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HER NEW POSSESSION




 



 



 
LONG TIME COMIN




 



“Keep pushing bitch,” I muttered to myself.  “Keep pushing me and see where that gets you.”



What a day.  In his infinite wisdom my husband Ron decided to invite one of his colleagues over for a barbecue and swim in our backyard.  The problem was I hated this woman.  Ron is a doctor and so is Lynn, the bitch he invited over.  They work in the same practice and much to my disdain they became good friends.



I don’t mean to sound unreasonable.  I’m an easy person to get along with.  But Lynn has treated me like trash since the first day I first met her.  Sometimes it’s smug comments implying I’m an uneducated idiot.  Other times its snide comments about how inferior my looks are compared to hers.  Every time I saw her it was always something.  Today was no different.



“I still can’t figure out how you landed a doctor Susan.  Especially one as talented as Ron,” she stated smugly. 



It was a fine example of her continual passive aggressive berating.  It might not sound like much but when it’s drilled in over and over it really gets under my skin. 



Who does this bitch think she is?  She’s not better than me.  I would never treat someone’s wife that way.  That alone is proof she is a conceited cunt.



Then there was her constant monitoring of my activities.  I barbecued lovely steaks for the three of us.  Yet the entire time I cooked Lynn announced what she thought I was doing wrong.  When I finally snapped and offered to let her take over she acted like cooking was the servant’s job.  Oh it burned me up. 



After lunch we retired to lounge around the pool.  Very coyly she moved her seat between me and my husband to cut me out of the conversation.  It was clear she was trying to isolate me from Ron.



Lynn leaned back on the lounge like a queen.  Whenever Ron looked her way she pushed her probably fake breasts out as far as possible knowing it would irk me.  She has made snide comments in the past about how my “tiny breasts are so cute and boyish”.



In the meantime Ron continues to be clueless about any friction between us.



“You look great in that purple bikini Lynn,” he mused - and I steam.



“Thank you sweetie,” she coos much too intimately for my taste before adding, “Sue why didn’t you wear a bikini today?  Oh never mind, I understand.”



“Um, maybe it’s because I was barbecuing our lunch,” I replied insulted.



I’d worn a tee shirt and shorts which I know looked good on me.  It had nothing to do with feeling inferior to her.  Sure she had a great body but so did I.  They were just different shapes.  I’m thin and lithe and she’s unnaturally curvy…alright perfectly curvy but big deal.  I’m not ashamed of my body.  I get hit on all the time.



“I could use another drink,” Lynn announced haughtily.



“Sue honey, could you get her another margarita?” Ron asked oblivious to my outrage.



“Ya and make it stronger this time.”Lynn added.  “The last one tasted like dirty water.”



“Well maybe you’d like to make it yourself,” I scoffed.



“Oh no dear.  I wouldn’t dream of doing the hostess’s job.  Run along and fetch it and I’ll try to make do with whatever you come up with.”



“Did you see the X-ray of Mr. Collin’s chest” Ron interjected.  “It’s hilarious.”



Why can’t Ron see how badly she treats me?  This is my house and my husband.  If she keeps it up I’m going to have to straighten her out once and for all.  That’s been a long time coming as it is.



Still, I got up and headed to kitchen to make her another margarita.  It’s not my way to be rude to house guests.  The sound of them laughing at God knows what irked me further but I tried not to be jealous…and failed.  With every drink her condescending attitude had gotten worse. 



Looking out the kitchen window I saw her pulling her top down to show him a tattoo.  She came shamefully close to showing him too much and I steamed with rage.  Ron’s eyes were big as he looked and she reached out and stroked his cheek familiarly.  That is when I got the devious idea that made everything turn south.



I added only a tiny bit of tequila to her glass.  Then I pulled down my shorts and let loose a small stream of urine into her glass to round it out.  After adding a bit of mixer and lime to round it out I brought the beverage back outside with a smile.



“It’s about time,” she leered taking it from me.



“Sorry about the wait,” I reply sweetly, smiling on the inside.



She held the drink and took a nice swig as my eyes flared with vengeance.  I began openly smiling believing I’d gotten away with something - but I was wrong.  About midway through she pulled the glass away and spat out the remnants on the ground. 



“This tastes like piss.  Did you pee in this?”



Uh oh.  Maybe I put too much in.



“Huh?  No - what?” I lied.



“Don’t mess with me pigeon chest.  I’m an urologist.  Working with urine is my living.  I think I could recognize if some was in my drink.”



“Oh yah that’s right.  You’re the pee doctor.”



“She urinated in my drink.  Are you just going to let her treat me that way Ron?”



Ron looked flabbergasted and confused.  I must admit, I was ashamed that she caught me but I was also embarrassed that Ron would find out.



“Is that true Susan?” He asked.



“No of course not.  Come on babe.  What do you think I am?”



Besides unreasonably jealous and threatened.



“Then you drink some,” she scowled trying to hand me the drink.



“I don’t feel like drinking today,” I answered coyly.



Lynn shot out of her chair and stood toe to toe with me catching me by surprise.  I tried to remain cool but it was difficult.  She started jamming her pointer finger into my chest as she spoke.



“I don’t have to take this shit from some frumpy housewife who spends all of her time riding her husband’s coattails.”



Every other word she drove her finger into my breastbone and it hurt.  I slapped her hand away but she brought it right back.  In response I started jamming my finger into her chest to see how she liked it. 



“Don’t you touch me like that,” I replied poking.



Before I knew it she had the back of my hair and was pulling it hard, trying to dominantly bring me to my knees in front of my husband.  I became incensed and fought to loosen her grip on me.  Ron just sat there shocked, completely clueless about this confrontation that has been building for months.



“Let go of my hair you bitch,” I scowled.



“Agree to finish my drink and I will,” she scowled back.



“Fuck off bitch.”



Lynn’s pulling became much harder.  I failed to free my hair which started to sting unbearably.  I felt some of it ripping out and floundered in desperation but there was no escape.  Embarrassment gripped me as slowly I found myself lowering to my knees for relief. 



After kneeling before her she held my hair and laughed at her dominant control over me.  I felt humiliated in front of my husband and turned beat red.



“Ron are you going to sit there and let her do this to me?”



“I’m just teaching her a lesson Ron.  Stay out of it.  This is between us girls.”



I became aware of her subtly sucking her stomach in and pushing her chest out trying to manipulate my man right in front of me.  I know she is mesmerizing in her bikini and hated her for it.



“Did you really pee in her drink Sue?” Ron asks perplexed.



“I give you my word she did.  If you don’t believe me then ask her to finish it,” Lynn insisted still holding me by the hair. 



“Let me go you ugly fucking dog,” I growled at her.



“Are you sure I’m the dog here?” She replied wickedly.  “Come on girl, let’s go for a walk.”



Lynn began pulling me by the hair, dragging me across the grass.  There was no recourse for me but to follow her tugging.  I struggled to keep pace on my knees as she lead me onto the patio by the pool.  The hard concrete hurt my knees and I whimpered again for Ron.



“Ron get her off me!”



“Come on, walk girl walk.  Good girl!”



Ron just kept watching, half drunk and mouth agape in shock.



“Oh the puppy dog is dirty.  Let’s clean her up.”



Lynn led me closer and closer to the edge of the pool and my shame increased with each step.  First she treated me like I’m stupid in front of Ron.  Then she made me feel ugly.  Now she made me look weak as he watched.  It was outrageous.



I hate every hair on her body.  Please help me Ron.  Don’t let her do this to me. Leave me some dignity. 



We got to the edge of the pool before Ron finally called out for “us” to stop – as if I was part of it. 



“Okay sit girl – come on sit.”



A pit of rage and humiliation formed in my stomach.  Nobody had ever shamed me like that.



I was facing the water when she finally let go and I sighed with relief.  Right away I felt something hard against my back – it was her foot.  A moment later I’m shoved and tumbled over the edge.  Cool water enveloped me.  Shame and outrage suffocated me as I swam to the surface. 



She made me seem inferior in front of him.  What a heartless bitch.



When I surfaced I heard the two of them giggling and I steamed with rage at both of them.  Climbing up the ladder I headed straight over ranting at them both.



“I’m sorry Sue but you did make her drink your pee.  And you got thrown in the pool.  What did you expect?  So you got a little wet – big deal.   It’s a hot day anyhow.”



Sadly it was much more than just being thrown in the pool.  She dominated me in front of him making me feel unworthy.  He just couldn’t seem to understand how much it hurt my pride and my mind starting searching for ways to get back at her.



I found it odd that they were both grinning at me.  When I finally realized they were staring at my chest I understood.  My white tee shirt had become see through and I wasn’t wearing a bra.  Immediately I pulled the fabric away from my chest.



“You don’t have to be so shy hon, I’m the only guy here and it’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” Ron joked.



“I don’t like her looking at them,” I scowled feebly.



“Pfft” Lynn shrugged, “you call those tits?  Humph!  Lemme show you what a real woman looks like.”



In one motion she undid her top and pulled it off.  The most incredible sets of boobs I’d ever seen swayed into view – and what’s worse they were real.  All at once I felt crushed by her comparison.  But even more outrageous was the way Ron ogled them.  That did it - I was furious.



How could she have the gall to do that in front of my husband?  I’ve had enough of her!



It was like I saw red and I acted before I even knew what I was doing.  I bolted briskly over to Lynn and brought down a slap as hard I could across her cheek sending her tumbling over the lounge Ron sat on.  He looked up at me in shock but I didn’t care.  I stepped closer ready to do the same to him if he said anything.



Suddenly I was off my feet and flying through the air.  I landed in the grass on my back and Lynn instantly climbed on top of me, sitting on my stomach and pinning my arms with her hands.  There was a bright red hand print on her face and her eyes were flaring with anger.



“You’re going to pay for that pigeon chest” she leered. 



“Put your top back on you skank!” I shot back.  “How dare you flash my husband?”



“Aw, what’s wrong, are you self conscious about your body?  Let’s see exactly what you got to offer here Mrs. Big Mouth.”



Her powerful hand pulled at the neckline of my tee and the wet cotton fabric easily ripped.  I struggled with my free hand to no use - she was much stronger than me.  She forced my arm back down and crawled up higher so she could kneel on them.  I was pinned and completely immobilized. 



Lynn ripped the rest of the shirt aside until I was fully revealed.  I was helpless to stop it.  My embarrassment grew as thick as my outrage.  She leaned down and swayed her prefect mams over mine showing Ron the difference.  I looked desperately over at him but he was breathing heavily and seemingly aroused by her dominance.



“Ron!” I called.



“You started it,” he stated.  “Leave me out of it.  This is between you two.  I can’t get in the middle.”



“You fucking chicken,” I yelled.



“Sorry Susan” he stammered, “oh fuck I think I need another drink.”



I won’t forgive this Ron. 



“Don’t worry Ron, she’ll get the drink for you.  Won’t you pigeon chest?”



“Fuck off you lumpy titted bitch!” I groaned.  It was a lame attempt to humiliate her back but it was my only defense. 



Lynn just laughed knowing it wasn’t true and I struggled to free my arms.  To my amazement her hands possessively gripped my A cups and squeezed them painfully hard. 



“Ow, quit it you lez,” I scowled. 



In response she pinched both my nipples between her thumb and forefinger, slowly squeezing harder and harder - then laughed at me more.



“Say my tits are way better than yours,” she demanded.



“Fuck you.”



Her pinching grew more intense and I writhed under the increasing pain.  A stinging ache radiated through my chest but she continued to pinch harder.  All the while she relished my shame and her control over it.  I couldn’t believe it.



“Say it pigeon chest.”



“Get off me you lez” I screamed again, still writhing under her torturous hold.



Still clamping me in the most agonizing way she lowered her chest over my face and guided a nipple towards my mouth. 



“Say it” she demanded again.”



“No-ohhh” (muffle)



When I replied she crushed her breast into my mouth, her nipple poking the back of my tongue.  I tried to hurt her and bit it, and felt her nails digging into my nipples.  It was agony and there was no choice but to stop biting.



“Who’s the lez again?  Really Ron you should keep an eye on her because I think she likes girls.  She can’t keep her mouth off me.”



How could she be this cruel?



I did my best to keep my mouth still and not suck or lick at all.  But her hands clamped my poor nipples so painfully that I could not restrain whimpering as her soft globe gagged me. 



In desperation I tried to look over at Ron but what I saw only made it worse.  He was discreetly stroking himself behind her back while watching us.  The bastard was getting off on my defeat!  My embarrassment and anger grew more powerful.



That asshole.  I’m starting to hate him too. 



“Suck me my brand new little lez.  Suck my tittie,” Lynn whispered so low only I could hear.



She started rolling my tortured nipples roughly between her thumb and forefingers, never backing off on the pressure.  I was powerless to fight back and the pain increased until it was unbearable.  My body squirmed for relief but none came.



“Suck my nipples like a slutty little lez,” she whispered again.



I couldn’t handle another moment of it.  Just like that, almost reflexively, I licked her nipple.  A soft moan emanated from her and she implored me to continue - or else.  Her squeezing increased and I let out a muffled squeal dying for it to end…and then it happened. 



Humiliation and pain broke me down.  I began sucking on her nipple like a baby would nurse from her mother.  The flavor of her skin filled my mouth and her nipple elongated to full size. 



“Hoo there’s a good slut,” she whispered.  “Suck my tits right in front of your husband pigeon bitch.”



While turning beat read I did exactly that, dying to be freed.  After a moment of servicing her she pulled it out with a soft moan and brought her other nipple into position.



“Please stop crushing my nipples,” I begged.



“Say it.”



“Your tits are way better than mine,” I stammered in defeat.  “Now please let me go.”



“Now say you’re my slutty little lesbian slave.”



“Don’t make me say that in front of him,” I whispered.



“Oh no – say it.”



“Please release me,” I pleaded on the verge of sobbing.



“Say it bitch!”  She clamped even harder.



“Okay okay, I’m your slutty little lesbian slave.”



She pressed her other breast against my mouth and I willingly opened up and took it.  I began servicing it and finally she eased some of the pressure off my nipples.  She continued to hold them dominantly but the relief was heaven and I actually felt grateful. 



“You belong to me now, don’t you?” She whispered.



“Grrr” I growled rebelliously and the hard squeezing returned.



“You belong to me now, don’t you?”



“Uh-huh,” I muttered at the end of my rope.



Something unexpected happened as grunted my answer.  I did feel like I belonged to her.  She was taking me over and I couldn’t deny it.  She took me in hand more than any man ever had.  Suddenly something about her stern manner and determined domination made me feel…for lack of a better word - important. 



She loosened her grip again as reward for my submission.  As my nipples throbbed with relief her hands started to caress them.  A mild almost stinging current spread through my chest that heated me up under my wet shorts.  I noted her breathing growing deeper and began sucking her in earnest.  She noticed it too and her caressing became even more tender over my sore buds. 



God her breasts really are perfect.  This is starting to feel like an actual hookup…and its intense.  Fuck I can’t deny she is breathtaking.  Now she controls me and ignores Ron.  If I didn’t know better I’d say Dr. Lynn had an agenda all along.  Hmm? 



One of her hands moved up roughly gripping the back of my hair causing me to suck more intently.  Her other hand held my tit possessively and I knew she wasn’t going to let it end here.  This was leading somewhere and my heart pounded with uncertainty.



Out of the corner of my eye I noted Ron stroking his meat to our display.  Normally the idea of him exposing himself around another woman would have made me jealous in the most hostile way.  But not now.  My submission to Lynn was becoming so deep that what she wanted was the only thing I could focus on.



With a jerk she pulled back on her breast and I actually caught myself sucking harder – not wanting to release it.  She pulled my hair a firmly and confidently murmured, “let it go pigeon.”



I obeyed on command and she hovered her beautiful face over mine.  Her expression was utterly authoritative and lusty.  She was clearly getting off on dominating me.  For a moment I thought she was going to lean in and kiss me.  My stomach went cold and fluttered.  I’d never considered kissing a woman before, even a friend.  But in the moment I would have allowed it – maybe even liked it.  The notion scared me which only made me become more docile.



Instead she leaned back and took one of my sore nipples into her mouth.  The sensuality of it was undeniable and I couldn’t restrain embracing the pleasure.  She had made me feel so inferior about my chest that I never imagined her doing this.  While she sucked I beamed with awkward pride and my pussy started to lube – in anticipation of what was something I couldn’t admit to myself.  Yet her service was flattering and made me incredibly hot.



It’s not supposed to be like this.  Woman have never turned me on before but this time…oh my.  This is beyond me.



Ron was furiously stroking himself and as she worked my gaze fell on him.  He started climaxing but I didn’t care to watch and my gaze fell back on the stern doctor who conquered me.  The sensuality of her mouth was exquisite.



Her work was heavenly and I learned a few tricks about sucking a breast that never occurred to me – like where and when to gently nibble, and when to use teeth effectively.  She played my breast like a piano and soon had me softly moaning under the potent sensuality.



When Lynn knew I was completely under her control she stopped.  Looking over at Ron she shot him an almost competitive glance that seemed to say, “
 sorry bud but your wife is mine now
 .”



In actuality, she stated, “I’m going to take Susan inside so we can work out our issues.  Wait here for us.”



Oh Ron will never allow that.



To my great shock he didn’t protest at all and instead lay back to soak up the sun.  Perhaps even fall asleep.  Apparently his climax had satisfied his need to question us.  Lynn eased off me and I was no longer pinned.



“Get up pigeon,” she demanded putting her top back on.



All at once I felt self conscious about being topless.  In a daze I scurried to my feet and went to grab what was left of my tee.



“Nope, you’re going to leave that there.”



“Don’t make me parade around the yard topless Lynn.”



She grabbed the back of my hair right behind my neck and leaned in close, “I’ll make you do whatever I want and you will like it.  Your mine to do with what I please little pigeon.  Do you have a problem with that?”



As she held me I froze under her confident control.  Without allowing me to respond she began marching me towards to kitchen door, steering me by my hair like I was some wild beast to be tamed. 



How far is she going to take this?



I would soon find out.



 



 



 
POSSESSED




 



I was driven into the kitchen - the cold floor against my feet reminding me this wasn’t a dream.  She ushered me over to the dinner table still holding me dominantly, and bent me over it.



“Now pigeon, strip off those wet shorts.”



“Do you have to keep calling me that Lynn?”



“Why shouldn’t I pigeon chest?  You haven’t earned the right to be called anything else.  Oh, and you will refer to me as goddess until I say otherwise.  Do you have a problem with that pigeon?”



“No” I squeaked meekly.



“Now let your shorts hit the floor girl.  You’ll have no secrets from me.”



Wow she is as controlling as she is breathtaking.  It’s insanity, and hard to resist.



She finally released my hair and I reached down to pull my shorts and panties over my hips together, still bending overtly over the table.  When they were loose enough I let them fall around my ankles and land on the floor with a wet spat.



Another wave of shame hit me as I sacrificed my modesty before her.  The hair on the back of my neck stood up and itched awkwardly.



“Now part your legs so I can clearly see your pussy.”



“Really?” I gasped.



“Oh I insist.  Don’t question me again.”



“Okay,” I whispered too ashamed to look back at her.



WACK! 
 A spank rang down hard against my ass.  I stiffened and whelped in surprise. 



“Okay what?” she scowled.



“Huh?”



WACK!
   “Okay what?”



“Okay goddess…okay goddess,” I stammered with alarm.  Her stern control again made me go docile.



I bent further over the table until my arms rested on it.  My goddess demanded that I spread my legs wider and with a humiliated groan I complied.  Under her gaze I felt my inner lips swell and start to tingle with strange anticipation.   



“Show me how you touch yourself” she demanded.



“Ya-you want me to start masturbating goddess?” I stuttered.



WACK!
 – Another stinging blow landed so hard it nearly brought tears to my eyes.  A stinging, controlling burn spread across my ass.  Without waiting for her answer my hand shot obediently down and shamelessly stroked my clit in front of her.  It swelled quickly under my touch and I began to lightly pant.



At first I didn’t think I would be able to get off with her watching.  But I was wrong.  I felt an orgasm build quickly as I submitted to her stern demands. 



“Keep going,” she ordered walking into the kitchen.  She opened the fridge, pulled out a pack of hot dogs, and returned to watch. 



Is she going to try and penetrate me with a hot dog?  That is so crass…so why is it making me wetter?



She pulled out a hot dog and much to my surprise didn’t put it where I expected.  Instead I felt the cool cylinder against my tender anus and jerked with alarm.



“Whah?” I stammered.



WACK!
 – “Hold still you little slut.”



“Yes Goddess.”



My bottom burned with my insolence.  As I stroked my clit I felt the dog being pressed firmly against my anus and panted harder.  I was powerless to stop it now. 



Only the tip slid inside me before it started to wobble - yet it made me grunt.  I’d never been penetrated there and this was most unusual.   She was violating me and humiliating me at the same time.  Does it sound strange when I say it made me feel possessed by her?



A mixture of shame and arousal danced in mind as I made my clit throb with pleasure.  I felt one of her hands spreading my ass cheeks wider and she crammed the intruder deeper inside.  I think it broke but that didn’t matter to her.  She smashed the rest of it inside me through pure force causing me to, “uh!”-  grunt with each shove. 



With the cool meat stick violating me I experienced an early convulsion and began rolling my hips in front of her feeling like a kinky slut. 



But I’m her kinky slut so…I think that’s okay? Fuck this orgasm is rushing up on me and I want it badly.



WACK!
   “Don’t you dare cum!  Now keep rubbing.”



“Ho, yes goddess.”



Please let me cum.



Another dog impacted my puckered hole and she began cramming it in.  I felt it pushing the first one higher up inside me, into places I’d never felt before.  The sensuality of it was new to me but on some level I felt inhuman. 



The need to climax became urgent but I knew I had to remain obedient for her.  My hand slowed its work but the orgasm still built up within me, dying to release in an explosion of mixed feelings. 



When the intruder was fully crammed within my helpless hole I felt stuffed and deviously controlled.  My hand stopped its work, it had to or I would’ve climaxed. 



WACK!
   “Keep stroking it bitch!”



“Please goddess, if I continue I won’t be able to control it.”



“You weak pigeon chested slut.  I don’t know what I see in you.”



You see something in me?  Since when?



Before I could consider it for too long she pulled me back up straight.  My hand fell away leaving my clit pulsating on the edge.  Stepping forward she sat down on the table in front of me.  The air in the room became electrifying with confused taboo emotions.  It only added to my strange subservient feelings and growing need to please her.



“Remove my bottoms!” she demanded so sternly it gave me a shiver.



My clit still throbbed for final release but I didn’t dare disobey her.  I knew where this was going and my hands trembled as I timidly gripped the sides of her bikini bottoms.  I could feel the heat coming right through them as she lifted her ass off the table and I began pulling them down. 



When her perfectly trimmed pussy came into view my heart pounded with uncertainty.  It was compact and tight looking, amazing like the rest of her.  A strange feeling of pride that she would even consider showing it to me danced in my flustered head.  I knew what she wanted.



There is no way I’m going to be able to tell her no.  I’m not even sure I want to say no.  I can’t believe this…



“On your knees little slut,” made it official.  I was to be made to go down on her.



I subserviently knelt down, forcing the anal intrusion higher into my intestines and increasing my feeling of kinky surrender.   It made me feel owned, controlled, enslaved by this powerful woman.  Her perfect legs wrapped around me and she simply said, “You better do a good job or when I’m done with you, you won’t be able to sit down for a week.”



“Yes my goddess,” I replied in nearly a whisper.



In slow motion I watched my hand reach for her lips and part them enough to reveal her clit.  The time had come and I brought my mouth close to it smelling her coconut sunscreen.  I counted down in my head,
 three, two, one
 , and covered her nub with my mouth.



“Oh Yhah” she moaned throatily.



I sucked her delicate clit between my lips and felt it swelling over my tongue as she moaned even louder.  The feel of it engorging in my mouth excited me.  I was pleasing this alpha woman and the need to do a good job gripped me.



God she is beautiful.  It’s as exciting touching her legs as it is sucking her.  I love the feel of her legs.  And her confidence.  Mmm.  Who would have believed it?



I shamelessly sucked on her using my tongue the best I knew how.  Instinctively my hand moved up to trace the outline of her pussy.  I did the best I could focusing on things I thought I’d enjoy being done to me.  Soon she was holding my head and grinding her hips against my mouth.



“Go lower, taste me,” she moaned.



Releasing her I submissively did as I was told and prepared for my first taste of another woman.  My tongue delved between her inner lips and on their own they parted even wider.  I knew what that meant and tried to tongue her deeply and fulfill her desire.



Exploring her pussy felt so naughty and exciting all at the same time.  Hard as I may try though, I cannot recall what she tasted like.  It was pleasant but I don’t remember a flavor.  Yet there I was, tongue fucking my new owner like an overheated tramp.



“Go lower,” she groaned.  “Lick my ass like a good little slut.”



“Yes my goddess.”



“Oh I love hearing you call me that.”



I think I love saying it.  I’ve never felt so…necessary.



My face lowered and I tongued her puckered bud with an enthusiasm that surprised even me.  It was clean from her earlier swim and felt very intimate.  She pulled my face in tight and I penetrated her tight hole causing her to swoon possessively.



“You like licking my ass don’t you?”



“Yhess” - I couldn’t believe it was me saying that. 



Her hand went to her clit and began rubbing it as I worked.  I could feel her legs tensing and understood how excited she was to be dominating me.  I felt it too.  Gone was the married straight girl and in her place was a subservient little lesbian slut.  The notion caused me to pant in lusty shock as I shamelessly reamed her tender hole.



I must have been very wrapped up in my work because it seemed like almost immediately that her legs tensed around me.  She was on the verge of climaxing and I forced my face unnaturally hard against her bottom to delve as deeply as possible.



“Uhhh!” She grunted.  “Finger me!”



I felt her body tense extra hard and then released in waves.  My two fingers might have been late to catch the start of her climax but they plunged in with authority and pumped her drenched pussy.  Her legs wrapped tightly around me as she convulsed while letting out the occasional squeal.  My attitude regarding her was changing at lightning speed.  Something about this was satisfying.



I’m so glad I could get her off.  My god she is so amazing.  I hope she liked it.



A new kind of pride filled me as her orgasm came to an end.  But I didn’t dare stop working with my tongue or fingers until she demanded that I stop. 



I’m starting to love it when she orders me around.  I’m yours doctor. Use me as you see fit.



“That’s enough,” she rasped.



I looked up at her from my knees as she collected herself and then shot me a wicked smile.  My thoughts were too shook up to recall if I smiled back.



“Well done little slut.”



“Thank you my goddess.”



She threw her leg over me and stood up before pulling her bikini back on.  Once she was dressed I suddenly felt embarrassed to be exposed again.  But she didn’t care.



“Sit on the table and if you move I will tan your ass until it weeps blood.”



(Gulp)  “Yes ma-my goddess,” I stuttered at the thought.



For a moment I thought she was going to return the favor but instead she left the kitchen.  Not wanting to incur her wrath or disobey her in any way I sat obediently still and waited.  Nothing would have made me move – not even Ron.  She finally returned with a paper bag in her hand.



Reaching behind her she undid her top and removed it.  Once again her superior breasts stared accusingly at me.  She pulled out one of the chairs from the table and grabbed my left leg.  I dared not question it. 



My ankle was placed across the chair and her top was tied around it, fastening it tightly.  When it was completely immobilized she pulled over another chair and grabbed my right leg.  In one motion her bottoms came off and she tied my ankle tightly around the chair until it was bound.



“Your pussy belongs to me now.  Is that clear?”



“Yes my goddess.”



“Mmmm,” she cooed at my response.  “You’re a sexy little tramp.”



She pulled the chair on my left to the side stretching my leg wide.  The other chair was next and as she pulled I was spread eagled helplessly under her makeshift stirrups.  She didn’t stop until I was vulgarly flayed before her, my inner lips being pulled widely apart.  I was made completely vulnerable and nothing was left to the imagination. 



“I bought this especially for you my sexy little pigeon.”



Reaching into the bag she pulled out a dildo with funny looking bands attached to it.  I didn’t quite understand until she began strapping it around her hips and ass.



Oh my god she has a strap on – and it’s big. She is going to fuck me.  Whoa!



I was confused, nervous, and embarrassed at once.  This was not what I expected.



“You bought that for me goddess?”



“Yes.”



“But if you knew it was for me…then why have you always been so mean to me?”



“You’re here aren’t you?  You’re living it, just like I always hoped.  I don’t hate you, I need to control you.  I’ve known it from the start.  I need to possess you.  Now quit asking questions.”



“Oh goddess I…oh.”



She’s always wanted me? Wow, it’s the opposite of what…just an hour ago I hated her with every fiber of my being.  Wow?



She stepped between my legs and drug the tip of the fat dildo against my opening.  I must admit by now I was in complete shock.  The idea of being fucked by a woman had never realistically occurred to me - especially one as incredible as Dr. Lynn.



My inner lips swelled and pulsated with helpless anticipation as she teased my entrance.  Instead of plowing right into me she reached into the bag and pulled out two plastic clips.  Her hips softy bucked and the dildo stretched my lips and eased slightly inside making me pant.



Here is comes.  Oh my…



I braced expecting to be filled but she stopped and brought one of the clips up to my right breast.  I watched in awe as she clamped it over my nipple and felt it squeezing painfully.  My submission went into overdrive and I couldn’t help speaking out of turn.



“Oh my goddess.  I must really belong to you.”



SWAT!
   A sharp slap impacted the clamp sending an electric sting through my already sore breast.  I jerked in pain regretting my transgression.



“No talking from the slut.”



I nodded feebly too afraid to speak, knowing I was on the verge of being pillaged.



The other clamp was placed over the other breast and when she was done my entire chest hummed with the sensation that continually reminded me of my owner.  I’d never felt so taken over – so completely controlled.  Not by my husband, not even by my parents.  I was utterly conquered and falling into infatuation.



“Now my hot little pigeon, prepare to have your brains fucked out.”



I half swooned half whimpered quite loudly in one long syllable. 



“Ohahh…”



Before I could finish the dildo was rammed several inches inside me and the swoon turned into a groan.  My pussy felt overheated and anxious for more, and my goddess didn’t make me wait.  With another hard thrust she plunged all the way into me until her hips smacked my ass.  The intensity of being utterly taken over made my clit once again pulsate uncontrollably.



“Tell me you think I’m beautiful,” she demanded.



“I think you’re so beautiful my goddess.  The most beautiful woman I’ve ever known.”



“Yesss,” she swooned.



Her hand reached up and dominantly grabbed the back of my hair.  “From now on you remember who you belong to.  You’re my slut and I fuck you whenever I want to.  Those are my rules.”



“Yhah,” I replied throatily.



Her hips eased back and she started to fuck me with slow deep strokes.  It immediately made me feel woozy and under her complete control.  I never had anything so large inside me.  Watching her perfect breasts bounce as she pumped aroused me further.  The pleasure was wonderful and I had more emotions running through me than I could manage. 



I loved the feel of her hand holding my head by the short hairs along the back of my neck.  I loved the way she confidently took me in hand like no other had – or the way she packed my ass just to prove she could.  But most of all I loved feeling like her property.  My mind was blown more with each thrust of her hips.



Her speed increased and so did the force of her strokes.  I looked up at her face, my fading pink hand print glowed across her cheek where I had struck her. 



“Now I’m going to fuck you hard like the little slut you are.”



The statement caused my clit to pulsate harder and she proved to me how serious she was.  She started pounding into me harder and harder until I couldn’t restrain loudly grunting in submissive ecstasy. 



A lightning bolt of stimulation shot through me.  Dr. Lynn had tapped my clit with her free hand and continued doing it between each thrust.  Once again she knew exactly how to manipulate me.  A feeling of utter powerlessness made me go limp as she fucked my brains out. 



My tight nub radiated growing pleasure as I was reamed by my new owner.  The coming orgasm was unavoidable and she knew it.  Lynn was clearly determined to make me cum hard while she drilled me.  She had trapped me in an intense version of heaven – one of her own making.  It was hard not to feel something more for her.



I could really fall hard for this powerful goddess.  She knows how to make me feel things I never thought possible.



My eyes closed and a climax drew closer.  I squealed beneath her and was barely coherent when I heard her say, “this is a reminder for your own good little slut.”



My orgasm built more powerfully.  The hard table was forcing the anal intrusion to throb harder as I took it.  Suddenly a burning sting spread across my cheek.



SLAP!
 – She struck me on the face and I melted.



SLAP!
   Again on the other side and I screamed overwhelmed.



My face stung and burned at the same time.  It was rough, harsh, and intense.  My confused feelings all merged in a bundle of pleasure under her tapping finger.  Like a dam bursting stimulation flooded out of my clit and across my entire body as my orgasm let loose.  It was useless to try and contain it and I screamed continually as it radiated through me.  On and on it went as she drilled me hard and deep.



After a moment I expected it to end but it didn’t.  I continued convulsing with pleasure as she pounded me into a ball of lusty, submissive goo. 



“Take it hard like a good whore.”



“Yes ma’am my goddess.”



Of course she left me no choice and I did, screaming uninhibited the whole way.  My loins burned with each hard stroke but she never let up.  I was at her mercy and she pounded on, perspiration beading across her chest. 



It went on for several minutes but I’m not sure how many.  I’d heard of multi-orgasms but never one really long one.  But that’s what I was getting.  Stimulation poured out of me without end as she passionately violated me.  Finally my stomach started to cramp and the climax eased.  She continued pounding me and there was still pleasure but my screams turned to whimpers.  My body was breaking down.



“Please no more goddess,” I begged.



“I’ll decide when you’ve been fucked enough” she hissed.



“Ohhh,” I whimpered.



Her strokes became aggressively hard, almost like a punishment, and I writhed and squealed like an overwhelmed virgin.  Cramps formed in my thighs but another mini orgasm erupted and I sobbed in overwhelmed climax.  Drool drained down the side of my mouth.  I was unable to control it until finally my stern mistress came to an abrupt halt. 



I lay bound and helpless quivering under her control.  She seemed to know I was suffering and pulled my stirrups closer together.  It worked and my cramps eased as she held the dildo deep inside me, enjoying her conquest. 



“I really mean it little pigeon.  I want you.  From now on you belong to me.  You will not tell Ron.  It is to be our secret.  You’re not to call me goddess again until I tell you to.”



“Yes my goddess, I mean, yes Dr. Lynn.”



“I truly think you have a gorgeous body.  Don’t think that you don’t heat me up.  You make me so wet I can barely restrain from spanking you every time your around.  I can’t help it girl – I’m a sadistic lover when I see someone I really want.  It thrills me.  I need to totally possess you.”



“Okay” I whispered.  “I’m yours in secret.”



“Good, now that we understand each other let’s get back to the pool.  I think we both could use another dip.  Oh, and put on a bikini this time, something sexy for me.”



“Yes doctor.”



She pulled out of me as I stared reverently up at her in a daze.  My ankles were untied and I stood up wobbly.  Her powerful soft hands pulled me close and we shared our first kiss, our tongues passionately making their own version of love to each other.  It was my first female kiss and I’ll never forget it.  It was more sensual than any kiss I’d known - maybe even more so than the sex.



Afterwards she dressed and with a final sharp spank to my behind ordered me upstairs to change into the bikini.  I rushed to my room and went to the bathroom to evacuate my bowels.  When they were empty I knew I had a lot to think about.  But that would wait until tomorrow.  The rest of the day would be for her – as hers’. 



Afterwards I picked out the slinkiest suit I owned and proudly changed into it before going back out.



I didn’t know where this would lead but nothing was the same afterwards.  So much had been revealed to me.  But I didn’t wonder about it too hard about then.  I didn’t have to.  My goddess would do all the thinking for us.  And I loved her for it.



 



* * *
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“You better stop bitching and buckle down I’m going to kick you out of this house Brandi.  Ann is very sweet to agree to tutor you.”



              “You’re paying her mom.  She’s not sweet.  She keeps treating me like I’m stupid.”



“That’s enough.  I’m going to Aunt Becky’s for the afternoon.  If I hear another report about you from Ann you’ll be looking for a new place to live.  I’m fed up with this behavior young lady.”



They were harsh words but Brandi needed to hear them.  Her natural beauty masked a tough interior that rebelled against everything.  At eighteen she was still a trouble maker, relying on her good looks to manipulate people.  But she couldn’t manipulate her way into a diploma.  That’s where I come in, tutoring her to prepare for the equivalency test. 



The truth was I hated taking the job but tuition for my junior year at college had me broke and I needed all the cash I could get - even if that meant tutoring the incorrigible bad girl.



“Let’s get back to work Bandi.”



“Can’t we work on something else?  I fucking hate algebra.”



“We will move on when I say we will.”



“Oh excuse me your highness.  I didn’t realize I was in the company of royalty.”



“What did your mom say about acting like that?”



“Who cares?  You know my mom is a lez right?



“That’s not important.  Can we focus on the work please?”



“Are you a virgin?  I bet you are.”



The question took me by surprise.  She had lipped off a few times before but nothing that personal – at least not directed at me.  Normally I’d chalk it up to immaturity but for some reason it really annoyed me.



“That’s none of your business.  Let’s get back to work.”



“God what a nightmare - stuck here with a snotty virgin college girl.  I could teach her a few things.”



Grrr.  Keep calm.  She is trying to provoke you.  Be the bigger person.



“You’re acting like a child.  Knock it off or I will report you to your mother.”



“Lighten up tutor girl.  Obviously you need to get laid.  Maybe if you didn’t dress like Dumbledoor somebody would actually care about getting your panties off.”



Grrr.



“I am not a virgin!” I scowled, may patience growing thin.



“Ya right.  Keep telling yourself that.  By the way, your fingers don’t count as losing it.”



She laughed mockingly at me and my blood boiled. 



Is this really worth the money?  She is out of control and doesn’t want to learn.   But…it’s twenty dollars an hour.  Where else could I get that?  I need this job.  Grit your teeth and get on with it.



“Brandi, I need you to focus on this equation.”



“Dumb virgin bitch,” she muttered bobbing her red hair haughtily.



“That’s it.  When your mother comes back I’m going to have a talk with her.”



What happened next caught me by complete surprise.  Her hand grabbed my ponytail and pulled my head back hard enough to tip my chair over.  I crashed to the floor flustered and hurting.  Instead of at least trying to make an excuse she laughed - and I lost it.  Trying to be as intimidating as possible I stood up and slapped her smug face.



“Don’t you dare touch me again you wicked little bitch.”



She looked as stunned as me and suddenly I felt bad.  Becoming physical was not like me at all.  I was about to apologize when,
 WACK
 !  She slapped me back so hard it knocked my face sideways.  With my cheek burning something inside me snapped. 



I grabbed her by the neckline of her blouse and tried yanking her out of her chair with authority.  It was time she knew who was really in charge.  As I pulled the blouse gave out sending buttons flying all over the table.



Brandi bolted out of her chair and gracefully slipped behind me, getting me in a bear hug.  I was enraged.  I’m not a violent person but I couldn’t restrain wanting to slap some sense into her.  My hands pulled at hers trying to break her grip but she wouldn’t budge.  Next I tried to wiggle free like a fish but I could break loose.  That’s when I first realized this young delinquent was much stronger than me.



After exhausting my energy trying to break loose I attempted to reason with her.



“Brandi stop, this has gone too far.  Let’s get back to work.”



“Are you going to tell my mother?”



Yes.



I refused to answer and her grip tightened.



“I said are you going to tell on me?”



“Maybe I should.  It might do you good.  One of these days you’re going to upset the wrong person and learn what real trouble is.”



              “God the lame virgin is preaching.  How sad,” she teased.



“You know what – I feel sorry for you.  You’re out of control.”



“Really?  It feels like I’m the one in control if you ask me,” she sneered squeezing my torso so hard it became painful.



Instinct made me try to squirm free again but she easily handled my struggling, even laughing at my feeble attempts.  My arms grew weary and I started to get nervous.  She actually was in control and I couldn’t break free.



“Now be honest,” she whispered in my ear, “you’re a virgin aren’t you?”



The smell of her grape bubble gum wafted into my nostrils making me feel silly.  She was barely an adult yet she managed to overpower me.  And I was a gymnast for three years in high school!  I might have been impressed if she hadn’t pissed me off so badly.



“I’m not a virgin.  I had a boyfriend my entire freshman year of college.  Please let me go.”



“Say ‘Brandi is great’.”



“That is so juvenile.  You should hear yourself.  It’s not pretty.”



My feet suddenly lifted off the ground and she squeezed me so hard I could barely breathe.  She smashed me back down hard, crushing me between the table and her body.



“You’re hurting me” I whimpered desperately.



“Say ‘Brandi is great’.”



“Brandi is great” I stammered.  “Now release me.”



“Say Ann is a snobby virgin.”



“Oh you’re really asking for it!  Let me go or you’re in big trouble kiddo.”



Her right hand grabbed mine and brought it to my face, making me slap myself mockingly.  First once, then another - and another.  They weren’t very hard but it was embarrassing.  She was showing off her control and my cheeks started to go numb.



“Why are you hitting yourself?” She teased. 



What a despicable little tramp.



I struggled to free my hand but it was no use.  When I was too tired to continue she made it slap my face again. 



“Quit it!” I scowled.



“Say Ann is a weak snobby virgin,” she insisted with glee.



She was clearly enjoying her power over me.  When her grip loosened it felt like I might have an opening.  I struggled again to break free.  After another minute of straining I realized it was no use.  She was too powerful and my arms were burning, feeling like Jell-O.  Once again she made me pay the price.



Slap
 – “Say it virgin!”  The sting was more humiliating than painful and my face burned with shame.  I’d been teased before but never bullied in this way. 



Slap!
 – “I can do this all day if you don’t say it.”



I can’t stop her and my cheek is really starting to sting.  Just go along with it until she calms down.  God I hate her.



“Ann is a weak snobby virgin,” I pouted.  “Now please let me go.”



“Say ‘Brandi is the queen and I am a virgin who wants to be a two dollar whore’.”



“Brandi is the queen (groan)…and I am the virgin who wants to be a two dollar whore.  Okay now you win.  Please Brandi, let me go.”



“If I let you go do you promise to behave?”



“Yes,” I mumbled sincerely.



She unwrapped her hold one me and I grabbed the table feeling so tied from the struggle that I needed to sit.  But when I pulled out a chair she forbad it. 



“I didn’t say you could sit down.”



“What?”



“I said you’re not allowed to sit down.”



I sighed, feeling beaten and turned around to face her.  Her blouse was open in the front and a very pretty blue lace bra poked through.  The soft feminine bra was a stark contrast to her callous attitude and rough treatment of me.  Though it did offset her fiery red hair in a way that even I couldn’t deny was striking.



No wonder she gets her way so easily with guys. 



“Look at my blouse, you ruined it!” She scoffed.  “In return you’re going to give me yours.”



“My blouse?” I inquired outraged.  “I’m not giving you mine.  Forget it.”



“You owe me bitch.” She hissed.



“It’s only some missing buttons.  Can’t I just pay you for it?  I have to go home.”



SLAP
 – a hard blow struck my already burning cheek. 



Something about this slap sent a nervous chill into my stomach.  My arms were so worn out from the long struggle it was becoming an effort to just hold them up.  I couldn’t have defended myself if I’d wanted to and she knew it.  In fact she relished it.



“I said take off your top and give it to me bitch.”



“Really?”



“Yes fucking really,” she scoffed raising her hand, threatening another slap.



“Wait!  Okay just give me a second.”



My hands shakily moved up and began unbuttoning my top in disbelief.  Now she was stealing my clothes and I felt utterly powerless to stop her.  When the last button was undone she teased me about my breast size.



“Those are so tiny – no wonder you’re a virgin.”



I instinctively felt my face blush.  She couldn’t have known how secretly self conscious I was that I never filled out that much.  But I tried to ignore it.  I slide my weary arms out of the blouse my parents had sent me last fall.  It was one of my favorites.



“You have tiny tits but I guess that’s not your fault.  But that bra looks like something from like, 1980.  It’s no wonder you can’t ever get laid.”



I handed over my top and she ripped it out of my hand.  Sliding out of her damaged blouse she slipped on mine.  But when she pulled it around her chest she was too well endowed for it to fit her.



“This crappy top was made for the itty bitty titty committee.  Let me guess, you’re a member right?  You should at least stuff them if you ever want to get fucked.”



“My breasts aren’t that small,” I countered, pretending her insults didn’t hurt.



“Really?  Show them to me.  Take off your bra.”



“No, that is none of your business.  Besides why do you care?  Are you a lez like your mom?”



Her hand shot out, grabbed my wrist, and spun me around.  Her bear hug grip returned and she pulled me across the kitchen to the sink.  The faucet turned on and she started forcing my face towards it.



Oh no - I shouldn’t have said that.



“Stop, Brandi wait.”



“This is what you get for not listening you dumb virgin.”



I struggled to the point that I had no more strength to fight back and could only endure what came next.  I stood helplessly as she forced my head towards the faucet.  Cold water poured across my hair, the frigid temperature shocking me. 



There was a rattle in the dish rack and out of the corner of my eye I saw her grab a metal spatula.  A moment later
 Wack!
 It impacted my bottom with force, stinging my behind right through my jeans.   A second blow stung so much that I loudly whimpered under the faucet.



“Ow!  Stop it you little whore.”



“What are you going to do about it weakling?”



The water continued flowing over my head - my hair hanging down around my face and into my mouth, tasting of hairspray.  My bottom ached but it was about to get worse.



Swat!  Swat!  Swat!
 – three more blows from the spatula and the pain became unbearable.  A penetrating sting seared across my behind causing me to writhe between blows.  I couldn’t take anymore.  Each swat was like fire and I found myself begging for mercy.



“Ow!  No more.  Ouch.  Please stop Brandi.”



“Are you going to disobey me again?”



“No, it won’t happen again,” I replied so submissively it even surprised me.



That felt weird to say, it felt…where is it coming from?



Her hand grabbed the back of my hair and pulled me upright.  I waited cautiously for her next command not wanting to provoke her in any way.  An odd feeling of inferiority spread into my thoughts.  My ass burned mightily from the spanking making me feel subservient and vulnerable.  I’d never felt that before.  Everything she did proved she was in charge me.  It created a strange feeling of admiration that I struggled to understand.



She is younger, prettier, and stronger than me?  But so what – right?  She is scaring the crap out of me though.



“Now take off your bra and show me your little tits” she demanded.



My body was so nervous and exhausted it was actually difficult to undo the front hook of my bra, but I eventually managed.  Though once it was unhooked a wave of shame came over me and I couldn’t bring myself to reveal my goods.  I’d been humiliated enough and couldn’t handle anymore.



“What are you waiting Ms. Bigshot tutor?  Show me.”



“You built it up so much that I’m embarrassed.” I admitted.



“I don’t give a shit.  Hurry up.”



I stood motionless, looking down, too humiliated to face her.  To my surprise she stated, “Fine, if you’re too ashamed of your tiny tits I have another idea.  Hook your bra back up.”



“Thank you,” I whispered with relief, re-hooking my bra.



She put her hands on my shoulders and backed me up to the place where the countertop made a corner.  Just when I thought she was settling down her hands shot out and pinched both of my nipples right through the bra.



“Tittie twister!” she leered smiling. 



But how hard she was squeezing was no joke.  She was crushing my nipples and twisting them painfully.  When I’d wince she’d pull really hard making me squeal, which thrilled her.  Yet I dared not fight back now.



Her fingers were like vices and my nipples throbbed painfully, endlessly.  It became a game for her.  She’d say, “squeal virgin” and pulled really hard and I would squeal.  This made her laugh at her power over me and she’d repeat it.



“Squeal.”



“Eeeey!”



“Good, now…let’s hear the virgin tutor squeal again. (Yank!)



“Ahhh!”



“Why are you touching me like this?”



“Because I can.”



I was too tired and beaten to fight it.  My young student had complete control over me and was giving me a lesson in hazing.  After a few minutes of this game my nipples stung so powerfully I couldn’t hold still and shifted from foot to foot, pleading for it to end.  Finally she released them and I swooned with relief, my face beat red.



“Did that make your pussy wet you lez?”



“No.”



“Don’t lie to me.”



“I’m not lying.  Honest Brandi, I’m not.”



It hadn’t made me wet.  But at that moment I realized something.  It had made it hotter – much hotter.  My panties were on fire.  When I noticed the heat my clit started to swell and I blushed with shame, hoping she wouldn’t know.



“Prove you’re not wet.  Take off your pants.”



(Gulp)
  
 No!



“My pa-pants?” I stuttered.



“Pa-pa-pa, you sound like a broken toy.  Yes take off your pants you little snob.”



“I’m too embarrassed.”



“Aww,” she cooed with fake sympathy.



She walked over to the freezer, pulled out an ice tray and returned with it.  With a loud ‘crash’ she smashed it down on the counter beside me, dislodging the cubes from the tray and startling me.  She picked two of them up and before I knew it plopped one into each of my bra cups.



The cold spread quickly.  My body winced and shoulders curved downwards but there was no escaping the chilly freeze of the cubes against my already sore nipples.  I raised my hands to remove them but she effortlessly pushed them away and warned me.



“Don’t you dare disobey me Ann.  The longer you make me wait, the more cubes you get.  Do you understand?”



“Yes,” I muttered.



“Okay, times up - two more on the way.  She thrust two more frozen cubes into my bra causing my chest to pulsate under the cold.  My tortured nipples throbbed painfully, elongating to full length under the searing chill.



“Now get your pants off bitch” she growled in a no nonsense tone.  “And show me some respect.”



“Yes ma’am” I replied instinctively.



Now I’m calling this kid ma’am.  Oh fuck there is no way out of it.  How did this happen?



My weary hands pulled at the front button of my pants finally unsnapping it.  My heart pounded faster as I undid the zipper.  After unzipping halfway I stopped unable finish.  I’d never shown my goods to another girl and couldn’t believe what I was doing.



“Two more,” she announced menacingly.



Two more ice cubes were forced into my cups, pressing against my breasts and adding to the chill on my oversensitive nips.  They seemed to start stinging while going numb at the same time.  The fear the sensation caused helped remove my shame and my pants came down much faster.  I pulled them down to my ankles and as I bent over my bra leaked chilly drops onto the floor.



“All the way off.” She instructed.



“All the way?”



“Two more.”



Two more cubes caused my cotton bra to bulge with the lumpy melting blocks that froze my nipples into painful numbness.  Stepping on the side of my pants I pulled one foot out and then the other.



I stood in front of my dominant young student in only a bra and panties, trying not to wince, ice water leaking down my chest.  She had no sympathy for my modest nature and ordered, “now the panties.”



“Yes ma’am.”



It was the moment of truth.  I felt surreal as my thumbs entered my panties and started to pull them down.  Brandi watched with great interest hoping to verify that she had been right.  My panties hit the floor and I stepped out of them without being told.



“Now sit on the corner of the counter and hurry up.”



“Yes ma’am.”



I hopped up on the corner of the counter on command.  She ordered me to spread my legs and rest one on each side of the counter.  I raised one leg and rested it on one side.  Placing the other leg on the counter going the opposite direction, I knew full well it flayed me open leaving me little modesty.  Being spread eagled caused my heart to pound nervously.



“Now let’s see if you were lying.  You better hope you were telling the truth.”



I suddenly realized that in my submission I had gotten wet, very wet, and began to worry about the consequences.  I felt so imprisoned by her I think my pussy got wet out of sheer respect for her dominance.  Nobody had every controlled me like this, not even my own parents.  It made me feel like a liar and I began breathing harder, dreading her reaction when she discovered it.



Brandi reached into a drawer and pulled out a rolling pin. 



“This should do it,” she smiled.



Grabbing the handle at one end she guided the other handle towards my disobediently wet pussy.  When the tip touched my outer lips I instinctively jerked my hips back.   Her free hand went up to my neck and pushed my head until it was pinned against a cabinet.  She kept her hand firmly on my neck, dominantly holding me in position. 



“Are you going to try and get away again?”



“Nohh.” I insisted.



“Don’t even think about disobeying me.”



“No ma’am.”



Between my shame and the threat of being choked I started to pant under her grip.  My chest heaved as the handle of the rolling pin returned between my thighs and I could only sit still as she wiggled it between my lips.  The sensation caused my panting to increase and I started to feel a bit woozy. 



With shameless dominance the handle pushed through my opening and slid inside me.  My entrance tingled to life and the intruder immediately began to feel better than I would have admitted out loud.



Why does that feel good?  Am I insane?  Am I a slut?  Please let her not be angry.



“It’s sliding pretty easily. You lied to me you little bitch.  You are wet.”



              I tried to stifle my reaction and failed.  “Ho ma’am please,” I moaned.  “I honestly didn’t know.”



“You didn’t know you were wet!  Pfft.  Because you lied you’re going to have to take it deeper.  Don’t blame me, blame your wet slutty pussy bitch.”



Her grip on my neck tightened to a near choke and suddenly the handle invaded me deeper.  The hair on the back of my neck stood up straight and I struggled to pant through her control.  It genuinely felt like I was being taken by an alpha and couldn’t restrain awkwardly moaning.



With Brandi’s hand effortlessly pinning my neck she started fucking me harder with the handle of the rolling pin.  Her upward strokes made it strike my sensitive inner spot each time and the resulting pleasure was unavoidable.  I was being molested and felt ashamed for enjoying it.  Yet it was undeniably pleasurable. 



But there was something more that was notable.  The feeling of being owned by this younger girl who dominated me so sternly caused my heart to flutter and warm, even under my chilled tits.  While she serviced me there was an unexpected emotional pleasure that only confused me further.  Part of me was afraid of her and part me was…excited by her?



“Oh my God, I think the little slut likes it.” She teased.



I couldn’t deny it and guilt continued to mingle with the forced pleasure.  Her stunning red hair swayed side to side as she worked my pussy like a piston.



“Let me try something,” she wondered out loud.  “Don’t panic for your own good, okay?”



I don’t like the sound of that.



“What?” I asked alarmed.



“I said don’t panic or you might hurt yourself.”



“Uh-huh.” I agreed with little choice.



Suddenly her grip tightened around my neck, cutting off my air as the handle began fucking me harder, striking me just right.  In my exhaustion I floundered, terrified by the change of events.  I couldn’t breathe at all and did panic.  The pleasure inside my pussy ramped up as I struggled. 



My entire body started to tingle, goose bumps ran down my back.  All at once stimulation poured out of my clit and I began convulsing under her grip, struggling to get air. 



Brandi released my neck and I shook hard on the counter as she pillaged my delicate snatch with the implement.  I gasped up the air as intense pleasure continued to shudder through me.



“Fuck it worked,” she gawked with pride.



I felt inhuman as she pounded me, devious pleasure rippling through my body in ways I’d never experienced.  She abruptly stopped and pulled the handle out but my hands continued to tremble with a combination of shock and pleasure.  The student really had taught the teacher something – and it both terrified me and made me more submissive.



“Now…are you going to tell my mother about this?”



“No ma’am.”



“What an obedient slut you’re turning out to be.  You handled that like a true whore.”



“Thank you ma’am.”



“Take off your bra.”



My weary hands undid my bra, not longer having the will to resist, and pulled it open.  A stream of ice water ran down my stomach and over my heated box.  My normally pink nipples looked red and stiffer than they had ever been. 



“They are small…but their kind of cute.”



It was a modest compliment, yet in that moment it was heaven to hear.  She’d been nothing but ugly to me our whole relationship.  Now all of a sudden any validation this dominant young rebel offered made my heart sore – and I couldn’t help feeling a bit of misplaced devotion to her for the kindness.



I sat obediently still as her soft hands raised and covered each of my breasts entirely.  The warmth of her body offset my frozen nipples causing them to throb like she was holding a match up to them.  Her hands started to knead my tender breasts sensually.  The strangely submissive intimacy it caused was overwhelming.  I panted so hard under her tender groping that I was nearly hyperventilating.



“Let me show you what a real pair of tits look like,” she whispered removing her hold on my chest.



Her hands went behind her unhooking the pretty blue bra and she let the straps fall over her shoulders.  She held the cups in place for a moment, almost as if she was teasing me.  I must admit it worked, I was anxious to see them.   But why was still confusing. 



Why do I care?  I mean – oh fuck but I do.  I’m dying to see what she looks like.



“Are you ready to see them?”



“Yes ma’am.”



“Say please.”



“Please.”



Brandi pulled the bra off and tossed it onto the counter.  A pair of gravity defying globes swayed out towards me, her nipples pointing accusingly at me.  Cute little freckles dotted them randomly and her areolas were large and bright pink.  They seemed superior to mine in every way.



“Touch them” she demanded.



With cautious reverence I prepared to feel the first boobs that weren’t mine – and I was actually anxious.  Leaning forward on the countertop my hands trembled as I took them.  They were as soft, yet as firm as they looked and I envied her.  She acted very casual as I felt her up.  One of her hands grabbed a half melted ice cube off the counter and she shoved it into my pussy like she owned it.



“Huh,” I panted submissively as she did.



The cube rapidly melted as I groped the strong young girl who had conquered me into submission.  Her nipples hardened under my cautious groping a she let loose a tiny moan.



“Get off the counter and sit down at the table,” she ordered.



I released her and did as I was told.  When I had sat down she walked up right in front of me.



“Kiss them.”



“Yes ma’am.”



I leaned in and started kissing her chest all over, as if I loved her.  Yet I avoided the nipples fearing anything too intimate.  But that wasn’t for me to decide.



“Suck on my nipples firmly.  But if your hurt them I will slap you silly bitch.”



“Yes ma’am.”



I sucked a nipple firmly into my mouth not knowing what she would consider ‘hurting her’.  To my surprise they stiffened more and grew quite long, nearly an inch.  When the nipple was fully erect she gripped the back of my head and began dominantly forcing as much tit into my mouth as I could handle. 



Her long nipple tickled the back of my throat as I subserviently serviced her needs on command.  This was so new to me.  It felt like I was both a slave and a slut at the same time.



After a few minutes she withdrew my mouth and had me do the same to the other.  It was quite a shock for me to consider what I was actually doing and during it all my clit began to swell again.  I would have liked to have touched myself while I worked but I didn’t dare do anything without permission now.



“Rub my pussy and do it softly - or else.” She demanded.



My hand quivered over the command but obediently complied while I nursed on her.  I brushed the front of her shorts, the soft thick terrycloth tickling my palms.  Once I found the right position I pressed harder feeling the curves of her most cherished place. 



As I gently rubbed it became obvious she wasn’t wearing any panties and I hoped that I wasn’t rubbing too hard.  The feel of her box heating up was undeniable.  When she finally moaned my snatch heated twice as hot as it had been and my emotions exploded.



I gave her pleasure.  She liked it.  Oh thank goodness I did it right.



With utter pride I sucked her nipple harder and even bit down a little.  She winced and tried to pull back but I couldn’t let her.  The desire to make her feel moan again seemed too important.  I found myself rubbing her crotch much harder as I worked, trying desperately to seduce her for reasons even I didn’t fully understand.



Suddenly I saw a flash and my cheek stung.  She had slapped me hard and pulled away from me.  With cheek burning I looked up at her regretting my loss of control.  I had been disobedient, and she was clearly disappointed.



“I’m sorry ma’am,” I said to the girl several years my junior.



“It’s too late for that bitch.  Stand up.”



I quickly did as I was told hoping to show my lurid dedication to being obedient from now on.  Suddenly that was all that mattered, and I embraced the feeling.



 
HARD LESSONS




 



Brandi walked over to a closet and came back with three items that caused my goose pimples to return.  One was a leather belt.  One was a course looking rope.  And the third was a short extension cord.



“You need to be taught some discipline,” she leered.  “Which one do you choose?”



The intimidation in her voice was perhaps the most frightening part.  For a moment I wanted to try and run.  Instinctively I begged for another chance.



“Please ma’am, give me another chance.  It won’t happen again.  I really, really promise.  I’ll do my best to make you feel good.”



“You must pay for your disobedience.”



“I’m scared.  Please don’t do this, give me another chance.”



“If you don’t pick one now I’ll choose for you.”



“The belt,” I stammered in a panic.



“So you choose the belt eh?  Maybe if you wouldn’t have tried to talk you’re way out of it I’d have agreed.  But instead you’re getting the rope.  If you don’t hold still and take it like a big slut then it will only get worse.”



“Bah…I’m so sorry my beautiful ma’am.”



“Don’t think you can sweet talk your way out of this.  You brought it on yourself.  Stand up and bend over the table to receive your penance.”



The world seemed like it dropped into slow motion as I bent over the table resigned to suffer for her.  I cleared my mind in preparation for the pain I knew was unavoidable. 



Wack!
 – You need to learn some respect bitch.”



Wack!



The burning pain of the course rope stung my bottom to the core.  It felt as though I’d sat across a hot spear.  By the second blow I was grunting in agony.



“Ah..Ah!”  I groaned.



This is going to leave a bad mark.  Oh fuck she really cares about teaching me.   Owie!  She cares…



Wack!
 – “Ohwie!” I squealed.



Wack!



This blow took me beyond my limits.  My ass radiated pain that I couldn’t deal with, but I had to.  I started groaning in agony while continuously apologizing.



“I’m so sorry.  Please have mercy ma’am.  Give me a-nother ch-ance” I grunted nearly sobbing.



“You’re lucky I’m bothering with you at all,” she assured me.



“Thank you for teaching me ma’am.”



My body writhed and I could barely handle another blow.



Wack!
 – “Oww!  I’m so sorry.”



Wack!
 – “Who do you belong to?” She chided.



“You ma’am.  I belong to yo-ooh.  No more - it’s too much ma’am.”



Wack!
 – “Use my name.”



“I belong to Brandi.  I’m all yours.” I sobbed.



Wack!
 – “…and one to grow on.  Now don’t you ever forget who owns you now bitch.”



“You own me Brandi.” I gasped still writhing.



My ass cheeks were ravaged by the whipping and burned hot in the cool room.  It felt like I’d been branded – claimed as her property.  The enduring pain on my ass reminded me that I was completely owned by her.



“Get on your hands and knees little slut.”



Immediately I dropped to all fours waiting for her next command.  The leather belt was wrapped around my neck and fastened tight enough to feel like I was an animal.  With a jerk of the leash I was pulled forward.



“Walk with me little slut.”



She led me on leash out of the kitchen and into the living room.  My ass burned maddeningly as I crawled, a constant reminder of who was in charge.  I could feel my inner lips lubricated, completely subservient to her.



My knees were grateful to hit the carpet and she walked me over to the couch on the leash.  With a jerk of the collar we stopped and she sat down on the sofa right in front of me.



“You’re going to suck my clit now.  Have you ever done that before?”



“No,” I whispered.



“Well you better learn fast.  If you hurt me you’ll be punished.  If I don’t cum – and mean cum hard – within five minutes we’ll use the extension cord on you next.  Is that clear?”



“(Gulp) Yes ma’am.”



“Good.  My mom will be home soon so don’t fuck it up.  Now take my shorts off.”



She arched her hips and I dutifully pulled her shorts down to her ankles.  There was a hard tug on my leash, “All the way off.  I need to spread my legs your dumb slut.”



Then her hand reached down and lifted my chin until I faced her.



“Do you think I’m pretty?” She asked modestly.



It was the first sign of vulnerability I’d ever seen out of her.



“Yes ma’am.  I think you’re very pretty.”



“Are you just saying that?”



“No, you really are.  You must know that.”



“When you came by the first day I thought you were beautiful.  I couldn’t stop thinking about you.  It was hard to focus on our lesson.  I’m glad you think I’m pretty because you belong to me now.”



“Do you honestly think I’m as beautiful as you ma’am?”



“I’ve dreamed about you doing this” she whispered, her chest starting to heave.  “Get to work before I change my mind and get the extension cord.”



“Oh yes ma’am.”



I pulled the shorts off her ankles and her eyes flashed at me wickedly.  She spread her legs wide like she was the queen of the world.  Without questioning it my face closed in on her hot snatch.  It was quite a remarkable feeling.  I was actually anxious to do what would have repulsed me earlier in the afternoon.



My goodness she is a powerful young girl to manipulate me this way.  My devotion towards her is deepening.  I need to please her.  This is unreal. 



Though her pussy was shaven there was a little tuft of red hair above her clit that verified she was a true redhead.  Something about that made me even prouder.  She may have conquered me but she wasn’t phony, that much was sure.



A musky scent greeted me as she pulled my head tightly between her thighs by the leash.  I had no idea how exactly to do it.  Licking her tender bud slowly I focused on what I would enjoy done to me. 



“Hurry up.  I’m not your girlfriend you horny lez.  Suck it in like you mean it.”



To be honest I was grateful for the instruction.  I took her entire clit into my mouth and started to nurse it similar to how I’d done her nipples.  Her first few moans sent shivers down my spine. 



I’m doing something right.  I’m actually making her feel good.  Pleasing her is the best feeling ever.  Hmm?



“Use your tongue you hungry pussy eating slut.”



The collar jerked again and my tongue shot out, glazing her tight clit as I sucked.  Her moans grew more consistent.  Soon her hips were twitching.  Soft whispered “oh yahs” had me sucking and licking as fast as I could, thrilled that I was pleasuring her.



With each passing minute her breathing increased along with her moans.



“Keep a steady pace and don’t stop until I say,” she swooned.



Her torso rounded and caved in around my servicing.  A moment later she erupted in convulsion, quaking with pleasure that made my heart soar with pride.  I’d never felt like a good lover before, but in that moment I did.  My tongue maintained a steady pace as she rolled her hips around my face. 



When she was done she literally yanked my face away from her pussy by the leash.  The sound of her mother’s car pulling into the driveway could be heard.  In panic I tried to bolt to my feet but she pulled me back down by the leash.



“Lick my pussy and clean me up.”



“But your mother is coming!”



“Then you better hurry little slut.”



Without thinking I delved in and licked her slit and all around it, cleaning the best I could.  Her flavor permeated my mouth reminding me who my owner was.  A moment later she pulled back and jumped to her feet to dress.  I followed suit rushing into the kitchen to gather my clothes. 



“Help me with this” she insisted pointing at her button-less top.



We used tape to hurriedly close it and make it appear normal.  As the front door opened we rushed back over to the table where her mom had left us.  Suddenly Brandi shot up and grabbed the belt around my neck.  In my haste I had forgotten it was there.  She got it off and tossed it in the corner just as her mother entered the kitchen.



“Ann, what in the world happened to your hair?  It wasn’t something Brandi did was it?” She scowled turning to Brandi.



“No!  I ah, you know I…”



“Ann is so clumsy she let her bangs slip into a glass of pop while we were working” Brandi interjected.  “But she washed it out.  No big deal.”



“But your cheeks look a little red dear.”



“It’s just from all the work,” I stammered feebly.



“Did you girls get a lot done while I was away?”



“Yes” we both answered in unison.



“That’s good.  Keep it up.” 



“Well I’ve got to be heading home,” I added.



Brandi’s foot kicked me but at that moment I needed to get out and clear my head.



“Thanks for your help dear,” her mother said.  “We’ll see you again on Wednesday right.”



“Yes.”



Her mom left the room and went upstairs while I packed my books.  As I did Brandi leaned in real close to me.



“From now on when you come here remember who is really in charge.  You are going to come back…aren’t you?”



My chest heaved with confusion and I wondered about the answer myself.  I mean, I did feel devoted to her and possessed by her.  Yet it was so much for me to digest I couldn’t think straight.  But I knew what she wanted to hear.



“Yes ma’am.  I’ll come back.”



“You’re not to touch yourself anymore until I give you permission.  No more orgasms for you until you come back.  Is that clear?”



“Yes ma’am.”



Without another word she turned and went to her bedroom and I exited the house.  Walking down her front path it was hard not to notice how everything had changed from when I walked up it this morning.  The world looked different and I had a lot to think about.  When I sat down in my car my bottom stung reminding me who the teacher really had been…and I swooned knowing how much she secretly valued me.



 



* * *



 



 



 




SLAVE FOR A DAY




 



 
FRAMED!




 



“What do you have to say for yourself young lady?”



I was trapped and knew it.  My heart raced as I fumbled for an explanation, but fell short.



“You better answer me or I’m going to call the police,” she persisted.



“I’m sorry,” was the best I could come up with, and even that didn’t feel right.



My mother had invited me to the health club she attends as a guest.  While looking around, I’d struck up a casual friendship with a girl named Candi.  What I didn’t know was Candi was planning on stealing phones out of purses and was using me as a distraction.  Now the phones and Candi were gone leaving me looking guilty – and this furious woman had me cornered in the locker room.



It looks like we were in on it together but I hardly knew her.  Nobody will believe me and I’m probably on the security camera with her.  My mom would kill me if the cops came.  This is so unfair.



“Sorry isn’t good enough,” the lady scowled.  “What is your name?”



“Lucy,” I stammered, my heart pounding.  “Please don’t call the cops on me.”



The lady looked sternly at me.  Perspiration from her workout ran down her chest, soaking into her purple leotard as she sized me up.



“That phone was expensive.  You probably think that’s funny – don’t you?”



“No ma’am.” I chirped.  “Please don’t call the police on me.”



“Why shouldn’t I?”



“Because I never tried to hurt anyone.  I hardly…



“Well you’re going to have to make it up to me somehow,” she interrupted.  “If I forget about the police then we will need to make other arrangements.  Lucky for you I do have an agreement in mind.”



“An agreement?”



“That’s correct.”



Yes!  Thank you for being reasonable.  Please don’t call the cops.



“What type of agreement?” I asked.



“You will agree to be my slave for the rest of the day and maybe I can forget this happened.  But understand, you will be less than dirt to me, a servant that I have full control over.  That’s my only offer - or shall we call the authorities?”



It’s worth it.  My mother can’t know – or my friends for that matter.  It’s the best solution.  Besides, how hard could it be?



“Thank you for not telling on me ma’am.  I agree to be your servant for the day.”



“Are you positive you want to agree to this?”



“Yes, Miss…I’m sorry I don’t know your name.”



Her arms shot out and grabbed me by the shoulders.  She pushed me hard against the row of lockers and I impacted with a crisp ‘thud’.



Whoa?



“The first rule is when we are alone you will call me Mistress Janice.  Is that clear?”



I gawked up at her trying to comprehend the demand.  It was very intimidating.  She was so stern and a good ten years older than me.  If I was nervous before it only got worse at this change of events.



“Say it,” she demanded.



“Yes Mistress Janice.” I stammered confounded.



“Good.  Now we need to begin by setting you straight.  Turn around and place the palms of your hands on the locker.”



She released her hold on me and I did as instructed, turning and placing my palms against the row of lockers.  Suddenly her hands were in the hem of my shorts and she pulled them roughly down to my ankles. 



Panic – all consuming panic struck.  I quickly stooped down to pull them up.  As I bent down a hand grabbed the back of my hair, stopping me mid stoop. 



“What do you think you’re doing you disobedient little bitch?”



“I, ah…my shorts.” I squeaked with alarm.



“Stand back up,” she ordered pulling on my hair.



The feel of her fingers against the short hairs of my neck made me feel small.   She was much stronger than I originally imagined.  How could this attractive older woman change into this harsh disciplinarian?   There was no time to wonder and I found myself standing up straight under her grip.



“Now puts you hands back against the locker – palms flat.” She demanded.



I went into autopilot, frazzled by her anger.  My hands obediently returned to their position on the lockers, my panties feeling shamefully exposed in front of this angry stranger.



“Your actions prove how much you lack obedience.  From now on whenever you disobey me there will be a harsh price.  Do you understand?” She scowled behind me.



“Yes ma’am.”



“What did I say about addressing me you ignorant little slave?”



“Huh?”



WACK!



Suddenly my bottom stung with a pain that made me whelp with surprise.  She had spanked it hard and it seared painfully under my panties.  



“What are you to call me when we are alone?”



“Mistress Janice.  I’m sorry Mistress Janice.”



“You certainly will be if you keep messing up.  From now on whenever I call you ‘girl’, it means slave.  Do you understand…girl?”



Holy shit it wasn’t an exaggeration.  I really have to be her slave!  This is scaring me.  I can’t handle that kind of pain. 



Between her harsh approach and the pain across my ass a new kind of fear quickly spread through me.  I started breathing heavier and butterflies flapped in my stomach.



“I’m so sorry Mistress Janice,” I sincerely repeated, almost in whisper.



I’m not even guilty and I really meant that…hmm?



“No need little slave.  You’re going to apologize with your body.”



SWAT!



Another blow crashed down in the same spot as the first and I stiffened over the sharp sting, trying not to squeal.  With my teeth gritting the door opened on the other side of the lockers and my mother’s voice called out, “Lucy are you in here?”



“You better get rid of her girl.  That is an order,” Janice whispered before causally stepping away.



In a blur I pulled my shorts up over the painful burn.  Footsteps drew closer.  I intercepted my mother with my bottom still burning and felt awkwardly self conscious, like she would be able to see right through my shorts and know what happened to me, but of course she couldn’t.



Trying not to sound too frazzled I informed her that I wanted to stay at the club to ‘work out for a while’ and that I’d walk home. 



“Are you sure Lucy?”



“Yes ma’am,” I insisted.



Janice approached behind my mother wearing a wicked expression.



“Oh is this your daughter,” she interrupted.



“Why yes, at least that’s what the doctor told me.”  My mother always had a wry sense of humor.



“Well she seems like quite a girl.”



What is she doing?



“Oh yes, Lucy has always been a good girl,” my mother gushed.



“She promised to workout with me.  Do you mind if I borrow….your girl?”



“Ah” I muttered to myself, my skin tingling nervously.



“If she likes, it’s up to her.  Is that why you wanted to stay Lucy – to help your new friend?”



She is going to punish me mom.  This is crazy – I can’t tell her.



I heard myself say, “Yes”, in a voice that didn’t even sound like mine.



“Then I’ll see you this evening at dinner dear.  Don’t break any of the club’s rules.  Be a good girl.”



“Oh I’ll make sure behaves,” Janice assured.



“What was your name?” My mother asked.



“Janice.”



“Well thank you Janice.  And thank you for being a good role model for Lucy.”



“It will be my pleasure to set a fine example.”



“Thanks again Janice.   Goodbye Lucy – see you later.”



“Bye…mom…”



I could hardly breathe as my mother turned and exited.  I knew she was leaving me to my fate – to my penance.  Janice walked back over, her confident eyes reminding me who was in charge. 



“Well done girl.  For that I will cut your spanking down to one more stroke, but don’t think it won’t happen again if you are a bad little girl.  We’ve still got a long day ahead of us and I’ve only just begun with you.”



“Yes Mistress Janice,” I whispered in shock.



“Turn around and assume the position.”



Feeling defeated I did as told, waiting nervously for the pain to return to my seared behind.  My shorts were pulled down again and the hair on my arms stiffened.  She took her time, making me wait until my bottom tingled with anticipation.



WACK!
   The pain was consuming and I shifted from one foot to the other trying to keep my hands on the locker.  A powerless feeling seeped in around me.



“Pull up your shorts and turn around to face me girl.”



My behind radiated my punishment as I complied, turning cautiously around.  Her lithe arms pulled out of the top of her leotard and in one motion she confidently pulled the front of it down.  Her chest was exposed and I instinctively looked away.  She chuckled at me.



“What a modest little tramp you are.  Or do you just hate my tits?”



“No ma’am…I mean Mistress Janice.”



“No you’re not modest or no you don’t hate my chest?”



“No I don’t hate you,” I stammered shook up.



“Strip off your clothes.”



Did she just say…?



“What?” I squeaked.



“I’m going to shower and you’re going to wash me.  Now strip and don’t make me repeat myself.”



Behave or she will spank you more!  Don’t mess up – not once.



“Yes Mistress Janice.”



She turned away and continued stripping off her leotard.  When it was clear she wasn’t watching I couldn’t resist sneaking glances at her as I undressed.  Though she was much older her body was remarkable.  While my figure was modest, which is to say I’m kind of flat chested, she had voluptuous curves that I envied.  Her breasts, her hips, her legs, even her butt - they were classically beautiful.



I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to be that beautiful.  She is unlike anyone I’ve ever met.  I can’t believe this is really happening.



She ignored me as I undressed, grabbing a towel for herself but not one for me.  When I was done stripping she instructed me to put my clothes into her locker.  I did as I was told and she motioned for me to follow her to the showers. 



My heart began pounding harder with each step.  This was uncharted territory for me on so many levels.  Just walking through the locker room nude was a new experience that I would have never tried on my own.



I can’t believe what I’m going to do.  What if someone catches us – or someone I know?  I’d be so humiliated.



Nobody had ever treated me so sternly, not even my own parents, and never mind that I’d never touched another woman except causally.  I’d never been dominated like this.  As my hearted pounded it also felt oddly warm which confused me.



We arrive at the shower area, the cool tiles matching the feeling in my stomach.  The shower turned on and she stepped under it, setting the soap down beside the stall.



“Grab that soap,” she instructed.



“Yes Mistress Janice.”



“Good girl.  Now…wash me.”



Oh…



She turned away and continued rinsing as I approached.  Water splattered me as I stood by her side and gingerly spread the soap across her toned back. 



“What kind of slave are you?  Quit being so pensive and scrub it,” she ordered.



I started scrubbing her in earnest, focusing on the task and trying to loosen up.  When I reached her bottom I hesitated, and then gingerly rubbed the soap in circles all around it – too nervous to actually touch her behind with my hand.  But I must admit, watching her rinse the soap off it made my breathing heavier. 



Maybe it’s because my own ass is burning? 



“Now do the front,” she stated turning around.  “And don’t be afraid to do a good job girl.  I have no patience for a modest girl.  Don’t make me have to prove that the hard way.”



“Yes Mistress Janice.”



Her naked curves stood before me.  I held the soap up, my hand noticeably trembling.  I’d never touched a woman in this manner and was afraid of being judged, even by her. 



I began on her shoulders, scrubbing thoroughly with the soap.  Her remarkable breasts hung just below, waiting for their turn and pointing at me almost accusingly. 



Her chest is so much fuller than mine.  I do kinda want to touch it. 



When I reached them she glared at me impatiently.  My hand hovered over her breasts, quivering with uncertainty.  I dabbed with the soap across the top, than quickly looped underneath avoiding the nipples.  When she scoffed out loud I knew I was in trouble.



“Do you find me repulsive girl?”



“No Mistress Janice.”



“Then why do you barely touch me when I’m counting on you to wash me?”



“I’ve never done this to another woman,” I confessed.



“And you think I’m too repulsive to touch.”



“No, honest.”



“Stand against the wall right now.”



Her expression was vengeful and my breathing grew shallower.  I started realizing that she intimidated me a lot, maybe even scarred me more than calling the police would have.  But the odd thing was that something about the fear she created within me was endearing.  Maybe even hypnotic. 



I backed against the tile wall, steam rising all around us. 



(SWAT!) 



Holy crap – OW!



She slapped me right across my left breast stinging my tender nipple.  The sound of the blow echoed in the shower stall and I froze in pain.  Her hand print immediately turned red across my chest looking as if I’d been groped.



“From now on when I say touch me you will touch with a vigor that you only reserve for the most desirable person in your life.  I am your fucking mistress now bitch and you’ll show me the respect that comes with it.  Got it…girl?”



“Y-yes,” I stuttered, my nipple throbbing.



“Good.  Now you’re lopsided and we need to balance that out.  Turn your other tit towards me, bring it closer.



Oh goodness she is going to slap it hard too.  Ah…



I turned my body to give her a clear shot at my timid A cup.  The sound of the locker room door closing let us know someone else was around but mistress didn’t waver.  She was determined to teach me to be a proper slave girl.



She stood sizing me up for the blow.  The wait was murder, increasing my tension and making the nipple stiffen submissively.  I started to breathe faster.  She raised her hand and held it at the ready, making me tremble.



My chest tingled with dread anticipation.  Yet there was something else going on within me.  I couldn’t identify it but some intense feeling was changing me emotionally.  It was hard to say if it was for the better or worse though.  Only that it was intense.



“Now keep your hands at you side and don’t move,” she smiled.



“Yes Mistress Janice,” I whispered. 



In that moment I knew she was the most powerful woman I’d ever met.  The ease that she manipulated me was masterful.  The first feeling that I was genuinely her possession began to sink in.  It was a new reality, but the fear of what was to come muted it.



Maybe this won’t hurt as much as the last one?  I hope…



(SLAP!)



The pain was immense and seemed to ricochet right through me, bounce off my heart, and right back into my chest.  My body crumpled around the stung breast and my hands hovered over it, dying to sooth it but it was too painful to touch.  I squirmed trying to manage the pain. 



“Hand me the soap girl.”



With my chest continually radiating the sting I found some strength.  I straightened up, though still shifting in pain, and handed it over.  She moved in close, pinning me to the tile wall and ending my dance of suffering.  Locker doors slammed in the distance and I wondered at her fearless handling of me.  I was terrified of being caught but she seemed oblivious to the possibility. 



“Keep your hands at your side and learn girl.”



Her hands went to the stung breast and started to scrub it vigorously with the soap.  I writhed, the sensation was too much, and I turned away.   That was my mistake.  Her hand that held the soap grabbed me by the hair – her other hand was only a blur.



SLAP!



The blow struck me across the same breast and I couldn’t restrain squealing in pain.  She looked at me disappointed and raised her hand for another.



“Please mistress no.  I’ll be good,” I pleaded a little too loudly.



“Keep it down,” she murmured.  “If you move again I’m going to give you five more in the same place…”



Nooo!



“Or should we just call the authorities?”



“Okay, okay,” I assured her.  “I’ll be good.”



With my breast pulsating heat my arms returned to my sides and I bared my chest to her.  The scrubbing of my burning breasts and tortured nipples continued.  I stood stiff as she thoroughly scrubbed and rubbed both of my breasts – and that’s when something unexpected occurred.  My clit started to swell and my inner lips parted submissively – as if I was preparing to get laid.



This is so wrong, scary…and exciting?  I’m not gay am I?  No it’s just that I must obey.  Why then is this arousing me?



She continued to wash my entire torso right down to my navel.  The longer her dominant hands were on my body the more my heart pounded with warm confusion.  It scared me and felt good at the same time.  But most of all it increased my submission towards her.  Obviously, I was under her complete control which continued to shock me.



“Now you know how to do it properly, so let’s have it girl.”



“Yes, Mistress Janice.”



With both hands I began smearing the soap and scrubbing her soft warm globes in earnest.  Her nipples quickly hardened, elongating dramatically.  I made sure to twist the soap all around them as well, determined to show my mistress I wanted her to be the cleanest woman in town.



Even her nipples are superior to mine.  She is sort of, well, incredible.



At first I was very focused on doing a proper job.  But by the time I was done with the exaggerated cleaning of her nipples I realized my heart was fluttering with mixed emotions.  I started to actually feel shaky - like I needed to sit down.



My work continued down beyond her navel and to my surprise she instructed me to avoid her crotch.



“I don’t want you getting crazy with the soap down there.”



“Yes Mistress. Janice.”



Instead I moved on to her thighs.  They were toned yet the skin was wonderfully soft, especially the inner section and I found myself continually going over that area.  Apparently mistress appreciated it also because her breathing grew a little deeper as my palms rubbed across her delicate inner thighs.  I don’t deny that I snuck a few peeks at her slit. 



I’ve never been attracted to that before.  But for this strong mistress I’m not so sure.  Maybe it’s just curiosity? 



Finally she ordered me to continue downwards.  Her knees, shins, and calves got scrubbed, ending with her feet. 



“Now do yourself, and make sure you’re good and clean,” she said rinsing off.



I washed my body and when she stepped out to dress I got my chance to rinse off. There was no towel for me and I dripped dry following her out of the stall, wondering where this was all leading to. 



 
 
ENSLAVMENT




 



“Put your dumpy shorts back on, were getting out of here,” she informed me as she dressed.  But then she had a sudden change of heart.  “Wait!  Come here and show me your tits again.”



I walked towards her keeping my arms submissively at my sides so she could get a full view.



“Aww,” she cooed.  “It looks like your wearing a red hand bra.  On your flat chest it’s kind of cute.”



My nipples still felt seared as her hands rose to touch them.  Her touch was delicate this time, almost intimate, and deep down an odd twinge of pride mingled within my heart.  It was the nicest she had been…but it was only temporary.



I stood obediently still allowing her to caress and stroke my chest at her leisure.  She took the time to stroke and tug on my sensitive nips until they were fully erect.  I found myself hoping she wasn’t displeased with them, especially compared to hers.



“Wha…oh,” I groaned, my embarrassment mingling with the feel of her hands.



“Never been touched like this eh?”



“No.”



When my nipples were like two stones she reached into her locker and pulled out a little chain.  When she held it up to my chest I thought it was a necklace.  But then I watched as she spread two tiny metal bars across either side of my left nipple.  Before I knew it she was turning a little wheel that was tightening the bars around my tingling bud.



The bars were tightened and I realized she was clamping my chest.  Slowly my nipple throbbed harder as it was squeezed between the tiny vice.  Harder and harder it clamped down - finally stopping on the edge of being painful.



I stood helplessly in front of her with the tiny vice dangling from it.  The little chain had another set of bars which were tightened around my other nipple.  When she was done my chest felt imprisoned by her, yet alive with gnawing sensations.



“Like the rest of your body, your chest belongs to me today girl.  Put this necklace on,” she instructed handing me another chain that actually was a necklace.



She’s giving me a necklace.  I must have been good.  Oh thank goodness!



“Thank you Mistress Janice,” I beamed putting it over my head.



“You’re welcome.  Now, we attach this to the chain and viola.”



Her hand reached behind my head and tugged on the necklace, which tugged painfully on the chain that clamped my nipples.  I realized she was not being nice and giving me a necklace – she was leashing me.  The necklace had a strap that hung down my back that she could casually grab anytime she wanted.



“There girl, now I can punish you if you lose your place in public.  Isn’t that wonderful?”



“Yes Mistress Janice.”



She can hurt me whenever she wants now and nobody will know.  There is no escaping this.  She is stealing me.



The truth is that I was in some way proud to wear it.  The intensity of our relationship scared me, but the need to please her continued to grow within me.  When she acted pleased by me it felt better than any compliment I’d ever received.  And the more submissive I became the deeper this feeling ran.  I was indeed learning a lesson about myself - the hard way.



Mistress dressed in a very smart looking black business suit and heels.  No hosiery, yet her legs were to die for.  It was quite a contrast to my cheap shorts and tee shirt.  When she was done she looked twice as strong and dominant as she had in her leotard.  I struggled to believe that this amazing woman was taking me with her, and though my stomach had butterflies, I beamed a little at the thought.



“Now girl,” she remarked grabbing the chain behind my neck and pulling it to the outside of my shirt, “let’s go shopping.”  She gave the chain a little jerk and my nipples rang out with a duel sting.



“Ya-ow,” I squealed, before trying to muffle it. 



“Get moving girl,” she announced, holding the chain and driving me towards the locker room door like I was a horse.  We walked past rows of people working out, my nipples being pulled continually by the leash – aching under her hold.  I was ushered painfully out of the gym and nobody even noticed my peril.



Mistress loaded me into her car, making me ride in back.  We drove though through the east end of the city heading towards downtown.



“Mistress Janice.  Please don’t think I’m trying to be disrespectful.  But may I ask a question?”



“I suppose so.  What’s on your pea brain girl?”



“Where are we going?”



“We are going to the mall to get you something more appropriate to wear, and teach you a few lessons.”



“I don’t have any money,” I confessed.



“Don’t worry girl…you’ll pay me back.  That’s enough questions.”



“Yes Mistress Janice.”



We arrived at the mall which was fairly quiet for a Saturday afternoon.  Mistress ordered me out instructing me to open her door for her which I did.  When the car door closed her hand reached behind me grabbing the chain.  A demanding tug bit at my nipples and she discreetly drove me forward like a sled dog. 



The emotions this stirred in me were unexpectedly profound.  Like peeling an onion, my loyalty towards her was slowly increasing with each layer of control she peeled back.  As she led me through the parking lot I was genuinely feeling like her property.



She is breaking me down, stealing my freedom, yet I feel so necessary.  Why?   And why do I love the fact that she wants me around? 



Fortunately my bra had some padding and the clamps weren’t too noticeable because my nipples were firmer than ever.  This especially came in handy when I saw her – Diane – a girl I despised across the parking lot.  She had stolen my one and only boyfriend when we were seniors in high school and I never forgave her.  I watched her glaring at me from afar as Mistress ushered me into the mall and my nipples started to throb under the clamps. 



That skank has no way of knowing what I got myself into.  I kinda like that. She thinks she’s so irresistible.  Steal this from me bitch – ha!



I found myself casually smiling at her as we entered the mall, knowing someone much more important than her valued my time.  I even slightly giggled at the thought of her trying to steal my new Mistress.



Once inside the hold on the little chain released and I sighed with relief.  Mistress ordered me to follow her.  She led me across the mall to a store called “Cupid’s Recipe.”  I knew this place well, it sold custom lingerie, but I never had the nerve to enter it before.  I never had the money for that type of stuff and my modest chest made me too self conscious to shop there anyway. 



“Janice, how wonderful to see you,” a lady called out as we entered.



She walked towards us, her heels tapping out the rhythm of her pace.  Her outfit was extravagant, much too posh for the mall.  But she wore it well.  It was a one piece wrap around silk dress with simple black hose and heels.  The dress revealed ample cleavage and I felt an irrational twinge of jealousy towards her start nipping at my thoughts.



“Amanda, I’m so glad you’re working today.  I have a project and need some help.”  Mistress stated.



“A project?” Amanda asked.



Mistress motioned me forward, making me stand in front of her, between the two of them.  A much sharper tug than I’d experienced yanked firmly against my clamped nipples.  It was unexpected.  A painful sting shot through my chest forcing a little squeal out of me right in front of the woman - “Wah.”



Ow, oh my am I glad the store is empty.  I hope mistress isn’t upset.



Amanda smiled and nodded as if the two women shared an unspoken understanding.  Mistress held onto the chain firmly, keeping the pressure tight.  I felt my face blush in front of the stranger and my knees felt a little weak. 



“Oh my, I see what you mean,” Amanda cooed.  “This is indeed a project.”



“It will be the usual method of payment,” Mistress assured her.  “Are you interested in helping?”



“That depends - is she worth my time?”



“I don’t know, she just became my girl today, but she’s a fast learner.”



“I’d ask if I can trust her but it appears you already have that in control,” Amanda beamed looking down at my throbbing chest.  “Is that true?”



The leash bit into my chest even harder and I winced.



“Who do you belong to?” Mistress asked me.



“I…you…”



“It’s okay to say it.  Amanda doesn’t count,” she encouraged.



“I belong to Mistress Janice.” I admitted.



This woman knows our secret.  This is insane, and humiliating.



“Even if she is a little green, it’s a slow day and I’m hungry to get paid.  I’ll help you out Janice.  But as usual, I have the final say when it comes to her outfit.”



“Of course, dear.”



“Very well, come closer girl,” Amanda ordered me.



I froze - this was not the woman whom I obeyed.  The chain pulled harder and Mistress straightened me out.



“You are to submit to Amanda as if it were me girl.”



“Yes Mistress Janice.”



“Her loyalty is impressive for a first day’er,” Amanda noted.  “Come closer girl.”



I stepped close enough to smell her floral perfume.  Her arm reached over and flipped the top of the chain that held the clamps and it fell across the front of my tee shirt.  She gripped the chain and held it firm enough to make my chest ache and turned to walk away.  I was too slow on the uptake and a painful tug crushed on my nipples as she pulled.



“Gah,” I whimpered.



“Oh hush girl and keep up,” Amanda very causally demanded.



I immediately followed, loosening the pull on my leash.  My pace matched hers as she led me to the backroom of the store.  Janice stayed out front browsing the merchandise and I was very conscious of the space between us.  We hadn’t been this far apart since this whole thing started.  Not even when my mother came.



As soon as I leave the room I’m empty - like I feel incomplete without her. This is running deeper than I ever expected and I don’t know where it’s all leading.



Once Amanda had me alone in back she released the chain.



“Strip off those clothes.”



“My clothes?” I asked in shock.



“Right down to your birthday suit girl, and don’t make me wait.”



“Yes ma’am.”



My shorts and panties came off in one motion.  It was embarrassing being exposed to the new woman but I dared not question it.  My mistress had ordered me to obey her.  The shirt came next, followed by the bra, and I got my first look at my suffering pink buds.  They looked crushed and redder than usual.  Seeing them like that caused my chest to pulsate submissively, as if both nervous and proud of this badge of suffering.



“You don’t have much going on up top girl so were going to have to focus on your bottom.  Turn slowly in a circle girl.”



As I spun she complimented my ass and I loosened up a little more around her.  She did have a confident grace that was endearing.  Besides if she was a friend of mistress than she must be alright.



“Pink, your color should be pink,” she mused.  “Stay here.”



Pink?  I never wear pink, it’s too Barbie.



Amanda walked back out front leaving me waiting nude in the store room, my cloths in a pile on the table.  She returned a few minutes later with a large box.  Three pairs of pink panties were removed and I was instructed to try on each of them.



I did as instructed and Amanda informed me that the second pair was best.  It had broad vertical stripes of alternating pink lace and satin.  But I was told to strip nude again and she ruffled through the box and pulled out a pink bra with no cups. 



“Put it on.”



“Yes ma’am.”



The bra fit me well around the torso.  There was no need to worry about cup size since it didn’t have any - only a strip of pink lace that ran under my nipples, highlighting the clamps that controlled me. 



A very expensive looking pleated pink skirt was placed on the table beside me.  Next to it Amanda placed an attractive floral blouse.  I couldn’t have afforded either of them, more less the set.  But I didn’t question it and stood obediently in front of her in the cup-less bra.



“Mmm, damn I’m always right,” she said to no one in particular.  “Now girl, are you a virgin?”



“No ma’am.”



“Are you a lesbian virgin?”



Gulp…



“Yes ma’am,” I admitted blushing again.



“Of course you are.  What a silly question.  Just look at you.”



What?   What about me?



“Do you know what this is?” She asked pulling something out of the box.



I’d never seen anything like it before.  It was a curved tube resembling a large hook, kind of like a very thick fishing hook.  Only this was over a foot long with the hooked section being at least six inches.  It was made of silicone, nearly an inch thick, and pink like the underwear she had selected.  I had no idea what it was - only that it looked ominous.



“No ma’am.”



“Good, fresh meat is always more fun.  Don’t you think?”



“I don’t know ma’am.”



“Trust me – it is.  Now lie down here,” she instructed patting the table the box rested on.



I was too bewildered to consider it and on autopilot I climbed onto the table.



“No – on your stomach,” she instructed.



“Oh – yes ma’am”



I rolled over onto my stomach, the hard table grinding against my clamps and knees. 



“I’m doing this for your owner.  Fold your hands across the back of your neck and don’t move while I work, I have full permission to discipline you if necessary.”



“Yes ma’am.”



Out of the corner of my view I noticed her removing a bottle of something from the box.  When her hand rested on my ass cheek I jerked slightly but tried to hold still.  Sensing she was going to exploit me in some way the butterflies flapped again in my stomach.  I felt her spread my ass cheeks apart, the feel of a strangers hands touching me there causing me to breathe a little heavier.



Just relax Lucy, let her do what she’s got to do like a good girl.  Mistress will be happy if you do a good job at…whatever this is.



I wanted to jerk again when her other hand moved dangerously close to the entrance of my virgin bottom.  That’s when I noticed her fingers were wet.  Whatever was in the bottle was now being spread around my entrance in little circles – massaging around the crack.  The skin around my anus and the opening itself started to tingle.



She continued this for a minute or so, and slowly my behind relaxed.  Her fingers circled closer to my tender hole, massaging the puckered skin.  It was hard to deny how sensual it began to feel and my entrance relaxed a little at a time with each circling stroke. 



“I think your ass is your best feature girl,” she whispered.



“Oh,” was all I could answer.



“Are you proud of it?”



“No,” I moaned, ashamed of the truth.



As my cheeks had, my delicate asshole gradually turned into relaxed mush and my pussy started to get wet.  The distinct feeling that I was being violated by this stranger made me breathe harder, but it felt so good.  I would have never considered allowing something like this before, now I even couldn’t consider protesting it.



A finger finally dabbed at my entrance, smearing goo across it.  Instinctively I stiffened a little and
 WACK!
    Her free hand wrought a hard blow down on my ass. 



“Don’t-move-little one,” she demanded.



With my ass burning submissively my entire body went limp across the table and the violation continued.  The finger stroked my anus and then the opening began to stretch.  All I could do was breathe a little harder and endure.  For the first time I felt the slippery warmth of another person entering my ass.



“There’s a good girl.  You should be grateful.  I didn’t have to do this nicely.  This is for your own good.”



“Uh-huh,” I grunted.



The finger began pushing deeper inside me.  I could clearly feel every tiny bit as it moved and probed deeper, taking my ass over.  When the finger reached the first knuckle she stopped and slightly withdrew.  Again the pulling feel made my stomach wave sensually. 



A completely strange woman is plundering me.  Oh my, this is intense – but it sorta feels unexpectedly... lovely.



Graceful Amanda’s finger started to gently fuck my exposed hole.  Being powerless to stop it I did what came natural.  I moaned over every new sensation.  Each little stroke seemed to make my butt hungrier for more.  After a minute of it, and much to my chagrin, she withdrew the finger.



“You’re ready.”



I sensed her pick up the large silicone hook.  I heard the lube squirting.  I knew what was coming next and mildly stiffened.  Again she held it in front of my face.  One end seemed to have a grip – like a handle.  The other end was had a rounded tip and the shaft grew thicker as it approached the bend in the hook. 



Mistress Amanda moved the hook out of my vision and my ass cheeks quivered nervously.  The rounded tip of the hook impacted my loosened ass and I moaned in helpless submission.  It delved inside to the depth her finger had traveled before stopping.  A subservient grunt forced out of me, wondering how far this was going to go. 



When it started going deeper everything was new.  The feel of the silicone shaft sliding in further was overwhelming.  Deeper and deeper it invaded me.  I began to feel places of my body I’d never felt before start to throb deep with me.



“Are you okay?” She inquired.



“Yes ma’am.”



“Good, then let’s quit stalling.”



The entire six inches were forced rapidly into my bottom, feeling like an invader.  Within moments I had the intruder deep within my fluttering bowels. 



“Wo-ah” I groaned, hoping it didn’t displease her.



For a moment I felt nauseas.  A moment later tingly - then a little sick.  Still a moment later, aroused.   But the arousal was unlike any I’d ever had before.  I felt controlled, like a sensual doll being molested – and it excited me.



I am being enslaved further and further. They need to do it to me.



I felt her hand grab the handle of the hook causing it to grip me deeply within my bowels.  She ordered me off the table.  While I slid off on my stomach and onto my feet she held the hook firmly in place.  It rubbed against my innards and I panted overcome by feel of it.



She continued holding it in place as I stood there.



“Put the panties on that I selected girl.”



“Yes ma’am.”



I reached for the expensive garment as she held me by the handle.  Stepping into the underwear every move I made rattled sensuously deep within me.  When the panties were on I felt her doing something with the back of them.  That’s when I realized there was a loop in the panty that held the handle up, keeping the hook firmly in place.  When the handle was released it remained deep within me.



“Now sit down on the table.”



“Ma’am?”



Her hand shot out and tugged the chain firmly, stinging my nipples to the core and making me squeal like a little girl.



“Owie, oh.”



“Sit-down-now,” she demanded.



“Yes ma’am!”



When I sat down the curve of the hook bent and formed to the contour of my bottom, almost like one of those tubular hair scrunchies, and it didn’t hurt.  But it did push the hook a little deeper inside me and my eyes bulged over the feeling of my stuffed bottom.



Amanda pulled out a package from the box and ripped it open.  It was a pair of stockings with a pink floral print woven into them.  They were the ritziest stockings I’d ever seen.



“Hold still,” she instructed.



She lifted my leg by the ankle, threaded the stocking over my foot, and unrolled it up my leg.  It felt so luxurious and I marveled at the way it looked.  The same was done to the other leg before she ordered me to my feet.  A matching garter belt was woven around my waist and hooked to the stockings.



“Now finish dressing in the cloths I selected while I go get your owner.  Don’t wrinkle the blouse.  I want you looking good for her inspection.”



“Yes ma’am.”



After she left I carefully put on the blouse and skirt.  As I waited I walked over to a mirror in the corner, my new secret ‘tail’ swaying with each step that only I could sense.   When I saw myself in the new outfit I had to take a step back.  I looked like a whole different person than I was used to.



That’s me?  I look pretty, really pretty.  These are kind of an older lady’s clothes but I could get used to wearing them.  I look sophisticated and sexy.



The door opened and Amanda’s voice broke the spell.



“Come here and present yourself girl.”



Mistress stood next to her and I walked with modest pride over to them.



“Yep, those stockings really make her legs pop.  Good choice,” Mistress announced.



Oh thank you my Mistress.



“Did you expect anything less?” Amanda mused.



“Not at all.  How much do we owe you?”



“Normally I’d say two but since she was so obedient I’ll say one.”



“Are you suggesting she’s cheap?” Mistress joked.



“No, but I can’t keep the shop closed for long this time of day.  Besides, she is so green it might take a while.”



“I thought the greener they are the more it excites you.”



“Well, that’s beside the point.”



They both laughed at some unheard of joke and I smiled awkwardly trying to fit in.



“Come here girl,” Mistress ordered.



I walked over happy to be close to her again.  Her hand grabbed the handle of the hook right through my skirt, and gently pulled upwards. 



“Hah” I moaned as the hook aggressively pressed deeper into my innards.



“I’ll go get ready,” Amanda stated, exiting through a door further within the storeroom.  Mistress turned to me softly jiggling the hook that controlled me, establishing her territory with each rattle.



“It’s time to pay for your outfit girl.  You’re going to suck Mistress Amanda until she climaxes.  Her clit is never to leave your mouth.  Is that clear?”



Wha…



“Is that what you want me to do Mistress?”



She raised the hook harder and it plunged even deeper inside me.  My stomach turned over, heaving coldly under her hold.  Her other hand grabbed the chain right across the front of my bra, pulling dominantly.  My bottom throbbed, chest stung, and I immediately went subservient.



“Yes mistress, whatever you want from me.”



“Do you wish to challenge me?”



“No, honest I don’t. I am your loyal slave.  Please let me obey you.”



“That’s better.  If you ever question me again I’ll show you just how hard this can get.”



“Yes Mistress Janice.  Thank you for believing in me.”



Still holding the handle she marched me towards the rear door stating, “you’re wearing several hundred dollars worth of clothes.  Pay your bills and don’t let me down.  I’ll be watching.”



“Yes Mistress.  I promise to do my best.”



We entered to find Mistress Amanda sitting in a tall padded chair, her dress opened to her thighs.  A pair of sheer blue panties lay on the table next to her and I knew they were hers.  She was ready and I was eager to show my mistress how obedient I could be.



Do you realize what you’re about to do…girl?



Goosebumps shot down my back as I prepared to service my first woman ever – and it wasn’t even mistress.  My panties grew warmer.  Kneeling down I felt a bit woozy, but still anxious to please.  I had a lot to prove and focused on the task at hand rather than my rapidly confused sexuality. 



I want to do this, I truly do.  Is it because of Mistress or am I hot for Amanda – or both?  One thing is for sure – I need to do this, and it’s making me wetter.  I wish I could touch myself.  Quit over thinking it Lucy and focus.



Amanda’s dress parted and her legs began opening up.  I found myself gawking at every inch of thigh that was revealed until there it was.  Underneath a ‘V’ shaped patch of shaven blond hair her pussy glistened before me and my own snatch tingled at the sight.



“Get busy girl,” Mistress demanded.



I closed in on her clit, covering the entire area with my mouth and working with my tongue to free it from under the skin.  Once I had direct access to her most sensitive spot my tongue went to work. 



Having no experience I licked in a way that I thought I’d enjoy.  As I worked she started to coo and sigh, encouraging me.  Her clit became firmer and I could literally feel it swelling larger under my persistent tongue.  When her coos became moans I incorporated light sucking motions with my entire mouth hoping it was adding to her pleasure. 



My tits continually bumped against the chair, the clamps drumming an endless throb through them.  I found myself wishing I could get off and channeled that desire into giving a fist rate tonguing of the strange mistress.



Should I use my finger on her box?  I don’t think I have permission.  Probably shouldn’t risk it.  Oh God if Mistress would only finger me right now I’d break down and lose it.  Won’t she ever want more from me – or for me?   Quit over thinking Lucy and do a good job.



It’s hard to say exactly how long I worked.  It felt like a long while but may have only been five minutes.  I kept her in my mouth the entire time.  Though I varied speed and pressure I never let up on it.  When she started grabbing my head and heaving her chest I knew it was time. 



It was quite an ego boost when her first spasm hit.  She was close.  The uncertainty about my skill at such things was laid to rest.  An increasingly long, loud, groan emanated from her until she erupted in convulsion.  I heard her inner lips flapping together with each wave and kept the pressure on until she ordered me to stop.



“I told you she was a fast learner,” Mistress said as Amanda panted.



“Are you sure that was her first time?”



“Her first today, that’s all I know.”



It was - it was my first.  Don’t speak up…be a loyal slave.



“Where did you learn to eat pussy girl?” Amanda asked.



“From my devotion to Mistress Janice,” I replied.



I did turn back to see mistress’s reaction to my claim and she did crack just the slightest dominant smile.  It thrilled me to no end.  My devotion towards her was becoming a type of worship and I pined for her approval. 



“I want to buy her from you for the rest of the day,” Amanda offered.



Oh no – please don’t end it this way.  I should’ve been terrible at it.  Please don’t sell me Mistress.



“Sorry Manny, this bitch has a debt to me and I’m not done collecting.”



Thank you!



“Well girl, if you ever want some nice panties you know where to come.  Of course it will cost my usual fee.  What’s your name anyways?”



“Her name is mud and we’ve got to be going” Mistress scowled.  “I’ll show myself out.  Get up girl.”



I scurried to my feet quickly, forgetting that my ass was fully pegged.  While standing I grunted overstuffed and my innards quivered coldly making my stomach feel momentarily queazy.  In response Mistress grabbed the handle.



“Got you by the tail little pussy cat,” she teased.



“Gauh!  Yes Mistress Janice.”



She guided me by the tail out the door and through the store.  It was one of those moments of being utterly controlled and I nearly swooned as she steered me out into the mall. 



I love her.  No I don’t, it’s only emotions in the moment.  She is a woman and I’m not gay.  It’s just that…I love her.  Oh fuck who cares what it is as long as she still wants to own me.



 



 
 
IT BECOMES HARDER




 



We left the store and she released the handle before ordering me to follow her down to the other end of the mall.  Everything appeared different with my bottom filled.  The mall seemed to glow like a different world.  I genuinely felt enslaved by my strong Mistress as we moved.  She motioned me into a jewelry store and I entered without question.



Instead of going to the jewelry counter we ended up at a little make up display.  Mistress called the sales lady over.



“I’m looking for a special hairclip that…”



“The hairclips are there on your left,” the sales girl interrupted. 



Mistress’s eyes flared dominantly at the girl.



“Is Ronnie here,” she asked sternly.  “She is a personal friend.”



“No the owner is off today.”



“Then I’ll repeat myself.  Try not to interrupt this time girl.  I am looking for a special clip, it’s called the clip-it.”



The girls eyes lit up and she nodded slowly.  “Forgive me Miss, I didn’t understand at first.  I’ll be right back.”



While we waited mistress’ hand discreetly gripped the handle again and softly pumped it.  The invader in my bottom started to fuck my tight hole right in the middle of the store.  The feel of it massaging me deep caused the hair on the back of my neck to rise.  Gradually it began feeling pleasurable and my entrance grew hungrier for more.  Soon I found myself wanting it more - wanting her to fuck me with it even harder.  I didn’t care how cold it made my stomach.  I’d have endured it hard, right in the middle of the store if that was her desire.



“Here you are Miss.”



The pumping stopped and I looked up to find the girl handing Mistress a small box.  She took it from her and paid as I stood by.  The sales girl was looking at me funny the entire time – as if she suspected something.  Finally she leaned in and asked Mistress, “is she what I think she is.”



“Yes.”



“Is she, you know, with the hook?”



“I don’t see how that’s any of your business.” Mistress leered.



“I know.  I don’t mean to be rude.  It’s just, can I grab it?  Ronnie has told me about it but I’ve wondered how it worked.  I’m only curious.  I’ve been training to be dom, but Ronnie says I’m still too inexperienced.”



Mistress paused in thought, evaluating the strange young woman.



“I’ll tell you what.  Show me your pussy and I let you try it out.”



The sales girl smiled and looked around.  When she was sure no one was looking she lifted her skirt and pulled her bright yellow panties to the side.  We all looked at her goods and I was impressed by her courage.  She was no older than me, and before today I couldn’t have done it.



“Very well.  What’s your name?”



“Prudence,” the sales girls replied covering herself.



“Very well Prudence, lead her to the back office where I can apply the clip.”



Prudence rounded the counter and without hesitating coyly reached out and gripped the handle that controlled me.  There was something about the curious strange young girl taking up my reigns that made my knees feel weak.  I think she felt it too.



Prudence pushed me forward by the handle forcefully causing it to penetrate me deeper than it had ever been.  I mildly grunted and it encouraged her.  She pushed even harder and I heard her whisper, “get movin you little slut.”



There was no choice but to comply.  My knees remained shaky as she ushered me to the back office by my ass.  Something about the young girl’s controlling manner caused my chest to feel constricted beneath the bra.  Compared to Mistress she was an amateur, but she was eager to use me. 



I bet her pussy is getting wet over this.



“May I stay and watch you pin her?” Prudence asked.



“If you want to then get on your knees and kiss my pussy,” Mistress scowled lifting her skirt.



“No!” I spoke up a little too loudly.



It was the first time I’d broken my discipline in a while and I immediately felt nervous.  Only bad punishment could result from it - or worse, mistress parting ways with me now.



“Shut up you little tramp,” the salesgirl said kneeling down in front of Janice.



Mistress grabbed the girl by her ponytail and pulled her up to her feet so roughly that even I was shocked.



“Any girl that would submit that easily will never be a real Mistress.  You’re fooling yourself Prudence.  You’re a confused sub.  Now get the fuck out of here and be grateful I don’t tell Ronnie to fire you.”



The girl’s eyes teared up and she started to pout on the spot, rubbing the hair behind her pony tail.  Her expression pleaded for leniency but Mistress continued to glare her.  Soon she was sobbing, her expression begging for an apology.



“I was wrong, you wouldn’t even be a good sub,” Mistress continued mercilessly.  “Don’t make me tell you to leave again.”



Wow, don’t mess with my Mistress.  (Sigh)



The girl left in a rush and I couldn’t resist smiling to myself.  The girl hadn’t lasted five minutes while I had remained at her side for hours now.  My panties grew even warmer.  When we are alone again she turned to me, her gorgeous face all business.



“All right little slut.  It’s your turn to show me your pussy.”



“Yes Mistress Janice.  Do you want my panties down too?”



I hope, please let me service you mistress.  Or please let me cum.



“That won’t be necessary.  Just force them to the side.”



I submissively lifted my pleated skirt and pulled the panties aside revealing my hungry pussy.  The cool air rushed over my hot box and I bit my lip, not knowing what else to do.  She opened the little box and held its contents up in front of my eyes.  It was a metal hairclip except the inside had rubber padding over it.  She squeezed it open before me and let is snap shut with a ‘thwack’ that gave me shivers.



“Place the palms of your hands behind your neck and hold still girl.”



I obediently did as I was told, my head starting to swim with anticipation.  My heart fluttered with excitement as she reached her hand towards my crotch.  It was as if I was watching someone else on TV when her strong fingers reached down and grabbed my taunt clit. 



“Hoo…oh,”I moaned unable to restrain it.



“Yes – grow tight for me girl.  Swell,” she softly encouraged.



Her fingers kneaded my clit, forcing it out further and further until it jetted out towards her like a tiny rocket.  The stimulation was submissively intense and I felt the welling of a climax rushing to the surface.  My behind bumped the handle against the wall vibrating my innards and it all became too much for me.



For a second my knees buckled and she had to pin her other hand against my torso to stabilize me against the wall.



“Stand up straight girl or I’ll slap you silly.”



“Ho, yes - I’m sorry Mistress Janice.”



My head swam as my body pleaded to cum.  I braced myself, shakily trying to be strong for her.  She squeezed my nub between two fingers and pulled it forward.  Pleasure seemed to melt out of it and run down my legs.  The hand that held me up brought the clip down and I understood what would happen.  In one deft motion she guided it around my hard clit and released it with a ‘snap’.



“Gah!”



The clamp gripped me tightly, causing a pulsation within it that I swear I could feel in my eyes.  I don’t know how I didn’t moan uncontrollably on the spot – but I struggled to stay strong.



The pressure of my sensitive bud being continually squeezed scattered my thoughts further.  The sensation mingled with the clamps on my chest and the invader within my bottom.  If I thought I had known what it felt like to be truly possessed before – well this was an entirely new level.



My entire body rang with sensation as Mistress arranged my panty back into place.  My own desires began consuming me.  There was a lusty fire burning me, pleading for release.  It would only take a few strokes – ten short seconds to make it erupt.  I needed to release the over pressurized dam of desire and convulse in relief.  But most of all, I needed to make her cum too.  I craved subservient penance and her approval more than ever.



Why won’t she allow anything intimate between us?   Don’t touch yourself, be strong for her.  Don’t blow it now.  If I don’t cum I’m going to lose it.



Her grip returned to the handle and she guided me out of the office.  I looked at Prudence who had once been so cocky with me, and I forced out a grin between my lusty steps.  She glared at me with scorn at first, but turned away when Mistress looked her direction, and we exited.



We started to walk through the mall with my erogenous zones humming in unison.  I was wet, pouting, pulsating from head to toe.  Everything was ready.  It was too intense.  I began to pant in desire uncontrollably.



“Stop that this instant,” Mistress quipped.



“I can’t, I need to…eat your pussy.” I answered breathily.



“Are you breaking down on me girl?”



“Please (pant)…please give me a chance to atone to you.  I (pant) need to.”



“Be honest, you’re only interested in your own needs.”



“No (pant) I’m…no.”



“Either you collect yourself like a good girl or you’ll never get what you want.  Now address me in the proper fashion.”



“Yes Ma-Mistress Janice.”



“This is disappointing. You’re going to have to prove to me your worth again.”



She stopped me as a drop of my juices wet my panties.  Another drip followed and I stood dripping for her on edge.  Mistress looked around the mall.



“There, you see those two ladies?”



I looked to spot two soccer mom looking women sitting on a bench.  They were good looking for their age, perhaps a little older than mistress.  And they were discreetly holding hands like they were a secret couple.



“Yes, I see them,” I panted.



“I want you to go over there, sit across from them, and flash them your insolent pussy.”



Oh Mistress you’re so stern and demanding.



“Yes Mistress Janice.”



“Don’t you dare be modest about it either.  I am talking a long full on flash.  I’ll watch from here, now go and don’t disappoint me.”



“Y-hes Mistress Jah-Janice.”



I staggered over to where the women were and sat down on the edge of the seat across from them, adjusting my anal hook.  Several people were passing and it felt like I needed to wait for the right time.  But when I looked back at Mistress her eyes told me to hurry up.



I can’t believe I’m going to expose myself in public.  Oh Mistress.



In a daze I reached down and pulled the hem of my skirt upwards.  Both women’s gaze went right to my work and my heart pounded harder.  I sensed Mistress would want me to look at them while I did it and I looked into their eyes as my skirt crested my thighs revealing my striped panties. 



Immediately their expressions grew serious – yet steamy.  They never looked away, ogling me shamelessly.  I focused only on them – not who might be passing by for a glimpse.  My legs spread wider as I tried not to pant harder.  My middle finger moved in and pulled the panty sideways exposing my dripping slit and clamped nub.



In unison both their chests started breathing harder as they stared.  I looked at them sincerely, helplessly, as they explored my secrets.  Their hands gripped each other tighter and they turned to kiss each other. 



I think they actually find me attractive.  Wow?



I could feel another drop roll out of me and hit the bench and I blushed with modest confusion.



“Come girl we must be leaving,” Mistress stated now standing right behind me.  “If you’ll excuse us ladies, we must be going.”



“That is pretty impressive,” one of them commented to her.



“Of course it is,” Mistress casually replied.



I released my panties, pulled my skirt down, and rose, obediently walking off with the woman who controlled me. 



 
 
BOUND AND TESTED




 



When we left the mall the fresh air gave me some strength and I was able to stop panting as if I were in heat.  But the pressure, the maddening need for release still raked me with each step.  I felt myself keeping my thighs extra close together trying to force the clamp to rub my clit. 



Upon reaching the car mistress started to order me into the back seat again before realizing I couldn’t be trusted out of her sight. 



“If I allow you to sit back there you’ll be sneaky and try to rub yourself won’t you.”



Umm – maybe.



“No Mistress Janice.”



“You’re lying to me aren’t you?”



“Mistress?”



“Answer me!”



“Yes I think I would.  I’m sorry I’m so weak Mistress.”



“I’ll give you the choice right now girl.  You can walk away no strings attached, your debt paid.  Or you can stay and endure the punishment for lying.”



“Nothing could make me leave you Mistress Janice.  I mean, you know – accept for you demanding it.”



“It will be dark soon.  Our time, your punishment, is nearly over.  Are you sure?”



“Yes ma’am.”



I knew it wasn’t the proper way to address her but I was in trouble anyways.  Besides, there was an outside chance that if I disobeyed some more she would stay with me longer. 



Maybe even tomorrow…



“Hop in the front seat girl.  There will be no orgasms without my permission.”



“I’m in better control now.  I swear to be obedient Mistress.  I good am.”



Ug, who am I fooling.



“I guess it had to come to this but you brought it on yourself.  Get in the car girl.”



“Where are we going?”



“Were going to find out what it all means girl.  So prepare yourself.”



I sat down in front, my own weight cramming the bottom hook deep enough to emotionally possess me.  It wasn’t a far drive to her house and when we arrived she hustled me inside. 



Mistress’s home had a freshly cleaned odor and elegant furnishings.  I liked it immediately.  Little did I know, the room which we would finish in was very different from the rest of the house. 



She marched me down the hallway by my nipple leash to a pink doorway.  Though Mistress was very feminine she wasn’t a girly type girl and the door seemed out of place.  It opened into a red and black room with pictures of half dressed women adorning the walls and a thick black pole that ran from the floor to the ceiling in the corner. 



In the middle of the room was a large padded table with restraints at both ends.  Hanging on the wall above the table were several whips and belts.  This was clearly a place for discipline. 



She is going to tie me down and discipline me. Mistress doesn’t hold back – this is going to hurt.  Oh my god this is it – my atonement.



“Strip off that skirt and blouse,” she ordered.



I unbuttoned the chic blouse and removed it, my nipple leash bobbing freely over my chest.  The skirt came next and when it was off I stood before her in the elegant yet slutty lingerie Mistress Amanda had selected. 



Mistress looked at my body different this time – which is to say she actually starred at me with lust.  It was the first time she’d shown any attraction to me and my heart fluttered.  Without talking she led me to the pole.



“Hug it,” she demanded coldly.



“I’m afraid,” I confessed, the warm flutter in my heart growing nervously colder.



“Hug it this instant girl.”



“Yes Ma-mistress Janice.”



I wrapped my arms around the pole and before I knew it they were cuffed secure.  A second pair of cuffs attached just above each elbow forcing me to tightly hug the cold pole.



Without another word she exited the room leaving me with my fears.  What I found odd was the arousal that had consumed me earlier was as strong as ever.  It was easier to control it now, but the throbbing throughout my trussed up erogenous zones was a powerful as ever.  It was as if my own fear was increasing the pulsation, increasing my need to release. 



Mistress returned, I sensed her walking up behind me but couldn’t look back to see her.  Finally I got a glimpse of her in the wall mirror and swooned.  She wore all black lingerie, garters, stockings, heels – the works.  She even had on a shelf bra like I wore and her tempting breasts swayed in front of her.



“You look so sexy,” I sighed with desire.



“So you really like me - do you girl?”



“Yes.”



“I notice you dropped the Mistress Janice part.”



“You’re going to punish me anyways.”



“Maybe I will and maybe I won’t.  The truth is I’ve decided to allow you to leave whenever you want.  But if you genuinely like me you will stay and endure your punishment.  You’ll prove to me how much you want me.  Or…you can ask to quit at any time and I’ll never speak to you again.”



Noo!



“I’ll stay and endure it all for you my beautiful Mistress.  Will there be something more if I please you?”



“Don’t get ahead of yourself girl.  I’m not going to get either of our hopes up until I know you are for real.”



I heard rattling against the wall where the whips hung and knew she was arming herself with my implement of discipline.  The microscopic hairs along my back and butt stiffened with apprehension.



“Guh!”  I grunted loudly, my bottom being crammed fuller than ever.  She had gripped the handle and forced it as deep as my ass would take it.



“We won’t be needing this anymore.”



Suddenly a pulling sensation ravaged my innards as she eased it out of my bottom.  With every inch it withdrew I felt like a new person, baptized in her ownership.  When the last bit came out I felt a strange empty lightness down there and instinctively bumped my clit against the pole, moaning lustily.  That alone felt so good I knew I could have gotten off by repeatedly doing it, but I remained strong for her.



“What is it about you that heats me up little girl?” She mused pulling my panties down.



Oh my God.  I heat her up.   She confirmed!   Yes!  Thank you.



“Because I’m yours and you know it,” I stated.



“No, you are not mine yet.  That is to be determined.  Besides, this feeling started before that.”



“Huh,” I inquired confused.



A tickle started moving up my back, as if several small fingers were gliding up it.  It crested my shoulder and the thin tines of a leather whip draped down across my chest.  My breaths grew deeper as the implement causally brushed across my nipple leash.



“You lied to me girl.  But if you don’t quit I’ll know you’re worth it.”



The whipped was pulled off me and I braced for its ferocious side.  I didn’t have to wait long.



CRACK!



The sound of it hit my ears long before the feel seeped into my ass, and for a moment I thought it might not be such a big deal.  But within an instant a sting bit at my bottom so fiercely I crammed my body against the pole in a desperate attempt to escape it.



“You wanna quit now girl?” She asked almost mockingly.



“No,” I stammered in painful shock.



CRACK!



The second blow struck the other cheek before I could prepare for it. 



“Ahh-ow!” I whimpered.



An endless sting ripped across my ass feeling hot and cold all at once.  My legs wrapped further around the pole in terror.  But when the clip on my clit clanked against it pleasure waged war on my suffering.  My ass stung mercilessly as my clit throbbed for a release that never came.



“Will you endure more or shall we quit now.”



“Ma-more,” I stuttered through my pain.



The hiss of the whip splitting the air made me tense up.



CRACK!



It impacted the same spot as the first and the agony was overwhelming.  The ripping pain had me convinced my skin must have been torn right off.  Yet the skin remained – and what I learned was a tremendous welt rose.  I quivered feeling completely broken down by her.  Total submission took me over.



She must really want me a lot.  I know – I can feel it.  She wants all of me. I need her badly.



“I’m so fucking yours mistress.  I’m your fucking slut, your personal whore.  Do anything you want to me, I love being your property.”



“Do you have feelings for me?”



“Yes.”



“Will you let me whip you all night?”



Hoooo!



“Anything for you,” I said starting to sob fearfully…loyally.



Her hand gently touched my cheek and I melted, my pounding heart warming up with amplified desire.



“Prove it.”



CRACK!



“Ohh,” I yelled overwhelmed by the sting.  “It hurts-so-bad.”



I felt as though my entire ass was now set on fire and I writhed around the pole enduring for her.



“You wanna quit?” She leered.



“Nohh.”



“Do you want another?”



I started to sob harder, fully appreciating how difficult this was.



“Arhh….yhesss.  Give me another.”



My bottom was welted and destroyed and I couldn’t have handled another.  Mistress knew that too.  My panty was gently pulled back into place and she gave a light little spank to my raved bottom.  It seared hotly under the garment.  Her hands touched my shivering shoulders and eased down to the elbows.  She uncuffed them and let them drop at my feet. 



I knew I had passed, but instead of smiling I sobbed harder.  They were proud tears of accomplishment yet it was still surreal.  These emotions were all new to me. 



Her hands continued gently down the forearms to my wrists and the second pair of cuffs were undone.  I was free but still in agony and didn’t dare budge without permission.  It was like I’d become a robot, subservient to her for my every breath. 



“Turn around and face me,” she ordered.



I turned around and the space between us felt electric.  We looked into each other’s eyes – hers confident and strong - and me tearing.  I can’t say what she saw in mine but I know I saw admiration and lust in hers.  We were connecting on a new level.



It’s hard not to try and hug her.  Stay strong Lucy.



“I can’t wait any longer.  Go lie down across the table on your back girl,” she whispered.



Very gingerly I moved to the large black table and scooted onto it.  The welts on my bottom stung as I laid back, reminding me who I belonged to.  Mistress spread my legs and cuffed my ankles to corners of the table, securing them tightly.  When finished she moved up and stretched my arms high before cuffing them to the top of the table.



I lay vulnerable and helpless before her.  Her hand went to my chest and the palm dragged across the areas the chain didn’t cover.  I could only look up at her like she was a goddess as she helped herself to my body.  Her palms glided down over my new panties and cupped my entire vulva possessively.



“Oh fuck ya,” I moaned, my clit pounding to the rhythm of my heart.



“You’re very wet,” she noted.



“You did it to me.”



All too fast she removed her hand leaving me arching in desperation for more.  Both her hands went to my clamped right nipple.  It was bright red, bordering on purple, yet I didn’t mind.  It was just another sign of my suffering – my devotion.



Through a misty gaze I watched as she loosened the clamp making my nipple throb harder than ever.  Slowly the bite softened until she pulled the clamp off and it radiated a maddening throb. 



Taking the tortured nipple between her thumb and forefinger she pinched it softly and I struggled to arch again.  Her body heat alone made the intensity of the sting wonderful. 



I’ll never forget what happened next.  Her face gracefully moved down and my stung nipple disappeared between her lips.  Heaven – sweet heaven was all could think.  It was like the feeling of pulling a long festered splinter out and relief flooded across my tit.  It felt so wonderful I started to sob again.



My confident mistress nursed my aching nipple like a baby, soothing every bit of it in her beautiful mouth - her tongue swathing away my pain with each stroke.  It was the most intimate thing I’d ever felt and I moaned continually – no longer caring what the rules were.



After a minute she repeated it with the other nipple, freeing them completely from their bondage.  More tears of pleasure filled my eyes and rolled down the sides. 



“You’re all I want mistress,” I said, going purely by my gut.



In response she climbed up on the table and straddled me. 



“You’re not the only one that’s wet girl.  You are amazingly strong and I can’t hold back any longer.  Suck on me you strong little slave girl.  Prove you’re mine once and for all.”



She scooted up until her crotch was over my chin.  Her delicate fingers pulled her black panty to the side revealing her pouting pussy.  I latched onto her distended clit with my mouth and she eased her weight on top of it – pinning me with her hips.



I sucked with the fever of a hungry infant on a bottle, giving her everything.  A million thoughts ran through my mind and my heart soared with satisfaction. 



She tasted of beautiful success.



When her first loud moan echoed in the room my legs tried to spread further against the bindings.  It was the sweetest sound ever – a sound I’d pined for since noon.  There was no denying now how much I was pleasing her.



She climaxed faster than I expected and even whimpered during it, like she was the submissive one.  It was intoxicating and my own clit screamed for the same.  When her spasms ended she seemed worn out but I refused to release her tender bud.



I latched onto her taunt nub and held her in place.  I sucked and tongued it with even more vigor as she struggled to manage the pleasure I wouldn’t allow her to escape from.  Pride and passion soared within my thoughts as I gave her my all.  She came again fairly quickly, whimpering even louder.



When it passed I tried to repeat it but she gripped my hair and forced her hips away.



“You hungry little lez,” she swooned.  “God I needed that since the first time I saw you.”



I forced my hips up as high as the restraints would allow showing her that I was also starved for any service she wanted. 



“I need your touch, your kiss.  Please may I have some release Mistress.  Or please let me rub myself.”



The sound of a door slamming made me jerk.  Footsteps approaching and the door to our chamber opened as I gawked in shock.  There standing in the doorway was Candi – the girl who had befriended me, and set me up.



“What?” I heard myself say out loud.



“Well it looks like my secrets out,” Janice stated as Candi smiled wickedly at me from across the room.  “Leave us Charlene and I’ll pay you in the morning.”



Candi, I mean Charlene turned and left without saying a word.



“What’s going on Mistress?”



“Today at the club wasn’t the first time I saw you.  It was last week at a restaurant.”



“Last week?”



“That is correct.  When I saw you something came over me.  I’ve been a mistress for five years but never have I been moved like the way I was that night.  You had something I couldn’t identify – but I needed it.  I knew I wanted you then, just like I knew you would have never agreed.  My only chance was to show you what it was like to belong to me.”



“You’ve liked me that much all along?”



“I’m sorry I deceived you.  But I’m not backing down.  You are mine.  If you want to leave now you may.  Or…you can stay and let me finish.”



Who cares, she taught me so much.  I feel it for her – I feel everything I ever fanaticized about when she is near.



“I don’t regret a moment of it Mistress Janice.  You’ve shown me so much.  I want to stay with you.”



“I want you to become my exclusive girl.  You will belong to me and from now on I will dominate no other except you.”



“I want to but I don’t know what I will think tomorrow.  This is a lot of sink in.  I only know if you don’t let me get off soon I’ll go mad.  Please let me rub myself.”



“Why focus so much on the clit girl.  A woman’s pussy has a luxury all its own.”



“I…sort of love you,” I stammered.



“Shhh.”



She approached the table and leaned down between my legs to examine my exposed secret.  I couldn’t see what was coming and when two of her fingers penetrated me I literally screamed with pleasure.  My entrance gripped them possessively.  They delved deeper to the first knuckle and I continually moaned while trying to hump them deeper.



Grrrrr!  Mmmmm!



“Hold still girl,” She ordered.



I heard the demand but I couldn’t bring myself to stop.  It must have been instinct.  Every hump against them was luxuriously pleasurable – both physically and emotionally.  The urge to once again proclaim my love struck and I fought to hold it back.



“Hold still.”



“I can’t,” I admitted anxiously.



The fingers plunged all the way in and my torso stiffened, a devious smile plastered on my face.  At my entrance I felt a third finger snaking its way inside me, making my moans huskier.  Both types of pleasure increased along with my smile.  When the third finger was all the way inside she withdrew them all slightly and then something amazing happened.



His fingertips pulled upwards, slightly lifting my hips and a storm of delicious stimulation I’d never known before pulsated inside me.  The stimulation was unexpected, different, and continual.  It sent my body and mind into overdrive. 



“That is your G spot” she announced lifting again and firmly rubbing it.



“Oh mistress” I moaned as she ground against it dominantly.



After a few seconds I climaxed in a manner that was new to me.  This inner pleasure, a deep unfamiliar orgasm, it washed over me causing my entire pussy to gap. 



Unlike the climaxes I had given myself it ended fairly quickly and only made me hungrier for more.  I expected her to attempt it again but instead I was met by the feel of her pinky stretching my inner lips.  My mouth gawked as I felt them pulling even wider until the pinky slipped inside and joined the others. 



“Guh!” I grunted bound and helpless as she pushed all four fingers a little deeper.



This was much wider than I’d ever been stretched and it became very intense for me.  A fleeting wave of pain bolted through my entrance and then the pleasure returned – a new dangerous type of pleasure. 



I can’t believe all of her strong fingers are inside me.  I just can’t.  She must really like my pussy.  Oh yes…yes.



“Are you okay?” she inquired.



“Oh yesss,” I hissed.



The four fingers penetrated me deeper and suddenly I was being stretched even wider.  She was trying to work her upper knuckles inside me.  My body arched up as high as my restraints would allow but her free hand pushed me flat onto my back, pinning me as the relentless stretching continued.



“Oh fuukk” I whimpered as her knuckles passed the entrance. 



“So you want to belong to me?”



“Oh fuukk” I repeated still overwhelmed.  My pussy was adjusting to the size but I could not speak clearly.  



“Are you mine?”



“Yah…ya-yes.”



“Well let’s find out if you’re being honest.”



To my utter amazement the stretching increased. 



“Whoa!  Mistress Janice…”



Her thumb was attempting to wiggle into my innocent pussy. 



Is this happening? Mistress is trying to fist me?



I would have never believed such a thing would happen but sure enough her thumb flayed me wider until the tip of it entered.  More stretching, more filling - pushing out my inner walls as I lay powerless beneath her.  My moans turned to animalistic grunts as she forced her thumb all the way inside me to join the others – her free hand still pinning me like a prisoner against the table.



As she pushed her hand deeper it began to slightly pump me.  I felt a little woozy at first.  When she would pull back it felt like my entire pussy was being pulled out.  When she pushed in it seemed like her entire body was entering me.  My pussy was being pillaged by her whims.  She continued this motion, slowly working her entire hand into me a little deeper – one monstrous stroke at a time. 



I’m hers.  I mean completely and utterly her property.  Surely she knows this now.



What I learned to be my g spot now felt like it shot sparks throughout my pussy and I pined for another deep feeling climax.  I was so proud to be getting this total service from her that I let out a series of high pitched squeals meant to tell mistress how much I was hers. 



Her powerful hand delivered one extra hard push and the stretching was almost painful again.  I knew this was the moment of truth – she was trying to get me to take the last of it.  For a brief instant it became too much and I whimpered in helpless desperation.  But she was determined to be completely inside me and continued without mercy.



With a final squeal it slipped inside.  I felt my lips loosen and the inner walls of my pussy being stretched deep.  I had taken her all the way to the wrist and her eyes flashed with the look of conquest – and utter control of my pussy.



I was grimacing on the outside but on the inside I was beaming with both pride and satisfaction.  There was no way to deny the woman who controlled my heart had taken full possession of my pussy.  And I was handling it like a good girl.  Well, sort of.



“Urahh!  Gah!” I grunted happily overwhelmed.



“From now on your pussy only belongs to me,” she growled dominantly.



The demand gave me goose bumps but I could only nod between grunts.  Her free hand moved off my chest and he shoved two fingers into my mouth.  Instinctively I sucked them in like a hungry submissive whore, which pleased her. 



I couldn’t see what she was doing and when her tongue hit my clit I nearly choked on her fingers.  Her tongue glazed my nub between the clamp, before I felt her mouth loosen the clamps grip and pull off.  Pulsations from being freed erupted out of it and I gasped with pleasure.



It only took a few licks for intense stimulation to vibrate through it and she began expertly tonguing it with force.  It felt great, it felt orgasmic, but as full as I was an orgasm wasn’t coming that quickly.  There were too many other sensations.



She is giving me everything I could ever want.  Oh mistress.



The stimulation of my taunt bud was heavenly and I sucked her fingers in rhythm with her tongue.  It felt like my clit was a water balloon filling up under a faucet.  And she wasn’t going to turn the water off until it finally burst.  It sent shivers down my back.  The fatter my clit felt the more waves of pleasure rippled out of it, through my overstuffed pussy, and up my back. 



The sensation of an approaching explosion even hardened my tortured nipples and sent tingling all across my chest.  The sounds I made around her fingers were guttural as this beast of a climax swelled beyond my control.  Still, the forced stimulation from her tongue continued without end.



As if adding one drop too many to the overfull balloon, my clit finally burst in orgasm and I lost control of everything.  Stimulation poured out drowning me - sometimes painfully.  I spat out her fingers screaming one moment, growling like a beast the next.  Her free hand possessively gripped the hair on top of my head attempting to hold me still as I sputtered in ecstasy like a woman possessed. 



Wave after wave of pleasure poured over me.  My toes tingled and my fingers felt like they were fatter.  It was an almost inhuman pleasure Mistress was giving me.  My vision was blurry and for a moment I think I even cried again, but the stimulation continued on without mercy, until it began to fade leaving me gasping for breath.



When it had completely passed I was speechless.  My eyes were glued to her as her head lifted back up.  I was still very full with her hand inside me but the sensation was much less intense now.  For a moment I relished the look in her eyes, both of us knowing her dominant hand was so much inside me.  It was an experience that bonded our mutual trust tightly together.  Our relationship had deepened.



“Take few deep breaths while I withdraw” she cooed sweetly.



I nodded and did as instructed while she eased the hand slowly out of me.  Between breaths a head rush struck and it seemed for a moment like I was floating and dizzy until all the final fingers exited.  Afterwards I lay wore out, yet satisfied both emotionally and physically.  Never in my wildest fantasies did I imagine I would get something like that from her.



I lay in a heap as she unfastened all of my bindings.  Though I was free I still needed a moment and couldn’t move.  Mistress exited the room as I recovered and returned with a large bowl.  She asked me to roll onto my stomach and helped me when my exhausted muscles wavered. 



On my stomach I felt her dabbing at my welted ass, cleaning and soothing it as I laid used up beneath her.



“I want to see you again Lucy.”



“Oh my,” I swooned.



“What’s wrong?”



“That’s the first time you called me by name,” I sighed.



“I know you have a lot to think about tonight.  I can respect that.  Now it’s you who has the power to hurt me Lucy.  I can only hope you decide to return to me.”



“I…”



“Don’t speak,” she interrupted.  “Don’t make any decisions in the heat of the moment.  Make me wait.  It will do me good.”



“Yes ma’am.”



When she was done tending my bottom she helped me to my feet and to my surprise produced my old tee shirt and shorts.  She informed me that my new clothes would be waiting for me should I return.



When I was dressed she pulled me close and hugged me.  I held her tightly, showing my gratitude for the education she shared with me.  Our eyes met and I arched my mouth for a long craved kiss.  But she held back.



“Return to me first,” she cooed.



As she released me I pecked the side of her cheek rebelliously.  I just couldn’t have left without some level of intimacy.  We walked out to her car and she drove me home in silence – letting me out a block before my house.



“Here is my number.  If I’m lucky you will call me tomorrow.”



“Maybe I will – and maybe I won’t,” I teased. 



“You are a strong girl Lucy.  I’ll see you soon – I hope.”



“Goodbye Janice.”



I watched the car drive out of sight before turning towards my house.  Deep down I wanted to see her again as soon as possible.  But I knew there was still a lot to sort out.  Walking up to my front porch it promised to be a long night



I’ll be back my Mistress.  One way or another – I’ll be back.



* * *



 




THE WICKED SISTERS vs WOMEN’S HISTORY




 



 
IN THE DARK




 



I drug myself into the classroom and found a seat while still rubbing the sleep out of my eyes.  It was a Saturday seminar on Women’s History that I needed to take for the credits.  I had spent too much time playing this semester and without these credits I would be dropped from the university.  It was likely that most of the freshman attending this seminar were in a similar boat.  It was a good trade off – a one day seminar to make up for a lot of fooling around. 



              The class was nearly full and when eight o’clock struck two surprisingly young women, a blond and a brunette, entered carrying a large sack and sat down at the instructor’s desk.  I was surprised to see them as usually Mrs. Sternberg taught this class.  But I figured she must be busy and hoped they could offer a younger, fresher take on the subject.  After organizing their bags the brunette stood up to address the class.



              “Good morning ladies and thank you all for being on time.  My name is Professor Macy Friend and this is my assistant Dr. Brandi.  We will be your instructors for this course.  I realize a lot of you are here to make up credits so please pay attention.  This isn’t a free ride and there will be a test at the end of the day.”



              As she spoke the brunette set up a video monitor behind her.



              “Women’s history is a complex subject.  To get to the heart of today’s lesson we have prepared a short video introduction.”


              The blond doctor clicked the lights and a movie started up.  The first scene of the video was a beautiful young woman being tied to a tree by a group of older women.  When she was securely bound one of the women ripped the girl’s white dress off and her firm breasts were exposed.  This grabbed the entire class’ attention, but that was just the beginning. 



              Another woman stepped forward holding a wooden switch that looked like it was cut from one of the tree branches.  She raised the switch and whipped the girl firmly across the chest and the girl winced in pain.  A gasp and a murmur ran through the classroom - but none of us could turn away.  The girl was whipped repeatedly and winced in pain after each blow.  We viewed it in shock, riveted by the scene.  None of us could stop watching.



              The video flashed to another girl bound and gagged at the feet of a woman dressed in shiny leather.  A third woman was moving something between her legs and the gagged girl looked like she was on the edge of a climax.  Her expression grew more and more intense and we all watched on the edge of our seats. 



              The video flashed again, this time to two young girls making out.  It was sultry, passionate and easy to tell they loved kissing each other.  After a moment the video flashed back to the girl tied to the tree.  She was whipped some more as the others stood around her in a group watching.  Welts were rising across her chest and she looked terrified.



              I felt bad for the girl…but I also felt something else.  My clit was swelling as I watched.  I couldn’t help it.  Perhaps it was because I had to rush to class and didn’t have time to touch myself before leaving.  I couldn’t say for sure, but my arousal bubbled to the surface in the early morning class.



              Apparently I wasn’t the only one who was moved by the video as the sound of heavy breathing began to fill the room.  On the screen they stopped whipping the young girl who cried submissively against the tree.  A woman wearing a prominent strap on dildo stepped into the shot and approached the young girl.  My eyes widened and were glued to the screen.



              Suddenly the video switched off and the lights went back on.  The class looked around at each other, clearly hoping we didn’t recognize the arousal the film had started within us all.  It felt wrong – but it happened.  I for one didn’t want to admit what I saw had made me wet. 



              Professor Macy stood up and spoke:



              “The history of woman is wrought with abuses and neglect.  Not just from men – but also from other woman.  It is up to us, each woman individually, to embrace their sexuality in the face of our challenges.” 



              “How did viewing the video make you feel?” Dr. Brandi interjected.



              “I felt sorry for the girl tied to the tree” a girl next to me admitted.



              “Me too” I added. 



              Much of the class seemed in agreement with our sentiment. 



              “Ah, but how do we know the young girl wasn’t enjoying it?” The doctor asked.



              “She was crying and seemed like she was in pain” one girl replied.



              “And she had marks on her from the whip” another student replied.



              “Did that arouse you” Professor Macy inquired.



              Yes – don’t ask me why.  I am not a sadist. This question doesn’t apply to me because I didn’t have a chance to get off this morning.



                None of the class would answer her question and I felt dirty, like I was the only one that got aroused by it.  The lights switched back off and the video came back on.  Now the group of older women were untying the punished girl and laying her down on a large tree stump.  One woman each grabbed an ankle and spread her legs and the woman with the large strap on stepped between them



             
 Holy shit, she is going to fuck the young girl.  I can’t believe they are showing this in school.



              The rest of the women had the young girl pinned down, holding her arms and legs out as the woman with the strap on placed it against her pussy.  The expression on the young girls face was urgent, desperate, maybe even a little aroused.  I felt my own pussy heating up below my skirt and panted softly hoping nobody heard me. 



              “I want each of you to put your hands in your panties while you continue watching” Professor Macy’s voice called out.



              “Remember, you’re grade will be weighted heavily on participation” Dr. Brandi reminded us.



              In the dark room it felt fairly safe and I didn’t hesitate to slide my hands into my skirt and panties.   I shut out the rest of the class and daintily stroked my taunt clit as I watched the wild scene. 



              Discreetly touching myself to the video while surrounded by other students was intensely stimulating - much more intense than usual.  It was a naughty feeling, like I was getting away with something.  I worked my clit slowly, softly.  It was one of those times where it felt so good there was no need to rush – getting there was half the fun. 



             
 I wonder if I’m the only one actually doing this?  What does it matter – they told us to.  Fuck this is so devious – so wrong.  I can’t believe what those women are doing to that girl.



              The lights switched back on and the movie turned off.  Hands jerked out of their panties all around me, and I followed suit self-consciously. 



              “Nobody told you to stop” Dr. Brandi stated sternly.  “Unless you want an ‘F’ that is.”



              A round of nervous laughter emanated throughout the room. 



              “If you can’t handle it than drop the class” Professor Macy added.  “This isn’t high school and we expect you to behave like adults.  Please follow our instructions or leave.”



              “You can count on us” a short blond in the front row announced, and her hand went under her cheer skirt. 



              She had set the tone and the rest of us were put on the spot.  If a cheerleader was game how could we say no?  None of us wanted to look like the lame one in class.  There was an awkward pause but one by one each girl’s hand started going back into their panties.  I followed along, dying to continue, but far too embarrassed to actually try to get off. 



We were all still sleepy and confused but I wondered how many of them were as turned on as I was.  I looked around at everyone.  It was so strange to be in the middle of a group of girls who were teasing their clits while trying to pretend they weren’t. 



              I wish they would turn the light back off so I could continue for real.



              I got my wish – the lights turned back off and the movie started again.  The strong older woman with the strap on was pounding the young girl hard and she was clearly screaming.



             
 In agony or ecstasy?



              Other women were groping her firm breasts and pulling on the nipples, stretching them out as she got drilled.  My hand went back to work in earnest and my panties started to get soaked.  A strong desire to climax began to grow and I tried to resolve my feelings about it.



             
 How embarrassing it would be to convulse in the middle of class.  But fuck I am getting so turned on…just the thought of climaxing in my seat is turning me on more.



              I began to touch myself faster, no longer teasing myself – lost in lust.  I would do my best to mask my orgasm…but I wanted it badly.  It began feeling necessary – like my day would be ruined without one. 



             
 Click
 – the lights turned back on and the movie switched off.



             
 FUCK!



              Alarmed, I jerked my hand out of my panties and looked around ashamed.  Several girls around me were panting and had urgent looks in their eyes.  Clearly I wasn’t the only one going for it for real, which relieved me some. 



              “How do you feel ladies?” the professor asked.



              “Embarrassed” one girl answered.



              “Awkward” another added.



              “I wish my boyfriend were here” a third interjected.



              The professor nodded.



              “Throughout the ages women have been forced to hide their arousal.  Not unlike many of you are doing right now.  In response there have been a number of devices created to use for feminine pleasure…as long as it was done in secret.  Dr. Brandi, if you will.”



              Dr. Brandi reached into their sack with both hands and pulled out a large device.  It was rounded into a half barrel shape on the top and flat on the bottom.  A power cord ran out from the back and up to a little box.  She cleared the teacher’s desk and set the device down on top of it with the rounded side up.



              “How many of you know what this is?”


              I have no idea.



              “It’s a sybian” the blond cheerleader in front called out.



              “Very good.  This machine can help a woman stimulate herself without the need for a real partner.  It can remove the guilt society places on feminine pleasure.”



              “How does it work?” The short cheerleader asked.



              “Would anyone like to come up and demonstrate how a sybian works?”



              The class shuffled nervously and nobody volunteered.



              “How about you?  Come up here please” the professor announced.



              I looked around before realizing she was pointing directly at me.



              “Me?” I asked pointing to myself.



              “Yes, please come to the front of the class.”



              My stomach grew cold and my heart pounded wildly.  Every girl in class was staring at me intently.  I was on the spot and felt like I had to live up to it.



             
 Don’t look like a scared child in front of everybody.  Pretend is no big deal.



              “It’s okay sweetie.  We are just going to do a dry run to show the class how it works” the doctor insisted.



              I breathed a sigh of relief and stood up in a daze.  My knees shook as I approached and I tried to mask my fear as much as possible. 



              “Now climb up onto the desk and sit across the sybian dear.”



             
 I can’t believe they are actually making me do this.  How embarrassing.  Can’t we just switch off the light and watch some more of the movie?



              I climbed onto the desk and spread my knees, mounting the sybian and making sure my skirt covered my panties. 



              “Good, the girl straddles the sybain like so.” The professor said pointing to my mount.  “Attached to the sybian is a control box that once plugged in, makes the sybian vibrate at different intensities.  Please write this down, it will be on the test.”



              She held up a box with knobs and buttons on it while the professor plugged the machine in.  I could feel the eyes of the entire class watching me as intently as I had watched the movie and felt very self-conscious.  When I sat against the sybian the wet spot in my panties made me feel naughty – like a pervert.  Nobody knew about it, but a strange shame made me feel like they did.



              “Now let’s try it out.”



             
 What?



              The blond doctor pushed a button and the machine whirred to life beneath me, surprising me and causing me to arch up off it.  The smooth rounded top of the sybian vibrated gently against my legs and I understood how it could be pleasurable.



              “What is your name dear?” The professor asked.



              “Faye” I squeaked embarrassed.



              “Now Faye I need you to sit back down on the sybian to continue the demonstration.  Make sure your bottom is firmly against it.”



              I knew she was instructing me to vibrate my clit.  Everyone’s eyes were glued to me and it felt like I had no choice.  I eased my hips down until I was sitting, my clit pressed firmly against the vibrating machine.  The whirring vibration lit my clit up and quickly spread throughout my hips and legs.



              “Oh” I moaned, ashamed of letting it slip out.



              The class shifted in their seats anxiously and I felt like a lurid sex display. 



              “Right now the sybian is gently massaging Faye’s tender clit.”


             
 Don’t tell them that!



              “And she doesn’t have to do a thing.  This model is built to feel like a tongue swathing while it vibrates” the doctor stated pushing a button.  As the machine vibrated a ripple below me swathed my clit back and forth and I had to restrain moaning again. 



              “How does it feel Faye?”



              “It feels…different” I replied afraid to give an honest description. 



I was far too modest to state that it felt orgasmically incredible and instead tried to be cool about it – like it was nothing at all.  In the meantime the machine was literally drenching my panties. 



“Good, now let’s try another speed.”



The professor turned a small dial on the control box and the vibration grew stronger.  It tingled my crotch until my clit pulsated under the relentless stimulation.  I fought to restrain more moans and my breathing grew heavier. 



The class watched me intently, big eyes all around.  I spread my skirt more making sure nothing was viewable to the audience.  As I looked at them through my stimulation it felt like they had begun viewing me like a guinea pig.  Like there was an expectation that I perform for them. 



However, I wasn’t alone in my arousal.  I noted several girls had developed hard nipples while watching and others shifted restlessly in their seat.  Suddenly it felt like I was the porn movie.



Is this really happening?  Do they expect me to cum in front of all of them? No way – I’d never live it down.



Shame made me ease away from the sybian.  Dr. Brandi caught me and was not happy about it.



“Back down on it Faye.  If you can’t follow simple instructions I’ll fail you right now.”



The class mumbled at her threat – but we all believed her.  She put her hand on my shoulder and forced me back on the vibrating saddle.  The stimulation bolted up through me and I felt helpless to stop it.



“Common Faye.  Quit fooling around” the blond cheerleader called out making me feel obligated to obey.  Deep down I knew the class just wanted to see what would happen next.



I struggled to manage my arousal as the professor spoke.  My face was flushing red and the first stage of a building climax spread throughout me.  I barred down and tried to resist the forced arousal that was publicly, outrageously, stimulating me.



“Another important attachment to the modern sybian is the dildo.”



She pulled a large red dildo out of her bag and held it up in front of class.  The students shifted in their seats, fascinated by the unfolding scene. 



“There is an attachment beneath Faye’s heated pussy” the doctor informed them.  “The dildo attaches there.”



I couldn’t believe she used the term pussy, but before I could consider it she held the dildo between my legs against my skirt.



“It attaches just back from here” she mused as the dildo stuck up embarrassingly between my legs.  “Now let’s go ahead and attach it so Faye can give us a demonstration.”



What?  Wait – no!



Humiliation suffocated me when she said it…and a wave of pleasure rocketed through my clit.  I began to feel light headed.  I was trapped between my shame and arousal and they were feeding off each other.  I was too ashamed to admit being aroused and I was so ashamed that it made me more aroused. 



“No, this is as much – I can’t” I stammered.



I climbed off the sybian alarmed and humiliated.  A look of disappointment stared back at me from the class.  They no longer viewed me as having rights.  I was there for their amusement – and they hungered for more. 



 



 



 
 
PUBLIC DISCIPLINE




 



Professor Macy walked up to me slowly, a serious look on her face.



“You know, you’re right Faye.  I think now would be a good time to go over some of the historical punishment rituals women have had to endure.  Do you mind helping?”



“Your grade depends on it” Dr. Brandi added.



“Okay, sure” I offered relieved.



Thank god I am not going to have to mount the dildo in front of my classmates. 



Brandi reached into the doctor’s bag and pulled out a leather strap that was shaped like the number eight.  She held it up before the class.



“In seventeenth century Britain this oppressive wrist cuff was commonly used to bind and control woman.  It works like this.”



Professor Macy turned me around, pulled my arms behind my back, and the doctor crammed my wrists into the holes of the binding.  It tightened snugly around them and just like that my arms were restrained behind me.  An ominous feeling crept over me as I stood helplessly bound in front of the hungry audience.  My breasts jutted out vulgarly and my nipples hardened from nerves. 



The doctor stepped forward and held something up that I couldn’t see.



“A traditional ball gag” she announced.  “Because women weren’t allowed to complain or even have a voice in public.”



It felt like slow motion when she turned and grabbed me by the hair.  I looked the doctor in the eyes as if to verify that she was serious.  She was, and I felt the ball gag being forced into my mouth.   She forced it passed my teeth until it was firmly lodged between my jaws, stretching them wildly.  Professor Macy took the straps that dangled to the sides and fastened them around my head securing the gag tightly in place. 



When she was done I grunted into the gag with alarm.  The class all marveled at how well the gag worked and seemed to enjoy my helplessness.  I was pulled around to the side of the desk and bent down over it roughly.  Everything felt out of control as I was laid across the desk in shock.



“In Victorian times they used a variety of devices to punish woman.  Let’s have a look at a few of them.”



The class buzzed anxiously and my adrenaline shot up.  My heart banged nervously and the hair on my arms stood up stiff.  I closed my eyes for a moment, too embarrassed to look at my classmates. 



Are they really going to demonstrate punishment on me – for real!



A long wooden paddle was pulled out of the sack and held up to the class.



“The wooden paddle was one of the original repression inducing punishment tools.  It works as you would imagine.”



Out of the corner of my eye I saw the doctor raise the paddle out of my view and tensed up.



This is a bluff.  It’s surely just a pretend demonstration. 



You could have heard a pin drop as the class watched intently.  That was when I noted the lust in their eyes – a collective lust that implored the doctor to punish me.  Everyone seemed to be in favor of spanking me and I began questioning if this really was a bluff. 



SMACK!
 – the paddle struck my ass so hard I couldn’t help screaming into the gag, shocked and stung by the firm blow.  The class rustled anxiously and leaned forward in their seats.  Before I could get my bearings:



SMACK!
 – an even harder blow stung me and I squealed in pain through the gag. The burn in my ass stretched all the way across both cheeks and stung painfully.



OW! 



SMACK!
 – another hard blow caused me to squeal in agony and the class literally gasped in unison.  The stinging was murder and I shifted from foot to foot dying to rub my sore bottom.  Searing heat spread across my ass and into my crotch.  While writhing in my helpless state I must admit, my pussy and clit began throbbing anxiously. 



“As time moved on new punishment devices were relied upon.  When raising cattle became more prominent ‘the disobedience whip’ came into style.”



The doctor pulled a large black leather whip out of the bag and I whimpered just looking at it.  I shook my head no and tried to stand but with my arms bound behind my back I had no leverage.  I arched up but the professor easily pushed me back down over the desk. 



“Hold still for the demonstration Faye.”



“How does the disobedience whip work?” The blond cheerleader inquired.



“Patience, we will demonstrate it but first we should check on the subject.”



The professor leaned over me and patted my sore ass.  Her touch caught me by surprise and I stiffened with embarrassment.



“You doing alright Faye” she cooed softly.



I shook my head ‘no’ but as I did her hand dropped down and firmly rubbed my pussy.  It immediately drenched and I swooned, utterly shocked at how good it felt.  A new feeling started to spread through me.  A strange need to be an obedient good girl gripped me and I stopped protesting. 



“I think she is doing fine.  Continue with the demonstration doctor Brandi.”



The doctor did a few practice swings in front of the class, causing the whip to snap loudly each time.  Everyone sat watching with their mouths agape.



Shouldn’t it be somebody else’s turn?   This is getting scarier.  Please don’t whip me with…



CRACK
 – the whip hit my ass so firmly it went numb for a second, then an unbearable sting shot through me so powerfully that I whimpered desperately into my gag.  Another gasp echoed through the room and every girl’s nipples were now raging against their tops.  They were all aroused by my punishment.  For a moment I felt extreme humiliation and then:



CRACK
 – and even harder blow stung me.  My vision saw only the color white and my ass hurt so badly I tried to slump off the desk to escape.  Professor Macy grabbed me and forced back into position.  Then she leaned down and whispered in my ear.



“We still need someone to demonstrate the sybian properly sweet Faye.  Won’t you reconsider?”



The thought of shamelessly riding the sybian in front of the class terrified me and again I nodded ‘no’ while still whimpering. 



“Fine, I guess we will have to continue.”



Professor Macy pulled away disappointed. 



“Is it hard to use the whip” the short blond cheerleader asked.



“What is your name” the doctor asked.



“Emily.”



“Come up here Emily and give it a try.  I’m sure Faye won’t mind.”



“Goodie” Emily chirped and bolted out of her seat to the front of the room.



Oh no…



“How hard do I swing it?” Emily asked.



“Well let’s ask the class” the professor stated.  “How hard should the next blow be class?”



For a moment I felt relieved that someone might speak up for me.  But I was wrong.  They viewed me as an object for their amusement now. 



“Really hard” the girl who sat next to me yelled.



The class seemed to agree.  They wanted to see me whipped hard and my hopes for mercy faded.  My ass was still a raging inferno and I could feel a welt from the last blow rising below my panties. 



“It’s hard to aim with her skirt in the way.  Is it possible to move it” Emily asked.



“Your right, a beginner should have a clear target.”



The doctor grabbed my skirt and yanked it down around my ankles.



Oh no! 



“And the panties too” the professor interjected.



The doctor gripped my pink bikini cuts and pulled them down to my ankles.  My well guarded pussy was now exposed.  Fortunately the class was viewing me from the side and only my punishers could see my exposed lust.  The blond doctor leaned towards me.



“You could end this if you would ride the sybian” she muttered under her breath.



Oh fuck.  I am caught between a rock and a hard place.  What should I…



CRACK
 – the whip impacted my bare ass like a flame.  I squealed in agony and writhed on the desk helplessly. 



“Cool!” the cheerleader cooed giddily.



“That was a well delivered blow” the professor complimented her.



To increase my shock Emily placed her hand on my pussy and traced my inner lips tenderly.  It felt alarmingly good and a feeling of submission towards her crept into my mind.  She was so confident that I couldn’t resist respecting her.  In the past I had felt disdain for cheerleaders.  But something about her small yet powerful demeanor made my heart flutter.  I suddenly began to feel like I was her property…and I liked it.



“She is really wet” Emily announced to the class and I groaned with shame.



“She likes it.  Whip her again” a girl from the back called out.



“Do you like it gorgeous?” Emily asked softly.



“Uh-huh” I replied shocking myself by the admission.



I couldn’t believe it.  As my ass burned something deep inside me wanted to submit to the cheerleader – to roll over and become her possession.  I was not gay, but in the moment I worshipped her.  My nagging clit throbbed powerfully below my welts.  Her cute little face and cheer outfit attracted me in an unusual way.  Perhaps not in a sexual way, but a need to please her overtook me.  I would have done anything my confident cheerleader asked.



“You’ve got her Em!” I heard the professor whisper discreetly.



“Do you mind if I whip you again” Emily asked in front of the class.



I nodded no, and I meant it.  Emily beamed in front of the other students, proudly displaying her dominance over me.  Even that made me want to submit to her more.  The punishment was mixing up all my emotions.  I was suddenly wetter than I have ever been in my entire life.



“You belong to me now Faye” Emily stated with authority.  “Say it.”



“I lelog tu ooh” I stammered through my gag.



The jaws of the class literally hit the floor when I admitted it and anxious ruffling rippled through the crowd.  They couldn’t understand what was happening to me anymore that I could.  I only knew the feeling was real…and it was intense.



“Okay Faye, hold still like a good girl” Emily instructed. 



CRACK!



CRACK!



A double shot rang down on my ass and I froze in agony.  My eyes welled with tears and my ass begged for mercy.  Burning welts began to rise up through my skin and I pined for Emily to touch me again.  Her hand reached for me and traced a welt across my seared ass making me swoon submissively. 



“Wow she is drenched.  Is it normal doctor for the bad girl to get this wet?”



“Yes it can be – under the right circumstances.  I think it’s a good lesson for the class.  Everyone come up here and observe Faye’s condition.”



Oh please professor - no.  These are my school mates.



Girls quickly exited their seats and formed a group behind me, all getting a clear view of my modest pussy now.  Through my shame it began heating up as hot as the welts on my ass.  My modesty was in tatters but my pussy didn’t care.



“Feel it” Emily encourage our classmates dragging her finger across my flooded slit.  I swooned with submission and disbelief. 



A tall girl in blue jeans stepped forward and I felt her finger between my inner lips.  It forced me to moan and her finger slipped into me up to the first knuckle.  Pleasure radiated out of every spot she touched me and I moaned louder.  When she pulled it back out I groaned in wanton shame. 



Another girl stepped forward and slipped her finger into me. 



“Wow, I have never been this wet” she mused.



Again it felt so intensely stimulating that I could restrain swooning.  She stepped aside and another girl took her place, making me start to feel like a sex toy.  I had become the community pussy to study and observe – and a need to get fucked hard, once and for all, began raging inside me.  I began to feel like an object – the class slut.



This is so embarrassing yet I am dying for one of them to bang me hard.  Treat me like the slut I feel like.  Imagine if Emily did...



It seemed like every girl took a turn feeling my pussy and by the time they were done the lips butterflied open on their own – pining for more.  Offering my most well guarded secrets up to whoever wanted it. 



“Do you mind if we look at your tits…beautiful Faye?” The much shorter cheerleader asked me.



Strong Emily called me beautiful!  Swoon.



I nodded ‘no’, unable to resist any of her requests.  The doctor and professor stood me up and unbuttoned my top.  Emily pulled it aside revealing my pink bra to all.  With one quick motion she unhooked the front and my tits were on display for everyone. 



“This is the perfect opportunity to discuss nipple clamps” Professor Macy informed the class. 



My top and bra were pulled around my back and down my arms to the wrist bindings, completely displaying my body.  The class went and sat back down, except for Emily who remained next to me.  The professor stood next to me and began speaking.



“There are several types of nipple clamps.  For example something as simple as a clothes pin can be used.”



Doctor Brandi pulled out a handful of wooden clothes pins and gave one to Macy.  She grabbed my left nipple firmly causing me to jerk self consciously.  She guided a clothes pin around the nipple and clamped it.  Searing pain immediately shot through the nipple and up my chest.  For a moment I stiffened in pain until Emily ordered me to remain still. 



My submission kicked in and I focused on remaining obediently still for my demanding cheerleader.  My nipple stung wildly and a drop of my juices forced their way out of me, rolling to the place between my pussy and ass. 



“Here, you try one Emily.”



Emily took a pin and grabbed the same nipple, pulling it out painfully.  She clamped the pin on the outside of my areola and the stinging spread further.  I groaned but fought to remain strong for my short new…mistress?



I don’t know why I have such strong feeling towards her but I love the way it makes me feel.  How am I ever going to face the class after this?



My nipple cried for relief and I felt woozy sanding naked in front of my classmates. 



“Metal clamps came into vogue in the early twentieth century during the industrial revolution” the professor stated.  “By day Rosie was a riveter, but by night she was clamped by her coworkers.”



Doctor Brandi held up a set of two thin metal bars connected by a chain across my nipples.  She turned a little knob on one of the bars and it separated in two like a vice opening.  The vice was placed over my right nipple and then she began tightening it down.  As it began clamping down on my nipple a throbbing echoed through my chest.  Tighter and tighter it got and more and more it stung.  When the nipple was squeezed tightly I groaned from the crushing pain but she continued on. 



“Ride the sybian you slutty little cowgirl” she whispered to me as she worked.



She turned the knob a few more times, tightening the vice around my poor nipple until my body began writhing.  My nipple radiated the crushing pain maddeningly throughout my torso.  After it she was done she pulled the chain firmly and placed the other bar over the clothes pinned nipple.



“You’re going to do the pinned nipple also” a girl in the front row asked shocked.



“That’s right.  This is how it was done.  Woman back then had to endure all kinds of punishment.”



The second clamp was positioned over the other nipple in front of the clothes pin.  The professor tightened it down in the same manner as the first and when she was finally done I was writhing on the edge of my limits.  The doctor grabbed the chain attaching the two clamps and tugged on it.  The pain increased and I squealed into my gag like a little girl.  Even through all of my suffering I still managed to feel self-conscious.



I still can’t believe I am standing in front of the class naked.  They are punishing my dignity right out of me.  I wish Emily was in charge.



“The chain between the clamps can act as a type of leash, allowing us to lead the bad girl around wherever we choose.  She tugged harder, imploring me to move and my nipples cried out for mercy.  I had no choice but to step forward and be lead behind her like a dog. 



She walked me around the edge off the class showing everyone how it worked.  She pulled me along and I followed obediently behind her.  The tall girl asked if she could try it and the doctor turned over the reins to her.  Tall girl eagerly grabbed the chain and pulled, parading me back around to the front of the class as I fought the urge to squeal.  All the girls leered at my degraded state with arousal. 
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When the tall girl had walked me up to the front she turned the chain over to Emily and my pussy began throbbing harder.  Emily could lead me anywhere she wanted. As she tugged on the chain the pain in my nipples became a badge of honor for my short cheer mistress. 



Emily turned to me and put her hands on my tortured nipples and massaged them probingly.  She was so short her face barely came up to my breasts and I secretly longed for her to take one into her mouth.  As she felt me up I started panting with anticipation – of what I don’t know.  Something was building deep inside me.  She leaned closer whispered up at me:



“You want to make me happy don’t you little Faye slut?”



“Uh-huh”.



“I need you to ride the sybian for me in front of the class.  I know you need to get off.  Won’t you do that for me?”



She had me - there was no way I could have declined her dominating request and I nodded ‘yes’. 



She smiled proudly at me and my heart raced over her approval. 



“Faye says she really wants to demonstrate the sybian for us” Emily announced to the class.



A spontaneous round of applause erupted and I knew there was no turning back. 



“Very well Faye, let’s get you back up on the desk” Professor Macy noted.



The three of them guided me back onto the desk until my knees were again straddling the sybian.  A small latch opened between my legs and the doctor fastened the large red dildo to it.  When she was done it stuck up between my legs vulgarly.  Humiliation rose up in me once more and my pussy pouted for attention.  I had become so aroused my nudity no longer concerned me. 



The two instructors took an arm each and raised me up until my aching pussy was positioned over the dildo.  When the tip of it hit my lips it was immediately soaked in my juices and primed to penetrate me, hard and without prejudice. 



The class leaned forward on edge, waiting for me to be penetrated.  They bit their lips and shifted in their chairs, anxiously waiting to see me lose the last few shreds of dignity I had left.  It was almost as if they were obsessed with it.



Oh my god…I am the girl in the movie now.



The realization made me moan even before they began pushing me down onto the dildo.  When it penetrated me an inch I moaned even louder and goose bumps rose all over my body.  I noted a girl in the back row had stuck her hand into her shorts and was clearly using my situation to get off. 



The first few inches of fat dildo eased into me. My pussy stretched – I had never taken anything that large.  I looked out at the class in disbelief.  I couldn’t bear their penetrating eyes so I focused on Emily and relaxed more.



“Take it all you little whore” the tall girl called out. 



I waited for the instructors to scold her but they just continued to force me down deeper onto the hard rod.  My lips stretched wider to accommodate the fat intruder.  I could feel every millimeter of it against the throbbing walls of my pussy.  The deeper it went the better it felt. 



When I was completely impaled on it my clit was pressing hard against the smooth rounded sybian.  The doctor pushed the button, the vibration started, and ecstasy washed up my body. 



“Ahhhh” I groaned through my gag.



Girls throughout the room began breathing heavier and another girl put her hand inside her jeans.  Apparently I was putting on such a hot display she couldn’t resist, and in an odd way I felt a sort of slutty pride. 



My pussy throbbed with wonderful stimulation and I realized that without thinking about it I had begun humping up and down on the dildo – fucking myself shamelessly in front of everyone.  It felt too overwhelming for me to worry about the audience any longer.  My thoughts became completely focused on the orgasm that was building with monumental intensity.  I hungered for it and fucked the dildo faster.



“She is fucking it like a little slut” Emily announced.



The class paned harder and leered at me anxiously.  The vibrating sybian continued to send my clit into overdrive every time I took my hard new lover deep.  Soon I was moaning nonstop, unable to restrain it.



“Everyone, hands in your panties right now” Professor Macy ordered.



I collected myself enough to notice every girl in the room moving their hands into their clothes and using my lurid situation for their own pleasure. 



“Fuck it harder” Emily demanded.



Oh fuck yes Emily.  You know just what I need.  I think I am crushing on you.



I began fucking myself hard, impaling my pussy up and down on the large dildo.  Wide eyed girls stared at me – their hands going crazy in their panties.  The sensuality of it was only matched by the pride I felt from following Emily’s orders.  I wanted her to know she was secretly in control of me – and I think she did.



“You belong to me now bitch” she leered at me.



Oh yes.  It’s true.



I nodded to Emily urgently and she smiled.  When our eyes met we shared a moment of understanding and I swooned under her confident gaze.  She lifted up her skirt and showed me her red cheer panties.  An early convulsion surged through me at the site of it.  My heterosexual self was inexplicably hot for this short girl’s pussy.  When she reached her hand inside her panties and gave her clit a stroke I pounded myself down on the dildo and grunted loudly, like an animal. 



Feeling like I was owned by Emily gave me a sense of purpose, like I was necessary, important to someone that I would never have imagined. 



Moans began ringing out from various places throughout the classroom.  My tightly engorged clit was going crazy, dancing on the edge of an explosion.  I pined to be able to free my hands and touch it.  I was at the sybians mercy but it wouldn’t be long now.  My back was tensing and my feet were twitching uncontrollably.  Pleasure radiated out of my clit and up the walls of my pussy along with the dildo.



“Be my good little slut” Emily whispered to me.  “Cum for me now.  Do it!”



I was possessed by the stimulation.  Beads of perspiration formed all over my body in unison.  Waves of pleasure rolled through my chest and my breasts felt like they were cracking under the clamps.  I couldn’t taste any saliva in my mouth and my moans became passionate growls. 



Other moans continued rising up throughout the room and I realized other girls were starting to climax while watching me.  It felt like they were a million miles away.  I was in another reality –somewhere between awake and dreaming – filled with stimulation.   A hot spark of sensation ran up my back and all at once I erupted. 



Like a dam breaking an overwhelming wave of pleasure gushed out of my clit and surged through my body.  I convulsed harder than I ever had on top of the sybian as endless ripples of intense stimulation radiated throughout me.  My vision blurred and my body felt so good I wondered if it all really was a dream. 



It was no dream and I continued to grunt and rock on display in front of the class.  The dildo felt extra big inside me as I shook and the base of the sybian was soaked with my juices.  Suddenly my nipples rang out extra painfully.  Emily had gripped both nipples and was squeezing them between the clamps while smiling wickedly at me.  My heart glowed with submission and my climax pelted me more violently. 



I shook so hard I nearly collapsed but Emily held me up, keeping my orgasm on maximum intensity.



Thank you mistress Emily.



Girls were moaning and shaking all over the room and the entire class started to feel like a madhouse of lust.  I was their object, their tool, and they were all using my suffering to climax.  Emily continued to torture my nipples and my orgasm became another measure of my endurance.  I looked at her obediently, telling her with my eyes that she could do anything she wanted to me.



Just as the last of the class was climaxing my orgasm began to fade.  I caught my breath and immediately became aware that I was still nude and on display.  But that wasn’t as troubling to me since that class sat exhausted by their own orgasms.  We all had something to hide now. 



While I collected myself I felt Emily untying my wrist bindings.  The instructors started to remove the nipple clamps while smiling at me deviously.  When Professor Macy removed my gag she whispered.



“You were a good slut.  I have a procedure or two I’d like to do to you in private.”



I nodded submissively, knowing Emily would want me to. 



“Now let’s get you off this sybian.”



I arched up and felt the dildo sliding out of me.  Emily helped steady me as it slipped out and I climbed off the desk immediately reaching for my clothes. 



“I want to meet you tonight alone in the quad.  Be there at seven.” Emily discreetly instructed me.



What should I say?  I do still want to submit to her but I’m not gay…or maybe I’m bi? Whatever, I can’t say no.  I gotta take this further.



“I’ll be there” I muttered grabbing my skirt. 



She flipped her short blond hair and smiled confidently.   I couldn’t help thinking how cute she looked in her cheer outfit.  An odd satisfaction filled me. 



A cheerleader is hot for me. It’s so flattering.   



“Everyone may take a fifteen minute break.  Please be back by ten” Professor Macy announced.  “We still have a lot more to cover.”



The dazed class collected themselves and began staggering out.  Nobody was speaking and nobody dared look at each other.  None of us needed to be told that what had happened would be our collective secret.  We all instinctively knew it.



Emily grabbed my hand and I allowed her to lead me out of the room.  We lagged behind the others and when we passed a vacant doorway she pushed me into it.  Though I was much taller than her she seemed to be able to control me easily. 



“Rub my pussy” she begged and I realized she hadn’t gotten off with the others.



I guided my hand under her cheer skirt and stroked her pussy through her red panties, admiring how hot it was for me.  She was on fire and in under a minute she climaxed under my touch while leaning against the wall.  When she was done fluttering she grabbed me by the hair and stated:



“You are mine now Faye.  From now on when we are together you do whatever I say.  Do you understand?”



“Yes Emily.”



“Good, now let’s go get some fresh air.”



She released my hair and led me outside, to a fresh new beginning, and assuring me I would get full credit for the class. 
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