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A single picture changed my life. It was a
picture I saw on the internet. I was younger and a lot more
innocent, then, and taken aback by it. The more I looked and
discerned the intent of the object in the woman's mouth, however,
the more outrageous it seemed. The more outrageous it seemed the
more provocatively sexual it felt to me.

It was a picture of an attractive, even
beautiful woman with a ball gag in her mouth.

Now I was, at the time, a real chatterbox. I
loved to talk and gossip, and I admit I was more excitable at the
time, and my voice reflected that. The guys I knew joked about
that, about my fixation with talking on the phone, and how cliche'd
that was for a girl. Which was okay with me. I was a girl,
after all.

But the thought of gagging a woman, making
her incapable of speaking at all, struck me as shockingly
outrageous. Doing so with the ball gag, which filled her mouth and
forced her jaws apart, then held them in place, with the thin strap
going across her cheeks and locking behind, well, the more I looked
at it the more outrageous it seemed.

It left me breathless. It was removing a
person's ability to speak, to communicate. In effect, it was
rendering them into something other than a human being! And if she
was less than a human being, then what was she? Well, given the
further pictures I explored of women with ball-gags, she was a
sexual object for the use and abuse of others.

That made something squirm deep within the
back of my mind. Maybe it was because I, like many other girls, was
bound up in the very unfair societal rules of gender which forbid
girls from exploring and enjoying their hormonally induced
excitement in the same way boys could.

And yet, if one was a prisoner, a sex slave,
one was almost removed from the rules. One was no longer quite
human, but instead, property, to be ordered about and controlled by
others. Such a girl had no fear of violating rules for the rules
did not apply to her. Anything she did was done at another's
orders, and she had no ability to refuse. Thus she would have no
guilt or shame.

That was a powerfully exciting idea! Imagine
being able to have wild and even perverted sex with anyone, and yet
be subject to no guilt or shame, nor fear of damage to reputation.
An animal was an animal, after all, and such a girl was a sexual
animal. One did not hold animals to the same moral standards as
humans.

Of course, the ball-gag, while symbolic, did
not exist alone, but within a universe of such behavior, of other
articles of sexual bondage and submission, and looking at women
wearing such things caused my insides to flutter and my lower belly
to thrum with energy and heat.

And so imagining myself as such a creature
became the focal point of my sexual fantasies, employed often when
I masturbated, so that over time such thoughts became accompanied
in my mind by pleasure and sexual heat.

They were not, however, fantasies I could in
any way safely explore in real life. Not really, not at first. I
was just an ordinary girl, and the people I knew were quite
ordinary, as well. If any of my girlfriends had similar sexual
fantasies, she, like me, kept them to herself.

As to boys, well, I had no doubt I could
induce cooperation from any boy I chose. All I had to do was worry
about what stories they would tell afterward. Not to mention what
they might do when I was bound and helpless. Take pictures,
perhaps? To show their friends? The idea was far too fraught with
danger to my reputation.

So I explored sex in a perfectly normal
manner, just like other girls, and lost my virginity in a perfectly
normal, drunken encounter with a guy, didn't particularly like it
(also perfectly normal). I then explored it further in a series of
admittedly intimidating, scary, anxious, embarrassing, and mostly
not very pleasurable 'romantic' encounters in the years which
followed – all of them quite conventional.

I carefully trod the well-worn and careful
path between being considered prudish and being considered
sluttish. Thus I got through high school and college without
incurring any shocking blows to my reputation.

I have a degree in Computer Assisted Design
and got a job right out of college which paid decently, and then
rented my own apartment. The apartment was my first home that was
all mine. I had no roommates, and no family who might poke their
noses into things when I was away. It was two bedrooms, and quiet,
with lots of closets and storage space and big windows.

And it was there that I made my first
purchase of sexually oriented material. I bought a ball-gag, and a
pair of leather restraints. After they arrived, even before I
opened the package, I could feel my heart beating faster, and a
thrill of excitement through my body.

I stared at the ball gag with wide eyes,
then licked my lips, opened my jaw wide, and then pushed it slowly
into my mouth. It was too wide, but it was malleable to some
extent, so I squeezed it down to get it through my teeth and it
expanded once within my mouth.

It felt like an incredibly erotic experience
just sliding it into my mouth! It pressed down along my tongue as
it slid in, and then pressed up against the roof of my mouth, as
well. I eased it snugly inside, and then drew the straps back
behind my head to fasten.

I felt incredibly excited! My fingers were
trembling as I hurried to look at myself in the bathroom
mirror!

Then, of course, I had to strip naked and
put on the leather restraints. I stood before the full length
mirror in my bedroom and stared at myself, imagining I was a sex
slave, that I was to be held like this, seen like this, used like
this.

I raised my arms high above my head, looking
sad, looking helpless, looking like I was a victim, pushing my
chest out, imagining some man was there about to touch me, to taunt
me, to make use of my body!

God, I felt hot!

I felt like a sexual creature! I felt so
sexy, so exotic and erotic! My body seemed like it was made for sex
and passion, and I felt my nipples tingling with the desire to be
touched!

I'm afraid I quite fell in love with the
fantasy. Yet it was harmless, and exciting, and so I bought more
nasty little objects on the internet. They didn't cost very much,
after all. The thigh high stiletto boots were probably the most
expensive, and they were only about a hundred dollars.

My fantasies continued to be expanded by
looking at pictures and videos and reading stories on the internet.
Such ideas! So kinky and wicked! So thrilling to imagine myself
doing such things!

And it was in giving in to such fantasies
where I felt the most excitement. I would try to replicate what I
saw on the internet, to make myself look like the women I saw
there, to be just as sexy, just as seductive, just as helpless and
sensual.

And to remember some of those events, I took
pictures of myself.

Oh, I was very careful. I used a camera, not
a phone, and I made sure to delete all but one copy of such
pictures after I had enjoyed staring at them on my computer screen
(and often masturbating while doing so). That one copy I kept on a
thumbnail drive which I hid very carefully so that no one would
find it.

It was in early May that I came across some
pictures which highly excited me. They weren't of a real girl at
all. They were drawings, but very life-like drawings which one had
to stare at quite carefully to realize were of no real girl.

But the girl in the pictures had a ball gag
in her mouth, and was posed in a number of outrageous ways, all
tightly bound for the interest of the viewer. She wore nothing but
a pair of high heels, white, stilettos, along with long white
stockings and matching gloves which went well past her elbows.

The ball gag itself was white, with a black
strap, and her hair was pulled tightly back from her forehead and
bound somehow behind her head. She was tied with white rope, and I
had by then, obtained some black bondage rope so knew where to get
more of the proper color.

There were several pictures which I
attempted to copy, but the one which excited me the most, was of
the girl wearing a bondage collar and with the gag in place and
hair pulled back, bound with white rope below a horizontal
pole.

I had no pole in my apartment but did have a
radiator which would do. Wearing long white stockings and white
stiletto shoes, as well, I knelt on the floor and leaned over with
my forehead helping to keep me propped up against a chair.

The girl in the drawing had enormous breasts
(of course) and huge nipples. I was not as generously endowed,
though I am somewhat larger than average given the otherwise
slender nature of my body. Thus as I leaned over my breasts hung
down below me nicely, and having prepared the rope I drew it up
around them.

I had doubled up the soft, thin bondage rope
as I had observed in the picture, and then carefully looped the
rope twice. I now drew those loops up around my breasts, raising
them as high as possible so they would go against the base of my
ribs as I began to carefully pull on the ends to tighten the
loops.

I kept inching them back to ensure they
stayed against my ribs as I pulled the loops tighter. I did not
want them too tight, of course, but did want them to achieve the
same sort of tautness of flesh which I had seen in the pictures,
and I succeeded.

My breasts felt fuller and fuller and the
flesh squeezed out below the loops to make my nipples tingle and my
flesh go taut and round as I drew the ropes up and back behind my
back and awkwardly tied them there.

Raising myself upright was an experience! My
breasts thrust out before me hard and taut, and kind of sticking
out to the sides a little, rather then straight ahead. My nipples
were incredibly hard! Flicking them with my fingers made me
gasp!

Now I sat down with my back against the
radiator and, with more white rope, I carefully wrapped it several
times around each ankles. I did not tie them together, however.

I should probably add at this point I am a
lithe, physically fit girl. I swim and play floor hockey and
baseball. I also exercise, using gym equipment at my company. So
what I was able to do next, though difficult, was not all that
difficult, if you take my meaning.

I took the loose ends of the ropes around my
ankles and then raised my legs up and back as far as I could. This
involved slumping down somewhat but I was able to get the ropes
over the top of the pipe leading into the radiator and then drew
them down the other side.

Once that was done it was relatively easy to
simply pull on the ropes to draw my ankles up and back even more.
In due course, I had my ankles up and back behind my head, though I
had slumped down somewhat on the floor by then. I was able to get
my arms through my legs so that the insides of my elbows were
pressing down against my inner thighs.

I was now, in effect, laying on my back, but
with the way my ankles were being lifted up and back behind me,
they were helping to raise up my shoulders and head. In fact, my
shoulders were now resting against the calves of my legs.

As you can imagine, that left my lower body
obscenely displayed. In imitation of the girls I had seen in
pictures and videos I was shaved and waxed completely bare, which
made me even more nakedly visible to anyone who might be
watching.

I had already prepared two matching sex
toys. The first, a long realistic looking dildo, I oiled up and
slowly worked into my bottom. I got it about two thirds in before
stopping and turning to the other. The other looked almost the
same. It too had a small round, metallic base with a round cap.

The second one was a vibrator, however, with
a small round stem extending up near the base and which would press
against my clitoris. I worked this one deep into my pussy, then
returned my attention to the other, working that deeper into my
bottom.

It took some doing, for they were long and
thick, but by the time my insides were aching from the pressure I
had only about two inches remaining outside my body.

Breathing heavily, I picked up the ball-gag.
It was one I had carefully selected. It was malleable, but not
very. That is to say, it could be squeezed down in order to slide
it through my lips, but it was harder and more resilient than
most.

Pushing it into my mouth was an erotic
experience! I opened my jaws as wide as I could, holding the ball
from the top and bottom, and squeezed my fingers in as I pressed
forward. I pressed in just enough to narrow the ball, so that it
would slowly slide through my gaping jaws, pressing heavily against
my teeth as it did so.

It instantly widened past them, sliding
firmly across both my tongue and the roof of my mouth in a
delicious slick way which made it seem as if my mouth was being
utterly violated by an enormous cock! I moaned around it as I slid
it deeper and deeper, until it lodged firmly and fully within my
mouth.

My teeth were resting firmly against the far
edge of the ball, both top and bottom, so that while it was almost
fully within my mouth my jaw was unable to close. Plus, of course,
it pressed firmly against the roof of my mouth. My mouth was –
full, it was stuffed! I moaned excitedly around the gag as I drew
the strap back behind my head and buckled it.

I was now posed much as the picture I had
seen, save for my arms.

First, I turned on the vibrator. I was
already extremely aroused, my insides pulsing with energy. The
vibrator immediately heightened that sense of sexual excitement. I
then turned to the remote control of the camera which I had
pre-positioned on its small tripod. I set it to take snaps every
ten seconds, then drew my arms back across my legs.

The backs of my knees were now actually
pushing up into my underarms as I thrust my hands beneath me and
wedged them into the rope which was around my chest. Then I stared
at the camera, my breaths moaning in and out through the ball gag,
the vibrator buzzing against my clitoris.

Snap... Snap... Snap...

Every ten seconds the machine took a
picture, and I shifted my head a little. My breasts throbbed
wildly! With the position I was in and the ropes around the base
they were obscenely swollen out! My inner thighs, just below the
buttocks, were actually pressing against the undersides of my hot,
swollen breasts!

Snap... Snap... Snap...

The back of my head pressed back into my
ankles and the back of my shoes, and I felt my belly muscles
spasming as my hips sought to drive me up against the thick dildo
already mostly buried inside me.

Snap... Snap... Snap...

My hips began to jerk convulsively as the
heat rose and the pressure of sexual arousal became more and more
intense.

Snap... Snap... Snap...

My orgasm was just around the corner when
the pressure became too intense! I jerked my arms out from under
me, grasped at the dildo in my bottom, and began to thrust it in
and out! At the same time I grasped the other, and ground and
twisted it from side to side so that the stem vibrating against my
clitoris ground back and forth across it.

An explosive release sent my head jerking
back against my ankles again and again!

Snap... Snap... Snap...

God, it was so good! The orgasm was
incredibly intense, and I cried out again and again, released to do
so by the gag, knowing that no one could hear, even in the next
apartment, as I trembled and shook through the blinding roar of
pleasure and power which swept through me.

Snap... Snap... Snap...

Afterward, I examined the series of pictures
on my computer, using the large, thirty inch monitor I used for my
work when I worked at home. I was so aroused at viewing myself I
had to masturbate, and did so quickly, almost violently.

I looked so hot! So helpless! So sexy! So
sexual!

I hadn't planned on pictures of me during an
orgasm, but those were especially wild. I picked out the best
pictures, saved them to the thumbnail drive on which I kept such
material, and then deleted them both from my computer and the
camera.

*

“... so I think we need to bear in mind a
more conventional reaction in lieu of likely public response,” Amy
said, pointing at the diagram on the screen which showed how
unhappy people were with certain themes.

“Thank you, Amy,” Doug said. “I think we all
need to learn from this to rein in some of our more esoteric
notions when it comes to design, at least when dealing with
mainstream products” he said.

I made a face but couldn't really argue. And
at least it hadn't been my vacuum cleaner design which had caused
such a fuss. I was too new to be more than an assistant on that
sort of thing. Mainly I did technical drawings, so far. But reining
in our imaginations to pander to stupid people didn't strike me as
a good idea.

Again, I was too new to say it, though.

The Leading Edge was a very trendy and
fashionable place to work. It had a great reputation for cool new
design ideas and presentations. So what if now and then some old
soccer moms got upset because a vacuum cleaner looked too
futuristic?

Most of us were pretty young, of course. It
was that kind of industry. And to be honest, we were a fairly
trendy bunch ourselves, and those of us arrayed around the
boardroom table reflected that. Doug, with his spiky hair, Su-an,
with her interesting array of six pony tails, Jessica with hair so
short it was almost shaved (very butch lesbian), and Ethan, with
his multiple facial piercings were just the most obvious.

I was a lot more restrained. I was wearing
smart gray slacks and a matching jacket over a white collarless
silk shirt with the cuffs folded back over the sleeves of the
blazer. I wore a thick banded gold watch on my wrist, and a thick,
braided gold necklace dangling from my neck.

I wear frameless glasses because I am
nearsighted, don't want the hassle of contacts, and because they
keep my hair out of my face. I had longish chestnut hair which I
part in the middle, and the glasses help to hold it out of my
eyes.

It was a calculated professional look which
also looked attractive in what I hoped was a sexy but non-sexual
way. Of course, it was meant to look anything but calculated. No
doubt the men thought it was just casual chic, but I knew the women
wouldn't be fooled.

I looked absolutely nothing like I had the
other day. I was a serious, studious, professional person today. It
did occur to me that if those around the table with me had even a
hint about what I'd looked like twenty four hours earlier they'd
have been totally shocked. That was slightly amusing, and slightly
daunting.

I was a pervert!

I wondered if any of them did anything wild
when not at work? Were any of them kinky? Perverted? My eyes slid
to Jessica and her very short hair. She would neither confirm nor
deny that she was gay. She looked gay, and she often acted like she
was kind of butch or at least a tomboy. But then she'd confuse the
issue by flirting with some guy.

Of course, she'd also flirted with me, but
she'd done that in front of Patrick, probably just to get a rise
out of him. He was an intern, still a teenager, and as easy to turn
on as a light switch.

I, on the other hand, am already twenty,
practically twenty one! I'm no adolescent, no pathetic teenager!
I'm an adult! And anyway, girls don't get turned on as easily as
guys do.

I have to admit, though, that Jessie is
pretty good at flirting, and doing it in a way which skirted the
edges of what you can get away with at work. I mean, it was all in
the tone of voice, the look on her face, the way her tongue slid
along her lower lip while she did something like lightly brush
aside a tendril of hair dangling across my cheek.

But then, she was practically thirty! That
was ancient!

She was dressed in a long eggshell white
hoody with what looked like dark gray yoga pants underneath. It was
pretty casual, but then, she'd been working here for years, not
five months like me. She didn't have to try to impress anyone with
her professionalism and abilities. She'd already passed that bar
years ago.

“Already, let's break. Remember, Olaf's
going away party is at Zen's at twelve sharp,” Doug said.

I went back to my desk to check my emails.
We have open concept office without cubicles, and our desks are
very modern, able to rise hydraulically just like an office chair,
so we could work standing up, or sitting down, depending on how we
felt.

There was a single locked drawer, since the
theory was the fewer drawers, the less clutter and junk we'd
accumulate. I put my purse in mine, and took it out as I joined the
rest for lunch. Zen's was a stylish restaurant, and Olaf was a
Russian guy going back to work in Uzbekistan, of all places, where
he wanted to build Russian language aps.

There were twenty nine of us together, and
away from the office things were a little more raucous. The
going-away lunch was fun, and everyone seemed to have a good time.
I took a lot of pictures, barely thinking about the ones I'd taken
just the other day with the same camera.

Once back at the office I plugged the camera
into my computer, downloaded the pictures, then sent the better
ones around to everyone. Then I got back to work, which involved
another long meeting, this time on the various potential designs
for a new computer.

You wouldn't believe how much thought goes
into some of these things. And I'm not speaking about what the
computer an actually do. I'm speaking about what the box will look
like on the outside!

By the time I got out there was just enough
time to grab my purse and head home. And I certainly never spared a
thought for the camera, which I stuffed into my purse as I headed
out the door. It never occurred to me that anyone might have messed
with it, and probably wouldn't have concerned me if they had. After
all, it had nothing on it but the lunch pictures.

It was Friday evening when I found out
differently.

That was when I flopped down on the sofa at
home, after my shower and dinner were over, turned on the TV, then
pulled over my IPAD to check emails and Facebook.

The first email was provocatively titled.
Would you believe what Hannah does when she's not at
work?

I thought this was spam, since I didn't
recognize the address, but it opened in the preview panel, and the
text sent a jolt through my body: Hint, she likes to tie herself
up, it said.

Coincidence!? There was a link to clink on,
and normally I would never click on a strange link. But this time I
couldn't resist, and literally cried out as the picture which
greeted me was one of the ones I'd taken two days earlier!

I was utterly appalled! I was horrified! I
was panicking! How! How was it possible!? Who!?

There were more pictures, some from that
session, some from weeks earlier. In all of them, I was obscenely
displayed, and my face was painfully clear and crisp and often
filled with heat and passion!

The blood literally drained from my face!
I'm surprised I didn't faint!

Dear Hannah, the email said, I
thought there was something about you, and now I know I was right.
You kinky slut! But don't worry. No one else needs to know about
your kinky secret fantasy life. All you have to do is obey every
single thing I say, to the letter.

My hand was over my wide open mouth, my eyes
bulging as I read. I don't think I had breathed since clicking on
the link, so I gulped in a deep, shuddering breath of air. The link
not only had those pictures, it also had email addresses for
everyone at work! It looked like they had been cut and pasted from
the company phone list, so clearly this was someone from work!

I want you to recreate this scene, it
said. I want you to do it tonight at seven sharp. And I want you
to leave the door to your apartment unlocked. Do this – or
else!

My stomach was churning so wildly I was
almost sick! What was I going to do!? What could I do!? Who could I
call for help with this!? No one! I couldn't tell anyone about
this! I'd have to show them the pictures! Oh! My! God!

What was I going to do!?

It was already almost six! I paced wildly
back and forth, hyperventilating until I was almost faint. What was
I going to do!? I kept staring at the door, and staring at the
picture, and staring at the door!

There was nothing I could do but... obey the
orders on the computer!
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Unable to think of any alternative, I got
undressed, hands shaking as I donned the leather wrist and ankle
restraints, put the ball-gag into my mouth, then drew my hair back
into a long, loose braid.

The image the person who had sent the
pictures wanted me to do was one I had done before, so I had all
the equipment. But it was harder getting things set up since my
fingers kept trembling. The mere thought of setting myself up this
way and having someone walk in and see me was horrifying!

But the idea they would send those pictures
to everyone at work, maybe even put them on the internet, was even
more horrifying! I cursed myself for seventeen kinds of an idiot
for not thinking at all about what might be left behind on the
camera after deleting the pictures! I knew very well how such
things worked with computers, after all!

My reputation meant so much to me! I was
willing to sacrifice a lot in order to try to preserve it, even if
it meant, well... even if it meant some man doing nasty things to
me!

But this would be mortifying any way it
played out. The scene not only required I be naked, but that I be
bound in a position which was not all that much less graphic than
the other one.

To start with, I had to tie the ropes around
my breasts again. This time, instead of feeding the rope around my
chest, I had to tie in such a way that the remaining rope hung down
between my breasts.

Then there was the hook, or as I thought of
it, an umbrella handle. It was very much like the handle of an
umbrella, with a ring on the long side. The short side slipped into
my bottom, to hook up under my tailbone.

First I had to put on the stiletto heels,
then insert the gag, then don the wrist and ankle restraints. None
of that was any effort. I laid out the ropes, black this time, on
the floor, tying them to hooks I had set up already.

With that done I hung a three foot long pole
from a rope overhead, attached to a hook in the ceiling. The pole
had rings on either end to which I could fasten my wrist
restraints. With this done I attached a second rope to another hook
a couple of feet further back on the ceiling. Then I attached
another rope to a third hook in the ceiling, this one a few feet
further forward.

All of these hooks held flower pots
normally, by the way. I put them in to let me play more interesting
games, but also allow me to disguise my little 'hobby'.

With everything set up I went to the door. I
was naked, save for the stiletto heels, the collar, and the
restraints. My breasts were taut and hard as I moved, my nipples
tingling despite, I assure you, a complete lack of arousal.

I unlocked the door, then moved back into
the front room. First I bent and tied the ropes on the floor to my
ankle restraints, which would hold my feet apart. I straightened,
then reached for the third ceiling rope, the one behind me. I
shuddered a little as I picked up the 'umbrella handle' which was
metal, and slid it into my bottom up under my tailbone.

I twisted half around, holding it in place,
then gripped the third rope and tied it to the ring at the end of
the umbrella handle thing, then pulled until my bottom was pushed
back a little. I then tied off the rope and turned forward.

I next reached for the first rope in line
and fed it down towards my breasts, and the rope which dangled
between them. I tied these two ropes together so that my breasts
were pulled up and forward a little.

With that done, I reached up towards the
pole hanging above my head. The pole had a ring on both sides, with
a small, sliding closure. I slid the ring in my left wrist
restraint over the hook on the left, then slid the closure over to
keep it there. That left only my right arm free, and I strained up
to slip the ring over the other hook.

I could not, of course, close the hook's
top, nor had I ever wanted to. After all, if I did that I wouldn't
be able to get myself free.

I was now positioned as in the picture,
standing with my feet apart, my arms apart above me, my bottom
pushed back and my swollen chest pushed forward.

Although I wasn't yet twenty one I wondered
if it were possible my pounding heart could actually cause me to
have a heart attack. I wondered what people would say if I was
found like this!

I stared at the clock on the wall, dreading
the sound or sight of someone entering my apartment, pulse racing
wildly.

And then the door opened! If my heart had
any flaws, that would have been the moment for it to give in! I
froze, shocked, cringing, my face suddenly burning hot as the
figure came in and closed the door behind him!

He was tall and slender, and wore a long
jacket and a balaclava. He locked the door, then came over to me,
and I, of course, immediately dropped my eyes, too horribly
humiliated to look at him!

He moved behind me, then reached up above me
and as I jerked my head back, I saw him sliding the closure over
the ring which was now locked in place, preventing me from pulling
my right wrist free! I was now actually completely helpless, no
matter what he did!

“My, my, my, what a pretty picture.”

I gasped, recognizing the voice, my head
jerking up as he came around in front of me and jerked the
balaclava off. It was Jessica - Jessie, grinning, smirking as she
looked me up and down!

My eyes dropped again, horribly embarrassed,
humiliated. My mind and stomach both churned wildly. I was slightly
relieved it was her, that is, someone I knew somewhat, and that it
wasn't a man. On the other hand, I was still completely at her
mercy, and that included her ability to show the pictures around at
work!

“I have to say how fascinating it is to see
a girl like you who seems to ordinary, so sweet, so proper at work,
and then find out she's a hot little bondage slut,” Jessie said in
amusement.

“I mean, I don't hide what I am, though I
don't think it's anyone's business, but you, you put on such a show
of vanilla, of being so normal, and this is what you're
hiding.”

I yelped into the gag, jerking my eyes up as
she reached out and caught my nipples between her thumbs and
forefingers.

“I have to say I'm impressed with these
breasts,” she said. “You certainly don't look this big in the
clothes you wear at work. Granted, you've got ropes around them,
but I certainly couldn't make mine stick out so nicely.”

Jessica wasn't flat chested, exactly, but
she wasn't very big.

She rolled my nipples in her fingers, then
pinched them and tugged them out, causing me to cry out again as
they burned hotly.

“I noticed you the first day you arrived at
work, of course,” she said, easing up on the pinching, but still
rolling and stroking them. “Hot, very, very hot, was what I was
thinking, but clearly straight.”

She released my nipples then moved around
behind me. I gasped as her warm hand slid up and down my bare back,
then down my spine to caress my buttocks. I blushed hotly as her
fingers circled the metal 'umbrella handle' stuffed up into my
bottom and heard her chuckle.

“Now some straight girls aren't opposed to a
little experimentation with a lesbian,” she said, “but you looked
so completely straight that I didn't think there was any chance of
that.”

She moved around in front of me and her
hands caressed the firm flesh of my breasts now.

“But there was also something about you,
something that seemed wrong with that picture, as if there were
secret undercurrents there, and I have to admit over the months
I've had a lot of fantasies about you, and about what you might
like and might be into.”

This was all news to me! I felt a sense of
amazement amid my humiliation.

She slid in beside me, and her fingers
combed gently through my long hair, then tightened, and jerked my
head sharply up and back, causing me to cry out again.

“A little wannabe submissive,” she said,
“was definitely not what I had considered likely.”

She leaned in and licked slowly up along the
exposed side of my throat. Then, chuckling softly, she released my
hair and stepped back. She glanced around and then wandered around
the apartment.

“Nice place,” she said.

She disappeared into my bedroom for a while,
and I stood there anxiously watching the door, wondering what she
was doing, what she was finding. Of course, all the stuff I had
bought over the last six months was in there, and not exactly
hidden. It was in a drawer in my dresser.

She came out, humming to herself, holding
one of my bondage ropes. She took it to the kitchen, though, and
then began to unravel the first few feet, so that instead of one
thumb-wide rope she had several much thinner cords.

She grinned at me as she looked up at the
ceiling, then, using the same chair I had earlier, she stood up and
passed a rope through the same hook as the rope tied to my breasts.
She came back down, holding the cords, and then tied loops in two
of them before sliding them around my stiff nipples.

I cried out as she pulled them tight. My
nipples burned horribly! I danced on my feet, or rather, shuffled
awkwardly, moaning in pain as she drew the cords up taut and tied
them off.

Then she took out a scarf she'd gotten form
my bedroom and tied it around my eyes, blindfolding me.

And that was it, at least, for a few
minutes. After a bit, I heard the TV turning on, then I heard the
sound of a can opening, perhaps one of my cola cans! I heard the
sound of ice going into a glass, and then it sounded like she
walked past and went over by the TV.

What the hell was she doing!?

The burning in my nipples eased
considerably, but never ended. Instead of sharp it was dull, but
they throbbed hotly. My back was starting to hurt, too, with the
awkward position I was in, chest pushed forward, bottom pushed
back.

I waited in an electrified silence, for her
to do something, but she did nothing! Slowly, gradually, my
pounding heart slowed and my racing pulse eased.

And still I waited for her to do something.
I could do nothing at all. I was tightly bound in place and
helpless!

I kept waiting for her to do something, to
touch me. She'd already demonstrated she had an interest in my
body, that she'd had 'fantasies' about me. Why wasn't she doing
anything to me!?

I had never really seriously considered sex
with a girl before. I know it's kind of fashionable to fool around
at least a little, but it had never tempted me. Of course, partly
that was because what I was drawn to in men was largely absent in
women.

And I don't just mean anatomy wise. I liked
strong, dominant men, tough men who knew what they wanted and would
not take no for an answer – within reason, of course. I didn't want
bullies, but did want determined men who weren't easily dissuaded.
I liked men with confidence, men who knew how to look after
themselves.

Some simpering girl just didn't do it for
me.

But then, Jessica was hardly that. In fact,
she possessed virtually all the traits I liked in men, other than
the physical ones, of course. She was actually something of an
intimidating personality to me, and I mean even before this.

But when was she going to do something!?

And then, without warning, someone jerked my
hair up and back, and I cried out again, startled, my scalp
burning. I felt warm breath against my cheek, and then soft lips
there, lips that slid sideways to lightly kiss the nape of my neck,
lips which eased in and sucked gently on my earlobe, then chewed
lightly on it.

“So how long have you dreamed about being
helpless, slave girl?” Jessica's voice whispered.

My face burned again, my heart beating
faster.

“Such a bad girl,” she purred. “And you know
what happens to bad girls, don't you, Hannah? They get
punished.”

I felt her other hand reaching up to caress
the underside of my left breast, which was so tautly held forward
by both the rope around its base and the cord around its
nipple.

“Have you ever dreamed about being punished,
slave girl?” she asked in the same soft voice. “But of course you
have. That's why I found this in your room.”

I felt something sliding back and forth
across my back, and my face burned again.

It was a strap. The first six inches was
about two inches wide, perfect to hold in your hand, and then it
widened to about four inches for the next foot and a half. And she
was right. I had used it on myself, bent forward, twisting my arm
around to swing it against my bottom.

“Such a naughty girl,” she said.

She released my hair and her hand came off
my breast, and then – .

Crack!

I screamed into the gag, more startled than
hurt, but it certainly did sting! She swung it harder than I'd had
the courage for when I'd been playing my little games!

“I have to say I've admired this ass for
some time,” she said.

Crack!

I squealed again, jerking forward at the
sharp blow across my buttocks.

“Such a tight, firm little bottom, I
thought.”

Crack!

The strap cut across my buttocks lower down,
and I jerked sharply.

“I had no idea you liked to be
strapped.”

Crack!

But I don't! I wanted to shout.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She wasn't in a hurry. The blows came
slowly, spaced apart, each one causing my body to jerk sharply in
pain as my bottom began to heat up.

Then she stopped, just as tears began to
fill my eyes. I felt her fingers slide through my hair in back,
then they undid the strap of the ball-gag and followed it forward,
tugging it slowly out of my mouth.

I gasped as it came loose, gulping in
air.

I heard her voice, next, coming from in
front of me.

“So tell me, slave girl, have you had many
masters?”

I couldn't speak! I had no idea what to
say!

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Silence is not an option, just so you know.
How many masters have you had?”

Masters!? Was she crazy!? I had never done
this with anyone before!

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Answer me, slave girl.”

“None!” I blurted.

“None? You mean to tell me you have all this
gear and have never actually even experimented with another person?
Or was I wrong? Have you had sex with girls before?”

I jerked my head to the side, unable to
speak.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Answer, slave girl,” she ordered.

“No!” I cried.

“So you've never used any of this with a
lover before? That's … sad.”

I blushed hotly.

“Our society is so repressed,” she said.
“Especially the girls in it.”

I didn't consider myself repressed, but was
anxiously silent.

I cried out again as her hand jerked my hair
up and to the side.

“Kiss me, slave girl,” she ordered.

What!? How was I supposed to – !?

And then her lips were pressed against
mine!

I was a little shocked, and didn't really do
anything as she kissed me, not until she eased her lips back and
then began to tug and pluck on the cords bound to my nipples.

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” I gasped.

“Then obey your mistress and kiss me,
slut.”

I gasped, eyes going wide at the words, and
then her lips came down on mine again, and I hesitantly kissed
back, quite uncertain, at first, quite reluctantly. But you know,
she was pretty good. I mean, she was a girl, yes, but since I was
blindfolded, well, it was easy to just feel the kiss against me and
it was a really good one, and quite extended too.

She drew her lips back, and her hand was
still in my hair, holding it up and back. Her other hand tugged
lightly on the cords.

“Thank me for kissing you, slave girl.”

I blinked uncertainly and she tugged
harder.

“T-T-thank you for kissing me!” I
gasped.

“Mistress,” she said softly. “Don't forget
to include that part. Try again.”

I blushed. “Thank you for kissing me,
mistress,” I gulped.

“Was it a good kiss?” she asked
ironically.

“Y-yes... mistress,” I gulped.

“That's good. I'm glad you liked it.”

What a bizarre conversation!

She released my hair and moved away, or so
it seemed.

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

Crack! The strap cut across my bottom
sharply.

“Mistress,” she said. “You forgot to say
that. Try again.”

“What are you going to do to me, mistress!?”
I exclaimed.

“There's just no telling at this point,
slave girl.”

I gasped as I felt her fingers around the
'umbrella handle', and felt her tugging lightly.

“Do you like having things stuffed up your
ass, slave girl?”

My face burned again!

“Answer me,” she growled.

“No!”

Crack!

“Oh! No, mistress!” I cried.

“No? You don't let the boys fuck you in the
ass?”

“No, mistress,” I gulped.

“Why not?”

I didn't know how to answer that either.

“I mean, you have a gorgeous ass. I'm sure
some of the boys you've dated have wanted to stick their cocks up
inside there. Why wouldn't you let them?”

“It-It's dirty!' I gulped.

“I saw a butt-plug in your bedroom, and one
of those kind of dildos that are meant to go up the ass. You
clearly enjoy anal sex with yourself. Why not with men?”

I blushed even more hotly as she pointed out
what I had feared, that she had seen all my nasty toys!

“Afraid of what the boy will think of
you?”

I hung my head, incredibly embarrassed, as
she chuckled.

“So determined to put on a fake front of how
respectable you are.”

It wasn't that, really, it was more that,
well, men don't last that long, you know. I would rather have one
in my pussy than in my ass. It's different with dildos!

“What do you think of oral sex, slave
girl?”

Again, that was a question I didn't know how
to answer!

“Do you deep throat?”

I flushed slightly. “Yes,” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Mistress,” she said.

“Yes, mistress!”

“Well, good for you. I imagine you practice
with your toys. You do, don't you?”

“Yes, mistress,” I gulped.

“And do you like getting oral sex too?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said anxiously.

“I bet they're not that good at it, though,
nor that patient. They saw it in the porn movies so they kind of
know they have to give it a lick or two, but they're anxious to
move upstairs and stick it in.”

Which wasn't a bad description of men,
actually.

Then she whipped off the blindfold. My face
burned hotly, as if the blindfold had served as a kind of, well, a
hiding place, a shield, something...!

“You have lovely eyes, Hannah the sex
slave,” she said in a soft voice.

I gulped, wide eyed. Then she cupped my chin
and lifted it and kissed me. I hesitated, then kissed back. Well,
she had ordered me to, right? I mean, before...

She eased back, then carefully untied the
cords from my nipples. I gasped and moaned, at first relieved, then
hissing as the returning sensation made them burn even more
hotly.

Jessica leaned in and kissed my shoulder
lightly, then moved around me and kissed my shoulder again, in
several spots, along the top and then further back. Her arms slid
around me, her hands caressing my belly, then sliding down to my
abdomen, before sliding back up again, caressing my stomach and
lower ribs.

“Hannah,” she whispered, her lips rising up
behind my right ear. “Do you know what?”

I gulped and shook my head.

“I would never do anything to you against
your will,” she said in another whisper.

I blinked in confusion.

“And that includes showing anyone else those
pictures,” she continued

She chewed lightly on my throat, then moved
away. She reached up and slid the little metal covers aside on the
hooks which held my wrist restraints in place, then moved away. She
went into my bedroom, and I stared after her in bewilderment, then
up at my wrists. I could just lift them up out of the hooks if I
wanted to.

She came back, and I gulped, for she was
holding my vibrawand! It was large, and not intended for
penetration. But it was quite powerful. It had a long, thick handle
which fit the hand well, and attached to it was a round baseball
sized head.

She grinned at me and cocked her head.

“I meant it,” she said. “I would never
expose someone's private sexual fantasies, and never show anyone
pictures of another person without their permission. What I've been
doing since I found those pictures was running a big bluff, Hannah.
And the reason I did it was because I find you incredibly
beautiful, and incredibly hot, and I have had a thing for you for
months.”

I stared at her in astonishment.

“I should have just tried to see if I could
swing you over, but you seemed so vanilla I didn't think I had a
chance,” she said.

She put down the vibrawand and then untied
the ropes leading to my breasts. She carefully peeled the ropes
circling them off, and I gasped with relief again as I was able to
ease my chest back upright.

Then she peeled her blouse up and off! She
had nothing on underneath. Her breasts were small but very perky
and well-formed, and she leaned in against me to press them against
my own as she looked into my eyes.

I gaped back at her and she smiled, then
slid her fingers through my hair and kissed me again. It was a
long, slow kiss that melted into a harder, more passionate one, and
with her small, warm breasts pressed pressing against mine I began
to feel, for the first time, a sense of sexual tension and
excitement!

She wasn't going to show them to anyone?!
She wasn't going to make me do anything!? But... but what did I do
now!?

She reached up and pulled my wrists back, so
the rings came out of the hooks, then drew them down beside me. Her
arms slid around my back, then, and her hands began to caress my
bare skin.

My mind was spinning. What should I do!?
What did I want to do!? Was she serious that she wouldn't show
anyone!? And even if she was, well, if she was... what did I want
to do!?
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Jessica's hands were very soft as they
caressed my back, and the feel of her breasts against mine
continued to send a warmth through my chest, through breasts which
had been tightly squeezed by the ropes, and into nipples which were
now hot and tingling with returning sensation.

Her fingers slid down onto my buttocks,
kneading them, and I felt a definite sexual heat starting to rise
inside me.

She eased her lips back a bit. “I want to
fuck your brains out, you hot, sexy slut,” she whispered.

I gulped as she kissed me again. My own
hands were at my sides, but they rose uncertainly, not sure what to
do. I put them on her shoulders, still not sure if I was going to
push her back or not.

But the sexual heat continued to rise inside
me, spiraling up rapidly in intensity as her breasts continued to
rub against mine and her lips taught me more than a few things
about kissing I had not yet learned.

God! Doing it with a girl!? That would be
so... wild and new and... and hot!

She had also been there long enough by then
that the horrible embarrassment had faded quite a bit, and
especially now that she had removed her shirt so she was half naked
too. I was.. intrigued, fascinated, excited by the feel of her soft
breasts against mine!

“I will make you scream,” she growled.

I gulped, heart beating faster.

Her hand jerked back on my hair and I cried
out weakly, my hands instinctively shooting up and back to grasp
her wrist.

Her other hand moved up and down over my
overheated breast.

“Would you like to scream, slave girl?” she
asked.

I didn't know how to answer that either!
Then I felt her finger seize my nipple and pinch it.

“Answer me, slave girl.”

“Y-Yes!” I blurted.

She twisted my nipple sharply.

“That isn't the way to answer, now is it?”
she purred.

“I-I... yes... mistress!” I exclaimed
helplessly.

She snorted, and released my hair. Then she
gripped my wrists and pulled them up and placed them next to the
pole. I swallowed repeatedly, embarrassed anew, as I watched her
slowly and carefully slip the ring of my left wrist restraint over
the hook, then close the little metal tongue.

She slipped my right wrist restraint onto
the other hook and closed that tongue too, and I was helpless
again!

She gripped my hair once more, and jerked
back sharply. At the same time she slid two fingers along my lower
lip, then pushed them into my mouth.

“Suck,” she ordered. “Do it, slave.”

I moaned helplessly, sucking on her fingers
as she eased her grip on my hair! She pumped them slowly in and out
and I sucked them, blushing, face hot, looking down, not into her
face, as she slid her fingers along my tongue.

Then she pulled them free, and her hand
dropped between my legs! I gasped at the feel of them against my
sex, the warm, slick softness of her fingers as they slid up and
down against my clitoris! A wild rushing wave of sensation spread
up through my belly as she rubbed me there, and I felt my legs
starting to go rubbery!

She drew back, and again eased her fingers
into my mouth. I closed my lips, wide-eyed, sucking as she slid
them up and down along my tongue. This was certainly unlike
anything I'd ever done with a guy!

She pulled them out of my mouth and then
slid them down between my legs again, this time running them along
the soft, neat line of my sex and sinking them into me. I shuddered
as I felt her fingers pushing through the mouth of my sex, even as
she jerked back on my hair again and kissed me.

My head was spinning with hot shockingly,
wickedly hot this all was! I was helpless, hapless, astonished and
overwhelmed!

“Slut,” she whispered in my ear. “Nasty,
filthy bondage slut.”

I blushed hotly as her fingers pushed
deeper.

“I'm going to make you crawl and scream,”
she whispered.

Her thumb pressed up against my clitoris,
and her other fingers began to pump slowly in and out as it rubbed
from side to side over my swollen little button. Then she dropped
her head and took the center of my breast into her mouth!

Her teeth closed gently against the soft
flesh as her tongue circled my nipple, then she began to chew in a
way which both ached and felt wildly thrilling! She sucked too, in
a slow, rhythmic fashion that made my nipple burn!

And then... I came! Just like that! I had a
tremendous orgasm as her fingers pumped inside me and her thumb
stroked over my clitoris! She kept rubbing and pumping and chewing
and sucking, until my hips, which bucked and spasmed, slowed and
stopped.

She drew back, then, smirking, and turned
away. She came back with the ball-gag in hand and held it before
me. I stared at her, at it, still panting, still gasping for breath
from the orgasm. Then, blushing, I opened my mouth, and she pushed
it forward and... penetrated my mouth with it!

I moaned as she slid it fully inside, then
buckled it behind me. I had effectively agreed to whatever she was
going to do to me, now! A part of my mind was aghast at that, and
already I was thinking of all the things I ought to be saying and
demanding – too late!

She backed up a little, then, smiling in a
sort of mischievous way, she moved behind me. I felt her hand at
the rope which led to the half donut thing up in my bottom, then it
pulled harder and I gasped as it forced my bottom up and out
further.

She came around in front of me again and she
had something in her hand. They were two nipple clips, and she
snapped them down on my nipples before I even had more than a
moment to think about it. They burned! I squealed wildly, jerking
and twisting and pulling against the restraints!

All to no avail, of course. She ignored me.
In fact, she just grabbed the cords she'd untied, then tied them to
the clips, pulling my nipples forward, stretching them, and forcing
me to bend forward, despite my bottom being pushed up and back!

“Nasty little slave girl,” she said.

She picked up the vibrawand, plugged it in
and turned it on. She slid the ball up against my pussy and I
gasped at the powerful vibrations!

“I'm going to make you come like a screaming
whore,” she said.

She didn't focus on just my clitoris. The
ball was large enough that it slid back and forth over my entire
sex, rubbing smoothly, sleekly against me. I was – wet, and soon
the ball was too, which added to the tactile pleasure I felt.

It was also slowly dawning on me that I was
helpless again, that I was her captive, and she could do anything
she wanted to me! My mind became aware once more of how firm the
restraints were around my wrists as she let the round ball push up
against me and slide back and forth.

I was flushed with heat, but also still, if
not embarrassed, then extremely self-conscious. I mean, I didn't
know Jessica! At least, not like this!

But the situation was irresistible! I had
envisioned myself a helpless sexual prisoner to others for so long
that now that I was one it was like a strange sense of awe at the
situation in which I found myself! The ball slid back and forth
sensuously, pushing up against me, buzzing powerfully so that my
entire lower regions began to vibrate in tune!

She set it aside, then let her fingers
caress me. I shuddered, embarrassed and aroused as two of them,
then a third, pushed up into my tight, moist sex. Again, she let
her thumb stroke across my clitoris as her fingers pushed in and
out.

“Nasty little slut,” she taunted, making my
flush deepen, “Nasty little bondage slut!”

She pulled her fingers out and slid them
into her own mouth, licking them, sucking on them, then moved
around behind me. She set down the vibrawand and picked up the
strap again. I twisted my head around, feeling a jolt of anxiety
mixed with a dark heat.

Crack!

I cried out, jerking against the sharp blow
of the strap across my bottom! My body also jerked against the
clips biting into my nipples, producing a hot, sharp little double
blow of sensations through my swollen breasts!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Every blow was slow and measured, and I
jerked and shuddered and cried out at each!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was burning! I twisted and pulled
against the restraints holding me so vulnerable and spreadeagled,
but could hardly move at all! I certainly couldn't do anything to
protect my flaming bottom as she focused the strap on it!

I heard the sound of the vibrawand and it
slid in between my thighs from behind, pushing up against my sex,
buzzing strongly, rubbing back and forth. I moaned in relief, as my
bottom pulsed with heat and my nipples burned.

“Fuck hungry little slut,” she said in a
soft, taunting voice. “Sex slave!”

The words embarrassed me, discomfited me,
and aroused me all at once. Her other hand slid up my ribs on the
left then up under my left breast. The pull of the nipple had kind
of tugged my breast forward a little, and her hand caressed the
underside, then squeezed lightly.

“Whore,” she said.

Her open hand slid up my breast until she
could caress the very base of my nipple, just below where the clip
was.

“Dirty little girl,” she breathed into my
ear.

The vibrawand slid back and forth against
me, and I felt a bubbling, thrumming sense of energy within my
lower body.

She moved away, and then I felt something
sliding up and down my back. It slid up through my hair, then in
around front, rubbing against my cheek. She followed, coming
around, holding it before my eyes, and grinning.

It was a dildo, but it wasn't mine. It was
bigger than mine, thicker and longer and very black. It had a
network of raised lines meant to represent the veins, and a fat
head which she rubbed along my cheek as she taunted me.

“Cock loving little slut,” she said.

I moaned, red-faced, my insides churning
wildly as she moved around behind me. My bottom was held up and
back by the donut in my bottom. Now I felt the head of the dildo
rubbing against my sex, then pressing against it. I moaned as the
pressure grew stronger, became a steady ache

I felt my labia giving way before it,
spreading open wider and wider, until I ached. Then the thing slid
into me. I groaned as it filled the mouth of my sex, then gasped as
I felt the heavy pressure behind it, and it was slowly pushed up
through the tight, elastic folds of my pussy

I could feel myself being forced open, being
stretched wide as the thing pushed deeper and deeper. Her left arm
slid over my hip, her hand down between my legs, pushing against me
while rubbing at my clitoris.

I closed my eyes, gulping in air as the
thing slid up deep inside me and began to pump slowly in and
out.

“You love it, slut,” she said. “You love a
big black cock deep inside your hot little belly!'

God! This was so dirty! It was so shocking!
And it was so fucking hot!

I cried out as she pushed it too deep, but
she only twisted it from side to side, drew it back a little, then
pushed it forward again, as if she could force it even higher!

The sense of sexual pressure was growing
like a grass fire within me, spreading out over my body and then
melting my mind as I began to tremble and my hips started to jerk
in and out against the steady thrust of the dildo!

I cried out again as she once more thrust it
too deep, achingly deep! Then she left it in place for a moment and
– .

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap cut across my buttocks once more!
I cried out dazedly, moaning, pulling against the restraints!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was blazing, and I felt a sense of
desperation gripping me!

Crack!

“Slut!”

Crack!

“Whore!”

Crack!

“Tramp!”

Then the heel of her hand was against the
base of the dildo and I cried out even more loudly as she thrust it
up. Somehow it managed to push in deeper! I felt it sooooo high
inside me! God, it ached! But at the same time I felt a wild thrill
of dark excitement as her fingers began to stroke against my
clitoris again.

“Dirty, nasty little girl,” she purred into
my ear.

She leaned in to suck and chew on my earlobe
as she twisted the dildo inside me. I felt a wild rush of energy
and heat, for I could feel much of her fingers against me, and
realized that she must have shoved almost the whole thing into me!
Since I had seen just how big it was I felt a sense of awe!

Crack!

I twisted and moaned.

Crack!

“Filthy slut!”

Crack!

“Sex slave!

Crack!

I gave a sob of dazed pain and then she
moved around in front of me, and picked up the vibrawand. She
thrust it up between my legs, against my clitoris, grinding it
harshly against me, and I came, screaming into the gag, twisting
and writhing! My hips bucked violently as my head thrashed! My
throat ached from the force of my cries, and my nipples burned
wildly as I jerked against them!

The top of my head felt as though it were
exploding! But I didn't care. I didn't care about anything but the
wild torrent of pleasure, and doing anything I could to have it go
on forever!

“What a come-hungry little whore you are,
Hannah,” she said mildly.

I moaned dazedly, hanging my head, half
hanging from my wrists.

She plucked the alligator clips off my
nipples, and they burned hotly, intensely, but then began to ease
at last.

“I love these tits,” she said admiringly,
her hands caressing them but avoiding the nipples.

Humming to herself, she moved back, then
returned with her cell phone, raising it up and pointing at it at
me. I gasped as it flashed, and she grinned, then examined the
picture.

“Pretty nice,” she said, showing it to
me.

I was relieved to see it was a picture of my
chest, and ended at my chin, even though, of course, she had far
worse of me from my own camera.

She played with the picture a moment.

“Of course, I'm not an expert. Maybe my
friend Chris would like to offer up his opinion.”

I gulped as she sent the picture off to
someone.

“He's a real breast man, you know,” she
said. “Not that he's fixated like some men, but he does like a nice
firm pair.”

She began to knead my breasts, then bent her
head. Her right hand slid down my body to cup the dildo again,
pushing up against it, the thumb stroking lightly over my clitoris.
Her left hand squeezed my right breast while she bent over and
began to roll her tongue around the nipple of my right.

Both nipples were starting to tingle with
returning sensation, and when she closed her lips around them and
sucked I felt a wild, burbling thrill of pleasure cut through me!
She licked and sucked hungrily on first one, then the other, until
both throbbed hotly.

She sank to her knees in front of me. I
blanched with anxiety as well as embarrassment, dropping my eyes to
the top of her head as she stared at my sex. Her hands moved up and
down my thighs, then she leaned in and kissed my clitoris.

Her lips were soft and warm and moist and
they spread out around it, letting her tongue slide delicately out
to caress me. She started to suck gently as she licked, and one
hand rose to cup my breast as the other began to pump the dildo in
and out.

I felt a resurgence of that dark sexual
heat, felt the thrumming power of hunger growing again within me,
then bursting into full blooded life as the bones in my body seemed
to turn to rubber! She started to lick more strongly, all the while
pushing up against that dildo with the palm of her hand!

My hips started to grind against her as my
muscles began to spasm helplessly, and I felt the intense pressure
of sexual heat growing within me once again!

Heat. It's a strange word, and inaccurate. I
wasn't feeling heat. I was feeling a deep, gut churning sense of
excitement that had my nerve endings tingling to the point I could
hardly keep from trembling! My breathing was ragged and I was
twisting and writhing against the restraints.

She stopped as her phone dinged, pulling it
up to read a message.

“Chris really likes your tits,” she said.
“He wants to see the face that goes with them.”

I blanched as she raised the camera again,
and jerked my head up and back as she snapped a picture up the
length of my body.

She chuckled softly, then stood up and
showed me the picture. It made me cringe, as it was taken below the
level of my crotch. It showed the dildo, my lips swollen around it,
then my breasts overhead. Fortunately, ti showed nothing much
beyond that but some blonde hair.

She sent that off and then moved behind me,
leaving me gasping and flushed. I felt her gathering in my hair,
then braiding it. I was … confused, uncertain and anxious about
what she was doing. Then I felt her doing something with the cord
attached to the donut thing in my bottom. I felt the easing of the
pressure, as if she'd untied it.

Then she jerked back sharply on my hair and
I cried out in confusion and pain! I could feel, now, that she was
doing something with my hair, and could feel the renewed pressure
against the donut as it pulled up under my tailbone inside me.

And then she moved around in front of me and
I discovered she had tied my hair to the donut, somehow! The effect
was to force my head up and back and thrust my breasts out more
sharply, but I didn't know why!

She had not pulled my head so far back I
couldn't see her, though my eyes, looking straight ahead, would
have been on the ceiling in front of me.

The vibrawand came on, and I shuddered at
the buzzing sound, then jerked as she began to roll it up and down
across my clitoris! My hips began to grind spastically against it
as the wild thrumming pressure built up within me again!

She stopped and I saw something else in her
hand, rolling my eyes down as she grinned and raised it show
me.

It was a … a whip! It was a small one, with
a short handle and then a group of foot-long black leather strips.
She drew her hand back, then swung it forward and the thing swung
forward with it! The thin strips landed with a sharp, low crack
against my right breast!

I cried out in shock, feeling the sharpness
of the ache combined with the strange, wild awed sense of shock
that she had done something so... so nasty! So wickedly, hotly,
thrillingly nasty!

To me!

She began to rain blows across my taut
breasts, quick, fast, light blows that had me gurgling and
trembling and crying out in a high, warbling voice as the laces
blurred in their movements. My breasts stung and burned at the
repeated blows, and I once again jerked my wrists desperately
against the restraints holding them in place – to no avail.

Then she aimed lower, and I squealed into
the gag as she began to snap the thing down across my lower chest
and belly! My skin began to feel hot and raw all the way down my
front!

She paused, took another picture from in
front – again not showing my face since my head was way back, then
sent it and picked up the whip once more. She started hitting
harder against my breasts, as they turned pink, then red! And then
as the pain mounted she stopped dropped to her knees, and began to
lick and suck on my clitoris again!

I swayed dazedly in place, and only the
restraints kept me from collapsing! She was sucking hard and fast
on my clitoris now, interspersed with long, fast licks which had me
shuddering and trembling at the waves of sensations which swept
through me!

Her hand gripped the dildo and began to pump
it in and out, and I came explosively, screaming into the gag yet
again as my mind and body seemed to disintegrate under the howling
maelstrom of sensations she was provoking within me!
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I was nervous and anxious again... but then,
when had I not been since she'd arrived!?

My breasts ached slightly, throbbing with
every beat of my heart. She had made me bend over at the waist and
had wrapped them in rope once more so that when I straightened they
stood out hard and taut, pointed slightly apart, the nipples
hard.

She had then wrapped the ropes around my
ribs and waist, binding my arms tightly to my sides with several
loops. The dildo and the anal thing were still stuffed up inside
me, and she drew the ropes downward to press against the base of
each and then tug up sharply so that I ached inside.

I watched nervously as she took out a white
cord. It had two loops on the ends, and she slid the thing through
the ring in the front of the collar I wore, then drew the loops
down towards my nipples. They both still ached as she slid one of
the loops around my left nipple, then carefully tightened it until
I winced.

She measured out the distance, did some sort
of adjustment, then put the other loop over my right nipple,
ensuring the white cord was perfectly taut as I stood there in
place.

Aside from the rope I wore the collar, gag,
stiletto heels and stockings. And nothing else.

“Now, we're going to my place,” she said
with a smile.

I stared at her. I couldn't speak as I was
still gagged!

“Don't worry. I've brought just the thing
for you to wear,” she said brightly.

She opened her purse and brought out what I
at first thought was a black sheet. She unfurled it, and it sort of
billowed out thickly. She bunched it up, then, put it over my head
and drew it down over my shoulders before letting it fall to the
floor.

It draped me completely, like a shroud. It
had a hood and a mesh face covering! It was, I realized, one of
those Muslim things which completely covered a woman's body, even
her face! She made minute adjustments as I stood there in
(literally) open mouthed amazement. I could see her through the
mesh, but my vision was not exactly clear by any means!

I looked down, and both saw and felt that
the material was thicker over my chest. And then I lurched as she
gripped my arm through the material and pulled me towards the door.
I tried to jerk back and got a sharp slap to the bottom that made
me squeal into the gag.

I was too startled, confused, and of course,
too tightly bound to resist as she drew me to the door – and out,
closing and locking it behind me.

“Now it's up to you whether you want to stay
here until someone decides to ask you what you're doing, or follow
me,” she said.

Then she walked away.

What else could I do but hurriedly
follow!?

Shoes with five inch stiletto heels are not
designed for much walking, and I hadn't walked around much in them
before either! Furthermore, well, it was awkward trying to walk
with the dildo sticking out of me, as the base was grinding into my
thighs. The other one, the dildo which was shaped into rounded
sections, stuck out of my bottom and that ground against my
buttocks as I moved!

Then there was the cord attached to my
nipples! My breasts, I have to say, and with no great arrogance or
ego on my part, are very firm. I exercise a lot to keep them that
way! But my breasts are not small and they are not fake, and they
move when I move. Even in a bra they move a little. And now I had
no bra!

But my nipples were not able to move! Well,
they could move up, but not down, being locked tightly to my
collar. That meant as I moved my breasts moved upward, then fell
downward – until my nipples were caught by the cords. This produced
the oddest tugging sensation on my nipples. The sensation wasn't
painful, but it was continuous as I moved. The faster I moved the
bigger the pull on my nipples.

I was extremely anxious about what she
intended doing with me, especially since I was so utterly helpless,
and so utterly and obscenely compromised in the way I was tied and
impaled by the dildos. Yes, all of that was hidden, but if she
chose to remove the 'shroud' what would I do then? What if she did
it in the lobby and then left me!?

We rode the elevator down, mercifully alone.
Then we were walking through the lobby, with people looking on
curiously as I tried to walk as normally as possible. She opened
the door and I followed her out onto the street.

It was a busy street! Cars and trucks and
buses were going by, and there were a number of pedestrians on the
sidewalk.

“What a lovely day out,” she said, pausing
to look around.

She strolled down the sidewalk, and I had no
choice but to follow, balancing awkwardly on the high stilettos,
heart pounding as anxiety assailed me every time someone walked
past.

“I'm sure you'll enjoy meeting Chris,” she
said. “He's certainly eager to meet you!”

A jolt ran through me at her words. She
surely wouldn't introduce me to the person she'd been sending those
pictures to! Worse, she surely wouldn't do it when I was tied up
and naked and … !

Would she!?

No, she was just teasing me! I racked my
mind to try to remember what she had said earlier. She had said she
wouldn't do anything to me against my will, hadn't she!? But what
did that mean!? Did it just mean she wouldn't fuck me against my
will? What about if it was someone else doing stuff to me!? What if
he only looked and didn't touch!?

These thoughts whipped through my mind as I
walked along, a hazy cloud of sensations, anxieties and emotions
spilling through me even as we turned into a parking garage. We
walked down a flight of stairs and then into the garage proper,
across the floor to an SUV.

She opened the rear and gestured at me. I
stared at her through the mesh, bewildered.

“Well you can't sit down with those dildos
sticking out,” she said. “So I want you to crawl into the rear, and
then bend over and put your face against the floor.”

Really!?

She glared at me when I didn't move, then
reached down and lifted up the black robe! I squealed and twisted,
but of course, could do nothing as she raised it up and off, then
smiled at me.

I looked around wildly, then crawled into
the back of the SUV!

The floor was carpeted, at least as I
awkwardly climbed in. My arms were still tightly bound at my sides,
but Jessica helped me. She made me kneel there with my taut,
swollen breasts pressed against the floor before me and my head
forced up and back.

Then she made me spread my knees achingly
wide, and tied them in place to rings set in the sides of the
SUV!

“There,” she said. “That's the ideal
position for a bondage slut like you. Maybe I'll have Chris open
the tailgate and get a lovely surprise.”

She slammed the door, and then I felt her
weight getting into the car up front. The engine started, and the
car started to move.

I swayed in the back, but the ropes kept me
positioned as we drove out onto the street and then headed wherever
it was – her place perhaps – that she wanted.

I had time, while I knelt there, to marvel
at my own stupidity in letting myself get into something like this,
in taking those pictures in the first place, then in not standing
up to her as she abused me. I felt a sense of guilt and shame at
just how aroused that 'abuse' had made me, about the intense
pleasure which had gripped my body as the wild sexual hunger
gripped my mind.

“Maybe I should drive to one of the slums
and park in an alley,” she said. “I could just open the tailgate
and let the line form!”

She laughed in amusement.

I would have been less anxious if it weren't
easily possible for her to do just that! I certainly wouldn't be
able to do anything about it!

We moved through traffic, sometimes going
faster, sometimes stopped, perhaps at a stop light. I could hear
Jessica fooling with the radio, looking for music she liked. And
occasionally she would talk to me, though of course I couldn't
respond.

'You really do have a marvelous body, you
know, slave girl,” she said at one point. “I wouldn't say it's
perfect but it's delicious looking and I can't honestly see a flaw.
Well, maybe you could be a bit taller. You do have a nice ass,
though and nice legs. I'm sure all the boys will love fucking you
once I show you around.”

I cringed again at that. What did she mean
by it!?

“And nice and tight inside!” she said. “You
clearly haven't had many big cocks inside you, silly girl! Aren't
you a heterosexual cock lover? Shouldn't you be sliding big cocks
into that hot little pussy of yours every day? I'm sure there'd be
plenty lining up to salute you!”

We sped up for a few minutes.

“I intend to fully unleash your inner slut,
slave girl,” she said. “By the time I'm done you'll be as shameless
a sexual beast as those pictures you took suggested you were.”

We slowed and turned.

“And don't think you're not going to learn
to love sex with girls. I'm going to make sure you become a very
expert girl lover.”

We slowed to a stop, then started slowly
forward again. The light and sound changed suddenly as we drove
into something. The engine cut out and a moment later I heard the
sound of a garage door going down, shutting out the sunlight.

She got out of the car.

“Hi Chris,” I heard her say. “Come around to
the back and see what a pretty sight I've got waiting!”

I gasped and squirmed, but there was nothing
I could do as the rear hatch was lifted up and back. I twisted my
head around and saw, much to my relief, that she was alone!

She smirked.

“I was just teasing,” she said.

She reached in and untied my legs, then
helped me out of the car. We were in a large, two car garage, the
ceiling high overhead. She led me to a set of stairs and up to a
low sort of porch, then unlocked a door and pushed me through.

I was in a narrow entry hall with a closet
on one side and a bench on the other. She led me past it to an open
hallway and I saw we were in a house, a modern house, one of those
open concept things. There was a bedroom and bathroom on our left,
a staircase leading down directly in front of us, and another
bedroom on the other side of it.

We turned to the right and I saw a kitchen
at the end of the short hall, then past it on the left, a room with
wide, high windows, a fireplace, a TV and sofas and chairs. The
roof was very high and slanted sharply to the left wall. Looking to
the right I saw it was like that down the length of the house to
the front door.

I saw a dining room table, and then past
that a sofa and tables that way, but Jessica led me around the
wooden rail of the staircase, then do the opening down. The stairs
were heavily carpeted and she held my arm to make sure I didn't
fall as we descended.

She guided me into a large, open space,
carpeted, the ceiling and walls nicely finished, with pot lights on
the ceiling and sconces on the walls. It was probably thirty feet
across, and more than twenty feet wide! There was a pool table
along one wide, a bar nearby. On the other side was a projection
screen TV layout with sofas and chairs. Beyond that were
bookshelves, a fireplace, and conversation layout with more sofas.
Two rows of three columns supported the ceiling.

“I do a lot of entertaining, little sex
slave,” she said.

And in the large open area in the center of
the room I saw a metal bar set up, much like the one in the
pictures I had seen which I had then imitated in my apartment! This
bar was thick and chrome, about waist high and perhaps six or seven
feet long. Two posts at either end supported it, and they seemed to
be set into the floor.

“Recognize it, sex slave?” she asked with a
grin. “You see, I was a fan of those pictures you liked so much,
the ones you imitated. Coincidence, but a delicious one.”

She turned me around, gave my bottom a slap,
then bent me over at the waist. She pulled my body in underneath
the horizontal bar, not atop it then made me stay in position as
she tied me tightly to it.

She spread my legs wide apart and tied my
ankles to the vertical posts holding the bar up, then drew my hair,
still braided, back to lift my head up until I was looking straight
ahead. I grunted as I felt her tying it off to the dildo stuffed
into my bottom. At least she removed those loops and cord from my
nipples. They tingled as they were freed.

And then, finally, she removed the gag.

What was I going to say!?

“I love how your tits look like this,
slave,” she said.

She took out her camera again and snapped
pictures of them. Since I was bent completely over, my upper body
horizontal to the floor, my breasts hung down fully, though they
were also kind of pointed in opposite directions because of the
ropes around them.

“Gorgeous,” she said, snapping pictures of
them.

She sent those off, or at least, pretended
to. I realized I didn't know if there even was a person named
Chris, let alone whether she was really sending the pictures. Then
she moved behind me, and I heard the camera whirring again!

God!

The way she had positioned me, and tied me
tightly, my upper body was sort of bent in and under and then up
against the bar above me. My bottom was actually higher than the
bar, so my back was bowed a bit, and I had a very good idea of just
what an obscene picture she would be taking from the rear!

She moved off to a large birch cabinet and
opened it, then drew out what looked like another metal post, and
carried it back to me. There was a small metal bracket set in the
floor under me, and she placed the post there.

She went back to the cabinet, and I grunted
and gasped as I tried to turn my head and found I couldn't. She was
back soon, though, and did something with that post, attaching
something. A moment later I felt something soft and malleable
pressing up against my sex from underneath. It pushed more firmly,
and then it began to buzz.

A vibrator! It was something like the
vibrawand, I realized as she picked up a chair, carried it around
in front of me and then sat down.

She grinned at me, and I flushed, not
knowing what to say. I dropped my eyes, but couldn't drop my chin,
nor turn my face aside, really.

“Tell me about when you lost your virginity,
slave,” she said.

I blinked in surprise, but didn't say
anything.

She smiled, got up and went to the cabinet,
then returned. I couldn't see behind me, but I heard the sudden
sound of something thin cutting through the air. Then a long, very
slender... something cracked down across my upraised bottom!

“Ow!”

“When I give an order – .”

Snap!

“I expect it to be obeyed.”

Snap!

“Instantly.”

Snap!

“Without any hesitation or uncertainty.”

“Ow! Ow!”

Snap!

“You have no need to stop and think.”

Snap!

“You have no need to consider what you will
do.”

“Please!”

Snap!

“You will do precisely as I have ordered you
to do.”

Snap!

“Is that clear, slave?”

Snap!

“Is it?”

“Yes!” I cried.

Snap!

“Yes mistress is what you meant to say.”

Snap!

“Yes, mistress!”

She had spoken in a very calm, soft, but
firm voice, not at all angry or upset. Now she walked around and
sat down in front of me again as I gasped and moaned, my bottom
stinging!

“When did you lose your virginity, where and
to whom? And I warn you, I want the full tale or your tail will get
another switching, slave.”

So... I had to tell her about losing my
virginity to Chad Morris when we were drunk, and she insisted on my
relating everything I had felt, physical and emotional, what
position our bodies were, and every single thing he did and I did
before she was content!

“Now, the next time you had sex was where
and with whom?”

I groaned and her eyes narrowed as she
picked up the switch so I hurriedly launched into that tale as
well. My breasts throbbed as they hung below me. And I have to
admit that, as physically and emotionally overwrought as I was,
that … vibrator pressing against me was having an impact.

It's not like I was incredibly horny,
exactly, but being positioned like this was, after all, part of my
fantasies, and with the dildo inside me and the vibrator and...
well, everything, I was getting turned on again despite myself!

When Jessica stood up and began to strip I
blinked and flushed and felt my heart quicken, but she was soon
naked, and my eyes flicked down to her very cleanly shaved sex with
less distaste than I would once have felt.

“You are going to have to learn how to
please your new mistress, slut,” she said as she stepped forward
and shifted her feet apart.

I was feeling a sudden rising tension at the
thought of performing oral sex on her! I didn't want to! But after
what she'd done for me, well, it would have seemed incredibly
churlish to refuse.

But I was not into girls, and on top of
that, of course, was far from expert. On the other hand, I was
feeling more and more aroused, the hot, bubbling thrill of sexual
hunger and passion sweeping through my body.

“Stick your tongue out and lick my fingers,
slave,” she ordered.

I anxiously obeyed.

“Keep licking,” she ordered.

I licked up and down her fingers, and the
turned them and slid them into my mouth.

“Suck,” she said softly.

Moaning, I rolled my eyes up at her and
sucked on her fingers as she pumped them slowly in and out of my
mouth.

“Slave,” she said softly. “Slave whore.”

I flushed hotly, my mind squirming in wild,
churning, darkly thrilling directions.

“Slave slut,” she said, pumping her fingers
slowly. “Slave bitch.”

She pulled her fingers free and then slid
them along the tight line of her sex.

“You want some man to come in and stand
behind you, don't you, slave? You want him to stuff his big cock
into you and ride you like the whore you are.”

Her words were soft but they sent a wild,
churning heat through my mind, and then into my body!

“He'd just stand right there behind you and
fuck you,” she said. “He'd pound his big cock into that tight pussy
of yours and his hips would slap against that pretty, round ass and
your lovely tits would swing back and forth underneath while you
went out of your cock-loving mind.”

I watched her fingers stroking her clitoris
as she spoke, and realized, from the soft, but emotional tone of
her voice that she was imagining that very thing! Furthermore, the
thought was arousing her! God!

She dropped to her knees in front of me, so
her face was inches from mine.

“Well, slave bitch, guess what? It's going
to happen!” she said with a look and a tone of voice which
suggested she wasn't teasing at all. “But first, you're going to
learn how to please your mistress with that pretty little mouth of
yours.”

She kissed me hard, gripping my braided
hair, her tongue shoving into my mouth as her free hand reached
under the caress my tautly rounded breasts! Her lips pressed firmly
against me, but slid in and back, her tongue dipping in to stroke
my own, our lips moving together in a long, passionate embrace as I
felt my hips jerking slightly, grinding my clitoris against the
vibrator.
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She stood up at least, releasing my hair,
though of course, it was still tied to the butt plug, or whatever
it was in my bottom. Her pussy moved in closer.

“Now show me what you can do.”

I gulped, heart pounding, and then
hesitantly began to lick against her soft flesh. I started just to
the side, but then, bracing myself, and with a churning mass of
heat and sexual desire inside my mind, I dared to lick directly
against her clitoris!

She was not overly impressed.

“Think about how I licked you, slave girl,”
she said. “Don't lick me like a fucking dog.”

I gulped, and she gripped my hair, then
reached down and spread the lips of her sex apart with the fingers
of her other hand.

“Get to work, slave.”

I did my best, but I was in an awkward
position! And, let's face it, my mind was a mess! She went and got
the cord with the loops on the ends, looped them around my
throbbing nipples, and jerked them tight!

With that in place, she held it in her hand
and tugged sharply whenever I failed to please her, whenever I
licked too hard, or not hard enough, or didn't please her in any
way. My nipples began to burn!

All through it she called me a slave, or
some combination of words, like a slave slut, or a slave girl or
slave bitch or slave animal or slave whore. She used it in almost
every sentence! And her voice remained low and calm, a kind of
purr, not like she was trying to insult me at all.

“That's it, slave bitch,” she sighed,
tugging lightly on the cord. “Now you're starting to learn. “Lick
faster, little slave animal.”

Her voice was starting to sound more
passionate now, which encouraged and excited me for it meant I was
succeeding! I redoubled my efforts, licking and sucking with less
restraint now, and she gasped as she tugged sharply on the cord
between my nipples.

“Don't slobber on me like a dog, slave girl,
even if you are a bitch in heat,” she said.

My nipples throbbed as I slowed down again,
then tried to licking harder, in longer strokes. That seemed to
please her, as her fingers relaxed in my hair, so I did more of
that. I gasped as she tugged on the cord again, but much more
gently. Then she started tugging repeatedly, but gently, making my
nipples pulse and throb even more powerfully.

“Ahh,” she sighed, “Such a nasty, slutty
little girl with her naughty, nasty little tongue. Lick me, little
slave girl, little sex slave,” she said, her fingers twisting in my
hair. “Lick your mistress so she won't beat you too badly.”

I moaned as I continued to lick, as she
tugged lightly on my nipples and hair, and her voice brought dark,
outrageous passion flooding through my body.

“Nasty little slave bitch. Little bondage
slut. You need to be used thoroughly, don't you? You need a pussy
in your mouth every minute and a big cock in your hot, hungry
little pussy.”

She drew back out of reach suddenly, and I
rolled my eyes up at her to see her looking down.

“Are you my slave bitch?” she demanded.

I felt a rush of anxiety, aware of the cord
in her hand.

“Y-Y-Yes!” I gulped.

She tugged sharply on my nipples and I
gasped.

“Mistress,” she corrected.

“Yes, mistress!” I exclaimed.

“Say it then.”

“I-I'm your slave bitch, mistress!” I
gulped, a dark heat swirling inside me at saying the words.

My face flushed as she chuckled.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said breathlessly.

She yanked on my nipples and I cried
out.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!” I cried.

She squatted down in front of me, so our
faces were together.

“But you love cock,” she said, as if
confused. “Don't you?”

I stared at her blankly, anxiously.

“Don’t you, slut?”

“I-I – .”

She slapped my face and I gasped.

“Say yes.”

“Yes, mistress!” I cried.

“Say it.”

“I love cock, mistress!”

She smiled slowly. “Yes, you're a cock
loving whore. I knew it when I first saw you,” she said, her hands
caressing my breasts.

She leaned in and kissed me, hard, her
tongue invading my mouth again as her fingers kneaded my breasts,
and I moaned into her mouth, dazed and overwhelmed by the heat,
sensations and emotions swirling and churning within me.

He pulled back, eyes narrow.

“Are you a cock loving whore?”

“Yes, mistress!”

She yanked on my nipples and I yelped in
pain.

“I'm a cock loving whore, mistress!”

“Do you feel that big cock inside you, slut?
Do you?”

“Yes, mistress!”

“Isn't it big and thick and long? Do you
feel it pushing against the back wall of your tight little pussy?
Do you think it's all wet now, slut? Do you think it's got your
juices all over it?”

She stood up, not waiting for an answer, and
moved around behind me. I gasped as I felt her fingers stroking
against my clitoris, then felt her gripping the dildo. She slid it
back slowly, until just the first few inches was inside, then
pushed it back again, deep.

I gasped weakly, dazedly, and she pulled it
back again, then out completely. She came around in front and sat
down holding the dildo, and then rubbed the head up and down
against my lips. It was glistening with my own juices.

“Slut,” she said in a teasing voice.

Then she pushed the thing into my mouth! I
gasped, and tried to clamp my mouth down but she slapped my
face.

“Open your mouth, whore,” she ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, and she slid the thing
deep into my mouth, sliding it up and down along my tongue, rolling
it over and over.

“You're a cock loving whore, remember? Close
your lips around it, slut. Suck on it.”

I had no choice! I was a little... grossed
out, but I had to! I closed my lips around it and sucked as she
pumped it slowly in and out of my mouth. Meanwhile, my pussy was
still grinding down against that vibrator thing, and I was
breathless, sweating and shaky as she began to tug on the cord
looped around my nipples again.

“A true slut needs to be able to please a
man properly, slave girl,” she said. “That includes deep throating
a man's cock, however big it is.”

And with that she thrust the dildo deep into
my mouth, deep enough that it was forced through into my throat! My
eyes bulged, and I instinctively tried to yank myself back, but of
course, that was simply impossible! The thick, glistening dildo
slid down my throat as I gagged and choked and fought against
it.

She slapped my face hard, and I stopped
struggling, shocked, dazed, and then she slid the dildo fully into
my mouth so that the base was even with my teeth.

“There, you see? I knew you could deep
throat a cock. Every cock loving whore can.”

My cheek was still echoing with the sharp
sting of the slap as she drew the dildo back out again, all the way
out. I gagged as it pulled free of my throat, and a rivulet of
saliva poured out of me as she drew it out free.

“If you focus on it you'll gag,” she said.
“But if you accept it naturally, as you would any piece of food you
were swallowing, it will come fairly easily,” she said. “It really
and honestly is mind over matter. It's purely a mental thing.”

Then she reversed the dildo and to my
surprise, slid it into her mouth and down her throat in one smooth
thrust, apparently effortlessly swallowing it, then pulling it back
out again.

I was still gulping in air, and stared,
transfixed, as she smirked at me. I barely had time to realize her
intent, and not in time. She reversed it again and slid it into my
mouth. Again, I instinctively tried to draw back, and, realizing I
couldn't, closed my jaw on it.

Slap!

My ear burned and my head rocked with the
slap to my face, and the next thing I knew the dildo was deep in my
throat again.

“See?” she said. “As long as you're
distracted you can swallow a cock easily.”

She drew it back out again and stood up,
going around behind me.

I gasped as she slid the thing deep into my
pussy again, but, as I gasped for breath and tried to steady my
dazed thinking, felt a relief too. After all, it felt much better
there than in my throat.

She took a bit of time coming back, and when
she did I blanched, for she had a very long dildo in her hand. It
was a twenty inch long double headed dildo.

“Look what I have for my slave bitch?” she
said with a smirk.

I started to protest, but then it was being
shoved into my mouth, and I moaned, not clamping down for fear of
another stinging slap. I gagged as it slid into my throat, slid
outrageously deep into my throat, slid almost all the way down my
throat into my chest!

“You can deep throat a cock, sex slave,” she
said. “I'm proving it now. You can do it!”

She began to slide the long dildo up and
down in my throat as I stared at it, eyes wide, gurgling weakly and
wetly as she fucked my mouth and throat. I had a tremendous urge to
gag or choke or even vomit, but her tugging repeatedly on my
nipples helped distract me, and those feelings slowly subsided.

Then she pulled it half out and slid the
other half into her mouth, sliding her lips down its length until
our lips met. She kissed me hard, passionately, the dildo filling
our mouths and throats so that it was the most bizarre kiss
imaginable!

She pulled back and drew the dildo out of my
mouth and throat by closing her teeth on it. I gasped and gulped in
air, light-headed, chest burning by the time it came free, and she
laughed softly and kneaded my breasts.

“You'll make a fine sex slave once you're
properly trained,” she said.

She stood up and pressed her pussy into my
mouth again.

“Now lick, slut.”

I licked. What else was I to do!? I licked
as I had before, gasping, moaning, whining as she pulled at my hair
and tugged on my nipples, but licked, until her grips on my hair
and nipple cord became stronger and sharper, and she tugged more
cruelly as she ground her pussy into my mouth!

And then with a shuddering moan she came,
grinding her soft, moist flesh into my face, over my face, until my
skin was wet with it.

“Beautiful, sexy little slut toy,” she said
softly. “So many women and men are going to enjoy your lovely slave
body.”

She moved around behind me and began to pump
the dildo in my pussy again. I groaned dazedly, but her movements
also began to grind my pussy against the vibrator once again, and
the sexual torpor began to sweep over my dazed mind.

“Tell me you're a fuck toy, slave,” she
ordered, slapping my bottom.

“I-I'm a f-fuck toy, mistress!” I
gasped.

Crack! She slapped my bottom
again.

“Louder, slut.”

“I'm a fuck toy, mistress!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I'm a fuck toy, mistress!” I cried.

She drew the dildo out of me and then came
around in front of the bar. I gaped at the sight of her, for she
had donned some sort of straps around her hips, which held a
leather and plastic crotch-piece. She had attached the dildo to
that, somehow! Now the thick, glistening black cock pointed at my
mouth as I stared.

She pushed into my mouth, and I moaned
helplessly as it slid over my tongue, as it ground through my lips,
as the head pushed into the back of my throat and slid down it. I
gurgled weakly, trembling and spasming, as inch after inch of the
glistening dildo slid into me, until, finally, only an inch
remained, as I stared, cross-eyed, vision hazy, at the plastic
thing she wore.

Then with a final push, the last inch slid
into my mouth and she held me there, my heart pounding, my pulse
racing.

“Cock swallowing slave girl,” she said.

She drew back slowly, then pushed in again.
She drew back and pushed in, fucking my throat in long, slow
motions as I trembled and my vision began to swim from lack of
air.

She drew out finally and I coughed
violently, then gulped in air as she moved around behind me again.
I felt the dildo rubbing against my opening, then penetrating me
and sliding deep, deep inside.

“Ahh, my precious, lovely little fuck toy,”
she said. “such a tight pussy, such a lovely, firm body.”

She started to fuck me, fuck me like a man
would. At first I was dazed and moaning, but as I caught my breath
the motions, the movement, the sensations, began to build that
dark, ragged churning fire of passion once again. I was grinding
across the vibrator as she fucked me, as she used me with her big
black cock.

And I came, shuddering and sobbing and
crying out in helpless pleasure as muscle spasms forced my body to
shake and thrash and pull and strain against the ropes holding me
in that lewd, helpless and vulnerable position.

*

The only change she made was to put a
blindfold over my eyes and a ball-gag in my mouth. Aside from that,
she left me alone there for some time. I could occasionally hear
her moving around, but had no idea what she was doing.

I was in a very awkward position, but the
ropes helped support my back. The real issue for me was that my
hair was being pulled back to hold my head up, and that pull had
become a long, unending ache to my scalp.

But the vibrator was still on. And while at
first that had merely been uncomfortable, given the sensitivity my
sex experienced after orgasm, it soon changed into a low, bubbling
sexual hunger. The hunger began to grow as time passed, however,
and I experienced the torment of anguish and indecision over the
growing need to move against it.

I wanted, my body wanted, to grind my sex up
and down against the vibrator! Oh, how it wanted to do it! But I
didn't know where she was! I figured she was nearby, though, and
would see. You might wonder why that mattered to me, but it
did.

After all, everything which had happened so
far was arguably her doing things to me or making me do something
to her. If I was to deliberately grind myself against the vibrator
I would be willingly doing something myself, and to myself. In
effect, I would be like... like masturbating! And she could watch
me do it!

But the temptation was so very, very great
as the pressure rose within me that I couldn't stop myself
entirely. My body ground every so softly against it as my nerve
endings sizzled with sexual heat.

And then, suddenly, her voice.

“Ah, there's my friend Chris, come to fuck
you,” she said.

My mind gave a lurch! Surely not! Surely she
wouldn't! But then, was she just saying it? Was she just making it
up? She had said a lot of nasty things since she had come into my
apartment, and I knew much of it was simply designed to be
outrageous, to excite and arouse me and herself.

I heard her movement, then the front door
opened and closed. I gulped, heart pounding, the sexual pressure
pushed back by the squirming realization there might be a man
there! There might be a strange man there staring at me! Like
this!

“Well, here she is,” Jessica said as her
hand dropped onto my bottom.

“Isn't she lovely? Look at how firm her
thighs are, and how lovely and round her buttocks are.”

Her hand caressed my bottom as she spoke,
and my body trembled slightly with tension.

“And these, look how tightly they squeeze
the dildo,” she said as her finger caressed the swollen lips of my
sex.

She moved around in front of me and tugged
on the cord still looped around my nipples.

“Look at these lovely breasts of hers, so
ready to be squeezed and sucked and kissed,” she said, tugging on
the cord.

I was starting to think, in the absence of
any male voice, that she was simply making it up now, starting to
relax, more and more confident as I heard no reply.

“Very hot,” a male voice said.

I jerked as if struck!

“Very fuckable, too,” Jessica said. “And
very responsive. She's come multiple times today so far.”

I heard footsteps moving away, footsteps on
the hardwood floor, more than two! Then I heard them speaking,
further back.

“So how is work?” she asked.

“Oh, the same stuff. Horrible red tape,” he
replied.

They were over by the pool table, or the
bar, I thought frantically, face flaming hot. That was behind
me!

“I ran into Zane the other day. He's looking
entirely too smug,” the man said.

“Ah, yes, well, do you blame him? He
certainly does have a lovely boyfriend now.”

“He's such an arrogant little fag,” the man
sighed.

“Yes, well, but that's what we love about
him.”

They chuckled, and went on to talk about
other people they knew. I heard the sound of ice going into
glasses, as they chatted.

And I stood there, bent over, naked, with
dildos sticking out of my body!

I clung dazedly to one thing. The blindfold
over my eyes obscured my face! In a strange sort of way, it was
like, if I couldn't see him, then he couldn't quite see me, not
really. I mean, he wouldn't recognize my face! He had no idea who I
was!

Then I heard the unmistakeable sound of a
billiard ball striking others, as they began to play pool!

God!

For at least fifteen minutes or so they
played pool and talked about other things. It was like I wasn't
even in the room, or maybe a part of the furniture!

Maybe, I thought, if Jessica is a lesbian,
this guy was gay. He had talked about some other gay friend of
theirs. That made a kind of sense. Was that why he hadn't touched
me? That would make him... well, safe, I guess, in a way. But did
that make it any less mortifying that some guy was seeing me like
this!?

Not really! Anyone seeing me like this would
be mortifying! But it did make him less.. threatening, I guess. I
took some comfort from that, at least.

Then their voices came closer and I felt my
pulse picking up as they wandered over to stand next to me.

“She really is quite tight inside,” Jessica
said, as my face flamed.

I felt her fingers stroking my sex lips
again, then gripping the base of the dildo. She slid it slowly out,
then pushed it in again, and I gurgled helplessly.

“That's a long one,” the guy said.

“She's a cock loving little whore,” Jessica
said, “So the bigger the better for her.”

“I would have thought you'd prefer a pussy
loving little whore,” he said slyly.

“Well, sure. Think of her as a fixer upper
rather than a turnkey house.”

They both laughed softly.

“You think you can renovate a straight girl
into a lesbian?” he asked.

“Not necessarily. But I can make her bi.
I've already given her half a dozen orgasms today.”

My mind squirmed with embarrassment,
humiliated, as they discussed me like this, as she pumped the dildo
slowly in and out of my pussy.

“But I know she loves cock,” she said,
thrusting the dildo deep.

She gripped the other one, the one made up
of balls, like a multiple scoop ice cream cone, and slid it slowly
out, then in again.

“She's never been sodomized, you know.”

“Really? An innocent,” he said.

“Yes, well, it's not that she hasn't dreamed
about it, but she's desperately repressed, you know.”

“She doesn't look repressed.”

“All my doing,” Jessica said.

She thrust the thing deep into my bottom
again, then moved around in front of me.

“Lovely fat nipples,” she said, tugging on
the cord.

“You could almost milk her,” the man
said.

They both laughed softly.

Bitch, I thought. I have way better tits
than you. You're just jealous!

“But I have no objection to her loving
cock,” she said. “After all, I like cock myself now and then.”

“So I've noticed.”

Their words confused me. Wasn't she a
lesbian!? And then I felt fingers at the back of my neck, felt the
strap to the gag loosen and falling away.

Her fingers pressed against my cheeks, and
slowly worked the ball-gag free, and I cringed again, my insides
churning wildly.

“Tell Chris you love cock, slave girl,”
Jessica said.

I would do no such thing!

She tugged on the cord sharply and I
gasped.

“Say it, sex slave,” she said.

I cringed at the thought of doing so!

“Ooo, defiance,” he said.

“You know that's not something we can
tolerate.”

“Naturally not.”

There was silence, and I gulped, heart
pounding, and then.

Crack! Something thin and stinging
cut across my upraised buttocks!

“Oww!”

“Obey your mistress, slave girl,” Jessica
ordered coolly.

Crack!

“Say yes mistress,” she said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The stinging blows set my bottom aflame!

“Say yes mistress,” she said in a teasing
voice.

Crack! Crack! Crack Crack!

Again and again my bottom jerked as the
switch snapped across my hot flesh!

Crack!Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Yes, mistress!” I cried at last, my bottom
aching and burning fiercely!

“That's better. Say it again.”

“Yes, mistress!'

“Do you love cock, slave?”

“Yes, mistress!” I half sobbed.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I love cock, mistress!” I cried, face
flaming almost as much as my bottom.

Crack!

“Again, slut.”

“I love cock, mistress!”

She moved around in front of me, and I felt
her fingers at my nipples, then felt the loops loosen and fall
away. Her fingers then began to gently knead my breasts.

“Again, slut.”

“I love cock, mistress.”

“Keep saying it, whore.”

Moaning, I obeyed. “I love cock, mistress! I
love cock, mistress! I love cock, mistress! I love cock, mistress!
I love cock, mistress! I love cock, mistress! I love cock,
mistress!” I chanted as she kneaded my breasts and then began to
roll and caress my swollen nipples.

“Hot little sex slave. You're my sex slave
aren't you, slut?”

“Yes, mistress,” I moaned weakly.

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!” I
moaned.

Then something pushed into my mouth. I
recognized it almost at once as a dildo, probably the double headed
one, and sucked on it as she pumped it slowly in and out.

“Nasty little fuck toy. Such a wanton little
whore, loving cock so much,” she taunted.

She pushed the thing down my throat, and I
gurgled weakly as it slid deep into my chest, then pumped slowly in
and out.

She drew it back at last and I gasped for
breath.

“Would you like more cock, slave girl?” she
asked politely.

I just wanted to breath deeply!

She jerked on my hair and kissed me hard,
her tongue sliding into my mouth as I moaned dazedly. When she drew
back her voice was soft.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, mistress,” I gasped, still
panting.

“Beg me to feed you more cock.”

I didn't want more cock! But I knew I had to
anyway.

“Please feed me more cock, mistress,” I
gulped.

“Such a lovely little slave girl,” she
said.

What slid into my mouth, however, was not a
dildo. I recognized the difference at once. No matter how much they
try to make a dildo feel like the real thing they just don't make
it. No, it was a real cock sliding into my mouth, and my eyes went
wide behind the blindfold.

And it was bigger than the dildo! Wider, at
least, thicker!

I moaned, my lips forced wide around it as
it slid along my tongue.

“Suck, slave girl,” she breathed into my
ear.

Moaning, I obeyed.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The weird thing is that after an initial
period of shock and outrage, of embarrassment and squirming
discomfort, I quickly began to feel... I don't know... more relaxed
would be the wrong term. But it was like, instead of being an
outsider who came in and saw me like this, he was now a
participant, now a … well, not lover, but he had skin in the
game.

And so I felt somewhat less embarrassed,
like I was an object being viewed by a stranger. My mind was still
spinning and my insides churning, and I was somewhat light-headed
from having the dildo shoved down my throat and being unable to
breath.

But I moaned softly around his cock as it
pushed deep into my mouth and... and I didn't feel shocked, not for
long anyway. In fact, I was relieved in a weird way, that things
were happening in a more predictable fashion.

I felt a hand on my bottom, a feminine hand.
Then the dildo began to move in and out of me. At the same time, I
felt what was definitely a male hand reach down to cup my breast,
to squeeze and knead it as his cock moved in and out of my
mouth.

Oh my God! This was so perverted! This was
so freaking kinky and wild! This was so nasty and outrageous!

“She has a sexy mouth,” the man said from
above me.

“She has a sexy everything,” Jessica said
from behind me.

I felt weirdly pleased by their words, even
as my mind continued to spin furiously Jessica was fucking me
steadily, her hips smacking against my bottom in a way which ground
my clitoris up and down along the rounded vibrator. And this … this
guy, had his big cock, very big cock, shoved into my mouth!

This was the wildest, kinkiest, nastiest,
most deliciously outrageous thing I'd ever done in my life!

And my face was still hidden, well, at least
it felt like it! So there was a kind of sense of protective
anonymity helping keep me from dying of humiliation.

Then the cock pushed into my throat! I
gurgled weakly, but somehow it was easier knowing it was a real
cock and not a silicone toy. I still had to fight against my gag
reflex, but it slid deep into my throat and I handled it!

His hand continued to squeeze my left breast
as I felt another, softer hand grip my right and start kneading
that in turn. Jessica pumped her hips, riding me, fucking me, and
the guy pulled his thick cock slowly back out of my throat and
mouth, leaving me dazed and gasping.

Then his lips were on mine, kissing me hard,
demandingly, passionately. I moaned as his tongue slid in across my
own, his hands gripping my hair as he kissed me even harder.

And my body rocked to the feel of Jessica's
hips against my bottom.

I was becoming aroused again! In fact, it
happened so fast I was shocked! How could I be aroused!? Yet I
was.

He fed his cock back into my mouth, and I
moaned and sucked, marveling at the lovely soft warmth and texture
of it as I sucked and licked.

I coughed and moaned as he slowly pulled
back again, and then Jessica drove the dildo achingly deep into my
belly and did something which allowed her to pull her body away
while leaving it in place.

There was movement, shifting, and then lips
on mine again, but I recognized them as hers even as bigger,
rougher hands caressed my buttocks. I felt the base of the dildo,
the one in my ass, slowly pulling up and out. A moment later, a big
male cock slid into me back there and began to sodomize me for the
first time ever!

It was a shocking moment, but my mind
quickly melted away from the outrageousness of it, as my tongue
moved against Jessica's.

“She's tight inside,” I heard him growl.

“Fuck her, then,” Jessica said, drawing her
mouth off mine. “Fuck her ass. Fuck her ass hard!”

I shuddered as he began to do just that!

“Sex slave!” she whispered into my ear, her
hands kneading my breasts. “Slave girl!”

And it was like I was!

I marveled a bit that it didn't hurt, him
fucking me in the ass, that is. Instead I just felt this thick,
incredible pressure deep inside! And when combined with the dildo
stuffed into my pussy I felt tremendously full! I was stuffed!

And the top of my pussy was grinding against
the rounded vibrator as he fucked me!

He had added something to his cock, or to
me, some sort of slippery lubricant, for as he moved in and out I
felt, despite the tightness, the slick, erotic caress of his warm
flesh against me. It added another sense of wild and sensuous
excitement what was already gripping my mind!

She kissed me again, her lips pressing
firmly against mine in a long, passionate kiss as her fingers
kneaded my breasts.

“Fuck toy!” she whispered. “Tell me you're a
fuck toy! Say it!”

“I-I-I'm a f-fuck toy!” I moaned,
embarrassed but gripped by a churning maelstrom of arousal and
heat.

“Slap her ass, Chris!”

Crack!

I gasped at the stinging slap!

“Say it louder, slut!”

“I'm a fuck toy!” I moaned.

“Not loud enough. Slap her ass again!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say it!”

“I'm a fuck toy!” I cried.

“Louder, slut!”

“I'm a fuck toy!”

“You're a filthy fuck toy! Say it,” she
growled, nibbling along my ear.

“I'm a filthy fuck toy!” I cried.

I tried to hide the orgasm when it came, to
disguise it, to not show any reaction, to not let them know, but
its power grew and grew and then flooded my mind with the kind of
narcotic pleasure that made anything and everything else completely
unimportant. I began to tremble and shake, my vaginal muscles
spasming around the dildo, my ass squeezing down on Chris's
cock!

God! God! God! I was blind and trembling and
shaking as the sexual heat and pressure seemed to be bursting out
of me!

And all through it big male hips were
slapping against my upraised bottom as his big cock punched into my
belly from the inside!

They seemed to finish with me after that,
turning off the vibrator thing, and moving away, talking to
themselves more softly so I could hear their voices, but not make
out most of what they were saying. I remained in place, of course,
not gagged now, but having nothing to say.

What could I say!?

Ten or fifteen minutes later they walked
over to me again, and I gulped as hands caressed my body, squeezing
my bottom and kneading my breasts. I felt the ropes being undone at
the same time, though, which was something of a relief. My breasts
were untied, so that constant throbbing eased.

Strong hands held my arms as they were
untied, as I was untied from the bar, and then my hair was
released. My head dropped and I gasped dazedly. Finally, they
lifted me upright and helped me, moving me away from the bar and
setting me down on my knees on the rug.

“Spread your legs, sex slave,” Jessica
ordered.

Flushing, I obeyed, and grunted at a tug on
my hair.

“Hands behind your neck, fingers
interlaced,” she ordered.

“Sit on your heels, slave girl,” the man
said.

That made me flush even more!

They positioned me on my heels, knees so
wide the tendons in my thighs ached, my hands behind my neck and
back arched.

Then Jessica, who was kneeling behind me and
fondling my breasts, removed the blindfold!

I blanched, and my face burned hotly as I
saw the man standing in front of me.

He was a God!

His body was heavily muscled, not to the
extent of a body builder, but with strongly defined muscles, a
broad chest and wide shoulders, and washboard abs! He had muscled
legs, a gorgeous ass. Even though he was half turned away I could
see his cock hanging there limply, and even limp it was...
impressive!

My eyes were caught by his cock and belly
and chest, but rose slowly to see a square jaw and glinting brown
eyes below short dark hair. He was probably in his mid-thirties,
which put him around Jessica's age, more than ten years older than
me, but I sure didn't mind the age difference just then!

As embarrassed as I felt to suddenly be
'revealed' I could also feel a sudden wildly spiraling sense of
sexuality and hunger and excitement and thrill as he turned to face
me, and my heart started to pound again.

He stepped forward so that his cock was
basically in my face, maybe eight inches away, and his hand reached
down, his fingers combing through my hair.

“Tell me you're a sex slave,” he ordered in
a soft voice.

“I-I'm a sex slave!” I squeaked.

Jessica sniggered behind me.

“Louder,” he ordered.

“I'm a sex slave!” I gasped, blushing
furiously.

He walked past me and I started to turn my
head only to be slapped by Jessica.

“Face front, slave girl!”

A minute later he returned and I gulped as I
saw the 'stick' in his hand. It was shorter than the one Jessica
had used on my bottom, flexible, and had a thin flat leather part
on the tip. He rubbed that leather part across my nipples as I
knelt there, back arched.

“Call me sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!” I gulped.

“Tell him you're a whore,” Jessica whispered
into my ear.

“I-I'm a whore... sir!” I said, squirming at
the words.

“Tell him you're a filthy slut,” Jessica
ordered, chewing on my shoulder.

“I'm a filthy slut, sir!”

Her right hand slid over my hip and down
across my abdomen, her fingers extending to grip the base of the
dildo and shove it up harder.

“Oh!” I gasped.

Suddenly her hand came away and I felt a
sharp push from behind. I gasped, thrown forward, my hands shooting
out to keep me from hitting the floor.

“Hands and knees, slut,” she ordered.

I knelt on hands and knees, nervous,
embarrassed, anxious, uncertain and excited.

She got up and then snapped something to the
collar, a chain. No, a leash!

“Now crawl, like the bitch in heat you are,”
she ordered.

God!

She led me across the floor, crawling, while
Chris looked on,

“Keep your head up, slut,” she ordered.

I crawled to the wall and back, passing him,
then to the other wall and back again.

God, this was insane! This was impossible! I
could hardly believe I was doing it!

“Stop!”

Now she had the little stick, crop, and
smacked me lightly on the ass.

“Now, put your chest on the floor, down low,
slut, and keep your ass high. Tuck in that belly. Stretch your arms
out ahead of you. Spread your legs. That's it. This is the fuck toy
pose. It's perfect for you. Isn't it, Chris?”

“She certainly looks like a delicious
looking fuck toy,” he said in amusement.

My insides churned!

The dildos were still inside me, by the way,
in case you're wondering!

“Up! Crawl.”

She tugged on the leash and I gurgled
briefly before pushing up to all fours and crawling again. We
crawled to the wall and back, then stopped in front of Chris
again.

“Fuck toy pose,” she said.

Gulping, I dropped my upper torso low,
pressing my breasts in the carpet, letting my chin be shoved up and
back, spreading my legs. I felt the flat tip of the crop caress my
clitoris and moaned softly.

“Are you a fuck toy?” Jessica demanded.

“Yes, mistress.”

Crack! The crop snapped across my
bottom.

“Say it.”

“I'm a fuck toy, mistress!”

She jerked up on the leash again and I
crawled on across the room, then crawled back.

“Fuck toy position.”

I gulped and dropped forward, my breasts
warm and swollen now as I squeezed them against the carpet.

Crack!

“Draw that belly in tighter, slut.”

Chris knelt beside me, and his hand slid up
my spine as I felt my insides swirling wildly. It caressed my
rounded buttocks, then slid in beneath to finger my clitoris.

“Hot little fuck you, that's for sure,” he
said. “You planning on selling her?”

“Oh I don't know. Do you think I could get a
lot for her?” Jessica asked.

“At auction. Sure.”

“Would you like to be sold at auction, slave
girl? To stand there naked while people bid on you?”

I gulped at the absurd but horribly charged
image!

She jerked up on the leash and I gasped as I
was pulled back up.

“Crawl, you slut animal, you,” she purred,
walking forward.

I crawled after her, feeling wildly out of
control and overwhelmed!

She had me crawl back, then removed the
leash and stepped back.

“Stand up, slave.”

I stood up, my entire body thrumming with
energy again.

“Stand straight. Push out that chest, you
nasty little slave girl.”

Chris moved behind me and I felt his fingers
caress my buttocks.

“Hands behind your head, back arched, legs
apart,” Jessica ordered.

“You have a tight little ass, slave girl,”
Chris said, his breath on my shoulder.

“Thank him for his kind words, slut,”
Jessica said.

“Th-thank you, sir!” I gulped.

“I loved how your body squeezed my cock so
tightly when I was buried inside you,” He said in a low voice, his
lips moving against the nape of my neck.

“Thank him for fucking you in the ass,
slave,” Jessica ordered.

I cringed mentally but – .

“Thank you for... fucking me in the ass,
sir!” I gulped.

Jessica moved up against me, her small, high
breasts pressing against mine.

“Did you just thank a man for fucking you in
the ass?” she asked as if incredulous.

I gasped as she slid the crop between my
legs and found my clitoris with the flat tip, rubbing up and
down.

“What a slut you are!” she said, in the same
amazed voice.

“I like sluts,” Chris said in my ear, his
body pressing into me from the rear.

“What a whore she is!” Jessica exclaimed,
leaning in to chew on the left side of my throat as Chris nibbled
on the right.

“I think I'd like to fuck her again,” Chris
said.

“Everyone will want to fuck her. She's such
a wild, sexual animal,” Jessica said, rubbing the crop up and down
against me.

She eased back so she was looking me in the
eyes.

“But I get to decide who fucks her. Do you
understand me, sex slave? You don't make that decision. I do.”

I gulped as she cupped one of my
breasts.

“Do you understand, slut?”

“Y-Yes, mistress!” I gasped.

“You'll fuck anyone I tell you to fuck, any
way I tell you to fuck them, any time I tell you to do it.”

“What if she refuses?” Chris asked, his hand
coming around to cup and squeeze my other breast as he chewed on my
throat.

“Then she'll be whipped for her
disobedience,” Jessica replied, looking determinedly into my
eyes.

“I'd like to see that,” he said in a slow
drawl. “I'd like to see this beautiful young slave girl strung up
and whipped. I think that would be an incredible turn-on.”

I felt my heart beating louder again.

*

The leather restraints she put around my
wrists were larger and more heavily padded than the ones I'd played
with at home. She attached my right wrist to a chain which hung
from the ceiling, then shifted me to the side, until the chain was
taut.

She reached up for the other chain and
stretched it towards me, but it was too far away, or so I thought.
Chris gripped my arm and pulled me up, and I gasped as my feet left
the floor! When he released me I was hanging from my wrists, my
toes barely touching the floor!

Jessica slipped two smaller leather
restraints around my ankles, then attached a chain to rings set
into the sides of two of the pillars, two that I was between. I let
out a yelp as she and Chris pulled my feet apart, for I was then
hanging fully from my wrists!

I was spreadeagled, my arms and legs wide,
and the chains were tight against the restraints as Jessica combed
my hair back with her fingers, then held the ball gag against my
mouth.

“We don't want your screams of agony to draw
the neighbors,” she said as she pushed it in.

I moaned, feeling a wild, quivering sense of
sexual tension and arousal as the ball slowly passed through my
lips, forcing them wider, making me spread my jaw open. It slid
onto my tongue, and pressed up against the roof of my mouth, then
stayed there, wedged between my jaws as she pulled the strap behind
my head.

I was filled with anxiety, extremely
nervous, even a little afraid! Was she really going to whip me!? I
had once strapped my bottom during one of my own play sessions, and
it had stung. What would a whipping be like!?

“This is going to hurt so much, slave girl,”
she said in a sympathetic voice. “I hope you're strong!”

I felt my eyes widen as she turned away.

“You should prepare her, Chris,” she
said.

Chris smiled as he moved in closer. I gulped
as he slid his arms around me and his hands dropped down onto my
buttocks to squeeze me firmly against him.

He leaned in and began to chew and suck and
kiss his way along the nape of my neck as his fingers kneaded my
buttocks. His lips moved forward along my collar bone, then
downwards. His hands slid back around front and up under my breasts
as he began to tongue and suck my nipples.

My nipples were incredibly hard! They were
also incredibly sensitive from those loops she had put on them and
which had tugged repeatedly on them! His mouth surrounded each
nipple, his teeth digging in softly, but firmly as his lips closed.
Then he began to chew on my flesh as he sucked, his tongue circling
and caressing my throbbing nipple.

His lower body was pressed against me, his
cock, soft though it was, was squeezed in directly against the top
of my sex, and grinding against me!

He eased back, dropped to his knees, and his
tongue began to flick out teasingly – at first, before his lips
began to suck seriously on my clitoris.

And I hung there, gagged, helpless,
spreadeagled! The pull against all four limbs was an incredible
sensation, and my arms and shoulders ached from the pressure.

And then the phone rang.

I heard Jessica answer it, and sound
impatient with whomever she was talking. Then she came forward and
handed something to Chris.

“Here, you whip her. I have to take care of
something.”

She left, going out the door and up the
stairs, and Chris rose, with a whip in his hand and a sadistic look
on his face.
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I stared at the whip, wide-eyed. It was
long, but thin, except at the handle, which he held in his big
hands.

“Don't worry, slave. I intend to give you a
good whipping,” he said.

It occurred to me with a sudden shock, that
I didn't even know this man's last name! I had never spoken with
him. We had never met! He was a complete stranger! And I was naked
and helpless in front of him as he prepared to … to whip me! My
mind spun wildly. How had this happened so fast!

He moved around behind me, and my heart beat
faster and faster as I tried to brace myself!

“I want you to say I'm a sex slave, loudly.
Go ahead, slave. Say it. You can say it even though you're
gagged.”

“I'm a sex slave!” I said in a breathless,
garbled voice, the sound heavily muffled and distorted by the gag
filling my mouth.

I wanted to please him! I mean, he was going
to hit me! I was trying to do whatever he wanted me to do!

Crack!

The whip swung out and a diagonal line of
stinging pain erupted across my back! It was a shock, and I cried
out in pain, though it was already mostly gone by then.

Though not entirely. The whip left a line of
heat across my back!

“Say it again,” he ordered.

“I'm a sex slave!” I cried.

Crack!

The whip cut across my back again!
OhmyGod!

“Say it again.

“I'm a sex slave!” I cried.

Crack! This one cut across my back a
little lower, and more horizontal than diagonal.

Each blow produced a sharp, stinging pain,
but, like a bad static shock, was gone immediately, save for the
echo left behind. In this case the blows also left a line of
throbbing heat behind, and I writhed slowly and helplessly in
place, my insides filled with a wild, screaming sense of something
almost like desperation to avoid the next blow!

Astonishment, disbelief and amazement
gripped me, along with incipient panic!

He was really whipping me!

“Say it again,” he ordered.

I was too dazed to obey, and he moved
forward. I felt pressure on the base of the thing, the dildo pushed
into my bottom, and then the pressure as the tip jammed up harder
against my insides. I felt a deep, throbbing ache, a cramp, and
shuddered as it got worse.

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm a sex slave!” I cried weakly.

He moved back, and the pressure eased, but
then another blow snapped down on my back.

Crack!

“Again.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Again.”

The whip made my back throb hotly! Then he
aimed lower and it cut across my buttocks! I screamed, hips jerking
and spasming.

“Again.”

I was shuddering and moaning.

Crack! The whip cut across my
buttocks sharply.

“Again, slut!” he ordered, his voice growing
sterner.

“I'm a sex slave!” I half sobbed.

Crack!Crack! Crack!

I twisted and sobbed and gasped, the pain of
each blow melding together into one hot throbbing mass behind me as
the whip cut into me again and again.

Then he extended his reach, and the long,
thin whip curled around my ribs and cut across my breast. I howled!
Thought that was as much in shocked surprise as pain! I twisted
with a frantic sense of fear now, renewing my desperate efforts to
get loose.

Crack!

The whip cut across my ribs again to bite at
my other breast!

I howled once more, thrashing in place!

The whip curled across my hip and down
against my abdomen and pussy!

I squealed and my hips jerked violently!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip curled across my other hip, but the
target area was the same, then the first hip, then the second. It
curled around my ribs to snap at my belly and my breasts and my
despair at being unable to escape filled my eyes with tears as the
pain mounted.

I was aware he wasn't striking me nearly as
hard as he could have. I mean, the whip wasn't landing with heavy
force, and wasn't moving as fast as I would have expected. I got
that, even in my panic. But the sharp little pains were still
causing me to thrash and cry out.

I was being whipped!

And there was a dark, almost animal sense of
excitement, of disbelief and thrilled awe at that realization. The
first blows had shocked me, true, but I had started to cope with
them when he'd begun to curl the whip around my body. Then I'd
panicked again.

But again, I was starting to cope. As I
said, he wasn't really hitting me that hard. The whip which curled
around my hips and ribs landed with an almost negligent smack
against my skin. Yes, it stung, but looking down, while there were
pink lines across my abdomen and breasts, there wasn't anything
that looked like a cut or even a welt.

Crack!

God, I thought. I'm being whipped!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Now that I was less shocked, the raw erotic
heat of what was happening began to seep through my mind and into
my body. I was suspended by my wrists and being whipped! By a
handsome man!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I writhed and twisted and moaned at each
blow, crying out, in particular when the whip snapped lightly
across my taut breasts, but I was feeling much less panicky now,
and starting to feel a rapid rise of the kind of animal heat
Jessica had roused in me earlier – only worse.

Crack! The whip snapped at my left
breast.

Crack! The whip cut across my abdomen
to snap at my pussy, just to the left of the dildo.

Crack! The whip cut across m other
hip, again snapping in between my legs.

Crack! This time it curled around my
waist, leaving a line of heat behind.

I shuddered and let my head fall back as the
whip snapped down against me again and again, writhing now in
something other than pain. Yes, my body, my skin felt hot and sore
and sensitive where the whip struck. But inside me a much deeper
heat was building, and already it was making me burn with a
feverish sort of wonder.

I felt dazed, the sense of being overwhelmed
even stronger, as he came up behind me. I was trembling and
whimpering as his hands came around me and cupped my breasts.

“You're a sexual animal,” he said, chewing
lightly on the nape of my neck. “And I want to fuck you hard. Would
you like that, slave girl, or would you like more whipping?”

“I moaned and shook my head.

He moved around in front of me, and I saw he
was hard once more, thick, hard and long. He pushed in against me,
squeezing his cock between his belly and mine and grinding it
slowly, a long, hard, warm tube of flesh rubbing against me.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled. “Beg.”

I begged, through the gag, begged because I
didn't want him to whip me any more, at first, but then... then
because I really wanted him to fuck me! The heat inside me was
becoming a wildfire, and I felt my entire body burning as I hung
there in place.

The sharpness of the pain had faded, leaving
a throbbing heat behind, and I shuddered as his chest squeezed in
against my whipped breasts!

He reached behind me and undid the gag, then
pulled it slowly out, dropping it beside us. He kissed me, then,
hard, passionate, his arms sliding around me again.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he said, pulling his
lips back.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gulped, trembling,
gasping for breath.

He ground his cock between us.

“Do you want my cock inside you, slave?

“Yes, sir!” I whimpered.

He stepped back and squeezed the base of his
cock, and I dropped my eyes down the length of his powerful body,
feeling a rolling wave of heat at the sight of him, at the sight of
his cock.

“You want all of this inside you, slut?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

He rubbed the head against my clitoris, then
gripped the dildo and slid it out, dropping it to the floor. He
pushed himself up inside me, and I groaned aloud as his arms slid
around me again, crushing me against him as he drove himself fully
up into my bubbling hot, wildly overheated sex.

“You were made to be fucked, little slave
girl,” he said.

He began to do just that, his hands on my
buttocks as he thrust in and out, up and down, then he jammed
himself into me, and his big hands seized my hair and head, jerking
it up and back as he crushed my mouth with his. His lips were
hungry, demanding, ravenous, and I moaned into his mouth, feeling
as though I were being devoured!

He slowly began to work his hips in and out
again, up and down, and within... I don't know, thirty seconds, the
orgasm hit me, and I stiffened, then trembled violently, shaking in
place, as if convulsions were tearing through my body as I cried
out again and again into his all-consuming mouth!

It seemed to go on and on, and all I could
do was tremble and shake as my insides spasmed and threatened to
tear apart from the force of the power released. Then, slowly, so
slowly, it faded, and left me dazed and limp.

Chris, of course, assuming that was really
his name, was not finished. He released my hair and head, his hands
on my buttocks again as he began to stroke in and out with a slow,
steady stroke, his lips and teeth and tongue moving slowly up and
down along the nape of my neck.

And then, suddenly, there was a warm, naked
body pressed against me from the rear.

“This isn't exactly what I expected by way
of punishment,” Jessica purred.

“Who can resist a slave like her?” he
replied.

Jessica chuckled, and I felt her small, firm
breasts rubbing against me as her hand slid down my body. She
gripped the base of the dildo in my ass and pulled it back, then
seemed to hold it in place, twisting it a little, raising its angle
and then... and then it began to move in and out of me as her hands
slid through my hair and her mouth came down on my shoulder.

She had somehow strapped it to her body as
she had the other one! I shuddered as she pumped it in and out, the
rounded balls slipping in and out of my tight bottom as her hips
moved against me. Her left hand rose to cup my breast and her right
slid down across my hip, just as the whip had, down across my
abdomen, in between my body and Chris.

Her long finger found my clitoris, and I
jerked and shuddered as it began to rub me.

“Nasty little girl,” she purred.

“Dirty little girl,” Chris growled.

“Filthy little girl,” she said.

“Just what I like,” he replied.

“Our little sex slave,” she said.

“We'll fuck her brains out and then loan her
out to our friends,” he said softly.

“Of course, maybe charge people to fuck
her.”

All the while both of them fucked me,
sliding their stiff, thick cocks up and down in my belly, turning
it into a churning cauldron of heat as they kissed and bit and
sucked on my shoulders and the nape of my neck.

“She is a whore.”

“A slut.”

“A slave animal.”

“Maybe I should get a cage for her to live
in.”

“Or keep her permanently chained up.”

“Filthy little whore,” she purred, her
tongue sliding in under my ear.

'Nasty little slut,” he agreed, biting into
the soft flesh on the other side of my throat.

Their hips thrust in and out, up and down,
and I trembled and writhed as their warm bodies squeezed me between
them.

The feel of either of the two cocks, the
real one and the fake one, would have been a sensual overload just
then. Having both of them moving inside me was turning my insides –
and my mind – to mush! I had very little energy left after that
monster orgasm. But what I did have, exploded out of me in another
one.

This one was not quite as intense, or so I
thought at first. It started out low, so that I arched and shook
and moaned, and then it got more and more intense as they thrust
harder. I found myself unable to really breath as the force of the
wild, raging flood of sensations tore through my mind and body!

I had cried out every bit of air in my
lungs, and now froze, unwilling to breath lest I do something to
shatter the soaring peak of something like nirvana gripping me! I
held my breath as long as I could, despite the pounding in my
chest, and then sucked in a deep, fast breath and screamed it out
again!

*

I felt, in a sense, as though I were a ball
two big dogs were playing with. They would toss me this way and
that, sometimes fighting over me, sometimes tossing me between
them, or bouncing me into the corner just to chase me around.

They were trying to humiliate me, but in a
distinctly sexual way which had me dazedly excited. It was like,
the more outrageous they were the more shockingly wicked and
delicious my mind found it.

Then again, my mind wasn't exactly feeling
normal. They gave me very little time to think, to adjust, to
consider. The wild, continuous sexual … game... had drawn me into
it and gone on long enough that it was practically reality. I
didn't even question that one or the other would smack my ass with
those nasty little stinging crops they had if they wanted to!

Or if I wasn't a good girl and didn't do
exactly what I was told...

Jessica had a bone, a dog's toy. She would
throw it across the floor, and I had to crawl after it, pick it up
in my teeth, bring it back, and give it to her. And I had to be
quick about it, too! I don't know about you, but I don't have a lot
of recent experience crawling on all fours! It was tiring!
Thankfully, the carpet was thick, but it was still not easy,
especially going as she wanted.

And if I didn't go fast enough she twirled
her finger around when I gave it to her, and I had to cringe, turn
around, bend my upper body down low, raise my bottom high, and
brace myself for the sharp sting of the crop across my ass!

Then I had to do better next time as she
tossed the bone across the room. It was exhausting! I was panting
and sweating, and not even thinking about how humiliating it was to
do this as the two of them sat comfortably on the sofa!

I wore nothing but the collar and restraints
now. They had removed the stockings since I had torn them up in my
crawling. My hair, I knew, was a mess, and I was sweating from the
effort as they made me crawl back and forth.

“We should let our little slut rest,” Chris
finally said.

“I'd like to keep running her till she
collapses,” Jessica said with a smirk.

“She'll have a heart attack if she keeps
this up.”

“She's too young to have a heart attack.
Besides, if she had a weak heart it would have given in already
during those huge orgasms she keeps having.”

But Chris got up anyway, and went to the
cabinet, the one which seemed to hold all their nasty, kinky,
perverted toys.

“Come here, slut,” she ordered, motioning me
forward.

She and Chris were dressed now. Only I
remained naked. She even had on shoes, black leather ones. She
extended one to me

“Lick it, slave. Show me how obedient and
submissive you are.”

Anything was better than crawling rapidly
after the bone! I bent my head, ragged and panting, and licked at
her shoe.

“Keep licking, slave. I want you to clean
every inch of this shoe with your tongue. Every inch, slave
girl.”

Moaning, a little dizzy and very much out of
breath, I licked up and down her shoe as I gulped in air. My tongue
licked up and down over the toe, then back along the sides and up
along the ankle. It was unthinking obedience, but at the same time
I was happy to not be crawling off chasing the bone.

And I was aware of how humiliating it was,
and somehow that turned me on.

“Come here, slut.”

I raised my head, peering through my loose,
tangled hair at Chris, who motioned me forward.

I crawled over to him, to where he stood by
one of the square posts, the roof support posts. There were chains
hanging from it now, I saw, and... a narrow triangle of something
black projecting out from the side of the post. It looked like
dimpled leather, or at least, the surface was.

Chris had me rise on my knees and then place
my back against the post, then raised my wrists up high and around
behind it, where he locked them together, the chain between caught
on something there, a ring or a hook.

He had two slender straps in his hand, and
as I watched, a bit nervous, he fit them around my thighs just
below my buttocks. Then he lifted my left foot up and back,
pressing it against my buttocks, and clipping the restraint around
my ankle to the strap he'd now put around my thigh.

Of course, the other one followed, and when
it did I found most of my weight coming down on the narrow triangle
of wood or steel or whatever it was, which he'd screwed into the
post. There was a thin cover atop it, of leather or faux leather,
but that did little to protect my soft, delicate flesh against the
hard, unyielding surface below as my weight came down on it.

He fit another strap to my ankle restraints,
drawing it back behind the post and locking it there, then slid a
ball gag into my mouth before returning to the sofa.

They left me there alone for a bit, in an
awkward and uncomfortable position. What pressure wasn't on my sex
was on my knees, and just my knees. Kneeling with much of your
weight balanced on your lower leg and foot was much easier than on
your knee alone.

I tried to take some of the weight by
pulling against the chains holding my wrists back, but I didn't
have the strength to do that for long.

My pussy began to ache. The longer I was in
that position, the more it hurt as my body squeezed the soft flesh
of my sex down against that narrow wedge. I moaned softly into the
gag, getting to be too exhausted and drained for their sex game to
have the kind of effect it might otherwise.

That is, until Jessica came over with a
vibrator. She smirked at me, then knelt beside me and attached the
vibrator to the underside of the wedge jammed against my sex.
Apparently they were made to go together, for it only took her a
moment to clip it into place, then plug it into the wall before
turning it on.

It was buzzing strongly as she turned away,
but she came back with a blindfold, and slipped it over my eyes, so
that I was now alone in my head, alone in my body, alone with my
helplessness, and the deep and growing ache between my legs.

The buzzing seemed to grow in strength,
though. The vibrations were making my flesh tingle as I shifted
awkwardly and continually in place trying to ease the ache.

I couldn't, but the tingling of my sex began
to slowly overshadow the ache, and my mind gladly seized on that.
Far better to concentrate on pleasant tingling, than aching pain.
And as the tingling grew stronger my flesh began to swell and throb
with something other than pain. My constant movements brought me to
the realization that even a little grinding against the dimpled
leather pressing into me felt – good.

And the more I ground against it, the better
it felt!

I was no longer embarrassed at what they
might see, at what they might think. What they had already done to
me and seen of me made me feel incapable of being embarrassed in
front of them. Even though my introduction to them was only hours
old. Well, I had known Jessica a little before, but no, it was the
crashing shock of my experiences with them the last few hours which
had shifted my world view.

They were such a prominent and overwhelming
part of that world now that it felt as though I had known them
forever!

Besides, I was so dazed I didn't care about
anything other than my own physical senses. I began to awkwardly
grind myself against the narrow wedge of material, moaning into the
gag, my breathing speeding up, my pulse racing, and prickles of
heat rising all over my body.

It didn't matter to me if they were looking
or not. All that mattered was the wild heat as it rose higher and
higher, walling off the ache as if it didn't matter, burning deeper
into my mind so that I began drunk with the pleasure.

Crack!

I cried out dazedly at the sudden pain.

Crack!

I recognized it, dazedly. I had felt it
before. It was the little flog Jessica had used on my breasts
before. She was using it on them again as I ground myself against
the wedge, as the wild heat consumed my mind.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The narrow strips – hurt – well, they stung,
but not enough. I kept grinding, my hips working desperately.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Nasty little slut,” she said.

“Filthy little whore,” Chris added.

I whimpered and moaned and kept
grinding.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows seemed harder, the stings sharper,
harder. I twisted and writhed and sobbed into the gag, grinding
desperately.

“Sex slave,” she said.

“She's a sexual animal,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I came, crying out my pleasure, back
arching, despite how that thrust my taut breasts up and out to
receive more quick, stinging blows.
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I ate from their hands, kneeling on the
floor at dinner. And that night, I slept in Jessica's bed beside
her, my wrists chained to the headboard. As soon as she climbed
into bed she climbed atop me, settling herself so that her knees
framed my head, then pressed her pussy down against my mouth and
ordered me to lick.

I did, until my tongue could hardly move any
more and my nipples were swollen from being pinched. Only then did
she slide under the covers to fall asleep. I lay there with my
wrists chained above me, finding it, as you might imagine, very
difficult to sleep!

Eventually, of course, I did doze off, here
and there, to be wakened in the morning by her crawling atop me and
demanding I lick her again.

It was a Saturday, so no work for either of
us. Well, for her anyway. My job was to do what I was told.

She had me crawl to the kitchen and kneel
there, to be fed by hand again, and to drink milk from a bowl on
the floor – not using my own hands, but kneeling like a dog or cat,
slurping directly from the bowl with my lips and tongue.

She brought me to the bathroom, and we
showered together, her soapy hands all over my body and bringing me
to a quick orgasm. I then knelt and licked her to one. Afterward,
she dried me and brushed my hair, then led me back to the
bedroom.

There she dressed me. And I mean that. It
was like I was a child, or a doll. She slid up new thigh-high white
stockings, then matching long gloves (except these gloves had no
fingers, not even a thumb). Then came the collar and restraints,
and finally, the stiletto heels.

She snapped a leash to the collar and led me
down the hall and into the room by the kitchen, the family room, I
guess it would be called. It had a fireplace in the corner and a
large TV on the wall, along with sofas and chairs.

She had me bend over and then wrapped the
white rope around my breasts again, just near the base, drawing it
just tight enough to make them bulge out a little without
restricting the blood flow. The ropes, however, went around my ribs
and she drew my wrists up and back sharply, binding them together
below my neck.

With my breasts taut, my nipples were
already hard. She attached the same looped cord to them, the loops
pulling in tightly at the base of each nipple, then bent me forward
at the waist and slipped the center of the cord over a hook on the
wall.

“Such a lovely bottom you have, slave,” she
said.

I was unable to answer, being gagged. If I
had my voice would have been anxious, for she had spread a number
of implements on a table, none of which seemed calculated to make
me feel any pleasure.

On the other hand, I was definitely aroused.
Being tied and gagged would have created enough anticipation
without anything further. Having my breasts throbbing as they were,
my nipples tingling and burning, and bent forward with my bottom
thrust out, well, that guaranteed a state of arousal.

Her hand slid between my legs, stroking and
caressing my sex, as her other hand moved up my ribs and around to
cup and squeeze my breast.

“A living fuck toy,” she said, “that's what
you are. And I aim to play with you, slave.”

She stripped herself, now, and then drew
that … thing up her legs, the straps settling into place so that it
almost looked like she was wearing a kind of crotch piece. She
grinned at me and then knelt behind me. I gasped at the feel of her
mouth on my sex, then started breathing more and more raggedly as
she demonstrated just how capable she was in oral sex.

Her fingers kneaded my buttocks, then spread
open the lips of my sex as her tongue delved deep inside me. I
moaned helplessly as she tugged me backwards a little, pulling
sharply on my nipples, and sucked hungrily on my clitoris!

Her fingers pushed into me, first one, then
two, then three, pumping and twisting more and more energetically
as my juices flowed. She paused to slide a thick butt-plug into my
bottom, then continued, driving my body into a thrumming, trembling
heat in very quick order.

She stood up and I gasped to see the dildo
she plucked out of hiding. It was long and thick, very realistic
looking, and sort of curved upward a little. She donned it, giggled
as she saw me looking over my shoulders, and then fisted it.

“All for you, slutty girl,” she said.

She stepped up behind me and I gasped as I
felt it pressed against my now hot, swollen entrance. She pushed in
slowly, sinking the thing inside me, inch after slow inch, then
started to pump agonizingly slowly!

At first, I was so tight the movement of the
dildo drew my hips in and out, but then, as the heat grew, I began
to grind my bottom back to meet her thrusts, until I was trembling
and moaning with pleasure and soaring upwards towards another
orgasm.

She drew back and halted with just the first
inch or so inside me.

“Do you want me to fuck you, slave girl?”
she purred.

I moaned into the gag.

“Say please.”

“Please!” I moaned, as best I could around
the gag.

She thrust the dildo into me, then drew it
slowly back out so that again, only the first inch or so remained
nestled within my throbbing sex.

“Every time you say please, I'll push this
lovely man-cock into your slutty little belly, slave.”

Panting, I blinked in confusion.

“Please!” I moaned.

Again she thrust it in, then let it slide
slowly out.

“Please!” I gasped.

She drove the dildo into me again, and
slowly pulled it back.

She didn't quite say it, but I soon came to
understand that she would do nothing except when I said 'please'.
If I said 'please' repeatedly she would keep pumping. Furthermore,
the faster I said 'please' the faster she would stroke!

And so, despite the gag, I had to keep
crying out “Please!” again and again, as she thrust into me!

“Please! Please! Please! Please! Please!
Please! Please! Please!”

Faster and faster, I gasped, as fast as I
could cry out the words she thrust the big dildo up inside me! And
even though it was punching against the back wall of my pussy in a
way which was kind of achingly painful, I was too aroused, too
filled with sexual heat and hunger to care!

Fortunately, when I came, she didn't stop
despite my cries turning into a long, gurgling wail of pleasure as
the release tore through my body and mind. In fact, her hands slid
around me, one going between my legs to rub my clitoris, the other
roughly squeezing my breast, helping to accelerate the orgasm into
a mind blowing explosion of sensation that left me dazed and
trembling.

She left me there for a few minutes, then
returned, dressed again, and slid the same dildos she had used on
me the other day deep into my body.

Shortly afterward, the doorbell rang!

I moaned helplessly, twisting my head
around, eyes wide, only to see the back of her moving down the long
hall to the front door. She opened it, and my heart pounded as I
saw, not Chris, but a pair of women, neither of whom I had ever met
before!

I cringed as she led them back towards me,
turning my burning face resolutely to the wall as they came in
sight of me.

“Oh, isn't she lovely?!” one squealed.

“Nice ass on her,” the other said in a gruff
voice.

“She's a cock loving whore, of course,”
Jessica said, leading them over behind me.

I felt a hand on my ass, then felt it
sliding down to the base of the dildos protruding from my bottom
and pussy. I was mortified! And even if I wasn't gagged I wouldn't
have been able to speak for the shocked embarrassment!

“I'm teaching her how to please women,
though.”

“As is only correct,” said the gruff
voice.

Another hand cupped and squeezed my breast,
and I didn't even know if it was Jessica or one of the
strangers.

“She's gotten her first few lessons, but
she's still a novice, and she has to build up strength in her
tongue.”

They all laughed.

One of the women moved to stand beside me,
grinning. I wouldn't turn my stricken face!

She reached down between my legs and her
fingers caressed my clitoris as the other one moved in on my other
side and cupped one of my breasts.

“Nice tits,” she said.

She was the gruff one.

“Real too,” the other said, reaching out to
cup my other breast.

“You should pierce her nipples,” the gruff
one said.

“I plan to,” Jessica replied.

I felt a jolt at that!

“I could do it now,” the gruff one
replied.

Jessica laughed. “Oh, Sandra, always
prepared.”

“I just happen to have the kit in the
trunk.”

“Not just yet, dear, but thanks for the
offer.”

“You'll like this dear, “the other one
said.

She was a blonde, short and slim, and
probably about Jessica's age. Her hand slid down my belly, holding
something, and then it began to buzz. I gasped as the vibrator
pressed against my clitoris and began to rub gently against it.

“Does she have a name?” she asked.

“Not yet, Dana, I just call her slave or
slut.”

Sandra made a grunt of approval. “A thing
doesn't need a name,” she said.

She leaned in and slid her fingers through
my hair, then forced me to turn my head towards her.

“You're a thing, sex slave,” she said, “Not
a person at all. You're a possession, a fuck toy.”

“A sexual animal,” Jessica said from behind
me, gripping the dildo in my pussy and starting to pump it in and
out.

“A bitch in heat,” Sandra said.

“Exactly. Would you like to fuck her?”

“I don't like male phallic toys,” Sandra
sniffed in disapproval.

“Think of it as acclimating her, of
conditioning her into sexual submission to females.”

“I don't need a cock for that.”

“But that's what she's used to, you see, so
it establishes a linkage in her mind. Anyone who can mount her and
ride her like a bitch in heat is superior, you see.”

I felt lips against my shoulder, then my
hair brushed aside. Lips and tongue slid slowly down my spine,
kissing and lightly nibbling.

“I'd like to take her into the bedroom and
show her just how superior I am,” Sandra said.

“First, we need to punish her for being such
a slut,” Jessica replied.

“That sounds promising,” Sandra said.

She moved back behind me while the other
one, the petite blonde stayed beside me, grinning, rubbing the
vibrator over my clitoris and reaching in to run her fingers over
my breasts and up and down my belly.

“Naughty little slave girl,” she purred.

Crack!

I moaned into the gag as something thin and
light cut across my bottom. It stung a little, but was bearable
easily enough as it came down again .. and again... and again,
whirring through the air to land across both buttocks. It didn't
hurt a lot but I could feel my bottom starting to redden.

After a dozen blows or so it stopped. There
was a pause, then the next blow came, and it was sharper and
heavier. I moaned helplessly, shifting my feet on the floor as the
blonde leaned in to kiss the side of my neck.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom stung sharply from these blows!
But it was like the previous evening. They stung very briefly, then
left behind a warm sensation. Of course, the more blows which
landed, the warmer my bottom became!

Crack!

The new blow stung even more! It came from a
strap, and it was heavier and thicker. I squealed and trembled,
even as Dana, the blonde, cooed softly and licked down the side of
my breast.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Now my bottom was really heating up! The
pain was growing, and I was becoming more anxious, my breathing
more ragged as I heard the two women discuss which strap and whip
they wanted to try on me.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Fresh blows made me jerk and tremble, and
turned my bottom to fire!

Then they selected a new tools. It was
leather, but shaped like a paddle.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

That one made me cry out loud! I squealed
and trembled and pulled against the loops around my nipples,
starting to grow more frantic as the pain grew worse!

“That is a very bright red bottom,” Jessica
said.

“It'll get a lot redder before we're done.
We haven't used half the stuff I want to.”

I felt a ripple of shock and fear at the
words, and tried to shake my head.

“Well I'd like to just take her into the
bedroom and fuck her brains out,” Dana said.

I gasped as she jerked back on my hair.

“Would you prefer that, slave girl?”

I rolled my eyes wildly and jerked my head
up and down as best I could.

“See, she wants me to fuck her instead?”

“Who cares what she wants?” Sandra said,
sounding honestly puzzled.

“Well, I want to fuck her,” Sandra said with
a sniff.

She tugged the cord binding my nipples up
and over the hook, then straightened me up.

“Come, slave,” she ordered.

“I'll bet she will,” Jessica said with a
laugh.

I was no longer concerned about my
embarrassment. My burning, aching bottom was far more important!
And I felt a deep relief that I was going off with the blonde woman
instead of staying to have my bottom switched, strapped and beaten
further!

She led me off with the leash attached to my
collar. I didn't protest. We went into what I guess was a spare
bedroom and she had me climb into bed as I was, and lay down on my
back, well, on my arms, then attached the leash to the center of
the headboard somehow.

She hummed casually to herself as she spread
my legs apart, and tied two loops of rope around my thighs just
above the knees. She drew the ropes apart by looping them over the
sides of the bed and pulling – and pulling – and pulling as I began
to moan and gasp in pain and roll my eyes up at her.

“We'll have to get you more limber, slave
girl,” she said with a smile.

As it was, by the time she tied off the
ropes my knees were spread so sharply to the sides both were almost
flat against the bed!

Then she stripped off her clothes to show a
petite, hairless, and almost flat chested body before dropping onto
her elbows between my legs.

She drew the dildo out of me and let her
fingers caress me.

“Lovely pussy,” she said.

I started feeling a squirming sense of
discomfort once again, now that the immediacy of the pain in my
bottom had passed. I mean, it still burned, but now I was alone
with a complete stranger and – and she was going to do whatever she
wanted to me!

Her tongue started in on my clitoris,
though, and her lips started to suck rhythmically against it as her
fingers pumped in and out of me. I was startled how little time it
took before I didn't care any more about her being a stranger. My
insides were starting to thrum wildly, and my muscles were
beginning to strain and clamp down as my body wriggled below her
hungry mouth.

And then I came. Yes, I guess I was a slut
after all. I came strongly, and then came again, as her fingers
thrust into me hard, and then again as she put on the same strap-on
dildo Jessica had used and fucked me with it.

And then again as she sucked on my clitoris
and pushed not just her fingers, but her thumb inside me. In fact,
the feel of her small hand pushing up inside me was a stunning blow
to my mind! The sensations that it roused drove me into
uncontrollable multiple orgasms as she worked her fist in and out
and sucked on my clitoris!

I screamed myself hoarse!

Only after that did she draw the gag out of
my mouth and settle herself atop me.

I moaned dazedly, exhausted by then, but had
no choice but to start licking and sucking, especially as she
tugged on thin tendrils of hair on either side of my head like she
was guiding a horse into the direction she wanted it to go.

After she had come she left me alone for a
bit. Then the other one came in, and I flushed hotly, filled with
anxiety again. She seemed crueler than the first, was bigger,
older, and had very short dark hair.

“Perfect position for a slut like you,” she
growled.

She sat down on the bed beside me and her
hand went between my thighs, fingers rubbing up and down the line
of my sex, then penetrating me.

“Tight and warm and wet,” she said. “ready
for a man to come and stick his cock into you, aren't you, you
filthy little sex slave.”

She untied my breasts, removed the loops
from my nipples, then stripped before settling between my legs.
Like Dana, she began by sucking and licking at my clitoris as her
fingers probed within me. I began to settle down, though I was
still anxious and embarrassed.

I didn't even know this woman!

But that hardly mattered before long. She
began to work on my breasts, sucking and chewing and licking on my
nipples as her fingers kneaded my breasts, and I was soon breathing
raggedly again.

She untied the ropes around my thighs then,
which was a definite relief! The tendons in my thighs ached from
being so stretched! She tilted my lower body sideways, raised my
left leg high, and slid her own sex in between them so that we were
scissored, then began to grind herself against me.

It startled me, but didn't feel bad. In
fact, it felt rather … nasty and hot.

Still, she was more aroused by it than I
was, and came quickly.

Then she settled atop my mouth and made me
lick her to a second come. After that, she donned the strap on and
slid into me, laying her body atop mine, her mouth crushing my own
as she fucked me in a long, slow, grinding movement, her hands
dancing over my body.

It was surprisingly not unpleasant. It was
actually like having sex with a guy, I thought, except for the way
her breasts pressed against mine. But when she eased back and
scooped my legs up to lift them back against my shoulders she
started thrusting hard and fast.

That ached, and felt incredible enough that
I came again!

Then she put the gag back in my mouth and
had me kneel, in the position Jessica had described as the 'fuck
toy position' with my bottom raised high, legs apart, and chest and
face low.

“Wait in that position until someone comes
in and fucks you,” she ordered as she got dressed.

And so I waited, moaning softly, for five
minutes... ten minutes... fifteen minutes... twenty minutes. I just
knelt there, my belly pulled in tight against my thighs, my bottom
high, knees wide, waiting... for someone to fuck me.

The door opened, and I twisted my head
around, eyes widening to see Chris there. He smirked at me as I
blushed, then slapped my bottom sharply.

“Did anyone tell you you could look around,
sex slave?” he demanded.

He climbed into bed, knelt behind me,
dropped his pants, and I felt his cock sliding up and down my
pussy. I moaned as he pushed into me, still wet, still hot, and
gasped as he reached down and wrapped my hair around his head,
thrusting into me hard and fast.

There were no preliminaries, and it ached,
but you know, the hard thrusting, the impact of his hips against my
buttocks, and his cock punching into the back wall of my pussy all
produced a dark, squirmy thrill of heat and arousal. And if he had
lasted just a little longer I knew I would have climaxed!

I felt kind of let down when he finished,
slapped my bottom and zipped up.

“Remain in that position, sex slave,” he
ordered.

He left me alone again and I felt a sense of
wonderment, like, what the hell was I doing!? But my body was still
roiling in heat and my breasts throbbed as I knelt there. The door
opened again. Despite his admonition the first time I turned my
head a little and then gasped, eyes going wide, jerking my head
away again as embarrassment flooded me!

It was a stranger! It was a man with a
beard! I felt my face burn as he climbed onto the bed behind me, my
mind spinning with shock and uncertainty! What was I supposed to do
… ?

I felt his cock rubbing up and down against
my sex, and then he thrust into me just as Chris had. His cock
drove deep and he started pumping, his hips slapping my buttocks
just like Chris had! I remained in a dazed state of shock for a
long minute, or maybe two.

Then I began to feel a strange sense of
mental lethargy, a kind of morphing of my fear and anxiety into
something like 'who cares', or 'what does it matter'. I was being
treated like a sex slave, and wasn't that my fantasy?

I still cringed, kind of, but began to feel
the heat rising within me once more anyway, and as he continued to
thrust into me, as he jerked on my hair and groped my breasts, I
felt my inhibitions melting, felt a strange new kind of emotional
openness.

Sex slave! I was like... a sex slave!

And as he continued to ride me hard and fast
I came, helplessly, trembling and shaking and jerking under his
grip as he continued to pound himself into me!

And when he left, I remained in position,
and another man came in and climbed into place behind me. And like
Chris and the bearded man, he thrust into me and began to ride me
like the whore I was!

More of my inhibitions melted and I felt a
strange sort of … adjustment, if you will, to the notion of being a
sex slave, which was a fascinating idea to me and always had been.
Yes, there was an initial embarrassment, but even when he pulled
the butt-plug out and thrust himself deep into my bottom it
couldn't detract from the bubbling sense of wonderment and heat
which gripped me.

I came again... twice, while he sodomized
me.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Saturday morning was wild and filled with
sex and orgasms. At the end of it, Chris came in and untied me,
then gave me a quick bath.

Then we went shopping.

He made me wear my shoes with the five inch
stiletto heels, along with the smallest tartan pleated skirt I had
ever seen, and no underwear. The butt plug he inserted in my bottom
had a narrow base which pressed against me just between my
buttocks, and he slid what I at first thought was a very small
dildo up into my pussy.

The dildo was narrow for the first few
inches, then widened into something like a rounded ball, which made
my pussy lips spread quite wide before it slipped inside. But like
the butt-plug, not all of it went into me. A narrow sort of clip
protruded from the base and rose up across the top of my sex, like
the clip on a ball-point pen.

It pressed against my skin, and went
directly over my clitoris. And then he showed me a small green box
with a dial on it. He turned it, and the thing inside me began to
buzz! The more he turned the dial the more it buzzed – vibrated! He
tested it, then turned it off with a smirk at me.

For a top, he had a tight light green
tank-top which squeezed in against my bare breasts, for he refused
to allow me to wear a bra either. The tank top was so tight I
didn't really need one, but it also gripped my breasts very
obviously, especially with my hard nipples poking out against the
thin cotton!

I was anxious, needless to say. The thought
of dressing like that outside was horrifying! But neither of them
gave me any time to think. They dressed me, then before I
understood what was happening I was being led out to his car!

It's kind of hard to explain where my mind
was at after hours and hours of what was almost non-stop sex,
submission and domination. I mean, I'd taken a tremendous psychic
blow right at the start, followed by relief, and a wild swirl of
anxiety, humiliation, and dark, animal heat. And that sort of wild
churning emotional storm had been with me almost constantly since
then.

Shock had followed shock until it hadn't
seemed quite so shocking. Having sex with strangers had become,
well, not routine, perhaps, but something over which I had somehow
accepted that I didn't really have any say over, not in this...
this game we were playing.

The fact it was a game I had fantasized
about for years was what helped lock me into it, what prevented me
from rebelling – well, that and the incredible orgasms, of course.
I had never experienced the kind of raw heat, the overpowering
sense of being so feverishly aroused I trembled. But I'd felt that
often since the previous evening.

And every time I did it battered at my mind,
at my inhibitions, at the border between what I understood as dark
sexual fantasy, and the much duller and less exciting reality of my
life. I had never actually expected to see my fantasies come true
in any real way, not even as a sexual game, and the thrill and
novelty and heat of what was taking place had befuddled my
mind!

Why did I have to dress the way Chris (I
didn't even know his last name!) wanted? Because he said so, and if
I refused I'd get some kind of painful punishment, that's why. And
it really didn't occur to me to refuse and also refuse whatever
punishment he decided upon. It really didn't!

My mind was locked into the idea that I had
to do whatever I was told or get a painful switching or cropping or
even whipping, and then do it anyway! In a strange way it was like
I was a child and had to do what the adults ordered me, be they
parents, teachers or coaches. They were the bosses and I had no
real ability to argue.

Mind you it hadn't been so many years since
that was exactly the situation with me. I was just shy of
twenty-one, after all, and less than five months out of college.
And Jessica and Chris were both older than me, and more
experienced... and certainly more self-confident.

So he pulled me out to the car and opened
the door, then sat me in. At least, I thought, I didn't have to
kneel with my bottom in the air like I had in Jessica's car!

He got in and he pressed a button on a box
on the visor and the garage door opened, then we drove out onto a
quiet residential street of new homes.

“Tell me, Hannah, are you a sex slave?” he
asked as he drove.

Gulping I licked my lips. “Yes, sir, I'm a
sex slave,” I said.

“Say it again.

“I'm a sex slave, sir.”

“Good slave. And do you love to suck cocks,
sex slave?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, blushing a bit. “I love
to suck cocks, sir.”

“And are you a whore?”

“Yes, sir. I'm a whore, sir.”

“So you are a cock-sucking whore, is that
right?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, flushed, “I'm a cock
sucking whore, sir.”

“Good slave.”

“Where are we going... sir?”

“If you needed to know that, slave, I would
have told you. Since I didn't tell you, it stands to reason you
have no need to know.”

“But... “

“That is not a word I want to hear from you,
slave girl,” he said. “It's an argumentative word. Slave girls
don't get to argue.”

He pulled the car over just as we left the
development, right next to a treed area, and got out of the car. I
looked nervously at him through the windshield, then around us,
wondering why he'd stopped here. He opened my door and pulled me
out, then pushed me against the hood of the car and bent me
over.

I gasped as he raised the little skirt and
then slapped my bottom sharply!

“ow!”

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Yes, sir! I'm a sex slave!” I gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped stingingly
against my bare bottom again.

“And what do sex slaves do?”

“They obey, sir!”

Crack!

“And do they argue with what they're
told?”

“No, sir!”

Crack!

“Are you an obedient sex slave?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Then you won't argue with me again, will
you?

“No, sir!”

He jerked me upright just as a car came
around the corner, and then guided me into the passenger seat again
before closing the door and going around to the drivers side.

“Don't forget what you are, slave girl,” he
said as he started forward. “In fact, lift your skirt up and spread
your legs.”

Still breathing hard, I obeyed.

“Now raise your tank top up over your
breasts.

I flushed anxiously, but obeyed.
Fortunately, my breasts were still below the window, although not
very far below!

He was wearing a suit, and put his hand into
the pocket, then pulled out the box and turned it on. The vibrator
thing began to buzz fairly strongly, and he put it back into his
pocket then.

“Now no speaking unless spoken to,” he
said.

Is at there as we turned onto a busier road
and picked up speed, the vibrator thing buzzing between my legs,
and I thought that this was wild and strange and dangerous and
heady all at the same time.

“Do you love being fucked, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir. I love being fucked, sir,” I
gulped.

“I want you to say that until I tell you to
stop.”

I rolled my eyes anxiously at him.

“I love being fucked,” I said.

“Keep saying it.”

“I love being fucked. I love being fucked. I
love being fucked. I love being fucked. I love being fucked...”

I said the same words for twenty minutes as
we drove! I said them even as we passed tall trucks where the
drivers might be looking down at me! I passed them when we turned
onto streets with stores and sidewalks where people walking by
might be able to see me!

“I love being fucked. I love being fucked. I
love being fucked.”

I said them when we were stopped at stop
lights with cars next to us. I said the words as he occasionally
reached over and kneaded my bare breast.

Finally, we pulled into a parking lot and
stopped.

“Keep talking,” he said.

“I love being fucked. I love being fucked,”
I said.

The buzzing vibrator was starting to have an
impact, I have to say. Maybe the words were, too. It seemed so
bizarre to be saying such a thing over and over again! But it also
made me feel the role they had me playing, you know, that of the
sex slave!

At least I thought it was a role...

He tugged the shirt down over my breasts and
then got out, crossing in front of the car to my door and then
opening it and pulling me out. The vibrator was still buzzing as he
took my arm and led me towards a steel fire door in the blank brick
wall before us.

He pressed a button, which I figured was a
bell, and waited. A few seconds later the door opened and a man
motioned us inside.

Inside was a narrow hall with a linoleum
floor and white painted cinder-brick walls. We went up it a little
ways and turned into a small room with walls painted green.

The man, a bit chunky, with a beard and an
eyebrow piercing, closed the door, and I gasped as Chris, without
warning, peeled the tank top up and over my head! I blushed hotly,
fumbling to cover my breasts, and while I did that he unfastened
the skirt at the side and pulled it off, leaving me naked!

I gasped aloud and he pulled my arms back
behind me and then tied my wrists together before leading me over
to a sink. He then brushed my teeth, of all things! Well, what
could I do about it!? When he was finished and I had rinsed my
mouth out he made me gargle with mouthwash before spitting that out
too.

I had no idea what the hell was going on!
And I was a lot more absorbed with being naked in this little room
with this not very attractive guy to think straight anyway!

When Chris pulled me away from the sink I
saw the man had latex gloves on, and a tray of metal objects next
to him.

“Stick your tongue out as far as you can,”
he said.

“Do it, slave girl,” Chris ordered.

I blushed at the words, but obeyed, starting
to understand as the man took a pair of forceps and squeezed them
around my tongue. Yes, the needle was in his other hand, and I
moaned soundlessly, bracing myself as he pressed the needle against
my tongue.

My mind was churning wildly. Like, I should
say no! Yet... a strong part of me liked the idea! It was only the
pain I was fearful about!

And then the pain was there, and there
wasn't a thing I could do about it as Chris held me tight, and the
man pierced my tongue and then put a barbell in place!

But at least the pain was over! And now I
had a tongue piercing! That was a sort of strange, wondering
thought.

Well, the pain wasn't over exactly, but the
pain, compared to what I'd felt when the needle had gone in was
pretty tolerable.

Except now he was rubbing my nipples with
wet, mediciny smelling cotton balls!

I moaned again, and again felt the
contraction of fear and wild thrill. Piercing my nipples! That
would be so wild, so hot, so erotic!

And it hurt! I gasped in pain at each
piercing, but Chris held me tight and the feeling of helplessness
made it better for some reason.

And at least it was over, and though my
nipples throbbed I felt a sense of thrill that they were both
pierced!

Only he wasn't done!

He pierced my belly button, then my clitoral
hood, then my labia, down low!

I was sore in a lot of places by the time we
went back to the car!

I winced as I sat down, slumping to ease the
pressure on my new lower piercings.

“Do you love being fucked, slave girl?” he
asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Say it.”

So I continued to chant the words on the way
home, with my tight tank top and my short skirt both raised up.

Home? No, to Jessica's home, I meant to say.
Once there they removed the top and skirt and Jessica examined the
piercings.

Then she tied me up. She tied me up like one
of the pictures in the series she had found on my phone, one of the
series I had NOT tried to do myself because it was impossible.

Once again my breasts were tied, with my
wrists lifted up and back below my neck and tied in place. She used
more rope this time, though, and I noted that the low bar which she
had tied me to yesterday evening had been replaced by a much higher
one.

She tied the ropes to this bar, which was
just about at the level of my shoulders anyway. Then she and Chris
gripped my ankles and lifted them up and back and out as far as
they could stretch them, so my ankles were a little higher than my
shoulders. She tied these off to the corners of the posts.

A blindfold, gag (not a ball gag) a dildo in
my pussy and ass completed their efforts, except for the vibrator,
which seemed like the one she'd used the other evening. It was
simply pressed against me, probably sitting on some sort of post.
Then I was left alone.

In a strange world, all my own.

I … hurt. My nipples hurt. My belly button
hurt. My tongue hurt. My lower piercings hurt. They all throbbed
hotly. And they were all very distracting, as was my throbbing
breasts, and the pressure of the ropes digging into my chest and
arms, and the strain of the stretched out tendons in my thighs.

I hung there for a while, maybe fifteen or
twenty minutes or more, before I heard movement nearby. Fingers
brushed aside my hair, and I felt things being pushed into my ears,
like ear-buds, and then.

“I love being fucked,” my own voice said in
my ears. “I love being fucked. I'm a cock sucking whore. I love
being fucked. I love to suck cocks. I love being fucked. I'm a sex
slave. I love being fucked...”

I was aghast, at first. My voice was so
clear and sharp and easily recognized! But then, if they wanted to
ruin me they only had to show the pictures, so I supposed it didn't
matter. The recording continued with my own voice on an endless
loop. It was distracting too, at first, but eventually I was almost
able to ignore it.

And eventually, that and the pain just
weren't distracting enough compared to the wildness of the
situation I found myself, and the vibrator, and the feeling of
delicious fullness from the dildos inside me.

I don't know how long it took before the
first orgasm. I think it was a while, but after that it didn't take
very long for the second, or third, or sixth or seventh.

I was lost in a strange world of eroticism,
fantasy and sensation. And I was lost there for some time, as I was
drained of energy, as I became breathless and dazed and
light-headed, as my body convulsed to the sexual energy coursing
through it and my insides ached to repeated muscles spasms.

And all through it I kept hearing my
voice.

“I love being fucked. I'm a sex slave. I
love being fucked. I love to suck cock. I love being fucked...”

I was utterly exhausted, and almost numbed
by the time they took me down and untied me. They fed me by hand
again, then bathed me, then put me in a cage to rest. Surprising
myself, I fell asleep.

You really need to wake up naked and
collared in a cage some day to understand the feeling I got when I
woke up. It was so darkly thrilling, so shocking and awesome and
overwhelming!

I ran my fingers hesitantly down my body,
examining the new piercings, until I got to the one through my
clitoral hood. Touching my clitoris distracted me, for it felt
swollen, and tingly. Stroking myself produced a different sort of
excitement than the vibrator had, for my fingers were soft and
warm, but it still aroused me and still had me gasping and moaning
and grinding my hips as another orgasm tore through me

I didn't notice until after that there was a
video camera on a tripod pointed at me, with a little red light lit
above the lens. I cringed at that, but then told myself that the
pictures were damning enough anyway.

*

That evening, and into the next day, was
like a long sexual game of 'Simon says', with riding crops to
correct any failure on my part. Jessica bound me in a variety of
positions, and then took pictures of me, to go with the ones she
already had.

She and Christ both made me twist and
position my body, crawl, bend, and display myself in a variety of
obscene poses, correcting any hesitation with swift, stinging blows
until there was none. And, of course, there were more pictures of
this.

They played the video of me masturbating in
the cage, then insisted on my doing more, though this time with
dildos. And they took videos of this, too!

Jessica rode me with her dildos, to more
videos (though she was only pictured below the waist), and Chris
sodomized me. Every picture and video they took seemed like a
hammer in the nail of any thought of refusal or rebellion. I mean,
they never threatened to show anyone, but still, it was there, in
the back of my mind, and sometimes the front, that I better not
make them upset with me...

And besides, I had gotten used to doing as I
was told, with the excitement and pleasure far outweighing the
embarrassment, pain and discomfort.

I went back to work on Monday, though
wearing sexier clothes than I ever would have selected myself,
nervous, anxious, and with both the butt plug and the vibrator
thing inside me, with Jessica holding the remote control for the
latter.

I was becoming easy meat for that vibrator,
or any vibrator. Jessica seemed to take great delight in turning me
into a panting, moaning, sweating sexual creature of desire, then
halting and leaving me like that.

I gave my notice at my building, and moved
in with her a couple of weeks later. It still seemed like a kind of
game, and it was wild, thrilling, exciting and so wicked and kinky
I couldn't resist. I had sex with her and anyone else she invited
over, man or woman, and in any way they wanted me.

And I lived in a world of sexual arousal and
hunger, even at work, experiencing the sorts of things I had only
ever fantasized about, including my first gang-bang, and being sold
at auction (only for a week) to complete strangers!

I know a lot of people would be shocked at
the sort of life I was dragged into, but it really was something
like a fantasy come to life, and I don't envy all those other women
who have wild and wicked fantasies, hold them their entire lives,
and never get to experience them.

 


End
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