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It seemed to
me, that all the dates I had ever had, all my experiences with sex
and romance, with relationships and love, with lovemaking and lust,
were with boys. They were callow, self-indulgent, cocky, stupid,
selfish and shallow.

They had no
life experience on which to build wisdom and judgment. They had
been nowhere, done nothing. They were the products of doting
parents who gave them everything they ever wanted so that they had
no idea how to make their own way in life.

Much, I admit,
like myself. I was isolated, as a child. We lived in a beautiful
setting in the country, but with few close neighbours.

I was bussed
to a tiny school, and my life was regimented. I was not permitted
to watch television, to read comic books. I had lessons; in music,
in arts, in dance. But there were no lessons in people. I had one
boyfriend through most of my teenage years and into my early
twenties; a very religious Methodist who believed a chaste kiss was
risking biblical immorality.

In college, I
took liberal arts, of course. I learned to read Chaucer and Poe,
and to recite the wisdom of Plato and Aristotle. I also lost my
virginity, while drunk – though I remembered little of it
afterwards. Determined to explore life, in my own timid way, I
found a boyfriend, and tried again. It was better, but left me with
a sense of guilt. Besides, he wasn’t really very good, and like
other young men was not terribly concerned with my physical needs,
much less my emotional needs.

I learned to
accept sex as a part of the human condition, but I was always
discomforted by it, and I never had an orgasm with any of my few
partners. Part of that was my fault, of course, and part theirs. I
decided that physical pleasure was a thing for low people, and so I
would confine myself to intellectual pleasure, to helping people,
and further enlightening myself.

I had felt
myself smugly superior to most others, even though, in point of
fact, I had accomplished nothing but to live off the avails of my
parents, who themselves had simply been living off what had been
left to them from their parents.

I had once
thought, back when I turned eighteen, that I was an adult. Now, at
twenty six, I realize how immature I had truly been. But more, I
realized how immature I still was, how lacking in knowledge and
life experience, how child-like, unsophisticated and even awkward I
was.

For I had a
new point of reference, and that was Pierre.

Pierre was an
aristocrat of stunning beauty, a masculine man who had served in
the French military, had gone to war, even killed. He was also a
richly learned man, who was magnificently cultured and urbane.

And, he was
older, nearly ten years older, than I.

I truly felt
like a girl alongside him, an awkward, gawky girl with little self
confidence, always on edge lest I reveal this to the man who had
swept me off my feet and brought stars to my eyes. I knew that, as
an American, I lacked the smooth superiority of a wealthy Parisian
like Pierre, and was ever nervous about revealing my lack of
sophistication.

Whether it was
art, or wine, fine dining or literature, history or philosophy, I
struggled desperately to my head above water as Pierre and his
crowd forded the deepest depths with ease.

But nowhere
had I found myself more out of my depth than sex.

Sex, as I
said, was not something with which I had a great degree of
experience. But there was always a faint longing in me to know
more, to give myself to the hedonistic pleasures of the body of
which I heard so much.

I had
oftentimes looked at myself in a mirror and compared myself to
other women, knowing I was beautiful, that nature had gifted me
(and my own exercise had refined into) a nearly perfect woman’s
body. I was small-waisted, small hipped, big-busted, with a milky
white complexion and a beautiful face. My glossy brown hair was
unusually soft and full, and spilled down around my shoulders like
silk caressing my soft skin.

I had never,
at that point, seen a pornographic video, for such things made me
uncomfortable, and I considered them an invasion of others
privacy.

But I could
imagine myself partaking in all manner of lewd and carnal things
and crying out my pleasure to the world. I knew such things
happened. Some of the girls who befriended me spoke of them –
though most avoided the subject, knowing my discomfort..

Pierre was the
first man with the patience and the cultured flair, the first man
with the panache to convince me that sex was not an embarrassing,
animalistic thing to be ashamed of. He did this by seducing me, by
arousing me more than I had ever before been aroused, and by
teaching me the pleasure my body was capable of experiencing.

It was a
revelation.

He spent an
hour in my arms and brought me to several orgasms with his fingers
and hands alone before he finally penetrated me, Then he rode me in
varying ways, slowing and speeding, changing his style, shifting
his aims, gently caressing me, or roughly thrusting into me in
turn. He brought me to several more climaxes before spending
himself inside me.

And that had
merely been Act One.

Our lovemaking
had gone on half the night, shifted to the shower, then back to the
bed, then to a table, and then the kitchen counter. It had been…
incredible! He was sometimes gentle, sometimes rough, sometimes
smooth and soft and slow, and sometimes filled with raw, animal
lust that set my blood afire in a way I had never imagined.

With every
passing day I fell more deeply in love with Pierre, even while
becoming more unalterably certain that I was little more than a
gauche and unsophisticated child by comparison.

I did my best
to improve myself, of course, by listening attentively to Pierre’s
advise on fashion and behaviour, even when it made me
uncomfortable, and went against my own judgment. For of what value
was the judgment of a mere girl?

That included
my taste in clothing, of course. Americans, Pierre said, had
absolutely no fashion taste at all. And who could argue with a
Frenchman?

I never wore
trousers, not around Pierre, only dresses and skirts. And they were
quite short, embarrassingly short, in fact, to me. For minis were
not worn much in America, at least, not in my part of it.

Yet it was
true that many of the girls in the clubs, parties and restaurants
where we went dressed similarly. So I felt less like an
exhibitionist, though was still quite uneasy and awkward to have a
tight skirt which barely descended below my buttocks..

And after
persuading me that the “new normal” was very short skirts, Pierre
proceeded to adjust the tops of my outfits, as well, so that,
particularly when we went out at night, I revealed what would
previously have been a shocking amount of cleavage.

I was more
uneasy about this than about the skirts. I felt slutty and brazen,
as if I were trying to show my breasts off to everyone, as if I
were so lacking in confidence (as I used to think of such girls)
that I had to shove their faces in the bounty of my breasts.

That was the
way I was brought up, and I had always previously worn bras which
were designed to reduce the apparent size of my breasts rather than
emphasize them. In fact, male attention to my bust had always
previously embarrassed and offended me.

But Pierre was
adamant, and I could not go against him. My dresses became tight,
short, and low cut, and we partied every evening and made mad,
passionate love every night.

My
embarrassment at this style of dress faded over the weeks which
followed, though I was always aware – sometimes with a little
self-consciousness, sometimes with a coy sense of girlish pleasure,
that my body drew many admiring glances from the men around us.

In fact,
Pierre would often whisper in my ear how hot and sexy I was, and
point out the men who had stared at me, suggesting to me how they
lusted after me, how they wanted me, how they dreamed of stripping
me naked and ravishing me.

It was
embarrassing, but exhilarating and, to an extent, arousing.

But even as I
began to get used to baring previously hidden parts of my body I
was embarrassed anew, for Pierre took such pride in my body he
would sometimes point out its beauty to other men in ways which
deeply embarrassed me.

He would
squeeze my buttocks openly, and tell a man, or men, how perfect
they were, and how soft the skin was. Or he would tell them of how
hard my nipples grew when aroused, and how lovely and firm were my
breasts.

I knew he was
proud of me, and that men enjoyed boasting about their girlfriends,
but it still embarrassed me to no end, and left me blushing
furiously.

I tried to
tell him this, but Pierre dismissed my concerns as that of an
unsophisticated American, hinting strongly that I was behaving like
a shy little girl. So I retreated, and made no further protests,
but tried to accept his compliments with as much good grace and
casual sophistication as possible.

And then, one
night, he made me reveal my body, or at least, my bottom, in a way
which deeply embarrassed me. We were in the library of an old
mansion, having strolled there, away from a party, in company of a
friend of his.

“Sarah’s
bottom, is the most perfect I have ever seen,” he said to
Jacques.

Jacques smiled
politely, of course, and I hardly blushed, having become somewhat
used to Pierre’s little compliments.

“Show him,
Sarah,” he said.

I blinked in
confusion. Show him? What could he mean by that?

And he seized
my arm and turned me away from them, then his hand was on the back
of my neck, pushing me, forcing me to bend over a nearby table.

I was shocked,
but had gotten into the habit of doing as Pierre asked, so I bent
over, and did not resist, though my face reddened even as I felt
his other hand caressing my bottom through the tight dress.

“Is this not a
magnificent bottom?”

“It is quite
lovely,” Jacques said.

“Raise your
skirt, Sarah. Show him what an incredible ass you have,” Pierre
said.

I gaped. Had I
heard right? Surely he was joking!

But then I
felt him tugging up my skirt, which was so short that it was
already partially baring my bottom before I even noticed.

“Pierre!” I
gasped, straightening and yanking down my skirt.

I saw his
glower, and knew I had angered him, disappointed him. I felt the
bottom drop out of my stomach.

“Sarah, were
you not on the beach with me this morning wearing a thong?” he
asked in a cool, impatient voice.

“Well – well
yes,” I gulped.

“Then what do
you expect Jacques to see that you were not showing to the entire
beach this morning?” he demanded.

Which was
quite logical, the way he said it, and made me feel very foolish. I
had known that the one thing Pierre found unforgivable was making a
scene, making him look bad in front of others. And now I realized I
was doing just that, and for something which was – well, silly.

He spun me
back around impatiently and bent me over, and I did not fight him.
My mind was spinning, trying to come to grips with the sense of
what he was saying even while shrinking away from the idea of
baring my bottom to this virtual stranger.

I stiffened as
my skirt was yanked up, lifted up high to completely bare my
bottom. All I wore beneath was a black silk thong, and I cringed as
Pierre slapped my bottom, then squeezed it while he demanded
Jacques agree with him about how perfect it was.

“Perfect
indeed,” Jacques said.

“Feel how
soft,” Pierre demanded.

I blanched, my
face burning, and then trembled as I felt another hand on my
bottom, felt it squeeze and knead my buttocks even as the other
man’s voice agreed that my buttocks were quite firm, yet very
soft.

“And this is
even softer,” Pierre said, as I felt a hand slip between my
trembling thighs and squeeze what was so lightly covered by the
thin silk of my thong.

The two men
chuckled, and Pierre let me stand upright and tug my skirt back
into place, but as we left he glared at me again and I knew I had
disappointed him by looking like a silly, shy girl.

I was correct,
of course. I tried to apologise as we drove back to his apartment,
but he was coolly silent, and only when we were inside did he turn
to me.

“I thought you
were more adult than that,” he snapped. “I did not realize how
stupidly self-conscious Americans were about their bodies, even
while showing them off at the beach!”

“I’m sorry,
Pierre!” I exclaimed.

“I do not
accept your apology! If you are indeed merely a little girl then
you must be treated as one!”

He sat down on
an antique chair, glowering angrily. “Place yourself across my
lap,” he ordered.

I stared at
him in confusion? “What?”

“Across my lap! This instant!”

He was very
angry! I wanted to placate him, and found myself moving forward
almost without thought. He took my wrist and yanked me, and I half
fell forward across his lap, my bottom raised up. I gasped as he
tugged my skirt up, then again as he tugged my thong down around my
knees.

“This is how
little girls are treated,” he said.

His hand
cracked down across my bare bottom with stinging force, and I
yelled in pain, my legs kicking wildly.

“Stupid little
girls get spanked!” he said.

And proceeded
to do that very thing. His hand cracked down across my bottom again
and again as I squirmed and protested and cried out as my bottom
began to burn with greater and greater heat.

I squealed as
his bit hand cracked down onto my overheated flesh, and another
stinging burst of pain ripped through my bottom. Tears filled my
eyes, and then began to spill out as the pain grew unbearable. Yet
still he spanked me even as I begged him to stop.

Finally, he
did. “Will you behave?” he demanded.

“I will!” I
sobbed.

Still he
slapped my bottom again.

“Will you do
as you are told!?”

“I will! I
promise!” I cried.

“I will treat
you like a silly little girl until you begin to behave as a woman
should,” he snapped.

And he slapped
my bottom again, stingingly, so that I cried out once more.

But then I
felt his finger trace the line of my sex, very gently. I felt a hot
surge of hope that he would find arousal, and thus turn away from
beating my poor, throbbing bottom. His finger penetrated me then,
but roughly, so I winced as he thrust it deep into my pussy. But I
didn’t protest. It was far less painful than the spanking.

“You are still
like a little girl, Sarah,” he said with a sneer, “still thinking
that sex is a shocking thing which must be hidden, that your
beautiful body is shameful and must never be displayed. I will show
you how wrong you are about both of these things!”

He slapped my
bottom again and again I cried out.

“Will you give
yourself to me?” he demanded.

“Yes, Pierre!”
I cried, still sniffling somewhat.

He slapped my
bottom again and again I cried out.

“Will you do
as you are told! Do you promise!?”

“I do! I
promise, Pierre!” I cried, eyes beginning to tear up again as my
bottom stung fiercely..

He made me get
off him, and I was glad to do so, if only because it brought some
distance between his hand and my throbbing bottom.

“Strip!” he
ordered, glowering at me.

I hastily
complied, again hoping the sight of my nudity would inspire him to
think of sex instead of punishment.

How innocent I
was then.

“Stand
straight,” he ordered, his voice snapping at me like a whip. “Arms
at your side, back straight.”

I obeyed,
trembling, still sniffling a little.

“Spread your
legs more,” he ordered, and put your hands behind your neck.”

Again I
obeyed. I obeyed when he told me to arch my back and display my
“tits”, feeling the skin tighten across the surface of my breasts,
my nipples beginning to tingle.

“Now lay down
on the floor,” he ordered.

I obeyed, and
he made me spread my legs and raise my knees, placing my feet flat
on the floor. He made me spread my legs further, and then ordered
me to put my hands beneath my hips, and to raise my buttocks up off
the floor, bracing my arms on my elbows.

I flushed as I
displayed myself to him. I was bare between the legs, for he had
already made me well acquainted with his dislike of any kind of
body hair on a woman.

“Do you feel
shamed ,little girl?” he demanded.

“N-No,
Pierre,” I whimpered, lying.

“Only your
belly, petit fille. Get on all fours.”

I obeyed
again, of course, and knelt, on hands and knees, raising my bottom
as he ordered, feeling – I don’t know, feeling on display, feeling
embarrassed, but also beginning to feel somewhat aroused. I knew I
was beautiful, knew I had a beautiful body, and knew he loved to
look at me. I was pleased, in that sense, even though I felt
awkward and embarrassed as he stared at me.

“Lower the
front of your body so you are on your elbows. Raise your ass in the
air,” he said.

I blushed, but
obeyed, feeling very – vulnerable, very lewdly exposed.

“Beg for me to
use you.”

“Please use
me, Pierre!” I panted, wanting him to.

“Beg harder,
petit fille!”

“Please use
me, Pierre!” I cried.

Instead he
slapped my bottom and I cried out in pain.

“Be more
convincing. Tell me how much you want my cock inside you.”

“I-I do!” I
gasped. “I want your cock inside me. Please fuck me, Pierre! I
really want your cock to – inside me – to fuck me. Please fuck
me!”

“Lower your
front more. I want your face flat on the floor and your arms
straight out to either side. Keep your ass in the air.”

Gasping a
little with effort, I lowered myself to my shoulders, spreading my
arms out to either side. My breasts were pressed against the cool
wood now, pillowed out beneath me as I kept my bottom up high and
legs spread. I felt even more open, more on display, and more, I
don’t know, more submissive, ready to do anything he wanted.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck
me, Pierre,” I said, my voice starting to become husky with
excitement now, for I was becoming aroused by how strong-willed he
was, how he was dominating me.

“Beg harder!”
he demanded, slapping my bottom.

“Please fuck
me! Please use me, Pierre! Please shove your beautiful cock into my
tight pussy!”

“I don’t
believe you deserve my cock in your pussy tonight, petit fille, not
after embarrassing me as you have done. I think you need my cock in
your ass instead.”

I blanched. He
had introduced me to anal sex, of course. I had not liked it, but
had gone along with him. It had hurt terribly the first time, less
so the second, and even less the third. I – was getting used to it,
physically. But I did not like it. It made me feel cheap and dirty,
and used. But I was not about to argue with him that night.

“Beg for
it.”

“Please
fu-fuck me, Pierre. Fuck me – in the ass,” I gulped. “Please fuck
my ass, Pierre! I want your beautiful cock in my ass!”

“Get back on
your hands and knees,” he ordered.

With a grunt,
I pushed myself back onto my hands and knees.

“Go into my
bedroom, and get the vibrator I use on you some nights, the one in
the bedside drawer. Bring it back here.”

I started to
rise.

“Stop!”

I halted,
looking at him uncertainly.

“Back on all
fours.”

I sank back
onto my hands and knees.

“Crawl there.
Take it in your mouth, and crawl back to me,” he said, staring at
me from beneath his hooded brows.

I gaped at him
for a moment, but then felt a little shockwave of heat and
excitement. This was so kinky! Better still, it meant he was not as
angry with me any more, and if I performed well he would forgive
me!

And so I
crawled across the floor, discovering, to my surprise, that
crawling was not nearly as easy as I had considered it to be. It
hurt my knees, and I had to crawl carefully as I left the room. I
considered getting to my feet, but only for a moment. He might be
very angry and disappointed if I did not go along with his kinky
game.

The corridor
was long, and my knees were getting bruised by the time I reached
the bedroom. I crawled across the floor, grateful when I reached
the Persian carpet, crawled to the bed, and opened the table,
withdrawing the big vibrator.

It was shaped
like a man’s cock, a big one. But at its base was a little side
branch which, when the cock was shoved deep inside me, would press
against my clit and drive me wild.

I put it in my
mouth much as a dog would seize a bone, turned, and crawled back,
wincing as my knees met bare floor again, then crawling up the
corridor and into the living room where Pierre awaited me.

I flushed as
he stared at me, feeling quite self-conscious, but I crawled across
to him with the vibrator in my teeth, and placed it in his
hand.

“Now turn
around, mon chienne, and present your better side to me.”

Nervously, I
obeyed, spreading my legs at a slap on the bottom. I was afraid he
was going to shove it up my ass, but instead he worked it into my
pussy, twisting it from side to side, turning it one way, then the
other, working it ever deeper.

It ached as he
forced it into me, but the ache was not as bad as the spanking, and
though I gasped and grunted a little, I made no protest as he drove
it in too deep. His finger began to stroke at my clit, and I felt
my muscles beginning to ease, felt my pussy beginning to respond to
the familiar touch. I groaned as he shoved it deeper, but I was
fairly used to deep penetration now, for Pierre was a big man.

He turned the
vibrator on, and I shuddered as the bottom part, the little side
wedge, jammed down against my clit.

“Now put your
face down against the floor as before,” he ordered. “And put your
arms out to either side.”

I obeyed,
gasping, moaning a bit as the vibrator purred inside me. The
sensation against my clit was almost too powerful. It was
uncomfortable, and I wanted to jerk away from it. But slowly, the
discomfort eased as I became used to it. My clit was beginning to
buzz in tandem, the sexual heat starting to run up through my belly
and into my chest.

I felt his
finger at my ass, felt it rubbing against my wrinkled little back
entrance. He had put something on his finger, something slippery,
some kind of oil or lube, and he rubbed it into my opening, then
began to push his finger into me.

I tried to
relax my sphincter, wanting desperately to please him. As I said,
the first time had been horribly painful, but I was learning how to
accommodate him back there, learning how to control my anal
muscles, to prevent them from clamping down on the things which
really were not supposed to go in there.

His finger
went fairly easily into me, twisting and turning, pumping in and
out as I stared at the rug pattern my chin was pressed against, as
I felt the pressure against my breasts, as I held my bottom high,
legs wide.

I grunted as
he inserted a second finger, but that too went in fairly smoothly,
riding the layer of lubrication he had used. A third finger
followed, and my muscles clamped down a little so that Pierre
slapped my bottom stingingly to loosen them.

Then I felt,
more than saw his body shifting, as I knelt, belly low, and then
his fingers came out and the mushroom shaped head of his hard male
organ pressed against my wrinkled little opening.

I could feel
how slick and slippery I was as the opening was slowly pushed in
and back, as his cock penetrated me. I wanted to clasp my hands
into fists, but was afraid of his response. So I simply knelt
there, prostrate, bottom high in the air as he pushed his big cock
into me.

I felt uneasy,
anxious, wary, and somewhat cheap and dirty, but I felt if it would
please Pierre and make up for my embarrassing him then it was a
small price to pay. And really, I was handling it fairly well,
congratulating myself as his cock slid deeper without much effort.
He ran his hands up and down along my hips and down along my sides
and ribs, and I felt a little shudder of pleasure at what I took to
be a gesture of affection and intimacy.

But then his
hands slid up onto my shoulders, his hands pressing down above my
shoulder blades. And he thrust his cock into me – hard. I cried out
as his big cock speared down into my unprepared body, jerking
violently in response, but pinned in place by the pressure of his
hands. Tears filled my eyes, and I gasped for breath as the pain
bit into my belly. I felt a sense of ease as he pulled back, but
then he put more weight down on me, leaning into me, crushing my
breasts down against the floor as he thrust in a second time

“Ahhh!” I
cried.

He drew
himself back a little, but once again I felt his weight come down
on my shoulders just before he rammed his cock into me a third
time. It was almost fully buried in me now as I cried out again,
and writhed under the pain. I knew he was punishing me for
misbehaving, but I felt quite sad for myself and felt tears spill
from my eyes as I clenched my jaws tightly.

“Mon petit
chienne,” he said as he ground his hips against me.

He was buried
in me. Pierre has a very big cock, and as his pubic hair, his
groin, his lower abdomen rubbed against my upraised buttocks I
could feel that every last inch was jammed deep into my ass. I
could feel his hardness inside me, as well. I could feel it moving,
twisting and turning within the narrow sheath of my bottom,
pressing against one side, then the other, as he ground his hips
against me.

He drew back
slowly, not very far, perhaps an inch, and thrust hard again.

“Ungh!” I
gasped.

He shifted his
hands, and I grunted with relief as the pressure came off my chest,
off my breasts. His hands slid down atop my arms as they lay
alongside me, squeezing them just below my shoulders, holding them
tight to the floor. Again he drew back a little ways, then thrust
hard.

“Ungh!” I
gasped.

“Do you like
having my cock inside you, mon petit chienne,” he whispered.

“Y-Yes,
Pierre!” I gasped in a choked voice.

He drew back
further, and I sighed in relief. He thrust in again, but more
slowly, and not as deeply, and I held still as he began to pump his
cock inside me with slow strokes, staying away from the deepest
penetration. I began to relax, the cramps easing in my abdomen. He
increased the length of his strokes by pulling his cock back
further and further, and this helped loosen up my back tunnel.

Then he began
to thrust deeper once more, but I was more prepared now, my back
passage more prepared, and it ached, but not nearly as fiercely.
Still, the room echoed to my helpless grunts each time his hips
slapped against my raised bottom, each time the head of his thick
cock jammed too deeply into my body and brought quick cramps to my
abdomen.

“Tu es ma
putaine,” he whispered. “Tu es mon petit chienne.”

I have to
admit that having been in Europe, in France in particular, only a
couple of months, I thought such were words of endearment.
Certainly I thought of them as such for quite a long time even
after I realized that “putaine” meant “whore”, and “chienne” was
“female dog”. In fact, after I learned “petit chienne” meant “small
female dog”, literally, I thought it a quaint French expression,
not really grasping that the female of dog was, well, bitch.

But really,
even if he had spoken English and called me his little whore, or
his little bitch, I would have thought them terms of endearment,
even then, for I was too much in love.

And as my ass
loosened up and he could thrust hard and deep without really
hurting me, and did, I lay there quite submissively, feeling no
sense of regret or hurt, no outrage or indignation that Pierre was
using me so hard, so roughly, in such a demeaning fashion.

“Yes!” he
gasped. “I’m going to come, mon chienne. I’m going to come!”

His hands
shifted off my arms, one pressing down between my shoulder blades,
the other grasping a thick handful of my tangled hair and yanking
back harshly. Then, even as I cried out in response, he began to
pound himself into me with the seething violence I sometimes sensed
within him. His hips pounded against my upraised bottom as his cock
speared into me with deep, brutal thrusts that had my body
shuddering with the impact.

“Ahgn! Ahgn!
Ahgn! Ahgn! Ahgn! Ahgn! Ahgn! Ahgn!” I cried as his hips pounded
against.

I could hardly
maintain my position, except, of course, that he had much of his
weight pressed down between my shoulder blades, crushing my breasts
to the floor beneath, and had my hair wrapped around his fist so
that my head was yanked up painfully back, my scalp burning and
stinging.

“Ahgn! Ahgn!
Ahgn! Ahgn!” I cried as his cock rammed into me, churning my ass
into a frothing hot stew.

“Ahgn! Ahgn!
Ahgn! Ahgn!” I cried as began to yank back on my hair in time to
his thrusts, my head jerking up and back again and again and again
as I was overwhelmed by the ferocity of his sexual attack.

“Ahgn! Ahgn!
Ahgn! Ahgn!” I sobbed as my body jerked back and forth, grinding
down upon my tender breasts jammed into the floor below,

And then he
fairly collapsed atop me with a curse, one arm sliding around my
waist, the other driving other around my head, pulling it back as
his own mouth came down to bite and suck at the side of my throat,
at my earlobe, his cock slowly as he drove into me with slow, but
deep strokes.

Then the
breath left him in a long, shuddering exhale.
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The dress was
even more immodest than usual. It was quite short and tight, and
made of some slinky material as thin as silk, but which moulded to
every line and curve of my body. It was nearly completely open at
the sides, held together by thin straps crossing my robs, hips and
thighs. And because of this it could not be worn with underwear of
any kind. That made me a trifle nervous, but at least the club was
dark and crowded.

That proved to
be a good thing, for several times, as we danced, Pierre’s fingers
not only kneaded my buttocks, but tugged up the short skirt, baring
my bottom to anyone who might be watching, to squeeze my bottom
openly. Of course, the room was dark, and my bottom was lost in the
crowd dancing around us, none looking down, but it still made me
gasp and quiver stiffly.

But he did no
more than that inside the club. It was later, outside, on the
sidewalk, that he shamed me. It was quite late, or quite early,
depending on ones perspective. All the good folks of Paris were
long abed, or not yet risen. The streets were dark and empty,
though lit by streetlights and shop windows. Pierre seized me on
the way back to the carp park, in one of those moments of his which
made me love him so, and kissed me deeply.

There, in a
tiny nook, in the doorway to a bread shop, he pressed me against
the wall and his tongue slid into my mouth as his powerful male
body ground me against the wall.

His hands
kneaded my breasts, then my bottom as my arms slid over his
shoulders and heat blossomed within me. I felt his hand on my hip,
and felt it unsnapping the strap there which bound the front and
back of the dress together. Startled, I started to twist away, but
he pressed his body against me again, pinning me against the wall
from behind.

I felt his
hardness as he ground himself into my buttocks through the skirt,
and then shuddered as his hand slid down my abdomen, his fingers
rubbing expertly at my sex. His breath was hot against the nape of
my neck, his lips soft but demanding against my throat. He turned
my head back and our lips met as his fingers stroked against my
throbbing clit, and I felt sexual energy exploding within me.

His fingers
pushed through the mouth of my sex, curled up and into me, pumping
in and out and across my clit. They pushed deeper, the soft pad of
his thumb catching my clit now, wetted with my own juices as it
began to stroke and grind against it.

My breathing
came in more and more ragged gasps and moans as I ground my
buttocks back against him and felt his hardness there. I wondered
fleetingly if he was going to sodomized me right there in the
doorway, and half of me hoped he would.

And then he
pulled me back, by the hair, twisting me around, and I realized
that a couple was coming, walking up the walk. I gasped, trying to
pull away, but he held me easily, his fingers still working at my
clit, his teeth biting at the nape of my neck. The couple were
close enough to see, now, to notice, and they were not shy about it
as they walked past, the woman smirking, the man grinning as they
saw the obvious movement of his hand beneath my tight, short skirt,
as my rock hard nipples jammed out against the thin fabric.

They were not
shocked ,but I was. Still, even that shock could not tear me free
of the hunger Pierre had roused within my body, and I was
helplessly grinding my hips as his fingers pumped inside me and his
thumb stroked across my clit.

He pulled his
hand free long enough to tug my skirt up in back, and unzip his
trousers. I moaned as his soft flesh pressed against mine. And then
his cock was jabbing insistently at my back opening, lubricated
only by his saliva as his fingers returned to my pussy.

Pulling my
skirt up in back, however, given how tight and short it was, also
bared me in front, but only I cared. Pierre forced his cock deep
into my ass while he masturbated me, and the pain and pleasure were
overwhelming me even as pedestrians passed by us.

It was Paris,
of course, and late, and we were both beautiful. Not many came by,
but all were men, and they all leered or smirked or laughed as they
saw us writhing, saw his hand between my legs, and knew his cock
was deep in my ass.

“Give her one
for me!” one middle aged man said.

I climaxed,
despite my shame, despite the embarrassment which washed over me
each time someone walked by, and then my knees fairly gave way as
he finished thrusting into my rear and emptying himself inside
me.

With the heat
dissipating, I felt the shame more intensely, and tried to protest.
But it was impossible to argue with Pierre, to tell him he should
not do such things. He merely gave me a pitying look, and told me
how silly Americans were to be so ashamed of such a wonderful thing
as lovemaking, to be embarrassed to have their bodies seen. He was
very patronizing, and mocking, but of course, I knew he was
right.

Pierre was
always right, after all.

* * * * *

The first time
Pierre tied me up was not even something I considered to be
bondage. I was naked, on my knees before him. He was also naked. I
was attempting to learn how to take his big cock all the way into
my throat.

Pierre was
patiently teaching him, something for which I was quite grateful. I
felt very inferior to French girls, who were far more uninhibited
than I, and who had all, at least according to Pierre, mastered the
art of fellatio before they left high school.

I was having
some difficulty, however.

Because my
body’s instinctive responses to having his cock pushed into my
mouth were to twist away, and to push against him, Pierre took the
leather laces from a pair of boots, and bound my wrists together
behind my back.

I was nervous
and gasping for breath, at the time, for we had been at it for some
minutes. Pierre was beginning to grow impatient, and so I was
starting to get very anxious at not pleasing him.

“It is just
like with your bottom. It is simply that you must relax your
muscles, and not panic,” he said. “It is a matter of self control.
Can you control yourself?”

“I’ll try,
Pierre,” I promised.

“Do not try.
Do it!” he said impatiently.

He gripped my
hair in both hands and pushed his cock into my open mouth. He was
slick with my saliva, and I sucked on him as he pushed forward. I
began to panic, though, before his cock even touched my throat, and
tried to twist free. This time, however, he was having none of it,
and his strong hands pulled me forward onto his cock.

I gagged and
choked, but unlike previous times, when I tried to jerk my hands up
to push him back I found my wrists locked together behind my back.
I tried to throw my body backwards, but Pierre had my head in his
hands, and I was sitting on my heels, with no real leverage to
resist him.

Pierre was
ruthless. He pulled me forward onto his cock as he thrust forward
into me. I felt a terrible bulge, a thick, uncomfortable lump in my
throat. The lump pushed down deeper and deeper as Pierre pulled me
into him, and then my face was jammed into his groin, my lips
wrapped around the base of his cock as he held me against him.

All I could
think about was getting away, but while my hips twisted and writhed
my face was jammed into his groin and held there immovably.

He pulled
back, and I gasped as it pulled free. I coughed and gulped in air,
chest heaving as he rubbed his saliva coated cock over my face.

“If you are to
be worthy of being my woman, Sarah, you must master this,” he said
sternly.

The threat was
very obvious, and I felt a renewed sense of desperation.

He pulled me
onto his cock again, pulled my throat up the length of his shaft,
and held me against his groin as I fought to accept it, tried to
resist the urge to twist and pull away.

Again and
again and again he pushed himself down my throat and held me tight
against him. I was growing weak and dazed from repeated oxygen
starvation, and saliva had poured down my chin and chest and into
my lap as I knelt, swaying, slack jawed.

But I was
getting the hang of it! And I was feeling quite buoyant and excited
by that.

“Now take it
into your throat,” Pierre ordered, in that stern growl he got
sometimes when he was teaching me something.

I was still
swaying a bit, but leaned forward, taking him into my mouth,
forcing myself forward, suppressing my gag reflex (almost) as he
entered my throat. I slid my lips almost all the way down.

“Deeper,
deeper, mon chienne!”

I closed my
eyes and forced myself that last inch, until my lips, stretched
wide, were tautly wrapped around the base of his shaft.

“Regardez!
Regardez moi!” he growled.

I rolled my
eyes up at him, feeling a sense of wonderment at how far above me
he seemed.

“Do not go
back,” he ordered. “You will remain there until I say you can pull
back.”

I gurgled
around the thick, pulsing cock in my throat, finding it harder and
harder to keep in position.

I started to
slide back and his hand came down quickly behind my head and shoved
me forward, jamming my nose into his pubic bone, holding me there
as I felt sweat beading on my forehead, my skull pulsed and my
chest burned.

Then he let up
and I slid back, gasping aloud, coughing a little, and gulping in
air.

“Listen to me,
ma putaine. Are you listening?” he demanded.

“Y-yes,
Pierre,” I panted.

“You will take
me in to the deepest, and hold for ten seconds. Do you
understand?’

“Yes, Pierre,”
I gasped.

I slid my lips
around his cock, feeling them stretch wide. I felt that familiar
stirring in my groin at how wide, and then gulped inch after inch
down my throat, holding my lips in place, wrapped around the base
of his cock as he counted slowly to ten, struggling and quivering
at the end, then finally pulling back with a relieved gasp.

But the next
time it was twenty.

“Who cannot
hold their breath for twenty seconds?” he sniffed. “It is only that
as a woman you cannot keep your mouth from moving that long. Now,
twenty seconds. Proceed.”

I took a deep
breath, then forced myself down the length of his cock.

“Regardez
moi!” he growled.

I looked up at
him, his eyes boring into me as I held still, his cock deep in my
throat, my lips stretched wide, his cock throbbing and aching
inside my throat, pressing my tongue down, filling my mouth and
throat to overflowing.

But I only
made it to fourteen.”

He glared at
me, and I felt miserable in having failed him.

“Perhaps you
need further incentive,” he said.

He got what I
at first took to be a gold chain, and was. Except this chain had
narrow loops at either end, and the loops fit around my hard, erect
nipples. Then he tugged hard and they closed tightly, painfully, so
I squirmed and gasped aloud.

“Proceed, to
twenty,” he ordered.

I took him
deep into my throat once more, but this time I could feel the
pressure of the chain at my nipples as he pulled at it, as he
tugged at it in short, sharp yanks that made my nipples sting and
burn. It was painful, but distracting from the throbbing in my
throat, and I easily made it to twenty.

Thirty was
harder, but I made it there, too, as he pulled especially hard when
I tried to withdraw, and the pain forced me forward.

He smiled, and
the world seemed filled with light.

“Ma petit
putaine,” he said, stroking my hair and head.

I eagerly
mouthed his balls as he combed his fingers through my hair, sucking
and massaging them against the insides of my cheeks. Then I took
him deep again, and started bobbing up and down, enduring the
additional discomfort for another hope of a smile. It was harder
not to gag, but once again, Pierre tugged on the chain, making my
nipples sting and ache, and pulling me forward to suck and lick at
the base of his shaft.

I learned.
Yes, I learned to take him effortlessly into my throat, and hold
him deep for as much as two full minutes as he stroked my hair and
called me his petit chienne and petit putaine.

I was trying
desperately to please him, to keep him from realizing that I was
merely an unsophisticated girl, that he could do better with the
more worldly French women we constantly ran into at the clubs and
parties.

And so, in
that regard, I was almost pathetically pleased whenever he showed
pride in me, even if it was only in my looks, in my body, in my
sexuality.

Several times,
now, since that first incident, he had shown off my body to friends
of his. That included making me bend over, as before. And now that
he had forbad me underwear, that meant displaying more than my
buttocks. This was always terribly embarrassing, but I put up with
it, I coped, for Pierre.

Pierre liked
for my hands to be bound behind me when I performed oral sex on him
now, so that was the way we did it, and he began to tie me up in
bed, as well. This took some getting used to, but was also exciting
and sexually thrilling.

I would lay
bound spreadeagled in his big bed as he ravished my body until I
cried out and came again and again. And sometimes he would play a
part, a role, and call me names and slap my breasts or face –
though not harshly.

He would make
me say terrible things about myself, obscene things wherein I
confessed to all manner of disgusting, perverted desires and
activities. And I was both appalled and excited at the same time by
what came out of my mouth.

And
afterwards, he would spank me for being so bad, for being so
naughty, for being so slutty. It stung, but I took a wicked delight
in it, for I knew that after my bottom had been properly reddened
he would put me on all fours and plunge himself into my pussy and
ride me until I screamed with the overwhelming pleasure my orgasm
brought.

But these
kinds of things were kept, for the most part, between us, until Luc
came over one day. Luc was a friend of Pierre’s, and we had been
out together any number of times. He was a handsome man, though
not, of course, nearly as handsome as Pierre.

Pierre had
recently taken to admiring my breasts even more than my bottom. And
he had decided he wanted to be able to see them all the time. To
that end, I was usually topless at home, as I was this time. In
fact, I wore nothing more than a tiny grey mini which was slit up
one side to the hip, and held there, as though it were a tiny
towel, with a golden clasp.

When Pierre
spoke to Luc on the intercom, and I realized Pierre’s friend was in
the lobby and coming up I rose from where I had been kneeling and
headed for the bedroom to change.

“Where are you
going?” he asked.

“To put on a
top,” I said.

He shook his
head. “Come here.”

I could never
resist such a command, and went to him. He drew me against his
chest and kissed me, then held me back a little. “How many times
has Luc seen your breasts at the beach?”

I blushed a
little uncomfortably. “I don’t know.”

“Do they look
any different now?’

“No, but
Pierre, this isn’t the beach!” I protested.

He frowned.
“Do you imagine I am unaware of this?” he demanded.

I flushed
.”No, Pierre,” I said, looking down.

There was a
knock at the door, and I started, but Pierre gripped my shoulder,
keeping me from pulling away. “Go and answer the door,” he
ordered.

“But,
Pierre!”

“Do as I say!”
he ordered in that “I must be obeyed” voice.

I bit my lip,
trembling, face already getting hot, but obeyed, going to the door.
I eased it slowly open, trying to hide myself behind it as much as
possible, then drew it back to let Luc in, cupping my right breast
in my left hand, doing my best to hide my left breast with my
arm..

He smiled at
me, his eyes dropping to my bare chest. “Allo, Sarah,” he said.

“Hello,” I
said, blushing deeply, and hurriedly closing the door behind
him.

Luc went past
me and he and Pierre embraced. Pierre asked him if he wanted
something, and then sent me for wine. I was delighted to leave. It
was true that Luc had seen my breasts on the beach, but still, this
was entirely different. The fact I could not explain why, even to
myself, made it confusing to me, but it was somehow.

On my return,
however, I had to hold both wine glasses, and so could not hide my
breasts, nor the way they jiggled as I walked. Blushing, I set the
glasses down before them and then immediately tried to hide my
breasts.

But Pierre
would have none of it. He spoke quickly, in French, to Luc, as he
gripped my wrist and yanked me back towards him so that I wound up
sitting astride him, thighs tightly closed, arms across my chest,
still blushing.

“I have told
Luc that we are still working on your silly American shyness about
your body,” he said, gripping my wrists and tugging at them.
“Remove your arms.”

I stared at
him, eyes wide. I did not want to move my eyes. He glowered.

“If you do not
remove them I will tie your wrists behind you. We will teach you,
one way or another, petit chienne.”

Biting my lip,
face hot, I pulled my arms away and bared my breasts to Luc. And
while it was true he had seen them before, at the beach, that too
had embarrassed me. At least there, though, it had been somewhat
appropriate. Here it was not.

“Are they not
lovely breasts, Luc?” Pierre asked.

I blushed and
looked away as he let his fingers circle my left nipple, and then
pluck at it.

“They are
marvellous breasts,” Luc said. “I see many young ladies with large
breasts, but they usually false.”

“Sarah’s
breasts are quite real,” Pierre said, now lightly kneading and
caressing my breasts. “Would you like to feel?”

“Pierre!” I
gasped, staring at him, aghast.

He looked
back, cocking his head to one side. “It is merely flesh. You cannot
be harmed by the touch of another person’s hand on your skin.”

“But – but -
!”

But Luc had
leaned forward now, his open hand about to touch my breast. My own
hand jerked up to push him back.

“Silly
Americans,” Pierre said.

And with that
he quickly leaned me forward, drew my arms together behind me, and
pinned them together at the elbows with one big hand as he pulled
me backwards. Luc, smiling, reached forward and touched my breast
as I sat frozen, trembling. He stroked his fingers across the
nipple, then plucked at it before digging his finger in more,
kneading my breast comfortably.

“It certainly
feels like a real breast,” he said.

“Nature has
generously endowed my petit putaine,” Pierre said.

He kneaded my
other breast as Luc continued lightly squeezing and kneading
me.

“But she is
ridiculously shy about it,” he said in disgust.

“She should be
proud to have such marvellous breasts,” Luc said.

I was, in
fact, at least, now. I had come around to Pierre’s way of thinking,
and was no longer so shy or uncomfortable about men looking at my
breasts. But this – this was something that was immoral and
immodest, by all I had grown up with, and my mind squirmed as the
two men kneaded my breasts.

I felt a deep
relief when Luc eased back and picked up his wine, and when
Pierre’s hand dropped from my other breast. But then that hand slid
down my belly and along my thigh to the hem of my skirt, and
brushed it up as it slid beneath.

I felt another
pulse of embarrassment, and tried to squeeze my thighs closed
again, but his hand was already between them. My face burned, and I
looked away, staring into his shoulder as I felt his fingers
caressing my pussy.

“It took
considerable effort to teach her how to perform oral sex properly,”
Pierre said. “And to stop feeling guilty when I thrust myself into
her body. She is much improved, but still quite inhibited and
fearful of offending her quaint American sense of morality.”

“Spread your
legs,” he ordered.

I ignored
him.

“Spread your
legs, putaine!” he barked.

Pulse racing,
heart pounding, feeling miserable and ashamed, I nevertheless
obeyed, shifting my feet apart as his hand slid higher beneath my
skirt, his fingers dipping into the mouth of my sex, stroking my
soft skin there, then penetrating me.

“It has been
difficult bringing her whore to the surface,” Pierre said, “But it
is there, and it is very hungry once it is aroused.”

“Please,
Pierre,” I whispered.

“Luc is a very
close friend,” he said. “I have boasted to him of your improvement,
of your growing sense of confidence in your body and your
sexuality. Do you wish to embarrass me?”

“No,” I
whispered.

His finger
thrust deep into my pussy.

“Ungh!” I
gasped.

A second
finger pushed into me, and his thumb began to stroke up across my
clitoris. The short skirt covered what he was doing, but Luc could
certainly tell. The movement of his hand beneath the skirt was
quite visible.

My face
flamed.

His fingers
were having an affect. They always did. It was as though Pierre
knew my body better than I did. He was a master violinist who knew
exactly how to stroke every string.

I could feel
the build-up of heat and tension in my groin, could feel the spread
of hunger and lust up through my belly and chest. I gasped as he
leaned in and mouthed my nipple, taking the centre of my breath
into his mouth to chew lightly, to suck and lick at my already hard
nipple.

“Please!” I
whimpered.

Heat rose
within me, but panic rose faster and higher. This was simply not
something one did in front of an audience! I was shocked that
Pierre was doing this in front of Luc, and did not know what to do,
how to refuse. I was horrified at being so exposed, at him touching
me in this way before another man.

His mouth drew
back, and he smiled “I have bragged to Luc about your oral skills,”
he said, “But he disbelieves me. He says you are a prudish little
American girl and he does not believe you would ever learn to
properly service a man’s staff. I want you to show him
differently.”

“Wh-what!?” I
squeaked, eyes huge.

“I want you to
perform on my cock while Luc watches.”

“What!? But –
but – I can’t!” I blurted.

“I am quite
proud of your abilities and I wish to show you off.”

His fingers
pushed deep into my pussy, and I felt a soft, moist groan of
pleasure about to issue from my mouth. But I was too shocked at the
idea of performing oral sex on him while Luc looked on. I could not
do it. I could not possibly!

I squirmed
free, bolted, ran into the bedroom and closed the door.

There I cried,
because I knew I had angered Pierre, disappointed him, embarrassed
him, that I had done this because I was a silly, shy little girl
who was too uptight because of my upbringing to adopt a more
casual, more mature attitude about sex like these Europeans.

I was afraid,
also, afraid of what Pierre would do. I don’t mean in the way of
punishment, but whether I had diminished myself in his eyes,
whether I had given him pause to reconsider his relationship with a
young American girl.

Sure enough,
when he came in, he was angry, but there was also disappointment
and resignation in his face, and it was that which truly made me
heartsick.

“Do you know
how embarrassing that was?” he demanded.

I wept for
disappointing and embarrassing him.

“Roll onto
your belly,” he ordered, undoing his belt.

I obeyed,
still weeping.

“Prostrate
yourself as I have shown you.”

I continued to
weep, but again obeyed, spreading my arms out to either side,
raising my bottom high as he held the belt in his hand. I cried out
as he swung it down and it cracked against my bottom. The belt was
not heavy, but the stinging was intense.

I cried out at
every blow, as the belt lashed my bottom in cold, hard, deliberate
blows, my sobs interspersed with gasps and cries of pain as the
leather snapped down across my throbbing, burning bottom.

Then the belt
cut across my back, and my cry was redoubled, though I held my
position.

“Do you wish
to continue being with me?” he demanded.

“I-I –
d-d-doooo!” I sobbed.

The belt
sliced down across my back again, and then again, then struck me
across the shoulder blades.

“Why do you
disobey me!? Why do you shame me?!” he demanded, bringing the belt
down across my bottom again.

“I’m
so-so-sooooorry!” I sobbed.

The belt bit
into my already aching bottom, fire searing me as he cursed and
swung again.

He suddenly
moved forward, and wrapped the belt around my throat, yanking it up
and back hard so that I gurgled and choked. He yanked me out of bed
by the belt, as though it were a leash and I were a recalcitrant
dog. I stumbled onto the floor, on hands and knees, eyes bulging,
grasping at the belt with one hand, trying to open it.

He pulled me
up onto my knees.

“Put your
hands down at your sides!” he shouted.

Trembling, I
obeyed, and he loosened the belt. I gulped in deep, sweet breaths
of air.

“You have much
to learn ,but I cannot teach you if you will not obey me!” he
snarled.

“I’m s-sorry!”
I sobbed.

“Do you want
me to leave you!?”

“NoooO!”

“Because I
cannot continue a relationship with a silly little girl! If you are
to stay with me you must mature, grow up!”

“I’m sorry!
I’m trying!” I begged.

“You are not
trying hard enough!”

He unzipped
his trousers and drew out his cock, then, holding the belt tightly
next to my throat, and gripping my hair, he pulled me hard against
him. I started to raise my hands and stopped, but took him eagerly
into my mouth, sucking and licking frantically, trying to show him
I had learned, that I could perform with some sophistication.

His cock grew
rapidly thicker and harder in my mouth, and I bobbed my lips on it
willingly, not needing the force and pressure of his hand in my
hair, or the tightness of the belt around my throat.

“Une sale
putaine!” he snarled, thrusting deep into my throat.

I moaned
weakly as he held me in place by hair and throat and drove his cock
in and out of my open mouth, fucking my throat as I submitted in
hopes of earning his forgiveness. The belt was tight around my
throat, and breathing was hard, even without his cock inside
me.

I was growing
light headed as he pulled out and then yanked on the belt again to
tumble me to hands and knees. He gripped the skirt, then, yanking
it down my legs and throwing it into the far corner.

“Crawl! Crawl,
putaine!” he ordered, pulling on the leash.

I crawled,
gasping, panting, red-faced, teary eyed. He led me around the big
room in circles, and then towards the door. I thought nothing of
it, until I crawled out into the living room.

Luc was still
there.

I was shocked,
dazed. I had no idea what to do as Pierre continued to pull on the
makeshift leash, and I was forced forward into his presence.
Another sharp tug on the leash had me up against Pierre’s thighs.
His cock was still out, and he rubbed it against my face.

“Show Luc what
you can do,” he ordered.

I could not
disobey again!

He pushed his
cock into my mouth, not waiting for me to move, pulling my face
forward down the length of his shaft until my face was pressed hard
against him. But then he released me.

“Show Luc,” he
ordered.

I pulled back,
but then pushed forward again. I moaned around his cock, keeping my
arms at my sides, working my lips up and down the shaft, sucking
and licking wetly each time as I took him deep into my throat again
and again.

He pulled back
and I inhaled deeply, gasping, coughing.

“Go to him and
show him personally,” Pierre ordered. “That will make up for your
inexcusable behaviour earlier.”

Did he mean –
could he mean – he didn’t mean - .”

He shoved me
forward and I fell on all fours in Luc’s direction. I stared at
him, naked on all fours before a man I hardly knew, shamed to the
core. But I was terrified of angering Pierre again, of what he
would do, of him leaving me.

“Go!” he
ordered, kicking me in the backside.

I shuffled
forward, then crawled as if in a daze. Luc was only a few feet
away, and suddenly I was between his legs, watching as he undid his
trousers and drew his cock out. I felt a vast sense of disbelief,
and a kind of apartness, as though I were watching myself, but not
partaking in what was going on. I saw myself lean forward and take
his cock into my mouth, and then began to suck as my lips slid
lower and lower.

Pierre moved
up behind me, and knelt there. I felt his hands forcing my thighs
apart, his fingers stroking at my pussy. Then he thrust into me. I
grunted and jerked forward against Luc, dazed anew, working on
instinct as Pierre began to thrust into me and I took Luc deep into
my throat. I felt hands on my breasts, squeezing and kneading them,
twisting and pinching the nipples. I didn’t know whose hands they
were, a shocking thing to me.

My body jerked
in time to Pierre’s strong thrusts behind me. Luc had my hair in
his hand and was plunging my mouth down on his cock, urging me to
greater speed. When he came in my mouth, I swallowed his juice, and
he fell back, gasping in French, telling Pierre how marvellous I
was, how amazing and beautiful I was.

Pierre pulled
me up an back by the hair so my back arched. His hips continued to
thump into my backside as he fucked me. His hand slid between my
legs, stroking against my clit as he ordered me to come.

I obeyed.
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Why didn’t I
leave him? Because I loved him too much. After he made me perform
oral sex on Luc I found a hotel and stayed there for a day, sobbing
much of it, not knowing what to do. The thought of life without him
was horrible.

Life was not
worth living without Pierre. It was like the thought of living my
whole life in shade, finally feeling the warm sunshine on my skin,
and contemplating going back to the shade and shadows forever.

And, I
thought, perhaps I could change him. Perhaps, if he could be
convinced that some things should be private, if he could be shown
how embarrassing and hurtful it was to me to engage in such
behaviour in front of other people, his love for me would convince
him to stop.

I returned,
determined to embrace his lifestyle, if necessary, and do my best
to persuade him to abandon his public displays of pride in my
sexuality.

I returned to
a cold embrace.

Pierre lived
in a seventeenth century walk-up in downtown Paris, a huge,
rambling flat with twenty foot high ceilings. It was elegant and
beautiful, with antique furniture and rugs. When I had walked the
two flights to his apartment I found I had left my keys behind, so
had to knock and wait for him to let me in. I told myself, as I
stood out in the hall, that I didn’t even know if he was there.

I was tense,
anxious, not knowing what kind of reception I would get. I had not
told him I was going, nor called him. I had been away a day, a
night, and much of a day. I would try. I would try to give myself
to him, and not care what others thought, not care about my silly
sense of morality. I would do whatever it took to stay with
Pierre.

The door was
opened by a woman who was, perhaps five years or so older than I.
She was much taller than me, thinner, and very blonde. She arched
an eyebrow at me, and her eyes flicked up and down at me in
amusement.

I flushed.

She was
wearing a flower print dress, very elegant, with stylish high
heels, her face made-up, with a lovely gold bracelet around one
wrist.

I was wearing
sensible black, flat-heeled shoes, brown corduroy trousers, a black
shirt, and white sweater. I had no makeup or jewellery and my face
was blotchy from crying. I felt incredibly – plain, and inferior to
this ethereal creature.

“Who are you?”
I demanded.

She smiled
languorously. “May I help you?” she asked in heavily accented
English.

Filthy slut, I
thought angrily, possessively.

I marched past
her into the apartment.

“Pierre,” she
called, “There is a – girl, here.”

Girl?

Pierre emerged
from the kitchen, and the blonde girl walked over to him, taking
his arm possessively. She was tall, like him, and they looked good
together.

Pierre glared
at me, and I felt my heart skip a beat.

“So. You have
returned,” he said.

“I – needed to
think about some things,” I said, dropping my eyes.

“And
apparently you have thought that you do not wish to be with me any
longer.”

“No! I mean,
no, that’s not what I – I was only – I had to think about some
things.”

I looked at
the girl, embarrassed. “Can she leave?” I demanded.

“Why should
she leave? She is my guest.”

“I – need to
talk to you.”

“What you need
to do, unless you are going to leave, is to apologize for your
behaviour, and for your rudeness towards my guest.”

I bit my lip,
face flushed “I – apologize,” I whispered.

“What?”

“I
apologize.”

He looked at
my clothes with distaste. “Why are you wearing those – things?”

Because they
were comfortable, and because when I left I had been rejecting his
style, his orders, and going back to what made me comfortable.

“I – I don’t
know,” I gulped, looking down again.

“Are you going
to obey me?”

I flushed more
deeply. “Yes,” I whispered.

“Are you
reconciled to changing your attitude and learning something about
proper behaviour and style?”

“Yes,” I
said.

“You can start
by getting out of that ridiculous outfit,” he said.

I nodded
jerkily, and started to move away.

“No.”

I stopped and
looked up at him.

“Here.
Now.”

He pointed at
the floor.

I looked at
the blonde woman, who was smirking at me.

“You are too
shy for Lucie to see your body?” he asked in disbelief.

Well, of
course, put that way, I had no choice. Face burning, I stripped
down to my unfashionable bra and panties, and then removed them as
well to stand, red-faced, naked, before the two of them.

“You have
lovely breasts,” Lucie said.

I looked down
at the floor.

“Where are
your manners, petit chienne?” Pierre demanded.

“Thank you,” I
murmured.

“Your breasts
are very firm for their size,” she said. “You should consider
piercing your nipples. Large rings would look well against such
pale flesh.”

“Look at her,
and thank her,” Pierre said.

I was forced
to raise my eyes to the woman. “Thank you,” I said.

“Turn and show
her your bottom, mon chienne,” Pierre ordered.

I turned and
bent, feeling horribly embarrassed. Pierre ordered me to bend
lower, and then still lower, so she could properly admire my
bottom. Then, I had to get on my knees and take his cock into my
mouth while she looked on. If it were possible to die of shame,

I would have
died then and there. But I did it, my mind dazed, crackling with
shock as I gulped him down to the base of his cock, as I bobbed up
and down on his shaft while she looked down and smiled.

For the first
time, when he was about to climax, he pulled free, and then spat
his seed over my face, shaming and degrading me still further.

“You may go to
your room now,” he said, dismissively.

I started to
rise, but his hand came down on my shoulder. “Crawl,” he
ordered

And so I
crawled from the room as they watched, crawled up the hall and into
the bedroom, and wept again. I told myself I could not go through
with this. I could not continue like this. I washed my face,
staring at myself miserably.

Then Pierre
came in. He took me into his arms, cuddled and stroked me,
whispered softly of his love for me, and sat with me for an hour
stroking, kissing and cuddling in a non-sexual way.

Then, of
course, it turned to sex, and for hours he made passionate love to
me, driving me over the edge again and again.

We lay in each
other’s arms after that, chatting, speaking softly and warmly, and
my love for him intensified to such a state I thought I would die
if he ever left me.

And when I
wakened he was gone.

In his place
was a note, written in his flowing script.

“Mon amoir,”
it said. “My love for you is intense. But I have decided I cannot
change you sufficiently to be a part of my world. Both of us would
be forever unhappy.”

The bottom
fell out of my stomach as I read the note, horror swelling within
me.

I am going on
a business trip, and I leave you with this proposition. You may
pack your things and take them – take whatever you want, and leave,
go your own way, and find happiness elsewhere in life.

Or – you may
stay, and commit yourself to change. Luc will come over. There is a
– a place, where you may be taught the proper behaviour expected of
my wife. Yes, I say, my wife. For only your foolish American
upbringing stands between us and our life together.

If you
choose to stay, you must pay the price by abandoning your prim and
proper American beliefs. Luc will bring you to a place where you
will be taught to be the proper woman I need and want to spend my
life with. But you will not learn unless you learn to obey them
fully and completely. You must obey Luc completely, in anything he
asks of you. And you must submit to those he brings you to, abandon
your old ideas about modesty and morality, and abandon your pride.
Only then can we be together forever.

The first part
of the note had stabbed me in my heart, convinced me he was
abandoning me. The second part gave me a swelling sense of
desperate hope. I would do anything for Pierre! No matter what was
asked of me I vowed I would do it!

When Luc
arrived, I stared at him with fear and hope. He looked back quite
calmly.

“I had not
expected to see you here,” he said.

“I will do
whatever Pierre requires,” I said.

“You have no
idea how severe that is.”

“I will do
anything,” I vowed.

He snorted and
shook his head. “You will be brought to a place, a castle outside
of Paris. They will teach you discipline and obedience, and teach
you also to behave as Pierre wishes his women to behave. Do you
understand what that means?”

“I don’t
care!”

“Think of the
other night, with Pierre’s belt around your throat, and you
crawling naked before me.”

I blushed.

“Think of
that, and more, think of doing it in front of a dozen men. Pierre
likes to show off his women.”

“I – I don’t
care!” I gulped.

“Really?” he
scoffed. “Very well. Get down on your knees.”

I hesitated,
then obeyed. “Take out my cock.”

I felt a
sudden surge of resistance, a hesitation. But I recalled Pierre’s
note. I forced myself to obey. I unzipped him, my face red and
burning, and then took his cock out. It was semi-hard, and at his
order I took it into my mouth and began to suck and lick. It
hardened in my mouth, and I bobbed my lips up and down, taking him
down my throat, hands on his buttocks as I worked my mouth around
his hard prick.

He came inside
my mouth, and I swallowed it, then looked up at him defiantly.

I would do
anything to be with Pierre!

“Very well,”
he said. “Come with me.”

I scrambled to
my feet, wiping my mouth. “Where are we going?”

“The
castle.”

“Should I
bring anything?”

“Nothing.”

We went
downstairs to his Mercedes and then drove silently through the
city. He did not look at me, and I rarely looked at him. I stared
at Paris as we moved through it, looking enviously at the
free-spirited girls I saw there. Could I ever be so free and open
with my body?

It took ninety
minutes to reach the castle, a small one, but high walls, set
amongst lovely gardens. We drove through the big gate, and then
into the inner courtyard. It was growing dark, and I could see
little more than shadows as the car stopped. A man came forward to
take it from Luc, who took my arm and led me through a narrow
doorway into a poorly lit stone hall.

We walked for
a short time, and then came out into a grand hall, with a huge,
vaulted ceiling, and balconies overhead from higher floors. The
floor was of multicoloured stone, highly polished. There were flags
and crests up high on the walls, but the room was poorly lit.

A woman met us
there. She looked quite severe, in her dark, floor length dress, a
common dress, nothing fancy or stylish. She was older, easily in
her fifties, with a severe haircut, her hair drawn back from her
forehead. Her face was long and plain and she looked me up and down
without admiration.

Luc spoke to
her in rapid-fire French. I understand little of it.

“Vous pouvez
vous déshabiller,” she said to me.

“Undress,” Luc
translated.

I flushed, but
obeyed, stripping naked before her.

“Tournez
vouz,” she instructed.

I turned
around and she drew my arms back behind me. I felt cold metal
clasped around them, snapping together with a sense of finality,
and a tingling sense of shock spread over me.

What was I
getting into?

She turned me
around, and produced a metal collar from somewhere. It was of
smooth, stainless steel, and it locked together around my throat.
There was a large ring set in the front, and she attached a leash
to it, spoke to Luc, and then tugged on the leash.

Luc turned and
walked away, and the woman led me in the opposite direction.

She was taller
than I, certainly stronger, and I felt utterly, utterly helpless,
as if I had given up any say in my life, any hope of affecting what
was to happen to me. And in a way, of course, I had.

My bare feet
padded across the polished stone floor, its coolness going right
through me. My breasts jiggled as I followed her, as her heels
clicked on the stone. My wrists pulled feebly against the shackles
binding them behind me, as if I could free my hands and cover
myself. But of course, I could not.

She opened a
door and led me into a more brightly lit corridor. We passed an
open doorway, and a man looked up, his eyes raking me as we passed.
I blushed, my hands pulling against the shackles again. We
continued on, turned a corner, and then stopped before a larger
door. She knocked, and I blushed again, knowing I was to be seen
again.

A man’s voice
called out, and she opened the door and led me inside. The floor
was carpeted in red, the carpet quite thick. The furnishings were
deep, rich brown wood. An older man sat behind a large desk,
bookcases covering much of the walls. He stood up as the woman led
me in, and again my mind squirmed at my nudity.

She stopped
me, and then pushed on my shoulders.

“Kneel,” she
ordered.

Trembling, it
was all I could do to keep from falling to my knees. I stared as
the man rose and came around the desk, then dropped my eyes as he
got closer.


“Mademoiselle,” he said. “Welcome to Our Lady of Sorrows. You will
learn much here.”

I felt hands
in my hair, pulling my face up.

“You will
kneel straight when you are kneeling,” he said. “Keep your back
straight, your head upright. Look forward. And part your
knees.”

I obeyed,
trembling a little.

“Wider,” he
ordered, his foot going against the inside of my thigh and pressing
it wider.

I obeyed,
blushing more deeply as I opened myself up, showing my bare
sex.

He dropped to
one knee beside me. “You will learn to accept the beauty of your
body,” he said. “You will forget what you have been taught of shame
and morality.”

His hand moved
between my legs, and it took an effort of will to prevent my legs
from snapping shut on it. I jerked as his fingers probed my sex,
however, as they stroked casually along my bare slit and over my
clitoris.

“Monsieur
Leduc has left instructions for your care,” he said. “They will be
followed to the letter. He has paid a great deal of money to teach
you how to behave properly around he and his acquaintances. I am
certain you will not want that money to be wasted.”

I shook my
head instinctively, and then recoiled as he slapped my face.

“You will not
move unless told to move. You will not speak unless told to speak.
From now forward you will speak only when directed to do so. Is
that clear, putaine?”

“Y-yes,” I
gasped, ear ringing.

He slapped my
face again, and I almost fell over.

“You will
answer in French, and you will answer sir or madam. Do you
understand, putaine?”

“Oui,
Monsieur!” I gasped, the side of my face hot.

“You will go
with Madam Laroche, and obey her utterly. Do you understand,
putaine?”

“Oui,
Monsieur,” I gulped.

He nodded at
the woman, and she jerked up on my leash, pulling me to my feet.
Then she led me from the room and further up the hall. I was dazed,
my face hurting, still wondering what on earth I had gotten into.
It was clear it was some kind of bizarre training system, and it
seemed patterned around the kind of bondage and submission Pierre
had begun to introduce me to. I hoped I could bear up under it.

The woman led
me into a more Spartanly furnished room. It was, in fact, more of a
workshop, and she led me over next to a narrow counter and pressed
me back against it. The counter was perhaps a foot or a foot and a
half deep. She drew the leash back behind me and I gurgled as it
pulled my head back. My eyes rolled to the sides and I saw her
tying the leash there. Then she moved away.

The edge of
the counter pressed into my buttocks, so that my groin was pushed
forward while my upper body leaned back. I watched her move to a
cupboard and take something down, a paper or plastic package ,then
a jar of something. She rolled a cart over in front of me, and I
stared at it, not understanding.

She unscrewed
the jar, and dipped a large cotton ball into clear liquid. Then she
brought it against my nipple, squeezing my breast casually as she
rubbed the moist cotton against my nipple. The liquid was cold and
I gasped. Then I recognized the smell; alcohol, medicinal
alcohol.

She ripped
open the package and drew from it a four inch long needle. My eyes
widened and I stared at it, then her.

“Wha-what are
you doing?” I gasped.

She glared at
me, and I remembered that I was not to speak until spoken to. She
said something in French and then slapped my breast hard. Pierre
had slapped my breasts before during lovemaking, during role
playing, but never so hard. It stung badly and I cried out in
pain.

She moved
away, and returned with a large ball with attached straps. She
gripped my hair, yanking back so that I cried out again, and as my
mouth opened she shoved the ball into it. My mouth was not open
wide enough, however, for it was a large ball, and though it had
some give in it the thing was too big. I was forced to open my
mouth wider, or risk her breaking my teeth in.

With the thing
filling my mouth, she attached the straps behind me, then picked up
the needle again.

I moaned into
the gag, staring as she picked up a pair of narrow tongs and
squeezed them around my nipple. I squealed in pain as they bit deep
and pulled, stretching my nipple, but my eyes were fixed on the
needle as she deftly placed it against the side of my nipple, then
– thrust.

There was a
sudden sharp, intense pain, but it was over almost as soon as I
screamed and jerked against the her. She chuckled softly, spoke
more gently in French, and drew the needle back through my pierced
nipple. There was a single drop of blood, and she pressed another
ball of cotton against it, held it a moment, then reached back for
the cart.

Acting as
though this was quite routine, she slipped a rather thick,
stainless steel ring through my pierced nipple. It ached, and felt
sore, the ring heavy and cold against my skin.

I twisted a
little as she gripped my other nipple with the pincer, but I knew I
could not really do anything to stop her. That nipple was pierced,
as well, and then ringed.

When she made
to pierce me “down there”, however, I tried to twist away. She
looked impatient, and put shackles on my ankles, then spread them
and locked them apart. She rubbed a moist cotton ball across my
sex, especially over my clit, and then gripped the hood of my clit
and pierced it. The pain was much worse, but did not last much
longer. And soon another ring decorated my body.

Finally, she
pierced my belly button, putting a bar-bell through the piercing.
She left me to recover for about five minutes, then unfastened the
shackles – leaving them around my ankles, untied the leash, and led
me from the room.

I followed her
down a long, circular flight of stairs which was dimly lit by
flickering torches – real torches – and then into what I can only
describe as a dungeon. I mean, it was everything you would imagine
a dungeon to be, with ancient, dark stone, stained in places, the
ceiling lost to view in darkness and shadow, and strange looking
frames which frightened me as we walked past them.

We went down a
narrow corridor lined with small, but thick wooden doors. She
opened one, led me inside, and lit a gas light just within. The
room was small, smaller than a small bathroom.

The walls and
floor were of cold stone, and there was no window, of course. She
had me kneel against one of the walls, and place my back against
it. My wrists were unlocked ,but I did not think to resist or fight
against her as she lifted them up above me and shackled them to the
wall above my head.

Then she
turned own the light and was gone, slamming the heavy door behind
her. I heard the bolt shot with a sense of stunned finality.
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The gas light
flickered softly. It was barely enough for me to see the outlines
of my own body. The rest of the room was in darkness. I moaned into
the gag and tried to gather my wits, tried to understand what had
happened, what I had done, what I had committed to. I had feared
many things when coming here, but I had never considered this. This
was – medieval!

The stone was
cold against my bare skin, and harsh as well. I tried to adjust my
position, and kept doing so every few seconds. My wrists were held
too high to sit. I could either kneel, sitting on my heels, or
squat. I could not stand, for my wrists were pinned against the
walls, not merely attached by chains. I could not move my forearms
at all except to slide them a little up or down..

I knelt,
sitting on my heels, knees apart, and I wept for a while, thinking
of how unfair it was, how cruel it was, and cursing Pierre.

After a time,
I gave up my sniffling, and considered my rings. I could see
better, now. My eyes had adjusted to the near darkness. The rings
did not look bad at all as they lay against my full breasts. And
they really hadn’t hurt very much. They ached now, of course, but
not severely. The other piercings ached, too, the one between my
legs the most. I had to keep my knees apart because of that
one.

 

I tried to
tell myself that this wasn’t so very bad, merely – uncomfortable.
And it was short-term. I would learn what they wanted to teach me,
and then I would spend the rest of my life with Pierre, sleeping on
silk and satin.

I was tired,
though, and my bladder was full. How long, I wondered, would they
keep me like this? I wasn’t learning anything.

I squatted for
a while, groaning at the pressure on my feet. My bladder got even
fuller, and ached terribly. I stared at the door, wondering when
the woman would come for me. As time passed I became more and more
desperate. It was harder and harder to hold. And finally, I knew I
couldn’t any more.

There was a
hole in the centre of the floor, like a drain. I pushed my lower
body forward from the wall, angling outward. I grunted with effort,
for my hands and forearms were still shackled to the wall
immovably. I pushed my groin out as far as I could, spread my legs,
and then let go.

It hurt, at
first, but then came blessed, blessed relief as the urine streamed
across the floor – which was evidently slightly angled – and then
disappeared down into the drain.

Relieved, I
eased back into position, legs still spread, sitting on my heels,
groaning with relief.

My throat was
dry.

I itched.

I was
hungry.

My legs ached.
My feet ached. My arms ached. My back ached. My jaw ached.

Hours
passed.

Sometimes my
head nodded, but I never came close to sleep.

Though my back
and feet had initially felt cold against the stone, it was now warm
in the room, quite warm. I didn’t know if it was from the little
fire burning near the door, or simply the fact that I was in a
small, closed room, but it became harder to breath, and sweat began
to appear on my forehead and face, then on my chest and body.

I was sore,
hot, uncomfortable, deadly tired, and miserable. Hours had passed
and nothing had happened. It seemed possible, even probable, that
hours more would pass in a similar manner.

Why was I
here? Why had I agreed to this? Was I a complete fool? Surely there
were other ways to prove my love for Pierre? Yet, he had tried, and
I had failed to reform my behaviour, so perhaps something really
strict was required to get me to throw off my silly inhibitions and
embrace Pierre’s lifestyle.

I moaned
wearily into the gag which stuffed my mouth. I had been drooling
for some time, which had once been embarrassing, but now did not
bother me. In fact, I had mostly stopped, since my mouth was so
terribly dry now.

I raised my
eyes at the small, flickering flame of the gas light, then dropped
them again to my body, to the nipple rings glistening brightly in
the dim light, to my body stretched out below me.

It was really
rather medieval, I thought. I could be a prisoner of some evil
tyrant, a poor, helpless girl about to tortured and sexually
ravished by some Arab sheik or old English Lord.

In fact, I was
uneasy and anxious about what was going to be done to me, but I had
little real fear. That is to say, the kind of fear a real prisoner
would have. I knew I would be walking the streets of Paris again in
a few days, none the worse for wear. Perhaps walking them with
Pierre!

But despite
that unease and anxiety I was not really frightened, and so it was
possible, in my mind, especially with nothing else in the way of
stimulation affecting it, to at least consider the potential
eroticism of my position.

Getting past
the embarrassment at my nudity wasn’t easy, of course, but there
too, the fact that to me, nudity had always been linked to
sexuality provided some sense of eroticism. And was that not the
source of my problem, I thought briefly. Nudity ought not be linked
to sensuality.

Yet, to me, it
was. And so, chained nude in a dark room, well, I could only be
chained for a sexual purpose. And, in fact, probably was. It was
clear to me that their probably intent was to overwhelm my
inhibitions so as to relieve me of my shyness and reticence about
nudity and sexual matters. So in all likelihood I would be sexually
molested.

Why did that
not scare me more? Perhaps Pierre had already done much to ease my
inhibitions in this regard.

I tried again
to ease my position, this time groaning as I eased off my knees and
squatted. Again I kept my legs well apart due to that throbbing
ache between my legs from the piercing, but I was not
self-conscious about my position until heard a sound at the
door.

I gasped in
shock, wakened from my semi-torpor, recalling my position, and
immediately shifted into my knees, sitting back on my heels, and
closing my legs together, though I winced at that.

The bolt was
shot, the door opened, and a figure came in. I stared up with wide
eyes as he or she reached up to the little gas light. The light
grew brighter, and I was forced to squint up at them as they drew
closer and then squatted before me. I felt a sense of relief that
it was a woman, and a great pleasure that someone had finally come
for me, hopefully to end this long misery of discomfort.

“Allo, ma
petit fille,” the woman said. “Are you enjoying yourself?”

I moaned and
shook my head, and she chuckled.

Because her
back was to the light, and there was still not a great deal of
light in the room I could not make out her features very well. But
she seemed about my age, and pretty, with hair in ringlets.

“Perhaps I can
help with that,” she said.

She fingered
my nipple rings, examining them with apparent satisfaction, then
put her hand on my thigh. “Open your legs, putaine,” she
whispered.

I bit my lip,
but obeyed, flushing as she stared between my legs, my face going
darker still as her fingers gently probed the area around the ring,
then caressed the mouth of my sex itself before drawing back.

She was
wearing what appeared to be a voluminous robe of some kind, and
drew from it a long, fat tube. In fact, it was a lumpy sort of
tube, something like a series of golf balls on a spike, with
perhaps a half inch between each ball. All told, the thing was
perhaps a foot in length, and she reached down between my legs with
it.

“Levez,” she
said quietly.

She gripped my
hair and tugged, not ungently, and I gasped and forced myself up.
She put the thing below me, and then I felt the end, the ball on
the end, as it were, pressing against my back passage.

I moaned into
the gag, but did not dare to resist as she twisted and pushed and
the ball slowly slid up into my bottom. I felt my sphincter close
behind it, but felt the next pressing against me, and then pushing
forward, forcing my ass open again as it too slid in.

She reached
into her pocket and took something else out, another long tube.
There was no doubting the shape of this one, with its prominent
head, and the veins carved around its shaft. It was a large, thick
dildo, and she rubbed the head over my pussy, then angled it
upwards and forced it slowly into my body.

As with the
other one, she then seemed to work at the base, and when she drew
back, it was attached, somehow, to the floor, next to the first,
but at a slight angle.

“Descendez,”
she ordered.

I moaned as
she pushed down on my thigh. It was hard enough to keep myself up
as it was, but I did not want to impale myself on these things. I
had no choice, however, and grunted as the third ball pushed up
into my ass, and the dildo slid up deeper into my pussy, stretching
out the warm sheath, straining it, making me ache.

She rose then,
with a small chuckle, moved to the light, turned it down, and left,
bolting the door behind her.

I stared down
between my legs at the things there, panting for breath due to the
sudden exertion. I was half impaled on them, the fourth ball
sliding up into my ass, and my sphincter closing behind it. I tried
to keep from going lower, but of course, it was hopeless. All I
could do was slow my descent, as a fifth and sixth ball pushed up
into my ass, and the dildo slid remorselessly deeper into my
pussy.

My thumping
heart was starting to ease, though now, with her departure. I was
alone again, my embarrassment fading. I concentrated on trying to
get into a comfortable position. I was really no more restricted
than I had been, except that I had to be more careful in my
movements.

Slowly, I let
myself back down onto my heels, grunting as I released the last of
my weight, and knelt there, impaled, feeling the thickness of the
dildo in my belly, of the balls up in my ass.

How very
strange.

But it was not
painful, and my body got used to the fullness. After a time, a half
hour, perhaps, I became used to them. But then, with no further
stimulation to my mind I began to consider anew the eroticism of my
position. It was much more erotic now, of course, or at least more
perverse. I had a big cock-like dildo jammed up into my pussy,
after all. And I had never been a girl to make use of sex toys.

Wiggling a
little atop it, trying to get the most comfortable position,
reminded me again of the eroticism of what they were doing. In
fact, I had had fantasies, dreamy, gauzy fantasies that were not
entirely foreign to this sort of thing. What girl had not had such
fantasies? Perhaps Pierre was not really on a business trip at all,
but was organizing this, was upstairs this very moment planning his
next move to seduce me into his world.

The thought of
Pierre brought to mind the seething sexual releases he had given
me, the shocking pleasure of wanton sex he had introduced to me.
Visions of him atop me, thrusting… thrusting… thrusting, came to my
mind, and I moaned weakly, eyes closed. My hips worked slowly,
grinding against the twin spikes within me. My pussy began to
moisten, to thrum expectantly, and a sense of sexual anticipation
rose within my body.

Arousal
followed, as I thought of Pierre tying me, using me, ravishing me.
I rolled my hips more purposefully atop the things, and then gasped
as I shifted my knees and feet further apart, lowering me ,taking
more of the things into my body. I shifted my feet even further
apart, my heels coming out from under my buttocks, and another ball
pushed up into my bottom as more of the dildo slid into my now hot,
hungry pussy.

I rolled my
head, arching my back, and worked my pussy around on the dildo.
Then I shifted my position, carefully drawing my knees up, and
putting my feet down so that I was squatting there in place. I was
a physically fit woman, but I was quite stiff from inactivity.

Still, the
sexual pressure was growing, lending energy to my mind and body. I
groaned as I rose up, forcing myself up higher, feeling the dildo
sliding reluctantly from my depths, and the first of the balls
pulling back in the opposite direction – an odd but delicious
sensation.

Another ball
popped out, and then I slid back down, and the balls felt just as
delicious popping back into my back entrance as my pussy slid down
the now slick dildo – down further than ever before.

I shuddered as
my tightly clutching sex lips slid down the last part of the shaft,
for there was something there, something like a very soft, weak,
rubber or latex clip. As my pussy lips slid down the shaft, the
clip was forced outward away from the shaft, and slid across my
clitoris.

I stopped with
a gasp, for it also, of necessity, slid across the wounded hood
over my clit, over that ring. And that stung! Yet such was the
sexual hunger within me by then that it seemed a small thing in
comparison. I slid back up – gently and carefully, gasping in pain,
and then forced myself higher still, almost to the point where the
last ball came free of my bottom. I could not reach that high,
however, because of the way my body was bound.

Then I slid
back down, grunting with each ball pushing up into my bottom,
moaning in sensual pleasure as the dildo pushed back high into my
pussy. I tried to only sink far enough for the clip thing to just
touch my body, and succeeded, halting there, though I wanted the
dildo deeper, felt a craving for the deepest possible
penetration.

I pushed
myself back up once again, gasping as the balls slid, one by one,
out of my bottom, so that it was forced open, then closed, open,
then closed, open, then closed, producing a wildly arousing
sensation within me.

My eyes were
closed as I imagined Pierre’s mouth on my breasts, and so as my
body moved and undulated there in the darkened cell, I could almost
imagine the pulling of the heavy ring was the gentle gnawing of his
teeth and pinching of his fingers. I moaned and shuddered, hips
bucking spasmodically as the heat rose higher still.

I surged up
along the dildo, then dropped down heavily – too far – so that the
clip rode over my clitoris and aching piercing. The pain, however,
was hardly a distraction at all compared to the sensual elation I
felt as I pressed my sex down fully – all the way, touching the
actual floor below, and the head of the dildo jammed high against
the back wall of my pussy.

Oh God it was
so good!

I shuddered
and my hips rolled uncontrollably, grinding my sodden insides
around the dildo as my upper body rolled and arched. I forced
myself up again, near to orgasm now, and wanting it, needing it. I
slid up high, grunting with effort, then slid deliciously down
again, with the balls slipping one by one through the opening of my
back passage, with the big dildo sliding inexorably up into the
deepest pit of my sex.

And the little
latex clip rode across my clitoris again – producing a fiery little
shockwave of pleasure, lust and sensual delight.

So good!

I hardly heard
the heavy bolt being thrown back, but then I realized what it meant
and halted, gasping, panting for breath, going still as I tried to
hide what I had been doing.

It was her
again. As before, she turned up the light, and I cringed away from
that brightness, fearing what it would reveal. She smiled as she
came closer and squatted before me.

“Do I smell
sex?” she purred.

My face
flamed.

“Now, now, ma
petit. It is for this you have been brought to us. So that you can
revel in your sexuality and not suffer the same and inhibitions of
your upbringing. You should not be ashamed of your arousal but
glory in it.”

She took
something from her robe, another tube, but this one, though it had
a fat body, was reduced to a pencil thin spike at its end, with a
small ball on the end of that. And where, I thought dazedly, was it
to go?

And then it
began to buzz, the sound oddly loud in the quiet little cell. She
lowered it to my sex.

“Open,” she
ordered.

Moaning, I
obeyed, and she brought the little bal up against the top of my
sex, where my pussy lips were straining tightly around it, brought
it up to press against my soft, sopping flesh just below my
clit.

I shuddered,
my hips bucking instinctively. The sensation was overwhelming.

She chuckled,
and eased the thing back, then playing along the edges of my labia,
circling the thick staff impaling me, then drawing it around in
front once more, to stroke around my clitoris.

The buzzing
vibrations were making my insides quiver and tremble. My clit was
so responsive, so sensitive, that I feared if she actually touched
the thing to me there my mind would shatter.

“Ride your
cock,” she said in a low voice. “Ride up and down, petit chienne.
Ride up and down.”

She tugged on
my hair, not strongly, but it was enough, and I rose shakily,
gasping as the round balls popped out of my bottom. Then she
brought the little vibrator up against the bottom of my clit and I
cried out, jerking up away from the power of the sensation. She
chuckled, and released my hair, and I rode back down again,
shuddering as I sank on to the thick staff and round balls.

She circled my
clit slowly and I moaned and gasped and grunted, my hips jerking
and spasming at the waves of sensations flashing through my nervous
system. I begged her to stop, but of course, could not make myself
heard through the gag. My head rolled and twisted, my back arching,
and then I rode up again, gasping, moaning, rode up – and down –
and up – and down, as she followed me with the little vibrator.

She rolled it
directly across my clit at last, rolled it hard, rubbing and
grinding it into my clit, and as I had feared, my mind exploded. I
screamed – actually screamed out loud, screamed in ecstasy at the
overpowering surge of heat and wonder which flooded my mind and
body.

My mind was
torn, my body thrashing and bucking. Almost at once, that energy
turned to riding up and down on the dildo, and I did so with
frantic, mindless need, crying out again and again every time I
rammed myself down onto the dildo, the pleasure tearing away at me
until I thought I would die.

I collapsed,
exhausted, hanging by my wrists, moaning, drooling again, eyes
slitted, chest heaving as she drew the little wand back and
smiled.

“Very good,
petit chienne,” she said, patting my cheek.
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A man came for
me. I was quite embarrassed, but as his intent was obviously to
take me, at last, from the cell, I was also relieved and grateful.
He unlocked my wrists, and then gripped my hair to aid me in coming
to my feet.

My legs were
rubbery and exhausted from the effort of riding up and down on the
thick dildo, and I staggered so that he had to support me with a
strong hand on my arm. He then led me up the hall a little ways and
into that same room where I had been pierced.

The shackles
on my wrists were raised overhead and apart, and locked to chains
there. Then a small button on the wall activated a motor, which
raised me to my toes. He sprayed me with water so that I dripped,
then used a sponge to soap up and wash my body. After this he
rinsed me off once again, and finally dried me.

With that
done, he lowered my arms and drew me over to a low cabinet, pushing
so that I bent forward across it. I feared that he would use me
when he spread my legs, and when I felt his fingers against me.

When I felt
his finger against my back opening I was sure of it. It was
slippery with something, and pushed up high into my ass, twisting
and pumping a little before withdrawing. He then pushed something
into me, something like a dildo, but shorter, and with a sharply
tapering end. It was a butt-plug, a deep one, but I had never heard
the term before.

Another
something was pushed against my sex opening, not quite as thick as
the dildo in the cell, but smoother, metallic. It widened as it
pushed in, so that with the last inch or so holding my pussy wide,
my sex lips strained to envelop it. There was a small chain on the
base of the thing, and the man fed this chain up to the ring
piercing my clit hood and attached it there.

He drew my
right hand up behind my back, up against my shoulder blade, and
attached it there by locking my wrist shackle to the back of my
collar by a short chain. He then did the same to my left hand, and
I grunted at the strain.

Working quite
casually, as though he did this routinely, he then slipped a strap
between my arms and back, drew it around my arms, and began to
tighten it. This slowly forced my elbows in further, and I gasped
and moaned and wriggled in pain as my elbows were forced back
together, my shoulders aching and burning.

A pull on my
hair drew me upright, and then the strap around my head was undone.
He gently worked the fat ball gag out of my mouth, and I cried out
in pain as my stiff jaw was finally able to move freely.

“If you speak
without being spoken to you will be gagged again,” he said
sternly.

He attached a
leash, a thin chain with a leather handle on one end and a clip on
the other, to my lower ring.

“Suivez-moi,”
he ordered.

He turned and
headed for the door, and I had to scurry to keep up. There was no
question of hesitating. My piercings still throbbed and ached, and
pulling on them made them far more painful.

He led me up
the circular flight of stairs and onto the main level, where the
corridors were wider, the stone more polished, the light brighter,
the air cleaner. I followed nervously, flinching as we passed a
woman who smiled at me, flinching and blushing as we passed a
couple, arm in arm, then a man, who laughed and wiggled his tongue
at me.

I was the only
one naked, of course. Everyone else was fully dressed.

In fact, I was
more than naked, for the base of the dildo, or whatever it was,
clearly protruded from my tightly clutching sex lips, and the base
of the butt plug was evident to anyone who looked.

We went into a
small room, and he handed me off to a middle-aged French woman
there, speaking rapid-fire French before he left. The woman looked
me over, examined the piercings, then went into a cupboard and came
back with a pair of shoes.

They were very
nice looking shoes, very strappy, but they had very high, stiletto
heels. I had never worn stilettos, and never worn heels this high,
but I was not in a position to reject them as she placed them on my
feet and aided me in standing.

It felt very
odd, but at least I was not bare foot any more. My feet had been
feeling very cold against the stone floors.

“Suivez-moi,”
she said, tugging on the leash.

I gasped, and
lurched forward. She walked slowly, allowing me to get used to
walking in the very high heels. It was very odd, and I felt
unbalanced. The heels were perhaps five inches, perhaps more. They
fit well, but I felt unsure on my feet and several times she had to
tug on the leash, which made me gasp and speed up.

Then we
reached a large wooden door with beasts carved into it. She opened
it and drew me past, and we were in a large room with chairs and
tables, where laughter and conversation spilled around me. There
were people here – many people! I felt my stomach lurch, felt my
face burn as she led me among them, speaking rapid-fire French
again.

The older man
I had met before sat comfortably on a gilt covered antique chair,
sipping wine. A younger couple, both sleekly dressed, in their
twenties, were on a settee next to him. An older gentleman was
standing at a cabinet pouring a drink, while a plump man was
reading the newspaper at another chair. A second couple, in their
forties, looked desperately respectable, he in high necked shirt
and suit, she in a cream business suit, her hair done up.

I was led
among them, naked, pulled by the leash attached to my clit ring,
and dropped my head, mortified, quivering. I yelped and jumped when
a hand squeezed my bottom, and there was laughter from the group as
the plump man took a new seat, closer to me.

The older man
spoke, gesturing towards me, then rose to stand before me, taking
the leash. He tugged it a few times and I winced and gasped, as he
continued to speak to the others, laughing occasionally. He cupped
and squeezed one of my breasts, and then reached between my legs
and touched the base of the thing they had pushed up into me. It
began to move, to buzz, to vibrate, and I squirmed mentally and
physically.

“Descendez,”
he said, pushing on my shoulder.

I sank weakly
to my knees in front of him, and then felt my stomach flip over as
he unzipped his trousers. The others leaned forward expectantly,
some smiling, as he took his cock out. It was flaccid, and pale,
but began to thicken even as I watched – or tried not to watch. He
held my hair, which was still damp, and rubbed his cock against my
cheek.

“Ouvre ton
bouche,” he said, rubbing it against my closed lips.

A whirlwind of
thoughts tore though my mind, but I could not refuse. I opened my
mouth.

His cock
pushed into my mouth and I moaned around it, closed my lips, and
began to suck as the men and women on both sides leaned forward to
watch. The man’s cock hardened rapidly.

He folded his
arms across his chest, making no movement, speaking occasionally to
the others as I sucked his cock. I worked my lips up and down its
length, tonguing the underside of the head, working deeper until I
could take him down my throat. I knew I had to, knew it was
expected, and felt a little surge of pleasure at how easy it
was.

The vibrator
inside me was buzzing insistently, and while it was not actually
touching my clit, the little chain attached to its base was
attached to the ring piercing my clit hood, so that the vibrations
were only slightly less powerful.

To say I was
deeply embarrassed at being naked and performing oral sex with
these people watching, was, of course, a ridiculous understatement.
I was traumatized, stricken, almost stunned. I was numb, doing only
what I was ordered simply because I could not think of what else to
do.

I felt queasy
at the eyes on me, and horribly self-conscious of my nudity and the
position of my body as I rode my moist lips up and down the man’s
thick, slick shaft. I gurgled as his hand came down against the
back of my head ,forcing me deep, jamming my nose against his pubic
bone, and came deep within my throat. I gagged slightly on his
thick shaft, but felt a sense or relief at his come.

But he was
only the first.

The older man
unclipped my shackles, freeing my wrists. But it was a false
freedom, for I could not defend myself or hide myself in any way,
and knew it. With a pull at the leash I was then led, crawling,
breasts swinging somewhat, across the floor.

I felt so – so
low, so degraded as they watched me crawl naked across the floor,
and I knew I could not hide myself, could not keep them all from
raking their eyes across my bare buttocks, from the neat, bare sex
between my thighs, my small round back opening, or my dangling
breasts.

Naked, I
crawled among them, face burning, to the pudgy man, and had to suck
on his cock as he sat back. This meant bending over for a long
period of time, my bottom pushed out, another deep shaming
display.

As I knelt and
licked at his cock I felt a foot against my knees, forcing them
well apart so everyone could see the vibrator sticking out of me.
My mouth rode up and down the pudgy man’s cock as people spoke
around me, and laughter rained down upon me.

The older man
tugged lightly but repeatedly at the leash so that my clit hood
stung again and again, and then began to throb and ache. The
vibrator buzzed inside me, and my breasts were pillowed out against
the chair upon which the pudgy man sat. As I worked on his cock, I
was forced to rub and grind and mash them down against the rough
material, my nipple rings tugging, my sore nipples grinding, so
that they began to throb and ache, too.

I felt fingers
at my bottom, then the vibrator twisting around, pulling out,
pushing in again as my mouth sucked on the man’s cock and my hands
massaged and gently squeezed his balls and shaft. Finally, he came,
but I was simply moved sideways to perform on the older man were he
sat smirking at me on another chair.

And then I was
led over to the younger woman, who spread her legs and slid her
short skirt up to reveal a neatly shaven sex. I balked, startled. I
don’t know why I was so surprised, for Pierre had spoken before of
his interest in seeing me with another woman.

And it was
quite fashionable to for even heterosexual women to “experiment” in
that way. But while I was quite liberal in my respect for people’s
sexual orientation and their rights to choose as they wished, I had
never for a moment had any urge to engage in sex with a woman. Nor
did I now.

“But I’m not
gay!” I exclaimed, a very stupid thing to say, of course.

They laughed
at me and I cringed, realizing how foolish my words were.

“Were you told
to speak?” the older man demanded sternly?

“Non,
Monsieur,” I said meekly, dropping my eyes. “Je m’excuse.”

I was pulled
to my feet, and marched across the large room by the man who
brought me in. Another gag was shoved into my mouth, this one a
large penis-gag which threatened to go down my throat, but which
was just deep enough to tickle the back of my throat.

“Since you
love cock so much,” the woman said as she strapped it on.

I was taken
into a round room. In the centre of that room was a round podium or
stage about ten feet across, and perhaps a foot and a half high,
made of stone, and I was led onto it by my “leash”.

My wrists were
lifted up and out to either side, to a pair of posts which now
bracketed me. They were chained there, and my ankles pulled apart
and similarly chained, as the leash was removed from my clitoral
hood..

The people who
had been in the first room had followed us here, but several others
began to come in from several doors as I stood there trembling,
anxious, fearful. The older man came in, carrying an armful of
objects which he dropped on the edge of the stage behind me.

He stood
beside me, speaking to the people who were there watching – perhaps
a dozen now, and I saw that he held in his hand a strap, not unlike
the belt Pierre had used on me, but wider. He turned to me, put a
hand against my lower belly, and pushed so that my bottom pushed
out more.

Then he moved
back a bit and I braced myself. All those eyes were on me, and I
was still terribly embarrassed at this, but more concerned with
what he was going to do, with how much it was going to hurt.

It hurt – a
lot!

The strap cut
across my buttocks with painful force, and I cried out into the
gag, my hips flung forward at the stinging pain. My bottom was
still burning as he stepped forward, put a hand against my lower
belly, and pulled me back into position with my bottom pushed out
and back.

“Do not move,”
he said.

He stepped
back as I gulped in air, then swung the strap again. Again the
crack of noise, the impact, the stinging pain flung my hips forward
and drove a cry from my mouth.

There was
laughter from the crowd.

The woman
stepped onto the podium and handed him a thin chain. He attached it
to my clit ring, fed it down between my legs and back behind me to
lock somewhere on the floor of the stage. I moaned at the pressure
against my sensitive flesh, holding my bottom up and out for the
next blow.

It followed,
lashing my already throbbing bottom, and this time I tried hard to
hold myself in position. I succeeded much better, but my hips still
lurched forward a bit, jerking me against the chain so that my clit
hood stretched out and pulled against it painfully.

I thrust my
bottom back quickly, of course, and the next blow followed, then
the next, then the next as I stood and bit down on the cock in my
mouth and endured the sharp explosions of pain which burned into my
bottom.

He threw down
the strap, finally, and moved up behind me. His hand caressed my
hot, red bottom and I winced away, but could not move. Then I felt
his fingers against the butt-plug, felt them slide under the base
and then pulling the thing out from my ass. I blushed anew, though
it seemed I was crossing more and more boundaries of humiliation
without feeling the full, cringing affect.

Still, when I
felt his cock pushing against my still-open hole there my eyes went
wide at the realizing he was going to sodomize me – right
there!

Any man doing
that would have been a shock – except for Pierre, of course. But to
have a stranger doing it, and right in front of a dozen or more
people, was a stunning blow.

I flinched,
trying to pull away, but was immediately reminded of the chain
attached to my clit. I pushed back and his cock sank several inches
into me. I moaned, eyes rolling back, trying to look behind, to
communicate with him that this was not something I wanted.

He put his
hands on my hips and thrust up, and I shuddered as his cock pushed
deep into my belly. The other thing had prepared the way, of
course, so that he could fairly easily penetrate me. But the other
thing has not been so long or so thick, and so it was still painful
for me to have him force his cock all the way inside me.

I felt dazed
as he did so, as if I were in dream. It just seemed impossible that
this man was going to sodomize me right there in front of a crowd
of people! And yet, that was exactly what happened. His cock began
to pump in and out and was forced deeper and deeper until his hips
were slapping against my outthrust buttocks.

Despite my
best efforts at pushing myself back the force of his thrusts was
tugging my clit hood against the chain, adding sharp little
stinging pains to each thrust, and I found myself so distracted by
that I could not worry overmuch about the crowd watching, or even
the cock thrusting up into my bottom.

He spoke
occasionally, and there was sometimes a response, or laughter. I
just endured. The rings hanging from my nipples swung in time to
his thumping against my buttocks so that they were slapping and
bouncing against my breasts, tugging on my hard, sensitive nipples.
His cock thrust up again and again in long, deep strokes.
Sometimes, as he was deep, he would grind his hips against my
buttocks in a way which forced me forward, the chain pulling at my
clit hood, stretching it.

And when he
finally finished, another man took his place, the old one, and then
the younger one, with his girlfriend looking on and smirking, and
then two more men. My poor bottom was worn down, the muscles so
battered they were able to thrust up smoothly and easily as I stood
there helplessly, my buttocks pushed back and open.

After perhaps
six men had sodomized me the woman slid the butt-plug back into my
back opening – no, it was a thicker one, and then undid the chain
attached to my clit.

I was not
released, however, but left in place as the crowd drifted away in
ones, twos and threes until I was alone.

I stood for
perhaps an hour, my lower piercing quite sore, my ass numb, my
buttocks hot. Then the woman, the one from the cell, appeared. She
led a naked girl behind her, one with a kind of harness which
encircled her breasts, and cut into her pussy between her sex lips.
The girl’s wrists were bound behind her, and she was led by a leash
attached to her nipple rings.

The woman led
her up onto the low podium, and then had her kneel before me. She
reached between my legs and unclipped the by now dead vibrator
there, pulling it free. She then took what looked like a dildo from
her robe and held it out to the kneeling girl.

The girl was
younger than I by several years, slender, with small breasts, and
long blonde hair. The older woman strapped the dildo to her chin,
which I thought a very odd thing to do, then she pushed the girl up
against me. The girl looked up at me and slid the dildo up into my
pussy. When it was deep, her mouth was pressed against the top of
my sex, and as I stared down in shock, she began to lick me
there.

I was
exquisitely uncomfortable, wanting no part of the girl’s mouth, but
of course, helpless to do anything about it. The older woman, in
robes, let her open hand caress my lower belly, then slide slowly
upwards to massage the underside of my breast. Again, I was
uncomfortable, but had to endure it, and worse, as she leaned in
and began to lick at my sore nipples.

Their mouths
were soft and warm, however, their tongues slick and quite, well,
pleasant. I mean, the simple, tactile sensations of the blonde
girl’s tongue lapping gently at my clit was helplessly pleasant, no
matter who was doing it.

She licked
downward, twisting the dildo inside me, then drew back and let it
slide past my pussy, between my thighs, pushing her small mouth up
into my sex, lapping and licking, and then thrusting up into me. I
was amazed at how long her tongue was as it pushed up into my body
and slid around inside.

The other
woman bit down on my breast, her teeth surrounding my nipple and
areola, her mouth sucking gently, her tongue licking at nipple and
ring together in a way which was both soothing and warmly
sensuous.

Her other hand
caressed my back as she kneaded my breast, and I found my
reservations about lesbian sex beginning to fade away in the face
of the heat they were igniting in my body.

She drew back,
and I felt surprised that I was sorry to have her go, wanting her
mouth on my breast again. She winked at me, and bent to pick up
something form the pile of things the older man had brought in. It
looked like a short whip, a flog, with a number of foot-long
leather laces. She moved behind me, and lashed my back with it.

I flinched,
driving my pussy into the kneeling blonde girl’s mouth, but there
was really not much pain. The laces were not leather, I think, but
latex or plastic. They were very lightweight, and hardly stung at
all. It was a sort of pretend whip.

She swung it
against my back and I flinched again, but felt a surge of pleasure
and excitement at the same time. The blonde girl was practically
eating at my pussy. She pulled back from time to time to thrust the
dildo on her chin inside me and lick and suck at my clit. She
clearly had some expertise, and no hesitation at all as she forced
my body into heated excitement.

The robed
woman “whipped” me with her little flog. It had less weight than a
whisk broom, I think, but the idea of it was still exciting as she
whipped my back, and then came around in front of me and whipped my
breasts.

This stung a
little, for they were more sensitive, and she was swinging harder.
My breasts actually wobbled and shook as the “whip” struck, and the
skin began to get pink as I moaned and gasped at the mild stinging
and burning..

I knew I was
going to come soon.

She stopped
and went back to the little pile, retrieving another flog, this one
with longer laces which looked more menacing. Then she returned to
me and took the gag out of my mouth.

“You have been
a most naughty girl,” she said.

Je m’regret,
madam,” I whispered.

She pinched my
chin. “Maîtresse,” she said.

Mistress.

“Oui,
Maîtresse!”

“You must be
punished, yes?”

“Oui,
Maîtresse,” I whispered, pussy throbbing against the blonde girl’s
continued licking and thrusting.

The woman
bent, and at first I thought she was releasing my ankles, but she
merely extended the chains so they were slack. I did not understand
her intent until she pressed a button against the side of one of
the posts, and a motor sounded.

The pressure
on my wrists grew stronger, and I gasped as they were pulled up and
further apart. I pulled my legs closer together, at first, and even
then was forced up onto my toes. But the pull continued, and my
toes began to wriggle frantically in search of support as I was
lifted completely into the air.

The woman
adjusted the chains on my ankles, now, pulling them farther apart,
and chaining them in that way. Then the blonde girl leaned in once
more, and up, thrusting the dildo on her chin up into my warm,
moist sex, thrusting in and out as her tongue licked at my aching
clit. I moaned helplessly, my breath growing much more shallow and
rapid as I struggled with the new experience of hanging by my
wrists.

The shackles
around my wrists were metal on the outside, but padded on the
inside. The padding was not sufficient, however, to prevent my
wrists from aching as they pulled sharply against the tight ring
enveloping them

My wrists
hurt!

My arms and
shoulders began to ache, as well, and I pulled helplessly against
the chains locking my ankles apart, as though somehow I could draw
them back together and take the pressure off my wrists. The robed
woman who insisted I call her Mistress merely watched and smiled.
When she moved forward, it was to run her hands slowly across my
taut body, caressing my soft flesh, twisting and lightly pinching
my nipples as I winced and moaned.

“Putain,” she
whispered. “Petit putain.”

Her hand
slipped down between my taut, stretched buttocks, her fingers
rubbing at the fat butt-plug jammed up inside me. She pried it
slowly back, forcing my sphincter to stretch, to strain as the fat
thing pulled back. It slid out of me and I moaned in relief. But
almost at once she pushed it back in, and I felt a seductive thrill
at the penetration as it pushed back inside me.

“Qui suis-je?”
She whispered.

“Maîtresse,” I
moaned.

The robed
woman moved behind me, and I tried to brace myself, somewhat
breathlessly. My body was throbbing with sexual energy and heat by
then, and the idea of being whipped had taken on a kind of surreal
excitement.

Then the flog
cut across my back and I cried out. It hurt! The stinging was much
worse than the other one. But such was the arousal, the heat within
me, and such was my frazzled state of mind, that the pain itself
was almost – well, exciting.

“Ungh!” I
cried, as the flog lashed my back, the thin leather strips slicing
down stinging on my flesh as it cut diagonally, left to right,
across the soft flesh of my back.

The next blow
slashed across my buttocks, rocking my hips forward into the blonde
girl’s face.

“Ahnngh!” I
cried.

“Putain,” the
woman called.

“Aggh!” I
cried as the flog cut sideways across my lower back.

The blows
stung sharply, but – but it was only stinging. Can you understand?
I mean, it was not genuine, terrible pain. It was not, thus, enough
to really distract me from the roiling heat and throbbing sexual
pressure and hunger twisting within my vitals and writhing around
in my mind.

I was feeling
a hot erotic surge of emotions and excitement at the dark, kinky
scene, just me and her and the almost anonymous blonde girl still
licking and sucking and kissing my clit.

“Aggh!” I
cried, back arching as the flog cut across my shoulder blades.

The next blow
struck further to the right, or so I thought, for an instant. But
it was deliberate, and the long laces now sliced around the side of
my chest, and snapped teasingly at the soft flesh on the side of my
breast. My cry was louder, more fearful, and the next blow,
accompanied by her soft chuckle, cut across the left side of my
ribs to snap at the side of that breast.

Again and
again she brought the flog down, not terribly hard, but not gentle
either, upon my back and buttocks, and across the sides of my ribs
and breasts. My flesh felt hot and sore and sensitive now, and my
mind was gripped by anxiety and anticipation, waiting for the laces
to stretch further, to strike my breasts directly.

The girl below
me thrust up harder with her fat little chin dildo, and her tongue
licked harder as the woman, as Maîtresse, stepped closer. I felt
the first stinging blow of the thin strips across my taut breasts
as a kind of relief, and the stinging pain was mixed with an almost
exultant sexual thrill as I cried out in startled pain.

“Putain,” she
said, swinging again.

The thin laces
sliced in beneath my arm pit and snapped at my breast a second
time, setting the ring swinging wildly, making me squeal and moan
and writhe under the lash.

The flog cut
around the other side of my body, then switched back and forth,
until both my breasts were dark and stinging. And then, slowly,
blow after blow, she moved around to my side, and then to my front,
and whipped them directly, raining blows on my lower chest and
belly.

Finally, she
stopped. I was overheated, sweating, breathless, my body so marked
by thin red tendrils of pain it might as well have all been red.
She let me watch her strap on a dildo, but what a strange
dildo.

It did not
look like a cock. It was thick, and curved upward a bit, but looked
more like a horn, with rings of metal studs circling it. I
whimpered with excitement and dread as she moved behind me, and I
felt the fat plug pulled from my bottom.

Then she
thrust the horn into me. It was hard and uncomfortable, even to my
already battered back passage. But the dark side of my mind
thrilled to the deep, hard penetration, and while I cried out as it
sank into me I shuddered and my back tunnel spasmed around it as my
clitoris burned hungrily.

“Oh! Oh
please!” I gasped. “Oh God!”

“Qui je-suis?”
she purred, grinding her hips against me as she demanded I tell her
who she was..

“Maîtresse!” I
cried. “Maîtresse!”

“Et toi?” she
purred.

“Jes suis une
putain!” I moaned.

She thrust
hard and I cried out as the horn drove higher and deeper into my
belly.

“Encore,” she
purred.

“Jes suis une
putain!” I cried. “Je suis une putain!”

Her hands
moved around me, kneading and caressing my sore, aching breasts,
fingers flicking and twisting my nipples, tugging and turning the
rings as her hips began to work in and out.

Again I was
sodomized, her hips driving in faster and harder with every passing
second, jamming the fat, hard, studded horn up inside me, scraping
it back and forth within the tight, tender tube of flesh enveloping
it as the blonde girl licked harder at my clit.

The climax
built to a stunning power, and my gurgling cry of pleasure built to
a scream as it rose in strength and enveloped my mind and body. The
release was terrible in its intensity, so that all the world
narrowed to the ecstasy of my climax. Maîtresse thrust harder and
faster as the girl sucked and licked at my clit.

The orgasm
seized me in its embrace, like a large dog with a rag doll in its
teeth, and shook me violently about, every muscle in my body
spasming, every nerve ending overloaded and sparkling like live
electrical wires. I could not think, could not even breath as my
nervous system spasmed and twisted and my mind went into
meltdown.

And then,
slowly, the intensity waned, and the muscle spasms eased. The fat,
hard horn was pulled free of the gaping hole which was my ass, and
I went limp, gulping in air, head hanging back as the world reeled
around me and I tried to put together the shattered pieces of my
mind.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


I was left to
reflect, left hanging by my wrists. Dildos were thrust into my ass
and pussy, deep, thick, sitting snug and tight in my throbbing
belly. Then my ankles were unchained, drawing down, the shackles
locked there together. My toes, when I strained, could just barely
brush the floor.

I hung still,
moaning, for some time. I was still overheated, drained and
exhausted, both mentally and physically, from the recent events I
had been forced to experience. My wrists, arms and shoulders were
hot and pained, but almost numb now. My body stretched out below
me, like an inert weight pulling down on my upper torso.

The round room
was dark around me, save for several wall torches, and their
flickering flames threw shadows across the wall and pillars as I
hung still, limp, only my chest rising and falling. My chin was on
my chest for a time, then I lifted my head up and back and let my
head fall back, groaning weakly, my body stiff, sore, my legs and
arms cramped now.

Occasionally,
thought it was difficult, I would raise my shackled ankles up with
a groan, simply to be able to bend them, and relish the feel of
movement for a few brief seconds before my weakness forced me to
drop them straight once more.

My skin felt –
hot – sore – almost as though I had been sunburned. My nipples were
swollen, and ached. The occasional puff of air wafting by me was
enough to make them tingle and strain as though they wanted to be
touched, to be caressed to be suckled.

The two dildos
were fat and thick within me. The base of the one behind was
squeezed hard between my buttocks, the base of the other was
squeezed between my sex lips, which were then squeezed between my
thighs. I could feel their heads up high in my belly, uncomfortably
high, so that I felt cramped and sore.

It was
difficult to “reflect” upon anything other than my body, upon my
hard nipples, upon my aching clit, upon the shackles which squeezed
tight around my ankles, and the way my buttocks were squeezing down
around the base of the dildo Maîtresse had jammed so high into my
ass.

It had been an
amazing day – or was this the second day? I was unsure as to how
long I had been here, or how long would remain before I could be
reunited with Pierre.

Pierre.

Had this day
changed me sufficiently to satisfy him? What would I become after
another few such days? Would I be the submissive, sexually
free-spirited woman he demanded? What would I do if I failed? How
could I live without him?

I must
succeed.

I was growing
weaker, more exhausted. My breathing was becoming more shallow, and
more difficult. I was perspiring with effort, for it was an effort,
hanging there, shoulders throbbing, arms aching, body heavy below
them. Sometimes it seemed a tremendous effort simply to breath, to
draw in a slow, shuddering breath of air.

And in the
background of my mind, a dark wicked undercurrent revelled in the
eroticism of my helpless bondage, of my hanging naked, abused,
whipped, penetrated, in this dark place.

I felt a
dawning sense of masochism, of lewd satisfaction in my own
punishment. Certainly a side of me felt I deserved punishment, and
that side of me felt a smug satisfaction at watching my pain.

But there was
still that other side, that practical, independent side which felt
somewhat indignant and frustrated at the way I was being treated,
at the undeserved and unjust degradation. That side of myself
wanted, craved respect. And that was certainly not what I was being
treated to.

Putain.

Why did they
insist on calling me that? I had never, ever thought of myself as a
whore. The idea, in fact, was laughable, or would once have been.
Now, of course, well, now I could think of myself as a whore, given
the events of the day, given what I had gone through.

I had been
sodomized in public by a half dozen men! I had performed oral sex
on men while others watched, and then exulted in lesbian sex to the
point of a monstrous orgasm.

Was I now a
whore? I had certainly been acting like a whore. But it was a
tremendous change in how I thought of myself. For as long as I
could remember I was always the good girl, the practical girl, the
dignified girl who thought very poorly of others of my gender who
flaunted their bodies and slept around. Yet how to reconcile that
with what I had done today.

I felt guilt,
then, at what a whore I had been that day. A part of me felt
justified, for it was what Pierre wanted. But it was still very
difficult to reconcile. My self-image was breaking down, and I no
longer felt as though I fit properly in my own mind.

Do not get the
idea I was given to much philosophy or introspection as I hung
there. I was too drained and exhausted, too tired and sore. My mind
floated wearily, and complex thoughts eluded me.

When footsteps
sounded on the cold stone floor, I raised my head wearily, not
quite certain, at first, what was happening. Then I saw him, the
older man, climbing up onto the low podium and standing before
me.

He looked me
over, then went to the side. The motor whined, and was slowly
lowered onto my feet. The pressure came off my arms and they began
to ache more fiercely. I groaned as I settled back to my heels.

My legs were
stiff and cramped, and when he released my arms entirely he had to
hold me to keep me from falling to the floor. He lowered me slowly,
letting me sink to my knees before him, then squatted next to me,
massaging my shoulders and arms and examining my wrists.

He seemed
satisfied by what he saw, and snapped a leash to my collar, tugged,
and said “Suivez.”

It was
difficult, for my legs were quite stiff and sore, but he pulled
sharply enough on the leash so that I really had no choice but to
follow, crawling after him, down onto the floor, then across the
room and into the corridor.

We crawled up
the corridor a short way, then down a side hall which had no
carpet, and into a small back room. It was stone, and not so very
much larger than the cell within which I had first been locked.

The centre of
the small room was taken up by a square cage, perhaps four feet
long and wide by three feet high. He pulled up the side door,
removed the leash from my collar, then doubled it and slapped it
across my bottom.

“Entrez,” he
ordered.

Moaning
weakly, I crawled in through the door. He gave a final slap to my
bottom, then closed the door behind me and padlocked it closed. He
turned and left the room, locking the door behind him.

I stared
around me, slightly dazed. It was my first experience in a cage,
after all, and I was trying to come to terms with it.

Perhaps
because that was what you did with dogs, with bitches. They had
called me one often enough, just as Pierre had. Now that had locked
me inside a cage to reinforce the message. The message evidently
was that I was less than human.

And a part of
my mind strongly rebelled at that thought. In what way were these
people superior to me, I thought indignantly. Of course, they were
more sophisticated, older, and less inhibited. But that did not
mean I was an animal, however much they led me about by a
leash.

I was weary,
though, and things like that simply didn’t matter that much at the
moment. The floor of the cage was lightly padded, and I settled
down, trying to find a comfortable position. I could not stretch
out, but then, I had been stretched out all day, so it was good to
curl my legs in.

The dildos
were still inside me, the feel of them ever-present. I wondered if
I dared remove them. Had they forgotten them? Surely I could not be
expected to sleep with them inside me.

I reached down
and eased them slowly free, groaning a little as my insides finally
felt empty, vacant – and in part, disappointed. I set them aside
and curled up to sleep, staring out through the thin bars of my
cage and wondering what was to become of me.

My relief was
short-lived. I wanted to stretch out now as much as I had wanted to
bend my legs earlier. I shifted positions any number of times,
trying to arrive at comfort. The bars were too close-set to push my
legs outside the cage, so I could either sit up a little, back
against the bars, and stretch out my legs, or I could lay down flat
and lift my feet up towards the top corners of the cage, resting
them there.

At some point,
I don’t know how, but with the aid of exhaustion, I fell asleep. I
do not know how long I slept. It seemed like very little time had
passed before the man was slapping at the bars of my cage calling
“Réveillez!”

I pushed
myself up into a sitting position and stared out at him as he
squatted next to the cage, wearing a suit and tie, and looking
perfectly coiffed and shaved. He looked me over silently, and I
flushed a little. His eyes moved down to the dildos sitting against
the side of the cage, and I felt a surge of unease. Was I to be
punished for taking them out?

“Bon matin,
Putain,” he said.

“Bon matin,” I
replied uneasily.

“Why have you
removed these?” he asked, waving a finger at the dildos.

I flushed.
“They were… uncomfortable.”

“Do you not
like cock?”

I blinked at
him in confusion.

“Do you like
cock?”

I blushed
again. “Yes,” I whispered.

“You may call
me… Maître,” he said.

“Oui, Maître,”
I said, face hot.

“I want you to
turn around and show me your bottom,” he said.

Just like
that.

And yet I
obeyed, feeling a little disoriented as I did, as I turned in the
cage, got onto all fours, and showed him my backside.

“Spread apart
your buttocks,” he ordered.

Face on fire,
I reached back obediently, and I felt his finger circling my little
wrinkled opening.

“None the
worse for wear,” he said. “Turn around, sit down.”

I obeyed
again, nervously looking out at him.

“Draw your
knees up and back, and spread them. Slump lower.”

Again I
obeyed, showing off my sex to the man, a man whose name I could
only guess at.

“Take that and
put it back inside your cunt,” he said, waving a finger at the
dildos.

I flinched a
little at the coarseness of his words, and a part of me wanted to
refuse. But it would make no sense to refuse, and I was certain
Pierre would not want me to.

I picked up
the dildo which had been inside my pussy, and looked at it, then
rubbed at my sore opening. I was quite dry now, as was the dildo.
It was quite thick and long, and I wondered queasily if I would be
able to get it very far inside me without pain.

“If you put it
in your mouth, first,” he said. “It will go in easier.”

I licked my
lips awkwardly, not at all wanting to do this with him watching.
Yet he stared patiently, just outside the little cage. Flushing, I
brought the dildo to my mouth – making sure it was the one which
had been in my pussy and not my ass – and licked it.

I felt a
quiver of eroticism as I did so, as he watched. I licked at it,
then put the head into my mouth, holding the thick shaft with both
hands as I slowly bobbed lower and lower, making the thing slick
and shiny, tasting my own juices on it.

I looked down
at myself, and pushed the thing deeper, gagging a bit. This brought
a flood of saliva, and I let it soak the dildo, and dribble into my
hand, then brought my hand down to my pussy and worked my fingers
along the slit, pushing rubbing them around the mouth of my sex,
then dipping them inside.

Still looking
down, determined not to look at him, I brought the dildo down and
pressed it against my opening, slowly twisting and pushing, wincing
a bit, forcing it deeper – and then still deeper. I had to roll my
hips a bit, adjust my position, spread my legs wider and slump
lower to work it deeper, then, when only a couple of inches stuck
out, I stopped.

“No.
Deepaihr,” he said in heavily accented English. “Fuck yourself wiz
eet.”

My mind
squirming, I began to pump the dildo in and out slowly.

“Look at
me!”

I jerked my
head up and was caught by his eyes.

“Spread your
legs wider.”

I obeyed,
heart fluttering as I worked the dildo slowly in and out.

“Rub your
clitoris.”

I whimpered a
bit in denial, but obeyed, my slick fingers rubbing gently at my
sore clit as I pumped the dildo in and out. The sexual heat which
had lain simmering upon me since his arrival flared high and I felt
a knot in my belly and a thrill of heat run up my spine. At the
same time I felt ashamed, and indignant that he was demanding this
of me.

“Quelle et
tois?” he asked calmly.

I pumped the
dildo steadily, finger stroking against my throbbing clit.

“Quelle et
tois?” he asked, eyes narrowing.

“I-I – Jes
suis une putain!” I gasped.

Et moi?”

“Maître,” I
breathed.

“Encore.”

“Maître.”

I let my head
turn aside, face flaming as I thrust the dildo deeper and twisted
it inside me. I could not suppress a groan, and my back arched
involuntarily.


“Regardez-moi,” he demanded.

I turned and
stared into his eyes again as my fingers stroked faster, and my
hand pumped harder and harder, gasping for breath now, moaning as I
thrust the dildo into my pussy and stoked the fiery sexual fever
higher.

I felt the
sexual power growing within me, making my skin thrill, my nipples
hard and throbbing as I slumped lower still, let my knees come even
further apart. I was going to come soon, right in front of him,
masturbating.

“Arrêt!”
Stop.

I gasped and
slowed, the dildo deep inside me.

“Now the
other,” he said, nodding at the second dildo.

I did not want
the second dildo, but his eyes bored into me, and my trembling
fingers picked it up. I felt sore in my bottom. I had been
sodomized hard a half dozen times, and then the Maîtresse had used
her horned cock on me. I spit on the head of the dildo and then on
my fingers, pressing them against my wrinkled little anal
opening.

I could hardly
believe I was doing this while a strange man looked on! I felt a
sense of unreality, of disorientation. Yet my fingers rubbed at my
little back hole, and then slowly pushed into me as he watched. I
dropped the dildo down, angled it, and pressed it against my anal
opening, twisting it from side to side and grunting with pain as I
forced the head inside.

It took longer
to work the dildo into my ass, but I got it there as he watched, my
inhibitions slowly burning away under his hot gaze, under the hot,
liquid steam inside me, until I was near climax again.

“Arrêt.”

Panting, I
slowed and stopped, and he undid the cage.

“Sortez,” he
said, standing.

Moaning a
little, I shifted my position carefully, for the two dildos were
still protruding from my orifices, and I could not sit down on them
without jamming them painfully up inside me. I crawled slowly out
of the cage, and he snapped a leash to my collar.

Then I crawled
across the floor, my knees, sore already from the other day, aching
almost at once as I followed him down the long corridor. Yet my
pussy was still throbbing, and a swirling sexual haze enveloped me
as I crawled.

I was grateful
when we turned into the larger room again, the one where I had been
presented to the group of people who had thereafter abused me and
watched me being whipped. The thick carpet which covered the floor
greatly eased the pain to my knees, you see.

At the same
time, I felt a growing flare of embarrassment and excitement, for
there were several men present, all, like the man leading me, fully
dressed in suits. None were from the previous day. All were
middle-aged, old enough, really, to be my father. But none looked
very fatherly as they stood from their seats and smiled down at
me.

I knelt on all
fours before them, and they discussed me, apparently. My French was
still too poor to follow, though I did recognize the word “putain”.
Yes, I was growing well-used to that word.

One of them,
still speaking to the others, squatted behind and to the side of
where I knelt, and I felt him seize the dildo protruding from my
pussy, twisting and turning it, them pumping it in and out. I
closed my eyes briefly, feeling my stomach quiver, feeling a
renewed heat inside me even as my shame rose in tandem.

“Do not
move.”

One of the men
had a flog, and I braced myself, my pulse racing. It was not the
same one which had been used upon me before. The laces seemed
slick, like silk, and thinner, but when he swung it down they did
not spread out as much, and the blow across my back made me cry
out.

“Do not move
or you will be punished.”

Was this not
punishment, I wondered, gasping.

Another blow
to my back, then another across my buttocks that stung greatly. I
bit my lower lip, and moaned as the flog lashed my shoulders and
then the middle of my back, then my lower back, and then my
buttocks again.

This hurt! It
hurt more than the one the mistress had used, and my back and
bottom began to ache terribly. I was gasping for breath, moaning,
fighting the growing urge to try and crawl away, to cover myself,
for I knew they would be useless.

My back was on
fire as he continued to lash me, and my bottom throbbed with a
terrible heat as tears began to fill my eyes.

I would endure
it, however, for Pierre. I told myself this, gulping in air,
bracing myself against the sharp blows of pain. It was a test – for
Pierre.

“Ungh!”

A hand seized
my hair and yanked my head up, forcing me to rise on my knees, back
straightening.

“Place your
hands behind your neck.”

I obeyed, face
hot, eyes blinking.

“Do not
move.”

“Ahhg!” I
cried as the flog lashed down upon my breasts.

The hand
seized my head again, jerking me back into place, forcing my head
back so my back arched.

“Do not move,”
he said more sternly.

Another blow
lashed my breast, and again I cried out, tears spilling from my
eyes now.

Another blow
followed, and I flinched and jerked, crying out. Another blow, and
another, and another, and tears were now spilling down my cheeks as
I began to sob helplessly.

“Do not move
,putain!”

The flog
lashed my breasts again and again as I arched back, trembling,
crying out, choking back tears and trying to remain still.

“Bon,” he
said. Good.

He unzipped
his trousers and guided me forward, and I felt a huge relief as I
quickly wrapped my lips around his cock and began to suck. I kept
my hands behind my neck, because that was what I had been ordered
to do, and tongued him frantically as I worked my mouth down deeper
on his hard cock.

It did not
really matter to me now that the other men, four of them, were
watching. All that mattered was that he not flog my breasts again.
I much preferred sucking his cock to having my breasts flogged, and
did so with what I hoped was sufficient enthusiasm that he would
feel the same preference.

I rolled my
moist, teary eyes up at him as I pressed my lips tightly around the
base of his shaft, and he stroked my hair an called me “petit
putain” as he began to thrust his cock up and down in my
throat.

He spilled his
seed in my throat, and my head was almost immediately turned to one
of the others, and his cock thrust into my mouth. I sucked him and
the next and the next in turn as they stood above me, watching,
chatting with each other. When they had all emptied themselves in
my throat the older man signalled somehow, and a girl came into the
room.

She looked
about thirteen years old, short, with a small, round, girlish face,
bright blue eyes, and small, thin spectacles perched on a snub
nose. Her hair was pulled straight back from her head in a tight
pony tail, and she wore a very short checked kilt, a white shirt, a
blue schoolgirl blazer, white socks and flat shoes.

Her name was
Justine, and she was, in fact, eighteen, as I later discovered. And
she was employed by the owners of the castle in, what I was told,
“various capacities”. She took up the leash from the older man and
led me from the room with the same casual attitude as if she had
simply been given a dog to walk.

Her voice was
light and girlish as she tugged on the leash, taking me out of the
room.

“Vite,” she
ordered. “Vite!”

I struggled to crawl faster, then yelped as she brought a short,
thin quirt down upon my already stinging bottom, spurring me
on.

I crawled
frantically after her, this small chit of a girl, a virtual child,
I thought, amazed. And yet she wielded the switch to stinging
affect, so that I had to crawl rapidly after her down the hall, her
heels clicking on the floor.

She took me
into the kitchen. It was a grand kitchen, in the old fashioned
sense. The stoves were enormous, and wood fired. There were baking
ovens of old metal set into the stone walls, large wooden tables
for food preparations, and an open pit for a fire. There were also,
of course, in one area, modern appliances for cooking and baking,
and several men and women worked around the big open area cooking
food for breakfast.

Several noted
me, but none stared, as though they were quite familiar with this
sort of thing. The girl likewise ignored them as she pulled me past
and into a corner. She instructed me to sit there, on my heels,
knees well apart, hands on my thighs, and wait. I did so,
apprehensive and red-faced as the other people in the kitchen
ignored us.

The girl moved
out of my sight, and my agitation increased. Then she returned,
holding a pair of bowls in her small, pale hands. She set them down
in the corner behind me, then gestured for me to turn.

One was a bowl
of milk, and the other, from the smell, held porridge. My mouth
watered, and I was finally aware of the tight hollow ache in my
belly.

“Mange-toi,”
she said.

Eat. But how?
How did one eat porridge without a spoon?

She tsked
impatiently, gripped my collar, and forced me back onto all fours,
turning me around so my bottom was to the rest of the room. She
pushed my face down so that my mouth was pressed into the porridge.
“Mange-toi,” she ordered.

I – ate.

I was not to
use my hands. This was made very clear the instant I tried to grip
the bowl to raise it, for she immediately brought the switch down
across my bottom with stinging force.

So I knelt, on
all fours, head low, my bottom high, the dildos inside me quite
obvious to the kitchen staff as I ate. I felt deeply self-conscious
and uncomfortable, terribly embarrassed as I wolfed down the
porridge. It was quite hot, and I shifted to the bowl of milk
several times to cool my hot tongue and mouth.

The girl moved
away, leaving me to my food for a bit. The kitchen staff moved
about, not taking very much notice of me, though I was ignoring
them so it was hard to tell.

When I had
finished, the girl returned, took up my leash, and led me from the
room. My belly was middling full now, and I sighed as I crawled out
of the stone room and back into the corridor. Perhaps because of
this I paid too little attention, and fell behind, and the quick
snap of the switch against my bottom made me yelp and increase my
speed.

I thought I
was merely being brought to where the men would again make use of
my body, but instead we wound up in a smaller room with a round
blue rug and antique furniture of dark polished wood.

Without
speaking, she tugged back on the leash and shoved down on my back,
pushing my bottom down. This brought me to my knees, and I sat back
on my heels as the girl studied me.

She slapped
the switch against my inner thighs impatiently, and I spread them
wider. She moved behind me, ran the switch along my spine, and
tugged back sharply on my hair to indicate I was to straighten my
back more.

I must say
that it made me feel even more indignant at being treated this way
by a young girl. I suspected she was older than she looked, but I
was quite sure she was a young girl barely grown, if that.

She was also
quite petite, and though not a violent woman I believed I could
easily best her – and several times felt the urge to do so,
thinking of her on her belly across my lap as I switched her own
bottom.

But I held my
tongue and behaved – for Pierre, and for fear of reprisal from the
others.

I flinched,
though, when she squatted before me, as I sat there, and looked me
up and down, then reached between my widely spread thighs and
rubbed her finger along my clit.

The dildo was
still protruding from inside me, still holding my sex lips taut
around it, and so my clit was quite vulnerable and sensitive.

There was a
sexual haze around me. I had felt it since I had first come here
and disrobed. It grew and retreated with circumstances, but it was
always present, so that it seemed to take little to rouse me,
despite embarrassment, discomfort, and sometimes even pain. It had
been shameful to masturbate in front of the man earlier but darkly
thrilling regardless. But at least that had been a man, and a
handsome man, at that.

I felt nothing
for this girl, however. I had never been attracted to women, and
certainly felt no attraction for this fresh-faced little chit who
was looking at me like an interesting animal as she rubbed at my
clit.

Despite that I
felt the surge of pleasure between my legs cause the sexual haze to
strengthen and grow around me, and had to fight to resist the urge
to grind my hips forward as her small fingers rubbed me there.

She slapped my
face sharply and I gasped, then gasped again as she seized my hair
and jerked my head away from her, so that I was looking
forward.

“Ne me
regardez pas!” she snapped.

She rubbed me
again, her finger tracing the line of my labia as it squeezed the
shaft of the dildo, then stroking against my clit again. I stared
over her shoulder, my eyes carefully keeping away from her. I
resented her, and felt a powerful temptation to slap her back and
put her in her place, but I held my position. She gripped the
collar, then, and lifted.

“Levez,” she
ordered.

I rose up off
my heels, and she gripped the dildo so that it stayed in place.
This caused my pussy to slide up off it, and I felt a quiver in my
belly at the soft stroke of the dildo across the lips of my
sex.

“Descendez,”
she ordered.

I sank back
down onto the dildo, and it pushed up through the soft, moist folds
of my sex, deeper into my body as I settled upon it. A hot thrill
ran up through my belly, and it grew worse when the girl stroked
her finger across my clit again.

“Encore,” she
said, tugging on the collar.

I rose up off
my heels as she held the dildo in place, then sank down once more.
I began to ride the dildo there on the floor before her as she
rubbed my clit, and I could feel my moisture building, could feel
the slickness of the dildo growing as I fought to control my
breathing.

She stopped me
with the dildo deep inside my now throbbing pussy, and gripped the
leash, leading me on all fours across to the side of the room.
There she had me kneel once more, and removed the rings from my
nipples.

She took a
small riding crop with a flat little tip and ordered me to rise and
fall again, rubbing the flat little slapper against my clit at
first, then slapping it lightly against me as I rode slowly up and
down.

It ached, but
she was not hitting hard enough for it to really hurt. Instead, the
sharp little blows were sending hot little throbbing sensations
through my lower belly.

She shifted
her target then, slapping at my nipples. Again, they were not hard
blows. She held the tip of the crop a few inches from my breast and
then simply slapped it down again and again so that my nipples and
areolas were soon aching and stinging.

Despite this,
I was still gripped by a thick sexual haze, and could feel the
hunger within myself.

She halted me,
and drew out a thin metal rod about a foot long with small round
tips. She unscrewed the small round ball on one end, and then
pushed the rod slowly through one of my pierced nipples.

It was
slightly bigger than the rings had been, and I could feel my nipple
piercing being stretched a bit as it slid through. Then she pushed
it through my other nipple, as well. When it was through both, she
placed the round tip on the other end to lock it in place.

She then
placed a metal chain around my waist and cinched it tight, and
fastened my wrist restraints to rings set on either hip. She turned
me, then, towards the wall, and attached a small chain to a hole in
the centre of the rod, feeding the chain forward and upwards to a
ring set in the wall. She adjusted the chain carefully so that as I
leaned forward there was only a slight tension on my nipples.

Leaning
forward, however, exposed my wrinkled little rosebud, and she began
to twist the dildo there, then to pump it slowly in and out. She
drew it out completely several times, then penetrated me and thrust
it into my bottom – deep, giving me cramps.

Then she
gripped the collar behind my neck, and began to work me up and
down, in and out, making me ride the dildo as I knelt there, legs
wide, leaning forward. I gasped as my nipples stretched out each
time I sank back, but she was insistent, and in truth, despite the
sting, the pain, I was hot and aroused and wanted to ride the big
cock.

And so I did,
grunting and gasping as, leaning towards the wall, I ride myself
back onto the dildo again and again, stretching my nipples
painfully out.

Behind me, the
girl pumped the dildo in my ass, then pulled it free, and began to
use the little slapper directly against my small, sensitive
opening, slapping harder now as I gasped and moaned and rode
faster.

I could feel
orgasm approaching, and when she reached around and began to rub my
clit the climax screamed through me and I cried out in helpless
pleasure, riding and jerking and twisting, m head rolling and
nipples burning.

She slapped my
anal opening harder as I climaxed, and the sharp little bursts of
sensation seemed to actually add to the power and intensity of the
orgasm as flood waves of sensory pleasure washed over me.

I was hurting
myself with the violence of my movements, jamming my pussy down
hard on the dildo, pulling my nipples sharply against the rod. But
it was all just – heat – sensation – and my orgasm absorbed them
and used them to power itself higher still so that I thought I
might go mad if it did not soon end.

Then the girl
stopped slapping my bottom and thrust the dildo back into me, hard.
I cried out, head thrown back, and instead of pulling away, thrust
myself back onto it so that it was forced deep into my ass.
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Afterwards,
she put me through a strange training session. She stroked her
fingers through my hair, and called me ‘Une bonne putain” whenever
my response was acceptable, and lashed my bottom or back or even my
breasts with the crop whenever I failed to satisfy her.

It was quite
odd to be put through such training by a girl so evidently young,
but I could do little but obey. I crawled at her order. I
positioned myself as she directed. I licked at her fingers, at her
shoes, at the floorboards, at anything she ordered.

The pain from
the crop was not unendurable, but it was instant, and sharp, and I
found myself on edge, trying to anticipate what she wanted, wanting
to please her, to avoid the bite of the crop.

Finally, quite
casually, she lifted her skirt to demonstrate that she wore nothing
beneath and, while I knelt, sitting on my heels, legs spread, she
pressed her bare little slit into my face, and I licked at her
without protest.

I had some
idea how to please a woman, of course, and I licked and sucked at
her clit – very eager to please her by then, as she ground her hips
forward and tugged on my hair.

She climaxed
loudly, but still held me in place, and I was required to continue
licking and sucking, to thrust my tongue upside her, and to stroke
all along her moist little sex before she climaxed a second time
and lowered her skirt.

After that she
led me, crawling into a bathroom so I could go to the toilet.
French toilets, by and large, are not of the sit down variety as we
have in America, but have a tendency towards being something akin
to a hole in the floor. Thus it was relatively easy, though
embarrassing, to position myself over one while she watched, and
empty my bladder.

I was then
taken across the room and washed ,while on all fours, much like an
animal. The fact I could not communicate, that I was not permitted
to talk, reinforced that. She wetted me down, soaped me up, and
rinsed me off, then brushed my hair, all as I knelt before her.
Then I was led off to another room. There, she removed the dildos
from my lower orifices and placed a kind of harness around my
torso.

It was not
unlike the one I had seen on the blonde girl who had performed oral
sex on me. It was composed of thin leather strips held together by
small round rings.

It was quite
tight, circled my breasts so that they were squeezed somewhat
outwards, criss-crossed my belly, and cut very tightly between my
buttocks in back, and then down between the lips of my sex in
front.

There, the
straps widened just above, over my clitoris, and then narrowed
again. But the wider part of the strap was hollow, so that my
clitoris and hood was effectively encircled and squeezed out a
bit.

A small
weighted bell was attached to the clit ring, and also to the nipple
rings she attached to my breasts. Then I was permitted to stand, at
last, and given the strappy stiletto heeled shoes I had warn
earlier. My arms were free, though my wrists were encircled by
metal shackles, and she attached a leash to the collar and led me
back up the hall.

It seemed
stranger, walking like that, being pulled by a leash, when my arms
were free, than it had when they were bound. I mean, before it was
clear I was a helpless prisoner. Now I was virtually free, and
being pulled along by a girl who was much younger and shorter than
me. Yet even without my wrists being bound I was helpless, and did
not really consider resisting the pull on my collar.

I was taken
into a room similar to the one where I had first been used by the
men, but this one was larger, and there were more people present,
all men. It seemed I was to be their server, and to fetch them
drinks and refreshments on command.

They were all
dressed in suits. It was like a men’s club, like a bar, a very
expensive bar, only the server was nude. The men looked at me
appreciatively, but without any particular desire. I fetched drinks
bussed tables, and was groped many times, but aside from that it
was like any waitressing jobs, of which I had had many when
younger.

As I moved
about, the weighted bells tinkled lightly, and also pulled
insistently on my nipples and clitoral hood in a way which was both
mildly painful and arousing. My nipples were rock hard the entire
time, and I was there for hours, and I could feel the moisture I my
pussy even as the leather strap cut into my soft flesh quite
tightly and uncomfortably.

For no reason
of which I was informed, I was then taken from there, again, led by
leash, by the girl, to another, smaller room where several men
waited. I was placed on my hands and knees, and crawled among them,
nervously and anxiously licking at their shoes as they looked down
at me. I then performed oral sex on them, one at a time, as the
others looked on and commented.

When I was
done, the girl stripped off her schoolgirl outfit to reveal a
slender, but attractively petite body beneath. She removed the
leather harness from my body, took the rings off my nipples and
clitoris, and then laid me down in the centre of the small room, on
the carpet.

She lay atop
me and pressed her small, firm breasts against mine as she began to
rain slow, gentle kisses on my face, on my neck, and then finally
on my mouth.

The men sat on
chairs and settees on either side of us, drinking and watching, as
she caressed my body, and hesitantly, following her whispered
orders, I responded in kind, squeezing her small bottom in my
hands, kneading it, kissing back.

I blushed, as
I did so, uncomfortable and self-conscious, but I was becoming
aroused despite myself. When she licked her way down my body and
between my legs I shuddered and arched my back, climaxing
powerfully.

Then she was
atop me again, our legs scissored, our pussies rubbing together as
we kissed passionately before we switched a sixty-nine and licked
at each other.

When we were
done, however, she dressed, and then held me down, face to the
floor, bottom high, as several of the men sodomized me hard. Then
she led me from the room again, pulling on my leash. I was fed in
the kitchen once more, on all fours, then taken to the toilet,
before being locked into the same cage to sleep.

* * * * *

Pierre wakened
me. I stared out through the bars in confusion, and then gasped in
delight, springing forward, fingers around the bars.

“Pierre!” I
cried.

He put his
finger to his lips. “Shhh,” he said. “You were ordered not to speak
unless being spoken to. Were you not?”

I bit my tongue. Of course I had, but… but this was Pierre.

“Now I have
come to see how much progress you have made. Are you going to make
me proud of you today, ma petit putain?”

“Oui, Pierre,”
I gasped.

He shook his
head, finger waving at me. “Maître,” he said.

“Oui, Maître!”
I cried.

He opened the
cage, and snapped a leash to my collar, and I crawled out beside
him, eager to demonstrate that I had learned ,that I could obey,
that I was no longer the silly ,shy girl. I crawled down the hall
as he held my leash, and was eager to perform oral sex on the men –
and women ,in the room where he led me. I showed no hesitation in
displaying my body or obeying Pierre’s every order.

Almost no
hesitation.

When he
ordered me to sit back, spread my legs wide, and masturbate with
the dildo, I felt a momentary pang of shocked embarrassment. But it
passed almost instantly, and then I did as he ordered, thrusting
the dildo into my body, fingering my clit, squeezing my breasts as
I stared out at the watching men and women. I masturbated to
orgasm, crying out in pleasure, driving the dildo painfully deep
into my belly, and then went limp.

“Come here.
Show me your love for me, petit putain,” Pierre ordered.

I threw myself
forward, but halted instantly at his raised finger. “Crawl on your
belly, petit chienne.”

I lay myself
on the rug and crawled forward, writhing across the floor as they
looked on, Pierre, and seven or eight others, reaching him with a
gasp, and licking eagerly at his shoes. He snapped the leash to my
collar, and led me, crawling, out of the room and into that other
room, the one with the raised round pedestal.

I looked at it
nervously, but crawled up at his command, and then stood so that my
arms could be bound up and apart. They were so high and taut that
when he spread my legs wide my feet came off the floor so that I
was hanging entirely by my wrists.

He started
with the light flog the Maîtresse had used earlier, whipping me
gently, at first, then with growing vigour, the laces lashing my
body again and again, from neck to thighs, until tears spilled from
my eyes.

He took up the
crop, then, using it as the younger girl had, with just the slapper
working on my rosebud, on my clitoris, and on my nipples. When he
judged me properly prepared, he then employed the crop more
sturdily, and I screamed as the thin, flexible staff cut into the
sensitive flesh of my breasts.

Dazed, my body
aching with pain, burning with the scrapes and abrasions he had
given me, I looked up into his eyes as he stood before me smiling,
and saw only his beautiful eyes. He tenderly caressed my breasts,
then twisted and pinched my nipples.

His fingers
stroked at my clit as he mouthed my nipples, and I knew paradise
was fast approaching. He roused me to the edge of a fiery climax,
then halted as a series of men climbed onto the pedestal, came up
behind me, and sodomized me.

My body
shuddered to the force of their thrusts as he stood before me, and
I was lost in his eyes as the men used me thoroughly, my body still
wrapped in a sexual cloud as his fingers occasionally stroked my
clitoris or pinched my nipples.

“Do you want
my cock, little slut?” he whispered, cupping my face in his
hands.

“Yes, master,”
I panted.

“Soon, but not
yet.”

He released my
chin, and my head fell as he moved around behind me to gather up
another whip. This was one I had not yet tasted, and it was the
harshest of them all. It was a long whip, as thick as his thumb,
and when it cracked across my back the explosion of pain tore a
scream of agony from my throat and threw my head back in frantic
desperation.

The blow left
a long, diagonal welt across the length of my back, and it throbbed
and burned even as the next blow sent the long whip wrapping around
my waist to leave a ring of fire burning into my flesh.

The pain was
much more intense than anything I had ever experienced, and I was
stunned by the ferocity of it. The next blow sliced into my
buttocks, hurling my hips forward as I screamed in pain, head
thrown back as I sobbed brokenly.

Another blow
followed, and another, and another. The whip began to curl around
my ribs as the lighter flog had, and now began to bite deeply into
the soft flesh of my breasts. I thrashed and screamed, and now
began to beg, forgetting the order to not speak.

My mouth was
immediately stuffed with a large penis gag, and the whipping
continued. The whip curled down across my hips now, biting into my
bare sex, snapping and slicing into the swollen flesh of my labia
and mons as I twisted and shrieked into the gag.

Thick welts
curled and twisted and twined around my body as I hung, dazed,
bleeding, sweating, drooling around the gag, and barely conscious.
Pain burned me, my flesh feeling as though it was afire.

They
unshackled me, lowering me gently to my hands and knees, where I
knelt, trembling, shaking and fighting gasping for breath. Pierre
stood across the room and smiled. “Come to me, petit chienne,” he
ordered. “Crawl to me.”

Then I saw the
others, the watchers, men and women, a dozen or more, form a double
line along the path I must take, each clutching a flog as they
smiled at me. I whimpered and tried to control my breathing, tried
to fight through the pain.

And then I
began to crawl, my body aching in every pore. I sped up, or tried
to, as I passed the first of them, gasping as the flog fell upon my
back. I crawled forward, yelping as the one across from him brought
his flog down swiftly across my back, the first one striking my
buttocks with his second blow.

I crawled
forward, sobbing, blow after blow lashing my back and buttocks, the
long flogs curling down to bite at the sides of my breasts as I
crawled. Then a foot pushed against my side, tumbling me onto my
back, and a half dozen flogs lashed my body at the same time,
whipping down between my legs, against my belly and breasts,
against my thighs and shoulders as I sobbed and writhed and twisted
around onto my belly.

I forced
myself back onto my hands and knees as the blows landed too quickly
to count, so that it seemed as if the leather laces were raining
down upon me. I forced myself forward through the double row of
them to the end, to Pierre. I collapsed at his feet, sobbing,
grasping his ankle, licking frantically at his shoe.

“Turn around
and place yourself in position to be mounted,” he ordered.

I forced my
tortured flesh to obey, coming to hands and knees again, raising my
rump, spreading my legs, and lowering my shoulders. He fell behind
me, and I gasped and moaned as his fingers caressed my wounded
buttocks, then slid down to my aching, swollen, beaten pussy. Yet
when his finger stroked across my clit I felt a hot, terrible surge
of pleasure.

Then he thrust
himself into me. Into my hot, spasming pussy. I shuddered and drove
myself back against him, heedless of the pain, of those looking on,
caring only about the hard, thick cock inside me as he began to
ride me hard and fast.

He gripped my
hips, my shoulders, my hair, yanking me back against him as his
cock plunged deep into my aching pussy, and when I came I screamed
in pleasure and satisfaction, in victory and release, and my
spasming, sucking pussy drew him into the orgasm so that his seed
pumped into me in deep, fat gushing spurts.
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Pierre never
again called me anything other than Putain. In fact, he had it
branded into the back of my neck. And I never called him anything
but Maître. At his numerous parties, I was always the centre of
attention.

Whatever I
wore, when I wore anything, it was designed to show off my body in
a way which was erotic, but not gauche. Sometimes I would be
required to pleasure him or his guests during the party, or be
punished by him and them for their pleasure or entertainment.

When we
weren’t entertaining, I remained nude at all times, often bound,
sometimes caged. Pierre had a high sex drive, and used me
thoroughly. I lived life in an erotic haze of hedonistic
pleasure.

We returned to
the castle several times, where my responses were further trained,
where the border between pleasure and pain was gradually scuffed
away until I could hardly tell the difference.

One day I was
at the castle, working as the server once more. My outfit was
similar to what it had been, save for the alteration which made the
straps frame my pudenda rather than cut into it. This allowed for a
dildo to be thrust up deep inside me, a dildo attached to a long
pipe which descended to my ankles.

There it was
attached to an ankle spreader attached to my leg shackles. This
meant I had to walk very awkwardly, and that as I moved, the dildo
twisted and turned inside me, grinding against the deepest part of
my pussy, and sawing away at my sensitive pussy lips.

Pierre was
there, drinking – with a woman. She was a cool beauty of perhaps
thirty five, with long dark hair an aristocratic bearing. She was
full breasted, full bodied, and haughty, sneering at me as I waited
on Pierre’s table, finger my clit with contempt, pinching it to
give me pain, stroking it to give me pleasure, and calling me
“petit animal”.

Later, in bed,
I licked her to the edge of orgasm, then drew back so that Pierre
could settle upon her, thrust himself deep, and ride her to
ecstasy. I did this again and again, until my tongue was too
exhausted to continue. She beat me, then, as Pierre looked on,
smiling. Then I was taken away as they continued.

Pierre left,
but I did not, though I had been supposed to. Instead I stayed on,
and was further trained in the art of giving pleasure to women. My
tongue was pierced, and I spent days with weights hanging from it,
or standing on my toes with my tongue hooked above me. This
continued after I returned home to discover the woman had moved in
with Pierre. I was to call her Maîtresse, and come to hate her.

She and Pierre
slept arm in arm in the great bed in his bedroom while I spent the
night – at first – in a cage, with my tongue pulled half out of my
head, and latter, as my tongue became sufficiently long and deft
for her satisfaction, on the floor next to their bed.

She used
enormous dildos on me, telling me as she did that she would stretch
out my pussy so that Pierre would no longer be interested in
fucking me. She would also chain me in place before mechanized
dildos, hard, studded cocks on long piston arms which thrust
incessantly into my body to drive me to pain-filled orgasm after
orgasm.

Each day
started with me rousing them, climbing into bed to place my mouth
over her sex and lick her to orgasm before shifting to Pierre. As
with her, so with him. I would suck him into hard, steely hunger
before crawling away and letting her slide her pussy atop his
throbbing shaft.

I would go and
prepare breakfast for them, then kneel beside the table as they ate
and talked. My own food would be whatever was left over from
previous meals, dropped into a bowl on the floor in the corner to
be eaten like the animal she always termed me.

Then I would
help Pierre shower, using my body as a sponge, soaping up my front,
and especially my breasts, rubbing them against him front and back
while using my soapy hands all over his hands and arms. I would
kneel and take his feet into my chest, rubbing them with my soapy
breasts, then rinse him off, blow dry his hair, and help him
dress.

After that, I
would do the same for le Maîtresse. I would then wash the dishes,
scrub the kitchen sink and floor, scrub the showers – both of them
they had used, and set about my days chores with the fat butt-plug
and dildo she would stuff into my body. Usually she would beat me
at least once or twice, for some usually imagined fault. Then I
would prepare dinner and serve she and Pierre as he returned
home.

Then there
would be more chores, more toilet service, more cleaning, followed
by preparing her pussy for Pierre by licking and caressing it until
she was on the point of orgasm. I would then lay down on the floor
as Pierre fucked her to orgasm.

Why did I
stay? Because I loved Pierre, and could not imagine being away from
him. He rarely talked to me or showed affection, and only fucked me
when she was not available, but I lived for those times.

And then, one
day, my cage was packed into a crate as I lay within, and taken
away. I had thought I was going to the castle, but when the crate
was opened I found a familiar face. It was Luc, Pierre’s friend.
Pierre had tired of me, he said, and gifted me to him. I cried
constantly, at first, though he beat me severely for it. But I came
to love Luc, and he showed me much more attention than Pierre had
at the end.

But I never
stopped loving Pierre.

I lived with
Luc for two years, until he found a girlfriend. She liked me no
more than Pierre’s woman had, and though she was quite intrigued
with beating me at first, and I pleased her greatly with my tongue,
she eventually demanded Luc get rid of me.

And so I was
crated and shipped off again, this time to a stranger, an older man
named Georges. Georges was a pig. He was crude, mean-spirited, and
treated me very poorly. I spent almost all my time with him in a
cage, and he determined to “breed” a slave from me.

I gave birth
to a daughter inside the cage, and he was smugly content, promising
me she would be raised in the cage, and never know the touch of
clothing on her body, that she would be a slave from birth and as
such would be far superior to me.

For the first
year, it made little difference that she lived in a cage. Georges
named her “Slave,” and spoke of how lovely she would be when she
became older.

I decided, at
this point, however, that I was over my infatuation with Pierre,
and had no further desire either to live with Georges, or to raise
my daughter as his slave. One night I snuck away, with enough money
to purchase a ticket back to America. I was quite skilled at
pleasing men ,by then, and was able to make use of that skill to
considerable profit.

I renamed my
daughter Justine – after the girl in de Sade’s famous book, and hid
nothing about my past or present from her. When she became old
enough I taught her my skills, and introduced her to some of my
clients – those who had become generous favourites of mine.

Justine threw
herself into sexual submissiveness with a passion greater than even
I had ever felt, and I knew very soon that she would become a pain
slut like none other I had known.

I took her to
Paris, then, to the Castle, and felt proud when, after testing her,
she was accepted for the most intense training, more even than I
could have endured. Afterwards, she accepted a position, a very
well-paying position, in a harem in the middle east. It was only
for one year, and the money went to me. I returned to New York,
missing her, but pleased at the progress of my daughter’s life,
knowing she would learn much as a slave.

Besides, I had
three more daughters by now, and many men eager for the skills of
submissive women.

And after all,
I was not the young innocent I had once been. Love was fleeting,
but money was something which could be held and used forever.

Pierre had
shown me that.

 


End

 


*

Have praise,
suggestions, questions or complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic
stories & novels by JJ Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy
blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very
black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about
to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I
came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set
the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he
taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky thought
it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents
at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad
decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a
lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the
butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to
submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a
spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things
at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a
muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting
him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is
schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd
Girls

Paige is a
tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts
student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she
lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude
photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky
intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them,
Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their
mercy!

 


Owned by My
Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father
the cop was so... commanding, in his uniform! I was fascinated with
his handcuffs, and he was fascinated by me! Letting him boss me
around seemed natural – and hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky
nature of what we did was scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her
older brother as his, and moved me into his house, so his whole
family could own me!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new boss
was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was
obnoxious and arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable
to resist her own body each time he forced himself upon her. His
skillful fingers and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he
wanted more submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly,
to crawl before him and his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a foggy
London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the
middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as
she strips naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So
begins her introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of
enslavement, of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's
Girl

A blonde girl
has no business getting involved with a Black man in rural Georgia.
A blonde girl who's a deputy sheriff especially has no business
getting involved with a Black ex-con with a violent temper and a
hate on for white people. But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's
gripped by a feverish need. However violently he treats her,
however he shames and abuses her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's difficult
to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like
to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and
told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I
just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and
arrogant man who seems do do nothing but work and drink and growl
at people. But when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur
she finds out his domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the
car! And as she melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the
dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by
Mister Trask

When Melody
Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it
was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until
the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was
breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon
he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her
to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound
Beauty

Sierra is
lured into nude photography by her aunt, whose erotic photographs
hang in art galleries. But as her aunt discovers her weakness for
bondage and submission, Sierra is lured into more and more graphic
and lurid pictures. With the aid of her handsome black assistant,
her aunt turns the incredibly responsive young woman into an
unknowing star of bondage videos watched around the world.

 


The Mirror
Box

FBI agent
Rachel Corey and her female prisoner wake to find themselves
captives in a large mirrored box, nude. Day after day, cool,
synthetic voices gave them orders, and images appeared on computer
screens ordering them how to position their bodies, how to obey and
display, and then to perform sexual services. But their captors
have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI itself conditioning
them
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