
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Under the Bridge 

	By Sir Nathan

	Under the Bridge is a collection of short stories that delves into the darker side of life, BDSM. 

	Spent is a story that looks at the dynamics of frustration and control from a BDSM perspective. The story guides the reader into the unchartered waters of light domestic bondage in a playful manner, culminating in a massive release.

	Spanking 101 is a humorous look at -How to do a Spanking-. Told from the perspective of a lecturer at a fictitious university, Spanking 101 lets the cat out of the bag. If you ever wanted to know exactly how to spank someone, this story is for you.

	Under the Bridge takes a hard left turn into fantasy-style BDSM. In a -getting more than you bargained for--type scenario, a young shopkeeper is shown the ropes, and the whips, and the chains...

	Pushing even further into the fantasy-BDSM genre, The Hands is a white-knuckle voyage into total bondage at the -hands- of unseen men. The author insists the story is complete fantasy, and in fact, is an extrapolation of a dream he was once told.

	Be Mine brings us back to earth with a much more realistic, and indeed romantic, look at domestic BDSM. Told from the unusual first-person perspective, Be Mine invites the reader right into the lounge room of a loving, BDSM couple.

	Be Mine

	 

	 

	"I'm glad the day is done," I say, as I sit back in the couch and sigh contentedly. I raise the remote control and turn off the television.

	You smile softly at me, unknowing of my intentions.

	"Would now be a good time to show you what I bought today?" you ask.

	"Sure, I'd like that," I say, pleased you remembered.

	"Alright. I'll be right back."

	"No rush, I'll make coffee."

	You grin back at me and wink.

	"I can't help it. I want to rush," you giggle.

	I smile back warmly, appreciating your eagerness.

	You walk from me, then look over your shoulder at me as you light your aromatic candle. It is our 'signal'. We decided long ago that lighting your candle meant you wanted to feel it.

	'It.'

	Your submission to me.

	Looking directly into my eyes, you tip your head back a little and sniff the air.

	It's our private joke.

	You pinch your nipple looking into my green eyes and say, "Mmmmm, vanilla."

	I chuckle and smile at you.

	You smile back.

	"I'll be right back, Sir."

	"I'm looking forward to it."

	You giggle and shake your head.

	"I hope you're not disappointed," you say.

	I smile to myself.

	You would look good in a Hessian bag.

	I return to the sofa and place our steaming cups on the coffee table and wait.

	Our timing is good and in moments you turn down the lights a little before entering the space in front of me.

	You stop and put one hand on your hip, mimicking a runway model, then turn and stride across in front of the raging fireplace.

	I nod and smile in appreciation.

	You stop and pivot, taking your 'hand on hip' stance once again.

	As a mock Presenter, you pretend to hold a microphone and speak in a tone unfamiliar to me, holding back your giggle.

	"Cherie looks lovely in green pajama pants with a little frog motif, complimented by a tank top. Note the thinness of the tank top, and Cherie's nipples showing right through. Perfect for the relaxed evening at home."

	'Cherie' walks across in front of me and pirouettes, finishing with 'hand on hip' once more.

	"Looking lovely," I echo.

	You blush and hold your pose, wondering what might happen next.

	I sense the end of your 'show' and stand, walking toward you and clapping lightly.

	"Lovely, my pet. Truly lovely."

	I reach you, taking your hands in mine, and I lean down and kiss your forehead.

	We smile at each other; me walking backwards leading you to the sofa, you realising it has begun.

	"Stand here." I motion to a position directly before me.

	I sit down and you stand where I indicate.

	After a moment's silence, I speak.

	"Take off the pants."

	You do not hesitate, and stand before me naked from the waist down.

	"Stand proudly, you are beautiful."

	You blush and straighten your back, smiling softly.

	I lean forward and hold out my hands for you to take.

	"Straddle my legs, sit facing me."

	You take my offered hands in yours and set one foot on either side of my legs, sitting down and opening yourself to me. I guide you into a comfortable position, smiling into your eyes and holding your arms slightly out, admiring your beauty.

	I reach up with my hands to gently cup your face in them and lean into you, kissing you tenderly, caressing your lips lightly with mine.

	You moan softly and close your eyes in pleasure as I passionately slide my warm moist tongue between your lips.

	I feel the soft touch of your fingertips about my waist and your tongue gently returning my kiss.

	I slide my right hand around behind your head and into your hair.

	"God, I've needed you. Have I been away that long?"

	I kiss you hard before you can answer, mumbling sweet nothings against your lips.

	I feel you smile and lick against my mouth, tasting me.

	"I'm tingling all over, head to foot." I say.

	I pull your hair back, gently exposing your neck, and hear you moan softly in anticipation. I hesitate then lean in sliding my tongue right down your neck to your collarbone. I kiss it and you shudder with butterflies in your stomach.

	My left hand drags my nails down your back across your hip and reaches up, cupping your breast and feeling your nipple press into my palm.

	You moan softly, pressing into my hand.

	I kiss my way back up your neck. A long beautiful trek back to your hot mouth.

	You nibble softly, teasingly, on my bottom lip before I strike my tongue deep into your mouth to swirl sensuously.

	Between my fingers pulling your hair back, and my mouth on yours, and now my other fingers tightening on your nipple, you gasp, breathing hard, your hands holding me at my waist.

	I break the hard kiss, also breathing hard, looking at you with passion in my eyes.

	"Feel my cock," I whisper.

	"Yes, Sir," you breathe.

	You trail your fingertips down over my chest, reach down and run your fingers over it

	"It's my cock... say it."

	"Your cock."

	"Mmmmmm..."

	I reach out for you, sliding my fingers gently between your legs, stroking softly.

	"This is your pussy or your cunt... say it."

	You shudder as your blush deepens.

	"It's my pussy."

	I grasp your nipple tightly, squeezing.

	"Don't move. It's wet. Tell me it's wet."

	"My pussy is wet."

	I roll your nipple softly and you moan.

	"Good girl."

	Breathing hard, I kiss you firmly again and slide my fingers back and forth over you.

	"Mmmmmmm... my good girl..."

	I can hear you breathing unevenly, trembling, trying not to move.

	"Move. Fuck back and forth against my fingers."

	I hold my fingers still and watch as you tilt your hips and move your ass back and forth, stimulating yourself on my fingers.

	I pull them back a little.

	"More?"

	You move your hips closer, searching for them.

	"You want them, don't you."

	"Y..yes, Sir," you stammer.

	I sit back a little to watch you.

	"Slide two fingers into yourself."

	You do.

	"Don't move."

	You moan softly.

	"Feel them."

	You close your eyes.

	"Feel how hot you are inside."

	You whimper softly.

	"This pussy is mine."

	You shudder.

	"Roll your hips at your fingers. Keep your fingers still."

	I flick my tongue over your lips.

	"God, Sir," you moan.

	"Fuck your fingers."

	You start.

	"Fuck them."

	You gasp.

	"Push at them."

	"Goddd..."

	"Stop."

	You stop and whimper softly.

	"Don't move."

	"Slide them slowly out."

	You do.

	"Good girl."

	You shudder.

	"I want you to pinch your nipple with your wet fingers."

	"Which one?"

	"This one," I grasp it tightly and twist it. I feel it harden even more.

	You bring your fingers to your nipple and grasp it as soon as I let go. Your mouth opens and your eyes close. Your head falls back.

	"So pretty," I say.

	I take your wrist in my hand and direct your fingers into my mouth.

	"Mmmmmmmm," I say as I suck them. "Look into my eyes."

	You do.

	"I am going to love eating you."

	You shudder, watching me with a heated smile.

	"Oh, you like that do you?"

	I smile.

	You laugh softly and whisper.

	"Yes, Sir."

	I grin.

	"Well, you'll have to be good then."

	You nod profusely and look at me, then giggle.

	I watch you blush more.

	"Dirty girl."

	You laugh softly and protest.

	"Not usually."

	I grin.

	"Ha! We'll see about that."

	Your eyes sparkle and you nod again. You know I am right.

	I slide my hands under your arms. Suddenly you find yourself unsteadily standing.

	"Look."

	I nod at your crotch and you look down.

	"I'm so wet," you whisper, astonished.

	Our eyes meet.

	"There is nothing in the world I want more right now than to feel your hot breath on my cock."

	You lick your lips, eyes smouldering.

	"So I am going to stand. And you are going to kneel."

	I look you up and down.

	Your nipples are like pebbles. Hard as rocks.

	Shadows from them fall across your breasts.

	"Please..."

	"Please? I am not asking you."

	You swallow.

	"Get on your knees, my dirty girl."

	You almost hurry.

	I lean down and kiss you, then stand.

	I look down on you and smile.

	"You are so beautiful."

	I slide my belt from my jeans and watch you watching me.

	I thread it loosely around your neck and slip it through its buckle.

	I hold the end of it in my hand.

	"What are you waiting for?"

	I wink and grin.

	You eagerly reach for my pants, undoing them and drawing down the fly, helping me step out of them.

	You smile impishly and lean forward, your hands on top of your thighs, and breathe hotly along the length of my cock.

	"Mmmmmmm..."

	You smile up at me and extend your tongue, brushing it lightly over the tip.

	I run the fingers of my other hand through your hair. Then tighten lightly.

	"Look up at me."

	You do.

	"Do you know how amazing you are?"

	Your eyes smile.

	"Bite me gently."

	I feel your teeth so softly.

	"Show me your passion."

	You slip your mouth over me, sucking and biting more urgently. Then, looking up at me, you suck down my length then slowly drag your teeth lightly back up again.

	"Oh, yesss..." I whisper.

	I watch as you do it again.

	I groan, my toes curling.

	"God. I'm so hard."

	You hold me in your mouth and I groan again when I feel your tongue stimulating the underside.

	I shudder.

	My breath hisses between clenched teeth as I feel your mouth slide further down and suck harder.

	"Fuck..." I hiss, "Mmmmmmmm..."

	I fold the belt in my hand and tighten my grip in your hair. I hold you close and limit your movement.

	I close my eyes and savour the feel of your tongue.

	Your sucking mouth.

	You moan softly and I feel it.

	I open my eyes to look down on you.

	Your eyes are closed in rapture.

	My eyes roll back into my head. I need to hold on. The sight of you. So hot. So happy. My cock thick and long. Glistening. Sliding in and out of your mouth.

	Your cheeks hollow.

	I feel myself throb.

	I feel you pulling against my grip.

	I guide you in longer strokes.

	My balls tingle.

	"Mmmmmmmm..."

	I look back down on you.

	You are looking up at me.

	So beautiful.

	You watch my eyes and slide down lower.

	"Oh goddd..."

	You start to move your mouth up and down faster. As much as I allow.

	You reach up to hold my thighs but I stop you.

	"Pinch your nipples."

	Your hands go straight to them. You pinch them tightly.

	I guide your mouth in longer strokes.

	"Look in my eyes."

	I shake.

	You look into my eyes intently, my cock sliding in and out of your hot tight mouth.

	I watch as you pinch tighter and moan again.

	I shudder with the vibrations.

	"Pull at your nipples."

	You pull at them and gasp around me.

	"Now your clit. Pinch it lightly."

	I hold your head firm.

	You shudder.

	I move my hips. Slowly sliding in and out. Impaling your mouth.

	"Soothe it."

	You stroke slowly between your legs.

	I feel you tremble.

	I hold your head still. My hips rock back and forth.

	"You have beautiful eyes."

	They smile up at me.

	I slide back and forth a little faster.

	Fucking your mouth.

	I watch your fingers move faster between your legs.

	You are keeping up with me.

	I grit my teeth.

	I fuck your mouth faster still.

	I groan.

	I can't stop.

	Friction. Heat.

	Tight.

	Wet.

	Like your hot cunt.

	"I'm gonna cum..."

	Faster.

	Faster.

	Holding your head tight.

	Eyes closed tight.

	Breath whistling between clenched teeth.

	Faster.

	Moaning.

	Shuddering.

	Holding you tight.

	Deep.

	Cum rushing.

	Pulsing.

	Exploding.

	Launching from my cock.

	Holding you tight.

	Feeling you.

	Sucking.

	Still sucking.

	"Oh, God..."

	Thighs trembling.

	"Oh, my God..."

	Still sucking. Softer now. Eyes on mine.

	"That was... Goddd..."

	Feeling you moan.

	Sucking still.

	Staring into my eyes.

	Watching you tilt your head and swallow.

	Still sucking.

	I slide your head back.

	My cock makes a popping sound as it comes free.

	Slick and wet.

	Throbbing.

	A strand of cum pulses and hangs a moment from the tip.

	You pull forward against my grip in your hair.

	I release.

	"Get it."

	You bring your mouth up underneath it. Capturing it on your tongue. Following it to its source. Sucking me into your mouth again.

	"Get it all."

	You suck hard again. Suck me down. Your tongue firm on the underside. Drawing any that remains to the tip. You suck the head firmly then softly. Keeping it in your mouth.

	You smile.

	I shake.

	I reach into your hair and gently pry you off.

	I stand before you.

	One hand in your hair.

	The other around the belt. The belt around your neck.

	The taste of my cum in your mouth.

	"Cum for me."

	You smile hotly.

	"Show me."

	Your fingers quicken on your hard little clit.

	Your reach down with your other hand, sliding fingers into yourself. You start to move your hips against them.

	"Taste me while you cum."

	Your mouth and eyes close.

	Your fingers quicken.

	"Fuck them."

	You moan softly.

	"Fuck your fingers harder."

	You grind against them.

	"Show me your passion."

	You start fucking your pussy harder.

	"Let it go."

	Your fingers across your clit are a blur.

	"Be mine."

	Your hips are bucking against them.

	"Show me."

	You moan loudly.

	"Faster."

	Rhythmic noises come from your mouth.

	"Pinch your clit while you fuck your pussy."

	"Oohhhh..."

	"Harder."

	"Oohhh... oohhhhh...."

	"Fuck your fingers harder."

	You start to tremble.

	"I said faster. Now fuck it."

	You start to moan continuously.

	"Faster on your clit."

	Your tremble gets stronger.

	"Hold it back, then crash into it."

	Your eyes are shut tight.

	"Be mine..."

	Your moan rises in pitch.

	"Be my dirty girl."

	You convulse and scream.

	I hold your hair in my hand.

	It must hurt the way you pull against it.

	You don't seem to notice.

	You just scream and shudder.

	Your hands slow down.

	You slump back. Resting your ass on your heels.

	Gulping breaths.

	Chest rising and falling.

	Nipples swollen.

	Head down.

	Blushing so strongly.

	So beautifully.

	"You are gorgeous."

	You shake softly.

	"You are so gorgeous," I whisper again.

	I scoop you up into my arms. You place your arms around my neck.

	Holding on.

	"You are still shaking," I whisper in your ear.

	You bury your face in my neck and mumble something.

	"I didn't hear that. Say it again."

	I smile into your eyes as you lean up and look into mine.

	"I'm yours."

	I smile and kiss you tenderly.

	You kiss me back. Your fingertips are light on my neck.

	I take you over to my chair and I sit down in it.

	I gently guide you onto my lap.

	You moan softly and curl up against me.

	I wrap you in my arms.

	You don't look up.

	You whisper into my chest.

	"It's... never been like that."

	I smile softly.

	"Thank you, Sir."

	I hug you and rock you.

	Gently back and forth.

	I whisper.

	"You are welcome."

	I smile.

	You look up at me and trace my cheek.

	I kiss your lips softly.

	I hold you gently.

	Cuddling with you.

	You trace my mouth with a fingertip.

	You smile and raise your eyes to mine.

	We melt.

	 

	Spent

	 

	 

	I had teased her mercilessly. Almost every hour I'd called her.

	I had just asked her if the sound of my voice still turned her on. She cleared her throat and in a quiet voice said that it did. I had her brush her fingertips over her nipples to make sure they were hard. She did and said they were. I smiled and hung up.

	When next I called I asked her why my voice turned her on. She replied that she loved its depth and tone, and listening to me never failed to give her butterflies. She admitted she had been thinking about the sound of it for an hour. I asked her to pinch her nipples gently. She moaned softly into the telephone and I hung up again.

	When I called again I could hear the eagerness in her voice. I said I thought someone was getting excited. She agreed she was. I had her squeeze her thighs together and tell me what she had been thinking about. Breathlessly she said she didn't know. I said that wasn't good enough and to separate her knees by two inches. She sighed plaintively and said, "Yes, Sir." I told her to answer the question and I listened to her breathe down the telephone line as she fought to answer. "I... I've been thinking about p... playing, M... Master," she whispered. I smiled while I made her sweat. I loved how she stuttered as she became excited. It was adorable. I finally broke my silence.

	"Playing?" I asked, raising an eyebrow. Her breath shortened.

	"P... Playing with myself, Master."

	"Perhaps you mean... solitaire?" I asked teasingly.

	I heard her swallow again. I love what 'dirty talk' does to her. It's so much fun.

	"I mean, m... masturbating, Master."

	"I see. So you mean playing with your cunt."

	"Y... Yes, Master," she rushed, breathing hard.

	"Say it."

	"Playing w... with my c... cunt, M... Master."

	"Good girl."

	I hung up.

	An hour later I called her again. I talked about the weekend. I asked her if we had plans. I asked whether we had time to visit my mother. She answered but she sounded a little desperate. "Are you all right, pet?" I asked, smiling.

	"Yes, M... Master."

	"I have to go."

	"Ohh..." she moaned in frustration as I hung up the receiver. I was enjoying this far too much. I chuckled. By now she would have realised I was calling almost on the hour. I left it an extra fifteen minutes before I called her back.

	"Hello, pet."

	"Thank you for calling me so many times today, Master."

	"You are welcome, little one," I said, as if distracted. For a moment I listened to her soft, halting breaths. I knew she was wondering if I had to leave again. However, she also knew the importance of silence and not to fill it unnecessarily. I finally asked, "Are you wet, Ally?"

	"Oh... yes, Master," came her quick reply. I could hear her smile.

	"You have a wet cunt."

	She gasped then replied quietly, "Y... Yes, Master."

	"Say it."

	"I... I have a w... wet cunt, Master."

	"Are you still in your nightie?"

	"It's after midday, Master!"

	"I beg your pardon?"

	"Oh!"

	I hung up.

	This time it was an hour and a half before I called her back again. I was enjoying myself. She probably thought she was in trouble.

	"Hello, Allison."

	"Oh, Master. I'm so sorry. I didn't think before and just -"

	I interrupted her. "If I ask you a simple question, I expect a simple answer. I do not expect the simplicity of the question to be pointed out to me."

	She gulped. "Yes, Master. I'm sorry, Master."

	"Apology accepted. Now pinch your nipples and squeeze your thighs together."

	Her breath quickened. "Y... Yes, Master."

	"When I hang up, you will go and get your nipple clamps and put them on, tighten them to medium, and not remove them for any reason until I call back. If you are not in shorts and a t-shirt already, go and change now. Nothing else. Clamps under the t-shirt."

	"Yes, M... Master," she breathed.

	I hung up.

	I called her back just before I left work for the day. I smiled as I pressed the numbers. I'd left it for another hour and a half. "Hello, my pet."

	"Oh, Master. Th... Thank you for calling back." Now she was desperate.

	"You are welcome, my little one,"

	"I h... hope your day is g... going well, Master."

	"Hold up your t-shirt with your teeth. Take off the clamps."

	"Y... yes, Master."

	In moments her breathing became laboured as her bunched up t-shirt was held in her mouth. She was breathing fast through her nose, right into the receiver. I imagined her unscrewing one of the clamps and in a second she gasped. "Good girl. Other one."

	"Mmm... MMMMmmm..." she moaned as the second one came free.

	"Good girl. Caress them."

	She mewed as she did so.

	"Drop the shirt. Pinch them through the material."

	"Ohh..."

	"Tighter."

	"Ohhhh..."

	"Let go."

	"Mmmmm..."

	"Caress them."

	"Oh, Master. They're throbbing and hot."

	"And hard."

	"Oh, yes, Master. So hard... Mmmmm..."

	"Squeeze your thighs together again."

	"Ohhh..."

	"How wet are you?"

	"Ohhh, so wet, Master."

	"Dripping?"

	"Y... Yes, Master."

	"Your cunt is dripping."

	"Yes, Master. M... My c... cunt is dripping."

	"Good girl. I have to go. I'll see you soon."

	"Please, no, Master!"

	"What is it?"

	"Please Master, please, please may I play?"

	"No. Wait until I get home. Then, if you ask nicely..." I let the implication sink in. She would have to ask face to face.

	She swallowed and in a small voice replied, "Y... Yes, Master."

	"I'll be home in forty-five minutes."

	"Y... Yes, Master."

	I hung up.

	****************

	Ally had outdone herself. When I entered our home, I was pleasantly surprised by the sight of so many candles, and by soft music wafting through the house from the lounge room. I decided then and there that I would have to tease her more often. The scent of a delicious dinner wound itself around my senses as I dropped my briefcase in the walk-in wardrobe and changed into jeans and a t-shirt. I washed my hands and face in our ensuite before making my way to the kitchen. Ally greeted me with a kiss on my cheek and asked if my day went well. I smiled meaningfully at her and replied that it was delightful. Small talk ensued and I studied her as she put the finishing touches to our meal. She caught a couple of my looks and smiled back. Ten minutes later we were eating.

	After dinner I loaded the dishwasher, turned it on, and returned to my recliner to read while Allison showered. Throughout dinner I had said nothing about our phone calls. The persistent light blush in her cheeks told me she was still thinking about it, and turned on. While we ate, I almost relented, but wanted to see how long it would take for her to ask.

	When she returned from her shower, I looked up from my book and rested it in my lap. She stood between my recliner and the couch, hands clasped behind her back, waiting for instruction. She had put her t-shirt and shorts back on. "Wouldn't you have felt more comfortable in something else, little one?" I asked.

	"I um... I didn't know... what to... um... ohh..."

	"Ahhh... I hadn't asked you to change, had I?" I asked, understanding at once.

	"No, Master," she replied. Her bottom lip was getting a work over.

	"Good girl."

	"Thank you, Master," she said, bowing her head.

	I returned my attention to my book, smiling to myself. Noticing the music had ended, I glanced across at the stereo system.

	"Would it please you to listen to something light in the background, Master?" she asked quietly.

	"It would," I replied. "Sit on the couch when you have done so, little one."

	"Yes, Master."

	She was the expert when it came to music and she always made good choices that reflected the mood. She chose something classical then returned to sit on the edge of the couch across from me and wait. After a while she picked up and flicked through a magazine. She even hummed to herself and twirled some of the hair framing her face. But nothing held her attention and she kept glancing at me. Fifteen minutes must have passed before she had finally worked up her nerve. I smiled as she whispered, "May I please play now, Master?"

	"Sure, little one," I replied, continuing to read.

	"Th... Thank you, Master. Thank you." She stood and made to leave.

	"Where are you going?" I asked, looking up from my book. She stopped in her tracks and turned to me.

	"T... To the bedroom, Master," she answered quietly, standing still and looking down at the floor.

	"I did not say you could leave the room to play."

	She bit her lip again. "Forgive me, I just thought - "

	"It's all right, Ally," I said softly, interrupting her. "Just ask the right questions."

	"Y... Yes, Master," she whispered, her eyes flicking up to mine. As she continued, she broke into a naughty grin. "I... I like p... playing for you, M... Master."

	I closed my book and placed it on the coffee table, relaxing back in my chair. "Why?" I asked, smiling back at her.

	"B... Because it t... turns you on, Master." Her chest began to rise and fall more noticeably as she stood before me. Her nipples hardened and pressed against her t-shirt. She wrung her hands together as she looked up at me in desperation.

	"Yes?" I asked, smiling at her.

	"M... My toys are in the other room, Master," she whined.

	"Your toys?" I asked, feigning annoyance.

	"Um, I mean, the toys you gave... I mean..." Her head dipped again and she spoke quietly. "Y... Your toys, Master."

	"I see. Did you ask if you could use my toys?"

	"N... No, M... Master."

	"So," I smiled, "You assumed that because you asked if you could play and I agreed, that you could leave the room and play with my toys."

	"Y... Yes, Master." She blushed scarlet.

	"You are a naughty girl, aren't you Allison."

	"Y... Yes, Master."

	"Sit." She sat back down on the edge of the couch. "While you are sitting there, I want you to think about what you want little one. Be specific, honest, and forthright. Open. Understood?" She nodded. I repeated myself a little louder. "Understood?"

	She looked up at me. "Yes, Master."

	"Take off your clothes."

	"Master?" she asked brightly, her smile returning.

	"Well, I did say it was all right to play, didn't I?"

	She smiled hopefully. "You did, yes, Master."

	"Then take off your clothes," I repeated, smiling.

	"Yes, Master."

	I leaned forward and picked up my Jamieson's, taking a sip and watching her carefully. Allison had a lovely body. Of course she worked at it. Because of her body type, and her daily gym regimen, she was slender and toned. Her skin was very pale, blushing readily and marking easily. Her yellow-flecked green eyes nicely offset her long, dark auburn hair. Tonight it was in a ponytail braided down her back, with a little left out to frame her face. I liked it like that.

	Allison peeled her t-shirt over her head. I smiled when she looked at me and bit her lip once more. I let my eyes appreciate her lovely breasts. She knew how her nipples looked. They were crinkled and screwed into tight little balls of sensitive pink flesh. In the flickering candlelight, they cast dancing shadows across the generous curves of her breasts. Her chest appeared airbrushed with a dusting of coral-coloured paint. Her cheeks reddened as she undid the catch at the waistband of her shorts.

	I sipped again as I watched her. As I was starting to harden, I adjusted myself in my jeans. A little smile curled at the corners of her lips and I realised she had noticed. I winked. She blushed again as she rocked her hips, sliding her shorts down over them, then down her legs and off. She shuddered a little as she took a deep breath, preparing to speak. She licked her lips.

	"Master, w... would it please you to have your naughty girl play with some of your toys?"

	I smiled. "Much better, little one. Yes, it would. But allow me to choose which ones."

	"Y... Yes, Master," she replied. I watched her for a moment. The skin of her chest had turned from light coral to slightly darker blotches. I watched as she swallowed and smiled a little, waiting for me to do something. Anything.

	I put down my glass and stood, rounding the coffee table and standing before her. I gathered cushions and placed them strategically at the end of the couch. Leaning down to kiss her forehead, I placed my hands on her shoulders and guided her into a reclining position, facing my chair. With both feet still on the floor her body was bent awkwardly. I lifted her right leg with one hand behind the knee and the other around her ankle, then made a wish and spread her legs, placing the sole of her right foot on the couch.

	Ally's chest was rising and falling more rapidly now, and she blushed more as she attempted to close her knees. I smiled into her eyes and she gasped as I pushed her right knee against the back of the couch. "Leave them like that."

	"Yes, M... Master," she whispered.

	I took her left hand by the wrist and placed it on her left breast, then took her right hand and placed it on her pussy. "Just gently, okay?"

	"Y... Yes, Sir." Her eyes closed and she mmmed softly as her fingers began slowly caressing herself.

	"Hey," I said, getting her attention as I rose to my full height, smiling down on her.

	"Um... Y... Yes, Master?" she asked, halting her movements.

	"You are absolutely fucking beautiful. So stop worrying about how you look. Okay?"

	"Mmmmm... Y...Yes, Master," she said softly and smiled, closing her eyes again.

	I watched her for a minute and stole a few lengthwise strokes of my cock. She was so delicate. So beautiful. Such a nasty girl when she was worked up.

	Okay. Time to get some toys, I thought.

	Allison grasped in thin air as I made to leave. "Master..."

	"Just relax for a moment," I said. "I'll be back in a minute or two. Keep playing." She relaxed into the cushions and resumed her gentle caresses. I smiled again.

	Walking purposefully into the playroom, I kneeled down in front of the toy box and opened its lid. Tonight will be about pleasure, not pain, I decided. I selected the big dildo, holding it up in front of my eyes. This is the one that stretches her so much she shudders, I thought. I smiled and shook my head. I also chose a ball gag, some anal beads, fancy vibrating nipple clamps, three silk scarves, her 'licker', and a slim, silver, three-speed vibrator. I grabbed some lube and bundled everything into the scarves and returned to the lounge room.

	Entering as quietly as I could, I peered over the back of the lounge to see her still gently stroking her body. With her eyes closed, I had a moment to admire her. Slowly scanning down between her legs, I was pleased to see she was not penetrating herself, but continuing to sensuously caress her opening in small circles. The moisture on her fingers glistened in the candlelight.

	"Aren't you a good girl," I said softly, leaning on the back of the couch.

	She slowly opened her eyes and looked up at me. Again she swallowed before asking, "Master, may I slide my f... fingers into my pussy? Just to... f... fuck it a little bit?"

	"You may," I answered. "But only two."

	"Yes, Mastoohhhh..." She moaned, sliding her fingers up her cunt and arching her back.

	I walked around the couch and backed up to my recliner. As I sat, I leaned forward and moved my book, placing the little sack of toys on the coffee table. Fortunately, nothing rolled away as I opened the scarves to reveal all the toys I'd brought.

	"Oh, Master..." Ally pleaded, watching me and sliding her fingers in and out of herself faster.

	I looked into her eyes. Her desperation had returned. I looked down her body then back up again. I liked what I saw. "Yes pet?"

	"H... How is it that you m... make me like this?"

	"Slow down your fingers."

	"Yes, Master," she said, slowing down and scooting up a little from her slumped position.

	Meeting her eyes with mine, I stared for a moment then scanned slowly down to her pussy once more. Allison's pussy is very pretty. Nestled comfortably between her thighs, it is very pink and her outer lips redden and swell markedly when excited. The colour contrasts extremely with the surrounding skin, and she gets very wet. Her fingers slowly slid back and forth in and out of herself, making a lewd but quiet sucking sound. I smiled and she spread her legs wider.

	"Continue fucking your cunt," I said simply. I barely recognised my own voice and immediately realised I too had become breathless.

	"Y... Yes, Master," she breathed as the blush flared anew in her cheeks.

	I picked up my Jamieson's again and sipped. I was getting very hard all over again. I thought about her question. "How is it you make me like this?" I decided a question like that needed an answer.

	"Allison?" I asked.

	She licked her lips before leaning up a little and responding, "Yes, Master?"

	"The answer to your question about how I make you like this.... is... I don't."

	She swallowed. "I'm not sure if I... I understand, Master."

	"My job is to provide you with a safe place where you can be yourself, my pet. I don't 'make' you do anything."

	She laid her head back on the cushions and closed her eyes. I heard her whisper, "Mmmmmm... Yes, Master," as the two fingers began to pump more quickly in and out of her cunt.

	"Keep your eyes closed and do as I say, little one. You know that's what you want."

	She slumped down a little in the couch and I saw her twist her fingers at the full extent of her digital penetration. She moaned softly. This was moving too fast. "Fingers out and look at me, little one. Play with your nipples. Both hands." She slid her slick fingers from her pussy then brought both hands up to her breasts. She opened her eyes halfway, looked at me and she gave me a sexy smile. I glanced down at her chest. Her right nipple was shiny with her juices. I smiled, then looked back up into her eyes. "Roll them between your fingers and thumbs, sexy girl."

	"Mmmmm..."

	"Make them hurt a little..."

	"MMMmmm..."

	"Harder..."

	"Oh!"

	Her thighs began to close as if she wanted to squeeze them together. I let her almost get there. "Keep your legs spread."

	"Ohhh..." she moaned, then bit her lip.

	"Lift your breasts by the nipples."

	She did. "Oh... Oh, Goddd... M... Master..."

	"Higher."

	"Oohhhhh..."

	"Release and caress them."

	"Mmmmmm..."

	"Look at me," I said. She opened her eyes and breathed hard. She looked like she was about to laugh and her chest was heaving. "Why are you so happy?" I asked.

	"Because I am free, Sir," she grinned, rolling her hips and displaying herself to me.

	Now 'that' is a fine answer, I thought to myself.

	I chuckled and shook my head, letting my eyes travel back down her body. "You are such a dirty girl."

	"Uh huh," she replied, giggling. She cupped her breasts and squeezed, sending her nipples pointing in absurd directions. Holding her breasts firmly and squeezing inwards, in moments her nipples were again between her fingers and thumbs, being pinched savagely. "MMMmmmmmm..." she moaned.

	With an idea in my head I looked down to the table and found the clamps. They had bright pink weights hanging from them containing a battery. A switch on the outside set them vibrating. Unfortunately when I purchased them, they weren't tight enough. But after a little tinkering I was able to extract the required compression. I tossed them between her legs. "Clamps now."

	She sat up a little straighter and diligently applied the clamps, one after the other. I had her tighten them until she made noises that satisfied me. "Turn them on low."

	"Mmmmm... Yes, Masterrr..." she breathed hotly.

	She turned them on and her hands fell down by her sides. Her fists opened and closed while she gritted her teeth, arched her back and spread her legs widely. "Very pretty, little one," I said, stealing another caress of my aching cock.

	 

	She closed her eyes and writhed. "MMmmmmmmmm... Ooohhhhhh... M... Master... so goooood..."

	I picked up the clear latex anal beads, twisting them before my eyes and admiring how they slowly became larger and larger. I tossed the toy and the tube of lubricant between her legs. "Lube up the beads and slide them up your ass, dirty girl." She gulped and picked up the items. I sipped my drink again as I watched her. When she was ready to press the first bead into her ass, I stopped her. "Put a cushion under your ass and slide down a little. And when you push in that toy, I want you to slide two beads in, then one bead out, until it's all the way in. Understood?"

	She nodded and flicked her eyes over to me. "Yes, M... Master." She lifted her hips and slid a cushion under herself. In doing so she slid down anyway.

	That's better, I thought to myself. Her eyes closed as the fingers of one hand gripped the cheek of her ass and she brought the lubed toy down to her asshole with the other. She pressed and the two smallest beads slid into her.

	"Ohhh..." she moaned softly. I smiled as she pulled one bead out then pressed again, sending the next two beads steadily into her asshole. "Oh... Ohhh..."

	"Caress your clit." She was on autopilot now. A slut was born. My own personal slut. My plaything. My fucktoy. Two fingertips reached for her clit and stroked slowly up and down its length. I continued directing her. "Use a fingernail. Keep pushing in the beads."

	She arched her back each time she pushed them into her ass. "Ohhh...."

	I got up and moved over to the couch. Allison's eyes popped open as I sat down on it. We smiled at each other, before she closed her eyes and lay back again. I dragged the toys over in front of me. I picked up her licker and turned it over in my hands. I located the speed control and on/off switch while admiring its wickedness. Made of light blue latex and lewdly fashioned into the shape of a mouth with protruding tongue, when switched on, the tongue vibrated from slow to fast, but frustratingly lightly.

	Allison's glazed eyes shot open when I turned it on low, recognising it immediately. I smiled into her eyes and offered it to her. She whispered, "Thank you, Master," and took the licker in her hand.

	"Use the licker as you would like to be licked. Leave three beads sticking out of your asshole."

	She pressed the last bead in. "Ooohhhhh... D... Done, Master."

	"Good girl. Barely graze the licker against your clit as you circle it."

	She did. Her back arched. "Ohhh..."

	I slid one of the scarves out from under the remaining toys. I leaned down and deftly tied her ankle to the centre-front support. She sighed as I knotted it tight. "I'm going to blindfold you," I said.

	"Oh, yesss, Master," she groaned, lifting her hips and pressing her clit more firmly against the licker. I picked up the two remaining scarves and stood, quickly taking a couple of paces around to the end of the couch. Crouching down, I twisted one scarf a couple of times, then had Allison lean forward a little while I looped it over her eyes and tied it tight under her ponytail. I rearranged the cushions a little so she could put her head back down. I laced the other scarf through the end of her ponytail, knotted it, then gently pulled it down tight over the arm of the couch to the back-corner support where I also tied it tightly.

	I stood up and looked down on her. A light sheen of perspiration had gathered on her top lip and she was pressing the licker firmly against her clit with her right hand. Two fingers of her left hand slid in and out of her cunt. Her hips rolled in a sensuous circle with each thrust of her fingers.

	"Mmmmm..." she moaned, feeling her hair tethered. I reached down and caressed her cheek with my fingertips while admiring her body and squeezing my steel hard cock with my other hand. I almost groaned myself. "Oh, Master..." she whimpered.

	"What is it little one?" I asked, moving back around to sit down between her spread legs again.

	"I... I feel like s... such a... a whore..."

	"Why do you feel like a prostitute, little one?"

	"N... Not a p... prostitute, M... Master... A dirty w... wanton s... slut!"

	Lifting her wrist gently, I ensured contact between licker and clit was broken. She raised her hips and whimpered in frustration.

	"Keep fucking your pussy with your fingers," I said. She did. "You look like a sexy girl in need, little one. Anyway, what is a whore?" I asked, lowering her wrist and letting her reach her clit again.

	"A... Ohhh.... A... me... meee... I... I'm a whore! Ohhh...."

	"No, my beautiful girl. You are not a whore," I said, raising her wrist again and swapping the licker for her vibrator, already turned on low. "You are my whore."

	"Yess... Yesss..." she said deliriously, feeling the buzzing vibe inches from her clit. "I'm your whore, I'm your whore..."

	Her chest heaved and her swollen nipples throbbed. I let her press the tip of the vibrator to her clit and her body shuddered. She was almost on her back and the weights hanging from each nipple clamp hung slightly outwards, providing an extra tugging sensation. Her hair was now pulled taut, and she could slide no further down.

	Turning off and putting down the licker, I picked up the huge, veiny, cock-shaped dildo. Made of flexible bright pink latex, this enormous ten-inch weapon had a diameter of almost two inches. Without the regular exercise provided by her Ben Wah balls, Allison's muscular little cunt would be ruined by something like this. I turned it in my hands. I could hardly believe she was able to bury the entire length.

	"Does my whore want to get fucked?" I asked quietly, turning to look at her. Her mouth was open and an almost constant low moan was issuing from her throat. God, she looked so hot. Blindfolded, spread and tied, the blush had consumed her body now, and I was delighted by the micro trembles that ran through her muscles.

	"Please..." she whispered.

	"Please what, my whore?"

	"Please... I need..."

	"What do you need, little one?"

	"I need to get... fucked," she whimpered in a little girl voice.

	"My whore needs to get fucked."

	"Yesss..."

	"Say it."

	"Y... Your whore... needs to... to get f... fucked, Master."

	"Slide your fingers from your cunt, my slut. Turn the vibrator to medium."

	She did and I released her wrist. "Ohhhhh...."

	"Put your fingers in your mouth. Suck them till they're clean. Don't you cum."

	"N... No, M... Master," she said before slipping her slick fingers between her lips.

	I reached up and switched the nipple clamps to medium as well. She arched her back and groaned, her fingers falling from her mouth.

	"Please..."

	"Beg. "

	"Ohhh..." she almost cried. "Please... please, Master... I want to fuck... I need to fuck..."

	"Your cunt needs attention, doesn't it, little one?"

	"Oh, God... YES, Master..."

	"You want to fuck your hot little cunt for me, don't you, princess?"

	Her free hand was waving in the air hoping I put something in it. I almost laughed. I thought, God, my cock is so hard. So very fucking hard. I'm going to cum on her. On her face. All over her. As she cums.

	"I want to fuck... please, Master... please..."

	I put her big dildo in her hand. "Tease your cunt for me, little one."

	"Oh, Master... ppllleeaaase..." she protested.

	But she did. She inverted the big fucking toy and slid it up and down between her lips while panting heavily. "Bang it against your clit, my slut."

	She bounced it against her clit. "Aahhh.... Ahhhh..."

	"Such a dirty girl..."

	"Yessss..."

	"Keep bouncing on it."

	"Ohh... Ohh..."

	"Do you want to fuck your hot little cunt, princess?"

	"Ohhh... fuck... hot... cunt..."

	"Say it..."

	"Noooo..."

	"Say it, fucktoy."

	"Ooohhhhhh... Pleeeeasssseeee..."

	"SAY IT!"

	"I... I want to... fuck my cunt... Master... pleeeasseeeee..."

	"You are such a dirty girl," I said. "Slide that thing up your cunt."

	She let go of the vibrator and it rolled off her body. Both hands went to the base of the toy as she took hold of it. I watched mesmerised as she worked the head of it into herself.

	"Ohhh.... Oohhhhhhh...." Her thighs trembled and her hips moved in circles. Her lips were pulled inside as she worked the dildo in a little further.

	"Back and forth an inch."

	"Ohh... Ohh...Ohh..."

	"Deeper."

	"Ohhh... ffuuuckkk..."

	She was sliding about five inches of its thickness in and out of herself.

	"That's it. All the way, my dirty girl. In and out."

	"Ohhh, Masterrr..."

	"Show me how much you want it... Fuck back, little one... get it all in your cunt..."

	"Ohhh... Godddd..."

	She tilted her hips and flexed her thighs, impaling herself repeatedly as she pushed back at the huge toy. Slowly more and more of it was sliding in and out. I leaned up her body and clicked each of the weights hanging from her nipple clamps, setting them to high.

	"Long strokes, dirty girl. Long strokes."

	"Ohhhh... Masterr.... Ohh Masterrrrr..."

	"Use one hand." She dropped her right hand off the toy. "Feel your cunt. Feel it. Feel where the toy slides into your body. Feel how wet you are, you dirty little slut. Harder."

	"Ohh... Ohh... Ohh..."

	"Put your fingers back in your mouth. Fuck your cunt harder." She did. Her moans as the dildo slid into her were now muffled.

	"Mmmm... Mmmm... Mmmm... Mmmm..."

	"Slow down. Long strokes again. I know you love the taste of your hot cunt, little one, but take your fingers out of your mouth."

	"Ohhhh... Ohhhh... Ohhhh..."

	"You love it don't you. Tell me you love fucking your hot little cunt."

	"Ohh... Ohh... I love... Ohh... I love fucking my... Ohh... Ohh..."

	"Say it. Say it!"

	"I love... Ohh... fucking my hot little cunt... Ohh Ohh ... Fuck... yesss... Ohh... Ohh..." I picked up the vibrator again and put it in her hand.

	"Put this back on your clit. Don't cum." She pressed it hard against herself.

	"Ohhhhh fuckkkkkk... yesss... Mmmmooohhhh..."

	"Don't you cum..."

	"Soooo close... Ohhhh..."

	"Don't you fucking cum you little whore," I said, standing up. "Tell me what you're doing."

	"Fucking... fuckingmyhotlittlecunt... fuckingmyhotlittlecunt... Ohhh... Ohhh... Please..."

	I slid my jeans down over my thighs. Stepping out of them, I wrapped my fist around my cock. "Please what, Allison? Does my little slut want to cum?"

	"Yess... Yesss... Please... Oh... Oh... "

	"Don't shorten the strokes Allison. Nice long strokes." She tilted her head up toward me. She had realised I was standing above her.

	"Ohhhh... Yess... Ohhhh... Master... Ohhhh... Please... let... me... cum... pleaseMaster... pleaseMasterpleaseMaster..."

	"Lift up the vibrator."

	She whimpered. "Ohhhhhhhhh..."

	"I'm watching you Ally. I'm stroking my long hard cock and watching you. It's throbbing and it's so thick."

	"Ohhh... Masterrr..."

	"Do you want it, Ally? Do you want it in your mouth? Turn the vibe on high. Don't use it till I say." She did.

	"Pleaseplease..."

	"Harder. Fuck your cunt harder."

	"Ohh... Ohh... Ohh... please... cum... Iwantyourcum... give me cum..."

	"Harder." I stroked harder with her. "Put the vibe on your clit!"

	"Ohhh! Fuckk!! OhhhHHH!!!"

	"Take it off!"

	She did, and whined, "Nooo..."

	"You can cum when you've swallowed mine."

	"Please... cuminmymouth... pleaseMaster... please..."

	"Put the vibe on your clit!"

	"Ohhhcumm... pleaseeee...cummm... cuminmymouthplease please please... I'm yourwhore... pleasee... cummm.... Ohhhh..."

	"Off!" I stroked faster. I was close. "On!"

	"Oohhhhh... fuckkkk.... Pleeeaaaaseee.... Nooo..." I gripped the hair on the side of her head, turning her face toward me. With one knee on the couch, I brought my cock to her face. I was closer and spoke more quietly, more forcefully.

	"Off!"

	"Ohhh... fuck... Master... please... cum... please..."

	I stroked my cock faster and harder. "On!" I watched as her body convulsed. She was so on edge. It was going to be a huge one. "Off!" She whined and complained and begged for my cum. The tingle started behind my balls. The muscle at the base of my cock began to twitch. "On!" She gritted her teeth, moaning hard. Her left hand pumping that enormous toy deep in her cunt. Her right moving the buzzing vibrator up and down her clit. The hum of the nipple clamps was lost somewhere between the vibrator and her moans. Her nipples were so red and so swollen. She was covered in a sheen of sweat. I looked down on her and her mouth was open, her tongue flicking wildly, hoping for cum. Pulling against her hair. Trying to find my cock.

	I erupted!

	"Yesss... Yesss... Cummmm... Mmmmmmmmmm..." she groaned, as I exploded across her face. I pushed my cock into her open mouth and held her head tight. She moaned around me and began to shudder. My cock shot hot thick ropes of cum into her sucking mouth again and again. She was swallowing each time. Over and over.

	"Cum! Cum my little cocksucking whore!" I pulled my cock from her mouth and watched as she swallowed one last time, then all hell broke loose.

	"Aaaa... AaaaIIIIIIEEE... EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE... AAAAAHHHH!!!!"

	"Don't stop! Fuck that cunt. Fuck it! Fuck it harder!"

	Her moans were constant as her body shook. "Ohhhhhhh... Oohhhhhhh... OOHHHHHHH!!!"

	I wiped my cock all over her face, smearing saliva and cum from cheek to cheek. "Yeah, that's it. That's my little slut. Cum for me! Cum for me, little one!"

	"Ohhhagain... Ohhh... OhhhHHHIIEEEEEEE... Ohhhh... Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh..."

	"Yes! Keep going. Harder, Allison! Cum again!" I stood back up. My knee was giving out. I shook the cum dripping from my cock onto her face. Then I flicked what was running down my fingers onto her chest. I smiled down on her. "That's my cum, Allison. You like being covered in my cum, don't you, my little slut?"

	"Ohhhhhccummm pleaseepleaseee..." she moaned, building to another release. I collapsed into the lounge again, once more looking up between her spread legs. I wiped my wet fingers on the inside of her thigh and held her knee against the back of the couch. I reached down with my other hand, taking the end of the anal beads in my fingers.

	"Cum, baby. Cum for me again."

	Slowly I began to pull as Allison thrust the big toy harder and harder up her cunt. This time she was silent for so long and her body arched higher and higher as one after the other I pulled the beads from her ass. Her voice burst from her chest when I whipped the remaining few beads out of her, sending her body into ecstasy.

	"OoooooOOO... OOOOEEEEEEEEE... AAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!!" She convulsed. "AHHHHH!!!!" Again. "AAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!" Again.

	Over and over she screamed and convulsed. I sat back so as not to catch her one untethered foot in the face. I'd never seen her like this. I was rapt.

	Then suddenly, "AaaaaaAAHHHHHH!!!!!" and she collapsed. Nothing. Still. Her once tense thighs fell loosely open. The vibrator rolled out of her slack hand. Her other hand fell from the end of the dildo, still deeply embedded in her. I looked up and was relieved to see her chest rising and falling. Her mouth was closed. She was breathing hard through her nose.

	She'd passed out!

	I moved closer, reaching up and caressing her face. No reaction. Out like a light. I sat back and chuckled, shaking my head.

	It was time for bed.

	 

	Spanking 101

	 

	 

	"All right, all right. Settle down and take your seats. Yes, that includes you with the green mini in the back row...

	"Thank you.

	"Now, welcome to Spanking 101. My name is Mr. Nathan and before we get started, I'd like to get a few things straight...

	"I will be speaking from my own perspective. In other words, I'll say 'he spanks her' rather than vice versa. Forgive me this minor sin and make whatever necessary adjustments you need in order to fit your situation. I am not going to be making ridiculous, inclusive, roundabout descriptions to cater to political correctness. Get over it.

	"Also, hitting is assault. Everyone knows not to 'hit' others. There is no question of this. Not to mention the likelihood of being 'hit back'. Therefore, before you consider hitting someone who may not wish to be hit, it may be a good idea to consider how well you might adapt to being someone's bitch in jail.

	"Okay. Do I have everyone's attention? Good.

	"Now... Is it assault if there is no 'hitting' in the sense of punching of any kind, or indeed any force that is usually intended for an 'enemy' or of the type intended to cause hurt, harm, or to maim, or cause injury? What if the 'level' of force is brought down. Down, down, down. Not a punch at someone. Not a chop or a clout or a thump or a kick. Not even a clip around the ears.

	"Down to a 'slap'.

	"Yes, yes, yes. One could always argue that a slap is assault.

	"But what if, for argument's sake, the 'slap' is a consensual slap.

	"In other words, one that is deemed to be an appropriate response to a particular behaviour.

	"By BOTH parties.

	"What I am talking about here is a real, dyed-in-the-wool, consensual punishment. One that is expected. One that is known and agreed to and 'right' according to the protagonists...

	"Let's make those assumptions...

	"That slap would need to be of a particular force that, in the first place, was 'controlled'. It could not be delivered in the heat of the moment. No, no, no, no. Not at all. Things done 'in the heat of the moment', should, by definition, be 'hot'. Therefore, we would also NOT be talking about some kind of ad hoc, 'Oh I just felt like it' kind of punishment. That is covered next year in Spanking 201, but if you are unsure of this definition, please take a look at Ms. Dysaght's third year class, 'Spontaneous Dominance and Submission 301' where this subject is discussed 'in depth'."

	"Now, getting back to this 'slap' as punishment...

	"It would need to be in proportion to the sin. Perhaps one hard slap would be enough. But it would need to be delivered accurately, both in placement and in force.

	"Now, before you go off and spank someone, it might also be a good idea to consider something else.

	"How hard is too hard? Or, how hard is hard enough? Should the dose be repeated? How many times? Perhaps two. Or five. Or maybe ten. Or twenty. Is twenty 'medium' the same as ten 'hard'? How does one choose?

	"How does one decide whether 'the punishment fits the crime'?

	"Easy.

	"One asks.

	"Yep. That's right.

	"'Baby, you really shouldn't be cheeky in front of our friends when I ask you a simple question.'

	"Big sigh, eyes sparkling. 'Sorry, Sir. I won't do it again, EVER.'

	"Chuckling. 'Well, I think that deserves a punishment, don't you?'

	"'Oh, I suppose so,' she says, grinning like a Cheshire cat. 'If you think so...'

	"'Get your ass over here. Is ten enough? Or does my naughty girl need twenty tonight?'

	"Etc. Etc.

	"It should be said that such situations are much easier when you have a compliant submissive who, for some strange but delightful reason, actually likes getting spanked.

	"But of course, one doesn't need to be 'a Dominant' to deliver a spanking. And one doesn't need to be 'a Submissive' to receive one.

	"Or to like it.

	"And that's because 'a spanking isn't always delivered as a punishment'.

	"And that is today's topic.

	"I can hear you now... 'Huh? What? But... But...'

	"It's true!

	"Admittedly I am only halfway through my most recent research paper, but I can let you in on the preliminary results... On anecdotal evidence, which is yet to be statistically verified, 90% of spankings are for pleasure.

	"In fact, lifestyle spankings are rarely of a force that would qualify as a punishment in the first place.

	"If we are going to go back in history, we encounter quite brutal corporal punishment, meted out for the most miserly of reasons. Making a face at your Master back in Rome; forgetting the grapes for the big banquet for all those Greek or Persian heroes; not pulling your weight halfway up a pyramid... The list goes on.

	"Scourging or 'whipping the back off someone with a knotted cat-o-nine-tails', was a favourite in my own country up until a little over a century ago.

	"More recently, I remember being caned across my palm in high school.

	"My God! That hurt. The funny thing was, the second time I kind of just watched the Deputy Headmaster hang that thing up high and whip it down. Oh, it still hurt, all right. It was just... Oh, I don't know, kind of fascinating. The way I looked at him drove him crazy. He even rolled up his sleeves. They were whacks to remember, and definitely not delivered in a controlled manner...

	"I went back on a few occasions, just to check on his technique. That was what I told my mates. I wasn't kidding, but for some reason they thought I was pretty tough. I just wanted to try it on my little sister. She'd broken my bike. Okay, so I was a little crazy in my teens...

	"Ah... How times have changed. We're much more civilised now.

	"Within the Safe, Sane and Consensual' Lifestyle' if you will, spankings are only supposed to hurt if they are meant to hurt. The point being, it is agreed to, then administered with control, and within reason the two protagonists simply move on.

	"It's normal.

	"Besides being a normal way of dealing with a problem, a punishment cleans a slate. Guilt is purged. Not unlike confession in the Catholic Church. Confess the sin. Receive the punishment. Sin is cleansed. They've been onto it for centuries. And it works a treat.

	"On a side matter, this doesn't address 'The Sin of the Dom'. Let's not forget that Doms make mistakes too. It's just that the consequences are usually less... physical. If you are in any way ambiguous about this thought, next year please enrol in Mr. Adams class, Switching 201.

	"However, again we come back to this problem of how hard, how many, and how now brown cow...

	"Yes, exactly. It's pretty hard to imagine. It's not like you can spank yourself and gauge how hard someone else should be spanked based on the evidence of how much it hurts your own ass... Or hand...

	"Or maybe you can.

	"I certainly couldn't, which is not to say that I tried, but that it actually, um, didn't occur to me...

	"But then again, I didn't go into it feet first itching to spank the living daylights out of some poor sweet girl's upturned butt. Well, except for my sister... Which of course I never did, being the forgiving soul I was, er, am.

	"I just accidentally ran over her bike with my first car.

	"Yes, I have a long memory...

	"However, I digress. That is not the subject of today's lecture.

	"Today we are talking about the ideal beginning for a spanking relationship. Let's assume vanilla protagonists, of three types: unwilling, undecided, and willing. Just for today, we will call these categories: Hard Limit, Soft Limit, and Hubba Hubba.

	"Now, how do you figure out which type your partner is when you've never actually discussed it?

	"Well for starters, if the subject did come up and was considered offensive or a memory one would rather forget, then it could comfortably be considered a 'Hard Limit' for either party...

	"Duh...

	"However, if the subject never came up, it might be considered a 'Soft Limit'.

	"And, if the subject came up in playful terms, then you could have a 'Hubba Hubba' on your hands.

	"So how do you make sure?

	"Well, never get ahead of yourself.

	"Find out if your partner/lover/significant other ACTUALLY WANTS A SPANKING.

	"Try teasing her about it when she's cheeky.

	"'You must be angling for a spanking.'

	"'Oh, you think you're man enough?"

	"You're in like Flynn, dude!

	"On the other hand, if you try, 'Damn, baby. In that skirt, you look good enough to spank.'

	"And she replies, 'Really? I think it makes me look fat. Don't you?'

	"...Then it might be time to kiss that fantasy goodbye.

	"Okay, okay. Quiet up the back. Not you again. Nose against the back wall. Hold that green mini up around your hips.

	"Eyes back here, please. The rest of you... Yes... Thank you.

	"Now, you've actually convinced her you're man enough by not whinging when she has second thoughts and instead you miraculously remember that this ISN'T a punishment.

	"Well done.

	"This is a bit of fun! Sex fun! Woohoo! Convince her you have no intention of hurting her and you just want to give her a few soft smacks. Make sure you have time. Put aside at least thirty minutes. Do NOT tell her you are going to spank her for thirty minutes.

	"Not a good plan.

	"Now, it's time to go out on a limb.

	"'I love that ass of yours baby. I just want to see if I like spanking it as much as I do in my dreams.'

	"'Oh, Dexter. Really? Well, I guess it'll be all right... Will you promise to stop or go softer if I ask?'

	"You sit on the corner of the bed, or the chair in the living room, or the bouncy ball in the rumpus room, in your jimjams, whatever floats your boat, and tell her to lose the Betty Boop t-shirt and crawl over your knees...

	"Okay, guys. It's time to bend down the hard-on. You can surprise her with that, about halfway through. Keep your knees together unless she likes surprises.

	"Visualise now. Close your eyes. She's over your lap, your legs are together. Her head is hanging down. Remember blood can rush to the head. Particularly if she is unfit or unwell. If she puts one or both hands on the ground it may help her to feel comfortable. If you are sitting on the end of a bed, if you turn a bit sideways, you can position her so the rest of her body is close to the same level as her hips.

	"Make sure her weight is evenly distributed over your lap. Don't rush. Fix any problems. Change chairs if necessary.

	"If you are uncomfortable, chances are, so is she.

	"In the future, or if you are feeling adventurous, you may wish to restrain her in some way. To begin with, the most comfortable way is to reach across her back with your non-spanking hand to hold her 'far' wrist. This may also stabilise her body.

	"Start slowly and softly. Move in a circular pattern, never smacking the exact same place twice in a row. Plan to spank over the panties. Reassure her. Show her you meant it when you said you promised to be gentle. Be accurate and watch what you are doing. Smack the meaty part of the ass only. Avoid getting too close to the edges. Avoid going too high to her lower back or too low on her thighs. And for God's sake, on that very first spanking, avoid the more 'sensitive' parts.

	"To begin with, keep it to one every twenty seconds or so.

	"In between each smack, augment with lots of soft butt caresses, even occasional dips between the legs. Don't be impatient. Don't expect her to get hot. You are doing this for the fun of it. However, don't forget to act surprised if after five or so smacks she actually begins heating up.

	"'Oh, so you like this, do you?' works a charm. But don't let her answer.

	"Smack.

	"'Ooooo.'

	"'Too hard?'

	"'Um... Oh...'

	"'Maybe too soft...'

	"'No... Um... That was... That was okay...'

	"Caress. Caress.

	"'Mmmmm... Gosh...'

	"Smack.

	"'Oohhh...'

	"Okay, you've been going for five or ten minutes and now you can put the smacks a little closer together in time. Maybe ten seconds apart. Tell her before you change rhythm. Keep them light. DON'T RUSH. For the first spanking, it is better 'by far' to underdo it, rather than to overdo it.

	"If you like it half as much as I do, it's easy to get carried away. Ask how she's doing. Often. About every five smacks, max. Be inventive with your verbals. Ask her if she wants more. Ask her if it's hard enough or too hard. Give compliments. Tell her how much fun you are having. Tell her you are excited. Open your legs if she needs convincing.

	"Alternating cheeks is a good idea. And after five or so minutes you can play around with the intensity A LITTLE. Soft and a little bit harder can be nice.

	"But!

	"And this is a big 'but'!"

	"Keep to a simple rhythm. Caress, caress, caress, smack. Caress, caress, caress, smack.

	"Avoid random. And avoid a 'change-up' in timing without warning.

	"She WANTS to know when it's coming. And she WANTS to know how hard, within reason. Surprising her doesn't work.

	"It's NOT fun.

	"We are talking first time here. Listen. Learn. Watch. Be patient. Take your cues from her. Don't 'lead'. Don't pull her knickers down without asking. If she says okay, then ask her to say please. Works a charm too.

	"With practice, it will be a combination of rhythm and timing that will help you to become a great spanker. And music! God, NEVER underestimate the power of a driving beat. The ups and downs of something like Painkiller by Freestylers/Pendulum just about maps out where to slow down and speed up, where to go gentle and where to increase intensity. Tell her you are going to follow the music. Follow up with Blue Monday by New Order and she might decide she likes your taste in music, as well as your talented hands!

	"Good luck and remember to love the one you are with. Aftercare for that first gentle spanking includes lots of continued caressing and typical loving words such as, 'Oh, my God, that was amazing', and 'We've gotta do this more often', and 'Christ, I'm hotter than a firecracker, lets fuck.'

	"Okay, there's the bell. There'll be a quiz on Friday, and on Monday it's prac, so pair up over the weekend and we'll check out your technique then. Don't forget your paddles next Wednesday, as Miss Green Mini has kindly volunteered to be our first 'Spankee for a Day'.

	"Dismissed!"

	 

	Under the Bridge

	 

	 

	From the back room she entered. I watched her. I saw her glance at Me, then look away. Then she looked again and smiled. I turned My head back to the magazine I was pretending to read. I smiled to Myself. This was such fun.

	she started working at the local drug store about a year ago. The first time I saw her I recognised her from years earlier, when she was just another awkward skinny kid along with a bunch of others, kicking cans. Some of My friends noticed her too. They had described the new girl working at the drug store in various ways. Cute or sexy. Great tits. Great ass. Sweet face. Guy talk.

	she was about 5'6". Long dark brown hair with blonde highlights. Full figured like a woman. Young but very sexy. Blue eyes. Big blue eyes with a hint of cheekiness about them. Cheekiness. Spirit. I liked spirit. I had use for spirit.

	she had caught My eye.

	It was not far to the drug store from My home, perhaps a five minute walk. I called her by the name on the badge pinned to the slope of her breast. "kelly". For the first few weeks I said little more to her than asking for a receipt, or requesting an item only she could reach behind the counter, or thanking her for her service. But I noticed her knowing smile and the touches of her hand on Mine. Once or twice she let her fingers linger for just a moment, but it was long enough for Me to know it was intentional.

	she would smile and say hi when I walked through the door. she asked My name and I gave it to her: Sean. A couple of times I thought she was showing more cleavage soon after I arrived, like she'd undone a button. Not that her shop attendant's uniform was immodest. I figured I was imagining it. It was a nice thought.

	Other minor incidents followed. Brushing lint from her breast, a pout here, a bit lip there. If I were younger I would have asked her out.

	Weeks turned into months. W/we shared pleasantries. I looked her over. I watched her, if only for a few moments. I admired the shape of her body as she crouched to replace stock. I admired her as she bent forward to write out a receipt. I was beginning to imagine Myself with her. How she would be. How she would react.

	I wasn't obsessed. I thought little of her until I needed something. But, more than once, I put off My trip to the store until after her shift began. I admit, while walking to the store, I occasionally had daydreams about what I would like to do to her. If I ever had the chance. I enjoyed flirting with her, I admit it. But I also thought she was just a tease. Destined to remain a fantasy.

	Then one afternoon, early in the summer, she gave Me a chance. she flirted a little too much. I had an opening I couldn't ignore.

	I was familiar with the hours she worked, and I needed a lighter. she was about to come off her shift and I had hoped to catch her before she left for the day. I walked into the store and straight up to the cash register. I asked for a lighter, putting My money on the counter in front of her. I was catching My breath from walking briskly.

	"You must really need a lighter to have run all the way here," she teased.

	"I need it to light a fire under you," I winked at her.

	she looked down a little and lifted her eyes to Me, smiling with those beautiful full lips. Then she whispered, "you needn't have bought one for that."

	"What did you say?" I asked with mock sternness, My eyes narrowing at her. she immediately went pink. I was a little surprised she had gone so far as to tell Me she was excited.

	"Umm, sorry, i ah... i didn't mean anything." she smiled and held out My change.

	Reaching out, I grabbed her wrist behind her outstretched hand. I wondered if she would scream but she didn't. I looked right into her soul, past her surprised and embarrassed look, and leaned into her. I was no more than twelve inches from her face. My voice was low and menacing.

	"kelly... don't fuck with Me you little flirt."

	"i'm sorry, i um..." she blushed crimson. she was a sight to behold.

	I leaned further into her and spoke quietly.

	"you are not sorry at all are you kelly... you think this is great fun. Don't you?"

	"i...i..." For the moment, there was no-one else in the store. My timing was excellent.

	"...you do ...don't you."

	I don't think she expected Me to be so forceful.

	"um... i... um..."

	Another customer entered and I released her wrist and took My change. I stood up straight and spoke to her, again looking her right in the eyes.

	"I'll be back in 15 minutes. Be ready."

	I returned home and explained to My wife that I had some errands to run. This was not a lie. she knows when I say I have "errands to run", she is not to question Me. she knows this. she also knows that "errands to run" could mean anything. I grabbed My bag and threw it in the back seat of the car. I kissed My wife and promised her I wouldn't be more than an hour or two. I told her if she was good, I might get her a surprise.

	I got back into My car and drove down to the drug store and parked right out the front. kelly came out the front door on time and her big blue eyes fixed on Me and she smiled. she skipped over to the car, and leaned in My window.

	"Waiting for someone?" she smiled brightly.

	Without even the hint of a smile, I said, "Get in the car, I don't like looking up at you."

	"Yes Sir!" she giggled and bounced around to the passenger side, sliding in. As she did, her uniform slid up her smooth thighs. She moved to fix it and I held her wrist.

	"Don't."

	I tore off screeching the tyres as she closed her door and gasped.

	"Too fast for you kelly?"

	"i like it fast... " she laughed as she ran the fingers of both hands through her hair.

	"W/we'll see about that..."

	The tyres screamed as I planted the accelerator and I felt her hand slap onto My thigh tightly.

	"Where are W/we going?!" she yelled over the engine.

	I didn't answer.

	The engine roared and the city turned into suburbs then into country. The windows were open and her hair flew around her face.

	Within fifteen minutes W/we approached a covered bridge I had surveyed on one of My weekend drives in the country. I turned off the main road onto the dirt service road that went around and under the bridge. It was a beautiful spot.

	The deserted picnic area was framed on one side by the rushing stream. The bridge overhead created a wonderful backdrop. I told her to wait and got out of the car. I opened the back door and grabbed My bag. I put it on the table the local authorities had kindly erected there so many years ago.

	I returned to the car and opened her door. I held out My hand for her. In one move I pulled her from the car and spun her around facing away from Me. I held her breasts in My hands, massaging them firmly, and breathing hotly in her ear. she melted to My touch and moaned.

	"Want to have some fun kelly?"

	"Mmmmm yeah." she pressed her ass back against My crotch. I pinched her nipples gently.

	"I want to see how much you trust Me."

	"O.. Okay." she was breathing hard already.

	From My pocket I took out a blindfold and brought it down over her eyes and tied it behind her head. she opened her mouth to protest.

	"It's much more fun this way, trust Me."

	she relaxed a little and I kissed her neck. I led her over to the picnic table. I told her to put her hands palms down, flat on the table top, while she stood facing it.

	"If you take your hands from the table, W/we leave. Do you understand?"

	she nodded. she checked the blindfold then curled her fingers into the gaps in the wood to hold on.

	"Good girl."

	I lifted her skirt with My left hand and she gasped. I took hold of the back of her thong in My fist and ripped them clean off her body. They were saturated. Completely soaked through. I was about to throw them onto the picnic table.

	"Please, i don't know if i want to do..."

	"Don't lie to Me you little flirt."

	"But i'm n..."

	I cut her off pressing her wet panties over her mouth. she tried to pull away.

	"Eewwww, that's disg..."

	SLAP!!! Right on her ass.

	"OOwwwwww!!!!" I let her stand for a minute.

	her hands never left the table, but her thighs were quivering. The only sounds were her own breathing and the quietly bubbling stream. Finally I spoke softly.

	"There is nothing disgusting about having a wet cunt kelly. Now don't lie to Me again and don't move your hands, understood?"

	"Yes Sir... No lying and no taking my hands from the table."

	"That's right, or W/we are done. Now feel how wet your panties are again." I gently rubbed the sodden fabric back and forth across her lips and under her nose. "Feel that?"

	"Yes."

	"you have a very wet cunt don't you kelly?"

	"Yes."

	"Even though you don't know what might happen, you're excited aren't you?"

	"Yes."

	"And you don't want to know what is going to happen next, do you?"

	she hesitated.

	SLAP!

	"NO!"

	"A little danger makes your cunt wet, doesn't it?"

	"...Yes."

	"Is that all it takes, a little danger, and your cunt gets wet?"

	"No." she whispered.

	SLAP! " 'No Sir!' "

	"No Sir!"

	"Then why else is your cunt wet?"

	"Because I want You to fuck me Sir."

	"you have a dirty mouth don't you?"

	"Yes."

	"Foul-mouthed little flirt... aren't you?"

	"Yes."

	SLAP!!!

	"Yes Sir!"

	"Open your mouth you little slut." she did.

	she stamped her foot once as I pushed her wet and tattered thong into her mouth with two fingers. There was a bit of fabric hanging out the side of her mouth. I thought it looked cute so I left it.

	"There's something ironic about a slut with her wet panties in her mouth."

	she just moaned.

	I turned My attention to My bag on the table.

	"Don't move."

	she nodded.

	I took a few things from My bag.

	I tore off a length of wide electrical tape and stuck it within reach on the table. I placed a leather paddle, a brand new flogger, and a six inch vibrator side by side on the table. I turned My attention back to her. I took a good handful of her long hair and twisted her face to Mine. she moaned softly, completely oblivious.

	"Trust Me?"

	her mouth made that delicious oval but I didn't wait for an answer. I kissed her hard and the fingers of My left hand found the pointed and hard nipple of her left breast pressing through her bra and blouse. I pinched it firmly and she gasped again. I gripped one side of her blouse and ripped it open. The remaining buttons went flying. her large breasts held only in her lacy bra were exposed to the afternoon sun. A trickle of sweat made its way between them.

	"you do trust Me don't you?"

	"Mmmmmm..." she nodded.

	I curled My fingers over the top edge of the cup of her bra and pulled it slowly down. Her nipple bent then popped clear. Very hard. Coral pink on creamy skin with the hint of a tan line. she gasped as I took hold of her nipple and used it to pull her breast out of the bra cup. The bra now looked like a half cup one and I was pleased with the look. I pulled down the other cup and pulled her other breast out by the nipple. she was shaking and moaning the whole time.

	Such dainty and perky and very hard little nipples on such large and beautifully shaped breasts. I could see Myself having hours of fun with them. But perhaps not today.

	I picked up the length of electrical tape and placed it over her mouth sealing it. She moaned in complaint but her hands never left the picnic table.

	"Since you can't speak, and you can't see, if I do anything you are too weak to handle, you will slap your hand on the table top three times, or stamp your foot on the ground three times. At that point I will cease what I am doing and ask you if you want to stop. If you slap the table top or stamp the ground, three times again, W/we will pack up and I'll take you home. Do you understand?"

	she nodded slowly.

	"I'll say it again, I am not going to fuck around with you kelly. you and I both know you are a dirty little flirt and I am going to punish you for that. Then I am going to fuck you. you are going to take your punishment because you know you deserve it. And because you know only good girls deserve to get fucked. Do you deserve to get fucked?"

	she shook her head.

	"That's right. you don't deserve to get fucked, because you haven't earned it. Not until you have pleased Me by taking your punishment. Isn't that right kelly?"

	she nodded.

	"Good girl." I picked up My paddle and moved around behind her. I pressed My hand into the middle of her back. "Bend over." I urged. she did so, wrapping her fingers around the edge of the table. Christ she had a nice ass. Again the hint of a tan line from a high cut bikini was evident. I ran My hand over her it.

	"I don't suppose you have ever been spanked kelly, and even if you have, it won't have been anything like this."

	Pap. Pap. Pap. Three light strokes all on her right cheek. she actually pressed her ass back.

	"That was nothing kelly. Nothing. And look how wet you are you little cocktease."

	I changed hands with the paddle and gripped her whole cunt in My hand lifting her off the ground. I held her up off the ground for a few moments, then I set her back down. I didn't let let go.

	"Spread your legs and keep them straight." she did.

	I ran My fingers through her cunt and she opened like a wet flower.

	End to end her pussy opened, shiny and slick with her juices. I picked up the vibrator and pressed it into her centre. she was tight and there was a little resistance then it slid home and she sucked air through her nostrils. I turned on the vibrator and she immediately started moaning and shaking like she was going to cum.

	I switched it off.

	"Hold the vibrator deep in your cunt." her right hand let go of the edge of the table and she slid it under herself. she took hold of and pressed the end of the vibrator firmly, keeping it right up inside her.

	"Don't turn that fucking thing on till I tell you." she moaned in assent. "I am going to give you your paddling now... ok?"

	she nodded vigorously. I think she just wanted something, anything, to happen.

	I switched hands with the paddle again, and I put My left hand in the middle of her back, leaning on her and holding her in place. I raised the paddle to shoulder height and brought it down hard on her ass!

	PAPP!!!

	"NNngggggggg..." she moaned as loud as she could and immediately hit the table three times. God this might prove useless.

	It was time to make use of her spirit.

	"I see, so at the first hurdle the little flirt wants to go home," I said. "I suppose you are going to cry to momma too."

	she steadied her legs and straightened them.

	"Wanna go home you weak little shit?"

	she slapped her hand around the edge of the table and gripped for dear life. she even pushed out her ass the fiesty little slut.

	I reached up and took a handful of her hair tightly, turning her head away from Me and I pushed down., forcing her cheek against the table.

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	"Dirty little slut!"

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	Both cheeks were rosy, her knees had buckled and she was laying directly on the table now.

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	her moaning was constant, even when I stopped.

	"you little bitch, you think you deserve to be fucked now? you think wrong."

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	Now her ass was red and I was starting to work up a sweat. I stepped back and pulled My tshirt over My head, throwing it on the picnic table. she didn't move. I placed My hands on her ass and pulled her blazing cheeks apart. her asshole was tightly clenched and her fingers still held the vibrator within her.

	"Turn that fucking thing on." I watched as she did. she started trembling again and I pressed My hand down firmly in the centre of her back again.

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	PAPP!! PAPP!! PAPP!!

	"NnnggggggggGGGGGAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!" came the muffled cry of a stifled orgasm. she bucked on the table and went suddenly stiff as a board. Then shuddered again and again with little pauses between. It was an intense orgasm and a joy to witness.

	"Keep that thing deep in your cunt. I will flog you now."

	I lifted My hand from the centre of her back and watched as she stretched a little to get comfortable. she planted her feet in a show of defiance and I was pleased. That red ass of hers looked so good. I wanted to fuck it. But I would wait.

	I turned to the table and put My paddle in My bag and picked up the flogger. Now this was a brand new flogger and the suede leathers were a little longer than I was used to. I would have to start out slow and gentle to avoid "wrap" and to get My range. her ass was glowing so there was no need to flog it. I just wanted to whip the little slut. So that's what I did, after grabbing her hair again.

	Ffffffap!!! Right in the middle of her back. It wasn't hard but she didn't even flinch. I worked down to the top of her ass then back up again.

	Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!!

	Right up to her shoulder blades then back down again.

	Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!!

	Up and down I worked, harder and steadily harder. I had range and was striking her sweetly. Flogging is all a matter of timing and building. she was taking it in her stride. Another series of shudders and moans burst from somewhere within her mind and body. But it didn't stop Me.

	Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!!

	Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!!

	By now W/we were both dripping sweat and she looked like she was almost ready. "Fuck it," I thought... I know *I'm* ready. I stopped a moment and walked around the table. At this angle I could flog her ass if I wanted, but what I wanted was those full lips stretched around My cock.

	I put down the flogger within easy reach and took hold of the hair above her blindfold and lifted up her head.

	I picked the edge of the tape and took hold of it and in one move, ripped it off. Still holding her head up by the hair I took the end of her panties that still stuck out of her mouth and pulled them slowly out. A load of drool dripped down over her lips and she moaned and breathed hard. her panties of course were soaked and I rubbed them all over her face before throwing them on the ground.

	It was just as well she was breathing hard because I had released My cock and it was about to go down her throat. Which may or may not upset her, and I was interested in finding out.

	I held her nose closed with My other hand while holding up her head and after she had taken a few breaths, I pushed My cock into her mouth and released her nose. she seemed quite pleased to have My cock in her mouth. she started sucking hard right away. So I obliged her by taking hold of her head and sliding right to the back of her throat.

	she was at the perfect height and angle for this and I gripped the sides of her head hard and pushed into her neck.

	Now let Me tell you, I was expecting a SLAP SLAP SLAP on the table right away. It never came. But she did. she started to cum again with My cock right down her tight throat. I am no fool, I pulled out straight away and got to work with the flogger while she was still cumming. I flogged her ass while she shuddered and shook, and I didn't care if the ends hit her cunt or asshole. Served the teasing bitch right. I had eased off on the intensity a little. I am a kind Man after all.

	Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!!

	"OOoooooo godddddd!!!!"

	Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!! Ffffffap!!!

	As soon as it was safe I pushed back into her mouth. Right down her throat. she stifled a gag and I held My cock balls deep in her mouth. I slid slowly back and she sucked air through her nose before I pushed back in over her tongue and down her lovely tight wet bumpy throat. In and out, listening to her suck air then back in and out again. I could feel the tingle start behind My balls and before I knew it My toes were curling.

	 

	I whipped My cock from her mouth and took the base of it in My fist. I then started to cock-slap her hard. One cheek then the other. her mouth stayed open, her tongue chasing My cock the whole time.

	"Pull out that fucking vibrator and give it to Me."

	she shifted and moaned softly as the buzzing toy was withdrawn from her dripping cunt and she brought it up to Me like a blind person.

	"you don't expect Me to handle that do you, you filthy little whore? Clean it in your mouth. Then give it to Me.

	she moaned again as the whole toy slid into her mouth by her own hand. My cock throbbed at the sight. I brushed away her hand and withdrew the vibrator from her mouth Myself. With the blindfold over her eyes, she even licked her lips.

	It was starting to get dark. It was time to take My pleasure.

	"Turn over onto your back, kelly. It's time to get fucked."

	she stood up and turned around, gingerly sitting on the tabletop and layed back. she moaned softly. I spread her legs and lifted them over My shoulders by her ankles. I put the vibrator back in her hand and told her to hold it against her clit and she did.

	I positioned My cock at her wet entrance and pushed Myself inside her. I watched as every inch sunk slowly into her. I hit bottom and ground against her cervix as she started to tremble.

	Then she went fucking wild. I had to hold onto her at first as I started driving her into that table with thrust after deep thrust. her cunt was amazing, gripping tight then spasming with hard and loose alternate grips that were so fast I was barely aware of them. I had almost forgotten My plan as the cum started to boil in My balls. she was so tight and so wet. Heavenly. Then she screamed.

	I was twisting her nipples fiercely as I fucked her savagely. My eyes flew open and I caught Myself looking down on her. I stopped thrusting and watched her heaving chest and her hard red nipples being thrown side to side atop her breasts.

	"Don't stop, please don't stop, PLEASE!!!"

	"Shut up and fuck yourself you little slut. Use the vibrator."

	I slid My cock from her tight channel and she immediately slid that vibrator home.

	"Slap your clit." she did.

	"Over and over." she did.

	"Keep fucking yourself." she did.

	"Cum kelly!" she did.

	And I pushed My cock straight up her ass. I gripped her hips and guided My cock to that little hole and while her body was convulsing I slid My cock right up her ass.

	"NOOoooooooooo....." she screamed and it trailed off into her orgasm.

	I held her around her hips and impaled her repeatedly. Over and over and over I fucked into that tight ass. All the while, sweet little kelly the cocktease kept slapping her clit and shoving that buzzing vibrator in and out of her pussy. W/we were losing O/our rhythm and that tingle had grown and I felt like I was on the edge. I reached up and pulled the blindfold up and off her and the sight that met My eyes put Me over the top.

	That beautiful blue-eyed, full-lipped pretty face was now the face of an animal. Her hair was matted across her brow and a determined almost angry look was etched across her face.

	"Fuck me. Fuck me hard, fuck me in the ass. Fuck me anywhere. Fuck me forever."

	I gripped the bottom of her thighs tight and slammed My cock in and out of her as fast and as hard as I could. Slam, slam, slam slam!

	"AaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!" I screamed as My balls exploded and cum rushed up My cock. I slammed deep into her, holding Myself there and spasming over and over. Jet after thick jet of hot cum filled her ass. I'd lifted her off the table in My effort and still she slapped her clit.

	her eyes rolled back and suddenly she stiffened and cried out as a massive cum enveloped her. I slid My wilting cock from her and stood back to watch. I dropped her legs and they flopped open obscenely.

	"OOOOooooooooooooooooooo godddddddddd fuuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk......" she screamed again and writhed on the table, her hands between her legs, holding on tight. she started to shudder again and I moved forward, grabbing her wrists and pulling the dripping toy from her cunt. she lay there for minutes, catching her breath.

	I moved between her legs again and took the hem of her uniform and wiped My slick cock off on the material.

	"No more please..." she whispered.

	"No, no more today pet. Time to get going."

	"But i can't go home like this..."

	"Who said anything about going home?"

	"But?"

	"Make yourself presentable kelly, you have a long night ahead of you."

	she stood and straightened her clothes with her eyes on the ground. I threw My bag into the back of the car and retrieved My mobile phone from the console.

	I rang home.

	"All finished here pet... on My way... yes about twenty minutes... oh and pet?"

	I made her wait.

	"I have that surprise for you..."

	 

	The Hands

	 

	 

	Author's note: After three years of writing experience I decided to put my hand to rewriting this story. This is the result. I hope you enjoy it. And please let me know by voting.

	At the edge of my consciousness, the thought that something was wrong flitted through my mind then slipped away. For a moment I thought I couldn't move. That thought also dissipated, and I was unable to perceive its gravity. No idea lasted long enough to make me nervous. I was trapped in a deep, comfortable fog. But as it slowly lifted, my mind meandered, and the questions drifted in and out, without being adequately answered.

	Am I asleep?

	Have I been drugged?

	Why do I feel sore all over?

	Where am I?

	What was I just thinking about?

	I began to perceive my situation. I was lying on my back in total darkness. I had to blink to check whether my eyes were open. Flat cool metal supported my back. I swallowed. My throat was sore and my tongue felt completely numb. In a haze I half-heartedly strained my body. I was able to confirm that I couldn't move. I was locked down tight. My wrists were anchored somewhere high above my head. In a rising panic I realised my legs were open. Wide open.

	Oh my God, I'm naked!

	My calves began to cramp. I tried to ease the pressure by bending my knees. My hamstrings screamed in protest and I locked my knees back out. My thigh muscles quaked and I moaned incomprehensibly. With the pain, my senses sharpened and my anxiety mounted. Adrenaline started pumping through my veins and I could feel my heart thudding in my chest. My breath quickened and my skin came alive. What was going on?

	Please! Someone! Tell me what's happening! Why am I here?

	The tight cords of my calf muscles quivered for a full minute. My legs could not have been spread wider without causing me injury. My ankles and wrists were cuffed and I could not reach to loosen them. Movement was severely limited, but if I remained still, I could stand the strain. My body trembled, humming like a bizarre instrument.

	There was a click, and a shock of bright light appeared from above, making me clench my eyes tightly. Immediately the image of my naked body speared into my mind. Gut-wrenching embarrassment washed over me. No one had seen me like this! There had to be some mistake. Maybe someone was there. Maybe someone could stop this madness.

	Please! Someone cover me! Someone! Help me!

	Nothing happened. No one came. I opened my eyes a little, squinting while they adjusted. For fifteen minutes I laid still, a single globe pointed down at me, tied down and wide open on a metal tabletop. It might have been thirty minutes. I don't know. My concept of time was faulty. I felt like I'd been there for days, but that was crazy.

	Raising my head to survey what I could, the harsh overhead light and everything under it became my world. It illuminated my straining body and little else. The black shroud of my existence had been raised about two feet, to the extent of the light. Above and beyond was an inky nothingness. I groaned like an animal and my head fell back to the table.

	The light above me swayed with the movement of air. I sensed a presence to my left and turned my head toward it.

	Please!

	A single hand entered the light like a ghostly floating spider. Encased in an opaque surgical glove, its fingertips touched my left hipbone. With little apparent purpose, the fingers spread and brushed over the skin of my leaping stomach. I tried to scream but I couldn't find my voice. My heart raced and my mouth was so dry. I clamped my eyes shut, utterly violated. I couldn't even cry.

	Why can't I speak!

	The touch of the fingertips was strangely unhurried. As though it was normal. As though it was intended to arouse! Along the flank of my taut body they trailed, barely brushing against the outer swell of my breast before lightly tormenting the sensitive skin under my arm. Tremors of fear and anger ran through me. I cringed and tried to twist my body away from the insistent fingertips. The muscles in my legs trembled and I held still. My mind could make no sense of what my body was feeling. Nothing like this had ever happened to me before. I was being touched, and I could do nothing about it.

	I swallowed again and tried to raise my head to see something, anything. My mind swirled with the effort. I seemed to blink in slow motion and by now I was certain I'd been drugged. As the hand receded into the darkness, the sound of a man's deep, almost whispered voice made my breath catch in fright.

	"I'm glad you've decided to join us."

	I tried to speak, to protest, but all I could do was moan pitifully. I was shocked by the futility of my situation. I was at someone's mercy! Oh, my God! He said "us"!

	I was filled with so much adrenaline that my skin seemed to crawl. Minutes passed before two hands moved back into the light. I jumped at their sudden appearance. Like the first, they too were clad in latex surgical gloves. Subtlety was abandoned as they immediately reached for my breasts. I clenched my teeth as they covered them and squeezed lightly. My body shuddered and I gasped involuntarily. A deep ache radiated through my breasts. The hands released them and withdrew. I lifted my head and looked down. My beautiful breasts were covered in red blotches. My nipples ached. I'd never seen them as long or as hard.

	What have they been doing to me?

	In seconds the hands reappeared. One gently closed around my left breast, squeezing the nipple upwards. My body jolted as the pain increased. The fingertips of the other hand swirled smoothly over my engorged nipple. A thick, acrid gel was slowly and carefully massaged all over it. I groaned as my other nipple received the same treatment. I blushed in shame as they hardened further. They were so hard they hurt. I heard snickering as the hands receded into the darkness, leaving me alone in my silent humiliation.

	In moments my nipples were on fire. Breath caught in my chest and I writhed as the unholy heat doubled then tripled. Then quadrupled! Centered on my nipples and spreading rapidly through my breasts, it felt like I was being branded. I was left for minutes, my eyes popping out and sweat breaking out all over my body. At long last the burning sensation began to ease. My muffled moans decreased, and my nipples hotly throbbed in time with the blood pounding in my temples.

	Hands entered from the right. Something glinted. In morbid fascination I watched as steel clamps were applied to each of my nipples. Time and again the hands switched from clamp to clamp, accompanied by a small twist that pinched them ever tighter. Finally satisfied, the hands tested the clamps, tugging each one. I groaned again. It was maddening. After the heat treatment, it almost felt good.

	The hands disappeared, and more hands appeared on my left. I had the strange thought that this had been done a hundred times. Everything was happening like clockwork as though I was a patient being operated on.

	Coiled in one disembodied hand was what looked like rough hemp twine. A simple noose was fashioned and slipped over my right breast. Without a hint of concern, the noose was tightened until it pinched and the long end of twine wound around the base of my breast several times before being knotted. I gazed at my bloated breast, swallowing and watching it darken. It was completely bizarre. Like my breast had turned into a purple cantaloupe. I hardly even noticed the same thing being done to the other one. Hands appeared and disappeared. Some caressed my swollen breasts and some tested the clamps. Another pair attached wires to them.

	Wires? Oh, no!

	There were at least three or four of them. I shuddered on the cool metal. The table felt like one from a gynecologist's office, or maybe in a hospital. Were these people doctors? What is happening to me? What are they going to do? The hands were gone, but I felt eyes on me. They were close, watching me. I looked from side to side, but could see nothing. Someone spoke.

	"She's just about ready."

	Ready for what?

	I heard footsteps approach. I hadn't heard them before. Another hand reached for my jaw and turned my chin up toward where a face might be. I tried to speak but all that came out was a fretful whimper. Again I heard the quiet evil snickering around me.

	"Okay. Stick her."

	No, please! What do you mean! What are you going to do?

	I sobbed once and my chest shook. I needed to speak! There had to be some mistake! My mouth felt dry and furry. Swirling my tongue around, I tried to get the feeling back into my tongue. A golf ball-sized shape was in my mouth, behind my teeth, gagging me. Until that moment I hadn't even noticed it. My tongue lolled in my mouth, exhausted by the effort. I could feel straps going around my head, holding the gag in place. There were small holes in it. It whistled softly as I breathed right through it. Trying and failing to make words, I realised all I could do was moan. It was useless.

	Hands re-entered from the darkness and I saw the needle. I tried in vain to escape its approach. A tear came to my eye and trickled slowly down my cheek. I thought I was watching a movie in slow motion. This can't be real. It came up to the left side of my neck and a hand on my forehead turned my face away. I felt the prick as it was pushed easily into my neck then withdrawn. I was stunned.

	For a few minutes nothing happened.

	The first thing I noticed was my mouth was no longer dry. I had started to swallow my excess saliva. Before long I started tingling all over and I could feel goose bumps on my skin. Warm and cool flushes swept over me as the sensitivity of my skin increased.

	Fingertips began lightly caressing the insides of my straining thighs. I groaned and closed my eyes. They passed wetly over my open vagina and I trembled in shame. I raised my head and opened my eyes to look down my body. I swallowed again. For the first time I saw my denuded form. I had been shaved bare. The fingers explored me from my anus to my bloated clitoris. They glistened in the light, betraying my arousal. I heard more snickering. My head fell back to the table, jaw clenched, blushing to the core.

	The fingers stopped caressing me. I fought not to shudder in pleasure. I was being pinched. Right on my clitoris. As the pressure mounted in my twitching clit, I realised it was actually being clamped. I looked down to see the same twisting motion of the wrist preceding each increasingly painful squeeze. The muscles of my legs began to vibrate in sympathy. At last the twisting stopped, and I watched in horror as another wire was attached to the end of the metal clamp.

	I coughed on my saliva and felt drool burst through the gag to drip down my chin. My head fell backwards again and I moaned and swallowed. This was beyond my worst nightmare. A nagging repetitious pulse of pleasure began in my clit. My skin flushed and small contractions rippled through my pussy. A single droplet of moisture trickled down over the sensitive skin of my anus.

	You fucking slut! You LIKE this???

	I almost gasped at my thoughts. I never thought like that. I concentrated and forgave myself. It was the drugs. It was all the drugs. My pussy was wet and my clit was pulsing. My nipples ached atop my swollen breasts. My skin was tingling. Trickles of sweat made their way at the whim of gravity. And it was all right, because it wasn't my fault. It was the drugs. Some part of my psyche was being added to, or toyed with, or torn away. I couldn't move. I couldn't protest. I resolved to get through this alive.

	My hair was matted to my forehead and my body was hot. A cool breeze wafted over my skin as though a nearby door had been opened and closed. I moaned as I felt the prick of another needle at the base of my clitoris. Tingling heat radiated throughout my groin and pelvis. My pussy clenched and more warm juice bubbled down over my asshole. A new haze began to cloud my brain. I turned my head, trying to mentally escape, and I drooled openly onto the tabletop. In moments an incredible pain enveloped me and I lost consciousness.

	I awoke in a different position and by comparison was much more comfortable. At first I thought I was floating free. I tried to move and found I was held in place just as securely as before. Peering down, I saw wide leather belts buckled around my wrists and upper arms, holding them by my sides. My breasts had ballooned, turning faintly purple. My thighs and calves were supported in stirrups and were also bound by thick belts, still spread lewdly, but not as wide as before. I was thankful. There were whispered voices but I could not quite hear them. I rested my head again, forcing myself to swallow my copious spit.

	My brain was still hazy. I thought I could hear an alarm clock buzzing in the distance that wasn't loud enough to get anyone's attention. It slowly dawned on me that the buzzing was coming from within me. I could feel it. I was jerked fully awake by an electric current searing through my flesh. My nipples and clit exploded in pain. My chest heaved and shuddered, my breasts shaking on my chest as my resolve buckled in pain. For a split second I was afraid I wouldn't be able to control my bladder. Then it stopped.

	Sucking in huge breaths and blinking with fear, I sensed movement between my obscenely spread legs. I lifted my head. Standing at the apex of my thighs was a male torso, dressed in a lab coat. A small black box with dials was in one of his hands. Wires ran from it. His fingers moved over the top of the box.

	As one of his hands twisted, I convulsed and cackling erupted around me. The pain in my nipples and clit was so intense I wondered whether unconsciousness would claim me again. His hand twisted again and the pain subsided, leaving a tingling chill that set my clit and nipples throbbing. With another twist, I threw my head back and screamed into the gag as my body shook. It stopped just as suddenly.

	I breathed hard and felt more drool drip down my cheeks to my neck. I was sweating profusely now and my whole body flushed hotly. I heard whispering from close by. It sounded like I had cotton wool in my ears. Only the last few words were clear.

	"All right. If you really can't wait."

	Muted chuckling came from across the room. I looked in its direction. A hand slid into the hair on top of my head and took hold, pulling my face roughly back in the opposite direction. A large and very hard cock was wiped all over my chin and neck, gathering my drool as lubricant. I stared at it as it glistened, the latex clad fist sliding fluidly up and down its length. A voice above me chuckled. The hard cock slapped my cheek. Then it slapped the other.

	The air seemed to press in on me as I watched with lurid fascination, constantly swallowing the saliva that welled in my mouth. The thought that it was a beautiful cock floated across my mind. Held in a gloved fist, the cock started whipping across my face. It was so hard I shuddered with each strike. I closed my eyes and was immediately hit with a jolt of current that seared through my genitals. My body convulsed and my eyes flew open. The current ceased.

	The slapping resumed a bit softer. A gentle current started in my clit and my pussy tingled in pleasure. Slowly it increased until I started moaning. My clit was caught between pleasure and pain as my teeth bore down on the gag. I felt like I was going to cum. My eyes fluttered closed and the suddenness of the excruciating pain sucked the air from my lungs. For an eternity I was held in a purgatory of pain as the cock slapped my face even harder. The pain spiked and my eyes bugged open. It ended abruptly and the pleasant pulses returned. I swallowed insanely and a huge breath was sucked into my lungs. I resolved to keep my eyes open.

	The beautiful cock was now being furiously stroked right before my eyes. Spatters of pre-cum flew in silvery loops, landing on my face and distorting the chosen trails of the perspiration trickling down from my forehead.

	The fingers in my hair tightened as the cock expanded, growing thicker and longer. The latex fist stroking it accelerated, my face no longer being slapped. The grunting from above the cock increased in volume. Suddenly a great gout of white-hot cum flew from the end of the cock. It splattered across my face, bridging my nose and across my right eye. I shut my eyes and was immediately jolted. Just as quickly I opened them again, a string of cum stretched across my eyelashes. Another thrust through the gloved fist and the cock erupted again. Ropes of cum flew across my face and over the gag in my mouth. I could taste it coming through the holes and instinctively pushed it out, along with a mouthful of drool.

	Again I was lit with pain as another jet of hot fluid launched from the cock. It landed right on my mouth, pooling around the gag. Swallowing madly, I ate the salty mess, diluted in my spit. I hoped to avoid the pain and none came. The gentle vibrations returned, slowly increasing until I almost couldn't stand it. My clit felt like it was twitching and my cunt was a flood. Pulses of cum were stroked down the length of the cock and dripped directly onto the porous gag in my mouth. I swallowed and swallowed, delirious with insane pleasure. Eyes wide open and out of my mind.

	The cock withdrew into the darkness. The pleasure running through my body abruptly ceased just as I was about to cum. I whimpered before I knew what I was doing. I shook my head, trying to clear my tortured mind. A needle was pushed into my thigh and withdrawn.

	The lights went out and I lay alone for what seemed like hours. My aching body was drenched in sweat and my face crisscrossed with cooling cum. My mind floated. Lurid images formed and dissipated. My thoughts zeroed in on myself and I had an out of body experience. I was examining my wet cunt and tut-tutting at myself. My entire crotch was wet. My ass sat in a pool of my own secretions and my cunt visibly pulsed. I shook my head, trying to push away the crazy thoughts. Finally sleep threw its shroud over me, and I fitfully dreamt of enormous cocks, the taste of cum, and of pain.

	I was roused by footsteps, and cringed as the light was turned back on. Time had passed but I had no idea how much. I could hear them more clearly. I wondered if it was the same day. I listened to the footsteps around me and shuddered. There were more.

	Clearing my throat, I was surprised to hear myself. The gag was no longer in my mouth but I was insanely thirsty. A gloved hand, wrapped around a glass, entered the light on my left. Fingers took hold of my hair and lifted my head.

	"Thank you," I whispered as the contents were slowly tipped into my mouth. It was thick and sweet and for a moment tasted almost pleasant. Then I noticed the oily texture and consistency. I sputtered as I realised it was warm cum. I tried to close my mouth. I saw the torso return to its position between my legs, little black box at the ready. Another hand entered from the other side and pinched my nose. It wasn't necessary. My mouth opened and I swallowed over and over as the whole glass was slowly tipped down my throat. The hand behind my head lay me back down and my eyes blinked at the light above me.

	"Good girl," said a deep voice from above. "She'll feel it in a minute."

	Mindlessly I tried to rid my mouth of the taste of sickly sweet cum. At first I swallowed almost continuously. Then, as a light, stomach-fluttering warmth crept up on me, I found the taste unnervingly pleasant. Again my body trembled, this time in pleasure. I almost giggled, I felt so good. A crazy laugh was released from deep in my chest as current shot into my body. The pain peaked, and I moaned as it receded. Fingers clad in latex ran through my hair. I leaned gently against them.

	 

	An electric motor whirred and startled me. The table below my head fell away and my neck bent back. Hands made for my face holding some nondescript contraption. Fear of the unknown engulfed me. My nose was held closed and again I opened my mouth to breathe. Two strong fingers slid between my lips. Instinctively I started sucking them. It was strangely comforting.

	"Soon she won't need it."

	Chuckles echoed around the room. I wondered what was funny. The fingers I was sucking curled under my tongue, taking a firm grip on my lower jaw. They gently pulled down, opening my mouth widely. The effort required to fight them was beyond me.

	What more could they do?

	The fingers slipped from my mouth and I whimpered. They held my chin down, keeping my mouth wide open while something plastic was fitted into it and slotted into place. The fingers guided my lower jaw and my teeth locked into place around it. I felt a buckle being tightened around the back of my head. I investigated the contraption with my tongue. At first I thought it was the ball again, but the ball itself was missing. The thing in my mouth was smooth and circular. I swallowed. My saliva was starting again.

	Someone said, "I love this part."

	Suddenly I was staring into the face of a... a slut. Her manic eyes stared back at me. Smudged mascara had run in rivulets down her cheeks. Her hair lay mussed and matted to her forehead. She had dark circles under her eyes. Looking down, I could see the ring gag fitted between her teeth, holding her mouth wide open. I almost laughed when I realised it was me. I waggled my tongue at myself. I looked like a drug addict. Gone were the Fifth Avenue clothes. Gone was the attitude, the self-confidence. It was still me, strangely attractive in a wild kind of way. One last thought struck me before the mirror was taken away.

	I look like a fucktoy.

	My head was laid back down. The warm current flowed through my clit and nipples and I forgot about how I looked. Then I felt something smooth and gentle teasing my pussy. It was warm and round and running up and down, just between my lips. I looked down to see the man in the lab coat, the black box in one hand, and an enormous cock being pushed downward toward my entrance in the other.

	The tingling in my nipples and clit heightened. Agonisingly slowly the cock pushed into me, stretching me like I'd never been stretched before. I wanted to wrap my legs around this man's back and pull him into me, but I couldn't. My legs were still widely stretched apart. I wished he were naked so I could see his body. What is happening to me? He wasn't touching any other part of me. I was going to be fucked, and I had little to do with it. I shuddered at my thoughts as he slid deeper into me, gliding on a sea of my juices. He started to fuck me slowly. My cunt contracted wildly as the pleasant current running through me was doubled. An orgasm, the likes of which I'd never known, grew deep in my belly.

	It's the drugs!

	A hand slid into my hair and guided my head down. Right down until my head was bent back. A strap appeared and went over my forehead and was tightened, holding my head in place. Beside me appeared a male torso, in an open lab coat. Hanging from his fly was another enormous cock. His gloved hand lifted and stroked it into pulsing hardness. In my inverted position I had no doubt what was going to happen. I was about to get my mouth fucked.

	Like a fucktoy.

	Through the ring gag it passed and over my tongue, pressing against the roof of my mouth. It was hard and hot and silky and spongy all at once. My saliva covered it and bubbled from the corners of my lips as it slid relentlessly and endlessly into my mouth. Then down my throat.

	This is it. I'm going to die.

	I couldn't breathe and I gagged fitfully around the thickness plugging my throat. In a moment its stretching length was withdrawn long enough for me to swallow. I drew a tortured breath before it pushed mercilessly into my throat again. Over and over the ritual was repeated. Spit had reached my hairline and blocked my nose. I stared into space and tried desperately to relax. All the while the cock in my cunt fucked me slowly. I wanted to scream. I wanted to be fucked hard.

	What am I saying!

	The cock impaling my throat was in a rhythm. In, out, swallow, breath. I wondered at how easy it was to deep throat a cock when I had no choice. None whatsoever. My clit sparkled with pleasure and my nipples throbbed almost painfully. The knot of orgasm had curled around the muscles in my pussy. It was getting closer. I was getting fucked harder.

	A grunt and a moan roused me from my thoughts and I crashed back to reality with a cock pistoning into my throat and its load bursting from the tip, coating me from teeth to esophagus in hot cum. I struggled to spit out as much as I could.

	I screamed as the current went from one to a hundred in the blink of an eye. In another blink the same warmth was spreading through me. "Make sure you swallow that cum, whore," said the man with the black box.

	Yes! Yes! I will! I promise!

	Someone at to my right said, "Hit her again. It looks fuckin great."

	The current spiked again and I shuddered involuntarily, muscles seizing. The man with the black box was groaning as he fucked me harder and harder. I was moaning and pleading. Once more it stopped. The hot tingles returned, rocking my body. He plunged deeply into me and shuddered. A hot wetness filled my cunt and I felt every twitch of his cock as he blew his seed into me.

	I felt the cock in my cunt withdraw as a new cock was pushed into my mouth. Its endless length pushed deeply into me. I was beyond gagging and immediately this new cock started fucking my throat even faster than the first. Fingers curled around my aching breasts, holding them like handlebars for leverage. My empty pussy was not left that way for long. In moments it was filled to bursting, an even larger cock stretching me and pushing out cum.

	Now I was really getting it. The cock in my cunt fucked me hard and fast. I was gagging and swallowing and pushing out spit around the cock mercilessly fucking my throat. I moaned hotly as the current increased. I was going to cum and cum hard.

	An unholy CRACK sounded and pain exploded across my breasts. I writhed uncontrollably as the cock in my mouth pushed deep into my throat and exploded, pulsing hard and drawing moans from above me. Again and again the cock throbbed, heating my belly as I swallowed it all down. Suddenly it was gone and before I could complain another impossibly large organ was pushed through the ring gag and straight down my throat.

	Another CRACK sounded, followed by excruciating fire ricocheting through me. The cock stretching my throat muffled my moaning. The whistling of the whip cutting through the air pierced my senses. Again and again my breasts were whipped. Just when I thought I could take no more, it stopped.

	The burning need to cum was driving me insane. Again and again cocks fucked my greasy throat and swampy cunt, spewing their thick cum into me. I swallowed and swallowed. The flow of current increased and I began to shake uncontrollably. I felt the touch of one then two then three hands. More came and were joined by unseen mouths and tongues, caressing and licking and kissing my flesh. Teeth began to bite. My breasts were bitten all over. My stomach felt marked and I writhed with the feel of teeth pulling at my skin. I felt like I was on the edge of a cliff, my body spasming, threatening to send me into the abyss. Another cock slid into my mouth while I was still swallowing cum and another cock was pushed up my cunt. With each new cock the dial was turned up and I groaned and trembled.

	Finally, as I was being pounded relentlessly from both ends, a searing orgasm snaked around me and squeezed the scream of a wanton whore from my chest, just as the current spiked. I was held there shuddering and spasming by the flow of electricity as pure pleasure raced through my nerve endings, side by side with unmitigated pain. I came and came and came. I moaned and gurgled with another mouthful of cum. My mind felt like it was hazing over as my cunt was filled again. I could hear voices but I could hardly understand them as I built to another orgasm and another cock was pushed down my throat.

	"Are we doing her ass tomorrow?"

	"Yeah, just three days 'til she's released."

	"It's great how she forgets everything."

	"Yeah, like having a virgin, over and over."

	"Drugs are great."

	"Let's make her cum again."

	"Yeah."
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