed
despairingly, trying frantically to thrust herself up against it to
teach her peak. Then came the shocks which made her cry out, and
drove that peak out of her reach.

Long minutes passed, then it started again...
and again... and again.

And then, finally, she felt his hands on her,
felt the suction cups pulled free of her aching nipples. The dildos
and vibrator drew back, and the contacts were pulled away from her
overheated body. He yanked off the blindfold, and Lexi stared up at
him through glazed, fluttering eyes as he undid the straps on her
ankles and arms, then lifted her down off the shelf.

He set her on her knees, then drew her wrists
together behind her and locked them in place before pulling her gag
free. She cried out as he yanked on her hair, raising her trembling
body off her heels. His cock was erect, and thrust into her mouth,
then pumped in and out before driving deep into her throat.

Lexi gurgled weakly as he drove himself all
the way down her throat and held her head tightly in place, her
face jammed into his groin and her lips wrapped around the base of
his shaft. Then he drew her back by the hair and started thrusting
– hard.

He thrust into her with long, deep strokes,
using her mouth and throat, fucking steadily as she gurgled and
gagged weakly, then pulled out and back and lowered her to her
heels before pulling her forward to drop her onto her chest and
shoulders on the floor.

Then he walked across the room and stood
there.

“Convince me to forgive you, slave girl,” he
said.

Lexi's chest heaved and her tangled hair was
matted against her cheek by perspiration. Her mind felt as if it
were wrapped in a fog. But she knew what she must do, and began to
crawl forward on her belly, wriggling from side to side, wincing at
the pain as her puffy, oversensitized nipples and areolas were
ground against the carpet.

She made it to where he stood, still panting
for breath, and extended her neck, moaning, licking at his
shoes.

“Please fuck me, Cole!” she panted weakly,
her tongue licking up and down along his shoes. “Please fuck your
slutty slave girl!”

Her tongue licked up and down along the side
of his shoes, and when he raised one she licked unhesitatingly
across the bottom, moaning and wriggling closer.

“Please fuck your dirty slave girl, Cole!”
she whined.

“Get on the table, slave.”

Moaning, she scrambled to her feet and over
to the low table. She turned and pushed her buttocks up onto it,
then fell back, drawing her legs up and spreading them wide,
placing her bare feet along the edge of edge of the table to either
side.

He walked over to her and then ran a hand
over her body, kneading her breasts as she moaned, then causing her
to gasp and moan as his fingers stroked idly across her
clitoris.

“Beg for it, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Cole!” she moaned. “Please
fuck me hard!”

Cole let his cock land atop her groin, then
pushed it slowly in and out, gliding atop her sopping and
oversensitive pussy, across her swollen clitoris and along her
lower belly.

“Dirty girl,” he said.

He gripped himself and rubbed the head more
firmly against her clitoris and Lexi trembled, arching her back and
gulping in air. He guided himself into her sodden depths, and she
cried out weakly, then more loudly as he gripped her breasts hard
and thrust harder.

Her body shuddered under the blows of his
hips as his cock drove deep into her aching, overheated depths.
Lexi's eyes stared up at the ceiling, her head rolling from side to
side as the sexual heat surged and even his fingers clamping down
hard, almost painfully hard around her breasts could do nothing but
deepen the intensity of the sexual heat and pressure gripping her
body and mind.

Her hips began to roll up in desperate
hunger, and she began to cry out more and more passionately.

He scooped up her legs and jammed them back
behind her ears, and redoubled his efforts, his hips pounding
against her buttocks now as he buried every last inch of his long,
thick shaft with every stroke.

Lexi cried out at every thrust, mouth wide,
head rolling as she sobbed in pleasure. And then he pinned her
ankles together behind her head, holding them there with one hand
as he gripped one of her breasts tightly and cruelly.

The sexual pressure mounted to unbearable
levels and then Lexi's orgasm finally washed over her. Her cries
turned to a wild scream of pleasure before his hand rose to clamp
tightly around her throat. Then her eyes bulged and her head
exploded as he drove himself into her with fast, powerful strokes
and her body flared white hot with an incredible release of
pressure that threatened to fry her brain.

She screamed soundlessly, again and again,
her nervous system overwhelmed by a flood of pleasure as her skull
exploded. The orgasm went on and on as he hammered down against
her, and black dots danced before her eyes before he finally pulled
his hand free of her throat.

It dropped between her legs, though, stroking
her clitoris hard and fast as he continued to thrust into her, and
the orgasm, which had begun to ease, picked up once again, as she
sobbed in mindless, feverish pleasure and gave herself to it, body
and soul.

*

He had to carry her to the bathroom and then
carefully and dutifully washed her, rinsed her off, and then sent
her back to the kitchen to clean up there. She spent the rest of
the night on the sofa beside him as he idly stroked her and told
her that he wanted to see her and Cutter together.

“And you can make it clear to her you belong
to me, and I might be amenable to a loan, provided we can come to
some... arrangement,” he said. “But I don't want my property marked
up or damaged.”
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Lexi was nervous the next day. Cole had again
told her to wear no underwear to work, and to instruct Cutter that
she was a slave girl who belonged to someone else. That didn't mean
Cutter couldn't touch her, but that she was 'property' and had to
negotiate for the use of her body.

Not, of course, with Lexi, but with Cole.

Lexi had gradually been persuaded to the idea
of living as Cole's sex slave by the incredible amount of wild,
raw, sensual pleasure his kinky ways had provided to her during the
last few years. Her innate conservatism still made her uneasy about
doing so many 'dirty' things, though.

As much as she reveled in them, thrilled in
them, she knew what she was doing was wrong, somehow, even
outrageous. Some would even call it perverted. She hated it when he
let other men see her naked! It was horribly embarrassing! It was
even worse when she allowed them to make use of her body!

That didn't stop her from feeling a wild,
incredible flood of sexual heat and excitement when they did it,
however. Somehow, the more shockingly outrageous her actions were,
the more aroused she became! Especially with Cole watching it
all.

Women made her even more nervous, in a
different way. She wasn't as embarrassed at being seen naked by
them, or even being seen performing sex acts by them. And provided
they were roughly her equals in the performance, which was the
norm, then it was just, well, two girls and two boys instead of one
girl and two boys. That wasn't so bad.

But what made her most uncomfortable was when
a woman was taking up the dominant position, especially a smooth,
arrogant woman like Cutter, who seemed to sneer at her and look
down at her as the cheap, spineless slut Lexi sometimes feared
she'd become.

To have a strong, confident woman looking at
her degrading herself, or worse, forcing her to do degrading
things, well, that was the worst!

Of course, it still didn't stop her body from
become overwhelmed with heat and wild, dark excitement. It seemed
that it was the actions she took, rather than the person who made
her take them, which caused her body and mind to burn with
excitement.

Cutter had already used her like a cheap
whore, though she hadn't done more than masturbate her and punish
her. Lexi was fearful of what might come next, especially if Cole
let the woman have a free hand with her. Crawling before Cole and
licking his shoes was deliciously degrading. Doing it to Cutter, or
even in front of her, would be humiliating.

For she didn't really consider herself to be
a sex slave! That was a game, a silly game, she had thought once.
Now, a dark, exciting game which bathed her in sexual heat and
pleasure every evening. But the very notion, though wickedly
exciting, was preposterous!

She was, after all, an educated woman, a
modern woman, an intelligent woman. She was not a 'sex slave'! She
simply pretended to be one because of the incredible rewards for
doing so. Oh, it was true that doing it for years had made her more
instinctively submissive in terms of sex and sexuality.

After all, she'd been his obedient little
'slave girl' for several years now, so her reactions were somewhat
instinctive. That included the way she became helplessly excited so
quickly and easily. And that excitement, of course, helped to keep
her obedient, knowing what pleasurable reward was soon to be given
her.

But no, she was not a slave. She acted the
part for the same reason other women stayed with their boyfriends
or husbands, because it pleased her to do so, because she loved
Cole, and loved pleasing him, and, of course, because of the thrill
of it all.

Of course, there were times when she lost her
mind in the feverish heat he bathed her in, when she would have
gladly done anything, when all that mattered was pleasure, so that
pride disappeared, along with all other outside concerns.

When she got the email she felt a jolt of
anxiety deep in her belly. It was from Cutter, and required her
presence in the director's office.

Licking her lips nervously, she got up and
went upstairs to knock on the door, then open it and step
inside.

“Lock it,” Cutter said from her desk.

Another jolt of anxiety hit her, but Lexi
obeyed, then walked forward to stand before her desk.

“How is my little blonde girl today?” Cutter
asked, sitting back in her chair.

“F-Fine.,” Lexi said.

The woman stood up and came out from behind
the desk, and Lexi's heartbeat picked up, her chest tightening as
the tall woman she looked her up and down.

“You look lovely today,” she said.

“Th-thank you, Ms. Cutter,” Lexi said.

She started as she felt the woman's hand on
her shoulder, then felt it slide into her hair. She braced herself,
and a moment later her fingers curled around a thick chunk of hair
and jerked her head up and back. Her hands jerked up, but only to
her waist, then dropped as her back arched.

“You've been trained, but not perfectly
trained,” Cutter said, looking down at her.

Her other hand gently caressed Lexi's breasts
through her blouse.

“Haven't you?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Ms. Cutter!” Lexi moaned.

Cutter's hand pushed down and undid the
button at the waistband of her trousers, then pushed down inside,
fingers finding her naked sex and clitoris.

“I-I... have a master!” Lexi blurted, face
flushing more deeply.

“Do you?” the woman asked in amusement.

“Yes!”

“And did you tell him I had punished you
yesterday, little blonde slave girl?”

Lexi cringed under the mockery in the woman's
voice.

“Y-Yes!”

“And what did he say? I know it's a he.
You're obviously a little cock lover.”

Lexi's embarrassment deepened, even as the
woman's skilled fingers began to rouse her.

“H-He said... that... that I should tell you
that... I'm his property!” she gulped.

“Really? And is that all he said?”

Lexi moaned as one of the woman's fingers
pushed into her body.

“My, my. Already wet,” Cutter said with a
smirk.

Lexi blushed hotly.

“H-He said that he might.. might loan me
if... you discuss it with him!” she gulped.

Cutter laughed softly, then drew her fingers
out of Lexi's trousers.

“Take off your clothes,” she growled.
“Now!”

Lexi gulped but obeyed, heart pounding,
quickly stripping off her jacket, blouse and then trousers.

“Shoes and socks too, slave girl.”

Lexi obeyed, chest tight.

“On your knees,” Cutter ordered coldly.
“Knees spread wide, hands behind your neck, fingers interlaced,
back arched! Now!”

Lexi obeyed, the tone of voice like the crack
of a whip, and knelt in place, chest fluttering, as the woman
looked her over.

“What is your master's name and phone number,
slut?”

Lexi felt a jolt at the harshness of the
word, especially since she could not really deny it as such.

She gave the woman Cole's office number and
knelt there as Cutter sat down at her desk, observing her.

The woman's voice shifted abruptly as Cole
came on the line, losing its cold and harshness.

“I understand you own a certain blonde sex
toy,” she purred.

Lexi could not, of course, hear the
reply.

“She's a lovely child,” Cutter said. “And I
have some interest in, how shall we say, furthering her
education.”

There was a pause while Cole spoke.

“No, I'm not much of an exhibitionist, I'm
afraid,” she said. “However, I could make you a temporary trade. I
have a lovely young thing at home. She's extremely well-trained. I
could loan her to you for your own use for a time. You could use
her with your girl, too, of course.”

There was another pause.

“My interest in your little blonde is a
simple one. I love seducing hetero girls. I'm sure she's got some
experience with women, but I do not perceive she has much of
it.”

Again there was silence on her end as she
listened, and then she smiled at Lexi.

“Yes, that's pretty much what I suspected,”
she said. “I'd like to show her that she must obey women, as well
as men. A slave must obey everyone in all things, and without
hesitation. That is, after all, what it means to be a slave.”

There was more silence, and Cutter
nodded.

“Yes, I sense the same. I'm sure I could do
something about that.”

Her eyes flicked towards Lexi, who gulped
anxiously.

“Of course,” she continued. “Sometimes a
stranger's hand can accomplish more than that of someone who cares
for her and whom she cares for in turn.”

Again there was a pause.

“Yes, she's here in my office now, as a
matter of fact, kneeling naked on the floor, waiting.”

She got up and came forward, then pointed her
cell phone at Lexi and snapped a picture, then did something with
it, and a moment later held it up to her ear.

“Get it?”

More delay.

“Yes, I think so to. Let me send you a
picture of my slave.”

She pressed some buttons on the phone and
then held it up to her ear and waited. She smiled when he began to
speak again.

“I'm glad you approve,” she said. “I can
bring her by tonight.”

She listened for a bit, and then nodded.
“Very well. As you wish.”

She hung up and came over to stand before
Lexi.

“Let me see your tongue, slut,” she
barked.

Lexi thrust her tongue out and the woman
sniffed, then reached down to grip it and roll her fingers along
it.

“Not bad, but I expect I can stretch it out
further.”

She drew her hand back, then gripped Lexi by
the hair again, dragging her forcefully to her feet, to her toes,
in fact, as she ignored Lexi's cry of pain.

“I think I'm going to do terrible things to
you, slut,” she growled, her voice soft, her lips almost touching
her ear.

Lexi whimpered.

The woman roughly turned her around and flung
her towards the table so that the blonde girl staggered forward,
catching herself on the edge.

“Bend over the table, slut!”

Lexi obeyed, gulping in air, feeling a sense
of alarm building.

“The first thing you have to do is appreciate
that I am your mistress,” Cutter said. “I want your body to know
it, not just your mind, so we're going to resort to what your body
knows and understands, at least at first. Stretch your arms across
the table.

Lexi obeyed and the woman moved back, then
returned, walking around to the other end of the table. She slipped
a length of soft black rope around Lexi's wrists, then wound it
around a half dozen more times, twisting it and tying it tight
before pulling the rope taut and dropping it across the other side
of the table.

Lexi couldn't help it. Despite her rising
sense of anxiety and alarm, feeling the rope tightening around her
wrists made her insides churn with more and more sexual
anticipation. And when the women tied it off under the other side
of the table she moaned softly.

The next thing the woman showed her was a
thick penis, a dildo, she thought at first. It looked like one,
though it had a soft, curved leather base which was several inches
wide and long for some reason. It was long and thick, and then the
woman gripped her hair and jerked her head up and back, and pushed
the head into her open mouth.

The veined silicon sides pressed against her
lips as Cutter pushed it into her mouth, across her tongue and
then... down her throat! She pushed it deep, and then pressed the
flat base down over her mouth and lips, drawing a strap around
behind her head and buckling it tightly!

Lexi's eyes bulged and she moaned helplessly,
wriggling on the table.

Crack!

“Don't tell me you haven't learned how to
breath while giving a man head, you little blonde slut,” Cutter
said. “And don't tell me a sex slave doesn't know how to deep
throat her master.”

She had, as a matter of fact! But it was...
difficult, and took a lot of concentration! And then she realized
something odd, which was that she could do it much more easily than
she ever could with a man's cock down her throat.

It quickly became apparent that part of the
dildo had air holes in it through which she could, with some
effort, suck in oxygen.

She felt her ankles kicked apart, and then
roughly tied in rope and then pulled straight and taut as far to
either side as they would go without her toes leaving the floor.
Then Cutter came around in front of her and showed her a long,
thick black dildo.

It was very realistic looking... mostly. But
no human cock widened appreciatively near the base.

“For you, little cock lover,” Cutter said. “I
know how much you little het girls are fixated on big hard
cocks.”

She moved back behind Lexi and then pushed
the head against her opening. Lexi moaned helplessly as the head
was forced in, and then the thing began to pump slowly in and out,
pushing deeper and deeper with every stroke.

It began to ache deep inside, though, as the
woman inserted the last few inches, and then the lips of her sex
began to ache as the widening base stretched them out wider and
wider.

A moment later Lexi heard a strange metallic
sound, something hard being pressed against the table. Panting, she
twisted her head around and back to see Cutter attaching a sort of
clamp-like device to the edge of the table. She fit the dildo into
it, then adjusted it carefully before walking away.

Gulping, Lexi shifted her body minutely. It
was enough to realize the dildo was now locked in place, deep
inside her, stretching the lips of her sex so that they ached. She
felt her heart hammering in her chest, and a deep flush covered her
skin from forehead to breasts.

This was... horribly embarrassing, and yet
wickedly, darkly thrilling! The feel of the tight rope around her
wrists, the way her body was stretched out and helpless, and the
full ache within her all contributed to the churning sense of
sexual helplessness Cole had linked, within her mind, to extreme
pleasure.

Cutter returned, and Lexi gasped as she saw
the woman had donned a large, black strap-on dildo. It was thicker,
even than Cole's big cock, and glistened as if newly lubricated.
She moaned into the gag as the woman came up behind her and then
slapped her bottom sharply.

“I'm glad your master prepares your bottom so
well, slave girl,” she said, gripping the base of the butt-plug
Lexi had again been ordered to wear to work. She felt it pulled
slowly back out of her back passage, and then felt the head of the
big dildo thrust into her!

The head slipped in fairly easily, but the
thing was so thick Cutter had to work it into her body slowly, inch
by slow inch, pumping as her hands slid up and down Lexi's body.
She slapped her bottom sharply on several occasions to distract her
sphincter muscles, to loosen them so she could shove the big dildo
deeper.

“Your master has been much too easy and
gentle on you, slave girl,” she said, gripping her hair and yanking
it up and back. “I am a much more demanding mistress. The true
happiness of a slave girl comes from knowing her place, and
learning to instantly obey orders without thought or
hesitation.”

“Nghaa!” Lexi cried, as the thick dildo slid
several inches deeper.

“I don't even allow my slave a name,” Cutter
said. “A name implies personality, as in a human being, or a dog.
Slaves have no personhood, no personality. Slaves are merely
obedient sexual creatures who position themselves and perform on
demand.”

She slapped her bottom sharply once again,
then yanked on her hair as she thrust the dildo even deeper!

Lexi shuddered, feeling the enormously thick
dildo being jammed even higher into her belly, when she already
felt full from the big dildo in her pussy!

At the same time, as the woman pumped slowly
in and out it was moving Lexi's own body in helpless tandem. And
that was having the effect of pumping her sex on the dildo fixed in
place behind her. The sensations within her were flooding Lexi's
mind with dark passion and arousal even as the bondage and
helplessness heightened her sense of hunger.

There was little she could do to move
herself, but Cutter now had her hands on her hips and was jerking
on them to thrust into her. Lexi had never taken anything so
enormous into her bottom before, and was shocked at the dark,
seething heat which poured through her as she realized how utterly
impaled she was!

Then she cried out as the nose jammed even
higher, and Cutter's hips pressed firmly against her buttocks.

“Nasty little slut,” Cutter said, slapping
her bottom.

She jerked back on her hair as she ground her
hips against Lexi's buttocks and twisted the head of the long,
thick dildo around in her belly.

Lexi cried out, moaning and whimpering as the
woman slapped her bottom again and drew her hips back.

“What a tight ass you have, slave,” Cutter
said, slapping her bottom again. “Amazingly tight for a sex slave.
Clearly your master hasn't been training your body or your mind
properly.”

She thrust into Lexi with long, slow strokes,
but now her hips were slapping against the helpless blonde girl's
buttocks with more force, causing her body to jerk in and out
more.

That was riding her aching sex back and forth
along the very base of the big dildo in her pussy. And that base
widened appreciably so that every time she rocked back on it she
could feel the lips of her sex stretched that much wider!

But there was more to it, for there was
something attached to the base of the dildo, or perhaps to the
thing holding it in place. It felt like... soft leather, and as she
rode back and forth along the bottom inch or so of the dildo her
clitoris, swollen and fully exposed due to her arousal and the way
she was stretched out so wide – was rubbing up and down against
it!

That she was so wet was producing an even
more powerful tactile sensation as her clitoris rubbed back and
forth across it, and those sensations were flooding her mind and
threatening to overwhelm her!

She felt almost as if she were losing
consciousness. But it was more a matter of her mind, her conscious,
thinking mind fading into a soft dazed sense of euphoria as rushing
waves of pleasure rolled over it. Now the way the big cock Cutter
was wearing impaled her felt shockingly, deliciously erotic, and
the fullness in her belly a while thrill ride.

Which pushed her over the edge into a
mind-blowing orgasm that had her trembling and shaking as
convulsions rolled through her body.

“Whore!' Cutter said in a sneering voice,
yanking at her hair and slapping her bottom sharply. “Come for me,
whore! Filthy slut! You're nothing but a sexual animal!”

Crack! Crack!

“Filthy bitch!”

Crack!

“Come for me, whore! Come with your ass being
pounded by a big black cock!

Crack!

“I bet you wish it was a real one!'

Crack!

“Or maybe two, or three, or ten!”

Crack!

“Slave!

Crack!

“Whore!”

Lexi could hardly breath. She was
light-headed from the lack of oxygen, and seemed to float, rolling
and writhing across the surface of a churning cauldron of
overheated sexual pleasure. She sobbed dazedly, grunting and
moaning as the big dildo punched deep into her belly again and
again.

Did the orgasm fade? Was this a new one? She
cried out as it took her and shook her mind like a dog with a rag
doll.

“Animal!”

Crack!

“Whore!”

Crack!

“Slut!”

Crack!

“Slave!”

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Lexi ached inside. The way that massive dildo
had driven into her, had impaled her, had churned her insides to a
throbbing mass of jelly! And then there was the other one, the one
in her pussy! The two of the together had been incredible! Even
without whatever she'd been grinding her clitoris across!

She still felt a little trembly and
shell-shocked just at the after-glow of those massive orgasms! Her
throat ached, too, either from the strange dildo-cock the woman had
shoved into her, or her screams of pleasure.

She wasn't sure what deal Cole had worked out
with her but she was certainly going to find out tonight!

She winced a little as she sat down in the
limo, feeling flushed and anxious as the driver started out into
traffic. She cringed as she remembered Cutter's sneering words, her
insults, her degrading tone and attitude. She clearly thought Lexi
was just a mindless little slut for submitting to a man the way she
did to Cole. And perhaps simply for being a sexual submissive at
all.

Lexi felt in awe of the woman, and more than
a little wary and even afraid of her. She was also very
self-conscious about her own inadequacy, her own frailty, her own
sense of inferiority and weakness. Cutter had used her like a man
would! She had quite literally manhandled Lexi, and then used her
roughly and cruelly! Like... like a whore!

That had been humiliating! Even worse, she
had responded like a whore!

It was one thing for Cole to make her melt in
a puddle of her own inner heat, but for a woman to do it was...
extremely demeaning! She was used to men being tougher and stronger
than her, and thought nothing of it. Everyone knew men were tougher
and bigger and more powerful and more aggressive than women!

Being weaker than them, submitting to them,
especially a big, powerful man like Cole, was, well, actually kind
of exciting. But having another woman degrade her was much worse!
It meant... that she wasn't merely a helpless woman before a
powerful man, but a spineless weakling even compared to another
woman!

The car pulled over to the curb and she got
out, or started to, then halted.

“What? This isn't my apartment!” she said,
turning to bend and peer into the car.

“We were given this address, ma'am,” the
driver said.

Just at that moment she got a text message.
Only one person had her phone number to send her texts, so she
immediately took the phone out and stared at it.

I will meet you there, it said.

“Uhm... okay,” she gulped, her heart suddenly
beating faster.

She closed the door and turned to regard the
house before her. It wasn't a tall apartment building, but a
townhouse. It was four stories tall. A wide stone porch led up to a
large black wooden door with a knocker in the center.

Feeling her pulse race, she climbed the
stairs and hesitated, then pressed the doorbell and waited. It was
getting dark outside, and the wind had picked up. She looked around
her nervously, then the door opened and she gasped in surprise.

It was a … woman, in a Muslim burka, the kind
which completely covered the body, head and face save for a small
veiled square over the eyes.

“Ahm, I uh – .”

The woman stepped by and gestured her
inside.

Licking her lips nervously, and looking
around her again, Lexi stepped inside and looked around. The
ceilings were at least twelve feet high, and a long wooden
staircase ran up the right wall in front of her. The hallway
continued past the stairs, the walls covered in polished wooden
paneling. To her left was an open doorway into a large living
room.

The woman closed the door behind her and led
her into the living room, gesturing at an antique sofa before a
fireplace. Lexi drew a breath, then sat down.

“My name is Lexi,” she said.

The woman did not reply. Instead she knelt
down, arms at her sides as Lexi stared at her.

“I-Is this Ms. Cutter's house?” she
asked.

The woman behind the burka remained silent,
and Lexi looked at her nervously. She could see nothing behind the
veil, no indication of the woman's age or race. She was fairly sure
it was a woman, however, because as bulky as the burka was the
woman was clearly slim but generously endowed.

Lexi squirmed a bit uncomfortably on the
sofa, then took out her phone and texted Cole.

There's no one here but some Muslim
woman, she typed. Am I in the right place?

If its a town house on the upper east side
you are, he replied.

I don't think she even speaks English,
she typed.

I'll be there soon.

Lexi grumbled to herself, nervous and
anxious, and looked around the room. It was very nice, but also
quite old fashioned, French provincial, she thought, and nothing
like the very masculine collection of modern leather, stone and
wood in Cole's penthouse.

Then the front door opened and Cutter walked
in.

Lexi gasped, rising to her feet, and the
Muslim woman did the same. Cutter said something to the woman, who
hurried away. Then she smirked at Lexi.

“Surprise, surprise,” she said. “Your master
and I have arranged a little... play date, for you.”

She walked into the room and uncomfortably
close to Lexi, who had to cock her head up and back to look at her.
She reached out and combed her fingers lightly through the blonde
girl's hair and smiled.

“Strip,” she ordered.

Lexi blushed, and jerked her eyes to the
doorway where the Muslim woman had disappeared.

“Now!” Cutter's voice had a snap to it that
made her gasp in alarm.

She fumbled at her jacket, then undid her
blouse and, blushing hotly, took them off and put them on the sofa.
She stepped out of her shoes, then undid her trousers and slid them
down and off. When she was completely naked she stood before the
woman, heart pounding.

“Feet apart, hands behind your neck, back
arched.”

Blushing anew, Lexi obeyed, then her
embarrassment deepened as the Muslim woman returned, bearing a
tray. On the tray was studded leather bondage gear. She set them
down on the table and then picked up the collar.

Lexi trembled, mortified, as the Muslim
slipped the collar around her neck, easing her hands aside enough
to buckle it behind her. Then she picked up the smaller, matching
restraints and buckled them around her wrists and ankles. They were
much like what she wore at home except – these had locks, which the
Muslim woman clicked closed.

She then drew Lexi's hands gently behind her
back and locked her wrist restraints together.

“Kneel, slut,” Cutter said in a soft
voice.

Lexi knelt, and at the harsh nudge of the
woman's foot shifted her knees apart, then further apart, until the
woman was satisfied. Cutter said something else to the Muslim woman
then turned and left the room. A moment later, the Muslim woman
did, as well.

Lexi knelt nervously on the floor for long
minutes, alone, naked, and very much aware of it! She wondered what
the Muslim woman thought of this!

Then Cutter returned. She had changed. She
now wore tight leather trousers, very high-heeled leather shoes,
and a white blouse under a black leather vest. The shirt had the
top several buttons undone, and the vest was very tight. Her full
breasts bulged over the top.

She reached down and combed her fingers
through Lexi's hair, then reached down with her other hand,
stroking her fingers along Lexi's lips, before easing them
inside.

“Lick, slave,” she said in a soft voice.

Blushing, Lexi obeyed, as Cutter stood there
smirking down at her, sliding two long fingers in and out of her
mouth and across her tongue!

The door bell rang, and Lexi gasped. Cutter
turned as the Muslim girl hurried across the doorway and opened the
door. She stepped back, and Lexi felt a sense of relief as Cole
walked in, along with the usual sense of breathless excitement and
very female enjoyment of how big, and strong and handsome he
was.

“We haven't gotten started,” Cutter said.
“Merely made a few preparations.”

She walked across and shook hands with Cole,
who looked her up and down admiringly.

“Call me Victoria,” she said.

She turned and snapped her fingers at the
Muslim girl, who promptly reached down and peeled her voluminous
robes up and over her head, then dropped them behind her.

Lexi gaped.

It was a young woman, a very beautiful young
woman with a smooth, egg shaped face, as bald as it was possible to
be. Her head was so smooth her skull could not have been merely
shaved but had to have been subjected to electrolysis or laser hair
removal!

She was wearing eye-liner and deep red
lipstick on her full lips, and had used something on her eyebrows,
she guessed, so that they were thicker and slightly arched. She
wore a pair of thigh-high leather boots tightly around her legs
with six inch stiletto heels making her seem taller than she
actually was.

She also had on matching, shoulder length
leather gloves, and a kind of very tight leather bustier around her
lower chest and waist. Except the bustier did nothing whatsoever to
cover her full breasts, but merely held them up, cupping and
presenting them for viewing.

Like Lexi's own nipples, hers had been
pierced, but hers were larger, and the gauge of the rings
penetrating them was much thicker. Thick gold rings without evident
opening or closing, hung from her nipples, and another from her
clitoral hood.

“Marvelous,” Cole said, stepping closer to
examine the girl. “What's her name?”

“She has no name. She deserves none. She's
merely a cheap slut I bought from her previous owner,” Cutter said.
“She's Russian, and speaks no English. I've ensured she doesn't
learn. That helps keep her from feeling she's human. When you can't
communicate with others that somewhat separates you out, to a
degree.”

Cole looked at her in surprise, then nodded
respectfully.

“I do speak Russian, of course. I can teach
you a few basic orders, but she's absolutely obedient to anything
you want her to do.”

She barked an order and the girl thrust out
her tongue.

Again, Lexi gasped. It was the longest tongue
she'd ever seen on a person!

“The human tongue can be trained, can be
stretched, if you so desire,” Cutter said.

Aside from the leather, the only thing the
girl wore were a thick, stainless steel collar around her neck, and
matching shackles on her wrists and ankles, around her boots and
gloves.

Cutter reached behind her and gripped her
collar, jerking it back sharply. The girl's hands didn't even stir
at her sides as she arched her back.

“Feel between her legs. I guarantee you she's
wet. She's always wet.”

Cole did just that, and Lexi felt a sense of
uneasy jealousy as he looked at the slave girl. She looked so...
sexual, so sensual! Her bald head was strangely fascinating, as
smooth as it was, and she had a very toned body with large, full
breasts.

Cole's fingers stroked up and down the neat,
tight line of her sex, then slipped inside, and he chuckled as he
drew them back.

“Yes,” he said. “very wet.”

“She is awash in sensuality and sexuality
every moment of every day,” Cutter said.

“How do you manage that?”

“You condition them to be that way. They are
all a product of learned behavior.”

They both turned and looked at Lexi, and she
swallowed anxiously.

“Yours is lovely, and fairly responsive. She
could be made more so, however, with a little stern discipline
and... education.”

Cole chuckled appreciatively, turning to eye
the exotic looking bald girl again.

“Is that makeup or...?”

“No, Cutter said. The color of her lips? That
lovely deep red shade? It was tattooed in, along with the eyeliner
and eyebrow enhancement.”

“She certainly does look... attractive,” he
said, lifting a hand to cup one of her breasts and squeeze it.

Cutter said something to the Russian girl,
who turned and walked away, then the woman walked over to Lexi,
reached down, and gripped her long hair.

Lexi yelped as she was forced up onto her
feet.

“Legs apart!” Cutter barked.

Lexi obeyed, flushing hotly, head back, chest
out as Cole looked on with interest.

Then the bald girl returned, holding a riding
crop. Lexi's heart thumped as she handed it to Cutter, who stood a
little behind her holding her hair. Then Cutter said something else
and the girl sank to her knees and reached up with her gloved hands
to grip Lexi's thighs. She plunged her mouth in between her legs
and started to lick immediately.

Lexi gulped in air, her flush deepening, her
eyes seeing the excitement rise on Cole's face as he watched. The
girl's extraordinary tongue thrust deep into her sex, and Lexi
gasped, eyes widening as she felt the long tongue slithering and
flickering around inside her!

The girl brought her patent leather covered
hands up Lexi's body to cup and fondle her breasts as she thrust
her tongue in and out of her, while at the same time using her nose
to rub up repeatedly against her clitoris.

Lexi felt her breathing quickening as she
stood in place, a rolling wave of sexual heat sweeping up her body,
both from what the girl was doing and from Cole – and Cutter –
looking on! She was … embarrassed, yes, but not as much as she
would have expected. The wild kinky sexuality of what was happening
was turning her insides to liquid mush as passion and lust filled
her body and mind.

The girl drew a hand down Lexi's body as she
shifted her tongue to her clitoris instead. Now a patent leather
finger slid easily between the lips of her sex, pumping in and out
as far as the knuckle. It drew back, and a second was inserted, the
two pumping in and out as she licked heavily at Lexi's swollen
clitoris.

Lexi felt her juices flowing, felt the heat
surging as her body was filled with a sense of deep sexual hunger
and desire. She was panting and moaning now as she trembled in
place, her hips spasming against the girl's expertly licking tongue
as a third shining black finger slid up inside her.

She saw the front of Cole's pants swelling
with excitement as he watched, and then the orgasm took her,
sweeping her mind away as her hips bucked frantically and she cried
out in helpless pleasure! The orgasm surged higher and hotter and
her body flared with an intense release of that built-up sexual
pressure.

It wasn't enough, however, to do more than
cause her to slump dazedly in place – until Cutter jerked back on
her hair again to pull her shoulders back. Especially since the
girl continued to lick her, and now also added sucking and stroking
with her fingers and lips. Lexi moaned feebly as the girl pumped
three fingers in her overheated depths, letting out a little squeak
as the girl started to suck rhythmically on her pulsing
clitoris.

Then a fourth finger pushed up inside her and
Lexi groaned, heat rising again, a dark desperate sense of
masochistic euphoria settling around her as she was made the
centerpiece of a lewd and animalistic display of wanton sex – all
for Cole!

She ached as the girl slid four fingers into
her. The girl was smaller than Lexi, and had small hands, and they
were encased in slick, shining patent leather which had also been
oiled up with something in addition to Lexi's own inner juices.

But it still ached as she stretched out
Lexi's taut pussy lips – only it ached with a desperately dark and
delicious heat that made her legs tremble. Waves of sexual pleasure
were rolling up her body as excitement burned deeper and hotter in
her mind. The dull ache between her legs, and the wriggling fingers
inside her felt like the perfect complement to the lips sucking
hungrily at her clitoris!

The fingers eased down her slick tunnel, then
pushed back – wider than before somehow. The pressure against the
lips of her sex grew as they strained and stretched, the aching
more intense now, on the border of actual pain as the girl deftly
alternated licking and sucking at her burning clitoris.

The girl's fingers turned and twisted from
side to side against her aching opening, pushing and easing back,
pushing and easing back as they turned and as she licked. Lexi
could not watch her for Cutter continued to hold her hair tightly,
forcing her chin up, head back, and chest out.

“Tell us what you are, girl,” Cutter purred
behind her. “You're a slave girl, aren't you. Say it.”

“I-I-I'm a s-slave girl!” Lexi gasped
helplessly.

“Again.”

Cutter took the crop and let its length slide
back and forth along the bottoms of Lexi's breasts.

“I'm a s-slave girl!” Lexi gasped.

“You're a sex slave. Say it.”

The crop was slim and leather, and had a soft
leather pad at the tip, the slapper. Cutter brought this up against
the center of her left breast, rubbing it back and forth against
her tingling nipple.

“I-I'm a sex slave!” she moaned.

The slapper slapped down against her nipple
to produce a sharp little sting.

“Again!”

“I'm a sex slave!” she cried.

The crop's slapper slapped against her nipple
again.

“Again!”

“I'm a sex slave!”

It slapped her again.

“Louder, slut!”

“I'm a sex slave!” Lexi cried.

Cutter rubbed the slapper against her nipple,
then brought it against her other breasts.

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap.

Lexi shuddered and moaned helplessly.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave!” she gasped.

Between her legs, the pressure of the girl's
fingers was mounting. Lexi had no idea why. They were partly inside
her, yet continued to stretch her opening wider and wider rather
than pushing higher!

“Slut. You're Cole's slut aren't you?”

'Yes!” she gasped.

slap-slap-slap!

“Say it!'

“I'm Cole's slut!” she gasped.

slap-slap-slap!

“Again, slut!'

“I'm Cole's slut!” she cried.

slap-slap-slap!

“Dirty girl,” Cutter growled.

The pressure suddenly grew more intense, and
she cried out as the aching sharpened, then she felt the girl's
slick fingers pushing up inside her, sliding slowly through the
straining lips of her sex and pushing up into her throbbing
depths!

And then she understood, with a cry of shock,
anxiety and then raw animal heat. She understood why the strain was
so severe, as it began to ease – as the girl's knuckles passed into
her, as the heel of her hand slid inside and the mouth of Lexi's
sex closed around her wrist.

The girl had pushed her entire hand up inside
Lexi!

Lexi's mouth and eyes were wide, and she
shuddered and cried out weakly, her eyes darting to the raw lust on
Cole's eyes as he watched. And then another orgasm swept through
her as the girl's rapidly licking tongue and the full ache of the
hand inside her pushed her over the edge!

A whole hand! The girl had pushed her whole
hand inside her! Lexi could feel the fingers on the inside of her
belly, turning and twisting as the girl rotated her hand inside
her! Sexual electricity crackled through her body like sheet
lightning, and her hips could not stay still as convulsions wracked
her body!

Only the tight fist Cutter had on her hair
kept her from sinking to her knees as she sobbed dazedly, crying
out again – and again, as the orgasm flayed her mind with a
suffocating wave of pleasure, lust and heat.

All the while Cutter was slapping the crop's
tip down against her breasts, not merely against her nipples, but
all across the surface, raising a crackle of stinging aches across
them as her body flared with wildfire heat.

“Dirty girl,” Cutter said. “Nasty girl.
Filthy girl. You desperately need to be punished for your sluttish
ways.”

Lexi gurgled dazedly, slumping weakly,
despite the pull to her scalp as Cutter jerked on the thick fistful
of hair.

“Keep your legs spread, slut,” Cutter said.
“A sex slave should always keep her legs spread wide.”

Lexi trembled as she felt the fingers pushing
higher, felt the slick glove around the bald girl's wrist oozing
through the tightly clutching lips of her sex, pushing higher!
Then, one by one, she felt those fingers inside her stretching
against the elastic walls of her sex, stretching and pulling in
again until they had formed a fist inside her.

Of course the knuckles of her fist were now a
good three inches lower than the tips of her fingers had been when
her hand had been unfolded. And so the knuckles pushed upward still
further, the slick wrist sliding through Lexi's opening and into
her body.

“Are you a sex slave?” Cutter demanded,
slapping the flat tip of the crop against her breast.

“Y-yes! I'm a sex slave!” Lexi moaned
breathlessly.

Cutter let the small, flat flap of leather
slide down the front of her body, and the licking bald girl
instantly eased her tongue back as the flap slide across her
clitoris, rubbing firmly up and down.

“Mistress,” Cutter said. “You will call me
mistress. Do you hear me, slut?”

She let the little leather slap down lightly
against Lexi's clitoris, and Lexi cried out, her hips jerking
sharply.

“Yes! Yes, mistress!” she cried.

The leather flap slid up and the girl's
tongue instantly resumed licking her.

“Are you a slut?”

The girl's tongue slid back the instant the
leather slapper slid down over her clitoris.

“Yes, mistress!” she gasped.

It slapped against her sharply and she cried
out.

“Say it!” Cutter growled.

“I'm a slut, mistress!” she cried.

The leather slid back and the tongue took its
place.

And the slick, hard fist inside her rotated
and pushed slowly in and out, very slowly, the wrist of the girl
stroking perhaps an inch up and an inch down as Lexi's mind was
overwhelmed with it all, with the very idea that a person had their
whole hand up inside her! With Cutter being present, and Cole
watching excitedly.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm a slut, Mistress!” she panted.

The flat slapper slid down and the tongue
slid back.

Slap!

“A filthy slut. Say it.”

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!” she cried
helplessly.

The leather slid up and the tongue took its
place, as Lexi's mind began to boil under the raw animal heat. The
slapper rose and began to slap against her nipples and breasts.

Slap-slap-slap!

“Again, slut.”

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!” she cried.

“Again.”

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!”

“Again. Keep saying it. Do not stop saying
it.”

Lexi began to almost chant the words. “I'm a
filthy slut, Mistress! I'm a filthy slut, Mistress! I'm a filthy
slut, Mistress! I'm a filthy slut, Mistress! I'm a filthy slut,
Mistress! I'm a filthy slut, Mistress! I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!
I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!”

Meanwhile that fist moved up and down, using
longer strokes, perhaps two inches now, then three, and Lexi felt
the sexual pressure building to unbearable levels! With it came
pain, as the girl's knuckles were being forced higher, jamming up
against some deep back wall of her sex!

But the pain was almost irrelevant compared
to the fiery pleasure and tidal wave of lust and excitement. She
sobbed dazedly as she chanted, and then another monster orgasm
exploded and she screamed in wanton pleasure as the girl rammed her
fist up inside her again and again and again!

Orgasm after orgasm rolled over her as she
swayed and bucked and jerked and trembled and sobbed. The girl
licked and fisted her to a torturous overload of sensations that
turned her into little more than a mindless animal overcome by the
intensity of the pleasure.

She couldn't keep her feet, then, even with
the harsh pull of Cutter's hand in her hair. She sagged to her
knees, avoiding collapse only by falling against the bald girl and
because of Cutter holding her hair.

The two women bent her over the sofa, and the
bald girl knelt stolidly behind her and to her left, her hand
buried in the trembling, gasping, whimpering blonde's sex. Cutter
handed her a powerful vibrator, and the girl turned it on and laid
it against Lexi's clitoris.

Lexi cried out dazedly, her body spasming and
jerking, and Cutter now lashed her bare bottom with the thin crop,
leaving a sharp, stinging line of heat behind.

“I didn't tell you to stop chanting, slut!
You're a filthy slut! Say it!”

swish-swish-swish-swish! The crop
snapped down across her bottom again and again, leaving line after
line of sharp, aching heat behind!

“Say it, slut!”

“I-I'm a – a – a filthy slut!” Lexi gasped
dazedly

swish-swish-swish-swish!

“Mistress, you slut. Say it.”

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!” she
croaked.

Swish-swish-swish-swish!

“Louder, slut!”

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!”

“Louder, slut!”

The fist started to pump slowly in and out,
using longer strokes now as the breathless, sweating, gasping girl
shuddered and trembled.

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!” she
moaned.

Cutter brought the crop down stingingly, and
Lexi cried out.

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!”

The fist pushed in and out, twisting and
turning, and the girl rubbed the vibrator back and forth across her
clitoris as the wild buzzing sensations swept through her nervous
system. Her clitoris was already hyper-sensitive and now Lexi began
to cry out at the intensity of the vibrations, interrupting her
chanting – and drawing more sharp blows from the riding crop across
her burning buttocks.

“I'm a filthy slut, Mistress!” she cried as
the bald girl thrust her fist up and down inside her.
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Lexi had never felt so emotionally and
physically exhausted! She was woozy and her eyes slitted, and she
paid no attention to what anyone was saying now that (thank God!)
the girl's fist had slowly pulled free of her and left her aching
sex alone.

She lay in a heap on the floor, chest
heaving, moaning, eyes closed. She was aware of Cole and Cutter
discussing her, though she didn't hear everything they said, and
didn't listen to any of it. Her heart was still pounding too loudly
in her ears.

Then Cutter came over to squat beside her,
undoing the clip binding her restraints together. She straightened,
and Lexi felt the collar around her throat jerking abruptly up and
forward. She gurgled and gasped, and her body unfurled
instinctively, pushing her up and forward in the direction the
collar was pulling.

She stared at the line of the leash leading
up from under her chin, until the collar rotated and it slid up and
around to the back of her neck. Cutter was walking out of the room,
and pulling on the leash, which forced Lexi to scurry along on
hands and knees to follow or strangle.

She tried to stand but whenever she started
to the woman jerked sharply on the leash, pulling her forward and
down once more. Dazed, gasping, hair a bedraggled mess, and still
aching all over, she crawled up the stairs beside the woman and
onto the second floor, then down the hall.

The woman led her into a small, windowless
room. There were no furnishings there but a tall, narrow chest in
the corner. Most of the room was filled with a cage. Cutter led her
towards it, slid the door up, then removed the leash from the back
of her collar and slapped her bottom sharply.

“Inside, slut.”

Yelping, Lexi scurried inside and the door
closed behind her.

She turned and raised wide eyes towards the
woman looking down on her with a sneer.

“Your … master, is unsatisfied with you,” she
said. “He has given you to me to train up to the standard of my own
slave. I have loaned him my slave for a little while. You will
return to him when I am satisfied with your progress.”

Lexi stared at her in dismay, but before she
could think to say anything the woman turned and left, closing the
thick door behind and leaving her alone.

In a cage!

There was nothing on the cage floor. It was
bare steel, as were the bars. Lexi tested the door and found it
locked, and almost shook her head in bewilderment and astonishment
to find herself locked up so.

The cage was too low to sit up straight, and
too short to stretch out on her back. She was forced to curl up on
her side and draw her knees in. She used her fingers to comb her
untidy hair out of her face and then tentatively cupped her aching
sex, wincing at the touch.

Fisted! The girl had gotten her whole hand
into her and used it to – drive her insane! God! She had come and
come and come! The orgasms had been so massive that she still
continued to twitch and tremble just from the remembered power.

It wasn't just her sex which ached, but her
entire abdomen, and more, she suspected from spasming muscles than
contact with the girl's fist. She also felt a flare of heat from
her bottom where the riding crop had left thin pink lines, and her
nipples throbbed from being struck.

And now she had to stay here! For how long!?
And what else would Cutter do to her!? That last thought filled her
with both anxiety and a dark, simmering heat.

But then the thought of what Cole was doing
with that bald slut made her fume! In what way was that bald slut
any better than she was!? Since when was bald better than her own
beautiful long blonde hair that Cole loved to pull when he took her
from behind?

After a while her stomach began to rumble.
She'd had no dinner, after all. She also had nothing to do and no
way to measure time. She dozed off for a bit, then woke, unhappy,
testing the cage again to reassure herself she couldn't get
out.

When the door opened she gasped in alarm,
rolling and sitting up as best she could as Cutter came into the
room. The woman briskly squatted and unlocked the door, then slid
it open.

Lexi noted she had the riding crop in her
hand.

“You will not speak!” she barked, jabbing a
finger at her. “You will crawl through and assume the position I
have taught you, on your knees, legs spread, back arched, hands
behind neck!”

She snapped her fingers and Lexi scrambled to
obey, crawling out of the cage and then sitting back on her heels,
drawing her fingers up and back behind her back and arching.

“Do not stare at my face, slut!” Cutter
snapped. “Look over my left shoulder at all times! You are not
worthy to look at me!”

Lexi blinked in startlement at the words,
even as she obeyed them.

“Such a dirty little girl,” Cutter said,
letting the tip of the riding crop rub against the nervous blonde's
nipples.

“You have much to learn, dirty girl,” Cutter
said. “About discipline and obedience.”

She glared at her, then bent and clipped the
leash to the back of her collar.

“Come,” she snapped, jerking on the
leash.

Gasping, Lexi fell forward onto hands and
knees, and hurriedly crawled after the woman, out the door and
further up the hall.

That this was... demeaning... didn't really
enter her mind so much as it was filled with anxiety to obey the
woman lest she feel the sharp bite of the crop across her body
again.

The bathroom was enormous, but didn't so much
impress her, since Cole's penthouse had a number of such bathrooms.
It was about twelve by twelve, with a high ceiling and lit by both
a chandelier in the center of the ceiling and strategically placed
pot lights and hidden lighting.

There was a large shower stall in the far
corner, a huge soaking tub to the left, and a long, mirrored
counter to the right.

“You will keep your bottom high, place your
face and chest on the floor and your arms out in front of you,”
Cutter ordered.

Lexi hesitated and then yelped as the crop
struck her bottom and a line of pain lit there. She fell forward
onto her elbows, then lowered her upper body to the floor as she
let her hands slide out before her.

Crack! The crop struck her bottom
again and she cried out again.

“Keep your bottom high, slut,” Cutter
ordered. “Draw your belly in more tightly against your thighs.
That's it. Now spread your legs. Maintain this position until
ordered otherwise.”

She moved past her and over to the counter,
and there ran the water. She took something out of the cupboard and
then played it under the water.

“Face forward!” Cutter barked when Lexi tried
to turn her head up and back to watch.

Lexi obeyed, gulping anxiously. She sensed
the woman moving back and then behind her, and felt something
slippery but hard pressing against her back passage. She felt her
pulse racing as something slid into her, but it wasn't particularly
big, and was much easier to accommodate than the butt-plugs Cole
had used.

Then the warm water began to flow.

Her eyes widened and she gasped, heat
flooding her face even as the warm water flowed deeper into her
abdomen and began to fill her up.

“You are not a person, slave,” Cutter said.
“You are not even a pet or an animal. You are merely a slave, a
possession. Normally I would let my slave wash you, but as she is …
occupied, I must do so for now. You, of course, will help, by
obeying me instantly.”

Lexi felt the water continuing to pour into
her body, and felt her embarrassment deepening. Now that she'd had
a little rest and was a little ways removed from the incredible
wild passion of what Cutter and her bald slave had done her mind
was more properly her own.

And kneeling naked while this woman gave her
an enema was about as degrading as she could imagine an experience
could be! How could Cole let her go through such a humiliating
experience!? She closed her eyes, chastened and horribly
embarrassed.

Her abdomen began to ache. Cramps began to
ripple through her, and she moaned softly, her body trembling a
little as her hands sought to clasp her belly. She felt as if her
abdomen were swelling out!

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You will not move, slut!” Cutter barked.

She left the room, leaving Lexi on her belly
and knees on the floor, her bottom raised high, insides cramping
worse and worse with every passing minute!

Cutter returned, though now Lexi heard the
click of boots and hard heels on the floor. She felt the hose being
removed, but the plug remained as the woman went to the sink and
turned on the water.

Lexi's stomach was aching!

Cutter walked around in front of her, and,
rolling her eyes up, Lexi saw she was wearing a pair of high black
leather boots with stiletto heels. They were somewhat like the ones
the bald girl had worn but were not patent leather and had dark
laces running up the sides rather than zippers.

“Do you wish to use the toilet, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Lexi croaked, face
burning.

“Beg.”

Lexi felt an emotional blow and a flood of
dismay, yet the cramps were getting worse!

“Please... please may I use the toilet,
Mistress?” she gulped.

“I don't think you deserve to use the toilet
yet, slut. I don't think you worthy of one. I have a mind to make
you crawl downstairs and out back and evacuate your bowels on the
lawn like an animal.”

Lexi blanched. Surely she wouldn't! She felt
a surge of near panic at the thought.

The tip of the crop slid slowly up and down
Lexi's spine.

“Convince me, slut. Beg harder. And use that
tongue of yours on my boots to demonstrate your... deference.”

Her belly cramped sharply and Lexi gasped,
then licked at the woman's foot, another flood of heat filling her
face at this further demeaning requirement. She was mortified at
being required to act like this in front of a strong, powerful,
beautiful, intelligent woman, and the skin of her face burned
hotly!

“Please may I use the toilet, Mistress!?” she
begged, licking her tongue across the woman's foot and up along her
ankle.

“No. You haven't convinced me.”

Her stomach spasmed and Lexi cried out in
pain, licking harder, more desperately.

“Please may I use the toilet, Mistress!?” she
begged.

“I am unconvinced. Lick harder, slut.”

Moaning, Lexi grasped the woman's ankle,
licking harder and faster as her abdomen roiled and cramped. Her
tongue licked frantically up and down along the woman's boots as
she rolled her eyes upward.

“Please may I use the toilet, Mistress!?” she
begged.

Cutter sighed negligently. “Very well,” she
said in ill humor.

Lexi was so grateful she almost forgot how
humiliated she ought to be.

“You may pull the plug, so to speak,
yourself,” Cutter said, smirking as she leaned against the wall –
to watch.

Lexi blanched, but what else could she do!?
The pain was mounting, getting much more severe now that she was
sitting! She had to reach down and grip the thing Cutter had shoved
into her and pull it free.

The water gushed out of her. And that too was
humiliating as the woman watched and sneered. But at least the pain
was easing as the water continued to trickle out of her.

“Such a nasty, dirty little girl,” Cutter
sneered.

She snapped her fingers and pointed after
Lexi was done, pointed at the bidet.

“Wash yourself, you dirty little animal
child.”

Lexi meekly scrambled over to the bidet and
washed her sex as the woman watched, then Cutter removed the
leather restraints and ordered her into the shower. Once again, she
had to wash herself as Cutter supervised, including shampooing her
hair.

She rinsed herself off and Cutter gestured
her out, then tossed a towel to her.

Lexi dried herself off as best she could with
the small towel, though of course it left her hair quite damp and
bedraggled.

“Bend over the counter,” the woman ordered,
slapping her bottom..

Lexi obeyed anxiously and gulped as she saw
the woman oil up a large butt-plug.

“Reach back and pull your buttocks apart and
hold them.”

Another humiliating position! But Lexi was
passing beyond the ability to be embarrassed in front of the woman.
She gulped and moaned as she felt the thing pressing against her,
felt the pressure mounting higher and higher, and groaned as it
stretched her wide so that it could slowly push into her.

Her sphincter snapped shut behind it – or
almost entirely shut save for the small stem attached to the base.
She felt the fullness inside herself, though as the woman roughly
yanked on her hair to pull her upright again, slapped her bottom,
then forced her down to her knees again.

“A-are we going to eat now, Mistress?” she
gulped.

Cutter leaned over and brought her open hand
down sharply across Lexi's bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You will not speak without permission,
slut!” she growled.

Cutter held onto her hair, and this time she
used it as a leash, and Lexi was forced to scramble alongside her
on hands and knees as they went back down the hall to her
bedroom.

There Cutter tied her spreadeagled in the
bed.

And weirdly, Lexi found that to be something
of a relief since, being tied naked in bed was something she was
well-used to.

Cutter then brought over a vibrator. It was
not shaped realistically. It was black, thick, curved, and dimpled,
and had a branch at the bottom which was meant to rub against her
clitoris. She grunted as the woman slid it into her sore, aching
pussy, and drove it deep enough the little branch slid up across
her clitoris.

It locked there, a spring clip pressing it
down, and then the device began to buzz, as Cutter stepped back and
stripped.

She was almost six feet tall, and while
Lexi's body was slim and girlish, Cutter was built more along the
lines of the classic Swedish Milk Maid. She had wider shoulders and
hips, a broad back, quite large breasts, and very rounded hips.

But muscles moved beneath the taut surface of
her smooth skin, especially on her abdomen and belly and along her
arms and thighs, and Lexi felt suitably intimidated as the woman
got into bed and straddled her, looking down above like some stern
goddess or amazon.

“You, slave, are going to learn to service a
woman properly,” she said.

She slapped one of Lexi's breasts and the
blonde girl yelped.

“Do you understand me, slut?”

“Yes, mistress!” she gulped.

Cutter let a chain dangle from one hand, and
then dropped it low. She sat on Lexi's chest just below her
breasts, making the slim girl gasp at the weight. Then she placed
the alligator clip at the end of the chain around her left nipple
and let it snap closed.

“Ow! Oh! Oh! Please, mistress!” Lexi
cried.

Cutter slapped her face, rocking her head
aside, and Lexi gasped in shock, then cried out again as the other
end of the chain was snapped to her other nipple.

Cutter ignored her cries, sliding her body up
across her breasts until her powerful thighs were bordering the
helpless blonde's head and her sex was just above her mouth.

“You will please me or else,” she
growled.

Then she settled her sex down against Lexi's
mouth.

Lexi was not, of course, a complete stranger
to lesbian sex. Cole had seen to that. She had also had oral sex
performed on her many times, including, most recently, by the bald
girl. She began to lick Cutter's clitoris as the woman sat above
her, using her tongue and lips as well as she could given her bound
position.

Cutter sat atop her face for some minutes
before starting to correct her, starting to instruct her. She
reached down and wound tendrils of long blonde hair around her
fingers, and each time she sought to 'correct' something Lexi did
she started by yanking on her hair.

Nor was she easy to please. In between
yanking on her hair she would reach back and yank on the chain
clipped to Lexi's nipples, or simply slap her face to put emphasis
on her instructions. It was a wild and frantic experience for Lexi,
and she was deeply grateful when the woman approached orgasm.

But then Cutter gripped a thicker mass of her
hair and jerked her head back.

“Mouth open, slut!” she barked.

She jammed her sex into Lexi's open mouth,
and the blonde girl sucked desperately. And then, as the woman
climaxed, she began to squirt her seeping vaginal juices into
Lexi's mouth.

She grunted as she got off, leaving Lexi
dazed and panting weakly, eyes fluttering.

Cutter left her for a minute, then returned,
getting back into bed and kneeling between her legs. She pulled the
vibrator out of her and began to lick.

Now Lexi felt the difference between an
expert's tonguing and her own. Her nerve endings had been quivering
with the strength of the vibrator for long minutes now, but her own
frantic efforts had prevented that from having much of an impact on
her own arousal.

But now, as she realized, and as the harsh
vibrations gave way to Cutter's skillful licking tongue she began
to feel a soothing rush of pleasure. Cutter ran her hands up her
body and removed the clips from her nipples as she licked, and
after an initial gasp of pain, Lexi felt another rush of soothing
relief.

She was soon writhing slowly on the bed,
moaning softly, her hips rolling up against the woman's tongue and
stroking fingers. They pushed into her, gently, pumping in and out,
and Lexi knew a sense of fear the woman would try to get her whole
fist in like the bald girl had.

But no, the woman's hands were far too big
for that, she thought anxiously.

And then Cutter got off her, went to the
corner of the room, and donned a strap-on dildo. She returned, and
slowly worked it into Lexi, taking her time, being
uncharacteristically gentle, sliding it deeper as she lay her own
soft, warm flesh atop Lexi's body.

She gripped her hair firmly, and then kissed
her, gently at first, then harder, more passionately, as her free
hand kneaded Lexi's breast.

And the dildo began to pump inside her.

It was all quite familiar while being quite
different for Lexi. After all, she was used to it being a man above
her, not a woman, with her big, soft breasts rubbing against her
own. And a woman kissed differently from a man, she thought, as
their tongues slid together.

The sense of being penetrated was familiar,
though, as the dildo stroked in and out of her with delicious long
strokes. And Lexi had long been conditioned to exult in the feeling
of being firmly, deeply penetrated by something hard and thick.

Her pulse raced and her heart pounded and the
sexual heat began to take over, growing more intense as the woman
continued thrusting into her, showing that she knew how to use her
hips and the dildo every bit as much as man could with a real
cock.

As Lexi's eyes became slits and she began to
pant and moan openly Cutter rose up and back, kneeling upright, her
hips thrusting forward as her hands roamed Lexi's prone body. Then
one of them slid up around her neck, closing around it, choking her
– or almost choking her.

Lexi gurgled weakly, panting, gasping, eyes
still slitted as the heat became suffocating, as the steely eyed
woman looked down at her, hips thrusting in harder and faster. Her
head throbbed more and more as the woman kept her hand firmly
around her throat, and the pressure of her need and lust seemed to
grow even more powerful.

Cutter removed her hand, letting Lexi suck in
deep breaths of air, then twisted around, undoing first one ankle,
then the other, and gripping her legs to lift them up and back. She
leaned forward, pressing Lexi's legs back as she resumed
thrusting.

And this too was another incredibly familiar
view and feeling for Lexi, to be helpless as a hard cock thrust
into her, to have her legs pushed back by someone's chest, her feet
in the air, her body gripped by heat as she was pounded hard.

But this was by a woman!

Yet it didn't seem to matter. Cutter had
become, to her mind, the same as the men who had used her, the same
as Cole, a strong person in total control of her who could do
whatever they wanted to her.

Cutter emphasized that as she slid her hand
around Lexi's throat again, and Lexi gasped and gurgled as her head
began to pound once more. The sexual heat became a fever, and she
felt her eyes rolling back in her head as the heat became
suffocating.

She felt it pouring through her pounding
skull, intoxicating her with glorious pleasure, filling her with a
sense of euphoria even before the orgasm exploded and sent her mind
spinning off into the wilderness. She cried out again and again, or
tried to, as the woman thrust harder still, the long, thick dildo
punching into the back wall of her sex as the woman rode her into
it and through it and out the other side.
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Lexi was hungry, but she got no food. She was
thirsty, but got no water. Instead she had the leather wrist
restraints placed on her again, and was placed in a small room,
standing up very straight, her wrists locked together above her
head and dangling from a chain.

There was a short metal post on the floor
directly in front of her with a smoothly rounded top covered in
leather. It was about as thick as a pop can, and it buzzed
strongly. It pressed directly against her sex from the front, which
was to say, against her clitoris, but if she pulled her feet back
just a little then it didn't touch her at all.

Of course, so taut was her body, her arms
outstretched, that to shift her body back a little she had to rise
off her heels.

“Hold your tongue out, slut.”

Lexi gulped but obeyed, and saw the woman
take a pair of leather pads linked together by some kind of metal
frame, and sandwich her tongue between them. Then they closed, more
and more firmly, as she began to moan helplessly.

“I want your tongue longer and stranger,
slave,” Cutter said. “So we're going to start to stretch it
out.”

The woman slapped her bottom and then left,
turning out the lights to leave Lexi in complete darkness.

Her pussy had gotten quite a workout that
evening, and she was inclined to keep it away from the buzzing
vibrator post as much as possible. She inched her toes backward
somewhat, rising off her heels and keeping herself from touching
the thing.

Of course, there was little she could do
about the uncomfortable thing squeezing her tongue. She couldn't
even draw her tongue back into her mouth. That meant, of course,
that she soon began to drool. She couldn't see it, but she could
feel her own saliva trickling down onto her chest and belly.

And then lower, onto her abdomen.

Her feet began to ache and she was forced to
inch forward again to let her heels down. That brought her body
into contact with the buzzing post once more. While that gave her
some discomfort, though, it didn't hurt, not like her feet.

Blind, hearing nothing but the buzzing of the
post, she felt its smooth surface become moistened with her own
saliva, and there was a sense of pleasure in gently gliding her
soft, smooth sex up and down against the round, slick leather.

It was a more powerful vibrator than she had
ever felt before, though, and the vibrations were actually
uncomfortable, rather than arousing.

At first.

And then the door opened. She turned her head
up and around, but the lights had been turned out on the other side
of the door, as well. All she saw was a dim shape until the door
was closed, and then she saw nothing.

Hands cupped her breasts, and she gasped,
then someone jerked back on her hair and kissed the side of her
throat.

She felt fingers at the butt-plug which was
still inside her, felt it being tugged slowly back and out of
her.

What pushed into her was not a dildo. She was
virtually sure of it! Nor were the hands on her body the hands of a
woman! They were too big and work-roughened! She moaned helplessly,
unable to speak because her tongue was imprisoned, feeling a slick,
thick cock pushing up into her bottom as hands mauled her
breasts.

The pressure pushed her forward against the
post, especially since her legs were forced further apart so that
she must rise onto her balls of her feet!

She moaned and gasped as the cock pumped in
her bottom, pumped deeper, and deeper, and still deeper, until soft
skin pressed against her backside. He pumped into her with long,
deep, patient strokes, and her sex rubbed constantly against the
buzzing leather covered post until the raw, dark heat began to
sweep through her once more.

How many times could a person come in one
day, she wondered dazedly. But it hardly mattered. Whoever was
sodomizing her knew his business, and her body craved the warmth of
pleasure as the rode her into a powerful orgasm.

And then left.

She was alone for a time, but she had no idea
how long. She had no way to measure time. She was tired but
certainly couldn't sleep. Nor could she keep her body away from the
buzzing post. Her nerve endings felt as though they too were
vibrating, and a thrumming sexual heat began to envelope her
mind.

The door opened and closed, and hands
caressed her body. The butt-plug, which her previous visitor had
thoughtfully replaced, was pulled out, and another hard erection
thrust up into her body to stroke hard and fast.

She moaned and gasped yelped as this one
thrust into her, as male hands mauled her breasts and male lips and
teeth sucked and licked at her throat.

And then her visitor left.

She had not climaxed, but the wild, strange,
helpless kinkiness of everything was driving her crazy – in concert
with the buzzing post, and she ground her sex harder against it,
moaning and shuddering with heat.

She ached as she jammed herself against it,
then, in her feverish hunger, sought to impale herself on it. It
was too thick, or so she thought, but still she tried, panting and
moaning, climaxing, then climaxing again.

And eventually, the slick, buzzing post
forced her far enough open to push slowly up inside her.

Yes, it ached, but so what!? She cried out as
another orgasm lashed her senses, sobbing helplessly as she sought
to drive herself down further, and failed because of her shackled
wrists.

Another visitor. Or was it the same one? She
had no way of knowing. Large hands pulled her up off the post, and
replaced it with a hard male cock, thrusting up into her pussy
while grinding the front of her sex up and down against the buzzing
leather.

She came again, screaming, sobbing, dazed and
feverish from the heat which flayed her. The cock kept pumping
steadily, and she came again, and again.

Then she was alone once more, dazed,
half-hanging by her wrists, exhausted and skin damp from sweat and
saliva.

Another visitor, and this one slid something
over her head, over her eyes, like a blindfold. Then the buzzing
stopped as her wrists were released – or rather, unclipped from
each other. She stumbled weakly as they were drawn back behind her
and locked together.

Then she was picked up, carried, placed …
somewhere... on a bed, she thought, bent over. The leather thing on
her tongue was pulled free at last, and her tongue felt swollen and
sore. She had little time to recover, however, before a cock pushed
into her mouth.

She gurgled and licked and sucked as rough
hands jerked on her hair. Then she yelped as she was slapped on the
bottom. More hands jerked her hips back and spread her legs.
Another cock pushed into her from behind, into her pussy, thrusting
eagerly as the one in her mouth pumped.

It would have all been a blur except it was
even less than that. She had no sight of what was happening to her,
and was wrapped in blackness. No one said anything. She could only
feel the hands on her body, and the hard cocks pushing into it.

They turned her and twisted her, bent her and
threw her on her back. Sometimes there were many hands on her,
sometimes only a few. They took her one, two and sometimes three at
a time. Once she had three cocks inside her with two more rubbing
against her cheeks.

She had no idea who they were. Did it matter?
Not really.

*

She woke in the cage, groaning, sore
everywhere, including inside her aching belly.

She blinked her eyes, staring at her body,
somewhat amazed it looked so... normal. There were no bruises or
other marks on it, though her nipples and the center of her breasts
seemed swollen and puffy, and were definitely tender and
sensitive.

And she was sooo hungry! She was ravenous!
She hadn't eaten a thing since... noon the other day! She was
thirsty, too, though oddly, that wasn't quite as bad. Perhaps
because of all the men who had exploded in her mouth, and the semen
she had swallowed for what seemed like hours!

She felt even more shell-shocked as she had
the other day after she'd spent so long enduring the relentless
heat in Cole's play room. She ached a lot more, too, inside and
out, from the way she had been manhandled, bent and turned and
positioned by rough hands.

And the marvel was she had no visual memory
of any of it! She'd been blindfolded throughout! Nor did she have
any memory of anyone saying anything. All she had was the memory of
what it had felt like, those hands on her body, those lips and
teeth, those big cocks thrusting into her...

Yet, her body felt clean. She had a vague
memory of being bathed, but again, silently, blindly...

The door opened.

She gasped, sitting up as Cutter came into
the room, clad in a long robe. The woman snapped her fingers
towards the door, bent and opened it. Lexi crawled out, then sat
back on her heels, hands behind her head.

Cutter opened her robe, reached down and
roughly gripped Lexi's hair, and draw her mouth in against her
sex.

And Lexi licked. Her tongue was sore, and
felt swollen and tender from the leather thing which had squeezed
it. But the woman intimidated her by her fierce, glaring eyes and
stern demeanor. And Lexi had a close memory of the slaps and
pinches and hair pulls at her hands.

She licked frantically, performing to the
best of her abilities, keeping in mind what the woman had
demonstrated the previous night.

Cutter held her hair in two fists, her own
hips rolling slowly as Lexi licked. And when she came she tightened
her grip sharply enough to make the blonde girl cry out, tilting
her head back.

“Mouth open!”

Again she jammed her sex into Lexi's mouth,
pouring her warm cream down her throat.

Then she shifted her grip to her hair and
again used it as a leash to make the panting, dazed blonde crawl up
the hall.

In the dining room were a pair of straps.
Cutter made her place the palm of her hands together behind her
back, then wound a strap tightly and firmly around her wrists. The
next strap went around her arms just below her elbows, forcing them
firmly together. And then came the next, above her elbows, and Levi
gasped and moaned as her shoulders ached and burned, her elbows
being forced closer and closer together until they touched!

“Please I – .

She gasped at a slap to the face.

“No speaking unless spoken to, slave,” Cutter
said.

Lexi shuddered as the woman left the room.
When she returned, however, it was with a bowl of grapes,
blueberries and strawberries.

She sat down and looked at Lexi with
disapproval.

“Weak, spineless little blonde slut,” she
said.

She threw one of the blueberries at her and
it hit her forehead and fell to the floor.

“Eat, slave.”

Blueberries were not exactly her favorite
food, but Lexi was starving! She shuffled closer, dropped low so
that her breasts pressed into her legs, and licked it off the
floor.

“Never forget what a low creature you are,
slave. You are unworthy of my attentions.”

She threw a strawberry, this time making Lexi
knee-walk to one side, then drop low to lick it off the floor.

“On your belly, slave.”

Lexi moaned, chewing and swallowing the
strawberry as she slid down and then lay on her belly.

The woman threw a grape that bounced off her
back, and Lexi wriggled around, licking it off the floor. Another
grape struck her, and another, then a strawberry, then a blueberry,
then several more strawberries. She turned and wriggled and twisted
on the floor, sometimes wriggling halfway across the room to lick
it off the floor and swallow.

It was degrading but she was too hungry to
refuse, especially since they satisfied both food and thirst. It
was, however... energetic work, wriggling back and forth across the
floor to lick them up.

When the bowl was empty Cutter gripped her
hair and dragged her up onto her knees and between her legs again,
as she sat back on the chair. And Lexi licked anxiously as the
woman's dark eyes bored into her.

“Harder, slut,” she ordered, slapping the
side of one breast.

After that came another enema and washing,
and the butt-plug put back into her. This time, however, instead of
just a blindfold, a tight hood was pulled down over her head,
fastening around her neck. A collar went over it.

She was placed on a sofa, on her knees, her
wrists locked behind her, and left there until she heard the sounds
of women talking, laughing, joking. Yet the weren't speaking
English. She had no idea what they were saying. She only knew there
were... many of them!

She cringed mentally as they came into the
room, as they laughed, and then hands began to move over her body,
stroking and kneading and massaging her. Fingers caressed her
clitoris and slipped into her, pumping in and out.

For what felt like hours the women licked,
stroked, fingered and worked her body into a panting, moaning,
gasping, sobbing sexual fever. Using dildos, vibrators and other
toys to help, they made her come again and again and again, even as
she wore out her tongue licking pussies she couldn't see.

Through it all was an ongoing laughter and
conversation. It was in Russian, she thought, but wasn't sure.
Then, dazed and exhausted, she was raised to her feet and her arms
raised above her head once more, and strapped in place so that she
had to balance precariously on the balls of her feet. A penis gag
was shoved into her mouth, with a leather flap which covered her
lips.

Then came the strap. It was a thick one, and
it swept in and struck the underside of her pert, taut buttocks
with a sharp, stinging blow that made her cry out into the gag as
her hips lurched forward.

Female laughter echoed around the room.

The strap struck again, and again, and again,
and each blow made her cry out, made her body jerk violently
against the restraints holding her in place. Her bottom got warmer
and warmer, until it burned with heat and she sobbed dazedly.

Then came the lips, the tongues, the fingers
all over her body, the fingers pumping into her gently, smoothly,
slickly, and forcing her into another raging sexual heat that had
her crying out again, but in pleasure this time.

Lexi thought she was must surely be going
insane. Was that what Cutter wanted?!

The woman departed, letting her stand there,
panting, moaning into the gag, for long, long minutes. Perhaps an
hour. Then there were voices again, approaching the room.

Male voices.

It was, in a way, a repeat of what happened
with the women, or what had happened to her the previous night. She
could hear their jovial, hungry voices this time, but still not
understand a thing as their rough hands pawed and groped her and
male laughter echoed through the room.

Then her wrists were allowed down, and she
was pushed to her knees, then her hands and knees.

“Present yourself with your bottom high and
your chest against the floor,” Cutter said in an imperious
voice.

Crack!

Lexi yelped as the crop cut across her bottom
and instantly threw herself forward and down, sliding her arms
forward along the floor, letting her breasts pillow out as she
raised her bottom up high.

Crack!

“Draw your belly in, slut,” Cutter
growled.

Gasping, Lexi obeyed, her mind filled with a
cringing, shocked embarrassment as she heard the male voices from
all around her, knew men were standing watching her.

The crop rubbed against her naked sex, then
slapped lightly before she felt a sharp jerk against the collar
around her neck. It pulled her up to all fours, and then made her
crawl along the floor, then turn and crawl back.

Cutter was saying something, but it was in
Russian, and male voices replied, some laughing, as Lexi was made
to crawl back and forth on the end of a leash!

The leash turned her, made her crawl in a
different direction, and then hands grasped her upper arms, pulling
her forward, against a chair or sofa, then up into someone's lap.
Then she was straddling someone on a chair, and she felt a naked
cock rubbing against her belly.

The leash pulled, forcing her to rise, and
she felt the cock rubbing up and down along her sex before she was
pulled down. She gasped as she was penetrated, as she slid down the
long length of it and men laughed and commented all around her.

Then she rode the man, sliding up and down,
gripping the back of the chair as she slid up and down,
occasionally being slapped across the bottom as hands kneaded her
breasts. She felt her breast drawn forward against his face,
whoever he was, and he sucked and chewed hungrily on her nipple as
she rode him.

It was, in a way, like what had happened last
night, except the voices made it seem much worse. Before it was all
just sensations. Now she cringed at their laughter and harsh words,
knowing she was in the center of them, that they were all watching
her as she rode up and down on the man below her.

When he came, she was pulled off him by the
leash, made to crawl across the room, and then made to crawl up
into the lap of another man and ride his cock in turn. Then it was
on to the next man. The gag was taken out of her mouth, now, and
she bobbed up and down on his stiff cock as someone mounted her
from behind.

From there, they used her as they had the
previous night, lifting and repositioning her, sometimes on her
knees, sometimes on her back. Sometimes they took her one at a
time, sometimes two or three.

She was placed on her back, then her knees,
then simply held aloft in multiple hands. She was turned and
twisted, slapped, groped, pinched and of course, above all, she was
fucked, hard, again and again, until she was dazed and
exhausted.

And then she was hung upside down from her
ankles, legs well apart, moaning dazedly as vibrators and dildos
and more cocks were inserted into her body, before she was finally
left in place for long dazed hours.
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When she woke, it was again in the cage,
wincing and sore, and still feeling vaguely woozy. She was no
longer bound, but she still had the hood on, and her fumbling
fingers, now encased in the kind of long latex fingerless gloves
like she'd seen the bald girl wear, could not find a way to remove
it. She was also, she noted, wearing thigh high leather boots with
high stiletto heels.

She lay on her back, her knees bent and
spread wide, her entire groin area sore and tender and throbbing.
She was no longer gagged, but that mattered little when there was
no one to hear her. She felt like she was in a dark, strange world,
a dark fantasy filled with anxiety, embarrassment and uncertainty.
She no longer had a lot of confidence in anything, other than that
she was helpless.

Cutter came for her at last. When Lexi
started to speak the crop snapped painfully down across her
bottom.

“Speak only when spoken to!” the woman
growled.

The leash was attached to her collar and she
crawled out of the room, thinking that, at least the leather boots
made crawling easier on her knees.

This time she was made to kneel upright with
her arms bent tightly, elbows down, hands cupped in like a dog
begging. Then food, mostly fruit, was placed in her mouth for her
to eat.

“You must accept what you are,” Cutter said.
“Only then will you feel the full degree of pleasure your body is
capable of. I will make you the perfect slave, but first I must
break you, or what you were, or thought you were.”

*

There were more orgies that day. Lexi found
herself atop another girl, sixty-nining her, licking at her pussy
as best she could while blind, while the girl licked hers. Then
another woman slid a dildo into her, a strap-on, and the first
orgasm of the day swept over her.

In a way, being hooded, being masked, offered
her up a measure of protection, a strange sort of privacy. They
couldn't see her face, and she, of course, couldn't see them, and
the contemptuous, smirking looks on their faces that she was sure
were present.

She did whatever she was told, for hesitating
brought a quick and painful snap of the crop. She had lost most of
her embarrassment and self-consciousness by then anyway. This time
the women spoke in English. They laughed at her and sneered at her
and called her names the way Cutter did, but their hands moved
eagerly across her body, and they sounded very excited by the sight
of her.

Lexi wondered if thinking that was merely a
forlorn sense of pride on her part.

Then she was strung up by her wrists, arms
wide and hanging suspended from them. Her ankles were pulled wide,
as well, and shackled in place, leaving her moaning into the long
penis gag which was shoved into her mouth and down her throat.

She was woozy, dazed, and moaned as someone
licked her pussy, as a dildo pumped slowly in and out of her
moistened sex. She felt another dildo in her bottom, a thin one,
but deep. It pumped in and out, too, then withdrew, and was
replaced by another, thicker one.

Stretched taut, moaning, gasping as mouths
sucked and licked at her nipples as well as her clitoris, as dildos
pumped in and out of her pussy and bottom, and hands caressed and
kneaded her buttocks, Lexi's head lolled as the sensations swirled
within her as she neared orgasm.

Her body was pulsing with heat, and sensation
and lust had overtaken her otherwise tired and overawed mind.

The dildo in her bottom drew back and
another, even thicker one was forced slowly up into her body. She
groaned at the thick girth, though as slick as it was it still
moved forward until the head was lodged so deep within her belly
she felt cramps.

Her clitoris was pulsing with heat as the
woman there licked hard and fast, and Lexi gulped in air, knowing
another orgasm was nearing.

Then there was a hissing sound, and a moment
later something snapped down across her back, diagonally, cutting
across her right shoulder blade. It wasn't the hard leather of the
crop, but something much more flexible. It felt thinner and lighter
of weight, but it stung more, and she cried out as it left a line
of fire across her back from her left hip to her right
shoulder.

There was another hiss, and another sharp
blow a handspan lower. Again she cried out, arching and twisting in
place as the woman laughed.

It was like... she was being whipped, she
thought in shocked dismay.

The next blow landed horizontally across her
buttocks, and forced her hips to buck forward as she cried out in
pain. That pain was sharp but not deep. It startled her and made
her moan and whimper, but a dark, simmering sense of outrage also
added to the thrumming sexual heat gripping her body and mind,

The dildo in her bottom drew back and then an
even thicker one pushed up inside her, this one covered in veins
and dimples of some kind. She shuddered as whoever held it twisted
and turned, forced to take their time working it into her taut
belly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip sliced into her flesh, up and down
her back, curling around to snap at her ribs and hips at first,
then further, biting into her belly and breasts and abdomen as she
writhed and thrashed and cried out in pain, begging them to stop as
the pain mounted.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her breasts burned as the whip snapped across
them, as it curled around her waist and ribs again and again and
again!

The woman licking her drew back and was
replaced by a vibrator which rubbed up and down against her. The
dildo in her bottom was slowly forced deeper so that she felt
utterly impaled. Then the whip was replaced by a flog.

The flog had shorter, leather laces. Cole had
used one on her before, but his was lighter. This one landed on her
back, at first, then on her bottom, then focused on her breasts as
they began to burn hotly and she squealed and twisted and pulled
against the restraints, arching and trembling and moaning in
pain.

Her skin felt hot and burning from groin to
shoulders, and still the flog snapped down across her soft flesh,
until the sharp blows became numbed by the throbbing heat, and she
was able to slump, panting, moaning, drooling around the gag
filling her mouth.

And then that other heat began to surge, once
more.

The flogging stopped, and the dildos moved in
and out, a tongue licking at her, then being replaced by a
vibrator, then returning to her clitoris. Soft mouths sucked and
licked delicately at her aching nipples and licked at her sore
breasts.

And then another orgasm shattered her mind,
then a series of them as she sobbed in mindless animal pleasure,
trembling and arching and shaking as her body and mind were
consumed by raw heat.

*

Days passed, though she was uncertain as to
how many. She was fed little pieces of fruit by hand, though she
was always hungry, and sometimes pieces of chocolate if she were
rewarded for doing something particularly good. Any word she spoke
was instantly punished, save only her responses to questions posed
her.

Each day she was given an enema, bathed, had
her teeth brushed, and was otherwise taken care of as an animal or
pet might be. She lost any sense of embarrassment over her nudity
or bodily functions. And all that gripped her mind was an anxious
need to please Mistress so that she would not be punished.

Or at least, not punished more than
necessary. For it seemed punishment was something she had earned
simply by being what she was, regardless of obedience.

She was made to straddle something long and
slender, something which pushed up between the lips of her sex. Her
wrists were raised up and above and shackled in place, then her
ankles spread, which dropped all her weight onto a narrow wedge,
pressing up against the soft flesh of her sex, and her tailbone
only lightly protected by very little flesh.

She was flogged across her back and breasts,
then ungagged. Her tongue had been pierced and now the thick gauge
ring was pulled up and forward by something and locked in place.
Similar somethings pulled against her nipple rings, stretching her
nipples up and forward, and she was left in place, shuddering and
moaning, as the pain built up between her legs.

The longer she straddled the narrow length of
whatever it was she rested upon, the more she hurt, the more she
throbbed, the more bruised she felt. She tried to ease her weight
back from her sex, but that only aggravated the sharper pain of her
tailbone. Leaning forward eased the pain to her tailbone but made
her pussy ache and throb.

She moaned helplessly, her tongue aching,
too, her back and breasts hot from the flogging.

When the vibrator pressed against her sex it
had little affect, at first. But Cutter was quite skilled in the
ways to rouse young women, and its gentle, insistent grinding
motion soon had a growing sense of sexual heat rising through her
body.

Her mind seized on it like a drowning man
with a life raft. For pleasure was eminently preferable to pain.
And as the pleasure rose it drowned much of the pain out, or at
least, made it seem far less bothersome.

Her inner heat grew more intense, and she
found herself using the leverage of her bound wrists and ankles to
gently, fitfully, grind her aching sex in and back along the narrow
edge of whatever she was straddling. It felt like leather, or at
least, leather covered, and she shuddered and cried out as she
leaned in to grind her clitoris across it.

And came, powerfully.

*

She woke, groggy, but not sure why. Her lips
felt sore and swollen, for some reason, and she felt a tight band
around her waist and lower chest, making it hard to breath deeply.
She could see, now, but didn't feel a great sense of elation at it.
She still felt groggy.

She looked down and saw she was wearing some
sort of leather bustier – like the one the bald woman had worn, for
it lifted and cupped her breasts but did nothing to hide them. She
noted that the rings in her nipples were golden, and much thicker
gauge than she usually wore. No wonder they ached and throbbed.

There were lines across her breasts, then red
ones which criss-crossed her chest. That was from her last
flogging, she noted without particular care. From the feel of her
bottom she had similar lines there, and she noted, there were a
number of criss-crossing red lines cutting across her sex and lower
abdomen.

She was hungry. That was really all she cared
about. Then Mistress came. She crawled out of the door and followed
her down the hall on hands and knees, positioning herself in the
kitchen to be fed. She didn't think to speak. There was nothing she
wanted to ask or know.

Afterwards she was bathed, which she took
calmly, as a matter of complete normality. She didn't have her hair
washed, however, for she had none to wash. She only realized this
when her eyes scanned the bathroom mirror during the brief moment
when she was permitted to stand.

She noted how deep red and full her lips
seemed, and that she appeared to have eyeliner and her eyebrows
looked very deep and thick. A part of her wondered why the soap
hadn't washed that off, but she wasn't really that curious.

Mistress had her walking today, with the crop
ready for her bottom if she failed to walk properly, and keep her
back straight and shoulders back.

Then the guests arrived, first the women,
then the men. She was the center of attention, but didn't care. All
she cared about was obeying Mistress with such alacrity as she
could manage. She licked the women, though her tongue ached, and
swallowed the cocks of the men smoothly and easily.

She didn't orgasm, but she did feel a kind of
low sensual pleasure as they stroked and caressed her. And everyone
complimented her and told her how beautiful and sexy she was, which
was kind of nice. But her emotions seemed to be turned off.

The next day her mind was a little more awake
and alert, but the pattern was set, and she had no reluctance as
she performed before the men and women who came to visit. This was
what she did. This was who she was. This was perfectly natural and
normal.

The next day she felt oddly jittery, at
first, but then as the men and women came she began to feel a sense
of pleasure, of euphoria, and as their fingers and lips and tongues
and sex toys teased and stroked and penetrated her, her body began
to react with a growing violence, the orgasms become more and more
intense, her cries of pleasure turning to screams as she writhed
and twisted and bucked in violent contortions.

They laughed and continued, until she thought
she'd go out of her mind with pleasure. Then there was a brief
rest, then the men came. Again she screamed and screamed as the
orgasms tore through her mind, arching and twisting and thrashing
as waves of heat and lust and passion swept over her.

Another day passed, and another, and Lexi was
drowned in pleasure, heat, passion and lust, and a continuing sense
of euphoria and wonder and delight so that her body thought of
nothing but her own pleasure – except, of course, obedience.

But even that wasn't quite so necessary.

She came while the men whipped her, after
all, as she hung from her ankles, merely from the sharp eruptions
of sensations crackling across her skin. Three men used flogs on
her, one across her breasts, one across her back and bottom, and
one swinging down between her legs. The orgasm was – glorious!

She learned to dance as Mistress wanted, and
to swing around a shiny pole in one of her rooms while men watched
and applauded, then to give them lap dances, which, of course,
turned to riding up and down on their stiff erections.

Gradually, the sense of dazed euphoria
diminished, but the sexual pleasure never did. She remained in a
state of sexual anticipation, ready and eager for sex, for the wild
sense of pleasure it brought, from waking to sleep.

When Cole returned he brought with him the
nameless bald girl. Lexi looked at the girl and felt mildly
startled at how similar they looked now. That was something a part
of her mind thought ought to be bothersome, but it really wasn't.
Instead she was aroused by looking at the girl, knowing she looked
like that.

“I'd seen the videos and pictures, but this
really does look amazing,” Cole said.

He caressed her bald head and laughed.

“It's as soft as her bottom,” he said.

“Of course,” Mistress said. “The skin of
young girls is invariably soft to the touch, wherever it's
located.”

Cole's hand slid between Lexi's thighs and
she gasped in pleasure almost instantly, moaning as he squeezed her
mons and his thumb stroked across her clitoris.

Then his thumb stroked across her forehead
and her lips.

“Very nice job, your tattoo artist,” he
said.

“She's a professional,” Mistress replied.

Cutter, that was her name, Lexi thought,
after a moment, confused.

She rarely thought of her as anything but
Mistress.

“Say hello to your master, slave,” Mistress
said.

“Hello, Master,” Lexi said softly.

It didn't seem strange to call him master.
She called all men master. And she'd called him master before on
occasion, during their game playing.

He cupped and fondled her breasts and then
tugged on the thick gold rings.

Lexi winced but her arms stayed at her sides,
unmoving, and she felt a thrum of heat between her legs.

“If you don't intend her to work any more, I
trust you have set up the proper environment for her to be alone
during the day,” Mistress said.

“Oh yes, I have. I'm sure she'll be happy
enough.”

“Not too happy, I trust. You want her to be
eager for your return every day.”

“I'll see to that,” he said.

They threw a robe over Lexi, covering her
from head to toe. There was a fine mesh over her eyes allowing her
to see, though her vision was obstructed. Then Master took her out
the door, which made her feel uneasy and uncertain. She'd gotten
used to life with Mistress. What would happen now?

She sat quietly in the car next to him as
Master drove her away. Then she followed him from the car to the
elevator, and up the elevator to his familiar apartment. Once
inside he stripped off the robe, of course.

Then there was a riding crop in his hand. The
sight of it produced the familiar breathless anxiety in Lexi, a
reminder of the need to instantly obey whatever orders she was
given.

“On your belly, bottom high.”

She flung herself forward and down, her
breasts pillowing out against the floor as she thrust her arms
forward and raised her bottom high.

Crack! The crop snapped across her
buttocks stingingly.

“Legs apart.”

She spread her knees instantly and held her
position as the flat tip of the crop rubbed against her clitoris,
producing another surge of heat.

“All fours,” he barked.

She quickly pushed herself up to hands and
knees, looking straight ahead.

“Knees.”

She knelt back and spread her knees wide,
then put her fingers behind her neck and arched her back. She
moaned softly as he let the tip of the crop rub back and forth
across her swollen nipples.

“Hands and knees. Follow,” he ordered,
snapping his fingers.

She fell forward onto her knees and crawled
down the hall after him, grateful when they entered the living room
and its soft rug.

He sat down and then snapped his fingers, and
she quickly crawled halfway up, undoing his zipper and trousers,
tugging them down, then licking her way slowly up and down his
thighs and around his balls. She sucked them into her mouth
expertly, licking and massaging them as she moaned sensuously, her
gloved hands lifting his cock up and back.

She let them slide out of her mouth, then
rubbed his cock over her face before kissing and licking her way up
and down the shaft. She let the head smoothly rub up and down
against her lips a number of times, then slid it through her
puckered lips and over her tongue, bobbing instantly up and down
until it was deep in her throat.

When he came, she swallowed him, then started
up again, on his instructions. She tugged his trousers off, then
undid his shirt and removed it. She took off his shoes and socks,
then licked her way up from his toes until she was sucking and
licking at his nipples.

A lap dance followed, grinding her soft body
across until he was hard and ready again, then it was back on her
knees, sucking and bobbing until he ordered her around.

Again she positioned herself belly down,
breasts pillowed out below her, arms stretched out before her as he
pulled the butt-plug from her bottom and then thrust into her, deep
and hard. He shifted one leg forward, his left foot coming down
atop her head, pressing her cheek firmly into the floor as he drove
his thick cock deep into her belly with hard, powerful strokes.

Lexi trembled and moaned in rising heat, her
body shuddering to the hard, powerful blows, her tongue licking at
his toes as his foot held her cheek pressed firmly to the floor.
She found herself wallowing in the sense of helplessness, in the
way he was using her, dominating her, showing her he was in charge
and reaffirming her place as sex slave.

A whore, a bitch, a slut, a slave girl.

She came as his big cock pounded her, as her
body shook from the bruising impact of his hips against her
buttocks, as he cursed and thrust and used her savagely.

For much of the rest of the evening, it was
life as it had been, save she was much more sensitive to his
stroking and caresses now. He seemed able to keep her in a near
permanent state of breathless sexual hunger the entire evening
before taking her to bed, sliding atop her, penetrating her, and
making her come, screaming.

When he left the next day she found herself
in a cage. It was a much more comfortable and luxurious cage
compared to the one Mistress had provided, however. It was like a
large bird-cage, with a nicely padded floor.

On one side was a water bottle, with a spout,
much like in a hamster cage. Except the spout was shaped like a
penis, and quite thick. On the other side was a realistically
shaped and sized penis attached to the bars. And then on the third
side of the rounded cage was a small triangular shaped cup attached
to a tube which disappeared through the bars and into a closed box.
That, Master said, was if she had to pee.

The penis was made of metal, and it buzzed
audibly. Lexi noted it curiously, but without an enormous degree of
interest. She was contemplating spending the entire day in the cage
with some trepidation. It was good to rest, of course. She'd gotten
little of that over the past... however many days she'd been with
Mistress.

She was nude, of course, and wearing latex
gloves, or so she thought of them. They weren't really gloves,
though, since they had no fingers or even a thumb. She wasn't
wearing the long, thigh length boots, but instead black latex
stockings which were just as high.

Her mind had been so drenched, so drowned in
sex and sexuality over the past days that it was hard to think of
anything else. That was particularly so given she was naked and
collared in a cage!

She'd had little time to consider what had
happened to her, to even wonder at the rightness of wrongness, or
whether she approved or disapproved. There had been too much wild
anxiety, pain, embarrassment and of course, pleasure. Things had
been so wild and crazy!

She reached up and felt her bald hair with
some concern. She had liked how she looked before! On the other
hand, everyone seemed to like how she looked now, and at least
people couldn't keep jerking and pulling at her hair any more.

Shouldn't she be going to work, though? It
had been some days now. People there must be wondering – though she
supposed Cutter had told them something.

Of course, she did like her job, but compared
to the wild thrill-ride she'd been on lately it seemed a colorless
and bland way to spend a day. This tempered her wonder about when
she ought to return.

And how could she if she was bald!?

And then the large flat screen on the wall
lit up and she turned her head at the sound. She felt her eyes
widen as she saw the scene on the TV, for it was that of a naked
girl with her head covered with a black mask, and the body looked
very, very much like hers!

She twisted around to kneel staring through
the bars, watching a fully dressed Cutter dragging the woman by a
leash as the woman crawled behind her. Her face reddened and she
felt a tightness to her chest as she realized it was her for
certain, and then saw all the men watching and grinning and
leering!

She stared at herself in shock, for this was
something she had experienced but not witnessed. Now she could see
everything which had happened to her, and felt a breathless rush of
awe and amazement as she watched herself being touched and pawed
and groped, as she watched herself being treated like an
animal!

She began to ride a man, and she felt a
warmth spreading up her body as she rode up and down on the man's
cock, as the man sucked at her breasts. It was so amazing to watch
it now, after being blind to it then!

The warmth turned to heat, and the pulsing
thrum of sexual need began to build very quickly as she stared at
herself, as she watched herself being taken two and three at a
time, and then heard her own cries of pleasure and passion!

It was a shocking, wanton display of
perverted kinky sex, and Lexi felt her body going electric as she
trembled with arousal. Her hands went to her sex, but could do
little but rub with the smooth, latex hands, though even that
raised the heat within her body.

She turned and stared at the buzzing metal
penis, then backed up slowly, raising her bottom until she could
let the top of her sex rub against it, moaning helplessly as the
heat within her redoubled. She arranged her angle, let the head
lodge within the mouth of her warm sex, then backed slowly up.

She pushed her feet through the bars on
either side, panting and moaning as she stared at the video showing
herself, her hips working in and out as she forced herself further
back against the metal cock inside her.

The scene shifted, and now she was standing,
spreadeagled, arms tied above her, as the whip sliced in! Lexi
gasped and thrust back harder! She looked so incredible! It was so
outrageous! So erotic! And unlike then there was no pain now to
deter the heat from growing into a wildfire within her body and
mind!

The penetration felt so good! She jammed
herself back further, whimpering and moaning and gasping for breath
as she took the entire length inside herself, shuddering with heat
as she rolled her hips and rutted back against it.

Orgasm after orgasm rolled through her as she
watched herself being whipped and flogged, and her body grew
steadily hotter as the scenes unrolled, wrapping her mind in
irresistible lust and hunger as the buzzing cock punched into
her.

The video didn't stay on all day. It would
stop for an hour, then start up again, with a different video. They
must have been recording her the entire time, she thought,
marveling at it. She cringed at the outrageous way they made her
grovel and degrade herself, yet at the same time felt a wild carnal
delight at how outrageous the sight of herself was being
degraded.

She was so sensual and sexual! Being unable
to see her own face, but knowing it was her and remembering the
events made it even more bizarre to watch the videos, but made her
body thrill to every exposed memory.

She was a sexual animal!

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


By the time Master got home Lexi had had a
dozen orgasms while staring, breathless and entranced by the videos
of herself. But the videos had not come in two hours and she was
getting bored. There was no clock in the room, no window, and no
way to measure the passage of time.

So she was delighted when he finally entered
the room. He didn't smile, though, but frowned, and she gulped,
wondering if she'd done something wrong. He unlocked the cage door
and snapped his finger, and she crawled out.

He went to the cabinet in the corner and took
out a finger-wide leather band. It was a double band, she saw,
shaped rather like the number eight, but with straps on either end.
He drew the thing beneath her body as she knelt on all fours, then
brought the loops up around her breasts.

He brought the straps around her ribs and
pulled sharply, and she gasped as the narrow leather bands squeezed
in around the base of her breasts. She felt her breasts going taut
and hard beneath her, felt her nipples already beginning to tingle
as Cole buckled the strap behind her.

A moment later he hung a pair of small
weights from her nipple rings, another from her tongue, and another
from the ring between her legs, then frowned at her.

“Heel,” he said, pointing at the floor where
he stood.

Lexi crawled hesitantly over beside him. Then
he walked out of the room and Lexi crawled after him, glad to be
out of the room, but wincing a bit as the weights swung and tugged
at her nipples and clitoral hood.

Still, the sensations, while they ached a
bit, were also serving to arouse her as she crawled next to him.
The one hanging from her tongue held it out over her mouth, draped
over her lower lip. She was getting used to it since Mistress had
taken similar measure to lengthen her tongue.

They went into the kitchen, where he had her
kneel while he put dinner in. She thought he must be unhappy with
making his own dinner, but he showed no sign of taking off her
latex gloves so she could prepare it for him.

With dinner on he went to the bedroom,
snapping his finger at her so that Lexi crawled after him. There he
got undressed, much to her appreciation. When he was naked he sat
on the edge of the bed and snapped his fingers at her.

Lexi crawled eagerly over and began to lick
up and down along the insides of his thighs. Soon she was sucking
his balls and then taking his cock deep into her throat as she
bobbed up and down on the full length, her nipples aching as the
weights swung back and forth.

The feel of the slick, thick shaft caressing
the insides of her throat was deliciously erotic as she slid up and
down, and she squeezed her thighs together, moaning around it as
the heat rose within her.

When he came, she swallowed every drop, and
licked up and down his shaft before drawing back as he stood and
headed back to the kitchen.

She followed, crawling, of course, and then
took up her place, sitting on her heels, knees spread, hands the
backs of her hands on the outside of her thighs, and head back,
waiting on his attention.

He put dinner on the table, then gestured her
over and had her kneel beside his chair. He removed the weight from
her tongue ring and set it aside. Then, as he ate, he passed
morsels of food to her, bits of meat and vegetable, letting her
lick them out of the palm of his hand.

Her breasts throbbed, and her nipples tingled
hotly but Lexi kept her hands at her sides, licking food from his
hand and waiting for her next bite, feeling a suppressed sense of
sexual excitement and anticipation in everything she did.

After dinner he put the tongue weight back
on, and replaced the butt-plug with another one. This one, instead
of having a flat, coin-shaped base pressed against the outside of
her little round opening had a fluffy tail hanging down. He made
her 'wag' several times, confirming her breathless sense that she
was now in the role of a sexual animal.

He then inserted a long, curved vibrator
which lodged high in her belly. It had a branch which went down
across her clitoris held there with a spring clip, then had her
crawl out to the living room and there kneel with her breasts on
the floor. He drew her wrists behind her back, locked them
together, then sat down and rested his feet on her raised
bottom.

Lexi spent almost an hour in that position as
he surfed through the news stations. Now and then the vibrator
would turn on as if by remote, buzzing so that she became dripping
wet, but she wasn't allowed to move, and any time she did he
brought a riding crop down across her bottom.

Still, despite the intermittent nature of the
buzzing from the vibrator, she had an orgasm as she knelt there,
trembling and moaning weakly and trying to hold still as Master
picked up the riding crop preparatory to punishing her for
moving.

After a while he had her crawl to the 'play
room' and there locked her wrists and ankles together behind her,
then attached them to a chain and hung her from it a few feet above
the floor. He positioned one of his hydraulic machines behind her,
and it was soon pumping steadily in her sex while rolling a
vibrator back and forth over her clitoris.

He left her to her orgasm for a while, before
returning to find her dazed and exhausted. He let her down, used
the crop to get her moving, and she crawled up the hall to his
bedroom. Once there he licked her strongly between the legs,
climbed between her legs, fucked her hard, and then had her crawl
off and curl up in a large animal bed set on the floor next to his
big four-poster.

It was... strange, but she was exhausted, and
managed to fall asleep.

The next day was identical to the prior one,
except that his friend Anthony came over and the two of them
enjoyed her body and made good use of it during the evening before
he hung her by her wrists and left her alone for a while.

And then the next day she met Catherine.
Catherine was a lawyer and a friend of Cole's she had never met,
but had heard of. She was beautiful, with dark brown hair and a
very sophisticated outlook on life. She was also, Cole informed
her, going to be moving in with him.

Lexi was slightly bewildered but had no voice
in the matter. Literally, in fact. Master welcomed her unrequested
speech in the same manner Mistress had. Catherine was not shocked
at being introduced to Lexi.

“This is a different one,” she said, looking
and sounding fascinated.

“Yes, the other was a loaner,” he said.

“Wow!” the woman said, staring at Lexi as she
knelt there with her legs spread and hands behind her neck.

“They've been stretching her tongue and I'm
continuing, but it will be a while before it's as amazing as that
last girl,” Cole said.

“She was a fucking mutant!” Catherine said in
delight.

“This one will be the same. Why don't we test
out how good her tongue is right now?”

Catherine smirked.

They went to the bedroom, with Lexi
following, crawling, of course, and she was soon on the bed licking
Catherine as Cole thrust into her from behind. It wasn't exactly a
bad position to be in, and she grunted and moaned and cried out in
pleasure as the three spent much of the evening in bed
together.

The only downside, in fact, was that
Catherine seemed to be determined to ensure Lexi understood who was
in charge, and how low and powerless Lexi was. She took a great
deal of delight in experimenting with the various whips, crops and
flogs in the play room, and making Lexi exercise her tongue by
licking her feet and ankles for long, long minutes, in or out of
her shoes.

She also put larger and larger dildos on the
fucking machines there, perhaps hoping that the thick girth of the
two dildos – and how often she had Lexi strapped down to be used by
them – would make her own sex feel comparatively tighter when
master used her.

Lexi's body was covered in criss-crossing red
lines for weeks, but the orgasms came in the dozens each day, so
she had nothing to complain of, even if she had been able to speak.
She remained crawling the entire time, until Catherine felt
confident she knew her place as a slave girl.

Then she had her resume her old chores,
including cooking and laundry. The cleaning, of course, was done by
a maid service, as the apartment was quite large. But the maids
never went into her cage room, or the play room, and Catherine
ensured she was kept 'busy' and gagged whenever the maids were
over.

It was a strange kind of existence, but one
filled with dark sexual thrills and pleasure day after day, too
much to let her mind wander back to why she was doing as she was
doing, or whether she might prefer to be working at a normal
(boring) job somewhere else.

Lexi now thought of herself as a slave girl,
after all. And slave girls didn't ponder complicated thoughts and
possibilities. They did as they were told, making sure they pleased
their masters and mistresses, and reveled in the sexual heat and
pleasure which surrounded them.

Life was easy, stress-free, and filled with
orgasms. She couldn't imagine how that could be improved upon, so
didn't try.

 


END
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