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It started with a dog collar.

I was an empathic sort of girl, constantly worried about what others felt, whether their feelings would be hurt, particularly by my actions or words, whether they were happy or not. I very much wanted people to be happy, especially my friends, especially with me. I was not one to stand out much, but more one who went along with the crowd, whether I wanted to or not. I wore what was expected of me, fashion wise, wore my hair in what most considered a properly fashionable style and in an acceptable color.

Like a lot of teenagers, I really didn’t overuse my mind, but let others dictate what I should do, how I should dress and look, how I should behave, and, mostly, what I should believe in. That was just the way it was. I guess we all thought of ourselves as modern and independent and so much more sophisticated than our parents. But of course, we weren’t.

Sex. Sex was power. All the girls knew that, even if we didn’t quite grasp the technicalities of how to use it.  Even my little sister, who was three years younger than me, knew it. We all knew we had to look hot and dressed accordingly. For some of us, that was harder than for others, of course. There were fat girls, who my group mostly mocked behind their backs, and who I felt terribly sorry for. Ugly girls, shy girls, girls with really bad fashion choices, girls who just never seemed to fit in. But for the rest of us, fitting in was everything, and that meant being hot.

Being hot made me feel all squishy inside (as I thought of it). The way the guys looked at me, the thoughts which were probably going on in their perverted little heads, and the often-rude comments they’d make about us and our body parts both embarrassed and excited me in a strange, unfathomable way which I only began to understand as I got older.

I sailed through most of my teenage years in a predictable fashion, including losing my virginity in the back seat of a car - when drunk. I had a boyfriend here and there, for a week, a month, even a year at one point, but our personalities, who we are, was altering so rapidly in those years that you might be in sync with someone for only a short time before wondering what you ever saw in them.

The end of high school hit me kind of hard. Everything I was, well, it was tied up in being a high school girl. Now what? Adulthood? What a boring state that was! I’d watched my parents and other adults for years, and all they ever seemed to do was work and complain. I didn’t want to spend my life working in a cubicle complaining about my miserable boss and all the horrible rules and how boring everything was.

So, without school I was sort of lost. I didn’t know what I wanted to do, just what I didn’t want to do. I didn’t want to go to college. I didn’t want to work for a living. I wanted to see the world. Or at least, have some sort of adventurous life. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the money needed for an adventurous life. And the only person who I knew who did was going off to university instead, to Yale.

Even if I was of a mind to go to college, Yale was way out of my class. Emily’s family had money, though. Well, not that we were poor, but there’s middle class, and then there’s rich. Emily’s family were, well, borderline rich anyway. They didn’t have chauffeur driven limousine or yachts or private jets, but they had a nice big house and apparently lots of money.

I had spent a ton of time at Em’s house during my teenage years, since she was my best friend. We were pretty identical in most ways. Except her long hair was dark while mine was blonde. We had pretty much the same build, which was about average for teenage girls. She was a bit bustier than me while I was maybe an inch taller than her. 

I knew the house, the grounds, and her family really well, and they knew me. I was always over there with Em, sharing her good fortune, as it were. Why hang around my place when she had a pool table, a giant screen TV with a zillion video games, a movie theater, and huge back yard with swimming pool, trampoline and tennis court.

So anyway, there I was, kind of lost. The gang I’d hung around with for like forever was splitting up, going off to a bunch of different colleges, a couple of the guys joining the military, another one going off to learn how to be a forest range of all things, one girl joining the peace corps, others getting an assortment of jobs which didn’t allow for a lot of hanging around together except on weekends.

My little sister Chloe gloried in her hotness at high school, doing all the things I had loved doing, hanging around with her friends, taunting the guys, relaxing and enjoying life. And that made it even harder, because while she was laying out back with her tiny bikini getting a tan, I was fucking working! That sucked!

I got a job at a hotel for a bit, which I really hated. Then I tried a video store, but dealing with customers was a pain in the ass. Without the same old group around me I was looking at new things, new ideas. My hair, for example, had been pretty much the same style of blonde forever. It was rich and glossy and straight, fell well below my shoulders in back, and was parted just slightly to the left with long, silky bangs flowing to left and right around my forehead.

If I did it right, the bangs on the left would curl in a little just to the side of my eye, while the bangs on the right, longer, would slide to the side and merge with the hair spilling down over my shoulder. I thought of it as sophisticated, but now I was reconsidering my whole look. I was feeling rebellious and wondering how to look the part.

The goth look kind of intrigued me. I was unhappy, and wasn’t that pretty much what they were all about? I had some black clothes. All I needed was to pick up a few accessories. One of those accessories was a studded dog collar. 

So, one evening, wearing my goth look, eyes painted darkly, lips covered in black lipstick, wearing a studded wrist band, with a chain belt, black jeans, black top, I ran into Mr. Smith when I was on my way to catch a bus downtown to find a club.

Smith was Em’s father. I’d known him for five or six years, of course, by then.

“Nicky? Is that you?” he asked in obvious disapproval.

“Uhm, Hi, Mr. Smith,” I said, feeling a bit uneasy.

I mean, sure, my parents hated the new look, too. But they were my parents, you know. I could yell at them, glare at them, shout and jump up and down. I couldn’t do any of that with Mr. Smith. I mean, he was Em’s dad! 

“Well, this is new,” he said doubtfully.

Em’s father was cool, by the way, not like mine. He looked young and athletic, with wide shoulders and no belly. He used to be some sort of track star at college, and now he was some sort of investment analyst. But he was always the kind of guy you didn’t fuck around with. When he said to do something, you did it, and NOW. You know? Still, he wasn’t like, a yeller or anything. He didn’t try to boss us around and his rules weren’t all that strict. He was just strict about you minding the ones he did have.

“So what are you doing nowadays?” he asked. “We miss you at the house. Mrs. Smith asked about you the other day.”

“Oh well, this and that,” I said.

“Are you working?”

“I uh, quit a job at the video store,” I said. 

“I thought you were working at a hotel.”

“Yeah, well, that wasn’t for me,” I said, shifting my weight uncomfortably from one foot to the other.

He reached out suddenly, and ran a finger doubtfully along the dog collar, then gripped the tags hanging from the front and tugged a bit.

“What is this?” he asked.

“Uhm...”

I went up onto the balls of my feet momentarily at the pull, but then he released the tags right away. “It’s uh, just a look I’m trying out,” I said.

“A dog collar?”

I shrugged uncomfortably. How did one explain fashion to adults?

“I hope all that black gunk in your hair washes out.”

“Uhm, yeah. I’m thinking of dying it but...”

He shook his head. “Come by the house tomorrow morning.”

“But I - .”

“Around ten.”

And then he walked off. I frowned after him but shrugged and continued on to the club. Maybe he knew someone who had a job. I wasn’t altogether happy about the thought. My father had offered to find me something too, but I’d turned him down. If someone found me a job then I’d have to kind of, well, stay at it, even if I hated it, at least for a while. And I’d feel pressure to do it well so they wouldn’t get upset with me.

I guess I was starting to become kind of a slacker, and resented pressure to do more at something I didn’t want to do at all, you know? 

But like I said, he was Em’s dad, so it wasn’t like I could give him the finger and not show up. I wandered across the park and climbed over the fence then trotted through the woods to the edge of his property. There was another fence there, a higher one, but me and Em knew a tree to climb right beside so we could drop down on the inside.

I didn’t dress up or anything. I did wash the black stuff out of my hair, but aside from that I dressed in midriff baring tank top, tight, low riding jeans, and sneakers, exactly like me and Em always dressed. My hair was brushed out nicely just like usual, and of course, I wasn’t wearing the dog collar or any of the black makeup or goth stuff.

I wasn’t sure goth stuff was for me, to be honest. Someone had called me a goody two shoes, and a princess, and I was trying to prove something to myself, I guess, that I wasn’t this prissy little girl, you know.

Mr. Smith worked from home. He served his clients over the phone and placed orders on the computer. I didn’t knock - I hadn’t knocked in five years - but walked right in and started looking around for him.

He found me in the bar downstairs - which was like a real bar, in a way, with a huge glossy bar just like you’d find in a pub, and a dozen tables for when he had guests - or really, when Em or her brother Donnie did.

“Ah, here you are, and looking human again,” he said.

I shrugged.

“Come upstairs with me.”

I followed him down the hall, past the theater, the games room, the spa with its sauna, and up the stairs to the main room, then out back to the east patio that overlooked the pool.

I was prepared for a lecture on adulthood and the need to find work, much like the kind I’d already gotten from my father, and I wasn’t disappointed.

I just shrugged a lot, which seemed to frustrate him almost as it had my father when he’d given me the lecture.

“So, what do you plan to do this week?” he finally demanded a bit crossly.

I shrugged. “I dunno,” I said.

“Are you planning on looking for work?”

“I’m looking in the want ads,” I said defensively.

He snorted. “The want ads are where they put jobs that they’re having trouble finding people for,” he said. “The great majority of jobs are never advertised because they don’t need to advertise them. There’s always a list of applicants at every restaurant, every store, every business, from people who have gone there and already applied.”

I shrugged.

“So, you have no job skills or education, and no real desire to get any.”

I opened my mouth to protest, though honesty compelled me to admit to myself he was right.

“Tell you what, you can work here.”

I closed my mouth, surprised.

“You know I hate having strangers around the house,” he said. “That’s why we don’t have any live in servants, just the maid service that comes in the mornings, and the gardeners and the pool service. You should be able to do just about all those things, and that will give you some skills, as well as a job history.”

“Uhm, but I...”

The idea was not unattractive. I mean, I loved this place, and while it would be weird to work here if Em was here, well, she wasn’t.

“Yes, I like the idea,” he said. “You can do a lot of things for me. All I need to do is teach you how. You can learn how to make my drinks for one.” 

He gave a little bark of laughter.

“If you prove responsible and capable I’ll even teach you some office work and maybe bring you with me on a few trips to act as gopher and secretary. We’ll call you my aide. But not for a while, not until you prove you’re reliable. What do you think?”

“Uhm, I dunno,” I said, shrugging helplessly.

“Then it’s settled. You start right now.”

“But I -.”

“What were you making at the video store?”

“Ten bucks an hour,” I said.

“I’ll pay you twenty. How’s that sound?”

It sounded pretty fucking good, to be honest.

‘Uhm, okay.”

“First thing you need to do is forget you know me. I’m your boss now. Call me sir, whenever you address me. I want to get you into the mindset of being at work. Got it?”

“Uhm, yes... sir,” I said.

It was actually kind of cool. I mean, we went back to the bar, and he taught me how to make a bunch of drinks, especially his favorites. Then we went back upstairs. I changed into one of my bikinis - I had a couple in the pool house - and he showed me how to clean the pool, how to put in the chemicals, how to change the filter, and a bunch of other stuff. It was actually kind of interesting. I mean, I’d been in the pool a lot but had no idea what it took to keep it operating. Not even where the water came in.

He said discipline was what I lacked - which I guess I couldn’t really argue with, and so he said my first task would be to do exactly as I was told, without question, without protest, every single time, whenever he gave an order, and to say, “Yes sir!” right away.

He said that was how they produced discipline in the military. So, there we were by the pool, and he sits back and starts to test me by barking orders. I was holding the long-handled net at the time, and he says.

“Stand straight! Chest out! Shoulders back. Feet together! Hold that net straight!”

Well, of course I did.

‘You forgot to say yes sir,” he said.

“Uhm, yes sir.”

“I didn’t hear you, girlie!”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

“Now hold it sideways!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Now hold it straight out!”

“Yes, sir!”

I tried, but the thing started getting heavy and started to angle downward more and more.

“You’re weak, soldier!” he said, though he was grinning when he said it.

“Give me fifty pushups!”

“You must be kidding,” I said.

He gave me that look and I sighed and said “Yes, sir.”

I dropped to my belly, but two pushups were all I could manage. He shook his head.

“You’re healthy enough but you have no muscle tone.”

He took my arm and made me make a fist as he squeezed my bicep, shaking his head at my pitiful state of fitness.

“Sad,” he said. “But after you’ve been running around here for a while, young lady, you’re going to have muscles.”

I tried sit-ups then, and he shook his head and took my hand, half yanking me to my feet, then pulled me into the house behind him.

“Sad. Just pitiful,” he said.

“Well, I uhm, I’m not fat or anything!” I protested as I was dragged along behind him.

“You will be! Do you see how many fat women are out there? You need to start a fitness regimen and there’s no better place than here.”

He pulled me along, still holding my hand, but it was, you know, a chaste thing. He pulled me into the gym, which didn’t surprise me, and finally let go of my hand.

“Okay now,” he said.

I started to feel a little self-conscious about my being in a bikini about then. I mean, it was okay by the pool, but now, inside the house, in air-conditioned coolness of the gym, it felt a little, I don’t know, weird. I felt kind of exposed. But Mr. Smith didn’t give me any time to think, really. He had me on one set of equipment after another until I collapsed breathlessly on the carpeted floor, gasping, chest heaving.

“What are you doing on the floor, soldier?” he demanded, leaning over me.

I groaned weakly.

“You’ve got no wind, no air. Your chest isn’t used to working! Your blood isn’t used to flowing! Your heart isn’t used to pumping! Well, we’re going to change that!”

He let me rest until my chest wasn’t pumping like a bellows, at least, then yanked me to my feet and on to the next piece of gear. This, he said, was something simple. He pulled me over to where a bar hung above. Then he reached up, gripped it, and pulled himself up and down several times, doing chin-ups.

He pushed me under it and I shook my head. “I can’t!”

“You can’t until you try!”

He moved behind me, taking my wrists in his big hands and lifted them straight up into the air. He was strong enough that he could actually lift me into the air so that, in effect, I hung from my wrists, at least for a few seconds, until he put my hands against the bar and I closed my fingers around it.

“Now try,” he ordered.

I tried, well, okay, not very hard, and he shook his head.

“I can’t,” I said, dropping back to the floor.

He gripped my wrists and lifted me into the air again, putting my hands against the bar.

“Are you disobeying a direct order?” he demanded.

He reached out to the window next to us. There was a venetian blind on it, a miniblinds actually. Anyway, there was a three-foot-long plastic rod hanging from it, the one you use to turn the blinds in and out, and he lifted it off its hook and then smacked me on the ass!

“Ow!”

“One chin up! Now! Do it! Show me you’re trying!”

I grunted with effort, lifting myself halfway, and started to sink down, and he smacked my ass again, so it stung.

“Ow!”

“Up! Up! UP!”

He smacked my butt again, and then again, and I forced my chin up to the bar, then back down again.

“Excellent!” he said.

He wrapped his arms around me and gave me a hug. Well, it wasn’t like it was the first time. Like I said, I’d known him for years.

“All you needed was a little inspiration,” he said, grinning and waving the little plastic rod at me.

“That stung,” I protested weakly.

“Got the job done, didn’t it?”

It had, and I liked his approval. God knows I hadn’t gotten a lot of it lately.

“So, let’s try one more.”

I groaned but this time he put his big hands on either side of my waist and lifted me up.

Again, I felt that odd little sense of... I don’t know... like I was overexposed around him, even if he was Em’s father. I mean, he wasn’t MY father. His hands on my bare waist, just below my ribs, well, and me hanging by my wrists, my body all stretched out in a bikini while he watched... I couldn’t really articulate what I was feeling but it was a bit sexy for some reason, and uncomfortable.

I got most of the way up to the top and he hit my butt playfully with the rod again several times, which got me all the way up. Then I got another hug.

After that he brought me back outside and made me do two circuits of his yard, then dive into the pool and do a few laps before I got anything to eat.

It didn’t feel unnatural to be around him in my bikini all this time, but I was aware of myself, aware of how little clothing I was wearing, of how I looked. The bikini was green - my favorite color - and chosen to make me look good to the boys who would be over at the pool with me and Em. The cups were triangles, showing some curvy breast, and the bottoms were low on my hips.

So, I was feeling a bit, I don’t know, sexual, in a way, though I was sure he hadn’t noticed a thing. I mean, he was Emily’s dad! And while it was true, I suppose, that I was accounted an adult, I still felt like a little girl around him.

We ate lunch together on the patio, me still in my bikini, and chatted a little. He kept reminding me to say sir and threatened to go back to the gym and get the little plastic rod a couple of times.

“Yes, your majesty,” I said at one point.

“Your majesty. I like that,” he said thoughtfully.

I giggled.

“Maybe you should refer to me as your majesty from now on.”

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“How about your holiness?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Hmm. You can bow like the Japanese do and call me Smith-san.”

I wrinkled my nose.

“Or you could salute.”

“I’m not in the army!” I protested.

“Just for that impertinence, and forgetting to say sir again, give me two laps, missy! Now!”

I opened my mouth to protest, but he had a serious look as he pointed his finger at the pool.

I rolled my eyes, but obeyed, going over, jumping in the pool, and doing a couple of laps. What the hell. I was getting twenty dollars an hour. If this was work, it was easy to deal with. Okay, it was tiring, but it wasn’t boring or stupid.

I pulled myself out of the pool a little breathlessly, squeezing the water out of my hair.

“There’s no towel,” I grumped.

“The sun will dry you.”

I was still innocent enough, by the way, that I still hadn’t a clue that he was doing anything but helping out a girl he’d known for years. I hadn’t caught him staring at my boobs or anything. I didn’t see anything sexual in any of his behavior, But I was feeling kind of sexual in my bikini around him. Now dripping wet as I went to sit down again.

“No, no. No slacking on the job. There’s work to be done.”

“What?”

He gave me a look.

“What work, sir?” I asked.

Have a look at this grass.”

I shrugged. It was grass. What was there to say about it. Ah, but there was a ton to be said about it, as he led me around the yard, around the house, showing me grass, showing me patches of little weeds and crab grass, making me get down on hands and knees to pull a few weeds, showing me how to work them out gently so the roots came out.

Then he was showing me the riding mower, which was a lot cooler, and I got to ride around on it some and cut some grass. We then went around where the flower beds were and again, I was soon on all fours, pulling weeds here and there.

“You’ll do a morning inspection of every flower bed,” he said. “And if I find weeds afterward, you’ll be punished. Understand, young lady?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“We’ll have to come up with something other than laps, but until you can actually do a push-up, a chin-up, or a sit-up unaided we’re not left with a lot.
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My muscles ached the next morning, but I got out to his place, and then started checking the flowers, then mowed one of the sections of the lawn (I was to do one section each day). I skimmed the pool and checked the chemicals. Then I took the long-handled bristle brush he’d shown me and worked it in and around all the patio furniture to wipe away any spider webs that had gotten started.

And then Mr. Smith came and grabbed me, picked me up over his shoulder, and carried me, protesting, around the house where he threw me into the pool.

“Four laps,” he said.

“But... but... but!”

“Then I’ll show you the weeds I found.”

I was staring up at him from the pool, clad in tank top, jeans and tennis shoes, a bit annoyed, but I resignedly took off my shoes, tossed them up on the side, and did the four laps before climbing out.

“It’s a good thing I didn’t have my cell phone on me,” I grumbled.

“Am I hearing complaints from my employee?” he asked.

“Well, you could have warned me!”

He picked me up and threw me into the pool again.

“Four laps.”

“But Mr. Smith!”

“Obedience! Discipline!”

So I did four laps and came out of the pool panting and dripping wet.

Again, it didn’t really occur to me that a girl in a tight tank top dripping wet would be something he might have been interested in viewing. I didn’t feel sexual or exploited or anything as he led me back around the house to the flower bed I’d missed.

I changed into my bikini after that while I let my clothes dry. Since the rest of the work was inside that made me feel oddly exposed again, and more than a little sexual as he explained to me the things in his office, how to work the fax machine, the photocopier, the scanner, and stuff, and some of the files he had that he wanted me to file.

I mean, it was an office, even if it was his house, and I was in a bikini, my hair still damp.

After that it was in the gym, and again he smacked my ass with the plastic rod a few times; first when I was trying to do a couple of chin-ups, then when I was touching my toes. It was playful, though it stung a little, and again, I was too innocent to think he meant anything by it other than a kind of physical encouragement for me to work harder.

He had me work with a few weights then, which felt a bit more sexual, because he had me lay down on a weight bench. Then he had this bar over my head with really small weights he wanted me to lift up and down a few times. It wasn’t overly hard, but for balance I wound up spreading my legs wide. He stood over my head, his groin very close to my face as I looked up, to be honest.

After that we had lunch, where I again wound up in the pool doing laps for forgetting to call him sir.

His wife, by the way, did a lot of traveling. She was in Europe that month, so we were all alone at the house. That didn’t bother me or anything. Me and Em were often alone there. It was a big, rambling house with only the four of them living there, and they had busy lives.

That first week I went home exhausted every afternoon and woke up with aching muscles every morning. I always missed some weed or something, or I forgot to say sir, so that he tossed me into the pool, and after the third day I started changing into my bikini as soon as I got there.

He also used that plastic rod on my butt a few times every day in the gym, so that I finally started to develop a very mild suspicion that he liked hitting my bikini clad butt. I dismissed it as silly, though.

After just a week of hard work my body was actually starting to get into a little bit of decent shape. After two weeks it was showing marked improvement. I mean, I could do sit-ups and push-ups and chin-ups - though not many, admittedly. I could at least do them! That made me feel kind of proud of myself.

I was still only wearing my bikini every day because his main punishment for any transgression was still to pick me up unannounced and toss me into the pool. Hey, as punishments went, it was pretty cool, I mean, for a job, you know.

I was getting used to calling him sir all the time, too, so that I usually didn’t even have to think about it anymore. And he’d do these “Simon says” things to teach me to obey instantly, like you’d do in the military. Only instead of right-turn, left-turn, etc. he’d just have me do other stuff.

“Stand straight, at attention. Shoulders back, chest out, feet together!” he barked.

We always did this stuff on the lawn, which was good, because I always wound up flat on my back.

It was particularly hot today, though, and I was already sweating a bit. My hair was pulled back in a pony tail, and I was wearing my black bikini. “Five touch toes,” he said.

I bent forward, touching my toes, then straightened, arms straight and high above me, then down again, then up, then down, then up as he walked slowly around me.

“Now, legs apart, touch opposite toes. Five of em! Move it, move it, move it!”

I shifted my legs apart and obeyed, touching my right toes with my left hand and vice versa.

“On your belly, soldier! Give me ten push-ups!”

I couldn’t do ten yet, but I tried, then collapsed, groaning.

His foot pressed against my butt. “Weak!” he said. “You’ll have to pick up the pace, soldier.”

He drew back. “All right. Stand up. Run to the fence and back. Run, run, run!”

I ran, then collapsed, panting.

“Pretty weak time.”

“My legs are sore,” I groaned.

“Phht. Fine then, do it again, back to the fence and then back here. Only crawl.”

“Crawl!?”

“You hear me, baby. Crawl like a baby. There and back. Move it, move it, move it!”

So, I crawled. The grass was thick and soft and clean, and I felt kind of goofy crawling over to the fence, which was not a short way, by the way, then crawling back.

He laughed and shook his head. “Maybe you should have worn your dog collar today.”

I gave him a look and he smirked. 

“Maybe we’ll make this your regular punishment,” he said. “Whenever you act like a baby you’ll crawl like one.”

Thereafter, I wound up crawling to and from the fence at least a few times every day, sometimes with him lending inspiration at first by smacking my butt with the plastic rod. And I was always so hot and panting and sweaty and had grass stains on my knees, so if he didn’t throw me into the pool, I’d throw myself in.

The first time he slapped my butt with just his hand I was in his office leaning over a table, going through some papers. He wasn’t in the room but arrived unnoticed, and slapped my butt - not harshly, and I yelped.

“Got the grass cut yet?”

“Yes, sir!” I said.

“Gardens weeded?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You fax that contract?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

Nothing more to it than that, and maybe because he’d developed that habit of smacking my butt with the rod on occasion, I didn’t really think anything at all of him giving me a little slap on the butt. But it was only the first, and it became a habit too. Slowly. So slowly I never really noticed. I mean, a very occasional light slap became a more regular light slap, you know, even as I learned to obey, to show discipline, to crawl and do laps and work hard and run and exercise as he ordered.

For Mr. Smith wanted absolute obedience to his orders. He wanted me to obey without question. If he said go and crawl to the fence and it was pouring rain, then I did it. If it was cold out and he said do laps, or threw me into the pool to do laps, well too bad for the cold. I did his drinks exactly as he liked them and did everything else exactly as he ordered. There was no room for doing anything but exactly as he wanted, exactly when he wanted it done.

And that didn’t seem really to be all that shocking. I mean, you had to do what your boss wanted, right? And besides, he was Mr. Smith. I would have done what he wanted anyway. I always had. Besides, I liked working there. The work was simple and I was happy when it was done right. I liked him, too, though you might find that odd.

The exercises he had me do on the lawn became more complicated, and I started to feel - exposed - there again. There were normal ones, but also new ones, For example, he said I should learn to meditate. That involved basically kneeling, sitting on my heels, and then kind of holding my arms together, hands before me together as if in prayer. That was okay. But it became a part of the exercises. These were stretching exercises.

So, picture me kneeling, sitting on my heels, then raising my arms high above me, then back, back, back, arching my back - which, for balance, forced me to widen my knees, hands behind my head, breasts thrust out, looking almost up at the sky. I was not unaware of how taut my breasts were, how they thrust against the bikini top, but still, I thought they were just stretching exercises.

Then there was laying back on my back, drawing my legs up and back together, pulling them against my chest tightly. Again, this was a standard sort of exercise but doing it in a bikini while a man looks at you, well, it gave me strange, squirmy sensations.

Doing it with my legs apart, gripping my ankles, pulling back as tight as possible made me squirm even more.

Then there was laying on my back, and with my feet flat on the ground, raising my butt up off the grass, legs apart, and holding myself like that. Yes, I could feel the pull on my belly muscles and knew it wasn’t an exercise he’d just thought up, but still, the exposure made me feel a bit squirmy.

When he hugged me, he often patted me on the butt now, too. It was just a friendly sort of thing, but I was starting to feel squirmy inside about that too, especially as, after a few weeks, his hand started to linger just a bit, just enough for me to realize it.

It’s just that it happened slowly, over the course of a month, slowly and gradually so that I never really noticed anything alarming. 

Then came the day I whined about checking the flower beds. It was cold and raining. What difference did it make if I waited till tomorrow?

“Do I hear a baby whining?” he said.

“No, sir,” I said, biting my lower lip.

“Little girls that act up get spanked, you know. Emily could tell you that. Want a spanking?”

“No, sir,” I sighed.

Again, his tone of voice was so - normal - that it was almost like I was a little girl again and my own father was asking that question. I didn’t attribute anything sexual to it, really. You find that odd? You’d think a girl my age, in an office, wearing a bikini, being asked if she wanted a spanking would immediately figure things out, but no, it just seemed normal.

It wasn’t till the next week that I actually got a spanking - sort of.  I had forgotten to restock the bar with a liqueur as ordered because I’d been listening to the radio and rushed to the phone to call in about a contest. When he found it empty the next day I was in the office and he firmly but not roughly grabbed me - as he tended to do - turned me and bent me over the back of the chair.

“Did I not tell you to restock the Drambuie in the bar, Miss?” he demanded.

Oh shit, I thought. I forgot.

He bent me over and Slap! Slap! Slap! On my butt.

Not much of a spanking, really, and it only stung a little, though enough to make me yelp.

“Now get to it.”

Again, it was the slow, gradual escalation that reassured me, that kept me from worrying, that made me accept things, that eased my suspicion. I had to admit I felt kind of squirmy afterward, though, but I put that down to me, not him.

It wasn’t till two more weeks had passed - and a number of little brief spankings like that, that I began to strongly suspect a sexual element in his punishment. I had somehow faxed two contracts to the wrong people, and he was more than a little annoyed, telling me how I’d made him look like a fool to his important clients.

He sat down and grabbed my wrist, which, by then I was used to, and then yanked me down across his lap.

Now this was something new! I gasped as his hand cracked down against my bottom.

“If you’re going to be an undisciplined child you’ll be treated like one,” he said.

His hand cracked against my upraised bottom with only the thin nylon of my bikini bottom to protect my buttocks. And it stung. I yelped and squirmed, but he drew my wrists back together and pinned them at the small of my back as his hand cracked down again, and again, and again, and again.

“Are you going to be more careful next time?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

Crack!

“Are you going to show more discipline?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Are you going to show more responsibility?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

My bottom was starting to heat up and ache.

“I should start taking money off your pay when you screw up,” he said.

“But it wasn’t my fault!” I whined.

“What’s that? Do I hear a little girl whining?”

“No, sir!” I whined.

“If you’re going to be a little girl then I’ll treat you like a little girl.”

And he tugged my bikini bottoms down to bare my buttocks.

I felt a sudden shock-wave roll through me even as his hand cracked down onto my bare bottom.

“Are you sorry for embarrassing me?”

“Y-Yes, s-sir!” I gasped, my mind spinning suddenly.

Crack!

“Are you going to pay more attention from now on?”

“Y-yes, sir!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Okay, I might be a little dense, a little innocent, but I’m not a complete idiot. Even as I scurried out of the room, face and bottom red, I knew something was up. His voice and attitude were completely businesslike, well, chaste, you know, as if he were disciplining his own daughter. But I wasn’t his daughter and I wasn’t a little girl and exposing my bottom to spank it was absolutely sexual!

I was thoroughly confused, though, first by whether or not he knew it, whether he really did it for that reason (yes, I was still kind of innocent) and also by my reaction to it. For after the initial heat and pain, after I left him, I felt a strange dark thrum of excitement at the thought of Mr. Smith, this god-like figure, seeing my bare butt. I was well aware that I had a great ass. I mean, people had told me so, and it sure looked good in the mirrors when I checked myself out.

There was something darkly kinky about the idea of him spanking me on my bare butt, at the thought of him looking at it, appreciating it, maybe even wanting to touch it. It excited me in a way I didn’t really understand. A part of me was indignant of it. Another part of me was embarrassed by it. But that night in my bed when I masturbated, I fantasied about being spanked, and it was someone who looked very much like him doing the spanking.

Mrs. Smith came home from Europe and wasn’t surprised to see me working in the house and on the grounds. She behaved as she always did, except now, at Mr. Smith’s orders, I had to call her “Ma’am”, which wasn’t even a word I’d ever used before, though they wanted us to use it at the hotel.

I thought she might protest at me being in my bikini around the house, but she never said a word or seemed at all bothered. Mrs. Smith was beautiful, Italian, with big fake boobs, and almost ten years younger than her husband. I guess she was something of a trophy wife, and I’d never really gotten to know her very well because she never really showed a lot of interest in us or whatever we were doing. She’d always seemed kind of aloof.

Now she was even worse, snobby, really, and she had all these things to do, like fetching her stuff, and making her drinks and snacks and stuff. They didn’t spend a lot of time together, those two. Mr. Smith was either in his office or with me. Mrs. Smith spent most of the time on the phone in the great room, by the fireplace or at the pool.

I’d thought her presence would daunt her husband, but it didn’t. He treated me exactly the same, and after being tossed in the pool fully clothed I gave up on the idea of wearing anything but the bathing suit.

Mr. Smith continued to spank and slap my ass, sometimes stingingly, for doing something wrong, sometimes in a gentle, friendly fashion. And he continued to pat it or squeeze it briefly whenever he hugged me with approval. I was kind of uncomfortable with it, but it seemed, I don’t know, kind of harmless. Strange to think that, but it had come on gradually and I guess I was used to it and didn’t feel threatened or anything.

It wasn’t until another week that Mr. Smith spanked me again. And this time he yanked my suit down right at the start. I blushed furiously, really embarrassed, but a dark thrill of heat started to roll through me almost from the start, as I squirmed around half naked across his lap. It was him touching me, holding me, looking at me. I squirmed around enough that he had to keep shifting his grip and adjusting me in his lap, and his free hand would do that by pulling in on my side or ribs in a way that often had his fingers just easing into the soft side of my breast.

It stung. It burned my bottom as his hand cracked down on it again and again, and I yelped and cried out, my legs kicking so much that my bikini bottoms, which he’d tugged down around my knees, flew off. That let my legs widen as I struggled, and he shifted his grip to my thigh to pull me back into proper position. The first time he did it was no big deal, but the second time his hand was so high along my inner thigh that it was a fraction of an inch away from my pussy!

That embarrassed me even more! And it also added fire to that dark heat billowing up from deep inside me. It also added fear, because if he touched me there, he might see how wet I was, and he’d think I was some kind of a slut. Well, that was my thinking anyway. So, I tried to keep my legs together even as my bottom burned like fire at his continued spanking.

But you know, a part of me was hoping he would touch me there! And even more! I wasn't sure what but... I wouldn't have protested or anything if he did. I knew that!

I was still relieved when his hand finally stopped spanking, I just lay there, gasping, panting, sniffling, and hardly even caring that his hand rested firmly on my throbbing butt.

“Now I know you’re sorry for making me do this, Nicky,” he said sternly, his hand starting to stroke my bottom, “But discipline is what you’re lacking, and I’m quite fond of you so I want you to learn.”

I sniffed and rubbed my moist eyes even as his fingers rubbed at my bare bottom. The dark heat was rising as the pain eased and I began to focus more attention on his hand stroking my bottom. I suppose you could consider it a sort of affectionate caress, but I was half naked, more than half naked laying across his lap, so even I took it as more than that, especially given my thoughts and fantasies of late.

“You’re a good girl, Nicky,” he said. “I’ve always liked you. I always thought you had a lot of possibilities. I don’t want to see you end up as nothing but a wastrel doing nothing but drifting from job to job.”

His fingers were doing more than stroking now. They were squeezing my buttocks, kneading them, and I felt a rising tension in my chest that had my heart beating faster as my mind spun with indecision and uncertainty, with embarrassment and thrumming, breathless heat.

I felt his hand grip my hair suddenly, sort of gathering it in behind my neck, and then he gently but firmly - well, lifted my head up and back. 

“Now are you sorry for being so careless?” he asked.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gulped, my eyes blinking rapidly.

“There are followers and there are leaders, Nicole. The world needs both. And the worst thing that can happen is when a follower tries to act like a leader. That just causes trouble. I’ve always admired you because you never try to act out of your nature. You’re an excellent follower. I know that with a little discipline you’ll become a truly valuable aid to me and my business. That could be something long term, and you could find that quite rewarding, much more so than the money I pay you now.”

His stroking fingers were sliding up and down my buttocks, and now slid lower still, and closer in so that, in my bent over position, the edges of his fingers were starting to brush against the edges of my tender mons. Each stroke sent a little shock-wave rippling through my belly so that I became breathless with anxiety and anticipation. I both did, and didn’t want him to touch me, and had no idea what I’d do in either case.

“You’re a beautiful young woman, Nicole,” he said, just as his fingers brushed lightly across my labia. “I think you can have a very rewarding and comfortable time as long as you learn obedience and discipline,” he said.

I wanted to say something, wanted to tell him to stop, wanted to protest, wanted to shout, wanted to squirm away, wanted to ... to do something! But I froze, gulping, mind whirling as his fingers eased further and further over until they were lightly rubbing along my bare little sex. And then I gasped as the soft tips of his fingers found that moist, swollen little button at the top of my sex - now at the bottom, I guess you’d say, given my position. I started to push myself up, but he held me down firmly and gave my bottom a slap.

“M-Mr. S-Smith!” I gulped.

“Shhh. Don’t worry. Let me make the decisions. You know I’m far better equipped for that than you are. All you need to do is obey, which is only your nature.”

I ... felt that wild rising heat, and yet I wanted to protest, felt that I needed to protest. I mean, I wanted him to... and yet I couldn't possibly admit that! I had to show I was... I don't know, not a slut, by squirming around and making a show of resisting. But in truth, the more he touched me the more incredibly intense the hot rush of hunger and passion was becoming! 

So, I squirmed and made feeble protests, and whenever I squirmed too much his other hand slapped sharply against my aching, burning bottom. While at the same time his fingers stroked lightly across my clit and my insides began to churn with an almost violent sensory storm-wave laden with eroticism and lust, with passion and a dark sexual thrill.

“D-Don’t!” I gasped, the words barely audible as he parted my legs.

That got me another slap, and when I reached back, he released my hair only to gather my wrists together, pulling them behind my back, then slowly work them up between my shoulder blades. He pinned them there easily with one hand - well, I wasn’t exactly struggling - and then gathered my hair in as well, kind of into a loose tail, and wrapped it around my wrists.

I gasped as my head was lifted up and forced back again, then gasped again as his other hand, now free, began to caress my pussy and clit. I was gulping in air, face red, eyes wide, panting, moaning, as his fingers parted my thighs and then I felt myself penetrated. A single finger slid along my moist slit, then pushed into the mouth of my sex. It squirmed around a little, then slid deeper into my warm, dark pussy, twisting and turning until it was in me to the knuckle.

“People throw the word slut around a lot, Nicky,” he said calmly. “All men are sluts, really, if you judge people on their behavior; It’s in their nature. Women in our society are taught to fight against their nature, to hide any signs of sexual interest or arousal, to deny it, to pretend that they’re cold, even frigid. To do otherwise makes them vulnerable to that word - the slut word. And for some reason women are desperately afraid of being thought of as sexual in that way.”

He pushed a second finger slowly through my taut, oily pussy lips, and I whimpered in helpless excitement and heat as the two long fingers pushed into me to the knuckle and started twisting and turning it inside my tight, elastic pussy. A third finger or a thumb, stroked lightly across my clitoris in a way which was making my insides roil and tremble, and my bottom was starting to unconsciously grind back against them as the sexual feelings inside me intensified.

Those feelings were, I don’t know, like alcohol. I mean, they were so strong that they were influencing my thinking, influencing my behavior. I felt overwhelmed by the power and intensity of the sexual heat sweeping through me as Mr. Smith worked his finger harder against my clit and, and a sense of breathless anticipation settled over me.

But all women are sexual. It’s in their nature, just as it is with men,” he said. “It’s not something to fight but something to accept. Of course, most women can’t do that. They’re the victims of our culture. I want you to accept it, Nicky. I want you to accept that you’re a slut, just like all women, just like all men.”

I gasped in pain as he pulled back harder on my hair.

“Let me hear you say you’re a slut, Nicky. Go ahead. Don’t be embarrassed. We both know it’s true,” he said tolerantly. “Go ahead. Say it. Say it.”

“I-I-I’m a slut!” I gasped helplessly.

Saying it was... shocking! It embarrassed me to say it and yet I also felt an incredible heat, a dark sexual thrill!

“Good girl,” he said in a pleased voice. “Say it again.”

“I’m a-a slut!” I gasped, feeling another surge of excitement.

“Good girl,” he said.

His hand released my hair and my upper body collapsed downwards, but then his hand unclipped the back of my bikini top and drew it calmly up and away from me. 

I was naked!

I shuddered as heat roiled through me and gasped in helpless passion as his free hand now slid along my bare ribs, then underneath to cup and knead my breast.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh!”

“Say it again, Nicky. Let me hear you admit you’re a slut.”

“I-I’m a - a slut!” I cried, heat beating down on my mind.

He pushed three fingers into me, slowly forcing them up through the oozing flesh of my swollen pussy opening, twisting and turning them within me as I moaned and my bottom jerked and rolled.

“Naughty little slut,” he said, slapping my bottom lightly. “I think I know what you need.”

He lifted me up bodily, then set me down on all fours on the carpet. He grasped my hair and I gasped in pain as he used it to kind of pull me forward a little on the floor. Then when I was out in the open, he stood behind me, looking down at me.

“I want you to spread your knees wider, Nicky.”

Trembling, I obeyed as he undid his belt. But then he pulled the belt free of his trousers and doubled it in his hand.

“Raise your bottom higher and drop onto your elbows. No, higher,” he said, his voice a little harder.

The belt snapped across my bottom, though not hard, but I got the message and positioned myself as he wanted.

“You’re very wet inside, Nicky,” he said. “Very wet. Do you know what that means? It means your body wants a cock inside it.”

He slapped the belt across my bottom again and again I gasped in pain.

“Tell me that’s right, Nicky. Tell me you want a cock inside you.”

I couldn’t say THAT!

The belt snapped across my bottom - harder this time.

“Tell me, Nicky,” he said, his voice also harder.

“I-It does!” I gasped.

“The words, Nick. Say the words.”

“I-I want a cock inside me!” I blurted breathlessly.

Oh God! I had really said that! Right in front of him!

“Very good,” he said soothingly. “But remember, you’re at work now. You should speak properly. You should say sir and say your servant instead of `I’. Now let me hear you say it like that.”

I was bewildered. Sex was supposed to be - well, sex. I mean, I knew he wanted to fuck me, and I wanted him to. He should already be doing it! In fact, it should be just about over by now!”

The belt snapped down across my bottom and stung this time.

“Say it, slut,” he ordered.

“I –.”

The belt snapped across my bottom and I yelped.

“The servant –.”

The belt snapped down again.

“Say your servant,” he corrected.

“Your s-servant needs a cock inside her, sir!” I cried.

“That’s excellent,” he said, “But keep your bottom high, and spread your knees more. Show me what you’re offering. Show me that hot, glowing, moist little pussy of yours. That’s it, slut. Show it off. Now say it again.”

God! This was impossibly, incredibly, wildly kinky and hot and thrilling! It wasn't just way beyond anything I'd experienced; it was way beyond anything I'd ever even imagined!

The belt snapped across my bottom and I cried out weakly.

“I... your servant needs a cock inside her, sir!” I gasped.

This was all just too weird for me! But my mind wasn’t really taking anything in but the physical. The rest was just one big blur of confusion, shock and a raw, wild sense of thrilling heat!

He moved behind me and I turned my head, only to get the belt across my bottom stingingly.

“Look forward, slut,” he barked.

I gasped and obeyed, chest pumping as I guess he knelt behind me. I felt his hands on my buttocks, squeezing them, kneading them, parting my thighs even more. Then I felt something that wasn’t his finger rubbing up and down against the red, swollen flesh of my sex, something hard and simultaneously soft, something slick and firm which moved so beautifully against my moist opening, and then slowly pushed into me.

I felt the lips of my sex spreading apart, then spreading wider. He was thicker than any of the boys I’d had, thicker than my dildo, too! I gasped and trembled as he spread my pussy lips wider and wider, then slowly began to slide into me.

I was hyperventilating, my vision starting to blur until he slapped my bottom and then grabbed my hair and yanked my head up and back. The pain kind of startled me out of my heavy breathing momentarily, and I shuddered as he came down atop my back, as he settled onto me like a dog mounting a bitch. I shuddered at the thought, my pussy flaring hot as his cock continued to sink slowly into me.

I whimpered as I felt his breath against the back of my neck. He pushed the hair away and then his lips and teeth were there. I felt or heard what was almost a growl from him as his hands slid under me and cupped my breasts, his big fingers kneading my breasts firmly, even harshly as he fed more cock deep into my slender belly.

“Tell me you love cock, slut,” he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “Say it!”

“I-I love cock!” I gasped. “Oh! Oh God!”

His cock jammed deep into the bottom of my sex, pulled back a bit, then pushed forward, pulled back, then pushed forward, rapidly picking up speed as he bit lightly into the nape of my neck.

He did growl then. I was sure of it, growled, with his teeth against my throat so that I felt a kind of instinctive fear. His hips began to work harder, faster, and his big, thick cock - which I hadn’t yet seen, began to pump harder inside me.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” I went, as his hips worked faster, as he jammed that thing deep - achingly deep - into my belly, as his hips began to strike my warm bottom with greater force, rocking me forward.

His fingers pinched at my nipples, then he pushed himself up off me, kneeling upright as his hips worked in and out. His hands went to my hips at first, jerking me in to meet each thrust, then they went to my shoulders, doing the same, then they grabbed my hair, pulling it back into a tail, yanking on it with one hand. His other hand slapped my bottom or kneaded my breast as he rode me harder.

I came with a wild, sputtering explosion of sexual heat that made me cry out and ram myself back onto his cock, came shuddered and trembling, head forced up and back by him pulling on it, body rocked by his heavy, thrusting hips and cock.

The sexual pleasure rolled over me in a powerful wave that sent my mind spinning and then drifting on a sea of pleasure, where nothing else mattered. It was a fantastic come, one of the best I’d ever had, and it left me gasping, limp and moaning there on my knees as he continued to ride me.

For a few seconds, maybe half a minute, maybe more, my mind was somewhat free of the sexual fever, somewhat, and I marveled at what I was doing, at what he was doing. I was fucking Emily’s father! I shouldn’t be doing that!

But then, for the first time in my life, really, the sexual heat didn’t dissipate with my climax. It was still there, but on a lower level, and as he continued to ride me it began to burn hotter again, climbing back into fever territory with shocking speed so that I was again grunting and gasping and moaning as his hips struck my buttocks and his big cock punched deep into my belly.

Ohmygod I was so hot! I whimpered and moaned and gurgled in mindless need and heat as Mr. Smith’s cock rammed into me, caring about nothing but the heat, the pleasure, the sexual hunger he’d roused in me. I was his bitch and he could have done anything he wanted to me without my objecting in the slightest.

Another orgasm screamed through my nervous system, my muscles spasming and sputtering, my insides twisting, my belly churning and aching as his cock kept pumping, ramming into me again and again. I could hardly breathe, much less think. My belly ached as I slowly sank out of it. I gasped breathlessly, hardly having even the strength to hold myself on my elbows any more. 

My chest dropped to the floor as he continued to ride me, my breasts pillowing out against the expensive carpet underneath. He paused and then I felt my limp wrists gathered in behind me once again, crossed together. With his cock buried in me, and his hips flat against my bottom, he wrapped something around my wrists, something soft but firm, then resumed thrusting.

My wrists remained together, as if tied together, and I grunted and moaned, my chin rubbing against the carpet as his hips slapped against my buttocks.

“Tell me you love cock,” he ordered.

I just gurgled and moaned.

“Tell me, slut,” he barked, slapping my bottom stingingly.

“I-I love cock!” I cried weakly, dazedly.

Crack!

“Sir,” he snapped.

“I love cock, sir!

Crack!

“Your servant, not you. Your servant!”

“Your servant loves cock, sir!” I babbled.

“That’s it, slut,” he said, pulling on my hair. “Again! Say it again!”

“Y-Your servant loves cock sir!”

“Again, slut.”

“Your servant loves c-cock, sir!” I gasped.

He collapsed atop me again, his chest against my back, his lips, his teeth against the side of my throat, his breath hot against my ear.

“Are you my slut, Nicky?” he growled, fingers kneading my breasts,” Are you my bitch?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

He bit into the nape of my neck and sucked.

“Say it, slut,” he growled.

“I’m your bitch, sir!” I cried weakly.

He thrust harder, faster, rising off me, gripping my hair, his cock pounding into me as he rode me towards another orgasm, this one even more powerful, and I cried out as the fiery pleasure poured over me and swamped my mind with its feverish sexual passion.
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Chapter Three
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I contemplated not going back. My mind was in turmoil, my thinking scattered, confused, uncertain. I was embarrassed, intimidated, felt used, and overawed. But at the same time, well, I felt this hot sense of satisfaction which came, frankly, from being fucked so hard and so well. At that point, I was by far the best fucking I’d ever had.

I don’t mean it was the best sex I’d had. I had been in love with Timmy when we’d done it at first, and that had been sweeter. But for raw, hot, hard sex, well, this was the height. My insides were sore, but it was a good sore. I felt guilty, though. I mean, what would I say the next time I saw Emily? Could I even face her? And Mrs. Smith!? God, I was an adulteress!

A part of me didn’t want to go back, and a part did. It was a tossup. I didn't... like what had happened and yet... and yet I did! Does that make any sense? It embarrassed me and made me feel like I'd been roughly treated. But the memories of that rough treatment turned my insides into flames! I remembered it like very brief little video clips accompanied by incredible sexual tension and heat!

And I wanted to feel that again! Still, I knew what he'd done was wrong, and so I was in turmoil.

Frankly, what decided me was simply that I didn’t know what else I was supposed to do. I mean, that was my job, you know? And it paid well, and I had no other prospects, and from what Mr. Smith had said, he had plans for me, I mean, not ones for sex but other plans, like, uh, a career. At least it had sounded like that.

But I was filled with anxiety about it. I mean, Mr. Smith wasn’t a boy, he was a man way older than me. He was literally old enough to be my father! He’d always been a kind of intimidating presence, but over the past weeks since I’d gone to work for him, he’d became even more intimidating; a man to be obeyed at once in all things. That was what he’d been teaching me. 

I was very much in awe of him as THE authority figure in my life right then. And, admittedly, he was a handsome man, a well-built man, and a man who had just about fucked my brains out the other day. I didn’t know how I was expected to behave around him. I was pretty sure it wasn’t as a lover, though.

He was waiting for me at the pool when I arrived, and I flushed nervously, embarrassed, as I slowly approached.

“Good morning, Nicole,” he said, as he always did.

“Uhm, g-good morning, sir,” I said, my voice quavering.

He checked his watch to make sure I was on time, then nodded.

You may start on the pool this morning,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I said, turning away.

“Stop.”

I halted anxiously.

“Where are you going?”

“Uhm, I was going to – uhm, I was going to change into my – my bikini,” I said, starting to blush.

He snorted. “Do you think you have anything I haven’t seen? Never mind. My only point was that from now on, you should not leave until I give you permission.”

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I said uncertainly.

“My wife bought you a couple of new suits,” he said. “She said yours weren’t fashionable. These are very expensive ones designed in France and Italy.”

He rolled his eyes and shrugged. “If it makes her happy,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I gulped.

“Now what you do is ask permission to go and change.”

“Yes, sir. Uhm, may I go and change now, sir?”

“You may.”

“Thank you...sir.”

I scurried to the pool house; grateful he hadn’t made me undress in front of him. It had sort of sounded like he thought I should. The pool house was a small shack, really, with a shower and towels, and a few drawers and racks for clothes. My bikinis were gone, and in their place were three in plastic bags, one green, one black, and one red. I opened the green one, my stomach starting to tighten, for I saw immediately that it was a thong. 

Anxiously, I opened the other two and found the same. I felt embarrassed at the thought, excited, in that dark sort of way I had yesterday, and daunted. Mrs. Smith had bought these? I felt guilty at that. She must have no idea what her husband and I had done.

Thongs were pretty common in Europe, and I’d actually seen her wearing them around the pool many times before, including since she’d come home. So, I suppose it was normal for her to buy them for me. The thought of Mr. Smith seeing me in them made my chest tighten, but I couldn’t think of a way to protest without sounding foolish. I mean, he’d already seen my butt many times, and just yesterday he’d - well, he’d fucked me.

I slipped on the thong. It was not only a thong it was smaller than I usually wore, with just a small cup over my pussy. If I wasn’t smoothly shaven it would have shown. The back was a narrow triangle just at the top of my buttocks, and I blushed as I ran my finger down along the thin line of fabric which stretched between my buttocks.

I pulled the cups on. Unlike my bikini, the clasp was in the front, between the cups, and the cups were smaller, revealing more breast. I felt very slutty wearing it, but was reassured that she had bought it, and that, as I said, Mr. Smith had already seen as much of me as there was to see. 

I had thought, off and on, about his words the other day. About how all men and all women were really sluts and that fighting that went against their instincts. He was right, in a way. I mean, all guys were sluts. Everyone knew that. And he was right that women weren’t supposed to ever act that way. That was something I’d always thought of as unfair. Still, it felt really weird to think of myself as a slut, and to have him calling me a slut.

I brushed my hair nervously, licking my lips, heart thumping. Would he want to fuck me again when he saw me in this? God, there was hardly anything to it!

But I didn’t want to protest, at least, not really. Well, I did but... I was too timid to. I delayed as long as I could, then pushed the door open, hoping he had gone back inside. No such luck. I had to walk over to him, red faced and have him inspect me.

“Turn,” he said.

Blushing furiously, I turned and knew he was staring at my bare bottom. 

“Good. I won’t have to pull your suit down now when I spank you,” he said. 

I blushed even more. “Of course, if you behave properly that shouldn’t be necessary. Isn’t that right, Nicole.”

“Yes, sir,” I gulped.

“Get to work, then.”

I blinked in confusion and felt both relief and disappointment. I’m not sure what I was afraid of, that maybe he’d attack me right there by the pool and fuck me. But I turned and went to work on the pool, and he went inside.

Not long after, Mrs. Smith came out. She was wearing a thong bikini herself, and she insisted I model mine for her. She complimented me on it, and told me I had a great little ass, and shouldn’t mind showing it off.

I blushed when she said it. She had a great ass too, but I wasn’t about to tell her that.

She had me go and get her a snack while she sat down by the pool. Then I had to help Mr. Smith in the office. That felt even more awkward than usual. Not only after what he’d done yesterday, but because I was in a tiny thong bikini now. I felt a sense of sexual anticipation settle around me, felt alive with it, as if it were electricity and I was all charged up. The fact Mr. Smith didn’t do anything didn’t seem to make any difference.

I was actually surprised when nothing happened. I went outside and did some weeding, then made lunch, which I ate together with the two of them by the poolside. That made me feel awkward as hell, given that I’d fucked her husband yesterday.

She’d also removed her top, which made it even more awkward. I mean, I didn’t want to stare at her boobs or anything, but it was impossible not to notice. They were like these big fat balls on her chest. It was a nice job, but you can tell boobs that big are fake when they don’t sag.

She caught me noticing, though and smiled.

“What do you think of them, Nicky?” she asked, giving one a squeeze.

I blushed. “Uhm, they’re uhm, pretty, I guess, ma’am.”

Mr. Smith chuckled and his wife snorted. “Pretty? The operation cost twenty-seven thousand dollars. I was hoping for more than pretty.”

“I don’t think she’s an admirer of females, my dear,” Smith said.

“Phht. The female body is far more attractive than the male body. Even heterosexual women can admit that. Have you ever had sex with a woman, Nicky?”

The answer came out of left field and my eyes widened. “N-N-No, Ma’am!” I stuttered.

“I thought having a fling with a girl was fashionable now,” Mr. Smith said.

“Uhm, I uh, I guess,” I gulped.

“I’ve had a few girls,” Mrs. Smith said casually. “It can be quite pleasant; without all the stress you feel with a man. It’s sort of like, well, play-sex.”

“Play sex,” Mr. Smith said, chuckling, “I like the term.”

I dropped my eyes as his bored into me, blushing even more. Was that what he’d done the other day? Play sex? It hadn’t felt much like playing.

“Your breasts look quite nice, dear,” Mrs. Smith said. 

My face flushed even more. 

“They look quite firm, though not that large. What size are you, if you don’t mind my asking? I guessed that you were a thirty-four C but I think I might have been wrong. Those cups look a bit tight.”

“N-No, that’s right,” I said.

“They look bigger,” Mr. Smith said.

“It’s because she’s so skinny,” Mrs. Smith sniffed. “You could probably put your hands completely around her waist. And her chest is very narrow, too. She has quite slender shoulders.”

“You’re jealous,” Mr. Smith said with a smile.

She shrugged. “We can’t stay eighteen forever,” she said.

It was really uncomfortable to have them talking about my breasts like that, and I was really glad to finish and get back to work. 

I swear I wasn’t consciously trying to miss any weeds. The Smith’s had flower beds all over the place! And I also had to check where they had small trees and shrubs. And I had to go over the grass looking for any large clumps of crabgrass or weeds. And my mind was, to be honest, on other things.

This time Mr. Smith yanked me across his lap right by the pool and began to spank my bare bottom. I was aghast, at first, worried about Mrs. Smith, but she seemed to have gone back inside. Mr. Smith sure didn’t seem to be worried about her, because after he’d made my ass burn, he actually repositioned me so I was sitting across his lap while he lectured me about dedication to any job given to me.

While he lectured me, his right hand slid between my legs and started rubbing my pussy through the little suit. Squirming, both mentally and physically, I kept pushing and pulling at his hands, until he impatiently pulled my wrists up and back behind my head, then pinned them together. This served to arch my back too, so I couldn’t even see as his hand slid into the tiny bottom of my bikini.

Then as he lectured me on obedience his fingers stroked my pussy in a way which had me squirming even more frenetically. I was still charged up with sexual electricity, and the spanking had actually heated it up further. Now the feel of his fingers stroking and caressing my clit was making me wild with heat as I twisted and ground myself against the hard-on I could feel underneath me.

I came, in like, under two minutes, well under two minutes, twisting and writhing and gurgling in helpless sexual heat, my hips bucking up against his fingers as he masturbated me.

Then he slapped my bottom and told me to go and get him a martini.

It was dizzying, confusing. I was flummoxed. I had no idea what was happening, or how to respond to it. I fell back on obedience, on doing what I was ordered, so, face flushed, staggering and breathless, I went inside and made him a martini. When I came out, Mrs. Smith and her big boobs were back. Mr. Smith took the martini, said “Good girl,” and squeezed my butt before sending me off. He didn’t seem to care if his wife noticed.

I was in the master suite, cleaning the ensuite bathroom, when Mrs. Smith arrived.

You should see this bathroom. It’s bigger than my bedroom! It has two big counters with mirrors, a big sunken tub, and a shower stall with eight shower heads and room for like, five or six people.

“I love the sun,” she sighed, “But I hate that I need to slather oil over every inch of my skin in order to avoid getting burned. I hope you use a high protection value.”

“Uhm, yeah I do,” I said, standing.

I gulped as she casually slipped her thumbs into the bottom of her swimsuit and slipped it down her legs and off. She was so smooth down there I noted, before jerking my eyes away - that she had to have had it done professionally.

“You notice how smooth I am,” she said, pleased.

“Uhm.”

“You really should get yours done. A few treatments with the laser, and you don’t have to shave or wax again. And everything is so smooth!” 

She slid her hand along her leg, in along her thigh, and over her pussy. She had one of those big blonde bodies. I mean fake blonde. She was tall, had wide shoulders, big boobs, big hips and long legs. I don’t mean she was fat at all, but she wasn’t slender like I was.

“Don’t go, dear,” she said. “I’m just going to have a quick shower.”

“I uh, that’s okay. I can do something else.”

I scurried out the door and was almost to the doorway of her bedroom when her voice barked at me from behind.

“Nicole!”

I halted at the tone and turned to see her standing in the entrance to the en-suite, frowning at me.

She came closer, still frowning. “First,” she said, ticking off a finger, “You didn’t say Ma’am at all.”

I blinked in confusion.

“Second,” she said, ticking off another finger, “You completely ignored my telling you not to go. Are you or are you not our servant?”

“I’m sorry I –.”

“Excuse me, but don’t interrupt,” she said in annoyance. “You obey Mr. Smith and his wishes but feel you can simply ignore my orders and not even give me the respect you’d give a person who wasn’t your employer?!”

“I wasn’t –.”

“And now you’re arguing with me!”

I closed my mouth and dropped my eyes in confusion and uncertainty.

“Come here,” she said.

She snatched my wrist and pulled me into the room and over by the bed. There was a long, padded fainting couch at the foot of the big, four-poster bed. She sat down and then, to my shock, pulled me belly down across her lap. I was so startled I didn’t even react at first, even as she yanked the bottom of my swimsuit down!

“I realize that it might seem redundant to pull your panties down for a spanking when you’re wearing a thong,” she said, “But really, the point of pulling down the panties isn’t to get a better impact against your bottom –.”

Crack!

“It’s to convey to you that you’re acting like a child.”

Crack!

“It’s to leave a lasting impact not only on your skinny little butt but on your mind.”

Crack!”

“Do you understand what I’m saying, Nicole? A spanking is supposed to be embarrassing as well as painful, so you learn to discipline yourself so others don’t have to.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I squirmed and struggled and yelped as her hand smacked down against my bare bottom. I was mortified, at first, and wildly unsettled. I mean, yes, I’d been spanked several times by Mr. Smith, but I had thought Mrs. Smith was completely in the dark about that. Now I wasn’t at all sure. Did she know what her husband was doing to me? Did she approve?!

And it hurt too!

“Please! Oh! Oww! Oh! Please! Please Ma’am! Oh! Ow!”

“Oh, don’t be such a baby,” she sniffed. “If you’d act responsibly and obediently no one would have to spank your bare little butt.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Now do we understand each other, miss?” she demanded from above me.

“Y-Y-Yes!” I whimpered.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“What was that?”

“Y-Y-Yes, M-Ma’am!” I gasped.

“That’s better,” she said.

Then I felt her finger trace the line of my sex. “This is fairly smooth. I assume you wax,” she said, her finger running back and forth along it.

I gasped, my pulse suddenly shooting up again, especially as her finger slid across my clit.

“But it’s not as good as mine,” she said. “I should take you to the place I went. They’re quite good.”

Two fingers slid right into me, just like that, almost taking my breath away.

We were both, as she’d said, kind of oiled up, our bodies slick, and she was naked while I was, for all intents and purposes, naked as well. I had been honest that I’d never done anything much with a girl, for the opportunity had never really arisen. I guess I just hadn’t gotten drunk enough at the right time with the right girl.

And now, with my mind spinning wildly and my insides churning, with my bottom aching and my pulse racing, I cried out weakly as her fingers plunged deep inside me and her thumb began to stroke across my clit. And with the oil on her fingers, well, the feeling was incredible! God, it felt good!

“Oh! Oh please! Oh! M-Mrs. H-Smith!” I cried weakly, breathlessly.

“Shhh. Be a good girl and obey,” she said.

“B-but I-I don’t... I haven’t... I’m not...”

Just like her husband she gathered my wrists in and back and tied them together with something. And while she wasn’t as strong as him, she was a lot stronger than me, and a lot bigger. She lifted me, turned me, and dumped me onto the fainting couch. 

There was a sort of feral grin on her face as I looked up at her, aghast, and then she dropped to her knees, grabbed my legs, and spun me around, lifting my legs up and spreading them wide apart so I was, in effect, laying on my back, for the most part, sideways on the couch, my head propped against the foot-board of the bed, my butt just about on the edge, and my legs up and held in her arms.

Then she bent and, pressing my thighs down, began to lick at my pussy.

Oh. My. God!

Laying on my bound wrists, I stared at her, shocked, a little horrified, my mind swirling wildly as her tongue licked along my slit and over my clit. 

“You think my husband knows how to please a girl?” she said, looking up at me with a smirk.

I stared at her.

“You think I didn’t know you were his bitch? You think I didn’t know you fucked my husband, you little slut?”

She said it calmly, not angrily, not even accusingly, quite casually really.

My face flushed red, but she bent and began licking again, and I whimpered and stared up at the ceiling as her tongue began to do very, very strange things to my pussy. I’d been licked before, but never with any great degree of dedication. The guys I’d had do it to me had seemed almost like it was a chore to them, something to get done before getting to what they wanted.

Mrs. Smith was quite different. Her tongue teased and taunted, stroked and caressed. Her arms spread out to either side, bent at the elbows, her forearms holding my thighs spread so wide the tendons in my groin ached while her fingers peeled open the lips of my sex and her mouth practically devoured me.

I went from wanting desperately to get away to barely able to think a coherent thought. I stared at her, at the ceiling, at nothing, gurgling and moaning and trying to remember how to breath as her tongue and lips and fingers made my tremble and shake and writhe with a sexual fever even stronger than her husband had roused.

I cried out again and again as her tongue dipped and darted, swirled and licked, her lips kissing, sucking. I came in a helpless, breathless wave of sexual passion and energy, writhing and twisting, my head rolling from side to side as she licked me through it.

She left me panting, gasping, breathless, staring through glazed eyes at the ceiling. She went away briefly, then returned, and I didn’t even know why until she turned on the vibrator.

The vibrations were so strong against my horribly sensitive clit that I cried out and begged her to stop, but she ignored me, and soon the overpowering sensations had me twisting and writhing and breathless again, just as I hovered near the edge of what I thought would be a massive climax.

She stopped, chuckling. “Would you like to come, little slut?”

“Y-Yes!” I whimpered.

“Beg. Beg me to make you come, little slut. Beg.”

“I-I - .”

She reached up and pinched my nipples, twisting them until I cried out again.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please!” I cried.

“Beg.”

“Please! Please make me come!”

She shook her head and gave my nipples a twist.

“You didn’t say ma’am.”

“Please make me come, ma’am!” I cried dazedly.

“Ma’am makes me feel old,” she said. “I’m the mistress of the house, so you should call me - mistress. Let’s hear it, slut. Beg to come.”

“Please I - Please make me c-come, mistress!” I cried weakly.

“I like those words,” she purred, letting the vibrator lightly brush my clit. “Let me hear them again.”

“Please make me come, Mistress!” I cried.

“Again, slut!”

“Please make me come, Mistress!” I cried.

She drew back and I felt something thick pushing against my opening, something not the vibrator. I tried to focus my eyes and rolled my head down to see that she had donned what I knew must be a strap-on dildo. The dildo was big and black and even thicker than her husband as it pushed slowly into my quivering wet pussy.

“Oh god!” I whimpered.

“I’m going to fuck you, you little slut,” she said. “I’m going to fuck you and make you come.”

She forced it deep inside me and started to thrust, then pushed my legs back to either side of my shoulders, leaning over me, thrusting in and out with her hips. The big dildo pounded into me with an incredible sense of violent sexual passion, and drove me over the edge into a climax so powerful it took me long, long seconds to understand the scream I heard was mine.
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Chapter Four
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“So did you like fucking my husband?”

I could barely focus my eyes, much less my mind. I moaned weakly as she stood up, practically drooling as I lay there in a mass of exhausted flesh.

“Come with me, little virgin. You’re going to learn a few things about being a servant, about performing a service.”

She gripped my arm and pulled me upright, then, stumbling, arms still bound behind me, I was led back into the en-suite.

There she untied my wrists and then shoved me towards the shower stall.

“Turn the water on and make it nice and warm.”

I was still dazed, and fell back on simply doing as I was told. I turned the water on and made sure it was warm. Then she pushed me in and came in after me, sliding the door closed behind.

She turned me around and kissed me, holding me against her as my eyes slowly focused and widened. Her lips were soft but demanding, her tongue pushing into my mouth as her hands slid down my back and kneaded my buttocks. I squirmed uncomfortably, too timid to break free, or even try, as her tongue swirled within my mouth in a way which, frankly, was not unpleasant. Mrs. Smith knew how to kiss!

She drew back and pushed me out of the water streams, to the little bench at the rear. “Soap yourself up all over,” she ordered.

Again, I obeyed, watching her the way a mouse watches a cat. Mind you, she had already eaten me, so what more could she do?

She turned off the water and leaned against the wall, watching me, and I felt suddenly self-conscious.

“Keep soaping up. I want a nice thick layer of soap on that soft skin of yours.”

I swallowed nervously, and did so, and then she cocked her finger at me.

“Come here, little slut,” she purred.

I took half a step forward, then another, and then she grabbed me and yanked me forward so my soapy body was pressed against hers.

“Now soap me up,” she said.

I stared at her, mouth open, eyes wide, and she started to sort of rub herself against me.

“Like this, slut. Come on,” she said encouragingly. “Use your body to soap me up.”

She kissed me. “You ever hear the term body-servant? Servants used to perform far more personal tasks than they do today. And I’m an old-fashioned woman.”

I can’t tell you how it felt, can’t describe the tactile feelings of my soft, wet, soapy flesh rubbing against her own soft, wet flesh. It was incredibly erotic, despite my deep misgivings and sense of anxiety and hesitation. 

She turned and I rubbed myself against her back, my soap breasts rubbing up and down between her shoulder blades, my soapy pelvis grinding into her buttocks as she bent forward. It felt very, very weird, but the heat was growing between my legs.

She turned and pressed down on my shoulders. I was so weak at the knees by then I sank easily to my knees in front of her, and she put her foot on my lap.

“Soap it up, the ankle, the leg. Use your breasts, little slut,” she purred.

She slid her foot up along my belly, as I took it and bent forward, trying to press my breasts into it as she chuckled above me. I rubbed my chest and belly against her feet and her legs until she pulled me to my feet and took my wrist, then slid my soapy hand between her legs and palmed her pussy.

“Don’t forget to clean here,” she said.

I shuddered as she rubbed my hand back and forth across her pussy. She was right. It was incredibly smooth and soft. I’d never felt another woman before there, and it amazed me.

“Rub my clit. Use your index finger. Like this, slut. That’s it,” she said. “Softly. Gently, now harder.”

She guided my hand, rubbing my wrist as I held my finger out. I didn’t even realize it when she finally withdrew her hand, my fingers still rubbing at her as hers now rubbed at me and her lips pressed hungrily against mine.

We were both gasping and moaning, the heat churning through us, swirling around us as we ground our bodies together. I felt a sense of incredible satisfaction when she came, when she started gasping and moaning and grinding herself helplessly against my fingers. But only moments later I was coming too, our breasts rubbing together, our voices gasping and moaning in heat and excitement.

I would have collapsed had her body not pinned me against the wall until some semblance of sanity returned to me. Then the water was pouring down around us both, rinsing off the soap, and she was helping me from the shower.

She handed me a big, fluffy towel, and I started to dry myself only to have her yank it back.

“No, slut. You dry me first. I’m your mistress.”

“Oh! I’m uhm, I’m sorry, Mistress,” I gulped.

I put the towel around her and used it to sort of pat and rub her dry. I put another towel around her head, helping her to tie it in place. Then she let me dry myself and wring out my hair.

And then she turned me around and tied my wrists together behind my back again.

It didn’t occur to me to protest, especially as that sexual steam began to immediately hiss within my lower belly.

She led me out into the bedroom, onto the thick carpet there, then pushed me to my knees.

She looked quite amazonian standing there, her hair wrapped and bound up in the towel, her body glistening damply, bare and powerful. I felt small and powerless and wholly at her mercy. “I’m a slut,” she said, looking down at me. 

She said it quite proudly, really. “I do whatever makes my body feel good. I have no guilt about it either. As for my husband, he’s a degenerate and a lech, and he’s worse than me.”

She pressed my thighs apart with her foot.

“Spread your knees wider, little slut,” she said. “Show me that tight, pretty little pussy of yours.”

I blushed at her words, my heart hammering as she stepped closer. Her fingers gathered in my still quite damp hair and pulled my face in against her pussy.

“Service me, servant girl,” she purred.

“I-I don’t – .”

“I will instruct you in your duties, little servant girl,” she purred.

And so, she did. I was reluctant, at first. I did NOT want to put my mouth against her there. It helped, though, that she’d just had a shower, and that, let’s face it, she’d already shown me a lot when licking me. And of course, I had no real choice, kneeling there, wrists tied behind me, her overpowering presence above me, her fingers in my tangled hair.

“Lick me, slut,” she ordered.

And so I did. It was my first time, and she corrected me constantly, showing me how to lick, how to tongue her, when to lick hard, and when to lick softly, when to lick fast and when to lick slowly, when to kiss and rub and suck and do all the other things she liked. She kept firm hold of my hair as she instructed me, and there was never any question who was in charge as I followed her instructions, licking and tonguing her, thrusting my tongue into her pussy, sucking on her clit and getting my entire face covered in her pussy cream.

But it felt incredibly good when she came.

My tongue and jaw ached from all the work, for it wasn’t like I had any experience with it.

“We’ll have to work your tongue into better shape, my precious little slut,” she said, pulling me to my feet.

And then some.

I gasped as she pulled higher, forcing me up onto the balls of my feet, then onto my tiptoes, her fist tight behind my head, holding a thick chunk of hair.

“But you still need to be punished for fucking my husband without my permission. Or did you not think I might be a trifle annoyed at that?”

I had, of course, but gasped helplessly as she made me totter across the room on my toes, head held high and back.

“Oh! Please! Oh! Oh!”

She marched me out of the bedroom, up the hall, and into a room I had thought set aside for storage. It had so many odd things in it, including boxes and bags and bicycles and tools. She let my heels touch down, finally, and released my hair.

“Something appropriate, I think,” she said, “Something instructive.”

I thought it was a bicycle. I mean, it sort of looked like a bicycle, and had a seat. The wheels had been removed, though, and it sat between two tall, slender metal posts.

Yet the bicycle was odd in another way, aside from the lack of wheels. The center bar was normal enough, as far as the seat, but it continued on behind the seat, instead of plunging down towards where the wheels would be. Mrs. Smith smirked at me, then pulled the seat up and off, leaving the upright metal bar. She went to a box in the corner and drew out a long, thick dildo which was hollow, and then slid it over the bar, pushing it downward.

“Come here, little slut. You’re going to have a nice ride,” she said.

I felt my face heating as she took my arm and led me over to the thing. There were a couple of wooden blocks on either side and she had me stand on them, then arranged me right over the head of the dildo and ordered me to sink down. I did, almost without thinking. I mean, it didn’t really occur to me, despite how reluctant I was, to disobey her at that point. Besides, a sexual haze seemed to surround me, and the prospect of more kinky games was, while daunting, making my pussy throb.

I groaned at the thickness, but she seemed to like thick cocks, given her husband, and the earlier strap-on she’d used on me. I slowly sank down onto the fat cock. Then she eased the blocks out, one at a time, so that I had to sink lower still. There was a lever at the front and back which she turned, adjusting the height of the “bike” until the center bar pushed up harder against my pussy and tailbone, and I gradually rose to the balls of my feet to ease the pressure.

“Now you have a nice ride, dear,” she said. “And remember, when you let another woman's husbands have sex with you, you can expect to be punished for it.”

She started to leave and then hesitated. “Well, I wouldn’t want to be too unkind,” she said.

She went back to that same box and took an object from it. It had a white electrical cord dangling from it, and she plugged that into a nearby outlet, then brought the object over to where I stood. It looked odd, like a sort of flattened ball attached to a handle. She used a pair of large, flexible clips to attach the thing to the center bar of the bike just in front of where I stood, then turned a switch.

The thing started to buzz, to vibrate, and the metal bar started to vibrate with it.

She smiled and combed her fingers through my hair.

“That should make your ride more interesting,” she said.

Then she appeared to reconsider, though it seemed to me that this was rather fake.

“Then again, this is supposed to be a punishment,” she said. “We wouldn’t want it to be too pleasant.”

She went back to the box and took out a pair of thin black cords. Each was attached to a small, flat metal clip, and she quite casually squeezed my right breast, making the already erect nipple push out even more, then snapped the clip on it, or rather, on the areola just behind the nipple.

It fucking hurt! I let out a cry of pain, twisting and shaking.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! It hurts!” I cried.

She shook her head. “Such a baby,” she said.

She squeezed my other breast, and I saw she had a second clip. I tried to twist and pull away but she snapped that around my other nipple, and now they both burned like fire.

“Fuck! Fuck! Oww! Don’t!” I cried.

She sighed and shook her head, then walked back to the box, and returned with a spongy sort of ball. I was still twisting and shaking from the burning in my nipples when she gripped the back of my hair and pulled back sharply. I yelped again, my mouth wide as I was forced back, and she stuffed the ball thing into my mouth, jamming her fingers against it to ease it further through my open mouth, past my teeth. It filled my mouth from top to bottom, jamming my tongue down, pressing against the roof of my mouth and holding my teeth and lips wide.

The ball thing had a narrow strap attached, which she pulled around either side of my mouth and snapped together behind my head.

She picked up the thin black cords which now dangled from my nipples and slid them up and out from my body, and I cried out again as they pulled on my nipples. I watched with wide eyes as she tied the cords off against an upright bar at the front of the “bike” a couple of feet in front of me.

“Now remember, dear, don’t fuck other women’s husbands unless they tell you to,” she said, patting my head.

Then she left.

Being punished for fucking Mr. Smith seemed somewhat unfair to me, but at the same time reasonable. I mean, I could certainly see her point, and I didn’t blame her. But at the same time, it hadn’t actually been my decision to have sex with her husband. It wasn’t like I had seduced him or anything. And I really don’t see how I could have said no, not really.

The worst of the pain to my nipples was easing quickly, though they still ached and throbbed and burned. I stood there panting weakly through the ball thing, moaning to myself, my wrists pulling feebly against the cord she’d used to tie them together. This was all very, very... strange, to say the least. I had been worried about what Mr. Smith would do - mostly sex - and hadn’t thought about Mrs. Smith. I certainly hadn’t thought she’d do something like THIS to me, or that anyone else would.

At eighteen this was all quite bizarre, not only beyond my experience but beyond my imagination. Of course, I knew that some people liked to play tie up games during sex, but hadn’t really thought much about it. I certainly hadn’t imagined anything like this would be related to sex. So, I thought of it as a punishment for my adultery.

And I was still sort of feeling guilty about that, so I wasn’t totally sure she was out of line. Well, at least not in punishing me. The manner of that punishment, though, seemed more than a little shocking. My nipples still ached, after all.

I could feel the vibrations of the bar through my thighs, which were close together. I was standing upright, on the balls of my feet, but now my upper body was sort of angled forward to ease the pull of the clips against my nipples. To counterbalance myself, my head was pulled back to ease the strain against my back.

As the pain in my nipples eased to tolerable levels, my problem became the growing weakness and pain in my calves and toes. It was an unnatural position, standing on the balls of my feet like that, especially leaning forward. My calves were growing weak and trembling, and I eased myself down a little to ease the pain. Of course, easing myself down pressed my pussy and tailbone against the center bar, and also pushed the dildo deeper inside me.

But that wasn’t entirely unpleasant. In fact, it wasn’t bad at all, at least at first. I let more and more of my weight press against the bar, but this pulled a little harder on my nipples, which now stretched out up and out, pulling a bit on my breasts so that instead of perfectly round they were kind of distorted outward a bit.

But it was worth the pain to my nipples to ease the pain to my calves. And besides, the vibrations of the bar were doing thrilling things to my pussy, which was jammed against it. It ached, of course, to have most of my weight on the bar. It jammed up against the top of my pussy in front, against my clit, and in back, it jammed against my tailbone right up between my buttocks. 

It was worth it, though! I was already hot and aroused, and now the vibrations were starting to make my entire body pulse with excitement. I groaned weakly into the ball gag, my nipples aching, squirming just a bit against the bar as it buzzed powerfully. I found myself almost unconsciously trying to shift my pussy a little ways forward on the bar, just a little ways, to press directly against the vibrator thing, but of course, locked firmly in place on the immoveable dildo, I couldn’t.

The growing ache in my pussy and tailbone only accentuated the buzzing vibrations, and I was soon on the edge of climax. I was feeling very much like a well, like a fantasy plaything, starting to get into the mental role of an abused serving girl, maybe in a castle in the eighteenth century or something, kind of shifting my weight a bit to jam my pussy against the bar in a rhythmic fashion.

I came, crying out, then crying out louder, my head thrashing as the sexual steam exploded up through my body and mind. I wanted to simultaneously grind myself harder against the bar, and ride up and down on the dildo, and of course, couldn’t do both at once. I contented with letting all my weight down onto the bar, riding it, grinding against it, and even though this pulled harder against my nipples, my movements made the pain there rise and fall, rise and fall, rise and fall as I eased and hardened the strain against my aching nipples.

It all added up to a strange, dizzying kaleidoscope of sensations that howled through my body and mind and had me grunting and shaking and trembling like a dazed, feverish animal who could barely stand up.

The orgasm eased, leaving me gasping and panting, chest heaving. My pussy ached! The ache forced me to slowly push myself up onto the balls of my feet again to ease the pain and to get away from the now too-powerful vibrations. My pussy was tender and horribly sensitive now and I couldn’t stand the buzzing.

Standing also eased the pull on my nipples - for a time, so long as I continued to lean forward. But my ankles and calves and toes were no stronger than they had been before. In fact, they were weaker for their recent exertions, and my legs were soon quivering again, forcing me to slowly settle back down onto the center bar, sliding my pussy back down the dildo, and pulling harder against the clips on my nipples.

And the buzzing, the vibration of the bar jammed against my aching sex began to have an impact again.

The ache in my tailbone grew, as did the ache to my pussy jammed against that hard metal bar. I had to force myself up to ease that ache. But my calves were so sore that I soon had to sink back down against. This process repeated itself again and again, and I began to understand what Mrs. Smith had meant when she said I should have a nice ride. For I was riding the thing, going up and down, up and down, up and down.

The ball gag was difficult to cope with. It held my mouth open wide, filling it, but that was producing saliva, which I swallowed continuously. Some of that saliva, though, was starting to seep out around the ball, so I was drooling a bit.

I sank down onto the bar, sitting fully atop it, despite the pain, and the buzzing got to me so that I exploded into orgasm a second time. I cried out with more abandon now, knowing that the gag would suppress most of the noise anyway. My head was flung back, and I practically screamed at the intensity of the sexual pleasure storm that tore through my body. My nether parts were so horribly sensitive now that the pleasure was almost unbearable.

I forced myself up onto my shaky feet, whimpering now in dismay at my choices. I could endure the pain against my pussy and tailbone, or the pain to my calves. Of course, the choice was false. For there was only so much my calves would take before dropping me back onto the bar again.

I shuddered as I sat fully atop it, my tail bone aching, my pussy burning, the bar buzzing and trembling. I whimpered and moaned in frustration, wanting off the thing, but unable to even cry out to them to release me. The pain grew worse; my overstressed calves started to virtually shut down and refuse to lift me up. I unconsciously began to shift my weight, forward and back, forward and back, altering the pressure so that it eased up on my pussy - but then came down harder on my tailbone. Then when that became too unbearable, I’d lean forward, and then back again. This also had the effect of grinding my clit against the bar repeatedly, of course. Another orgasm hammered my senses, leaving me dazed and swaying, held up mainly by the dildo inside me and the steady pull against my nipples.

And then I was sitting fully atop the bar, all my weight on it, unable to lift myself up any further as my groin began to throb more and more horribly. 

Strangely, despite the growing intensity of the pain, the sexual haze continued to surround my mind and body. I was too distracted by the pain to let that sexuality draw me back towards orgasm, though, and it hovered around me as I moaned and slowly writhed in place, drooling through the ball gag, and starting to feel very hard-done-by, and very sorry for myself. My eyes filled with tears of unhappiness as the pain burned away at my groin, and every sound nearby drew my head up in desperate hope she was coming to get me off again.
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Chapter Five
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When Mrs. Smith finally came, I was so incredibly relieved, so happy to see her, I was trying to beg her through the gag to release me.

“Have we learned our lesson little slut?” she asked not unkindly.

She petted my head, rather like you would a dog, then unsnapped the clips biting into my nipples.

For a moment I was terribly relieved, and able to straighten my back, which had been aching terribly. But the relief didn’t last. A few instants later I felt a scalding pain in my nipples that made me scream.

“It always feels like that at first,” she said in a soothing voice. “Soon the pain will ease, and they’ll just be all pins and needles.”

She pushed the blocks back in place, and somehow I found the strength to stand on them, groaning as it lifted me off the bar. She actually picked me up, lifting me off the dildo, letting me fall across her shoulders, belly down, rather like the way her husband had carried me before. She carried me down the hall and back into her bedroom, then flung me onto the bed.

She rolled me onto my side and untied my wrists, and I moaned weakly as I fell back onto my back, my hands instantly going first to my breasts, then to my pussy. But touching myself was no help, believe me, and I gasped and moaned and yanked my hands away.

“Don’t worry. It’ll feel better soon,” she said soothingly. “Lay on your back and spread your legs wide.”

I did so, and hardly noticed her taking my right wrist and laying it up along the bed atop me, up towards the corner post. She slipped a strap around my wrist and tightened it, and that caught my attention, but I wasn’t sure what, if anything, I could do or should do about it. Protesting wasn’t possible since I was still gagged. I moved my other hand to the gag, trying to see how to remove it, but she had moved around the bed by then, and grasped my wrist, pulling my hand up towards the opposite corner post, and slipping another strap around it.

She spread my ankles wider, strapping them to the bottom posts, and then smiled at me.

“Now it’s time for more fun,” she said.

I moaned into the gag. I just wanted to lay down and be left alone for a while.

It didn’t really occur to me that I was tied, spread-eagles to a bed, maybe because she was a woman, and maybe because I was really just focusing on my pain. But now Mrs. Smith, who was still completely naked, climbed into the bed and knelt on all fours between my legs. I moaned nervously as I raised my head to look at her, for I didn’t want her touching my aching pussy.

Her soft hands caressed my legs instead, and then she leaned in and kissed me just at the side of my knee. Her tongue slid out, licking at my flesh, caressing it in a way which made me feel kind of warm and shivery. She gently, slowly, licked and kissed her way up my leg, up along my inner thigh to just below my pussy. She skipped across it, rising to slide her breasts up along my belly until she could lick at my sore nipples.

They were still gripped by pins and needles when she began to lick lightly. It ached when she slid her soft lips around my, but it was a pleasant ache as she was very gentle. The suction of her mouth, though, did strange things to my nipple in its pins and needles state, and I felt like there was suddenly a direct line between my nipple and my pussy, for I felt, as she sucked, an instant response there, a different kind of throbbing to what it had been experiencing the last few minutes.

Every touch of her tongue and lips on my nipples made them ache and sting, but, again, this is weird to say, but they stung and ached in a deliciously pleasant way which was making my pussy muscles clench and unclench, making my hips want to grind up against nothing. 

Then I sensed movement out of the corner of my eye and felt a flush of embarrassment as Mr. Smith came into the room. He looked at us, then took a seat next to the bed, just watching as his wife licked and sucked at my breasts.

The feel of her big, firm breasts grinding against my belly was weirdly arousing, as well. They too were very soft, and I could actually feel the pinpoint hardness of her nipples, which told me that she was aroused by this, aroused by seeing me, by touching me, by licking me, by kissing me. And that pleased me, flattered me, for some reason.

She began to knead my breasts with her fingers as she slowly kissed and licked her way down my body, her breasts rubbing against me, until she was racing her tongue along the aching, sensitive flesh which surrounded my pussy.

I moaned weakly into the gag, my eyes flitting to the corners, seeing Mr. Smith watching, embarrassed and feeling, well, I don’t know, feeling nasty, naughty, wicked for having an audience. 

The touch of Mrs. Smith’s tongue against my clit made me cry out and arch my back against the pain. And yet, as with my nipples, the pain, though certainly present, had a wild, dark tinge of sexual heat and pleasure to it. And the more her tongue licked delicately at me the stronger that sexual tinge became.

By the time she was laying her whole tongue flat against my sex and just licking me, I mean licking me like she was a dog, or like I was an ice cream cone, the wild, swirling sensations of pleasure and pain were just about enough to drive me out of my mind. I arched and twisted and pulled and strained and cried out again and again in a feverish sexual dream as her tongue drove me through orgasm after orgasm after orgasm.

My belly churned and heaved, my chest ached, my head spun, and still she licked, orgasms spilling over me one after the other until I screamed at her to stop, begged her to stop, that I couldn’t take any more. But of course, my words were only muffled moans through the ball gag, and the exquisite, horrible, wonderful licking continued until I thought I’d lose my mind.

I had never before imagined it was even possible to have orgasms that intense, never mind orgasms that plentiful. I had vaguely heard of multiple orgasms somewhere, but the term had held little meaning to me. I had thought it just meant coming, then after more work, after a little while, coming again. This was orgasm after orgasm, separated by seconds, so that I didn’t even have a chance to catch my breath. The world spun around me and I sobbed helplessly against the turmoil howling through my nervous system.

And she finally stopped, sliding up my body again, mouthing my nipples in turn, kissing my throat and cheeks, then reaching behind my head to remove the gag. I sobbed weakly as her lips met mine, kissing gently, lovingly, delicately, her tongue dipping and darting as her lips caressed mine. Her breasts pillowed out against mine, hard yet soft, as she lay her weight along my belly. Her hand went under my head, lifting it, as her kissing became bolder, more determined, more demanding, and I found myself kissing her back even as I sniffled and gulped in air.

For long minutes she held me and kissed me, and then, slowly, she pulled up and off, and loomed above me, smiling. She slid up my body until she was sort of sitting on her heels, knees spread to either side of my arms, her pussy right above my mouth. She sat slowly and I began to lick uncertainly, trying to remember what she’d taught me what seemed like ages ago.

She began to press her pussy against my mouth, then draw back, to sink down, then draw back, to rub herself up and down across my lips and tongue, jamming her sex against my nose on each upward movement. I licked as best I could while she ground her pussy against my mouth, arching her back above me, moaning as she jammed her pussy down harder, and faster.

Then I felt a tongue against my pussy. I started, my eyes rolling to the side, but her knee was in the way. I could no longer see whether Mr. Smith was still there or not. But of course, he couldn’t be. He was between my legs, licking me. He was less delicate than his wife, but I was still helplessly aroused as his tongue lapped at me. I winced and gasped as his fingers touched me, penetrated me, bringing a sharper pain to mix with the heated pleasure.

Mrs. Smith had my hair in both hands now as she rode my face, whispering, gasping, ordering me to lick her - which I was already doing, calling me her bitch, her slut, which was wild and strange and hot.

“Lick me! Lick me, you slut! Lick your mistress, you bitch! Dirty little bitch dog!” she groaned. “Lick your mistress! Stick your tongue up inside me! Ooooooh! Dirty girl! Dirty little girl! Nasty little girl! Lick your mistress, you slut! You filthy slut!”

I felt a growing pressure against my pussy, which meant a sharply growing pain. Then what could only be Mr. Smith’s cock pushed into me, and I groaned as it slid deep through the moist, spasming folds of my pussy, driving deep into my belly as I finally saw his hand and arm to my right, then part of his body angling to the side of where his wife sat straddling my head.

His cock moving inside me felt incredible! It felt so right, so perfect, so wonderful, and yet it stung, or at least, the lips, the surface, the outside of my pussy ached terribly with the pressure and the touch. I didn’t really care about the pain, though. Pleasure and passion had hold of me and that was all that mattered as his hips rose and fell and his cock pumped inside me.

Mrs. Smith screamed as she came, grinding her pussy furiously against my mouth as she yanked on my hair. I was trying to lick, but really, there wasn’t much I could do as she ground herself against my mouth with wild abandon and came against me.

After that, though, she seemed to calm down a bit. She eased the pressure off my mouth, supporting more of her weight as she ordered me to lick her again, suck lightly on her clit, to push my tongue between her pussy lips.

“Lick me, slut!” she gasped. “Lick your mistress while my husband fucks you! Do you like that cock inside you, little slut!? Do you like having my husband’s big cock fucking you? Dirty little girl! Nasty little slut!”

She pressed her wet pussy against my mouth.

“Suck. Suck me, nasty girl. Suck your mistress. Drink her pussy cream!” she moaned, rubbing and grinding against me as her husband thrust into me harder.

I felt his hand on my breast, kneading and squeezing it as he thrust his hips down. His weight was draped across my belly and thighs now as he let his hips grind himself in and out. 

Another orgasm swept over Mrs. Smith, and then over me as Mr. Smith pounded into my helpless, spreadeagled body.

* * * * * *
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I hung back reluctantly, but Mrs. Smith frowned, took my arm, and led me into the building.

I bit my lip uncertainly. It wasn’t that I had anything against the idea of having laser hair removal. And it was awfully generous of Mrs. Smith to offer to pay for it. But the idea of laying down and spreading my legs before a complete stranger while she bent over me with a little laser pencil was daunting, to say the least. I just didn’t know how to say it without sounding like a silly little girl.

Besides, it would be fantastic not to have to shave or wax my legs any more, not to mention my pussy.  So, I knew this was a great thing. And then again, saying no to Mrs. Smith was no easy task. She was like a force of nature, worse even than her husband.

The place was like any clinic, with chairs out from in a waiting room, and then rooms down a little corridor. Everyone seemed perfectly normal, and it seemed perfectly professional, so that eased my concern somewhat. They probably did this sort of thing every day, so it was nothing new. Besides, Mr. and Mrs. Smith said I had a very pretty pussy, with neat, tight lips. That was embarrassing to hear but it reassured me now.

No one thought it odd that Mrs. Smith got up and went in with me, not even the Asian woman who was inside the little room. It was a typical sort of clinic room, with counter and sink at one end, then an examination table at the other. There was a sort of barber chair in the center, only it had stirrups and was reclined more than when you got your hair done. 

I was nervous as the Asian girl, who looked not much older than me, and had a strange, bowl-shaped haircut, asked me to strip.

It occurred to me at this point that if I’d worn a skirt or pants, I could have at least left my top on, but Mrs. Smith had bought me a dress and insisted I wear it. It was sexy, and short, and tight, and had a built-in bra so I didn’t need to wear any. She’d also insisted I wear no underwear.

“You want your pussy all fresh and aired out when you spread your legs for the aesthetician, dear,” she’d said, which again had embarrassed me, though it sort of made sense.

So, I peeled the dress up and off, blushing as I looked for something, like a paper gown or something, to wear. But there wasn’t any. The girl motioned me to the chair and, my blush deepening, I lay down on it, then lifted my legs and put them in the stirrups as she ordered.

Mrs. Smith stepped back and sat down as if to watch, and again I wondered why the girl didn’t order her out. But the girl paid no attention to her.

“Hands at the top of the chair, please,” she said, with a thick accent.

I obeyed, not really knowing why, and was surprised when she took a strap from the top of the chair and wrapped it around my wrists, pinning them in place.

“Wha-why are you doing that?” I gulped.

“Nicole,” Mrs. Smith said in a warning tone.

“Must not move when laser starts,” the girl said.

She drew another strap around from the side of the chair, across my chest just above my braces, and then buckled it tightly into the other side of the chair. A second strap came across my hips, pressing down firmly. Then my ankles were strapped into place.

She put goggles over my eyes, then said. “Please to open mouth wide.”

I obeyed, of course, and she pushed a ball gag into my mouth. I blinked my eyes rapidly in growing concern and uncertainty. What on earth!?

“For you bite for pain,” she said.

I moaned into it as she sat down between my legs, staring into my pussy. Then I felt her gloved fingers at my pussy lips, felt one slide inside me, most and slick. I pulled against the straps but was locked tightly as her fingers dipped in and out, spreading some sort of solution, oily, slick, lubricant perhaps.

Then something long and slender and plastic like pushed into me, sliding deep. It was not a dildo. At least it didn’t feel like one. And it was thin, perhaps an inch around. I grunted as she pushed it especially deep, angling it up and in. Then she attached a little plastic bulb to the end and started squeezing it. The thing inside me began to widen, to thicken, like a balloon being pumped up. I moaned and pulled again at the straps as the thing inside me began to swell, spreading me wide, forcing my lips to go taut around it and then stretching more and more.

It was starting to hurt before she stopped. Then, with the thing inside me, she turned on a machine, and I began to feel heat against my pussy, around the taut lips, up and down, moving slowly along my flesh. It hurt. It burned. But then I had known it would. And it wasn’t unbearable as she kept moving across my slickened skin.

As she moved upwards, her fingers moved, as well, and I felt the pressure against my clit, felt her fingers pressing it down, then up, then sliding across it carelessly. Given my position, and my recent experience with Mrs. Smith, I could not take it any other way but sexual, despite the very clinical way she was acting.

She gave the bulb another pump and the thing inside me grew thicker still, making me groan into the gag.

“Making skin taut so easier to work with,” she said.

She moved across my pussy with the little pen thing, zap, zap, zapping at my flesh, at my hair follicles just below the surface of my skin. The girl zapped perilously close to my clit, going from side to side at the very top of my pussy, zapping all around it. Then she eased aside as Mrs. Smith leaned in. I looked up at her a bit dazedly, quite flustered by this all, and saw her press a little cup over the top of my pussy. It was like the very top part of an egg, rounded, and slightly hollow. It was smaller than an egg, though, only perhaps an inch across.

It pressed down around my clit, and then a piece of tape held it in place. A thin cord ran to it, and a moment later the thing started buzzing like a little vibrator. Of course, it WAS a little vibrator. I was shocked at something so obvious in a clinic, but again, the Asian girl didn’t bat an eye.

“This will make you feel better, dear. It will help against the pain,” she said.

And it was true. It was a very effective distraction, though horribly embarrassing.

And the more it buzzed against me the more aroused I began to feel, despite the situation. My breathing came faster, and became shallower, a slow flush spreading from my face down my chest as my nipples hardened. My pussy was squeezing down around the fat, hard balloon thing inside me, and I had a dreadful fear that the girl, who was still doing her job in a very calm, clinical fashion, would detect my arousal and be disgusted.

Then the door opened, and another Asian girl came in, redoubling my embarrassment. The two spoke in Chinese (I guess) and then the second girl pulled over a stool and lifted up a second laser thing, and the two began to move down my legs, each zapping away as they worked. The pain grew worse because it had multiple sources, but the sexual miasma clouding my mind colored the pain, shielding me from it, distracting me and making my body want to writhe and twist and grind away at the big thing stuffed into me.

I hardly saw Mrs. Smith, because the room was dim, and I had these thick goggles on. But she leaned past me and gripped the bulb dangling from the thing inside me, then squeezed it a couple of times.

I let out a cry of pain as my pussy was stretched that much more, my breathing becoming more ragged, my body jerking against the straps.

“Please not to move,” the girl said calmly, continuing her work on my leg.

It was freaky how calm and clinical they were, how they were treating this as nothing out of the ordinary. I was naked, legs spread - well, I suppose that part might be normal given their job - but strapped down, and with this big thing stuck into me... My mind was kind of fuzzy about whether there could possibly be any legitimate reason for that part, but there couldn’t be for the vibrator, could there!?

And it was getting hard to ignore the vibrator! Especially with that big thing inside me spreading me out so wide, straining my pussy and the mouth of my sex, filling me to overflowing. And being full to overflowing was a sensation I was starting to really like, by the way, with Mr. Smith’s big cock, and the dildos Mrs. Smith liked to use. 

But these Asian girls were so casual and clinical that it was hard to believe they had any notion anything was going on here but routine hair removal - as strange as that seems - and so I was straining, fighting to show no arousal, no excitement, to give no hint of how I was being affected by things.

And then a third Asian girl came in, wearing the same sort of white jacket as the others, and she is just as casual, rolling a metal tray on wheels over next to me as if there was nothing strange about a bound, naked, gagged girl laying there with a big thing stuck into her. She put on rubber gloves, then picked up a small bottle and opened it. She plucked some cotton batting from a glass jar with forceps then placed them against the bottle, and I smelled alcohol.

Then, using the forceps to hold the cotton, she rubbed it against my right nipple, and the skin around it, then the left. The alcohol was cold, but my nipples were already painfully erect.  I blinked rapidly, having no idea what she was doing.

She put down those forceps and picked up another pair. These ones had flattened ends with holes in them. She bent over me and carefully pressed the forceps against my nipple, slowly squeezing it tight, then pulling it slightly forward. 

I moaned into the gag, my nipple aching as she squeezed it, then my eyes widened as I saw her pick up another tool. It had a complicated handle and then a sharp little needle at the end which seemed to curl around behind the head. She pressed it against the side of my nipple, and then just like that, it punched right through the holes in the forceps holding it, and out the other side, piercing my nipple. It stung like blazes, and I jerked against the straps, letting out a cry of pain muffled by the gag.

But the pain didn’t last, dropping to a dull throbbing sensation. The sharp metal needle pushed forward, and it got wider, forcing the hole wider, then curled around and back, and it looked like it had a ring attached already. The ring went through my nipple, and around, and then she shifted the device and removed it.

I was left with a stainless-steel ring through my nipple. It was a relatively thick ring, perfectly smooth and glistening on all sides, but it didn’t have the little ball to fasten the two sides together. The girl used a special pair of pliers to squeeze the ends together, then another device to seal them so the ring was a perfect, unmarked circle. I wondered how it came off.

She moved the tray around to my other side, and repeated the process, so that I had two perfect rings dangling from my throbbing nipples. Then she spoke with the other two in Chinese. They shifted so they were on the outside of my spread legs and continued with their little laser pen things zapping away at my skin. The third girl then rolled her tray up between my legs, and her fingers pressed against the base of the thick thing inside me. I groaned as I felt it sliding even deeper, the nose jammed high, and achingly deep in my belly.

Jerking my head up I could see that she had succeeded in burying the thing inside me, shoving it so far inside that it had disappeared. But it was only a little ways inside, so that my pussy lips remained spread open, and she began to rub alcohol over them as I pulled anxiously against the straps.

Working efficiently, she pierced my lower labia, putting a thick ring through both, right at the base of my pussy Then she used a smaller, thinner ring to pierce my clitoral hood - which really hurt!

Then she backed off, put her things away, cleaned her instruments, and left me laying there, gasping, panting, moaning, and more than slightly confused. Mrs. Smith hadn’t said a word about getting me pierced! Was this some sort of surprise gift?!

* * * * *
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I was more than a little miffed, though I told myself that perhaps I was being a bit unreasonable. Mrs. Smith had seemed genuinely pleased and told me that I looked adorable and incredibly sexy with the rings, and that she’d always wished she had them done when she was younger (though she hadn’t had them done to HER) and that I shouldn’t worry because the cost was completely on her. She also talked about how I wouldn’t have to shave my legs or wax any more, which was, I admit, a great thing, though I would have to go back for another session or two to finish up.

It was strange walking beside her downtown with the rings on me, for they ached, or rather, my body ached where the rings were. But it was even more strange walking with that big, pump-up dildo things inside me. For yes, it was still inside me, nestled tightly just inside my pussy so that the mouth of my pussy remained parted. My sex lips were still straining wide, and the sense of fullness, of aching fullness deep inside me, was made worse by my movement.

I was annoyed, and I was sore, and yet still, I was aroused, a dark, strange sort of arousal which only grew worse as I walked with that thing up inside me. There was no way it would come out. One of the Asian girls had actually pumped it up even thicker once it was inside me so that my pussy lips would have to spread even wider to let it slide out. Mrs. Smith said it was good to keep my pussy lips spread apart for a bit because of the piercing there.

Was that true? I didn’t know any girls who had piercing down there so I had no clue. All I knew was that it felt like I was walking down the street in a short skirt with no underwear and a big dildo inside me!

Mrs. Smith took me to her favorite shoe store.  The first thing she wanted to buy me was a gorgeous, sexy pair of high heels. I had high heels, but it was hard to turn down free shoes, especially sexy, expensive designer shoes. But the ones she wanted, and dismissed my weak arguments about, were stilettos, and very high stilettos. 

I tried to keep my legs really close together when the girl was putting them on me as I sat down, then the girl had to help me stand as I walked very slowly and carefully on these high stiletto heels. 

“You’ll get used to how to walk in them,” Mrs. Smith said.

And to help get used to them she had the girl box my own shoes so I could leave in the stilettos. Walking along next to her in them I was distracted from my continuing state of dark arousal by the need to concentrate on my walking so I wouldn’t fall down.

She bought me several pairs of really nice, sexy nylons, and a pair of fancy lace gloves, and then a really cute leather choker.  Then she insisted on buying me lingerie! I did my best to refuse but she insisted, and so for almost an hour she picked out things for me to try on, and I went into the little change room and, awkwardly perched on my stiletto heels, changed from one to another. Then I had to walk out to model them for her and the sales girl.

The weird part was the sales people usually wouldn’t let you try on underwear without something underneath, but they didn’t seem to mind at all here.

It was really embarrassing, though! And not only because the sales girl must be wondering who this woman was and why I was modeling my lingerie for her! She was too old to be my friend and certainly too young to be my mother! What was worse, a lot of the bras were thin and lacy, some were partially or fully see-through, and the rings in my nipples were quite evident through them.

There were other women wandering around the store, too! And I had to come out of the dressing room in some pretty small bits of silk and satin and lace! At least none of the panties were see through, otherwise they’d have seen my pussy lips spread out and the opening to my sex quite visible!

I was blushing for much of this time, including when I had to stand there in a pair of black silk panties and a silk and lace half bra while she and the sales lady examined me under the bright store lights.

The bra was half solid, half lace, with the lacy, see-through part being the upper halves of the cups. You could see my nipples through it.

“I like this,” Mrs. Smith said, examining me thoughtfully. “But do you have a bra just like this but without this lace?”

She ran her fingers across my nipples through the lace.

“Well, yes, madam, but then the nipples would be visible,” the girl said with a French accent.

Mrs. Smith smiled. “Yes, that’s what I want.”

I blushed further.

What the girl found was a leather bra with matching thong. The cups were just that, cups, covering the lower half of each breast, but they were low enough that they ended just at the nipples, so in effect, the top of the bra was actually pressed against the underside of each nipple, with the rings hanging over the top. And I had to stand in that in the store!

“Ah, I like this,” Mrs. Smith said.

“It looks quite sexy,” the sales lady said.

“Turn around, Nicole,” Mrs. Smith ordered.

I turned.

“Yes, I like that thong on you. It shows off your ass very nicely.”

I blushed again.

Actually, I hardly stopped blushing. I just felt waves of heat going across my face each time I felt a new embarrassment.

Wearing the thong ached, because of the way it squeezed up against my two new piercings down there, and I was glad to be able to go back into the room and try on something else. The “something else”, though, turned out to be a lacy little nightie, barely lower than my buttocks, and almost completely see through on top, with just a narrow strip of opaque material cutting across the bottom over my groin. Again, I had to step out into the store and model it for Mrs. Smith, the sales lady, and a fat woman who was walking by, and who gave me a scowl.

After that I had to model a full merry widow’s outfit, which I’d only ever seen in the occasional magazine, and never thought to wear. Then I had to put on a baby doll nightie, then lacy black teddy The teddy was really embarrassing. It was a thong, extremely high cut on the sides, and cupless, with the top lacing together under and over and around my breasts, lifting, supporting and kind of squeezing in on them a little, but leaving them bare. 

I blushed furiously as I walked back out into the shop, holding my hands over my top to hide my breasts.

“Move your hands, dear,” Mrs. Smith said immediately.

I gulped and looked at the sales lady, then around at the store.

“But there’s nothing on top!” I protested in an anguished voice.

“I’ve seen your boobies before, dear,” she said, as the sales lady chuckled.

I glowered at her and her eyes narrowed. “Nicole, you don’t want to be riding your bike tomorrow, do you?”

I knew what she meant, but the sales lady probably thought she meant I wouldn’t get to use her car or something. My face flushed, and I slowly, reluctantly eased my hands away.

“Shoulders back, chest out, stand straight,” Mrs. Smith ordered.

“She looks very good in that,” the sales lady said. “I’m sure she won’t stay in it for long, though!”

My face flushed yet again as she gave Mrs. Smith a sly look. 

After the lingerie shop she drove me home and dropped me off. I was so confused and befuddled that I didn’t even demand she remove the thing inside me first. I was still gripped by a hot, churning sense of sexual arousal, and put my things in my room before examining myself. It hurt to touch myself down there, but I couldn’t stop laying back, spreading my legs, and carefully, delicately, rubbing at my clit until I came with a writhing, bucking, gasping, moaning orgasmic explosion that left me panting for breath.

I called their home after that and reminded Mrs. Smith she’d forgotten to remove the thing.

“Don’t worry about it, Nicole. We’ll get it out tomorrow when you come to work.”

“Tomorrow!? I can’t leave it in all night!” I exclaimed.

“Why not?”

“It-it’s -uncomfortable!” I gulped.

“It’s less uncomfortable than sitting on the bike will be if you continue to be disrespectful and impudent,” she said. “My husband and I are going out tonight, you know my husband, the man you fucked like an adulterous slut?”

I flushed, both angry and guilty, and then was holding a phone with an empty connection. I put it down slowly, squirming, and reached down between my legs, feeling how taut my pussy lips were. I lay back and spread my legs, feeling inside for the dildo. But it was even more tight inside me, swollen out and thick. I tried to seize it and pull it down my pussy tunnel but there was little to grab on to, and it was too thick to get out without stretching my pussy lips even more.

It was, to say the least, an uncomfortable evening! I ached down there, and with a moist, hot heaviness that made me keep reaching for my sore pussy and wanting to rub myself. 

I also tried, by the way, to remove the rings, for I didn’t want my parents noticing the nipple rings (the others were safe), but I couldn’t figure out how they came off. There was no catch, no clasp, nothing to loosen or turn or twist to get them off. I had to wear band aids across my nipples, along with a sweatshirt to make sure they didn’t notice anything. And it didn’t help that my nipples were hard all evening and all night.

It hurt to rub my clit, but I had to. It was too frustrating not to. I had to masturbate about every hour! Yes, it ached, and yes, my nipples and clit and pussy stung and throbbed, but it didn’t matter. I had to touch myself!
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I wore a pair of loose sweat pants and a tank top with a loose sweatshirt over it to the Smith’s the next morning. It had been a strange night, and I’d woken up often from erotic dreams which had left me aroused and filled with hunger and need. I wanted the thing inside me, the pump up dildo, out of me immediately!

Okay, what I really wanted - was cock. I wanted to be fucked sooooooo bad! That thing had been lodged inside me for hours and hours and my pussy wanted something softer, something more malleable, something that moved! 

I’d had no sleep the previous night. My fingers kept straying to my sore pussy, not just because of the ache of the piercing but because of that fullness, and the way it distended my pussy lips. I remained in a state of simmering heat and couldn’t seem to stop touching myself - even though it stung to do so. I masturbated several times through the night, writhing and twisting and panting and moaning amid my tangled sheets, and then let the hand shower get me off again twice in my morning shower.

So, I showed up at the Smith’s more than a little flustered and more than a little hot and bothered and agitated.

I changed almost immediately into my bikini, feeling that smoldering heat kick up a notch as the thing cups pressed against my breasts and clearly showed the outline of the nipple rings. Then I went into the house to seek out Mrs. Smith. I found them both still at the dining room table, and I blinked in some surprise, for they were usually well done by the time I arrived.

“Ahh, Nicole,” Mrs. Smith said. “We got home late and got up late. And you slept well, I trust.”

“Not really,” I said, trying to keep my voice neutral, but not succeeding.

“Not really mistress,” she said coolly.

“Sorry... Mistress. Not really Mistress,” I said.

“Perhaps she should call me Master since I’m the master of the house,” Mr. Smith said jokingly.

His wife gave him a tolerant smile.

“Mrs Smith, could I uhm, see you. I mean, do you have a way to uhm, deflate that thing... you know the uhm...”

“Where are your shoes, dear?” she said, looking down at my bare feet. “I wanted to see you in them.”

“Uhm, I didn’t know,” I said. “They’re at home with all that other stuff.”

“Stuff?” she said. “You don’t sound very grateful, Nicole.”

“I am!” I said. “I uhm, just didn’t know you wanted me to wear them to uhm, work.”

“Well, I did. And how are your piercings? You should avoid wearing a bra for the first few days, dear. It will help your nipples heal.”

“Uhm, ah, but I –.”

“Well, there’s certainly no need of wearing one here! I go outside topless myself as often as not. Go on, take it off. Show Mr. Smith your lovely nipple rings.”

I blushed, but it wasn’t a suggestion, and there was no real reason to refuse since, of course, they’d both seen my nipples. Still, I was embarrassed, and removed the top of my bikini only reluctantly, my arms seeking to rise to hide my breasts.

“Shoulders back. Chest out, Back straight,” Mr. Smith barked.

I responded almost instinctively by now, for he’d used that phrase numerous times, and often followed up with a swat to the bottom if I failed to comply quickly. They both stared at my breasts, and I colored further, my nipples tingling.

“They do look very nice,” Smith said.

“See? I told you they would,” his wife replied. “She has such nice firm breasts that they hang there quite nicely.”

She reached up quite casually and fingered one of the rings, and, incidentally, my erect nipple.

“What about the other ones you were telling me about?” he said.

“Take off the bottoms, too, Nicole. Show Mr. Smith.”

Again, I didn’t want to. My face heated further, but I couldn’t quite bring myself to refuse, and so I slipped off my bikini bottoms and stood there naked, my pussy lips dilated, the rings hanging from my clitoral hood and labia.

“Hmm, not quite sure about these,” Mr. Smith said.

He reached out and gently fingered the top ring, and I winced even as heat started to rise within me.

“The one at the clit will increase sensations for her so she feels them even more intensely. She’s already quite responsive but this will make her even more of a little slut.”

Her voice was amused, and she looked at me tolerantly, so I didn’t really take offense.

Besides, Mr. Smith was casually stroking the ring - and my clit below it, and my inner juices were bubbling as my pussy spasmed and squeezed repeatedly around the thick dildo thing inside me.

“Could you.... Would you please remove this... thing, Mistress?” I asked plaintively.

“Do you mean the inflatable dildo?” she asked, still amused. “I would have thought a little slut like you would enjoy having a cock in her all the time.”

“It’s ... uncomfortable,” I gulped, embarrassed and sweating a bit.

“It serves a purpose, my dear, in keeping your pussy lips parted it helps heal your labia faster,” she said smoothly. “Perhaps your problem is simply that it incites certain feelings?”

“Uhm, no I uh...”

“It certainly incites certain feelings in me,” her husband said with a grin.

“Yes, dear. I know all about your feelings on that score,” she replied dryly.

She put aside her napkin and got up from the table, then took my hand and pulled me across to the serving table a dozen feet away.

“Bend over, dear,” she ordered, shifting her grip to the back of my neck.

I obeyed, thinking she was going to remove the thing, especially after she gave my bottom a slap and told me to spread my legs. 

“Wait while I get something,” she said.

She walked away, her heels clicking on the table, leaving me bent over the table, legs spread, my bottom pointed right at where Mr. Smith sat. I blushed further as I realized that, my insides squirming with embarrassment amid a rising heat. It was a long two minutes before she returned, and then it wasn’t with some bulb or tool to deflate the thing inside me. Instead, she had a large butt-plug, though I didn’t know it as my face was looking at the wall.

I was relieved as she came back and stood behind me and didn’t think anything of it as I felt her hand on my buttocks, spreading them - at first. Then I felt something being pressed against my little back hole, and gasped.

“Wh-what are you doing?!”

“What’s best for you, Nicole,” she said sternly. “Don’t ever doubt that. You know how much Mr. Smith and I care for you.”

“But I - I don’t—oh! Ah!”

I felt the thing, already lubricated, sliding into me. It was narrow, to push fairly easily into my bottom, but grew wider by the inch so that she had to pull back a little, push forward, twist it from side to side, pull back, and push forward again. I gasped and moaned and gulped in air, uncertain what or why she was doing what she was doing. My butt spread wider still, almost to the point of real pain, and then suddenly it sort of closed, with a sense of relief.

But the thing was inside me. No, wait, I could feel something still outside me too... I’d never seen a butt plug before, you see, much less had one inside me. It had a flat coin-like base pressed against the outside of my little hole, covering it, and attached to a pencil thin bar which was attached to the larger part of it inside my butt.

She gave my bottom a slap and then pulled me upright.

“There now,” she said.

I gulped as I watched her return to her seat, staring, blinking, confused. I reached behind me and felt the base over my anus with something like wonder.

“But... I thought... you were going to take it out,” I said in a whiny voice.

“Don’t whine, dear,” Mrs. Smith said. “I already told you it will help heal your labia faster like this.”

“Oh, for goodness sakes,” Mr. Smith sighed. “Come here, girl,” he said brusquely, snapping his finger at me.

I went hesitantly over to him as he pushed his chair back, and he grabbed my wrist, spun me and pulled me down across his lap so I was sitting sideways. He slapped at my thigh to spread my legs and then began to finger my clit.

I gasped weakly and reached for his hand. I mean, his wife was right there! And she’d kind of made it clear I wasn’t to screw around with him... sort of. I mean... well, I didn’t know what to think. But it didn’t really matter because he gripped my hair, pulling my head up and back, and that pull almost automatically drew my hands up and back to ease the strain, grasping at his wrist behind my neck.

“Calm down, Nicole,” he said. “And I’ll relieve that tension you’re feeling.”

In fact, he was increasing it! My pussy was throbbing and burning at his touch, and I was squirming in his lap, gasping and moaning as he fingered me closer and closer to orgasm.

He jerked back sharply on my hair, so I cried out. “Put your hands at your sides!” he barked. “Now, Nicole!”

I obeyed, whimpering, and he eased his pull a little.

“Are you a slut?” he asked more softly. “Are you my slut?”

I hesitated to answer, or at least to give him the answer I knew he wanted, because his wife was sitting right across the table.

He jerked on my hair and I gasped again.

“Are you my slut?” he demanded.

“I-I-I a-am!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I-I’m your slut!” I gasped, face heating terribly.

He jerked painfully on my hair. “Sir,” he said.

“I’m your slut, sir!” I gasped, wondering what his wife would say to that.

But as his finger began to rub gently but insistently at my clit I began to loose interest in what his wife might think. The smoldering sexual heat roared up like a bonfire inside me and I writhed and moaned and twisted in his lap as he held my hair tightly. My hands fluttered beside me, wanting to grab at his hand, to push his fingers harder against myself, but I was trying to obey his command to keep my hands at my sides.

And I was very intensely aware of Mrs. Smith sitting across the table, sipping her juice and watching me through narrow eyes. I felt like such an incredible slut! And yet, despite the terrible embarrassment of having her watch while he fingered me it was, for some reason, incredibly arousing at the same time. Don’t ask me why.

I wanted to come so bad, but at the same time I didn’t want her to see me come! But of course, I couldn’t control myself. My pussy had been acing and simmering too long, and I came with a helpless cry of pleasure, convulsions wracking my body as I twisted and writhed on his lap in the throes of a powerful, passionate orgasm.

When it was done, I was limp, slumped across his lap, moaning groggily, eyes slitted. He fingered my nipples and then lifted me to my feet, where I had to hang onto the table to keep from falling.

“Now, you have a lot of work to do today, young lady,” he said.

“Y-yes, sir,” I said breathlessly, a little dazed.

“Nicole,” Mrs. Smith said curtly.

“Y-Yes, mistress,” I gulped anxiously.

“Don’t you think you should thank Mr. Smith.”

“I-I uh... th-thank you, sir,” I gulped, turning back to him.

“For what?”

“I uh, for uh...”

“Thank Mr. Smith for masturbating you, dear,” Mrs. Smith said calmly.

I blanched, my face heating again immediately at the word. My eyes dropped to the floor and my mind squirmed.

“Nicole,” she said warningly.

“Th-thank you for... for... m-masturbating me, Sir,” I nearly whispered, face burning.

“I didn’t hear you.”

I drew in a shaky breath. “Thank you for m-masturbating me, sir,” I said.

“You’re welcome. Now you can get to work.”

I reached for my bikini.

“Nicole,” Mrs. Smith snapped.

“Yes, mistress?”

“Did I not tell you that you’ll heal better without that on?”

“But I - uh...”

“You can do without around here. No one will see you but us.”

I hesitated. “Yes, mistress,” I finally said.

She snorted and got to her feet, then moved past me. “If you really think you must have something to wear today,” she said, opening drawers in a cupboard, “You should have brought  some of the things I bought you, especially the shoes. But in the meantime, you can wear this.”

She returned with - a dog collar. Or, well, it looked like a dog collar. It was a large, thick, studded collar, right, for a dog, right? I mean, that was what collars were for...

She slipped it around my neck and buckled it while I looked at her in confusion.

“There, you look quite appropriate now,” she said.

“Thank Mrs. Smith,” her husband said.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, very confused and uncertain.

“You’re welcome.”

She gave me a hug. “Such a dear little slut,” she said with a smile.

Uhmm.... Okayyyyy, I thought wonderingly.

I started for the door.

“Wait,” she said.

I stopped and turned, face still flushed.

“I think you should repay Mr. Smith for relieving that tension inside you,” she said. “As you can see, Mr. Smith has some tension as well, caused by you,” she said, her words almost accusing. 

I stared at her in surprise, then at Mr. Smith, and I saw he had an erection pushing against his gray slacks. Again, my face heated and I looked at her in confusion and uncertainty.

“I taught you what to do with your mouth the other day,” she said. “I’m certain my husband has also given you some instructions.”

“Well actually, no,” he said reluctantly.

“You haven’t?” she demanded with a frown. “Why-ever not? How is the little slut supposed to learn anything if she isn’t taught? You expect those pimply faced boys she services to instruct her? Honestly!”

She took my arm and brusquely pulled me back to where her husband sat, then pushed me down onto my knees next to him. I thought, holy shit, she’s going to have me suck him right here while she watches, and my pulse raced as she pushed my head forward over his lap.

“Show me what you can do, little slut,” she said.

Sex was not supposed to be this casual! Everything about how these two treated sex was bizarre beyond belief! 

The floor was hard against my bare knees as I knelt there all flustered, and then she gave me a short slap to the head. “Start, girl. We’re not paying you to daydream!”

Well, it’s not like this was my job! I mean, was it?!

I leaned in uncertainly.

“Unzip his fly,” she said impatiently, arms folded across her chest.

I obeyed her, blushing, and then with no further instruction, did the obvious, and reached in and fished for his cock.

“Undo his pants,” she said.

I stopped, and unfastened them, opening them, then tugged his cock out. It was hard, but not fully, and I colored further as I started to lick at it. I slipped my mouth over the fat head, sucking lightly, licking at it as I pushed my lips downward. I slid back up, then down further, taking more and more into my mouth as I gripped the base with my hand. I began to bob up and down, licking and sucking as they watched, feeling really... strange, I mean, very strangely like, I don’t know, like it maybe WAS part of my job or something, though of course, I was certainly no prostitute!

“Oh my God, you are so horrible at this,” Mrs. Smith exclaimed.

“Now dear, you know the saying; even when it’s bad it’s good,” he said.

“I can’t even bear to watch such an amateur!” 

I felt kind of insulted and embarrassed at the same time. I mean, no one had ever complained before about my cock sucking skills! But she grabbed me by the hair and yanked me up and away from her husband’s cock, pulling me to my feet.

She pushed me against the serving table again, bending me over and giving my bottom a stinging slap.

“I’ll have to teach you how to properly service a man’s organ later,” she said in irritation. “You young girls today know nothing!”

I felt her fingers against that little coin thing, the base of the butt-plug she’d shoved inside me. She grasped it and pulled it back. 

I groaned as I felt the butt-plug slowly forcing my ass open from the insides, spreading it wider and wider.

‘Come over here, dear. You can relieve that tension in this tight little back hole of hers.”
I heard him rising from the table, and then as the butt-plug finally pulled free, I felt his cock sliding into my ass.
I’d never been sodomized before, to be honest, nor wanted to be. One of my boyfriends had bugged me about it for a while, but then we’d broken up before I’d given in. Now I felt Mr. Smith’s big cock sliding up my back hole, pushing deeper into my belly alongside the other thick thing inside my pussy With the two of them inside me I felt absolutely STUFFED!

I was surprised at how easily it went in, to be honest, and how little it hurt. But it did ache deep inside, and the deeper he pushed it the more it ached. I wanted to protest, sort of. I mean, what the hell was all this!? But I was overwhelmed by it all, by them. I’d been overwhelmed by them almost from the start, and now Mr. Smith’s big cock was starting to slide in and out of me in a way which, given that smoldering heat, was starting to seem awfully good!

It was a very strange and novel sensation, one I’d never quite felt before, not THERE, but it wasn’t at all unpleasant. I suppose if I wasn’t as aroused as I was, I might have thought it was no big deal, and I admit that the physiological impact of knowing Mr. Smith was shoving his cock into me while I bent over right there in the dining room with his wife watching was - WILD! I was gasping, shocked, but very quickly became electrified simply because it was so wild and hot and intense to be used this way, right there in the dining room.

It wasn’t all pleasant. It ached and I felt cramps deep inside when he shoved his cock really, really deep. But I was so hot I was soon moaning helplessly as he began to pump in and out. And when he grabbed my hair and roughly yanked it up and back, that really seemed to do something to my mind. It was like I was in a dark, depraved world of sexual hedonism and perversion, helpless and used, and incredibly thrilled by it all as Mr. Smith began to thrust harder and faster.

His hips struck my buttocks, and I moaned and jerked there on the table. I had been leaning over, propped up by my arms to keep my breasts - and my sore nipples - from being jammed down below me, but now I just... I don’t know... I just had to reach forward, maybe to brace myself against the increasingly heavy blows from his hips. Whatever, why-ever, I let my breasts press down more heavily against the table, let my body roll and pillow them beneath me, and the nipples ached and burned in a way which was bizarrely exciting despite the pain.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Ahg! Oh God! Oh God! Ungh! OoooO!” I moaned, my hips now grinding into the edge of the table as Mr. Smith thrust his cock harder.

He altered his stroke, now doing it slowly, deeeeeeeply, now thrusting in short, sharp, rapid motions, now pushing deep and grinding himself into my buttocks as he rolled his hips. I’d never been fucked in the ass, and it was intensely arousing and wild to feel his cock pumping inside me like that, especially since my pussy was so taut and stretched out and wet.

He pulled on my hair again, forcing my head up and back, and slapped my bottom stingingly.

“You love that cock, don’t you, you slut!?” Mrs. Smith said in a teasing voice. “I can tell you’re the kind of little slut that will love getting fucked in the ass! Fuck her, Jeffrey. Shove that big cock of yours so deep into her tight little ass she won’t be able to sit down for a month! Fuck her hard!”

“Ungh! Ohh! Oh! Ungggh! Agg! Ohh!” I gasped.

His hand reached under and roughly kneaded my breast as he thrust, and then he jammed himself deep and ground himself so hard he actually lifted me briefly off my feet. He pulled back, thrust in deep, and again ground himself against me, forcing onto my toes. Again and again, he did that, pulling at my hair, slapping at my ass, kneading and sometimes lightly slapping at my breast, and it was just a wild, intense rush of sexual fire that rolled over me and turned me into a grunting, quivering, moaning, writhing whore who cried out as she was ridden.

The orgasm poured over me and made me tremble and shake and spasm helplessly even as he picked up the pace and thrust harder and faster into me. Then he came as well, and the realization he was pouring his cream into my ASS just about sent me over the edge into another orgasm. How wild! How kinky! How slutty!

“Now that you’ve relieved Mr. Smith’s stress you can get to work,” Mrs. Smith said. “The pool, to start.”
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I was shoved outside, stumbling, dazed, moaning, so I had to kneel on the patio for a few moments to catch my bearings. Then I walked in a haze to the pool, hardly aware for the first dozen seconds or so, that I was naked outside.

When I did realize it kind of woke me up and I looked around anxiously, but she was right in that they had a very large, very private yard. Still, it felt weird and kinky to be walking around outside naked.

Okay, not quite naked. I had on that dog collar thing, as well as the matching wrist bands. And that was kind of weird and kinky too, making me feel, oddly, even more naked than naked.

But there didn’t seem to be anything to be done about it. I went to the pool house and got out the all-natural suntan lotion then spread it over my body from nearly my head down to my toes, even oiling up places I normally didn’t have to oil up. Including the opening to my sex, which didn't quite close because of the thick base of the inflatable dildo thing still inside me. I didn't have to worry about my back opening getting burned, at least, because they'd pushed the butt-plug back into me.

After oiling up I went to the pool shack and got out the skimmer and went to work on the pool - naked. Then I checked the PH balance and the other chemicals and cleaned the filter. Naked. Then I grabbed the bucket and little digger and went on a tour around the house, checking all the flower beds and hedges for weeds, stopping and digging them up when I found them, and putting them in the bucket.

It was starting to get hotter out, but I wanted to do a good job, to make sure Mr. Smith didn’t find any weeds to punish me for now that he was doing that with spankings or something similar instead of just tossing me into the pool.

I felt a shivery sort of sexual arousal as I moved around the house. I mean, it was bad enough by the doors on the patio, but walking out on the grass, along the sides of the house, across the broad lawns, completely naked except for the collar, made my nipples ache, and would have even if it weren’t for the unfamiliar weight tugging lightly on them, or that thick thing stuffed up into my moist pussy.

I returned to the house to find Mrs. Smith just coming out onto the patio.

“And what has our little house slut been up to?” she asked with a smile.

“Uhm, I uh, was weeding, Mistress,” I said, showing her the bucket.

“Excellent. Then I should inspect your work.”

She put down a glass on the table and then paused as if considering. “I haven’t punished you yet for failing to wear those nice things to work,” she said.

“I’ll wear the shoes tomorrow, Mistress,” I promised.

“You should have worn them today, and I think I want the teddy, the one with no bra cups for tomorrow as well.”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, vaguely uneasy.

She smiled and then said to wait and went back inside for a moment. She came out with a kind of thin leather strap which I thought was going to be used to strap me. So, I was actually relieved when it turned out to be a leash she snapped onto the ring of the dog collar thing.

“Your punishment will be to crawl like a baby while we inspect your work,” she said airily.

I bit my lower lip a bit, for crawling all that way was a daunting task, but I reluctantly sank down onto my hands and knees and then started to crawl.

It was only as I crawled along with her holding the leash and walking just next to or behind me that I realized just how utterly degrading it was. I mean, this wasn’t crawling like a baby! It was crawling like a dog! Again, you’ll think how terribly innocent I must have been, but at the time I honestly had never seen, thought or heard of such things! And there I was, leashed, crawling along with my breasts hanging below me and Mrs. Smith “walking me” so to speak.

I felt a wild sense of indignation, but it was almost immediately swept aside by a dark, kinky sense of sexual excitement and heat. It was a confusing sexual heat, for I still didn’t quite get the idea here. Was I her pet? Was she treating me like a pet? Like a dog? I didn’t get how that was related to sex, not quite.

Even so it made my pussy sizzle as I crawled along naked on the thick, soft grass on the end of her leash.

An intense, moist heat suffused my body as I crawled, panting, along the grass, and when we got to the first bed of flowers, she tugged sharply on the leash and said “Sit.”

I sat back gratefully on my heels, panting, taking the weight off my arms. Crawling isn’t easy, you know!

She inspected the flower bed carefully while I looked on, worried she would find something, then she nodded, tugged on the leash, and I fell forward onto my hands and resumed crawling along to the next one, then the next. Each time we reached one she’d say “Sit” and I’d sit back on my heels. It was weird, like she was treating me like a dog! 

We went from one flower bed to another, with me crawling. Now and then as she inspected the flowers, she would comment to me, like “These are doing well, little slut, don’t’ you think?” or “I think these need more water, little bitch,” and would sometimes pat or stroke my head, or even gently give one of my breasts a squeeze.

My hair got in my face a lot, and she brushed it back with her fingers as we stopped at a flower bed, then nimbly pulled it out to the sides, then tied it up loosely next to my ears. She patted my head and then led me on to the next one.

When we got back to the patio I was exhausted from the crawling. Mrs. Smith took off the leash and told me to cool off, so I jumped into the pool - without getting to my feet. The water felt wonderful on my overheated, sweaty body, and I did a slow, lazy backstroke, then dove under and arched back up, loving the feel of the cool water sliding over my naked skin.

When I climbed out, I started to get to my feet and she pointed low, so I dropped back down to all fours, a bit resignedly. She snapped her fingers at me, and I crawled, dripping wet, over to where she sat.

“Here’s a treat for you, little bitch,” she said, holding a piece of chocolate out. I reached for it but she shook her head and said “Ah, ah ah,” nodding at my mouth.

I hesitated, then just leaned in and licked it out of her fingers.

“There’s some water to drink. It’s nice and cold.”

It was a bowl on the ground. God, she and her husband were strange! But it didn’t make a lot of difference to me. I bent low, supporting myself on my knees and elbows, my bottom high, and pressed my lips into the water, slurping and sucking it up thirstily. All that crawling had made me thirsty!

It was kinky-weird to play the part of a dog if that was what she wanted, and hey, I was being paid for it! If she wanted me to drink water out of a bowl instead of a glass I wasn’t going to complain.

After I had stopped puffing and panting - and dripping - she had me sit - well, sit on my heels, which meant kneeling, kind of, between her legs with my back to her, and she brushed my hair, then tied it off on both sides in loose braids. Then she had me turn around and grinned at me as she undid her bikini bottom - all she was wearing, and then spread her legs, slumping down and actually draping them across the arms of the wooden chair she was sitting in.

I felt an instant tightness in my chest, and a sense of reluctance mixed with heat. I wasn’t into girls, not really, but the things she had done to me, the intensity of the orgasms she’d given me over the last couple of days were such that it was very hard not to think of women and pleasure as going together. She tugged on my leash, and I leaned in reluctantly and began to lick at her pussy the way she’d shown me.

“Slow, dear,” she said. “Slowly, my little slut. Start on my thigh and kiss and lick your way down.

I obeyed, kissing gently, licking, my eyes rolling up at her for guidance as I moved down her legs to her knees, then lower still. She raised one leg, extending it, tilting the foot as I licked down around her ankles.

“Take it in both hands, slut,” she purred.

I obeyed, heart thumping faster.

“Keep kissing and licking. Go lower.”

I licked lightly along her ankle, then down along the top of her foot, lapping lightly, then taking longer licks at her instructions. I kissed and licked all the way down to her toes, then hesitated, not wanting to, you know, lick them or anything. But she tugged on my leash.

“Go on. Do it, slut.”

Her voice was harder, more demanding, and brought with it a sense of threat combined with an even darker sense of degradation and perversion which made my pussy throb around the thick dildo inside me.

I hesitated, still, then licked down along her toes, and then, shuddering a bit, took her big toe into my mouth, sucking on it, licking on it as I held her ankle and foot before me.

“Good, slut,” she purred. “Lovely little slut.”

I did the same to her other leg, licking and kissing my way down to her foot, sucking on her toes as she sighed and groaned in pleasure - weird! - then licked my way back up and traced the edges of her slit with my tongue. Slowly, she let me move in closer, until finally she was jamming my face into her sopping wet pussy as I licked and sucked frantically. She was gasping and grunting and moaning, yanking on my hair and gasping breathlessly, demanding I lick harder as she rocked in the chair and ground herself against me.

“Lick me! Oh yes! Oh God! Lick me, you little slut! Lick harder! Lick me, you dirty little bitch! You filthy bitch dog! Suck my clit! Do it! Oh yes! Oh God! Suck it, slut! Suck my clit, bitch dog! You filthy little fuck animal! Ooooh yess! Dirty little giiiirl! Nasty little giiirl!”

My nose ached by the time she was done, her hold on my hair slackening. She sighed contentedly and I sat back on my heels a little nervously, but pleased I had made her come and thus, I thought, made her happy.

The words she had cried out floated round and round in my mind, traces of fire following as I thought of how dirty and nasty and wildly exciting it was to think of myself as her bitch, her bitch dog! 

“Such a sweet tongued little slut,” she said. “We’ll have to work on strengthening your tongue muscles, though, and stretching your tongue out. In the meantime, go inside and attend to my husband like the nasty, cock-hungry little slut you are.”

She pulled on the leash, leaning forward, pulling my face up against hers.

“Do you love cock, slut?”

“I-I - yes, mistress,” I gulped.

“Say it, slut.”

“I love cock, mistress.”

“Why do you love cock, slut? Do you love to have a cock inside you?’

“Yes, mistress”

“Say it, slut.”

I flushed. “I love having a cock inside me, mistress.”

“Wouldn’t you love it even more if there were two, or three or four?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, because I knew she wanted me to. 

Two or three or four? What a strangely exotic and perverted idea!

She took off the leash and slapped me lightly on the bottom and sent me inside. I found Mr. Smith. I found him in his office, and he had me do some photocopying, then scanned some documents before doing some cleaning. He had me dust all the furniture in his office, then get some polish for a couple of tables, then empty the trash and use a little hand vacuum on the sofa and chairs.

“Are you working hard, slut?” he asked casually.

“Yes, sir,” I said awkwardly.

I was on my knees with the vacuum.

“How is that butt-plug?”

“Uhm, fine, sir,” I said.

They had stuffed it back inside me after he had sodomized me, but I had gotten used to the feel. The blow-up thing in my pussy was much more distracting.

“My wife doesn’t want me to fuck you for a few days because of your piercing,” he said.

I blinked in surprise. I hadn’t known that.

“Bring that vacuum over here,” he said.

I went over and he stood up. As usual, he was dressed in a suit. I would have worn something a lot more relaxing at home, but they were dress-up people. Mrs. Smith always wore something fancy, too, except when by the pool.

“Run it across my jacket, slut. I had a client the other day who keeps dogs.”

I gently ran the vacuum across parts of his jacket where there seemed to be a few hairs. Then he had me do his lower pants, so I dropped to my knees, plucking at his fine trousers a little, running the slim necked vacuum across the fabric here and there as I found a few hairs.

“Are you enjoying your job, slut?”

“Yes, sir,” I said automatically

It was certainly a lot more exciting and interesting than the crappy jobs I’d had before!

“Clean the shoes, as well, slut,” he said.

I pondered that. Vacuum his fine leather shoes? That seemed an odd request.

“Not the vacuum,” he said, as if reading my mind. “Just wet them down a little so they glisten.”

I blinked uncertainly. Did he want me to get a damp rag or –?

“With your tongue, slut,” he said.

Oh.

I stared at his shoes. They looked perfectly clean to me.

He sat down and crossed his legs so one of his feet was bobbing in mid-air just below my face.

“Now, slut,” he said, voice hardening.

What a nasty thing to ask! And yet, even though I was reluctant, I felt my pussy spasming around the dildo at the thought of kneeling there naked and licking his shoes. And after all, I’d already licked and sucked on his wife’s toes, and his shoes looked a lot cleaner.

So, I dropped lower, gripped his ankle, as I had hers, and began to slowly lick across the side and top of his shoe. I used long, slow, deliberate licks as I had with her, and he seemed pleased. He cocked his foot up and back, though, obviously wanting me to lick the bottom, and I did so, reluctantly because I thought they were probably a lot less clean.

“What a beautiful little slut you are,” he said admiringly. “Come up here, slut. Climb into my lap.”

I obeyed a trifle awkwardly, and he sat me across his lap, then clipped the two wrist bands together behind my back and began to caress and fondle my body. His hands sure knew what they were doing, and I was already in that continuous state of simmering heat so that it didn’t take long before I was gasping and moaning and wriggling and writhing as his fingers and then his mouth and lips worked on my soft, overheated flesh.

When I was frazzled, gasping, chest heaving, face and chest flushed, and not that far from orgasm, he made me climb down and kneel between his legs as he removed his trousers and underwear, then he started to show me how to suck cock.

Like I said before, I’d never had any complaints, but then, like he’d said to his wife, not many guys complained about a blow job - any blow job. Now he taught me in the same way his wife had to lick her pussy. He taught me how to go slower, how to slide my lips teasingly up along the head, then to take his balls into my mouth one at a time and suck and lick them. He taught me how to mouth his prick, and how to massage the shaft. Then he taught me how to take it deep into my throat.

I’d only once managed to deep throat a guy. I’d been high, and incredibly aroused, and he’d just shoved my head down so that before I knew what was happening, he was in my throat. That had hurt! But I’d felt a sense of accomplishment, regardless. Now Mr. Smith had me work up to it, taking him deeper and deeper into my mouth until he was jammed against the entrance to my throat.

He did it by mostly keeping me too flustered to think about what I was doing

He produced a long, slender riding crop from somewhere - though I didn’t know what it was called then - and proceeded to use it as a pointer to get me working properly.

I don’t mean he beat me or threatened me, not really. The first thing he did was slide it under where I knelt, bent over, and rub it across my breasts. 

The thing was made of thin leather with a small flat “slapper” at the end the size of a silver dollar but shaped like a little hand. He took to slapping the thing lightly against my nipples and nipple rings in a way which stung a little but produced sharp bursts of sensation. Then he bent and thrust it lower, so the long, slender shaft pressed against the partly open entrance to my pussy and rubbed the shaft back and forth against my pussy. He also slapped lightly at my clit, then withdrew and slapped lightly at my nipples.

He did this mostly encouragingly, but also whenever I slacked off, or was reluctant to go deeper, he would start slapping with the tip of the thing, or worse, the shaft, the slim rod. He used it by snapping it up against my breasts, or down against the side of my breasts to warn me to work harder.

Mr. Smith's cock was thick as well as long, and like his wife, it was completely hairless. That was weird to me. I mean, I'd kind of noticed it before, but now that I was up close and personal for so long, it really caught my eye. It was so soft, and exotic to me, so smooth and sleek. It looked and felt cleaner and, I don't know, more erotic. It also looked bigger sticking out the full length, without any of it hidden by a thick nest of pubic hair.

What Mr. Smith taught me was to take my time, that sucking a cock was not just a warm-up act but could be a performance all by itself. Well, I sort of knew that. I mean, sucking cock wasn't considered a big deal, you know. It was something you could do for a guy you liked without actually having sex with him. I know some people think blowing a guy IS sex, but it's not really.

Mr. Smith was circumcised and had me tracing my tongue around and around the circle of the little helmet, then mouthing just the front of his cock, just the helmet, sucking lightly, my lips moving up and down, using my lips to massage the head. Then I started to take more in. Like I would slide up another three inches, close my lips, suck, then tighten them as I eased slowly back, playing my tongue rapidly along the underside, especially the underside of the head.

He had me pause to lick lightly, delicately up and down the shaft, then to take his balls slowly into my mouth, like, I would close my lips, as if to kiss them, then start sucking while slowly opening my lips a little so they were, like, sucked slowly into my mouth. Then I'd work them over with my tongue while massaging them against the roof of my mouth, sucking rhythmically, never too hard or heavy.

He had me shift from one to the other, then back to his cock, licking slowly up from the base of his shaft, up along the underside to the head, then take the head into my mouth the same way I had his balls, sucking it slowly in through my puckered lips before sliding slowly down its length.

Then I started to slowly bob up and down, sucking especially hard as I eased back, pulling the head deeper and deeper into my mouth until it was poised at the entrance to my throat.

By that time I have to admit I was wildly, darkly aroused. That little thing in his hand, snapping and rubbing at my pussy, at my nipples and breasts, at my clit, was driving me into this strange dark fantasy world of heat and hedonistic sex where I was, like, a sex slave or something, like a prisoner, you know? My pussy ached from the thing which had been in it so long. My butt was full with the big butt-plug, and my nipples and clit burned.

All of that should have been as much a distraction as anything else, but it really wasn't. Somehow or other it was like the sensations were sucked into the maelstrom of my arousal and just served to make me even hotter, more excited. My insides quivered and shuddered as I bobbed up and down on Mr. Smith's fat cock, and then it was just like, so easy as he pulled me down and his cock slid into my throat.

I was amazed at how easy it was. The instant his cock pushed into my throat I felt a wild surge of heat and arousal, hot lava pouring through my groin as his cock slid slickly down my throat and I stared with thrilling delight at his groin as my lips pushed all the way down until they were wrapped right around the base, my face jammed into his groin.

He gripped my hair and jammed my face in harder, kind of grinding me against him as my mind reeled from the wild sensation of his cock filling me, as well as the elation of having deep throated him so easily.

Then he eased up and actually pulled a little to remind me to come up for air. I slid my throat back up his shaft, and again was amazed that, maybe due to my heat, it was so easy.

I slipped off, and he congratulated me and stroked my hair and called me a good girl and a good slut, and he was so effusive with his praise I flushed with delight and redoubled my efforts. 

I was soon bobbing smoothly up and down, moaning only because of my own inner heat, and when Mr. Smith poured his cream down my throat, I felt a great sense of victory and satisfaction at having learned to be so expert at sucking cock. I felt more grown up, more mature, more sophisticated for having mastered something like that.

And my reward was that Mr. Smith had me lay back on his desk and then he licked at my sore clit to demonstrate that his wife had taught him even better than she'd taught me. I was soon writhing and twisting and crying out as orgasms rolled through my body, arching and jerking and bucking, chest heaving as the sensations rolled over me and made my muscles spasm again and again.
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Chapter Eight
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I'm sure you'll say it was a strange way to make a living, but it paid well, and I liked the work, most of it. I didn't mind being outdoors, doing weeding, cutting the grass, working on the pool and stuff. So, what if I did it naked? Things were pretty private, and no one was going to see me. And now that I'd kind of got used to Mr. and Mrs. Smith seeing me naked it was no big deal. Though I have to admit that it continued to give me a sense of heat being outdoors naked like that.

And Mr. Smith continued to insist that a part of learning was that I had to learn discipline, like in the army, you know. Like I had to learn to obey orders instantly, and say yes, sir all the time. But that was no big deal either. It was better than standing over some hot stove in a kitchen somewhere, or waiting on customers at a fast-food place for half the money, or more likely a third the money.

“Sit.”

I sat back on my heels, hands on my outer thighs.

We were doing those “Simon says” things, out on the lawn. Well, I was on the lawn, he sat by the pool. Like this was work!?

“Display.”

I flushed a bit at that, but I shifted my knees as far apart as I could.

“Is your back straight?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, straightening a bit.

“Shoulders back? Chest out?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Arch.”

Again, I felt a bit of a flush of heat as I drew my arms up and back, pulling my hands behind my neck, interlocking my fingers, then arched my back to stick my breasts out even more.

“Doggie.”

I dropped my arms and leaned forward, getting onto my hands and knees.

“Cat.”

Cat was like doggie, except that I was to pull my head back more, kind of drop my stomach, and raise my bottom while shifting my knees wider apart.

“Prostrate.”

I lay my upper body on the grass, my arms straight out ahead of me, chin back, while keeping my bottom as high as possible and knees together.

Mr. Smith got up and walked over to me, carrying the riding crop as he often did now. He swung it down at my bottom a couple of times, but not forcefully, and while it stung it didn't really sting, if you get what I mean.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, sir. I'm a slut, sir!” I gasped.

He slid the crop between my thighs and angled it upwards, slowly drawing it back to rub across my hot clitoris.

“Are you a whore?”

“Yes, sir! I'm a whore, sir!” I said, panting.

“Display.”

I grunted with effort, spreading my knees wide, feeling the wash of heat through my groin as I carefully pulled my knees apart, and forward to elevate my bottom. I knew I was displaying my pussy very lewdly and that was what made me so hot. Imagine doing this! Doing it outside! To your boss! To Emily's dad! God! I was such a whore!

He slapped the little slapper against my wrinkled little anal opening quickly and repeatedly, making me gasp and moan as pain and pleasure twirled and swirled and rose together at my burning back opening.

“Do you love cock, slut?”

“Yes, sir! I love cock, sir!” I gasped.

“Why do you love cock, slut?”

“I love to feel cock inside me, sir!” I moaned.

Do you want a cock inside you now, slut?

“Yes, sir!” I groaned “I want a cock inside me right now!”

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Please fuck me, sir! Please fuck my nasty slut pussy!”

“Not yet, little slut,” he said in a friendly voice. “On your back.”

I rolled over, and at his orders, raised my legs high, knees together, then slowly speed them straight out to either side in a V – until the tendons in my thighs began to ache.

He rubbed the thing along my pussy slit and over my clit, then had me change again, this time putting my feet flat on the ground, well apart, then raising my lower body off the ground and holding it steady in the air for a bit.

“Stand. Arch” he said.

Panting, I stood up and drew my hands behind my neck, arching my back, and Mr. Smith slapped lightly at my nipples, my erect, swollen nipples (they were almost always erect nowadays!). 

Then he slid the thing between my thighs, angling the side up so the slender rod slipped between my pussy lips and kind of rubbed up and down, sawing against my clit.

“What are you, slut?”

“I'm a cock loving slut, sir!” I gulped breathlessly.

He stroked my hair, then showed me three little metal balls. They had clips on them, and he attached them to my nipple rings, and the one on my clit hood. 

“Doggie,” he said.

I dropped to all fours, and he clipped the leash to my collar. Then he started out across the lawn, and I started crawling alongside him.

The three little weights swung and bounced below me, pulling and tugging at my nipples and clit hood. It had been several days now, so they had kind of stopped aching, but the pull made them burn and ache again, though in a different way.

We inspected the flower beds for weeds, and the grass for how well-cut it was, then headed back to the house. I was feeling more than a little hot and bothered, and in more ways than one. It was hot out and I was panting, flushed, hot inside and out, my pussy very wet and wanting to be fucked hard.

We came back to the patio as Mrs. Smith came out of the house. She had high heels on and a nice dress. Mr. Smith had removed his blazer, but was wearing dress shoes, trousers and a shirt.

The man beside Mrs. Smith was dressed in khakis and a golf shirt, and the sight of him made my eyes bulge and sent a shock-wave through my body that froze me on the spot. I let out an inarticulate cry of shocked embarrassment and tried to cover myself with my hands, for there was nowhere to run and hide.

Mr. Smith jerked on the leash, though, forcing me down and back.

“Sit!” he snapped. “Sit! Right this instant!”

“Nicole! What do you mean by this display?!” Mrs. Smith demanded. “Sit this instant!”

Trembling, totally mortified, I sat back on my heels, knees tight together, arms across my chest.

“We thought you had learned some measure of discipline by now,” Mrs. Smith said, glowering.

“Nicole. Arch,” Mr. Smith demanded.

I moaned in humiliation. I couldn't do that! The man, and he was a handsome man, a well-built man, was smiling and looking right at me. He was perhaps in his thirties, early thirties, still way too old for me but kind of cute. I felt incredibly embarrassed!

I cried out as the crop snapped down across my back.

“Arch, Nicole!” Mr. Smith snapped.

I moaned and then very hesitantly, drew my hands away.

Another blow made me gasp in pain, and I drew my hands up and back behind my neck, interlacing my fingers.

Another blow and I shuddered and arched my back, head up and back, staring at the sky not looking at the man.

“I apologize, Mr. Allen. She's fairly new,” Mrs. Smith said.

“Oh, that's all right. She's quite a pretty little thing,” the man said.

“But not properly disciplined yet,” Mr. Smith said with a growl in his voice.

“Nicole! Display!”

I felt as though I was punched in the belly and moaned helplessly.

He snapped the crop down onto my breast and I cried out.

“Now, slut! Obey!”

I shifted my knees apart, then at another blow, wider apart, then wider still, showing myself, displaying myself as the man looked down appreciatively.

“Very lovely,” he said.

“She has to learn not to act like a shy little girl,” Mrs. Smith said crossly.

Shy little girl!? It wasn't her all naked and showing her body off to a stranger! I wanted to sink through the grass or burst into flames! And if my skin was any indication, well, it was hot enough to burst into flames!

“You have a beautiful, sexy body, Nicole,” the man said. “You have absolutely no reason to be embarrassed about someone seeing it.”

I knew he was right but that wasn't the point!

“You're going to have to get over this body consciousness of yours, little slut,” Mrs. Smith said. “There's no shame in the human body.”

“Especially a body like hers,” the man said.

“Exactly,” Mr. Smith said.

“Nicole, Doggie,” he growled.

Well, anything was better than this! I dropped onto my hands and knees, still blushing furiously.

“Cat!”

I shifted positions.

“Sit.”

I sat back, knees closed.

“Display!”

I shifted my knees apart, flushing darkly.

“Arch!”

I obeyed, thrusting my breasts out.

“Doggie!”

Again, I shifted.

“Prostrate!”

I dropped low, pressing my overheated chest into the cool grass, raising my bottom high.

“Display!”

I burned as I shifted my knees wide and felt the crop sliding along my buttocks, then between my thighs and caressing my slit.

God! This was so perverted! It was so outrageous! It was so degrading!

“Stand.”

I stood up, then arched again, then bent over and rose on the balls of my feet, then did the doggy again, then lay on my back and spread my legs wide.

It was tiring as well as unnerving to be shifting positions and displaying myself to this stranger, and it only stopped when Mrs. Smith put a bowl of water on the patio.

“Go and drink, slut,” Mr. Smith ordered.

I was very, very thirsty by then. Not only had I crawled all over the yard, hot inside and out, but I'd just been through a second workout. Yet it made me flush again to kneel there and drink from a bowl like a dog while the three of them looked down at me.

The three of them sat down by the pool and chatted about some theater project the man was undertaking.

“Nicole. Come here,” Mrs. Smith ordered.

I rose to my feet and walked over beside her. She took off the leash as I looked down at my toes.

“I'll have a martini,” Mr. Smith said.

“Get me a fruit punch,” Mrs. Smith said. “James?”

“I'll just have a coke,” Allen said.

“Go on then, get going, lazy slut,” Mrs. Smith said, slapping my bottom

I fled gratefully, the weights tugging on my nipples and clit ring as I went into the house.

I seriously considered just running off, but my clothes were out in the pool house. I'd have to run upstairs and try and find something from Emily's room and... and I'd get fired and ... they'd get mad at me and, well... I considered it all, my mind racing, but well, the worst of the humiliation had passed now, and then, well, I had the drinks on a tray and... and... well, I guess, I just took it out to them.

Naked. Collared. Wearing the wrist restraints which they had said were just wrist bands. I went up to the table, blushing furiously as Mr. Allen looked at me, and set the glasses down before them.

“Good girl,” Mr. Smith said. “Sit and display.”

I bit my lip but sat down on my heels, knees apart, hands on my outer thighs.

They continued to talk about some theater thing, and fund raising, and when to hold meeting of some sort of leadership group. It was all pretty boring to me compared to the reality that I was kneeling there naked in front of a stranger.

But you know what, even that, well, I mean, you get used to anything in time. My humiliation began to fade as the minutes went by, to get lesser and lesser. It didn't go away but dropped to a more tolerable level.

Mr. Allen rose, and Mrs. Smith went with him inside, and Mr. Smith motioned me over. I was so close I just dropped to my hands and knees and crawled over.

“You are so beautiful and so sexy that looking at you like that always makes me excited,” he said.

I was pleased, though still a bit resentful that he, that they'd let a stranger see me like this.

He pulled me up onto his lap and I sat astride him as his hands expertly rubbed at my clit and kneaded my breasts. He licked and sucked lightly at my nipples and called me his pretty girl and his pretty slut and his sweet pussy and stuff, and I felt the flickering flames of arousal rising within me.

Then he put me down and had me sucking his cock.

I was in the middle of that when Mrs. Smith and Mr. Allen came back outside.

I panicked and tried to pull back but Mr. Smith pushed down calmly on my head and ordered me to continue. So, mortified again, I sucked on his cock as the other two sat down.

“She looks very good at that,” Mr. Allen said.

“Well, she wasn't, let me tell you. I don't know what it is about the youth of today,” Mrs. Smith sniffed. “But we've been teaching her a few things.”

“Yes, she's a quick learner,” Mr. Smith said, stroking my hair, then reaching down to fondle my breasts. “She's becoming quite the little cock sucker.”

I felt my hair pulled back and gasped as I rose off his cock, eyes flickering as I gulped in air.

“You love sucking cock, don't you, little slut?” he said in a kindly voice.

“I-I... yes, sir!” I gulped.

“Say it.”

“I-I love to suck cock, sir!” I gasped, blushing deeply.

He chuckled, and then pulled my head up and back, then turned me around. In quick order he had clipped my wrist restraints together behind my back, then had me stand, then straddle his chair and sit down. I was filled with both heat and alarm but saw no way to refuse as he had me sink slowly down on his stiff cock and take it deep into my hot, throbbing pussy.

I was facing away from him, and groaned as he impaled me, rolling my hips as he'd taught me, riding slowly up and down as he kneaded my breasts and reached around to finger my clit.

Ohmygod! This was so humiliating! And yet, it was also wildly hot! It was degrading yet kinky and exciting. And when Mr. Allen reached in and began to rub my clit with his finger as I rode up and down on Mr. Smith's cock, I knew that I was lost, that I could deny them nothing. Then the sex-heat began to spiral up to that now familiar intensity which robbed me of all ability to refuse, to think, to care about anything but sex.

Mr. Allen stood up and then stood before me, unzipping his fly. He drew his cock out and rubbed it along my lips, then gripped my hair and tilted my head up as he pushed himself into my mouth. I moaned and began to suck on it, riding Mr. Smith's cock as he fingered my clit, submissively accepting this other man's cock into my mouth to suck and lick, as Mrs. Smith looked on.

The heat grew worse, becoming a dark fever dream of need and lust and degradation as I took Allen deep into my throat, and Smith thrust up into me with hard, deep movements, jerking up and down on my hips to aid him.

I didn't come. I don't think they wanted me to come. 

Mrs. Smith interrupted things, saying that I had been a bad little slut, and that I didn't deserve to have two cocks inside me. She snapped the leash to my collar and then pulled me off, leading me inside, with her husband and Allen following behind, carrying their drinks.

We went up to that room where they had the bike, but as I eyed it nervously, she led me aside to another odd object. This was a dark wood frame that gleamed. It had a round base and a tall, slender, carved pole thicker than my arm rising about six or seven feet. There was a steeply angled length of wood, like a two by four, leading off it from about waist height, down to the floor, only it was covered in a layer of smooth leather. The leather was held down by a row of smooth, round tacks across the top.

Mrs. Smith brought me over to this, unclipped my wrists, and then brought them around in front of me. She made me straddle the angled leather thing, then pulled my wrists up high and behind the vertical post, attaching them there.

That left me leaning forward because the angled two-by-four wouldn't let my hips go forward. It was jammed into my pussy as it was. 

Mrs. Smith removed the weights from my nipples, then attached a cord from one to the other, going behind the vertical post. She reached down and removed the weight from my clit ring as well, then pulled my hair back sharply to force my mouth wide before putting a ball gag into it.

It was this point that her husband and Mr. Allen came into the room, making me blush anew.

“Now I'll show you what happens to disobedient little sluts who embarrass their employers,” Mrs. Smith said.

She picked up a sort of strap. It wasn't a belt, and it wasn't a strap. It was made of leather, or at least, looked it. It was flat like a belt, and about as wide as one for about five inches. Then it got twice as wide, thicker and sort of stiffer.

She swung it down across my bottom.

I was leaning forward, and in order to ease some of the pressure from my pussy I was on the balls of my feet, too. My bottom was thus perfectly displayed for spanking, and I cried out as the belt sent a sudden explosion of heat through my quivering nervous system.

Naturally, the force of the blow, the pain from it, made my hips jerk forward sharply, and that ground my pussy along the narrow edge of the two-by four, along the leather, along those round, smooth studs.

The sensation was indescribable! 

Maybe if I wasn't already so aroused, my pussy not already so moist and swollen and sensitive, maybe it wouldn't have felt quite the same. But a wild raw rush of exotic, erotic sexual energy flowed through me as I ran my pussy across the leather and studs, easily overpowering the sharp sting of the pain in my butt.

Crack!  The belt struck my bottom again, with the same result, and I cried out as my pussy ground over the leather and studs.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 

Slow, methodical, the blows getting sharper, the sounds rising, Mrs. Smith swept the strap down across my stinging bottom, which began to redden and burn fiercely.

My helpless responses ground me over the leather and then pulled my nipples against the cords as I eased back.

I was immersed in depravity, drowning in it, and didn't know what to do or what to think as the wild white-hot physical sensations swept through me.

“Nasty little slut,” Mrs. Smith said. 

Crack!

“You know better than to embarrass us like that.”

Crack!

“You've been taught discipline these past weeks. You know better than that!”

Crack!

“How long will it be before you learn discipline?”

Crack!

“You need to stop acting like a silly little girl!”

Crack!

“You're a cock loving little slut! You need to act like one!”

Crack!

My bottom was flaming! I sobbed and twisted and moaned, even as my nipples burned and ached. But the fires of sexual heat were what was really consuming me, and I was literally trembling with the excitement inside me as I rode across the studs, grinding my swollen, sopping wet pussy back and forth along the leather.

“Bad Nicole! Bad little slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

God they were perverted! And so was I!

I came, helplessly, wildly, screaming into the gag, grinding my hips frenziedly against the angled two-by-four as Mrs. Smith's arm moved harder and faster.

She strapped me right through the come, right out the other side, and only stopped as I was virtually hung by my wrists, moaning, drooling around the ball gag, eyes unfocused.

I wasn't looking at them at all, stunned by the intensity of the climax that had torn through me. I felt detached from my body, even though I felt a finger covered in some sort of thick gooey stuff slowly pushing into my back opening. I moaned dully, eyes fluttering, as that finger pumped gently in and out, in and out.

I was only starting to come back to some semblance of real awareness when the cock pushed into me and slid slowly up into my ass. 

It moved easily, lubed as it was, and because I was so out of it, I didn't really do anything, I mean, didn't clench down or anything, didn't unconsciously resist his penetration.

I didn't even realize it wasn't Mr. Smith until his cock was almost fully buried inside me. Then I eased my head up and back a bit, enough to see it was Allen with his cock up my ass. I thought there was something wrong about that, but didn't fight it as he began a slow, grinding fuck.

And it was a grinding fuck, because his movements ground my pussy against the leather and studs again.

I moaned weakly, dazedly, as his cock pushed into me, as his hips ground me forward over the studs, as his hands came around my ribs and cupped and squeezed my breasts, kneading them excitedly.

His slow fuck started working my heat up again as my pussy rubbed back and forth along the leather and studs, and when he picked up the pace my body was ready for it, flaming with heat and lust. He yanked back on my hair, pulling my nipples harshly against the cords, and I screamed as he rammed his cock up my ass in hard, deep thrusts that had me forced up along the leather and studs again and again and again.

Another shattering orgasm exploded within me, and I screamed and thrashed and jerked against the bonds, impaling myself on his stiff cock as I ground over the leather and studs.

Oh God it was so good! 

He pulled slowly out, leaving me limp, and Mr. Smith took his place. He had a bigger cock, and I groaned as he forced it slowly up into my belly, then started fucking me the same way Allen had at first, slowly, deeply.

His hips worked expertly as always, and he bit into the nape of my neck as he fucked me into another massive orgasm that almost left me unconscious.
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Chapter Nine
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I know I've mentioned a lot of sex. You might think I was hired to be their whore or something. But really, honestly, ninety percent of my time there was spent doing chores. In addition to the yard work, I had to do the laundry, pulling sheets off beds, carrying them downstairs, washing and drying them, folding them, doing all the stuff a servant would do, except of course, I was naked while doing them.

I had to sweep the floor, vacuum the rugs, dust and pick up after them, and I had to clean the bathrooms, including the toilets. I didn't much like that part, but I was getting twenty-five dollars an hour now. That was an awfully good salary for someone with no real education beyond high school, no job history, and no particular skills.

When my friends asked me what I did there I was honest about everything, but the sex and the “discipline” Mr. Smith imposed. And, of course, I didn't tell them I did everything naked. They were amazed at how much I was being paid and put it down to the fact they were Emily's parents and being really generous to her friend.

“I'd do all that for half that,” my friend Carole said.

Yeah, I don't think so, I'd think to myself.

The “Simon says” stuff Mr. Smith, and now Mrs. Smith were having me do was kind of like yoga, in a way, and in combination to the exercises – including crawling – I was doing, had me toned and fit and the envy of my girlfriends. I was pleased at how fit I was, and how flexible. But Mrs. Smith thought I needed to do more. She wasn't satisfied with my tongue.

That was how I came to be kneeling on the floor with my arms strapped straight back behind me, and I mean together, all the way to the elbows! My shoulders ached!

I was sitting on my heels, impaled on a horribly thick dildo which was angled a bit forward. More importantly, she had slid this flat clamp thing into my mouth. It was three inches wide, and fit up against the underside of my tongue. It had a second part on top, and the two parts squeezed down onto my tongue like the bread on either side of a slice of ham in a sandwich! 

The thing was pulling my tongue up out of my mouth, but not so hard it was really painful. I mean, it ached, for the clamp was attached to a chain which pulled it up and out. I couldn't bend far forward, first because my hair was pulled back in a single braid running down my spine and tied to a hook they'd pushed up into my bottom. That forced my head up and back and in combination with the way my arms were tied, really forced me to arch my back and push my breasts up and out.

And I couldn't move off the thick, impaling dildo because she'd attached a hook to my pussy ring, the one piercing my lower labia, and I was, in effect, tied down to the floor.

There was a vibrator in front of me, leaning in and pressed against the top of my pussy, and it was driving me fucking insane!

I wanted to jam my pussy forward against it but I couldn't because of the line attached to my pussy ring, not without pain anyway. I also had a feverish need to sink deeper on the dildo, to take it high inside me, but to do that I had sink back and pull harder against the clamp on my tongue. And that hurt!
This became a daily exercise for me. Then, when I returned to the hair place to have another session with the hair removal, she had them pierce my tongue. After that, I walked around for days with a chain pulling my tongue over my lower lip, leading to my nipples.
After a while, this succeeded in stretching my tongue out more, to the point the tip of my tongue could actually touch my chin. Now I could thrust my tongue deep into Mrs. Smith's pussy, and make her really squirm, the way she did to me.

I demonstrated this adept tongue one day, a couple of weeks after I'd been shocked at finding Mr. Allen on the patio. I demonstrated it on a woman named Angela, who Mrs. Smith brought in much the way she had with Allen. I was once again mortified, but not to the same extent. First because Allen had kind of broken my cherry, sort of, in showing myself off to strangers, and second because she was a woman and not a man.

But I still had to go through that degrading series of moves, displaying myself while she looked on. Then I had to fetch the three of them drinks and kneel and display myself. This time, though, it was Mrs. Smith who took me upstairs, with Angela following. There I licked Mrs. Smith to a come as Angela looked on, then did the same to Angela as Mrs. Smith watched.

Both of them told me how beautiful and sexy I was, and how incredibly talented I was becoming with my new, longer, stronger tongue. I was embarrassed, but pleased, and when they turned their tongues on me, I was even more pleased, writhing and twisting on the bed between them.

By this time the Smith's had replaced the leather collar and restraints with more stylish metal ones. Well, they were metal on the outside, but leather on the inside. They were shining steel, with tiny, almost invisible looking locks and clamped tightly around my wrists and ankles. The one around my collar had the word “Slut” written on the center in fancy calligraphy.

They matched the rings, though, which I had now discovered could not be removed at all without being cut off. So, they stayed in me permanently. Now and then they would attach a thin chain, linking the rings, sometimes just one between my collar and nipple rings. Sometimes between them and also going down to my clit ring. I often had a metal butt-plug inside me, and sometimes a dildo as well, held in place by a chain linked to the rings.

But I only had the butt-plug in me, virtually invisible except for the coin-like base pressed against my anus, when the doorbell rang one day. We got very few visitors. The gates were closed out front, and someone had to buzz a car through. Apparently, someone had, for Mr. Smith wasn't the least surprised. I had been doing some filing for him when the bell rang and looked up in both surprise and sudden anxiety.

“Go and get that, slut,” he said casually.

My anxiety deepened, combined with a sudden helpless sense of sexual anticipation. I was hot all the time now, aroused so easily. I was so sexual now that I hardly thought of much else. 

I padded out of the room and up the hall towards the foyer, heart beating loudly. There had been two other visits in addition to Angela and Mr. Allen, one of a man named Peter, and one of a woman named Susan, and both of them had fucked me.

Mind you, my whole attitude towards fucking was much different now. After so many weeks with the Smiths my attitude was now far more casual. Sex was just a thing, after all. Oh yes, it was incredibly exciting, but it wasn't bound up in romance and guilt like it used to be. They had changed me in that way, along with others.

I had also become conditioned to obedience. So, there was no question I had to go and get the door – alone. Whoever was there. Even if it was CNN with live cameras beaming out to my parents!

It wasn't, of course. What stood in the doorway was a man, no, two men. They were large and broad shouldered, shaven-headed, wearing dark glasses. They wore jeans and dirty tank tops, like those wife-beater shirts, only black, and the shirts strained against their muscular chests.

They were Black, as well, and their faces were cold, even angry, threatening, even menacing.

Whatever I had expected, it wasn't this! And I felt a sudden sense of fear mixed in with the rising tide of embarrassment as they looked at me with sneers on their faces.

“Well look what we have here,” one of them said. “What a fucking slut.”

The other one grabbed me, kind of roughly, grabbing my hair and pulling me up onto the balls of my feet, staring up at his face.

“What's your name, slut?”

“N-N-Nicole, sir!” I gasped fearfully.

“You always go around naked like this, slut?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gurgled.

“Fucking whore.”

He thrust me away, into the arms of the second man, who spun me around.

“You some kind of slut?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I squeaked fearfully.

“Then get on your fucking knees!”

I dropped down anxiously before him, the other man behind me.

“Suck my cock, bitch!”

I rose, fingers shaking, and pulled down the zipper, eyes flitting anxiously up at him as I reached in and found his cock. He wasn't wearing underwear, and I pulled his semi-flaccid cock out of the zipper and began to lick it.

It never really occurred to me to refuse. Their menacing character didn't seem to brook questions, and I was soon trying to cope with a very thick cock, one even thicker than Mr. Smith's, straining my lips apart as I slowly slid up and down on it.

And it was a black cock, very black, and all those cliches of our society swirled around me all of a sudden, a white girl at the mercy of two very large, angry, very black men.

“What about me, slut? I gotta just stand here and watch?” the other one demanded angrily.

I reached up and unzipped him, pulling him out of his zipper, pumping him with my small hand. Then I pulled my mouth off the one, pumping it as I took the second into my mouth.

“I parked the car. Woah. Where'd you find the white slut?”

It was a third Black man! And he was dressed just like the first two! He was also shaven, and he sneered down at me as he moved in. Now I had to work two thick black cocks with my hands while I bobbed my lips up and down on the third. I was frazzled, frantic, frightened, and my pussy was starting to bubble and boil with the wild dark animal nature of what I was doing.

I wondered where Mr. and Mrs. Smith were, fearful that I would be punished for this, or for not taking the men back to meet them, or for something. They hadn't told me to suck these men. But these men had ordered me to, and I didn't know how to say no anymore.

“Ahh, suck it, you little cunt!” one of them snarled as I took him deep into my throat.

I pumped my fists up and down on the other two as the third guy jammed my face into his groin, gurgling weakly as my chest began to burn for oxygen.

He released me and I slid back, gasping, drooling, coughing as I took a second cock into my mouth and shifted hands.

“Enough of this. I don't want the slut's hand. I want to rape her,” one of them growled. “I want to fuck her brains out.”

“You thinks slut has brains?” another one said with a smirk.

“Ah, gentlemen, I see you've found Nicole,” Mrs. Smith's voice said.

“Yeah, we found your slut, ma'am.”

“Nicole, bring the gentlemen into the great room.”

I gurgled around the cock in my throat, but was allowed to pull free at last, panting and gulping in air. I rose, the men releasing me – not that they'd actually held me or anything and led them back into the house as they zipped up their jeans.

Mr. Smith was waiting in the great room, what my family would call the living room, except this room was four times bigger, and the ceiling was twenty-five feet up. He wasn't alone, though. Mrs. Smith sat next to him, and then Mr. Allen and Angela sat next to them. How had they got in?! On the other side were the other two, Peter and Susan. They were all fully dressed, nicely dressed as they sat back comfortably and watched us come in.

I was the only naked person there, among ten people! That made me feel even more naked, much more naked! And I flushed darkly, my eyes wide, heart pounding, pulse racing.

What the fuck was going on!?

“Get the nice people drinks, little slut,” Mrs. Smith said.

Somewhat dazed, I asked the three black men what they wanted. They all wanted beer. Then I had to go from person to person, asking what they wanted, and trying to remember it all. I left the room, where they were talking about some performance art the black men had done, and got the drinks, head still spinning as I got a large tray and brought them back.

I only got one of the orders wrong, but Mr. Smith shook his head as if disappointed. “Silly waitresses get this right a hundred times a day. What's the matter with you, slut?”

“I'm sorry, sir,” I gulped, embarrassed and anxious.

He pulled me across his lap rather than answer and then spanked me in front of all of them, making my bottom red and making me squirm and moan and then eventually cry out.

Then I had to go and get the right drink, and apologize to Peter, whose drink I got wrong – on my knees.

“That's all right, slut. I forgive you,” he said easily.

“Sit. Display. Arch,” Mrs. Smith said.

So, I knelt off to the side, within easy view of all of them, legs wide, back arched, hands behind my neck as they discussed performance art with the three Black men, and the nature of sexuality and cultural conditioning.

My mind was still spinning, though, so I think I only heard half the conversation.

I'd been naked around strangers before, including all these people, except the black men, but I'd never been naked around so MANY people!

The Smith's had a coffee table in this grouping of sofas. It was a huge thing, made of marble, solid and heavy, like a big block of glistening stone. Now one of the Black men got up, as if something had been said that I hadn't heard, and came over to stand in front of me.

He put his foot between my legs.

“Untie my boot, slut,” he growled.

I blinked up at him, and rolled my eyes anxiously towards Mrs. Smith, who nodded.

I shifted, bringing my arms down, bending, untying his boot, then helping pull it off. I did the same to the other boot.

“Take my pants off,” he said.

Heart beating faster, I obeyed, undoing his belt, opening his pants, pulling down the zipper, then pulling his jeans down to his ankles as he stepped out of them.

“Stand up, slut.”

I stood up.

“Take my shirt off.”

Heart pounding, I slipped my hands under his shirt and lifted it up under his arms. He raised his arms and I raised it up and off, and he tossed it behind him. Then he kissed me, pulling me into his naked body, his hands sliding up and down my back, then onto my buttocks. 

The feel of his warm, naked flesh against mine turned the heat in my groin up to high immediately, for it felt good, felt natural, felt excited, aroused. I was still terribly embarrassed, for everyone was watching, and I wondered with a helpless sense of shocked sensibilities whether he was going to fuck me in front of everyone.

Not for an instant did it even occur to me that I might say no, or that I could have said no, could have refused. I never even considered whether to allow him to or not. It was like the thought didn't even occur to me that I had any choices, any options.

But the feel of his warm, powerful chest against my breasts was incredible!

His lips crushed mine, his hand in my hair, his tongue in my mouth. It was a long, passionate, lustful kiss that left me breathless as he pulled me up onto my toes.

Then he released me and I staggered a bit as he moved away.

The second Black man was there.

“Take off my boots, slut,” he said.

Panting, dazed, I sank to my knees and obeyed. It was a duplicate of the first man, right down to the end, when my swollen breasts were pillowed out against his warm flesh and his fingers were kneading my buttocks as his tongue slid over mine.

Then the third man stepped forward as he stepped back.

“Take off my boots, slut.”

Again, I stripped him naked, and then a hand grasped me, pulling me to my feet

One of the men grabbed my wrist roughly and yanked me in against him. My breasts pillowed against his lower chest as he gripped my thick blonde hair and forced my head back, my face up. I gasped in pain as he forced me onto my toes, his lips crushing mine as his other arm swept around me. His hand kneaded my buttocks firmly and pulled me even harder against him as his tongue pushed into my mouth.

Then he released me and I staggered back - into the second man. He grabbed me roughly, kissing me passionately, hungrily, his hands kneading and groping me. Then he pushed me back into the third man, whose arms slid around my chest and cupped my breast, squeezing them firmly, pulling me back hard against his body so that I felt his cock against my buttocks. He bent, kissing and then sucking and biting at the nape of my neck as he held me there gasping and moaning in confusion.

One of the others was suddenly between my legs, his fingers on my buttocks as he spread my legs. His mouth covered my whole sex, and he sucked and licked and growled like an animal even as the third bent over me, groping one of my breasts, his other hand stroking up and down my body as he crushed my lips with his.

The three of them crowded against me, and though I wasn’t bound I was absolutely helpless against them, even if I’d been able to actually decide what to do! But I was dazed by the suddenness of it all, by the people watching, by the wild heat which had already been roused within me. I squirmed and twisted and gasped as the man before me thrust his tongue deep into my pussy, his nose grinding against my clit. My nipples were being pulled and plucked and sucked and chewed at as six big male hands moved over my body.

My right hand was pulled firmly back behind me and placed against the thick cock of the man pressed against me. My fingers were closed around it, and my hand was then moved up and down until I got the message. My other hand was pulled out to the side and placed around the cock of the man whose tongue was invading my mouth.

The other people just watched us, calmly, well-dressed, sitting back in their seats, sipping from drinks, as though we were a show or something.

I was flustered and breathless, my pussy overheated as the men broke away from me. 

Someone had put a blanket across the marble coffee table.

The black men sat down, side by side on it, and the one in the middle motioned me forward.

“No,” he barked as I started to walk. “On your hands and knees, like a bitch in heat.”

I dropped down instantly, face flushed, crawling across the floor naked as everyone watched. It seemed like I had to crawl a loooong way until I was kneeling, on all fours, before the three men. 

“Suck my cock, slut,” the man in the middle ordered.

“Yes, sir,” I said, almost a whisper.

He stopped me. “Don't call me sir. I work for a living!”

“Yes ... . uhm...”

“Call me... master,” he said with a sly grin. “Yeah, do that, slut.”

“Now show me what a cock-hungry white slut does with a black cock.”

I sucked it, of course. I knelt there, my naked bottom pointed towards four people, virtual strangers, and I took his balls into my hands, and began to bob my lips up and down on his fat, stiff Black cock. 

How had things gotten to this point!? I couldn’t think straight! My mind was fluttering like a bird trapped in a small cage. Everyone there except the three black men had already seen me naked and had already had sex with me. Seeing them all together, though, was a shock, and I was speechless with embarrassment and confusion, not knowing how to react or respond! 

They sat down on the table, side by side as I worked on the one in the middle. Then the other two grabbed my wrists, pulling them aside, and my hands were placed onto their stiff cocks. The man in the middle gripped my hair firmly, shoving my mouth down harder onto his cock.

“Cock hungry slut,” he taunted. “Suck that black meat, slut. Swallow it. Don't that taste good? You love it, slut. You love black cock inside you. You can't get enough of it!”

My fists pumped up and down on the other two cocks as I sucked and licked on the one in the middle. It was all so incredible, so insane, so impossible! My mind was reeling but I did as I was guided to to almost because I didn’t know what else to do. Doing three men at once was a shock! Doing three Black men was even more of a shock! Don’t it in front of an audience had a tidal wave of emotions rolling over me and nearly drowning me!

I mean, what the fuck! Why was I doing this again!? 

What would my friends and family think if they could see me now!? If they ever heard about this!? What would Emily think!?

My head was pushed down firmly and the thick, slick cock of the man before me pushed slowly up through my throat, all the way up my neck and into my chest as my lips were pressed around the base of his shaft. I moaned into his groin, my nose jammed against him, his cock making my throat aching, making it bulge out even as my head started to pound and my chest started to burn.

He eased up on my head, and I pulled slowly back up, gasping for breath, gulping in air in preparation for going down on him a second time. But instead, he kind of pulled me forward by the hair, forcing me to rise up, then up higher. His big hand went onto my ass and pulled me against him so I had to climb atop him, straddling him. 

I felt his thick cock against my pussy as I moaned at the intensity of it all. Then he was maneuvering me down and I shuddered as his big cock pushed into me, spreading my swollen pussy lips apart, straining them, making them ache with its fat girth as it slowly forced its way up into my belly.

The men sitting on either side weren’t just watching. One had his hand in to cup and fondle my breast and was licking and sucking along the side of my chest. The other was gripping the butt—plug, pulling it out, then pushing it back in, again and again.

“Huhhhhggh!” I groaned as I sank down fully atop the big cock below me. My mind reeled again. It was my first black cock, and it was huge! Worse, though, was that I was the center of this... this... display! Those people watching me could easily see that fat black cock pushing up like a telephone pole through the distended lips of my pussy.

The man started to suck on one of my nipples, to chew and bite on it as his fingers dug into my buttocks to work me up and down. The other two ran their hands and lips over my trembling, overheated body.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!” I gasped. “Ungggh! OhhhH!”

I rode slowly up and down, breathless with shock, feverish with heat, dazed by it all as I was impaled again and again.

Then the man I was straddling turned to the side as the other two got off the table. He pulled me as though I was weightless, his big arms and hands easily guiding me around so as he lay back along the table he pulled me down onto him. Now my hands were on his broad chest as I straddled him, groaning weakly as I rode slowly up and down, in and out, his cock immense inside me.

He pulled me down against his mouth, kissing me as his hand gripped my neck. And I felt fingers at my ass again, pulling on the butt-plug, pulling it out, then pushing it back, then pulling it out, then pushing it back. The butt-plug was pulled out fully, and I felt vacant back there, but not for long.

A moment later I felt something else pressed against my opening, and then another big black cock began to push into my body. I whimpered in denial, instinctively trying to pull away, but my efforts were so feeble that you would laugh. I was held firmly against the lower man’s body, his lips fully against mine, his hand gripping my hair behind my neck as his tongue pushed into my mouth. 

The second man slowly pushed his cock into my ass, driving it in further and deeper as I trembled and shook in helpless confusion. Then an orgasm came out of nowhere and just hammered me! I screamed weakly into his mouth, my body twisting and jerking and trying to ride him. But they had me pinned too tightly, and all I could do was jerk around a little.

Oh. My. God! The feeling of those two big cocks stuffing me was incredible! I went slack between them as the orgasm faded, gasping and moaning and whimpering weakly as they began to work in tandem, their cocks moving up and down, in and out, thrusting into me with a steady pumping motion that had me gurgling in dazed wonder even as my hair was transferred to another hand and jerked up and to the side. My glassy eyes took in the sight of another black cock for a moment until it pushed forward into through my slack jaws and into my mouth.

Ohmygod!!

It was by far the most raw, wicked, carnal, hedonistic experience of my life, far worse than any of my friends had ever reported or even dreamed about! I was utterly overwhelmed! I sucked weakly on the cock as the man below me worked me up and down on his cock and the man behind worked his cock slowly up and down inside my bottom. I was flooded with sensations of pleasure and of pain, even while my mind continued to flounder amid a storming surge of conflicting emotions.

I came again, and again, and again, and again, and again, and again, my body twisting and writhing and bucking in helpless paroxysms of wild pleasure. Convulsions wracked my body as the three cocks pumped into me and six hands moved over it. I was lost to the world, completely drawn into a firestorm of sexual need, passion and lust.

The orgasms were tearing me apart! My belly, my abdomen ACHED from the orgasms! My breasts throbbed and my nipples burned. My clit was raw and horribly sensitive. I was breathless, dazed.

“No! No more! No more! Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped! Ohhh! Ohhhh! Oh please! Oh God! No! No! Oohhhhhhh!” 

I came again, twisting and writhing as my muscles spasmed and my mind was again overwhelmed by the raw sensory storm wave of orgasmic heat.

I don’t know if any of them even came. I was so overwhelmed by it all my mind was barely functioning. They lifted me off the man I was straddling and then set me on my back on the table with my head hanging over the edge. A moment later one of them knelt before me and his cock slid into my mouth and down my throat. I felt my ankles lifted up and pressed back over my shoulders, then another cock thrust into me from above, fucking me deep and hard and fast so that another orgasm hammered against my shattered mind.

And then I emerged from a state of nearly completely dazed, breathless animal sex heat into what was merely a feverish lust and passion to find them holding my arms aloft, almost dangling me from them. We were standing between a pair of tall, roman columns, and they were chaining my wrist bands - wrist restraints, up and apart. My legs were spread as well and chained so that I was up on the balls of mm feet.

Then one of them knelt before me again and I whimpered and shook my head, not wanting more. I ached so much and didn’t think I could take more orgasms. Yet his tongue began to lap at my pussy in a way which had me squirming and gurgling and crying out in helpless pleasure.

The whip cracked across my back with a surprising flash of pain that caught at my feverish mind and yanked it out of its dazed state. I cried out weakly, head rolling back, aware at last of the man standing there, the long, slim whip in his hand. I felt a blast of fear and shock, but it was almost immediately overwhelmed by a dark passion and lust.

They were going to whip me!

I cried out as the whip cut across my back a second time, but the pain couldn’t compete with the sexual fever, and the pleasure drew me in higher as I exulted in the raw, nasty, wicked perversity of it! Being whipped! That was so wild! It was so nasty! It was so fucking hot and intense and incredible!

The whip cut across my lower back and even as I cried out in pain, I jammed my pussy into the man’s mouth as my insides burned with passion.

I don’t even remember when the man left, the one between my legs. I don’t remember him stopping or moving. But then I was being whipped, and felt myself gleefully, eagerly awaiting each new blow, each new blast of pain and pleasure as it curled around my body and snapped at my belly, as it sliced up around my ribs to bite into the soft, tender flesh of my breast. And when it curled down around my hip and began to snap and bite at my pussy I screamed and writhed and burned with the most intensive sexual heat I had ever known.

I saw but didn’t see a man before me, a second black man with a second whip, and gloried in the feel of pain and heat and pleasure as it cut across my breasts. The two whips sliced and snapped at my back and breasts, at my pussy and bottom as I writhed in a fever dance of sexual heat, screaming in pain, howling in pleasure as I went mad from the intensity of the churning maelstrom of sensations.

I was robbed of breath, and that, I think, finally ended it, dropping me unconscious in my bonds, chin on my chest, jaw slack, drooling.
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Chapter Ten




[image: ]


I didn’t go to work the next day. I lay naked in bed, my body covered in welts from the whip, staring unseeingly at the roof, reliving the wild, unbelievable memories of what had transpired and trying to understand how it had happened, why it had happened and why, if anything I could or should do about it.

Surprisingly, the welts weren’t that sore, really. They looked worse than they felt. And, weirdly, staring at them in my mirror aroused me. I actually stood there, running my fingers along the welts, especially the ones cutting across my breasts and down between my legs, and orgasmed from it, from the sensations which arose as my fingers caressed the lines of red along the front of my body. The memory of it all was like a narcotic fogging my mind. Public sex. Multiple sex. Whipping. Whipping! I had been whipped! Whipped like, like... like I don’t know what!

It was all so overwhelming!

The next two days were the weekend, and the welts faded slowly, but the marks on my mind never really did. I remained by those few hours, my mind playing the scenes back again and again. And invariably, whenever I did, emotions swirled and churned within me; humiliation, excitement, heat, pain, fear, shock. Had I really done that!? Had they really done that!? Had people really watched!?

Also echoing through my mind were the echoes of the wild, stunning sensual heat which had rolled over me in waves, the fever dream filled with explosive releases of pleasure that had rocked my mind. 

I remember in high school we had a class on drug dependency, and they talked about cocaine, and an experiment on rats. Cocaine is not physically addictive, like nicotine, but is psychologically addictive. People get a terrible craving to experience that same high again, remembering it and wanting it, and willing to do anything for it. Rats in the experiment were given peppermint before cocaine, and after a while, just smelling the peppermint was enough to produce an intense reaction.

The sex had been a high as wild, I was sure, as any drug. And every time I looked at myself, every time I touched myself, I felt the craving, the need to experience that wild high again. I didn’t want to. I saw, now, that there was a lot more to what the Smiths had wanted me for than just cleaning up around the house and doing yard chores. Oh, yeah, I know, talk about stupid! Like I shouldn’t have seen that before!  But I... kind of... well, it had all happened in stages, and it had all seemed reasonable at the time. And by the time Mr. Smith and Mrs. Smith were actually fucking me, well, it hadn’t seemed so chocking.

Mrs. Smith called me on Monday. I had left a message on their machine in the early morning hours, certain they’d be asleep then. 

She called, and I saw the number, and I stared at the phone like it was a snake about to bite me. But at the same time, I felt a hot surge of need within me, felt the hunger grow within my body, felt my pussy throb at the thought of her and what she’d do to me.

The phone rang and rang, and finally I picked it up.

* * * *
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It was hard walking on the grass in the high, stiletto heels. I had to walk delicately so the heel didn’t stick deeply into the ground, carefully and slowly.

Working around the pool wasn’t difficult. Then I had done some work inside for Mr. Smith in his office. I did laundry and then worked in the kitchen. All in the high heels. Naked save for the collar and the wrist and ankle bracelets. Neither of the Smiths had treated me as anything more or less than a servant, instructing me in what they wanted done. It was like they didn’t even notice I was naked.

It calmed me down, somewhat, as I was very nervous when I arrived, with butterflies in my stomach, wondering what would happen. But as the day wore down my fear eased while that animal hunger just kept throbbing away. I was on edge, in a way, walking around naked in the high heels, and going out onto the broad lawns only made me more heated - maybe because I had had to oil myself up before going outside.

So, there I was, all slick and shiny, and naked, with a light breeze blowing, my nipples achingly swollen, the little rings dangling from them as I moved along awkwardly on my heels, and I felt - vacant inside - as though I really, really needed something to be shoved up inside me, like my body missed it. Though it was my mind, of course, not my body.

I returned to the patio for lunch, took off my shoes, and dove into the pool to cool off, swimming a couple of laps. I climbed out, dripping wet, and moved around the pool checking the filter and chemicals, and doing a little cleaning. Then Mrs. Smith called me in for lunch. That is, to make lunch. Fortunately, they didn’t eat anything complicated. I put my shoes back on and went inside to start their lunch, my pussy still feeling unnaturally vacant.

When they sat down for lunch, Mrs. Smith indicated I should sit on my heels beside her on the floor, so I did, and she fed me bits and pieces, bite-sized chunks, either from her fingers or from a fork. She then poured water into a dog bowl and set it on the floor for me to drink.

That felt kinky and exciting, and the prelude to something, but nothing came of it. I returned to work and they returned to ignoring me. A part of me was relieved, but mostly I was disappointed, and even worried, like maybe I’d done something wrong. Weird, huh?

The day after that started better, I hoped. Mrs. Smith clipped on those shiny thin chains that I had occasionally worn. The ones that linked my nipple rings to my collar. Then the Y-shaped one which clipped to my nipple rings and joined together below my chest into a single chain which linked tightly to my clit ring, pulling the hood up and back to expose my swollen clitoris.

Instead of a butt plug, she put a full dildo into my ass, and another into my pussy, both of them thick and metallic, like the collar, bracelets and anklets. The reason I knew they matched was because they couldn’t fit inside me, not entirely. They were thick, which stretched me out, but also long, too long for me. A couple of inches stuck out and were held in place by thin chains linked to the base of each dildo. The one in my bottom was clipped to the ring piercing my labia, and the one in my pussy was clipped to my clit ring.

Mrs. Smith let me work like that for an hour or so, then attached a metal ring gag. This was like a small metal donut that forced my mouth wide, holding my jaws open. A metallic strap went around my head and locked in place. Then she clipped a small chain to my tongue ring and pulled it out through the ring, down over my lower lip almost to my chin, and locked the chain to the ring in the front of my collar.

She sent me upstairs, then, to change the linen. I couldn’t exactly protest, so I obeyed, walking carefully in my super high heels, trying to keep from drooling.

I worked like this, awkwardly, fighting to keep from drooling, and kind of not succeeding, and as weird as it might seem to you, even though it was uncomfortable, I was feeling a continuous sense of sexual excitement and electricity as I worked. And you know, I don’t think it was the orgasms that were addicting me, it was this state, this condition of excitement and heat and lust which went on and on at the Smith’s, sometimes for hours.

It was a sense of squirming anticipation and breathlessness which made doing anything, however routine, seem exciting. And so, as I changed the beds, with the dildos protruding from my body, with my tongue pulled over my lower lip, my nipples being tugged and my clit hood yanked, I worked at a very ordinary task with a sense of smoldering lust which made it no chore at all.

Afterward, Mr. Smith put me through his Simon says routine, where I knelt, sat, arched, spread my legs, displaying myself, twisted and turned and posed, getting more and more breathless as I continued to move and pose. 

My final pose was kneeling, or rather, sitting on my heels, legs spread, back arched. Mr. Smith simply walked over to me as I sat there moaning because of the way my tongue was pulling, straining against the chain, unable to really get my head back very far. He moved behind me, drawing my hands more firmly behind my neck, and then clipped the bracelets, as I continued to think of them, to the back of the collar. Then he unzipped his trousers. Without a word, he rubbed his cock against my face, which very quickly hardened him, then pushed it over my tongue and through the metal ring into my mouth.

He gripped my hair, pulling my face forward, and with only a few pumping motions in my mouth to make his cock slick, pushed himself right down my throat until he was holding my face jammed into his groin.

I gurgled weakly, for I hadn’t been prepared for it, and now found my face pressed against his groin as his cock filled my throat. My hands pulled instinctively against the bracelets, but of course, they were locked firmly behind my head. Mr. Smith began to pump in and out, and to use his grip on my hair to pump my head in and out, fucking my throat slowly but deeply with his thick cock as I knelt there helplessly.

“Swallow that cock, little slut,” he growled. “You know you love cock. You love sucking cock. You love cock inside you. Nasty little girl. Suck on that, little slut.”

I tried, but he pumped in and out steadily, and I found myself spending more effort trying to breath, for he didn’t really draw his cock out to allow me to draw a full breath. By the time he was finished, and emptied himself in my throat, I was light-headed and dazed. I would have fallen had he not held me. He unclipped my tongue ring from the chain binding it to my collar, and I groaned in relief as the tension was finally removed there and I was able to draw it back into my mouth.

Then he carried me beneath one of the metal crossbeams which went back and forth across the patio. There was a chain now hanging from one, and he unlinked my bracelets from my collar, then linked them to the chain instead. He lifted the chain so I was at full extension, my back stretched, my arms and shoulders reaching straight up, then locked it in place and removed my shoes.

Of course, without the shoes, I was barely balanced on the balls of my feet!

Mr. Smith then picked up a thin quirt, which was sort of like a lightweight riding crop, and I moaned anxiously - and excitedly - and in confusion. I wasn’t aware I’d done something wrong, something to be punished. He snapped it across my bottom, and I yelped and danced awkwardly on my toes, gasping for breath.

“Nasty little slut,” he said in a pleased voice. “Do you know how special you are? There’s nothing more fun and more exciting than a wicked little girl who loves being wicked.”

Crack! The quirt snapped across my back, and I yelped and danced again.

“Lovely little sluts are what everyone in the world pursues but few ever get to keep,” he said.

Crack! The quirt sliced down across my right breast, and I yelped again, dancing awkwardly, my breath becoming ragged, my pulse racing, and my pussy starting to squeeze and spasm around the dildo driven up inside me.

He slid the quirt through one of my nipple rings, tugging it up and out, then brought the tip snapping lightly down against the nipple so I hissed and moaned and danced again.

“Do you love cock, little slut?”

“Y-yes, s-sir!” I gasped. “I l-love cock!”

Crack! The quirt sliced in against my thigh.

Say it again, louder, little slut.”

“I love cock, sir!”

Crack! The quirt snapped across my bottom.

“Louder, slut.”

“I love cock, sir!”

Crack! The quirt struck my back, just above my hip.

“Do you want a cock inside you now, slut?”

“Yes, sir! I want a cock inside me!”

Crack!

“Beg for it little slut.”

“Please, sir!” I cried. “Please may I have a cock inside me!?”

Crack! The quirt snapped across my left breast with stinging force.

“Where, slut?”

“I-I... please fuck my pussy, sir!” I gasped in a choked voice.

Crack! Crack! The quirt struck my right breast, then my left, and I hissed and groaned and danced weakly. It slipped into my nipple rings, then snapped against my nipples. It caressed my ribs, then slapped across my taut belly. It thrust between my legs and sawed up against my labia, then whipped free and swung down stingingly on my bottom.

Crack! The quirt struck my back below my shoulders.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, sir! I’m a slut, sir!”

Crack! The quirt hit my back again.

“Are you a whore?”

“Yes, sir! I’m a whore, sir!”

Again, and again the little quirt snapped down across my body, and each time he made me say something degrading and exciting, something dirty and forbidden, something girls just didn’t say, especially in front of others And he made me beg for his cock, again and again and again.

I was in such a state by the time he finally pulled the metal dildo thing out of me, that I came as soon as I felt his wonderful cock pushing up through the sopping wet folds of my spasming pussy. I shuddered and moaned, gurgling helplessly as he drew back on my hips and pushed his long, thick pole of flesh up through my legs to drive deep into my pussy from behind.

I was on the tips of my toes as he pulled back on my hips, the bracelets - shackles, digging into my slender wrists, but I didn’t care about pain. I was coming and coming as Mr. Smith’s cock thrust into me hard and fast, stabbing up through my burning, swollen flesh, ramming into me so that my whole body jerked helplessly under the furious blows of his hips against my buttocks.

Oh God it was wild!

And then, afterward, he simply slid the metal dildo back up inside me, unhooked my bracelets and sent me into the house to clean the kitchen.

I did so in a daze, in a haze, moaning softly to myself, breathless, my mind taking long, long minutes to recover. 

And then it was on with my work, as if nothing had happened, though of course, I continued to be gripped by a dark, simmering sexual heat eve as I worked, often having to reach down and finger myself, squirming and writhing as I did, but not wanting to make myself come for fear that this wild, sweltering sexual cloud would dissipate and leave me simply doing a boring household chore.

I went downstairs and did the laundry, then returned to iron and fold the sheets. It was late in the afternoon when the bell rang, and my pulse began to race. Ohmygod, I thought wildly. What’s going to happen now!?

At least I hadn’t been sent to answer the door. So maybe it wasn’t someone who was going to -

“Nicole,” Mrs. Smith called.

I gulped and felt my face already starting to flush as I went towards her voice.

Maybe it wasn’t someone new, I thought anxiously, heart pounding.

It was a couple. I had never seen them before. The woman was probably forty, but a big, powerfully built woman like Mrs. Smith, with short blonde hair and big boobs. The man was shorter, and not in great shape. Probably he had the money, and she was the trophy wife I thought dazedly. For I was, as always, flummoxed at being seen like this by outsiders. My face flushed red and the woman laughed as she looked at me.

“She’s still shy,” she said.

“Yes, but we’re working that out of her,” Mrs. Smith said with a tolerant voice. “Come here, slut.”

I burned as I stepped forward and stopped before the trio. The man was ogling me with a great deal of interest while the woman seemed tolerantly amused.

“Where is your tongue, little slut?” Mrs. Smith demanded.

“Uhm....”

“Why is it not chained to your collar? And where is the ring gag?” 

She turned to the woman. “I’m stretching out her little tongue.”

“For obvious reasons,” the woman said with a grin.

“Well, slut?”

“Mr. Smith removed it, mistress,” I said, blushing as I said the word instinctively.

“And why did he do that?  He could let you suck his cock through it. Did you suck his cock, slut?”

Even my ears burned as I answered. “Yes, mistress.”

“And did he make you swallow every inch of prick he had?”

“Yes, mistress,” I gulped.

“So then why did he remove them?”

“I-I, because... I don’t know, mistress,” I gulped helplessly.

Mrs. Smith reached out and cupped my right breast, then ran a thumb across a thin pink line under the nipple.

“Did Mr. Smith punish you, slut?”

“Yes, mistress,” I gulped.

“How, slut?”

“He uhm, he ah, chained my wrists up and uhm, used a little stick thing on me.”

The three of them snorted in amusement.”

“Well, clearly it wasn’t a heavy one because there are hardly any marks on you. Not like when we whipped you last week, eh, slut?”

“No, Mistress,” I said anxiously.

“All right, slut. Go and get this gentleman a martini, and this lady a diet coke. Snap to it or I’ll find something that leaves plenty of marks on your pretty little bottom.”

“Yes, mistress!” I exclaimed, glad to get out of there if only for a minute.

I turned and hurried out as they sat down in the great room. I drew in a few shaky breaths, not having even realized how I’d been holding my breath. God, it was so humiliating to be introduced like this to people, naked, with dildos sticking out of me!”

And yet, my pussy quivered and burned with heat even as I got the drinks, and then slowly, anxiously, returned with them.

Mrs. Smith angled a long finger towards the floor. “Sit,” she ordered.

Blushing furiously, I knelt, sitting on my heels.

“Present.”

My blush deepened as I spread my knees wide, and then my face felt hot as I arched on command and held it.

Mrs. Smith told them how she’d been teaching me how to properly please a woman, and how her husband had been training me in how to properly please a man. She never referred to me by name, but always as “our little slut” or “the little slut” or “slut” or “whore”. Once she called me her little bitch animal. I squirmed mentally through all of this, repeatedly embarrassed, especially when she told them how I screamed when I came.

Mrs. Smith ordered me to get her a glass of iced water, so I stood, went into the kitchen, returned, and put it on her table.

“Let me show you how easy it is,” she said to the woman.

She pushed back her chair, and grabbed my arm, pulling me belly-down across her lap, with my bottom elevated and facing the couple. Then she gave me a slap and began to slide a finger in under my clit, rubbing and stroking me. I squirmed, both mentally and physically, embarrassed even more in front of the strangers, but aroused because of it> This was so nasty! It was so wicked! It was so humiliating!

She started to press the dildo in my pussy inward, jamming it against the back wall of my pussy again and again as she rubbed her finger against my clit. And she was able to rhythmically press against the other dildo, the one stuffed into my ass, with the heel of her hand at the same time.

I was flustered, hot, and getting hotter, and I couldn’t keep my bottom from rolling and squirming as the heat grew worse. A sharp slap to the bottom made me gasp in pain.

“Do you want to come, slut?”

I moaned weakly, and she slapped my bottom again. “Answer me, come slut. Do you want to come?”

“Y-Yes, m-mistress!” I panted.

‘Beg.”

“P-please may I come, mistress?” I moaned, ears burning again as the woman giggled.

Another slap to my bottom.

“Beg again, louder.”

“Please may I come, mistress!?” I cried.

“Again, slut.”

“Please may I come, mistress!” I moaned.

“No, I don’t think so.”

She stopped fingering me and I gasped and jerked as she rubbed an ice cube she had taken from her glass up and down over my pussy and clit.

The others laughed and she hauled me upright and told me to go into the kitchen and make the man another martini.

“And if you touch your little clit you’re going to be punished!” she called after me.

God! God! God! How humiliating! And yet, my pussy was moist and tingling despite my humiliation! And I was still all flustered and breathless. I mixed the martini, or started to, and then a pair of hands slid around my waist and cupped my breasts.

I yelped in surprise as I was pulled back against the man’s chest, and he chuckled as his fingers kneaded my breasts.

“How are you doing, little slut?” he purred. “Would you like help?”

“N-N-No thank you... sir,” I gulped.

And then his wave sauntered into the room, a smirk on her face.

“Was this bad little girl touching her little clit?” she asked.

“I think she was,” he said.

“But I wasn’t!” I blurted.

“Are you calling my husband a liar, slut?” she demanded.

“I-I - no but... but...”

She slid her hand behind my neck, gripped my hair, forced my head back, and then crushed my lips with hers. I moaned as her breasts pushed against mine and her husband’s fingers slid down to rub at my clit. My head whirled with heat and passion, embarrassment and uncertainty, confusion and anxiety. I didn’t know what to do, what I was supposed to do, what I was allowed to do, what Mrs. Smith wanted me to do...

The man unzipped his fly, and I felt his erection pressing up between my buttocks.

“Stand straight, slut,” he ordered, drawing my arms up and back behind my head.

And I obeyed, almost instinctively.

“Legs apart!”

I shifted my feet apart on the floor.

His wife ran her hand slowly over my breasts as he rubbed his cock up and down against my buttocks. I felt him fiddling with the dildo in my bottom, unclipping the chain. Then the dildo slid slowly down out of me as his wife leaned in to suck on one of my nipples.

I shuddered as I felt his cock pressing against my anal opening. His hands gripped my legs, shifting them further apart, then his cock pushed up into me as he drew my arms further back. His arm went around me, caressing my breast as his wife dropped to her knees in front of me and began to lick at my pussy.

Oh God! What was going on!? What was I doing!? What were they doing!? Should I stop them!? Should I run, screaming from the house!? 

I shuddered and moaned as his cock pushed into me in sharp little thrusts that pushed it deeper and higher into my belly. I stood straight, legs apart, gasping, moaning, back arched, hands high, as he groped my breasts and began to kiss and lick and suck at the nape of my neck. His wife lapped at my clit and began to pump the dildo in and out.

And I stood like a statue, arms outstretched, trembling, hips starting to grind, starting to push in and out as her husband started pumping his cock in my bottom. I felt my wrists pulled down sharply suddenly, then the bracelets were locked to the back of my collar as the man started thrusting harder and faster. His wife drew the dildo out of my pussy and her fingers replaced it, first one, then two then three, long, slender warm fingers which pumped in and out, twisting and turning inside me.

Her husband’s cock thrust up into me in deep, hard thrusts that jerked me up off my stiletto heels again and again, chewing at my earlobe now as he panted and moaned and whispered nasty things into my ear. 

“You like that, slut? You like it up the ass? You like having my big cock up your ass, bitch? Nasty little slut! You love cock, don’t you?! You love getting fucked in the ass! Should I fuck you harder, bitch? Should I!? Yeah! You need it hard, don’t you, slut!? Dirty little cock loving whore! Nasty little cock toy!”

His hands were on my breasts, squeezing and kneading them, fingering, pinching and twisting my nipples as he worked himself in and out. His wife sucked expertly on my clit, and whatever my emotional anxieties or hesitation my body didn’t care. I came, jerking and crying out again and again, twisting and writhing and barely able to stay on my feet as the man rammed his cock up into me again and again and again.

“Fuck her, Jerry!” his wife gasped, pulling her face away from my pussy. “Fuck the little whore’s brains out!”

Her lips sucked at my clit as her hands rose up to fight her husband for possession of my breasts. But as he thrust harder, she had to grip my ass to keep her tongue and lips against my clit. Then he slid his hands up and back behind my neck, pinning my own arms up and out, forcing me to arch sharply as his cock drove up into my ass, and I cried out as I came again, waves of heat and passion threatening to drown what was left of my mind.
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Chapter Eleven
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The next day started normally – if you can call this sort of thing normal. I got to work, stripped naked, put on the collar and shackles, and Mrs. Smith decided I needed to wear the chains and dildos as well, and attached and inserted them. Then I started working, doing filing and photocopies and such for Mr. Smith. After that, I was sent upstairs to change the linen.

And that was where I found Emily.

She stared at me in astonishment, at first, just as I stared at her in shock, frozen in place. Her jaw dropped, while mine, of course, was locked open. When I could finally react, I turned as if to flee and immediately fell on the floor.

I heard a bark of laughter behind me, one she tried to stifle, as she helped me up, but she held my arm when I would have fled.

“Wait! Wait! I want to see you!” she cried, eyes filled with mirth.

I dropped my eyes, mortified. Emily and I had been friends for years. And yes, she’d seen me naked as I had her, plenty of times, but while we were confidantes, we’d certainly never exchanged the kind of information about each other’s sex lives which would allow me to cope with her knowing about THIS! Much less having her see me dressed - or undressed - like this!

“Wow!” she said.

I guess what stunned me, almost as much as her seeing me, was that she wasn’t more surprised than she appeared to be.

“You know, I should have guessed,” she said, looking me up and down with a broad grin. “When daddy said he had hired you to do some yard and house work, and that he would “instill discipline” in you. I should have guessed, but I just didn’t put it together. I mean, wow, I never would have suspected he’d even try this shit with you, of all people, or that if he did you wouldn’t have run screaming into the streets.”

She gripped my arms and pulled me away from the door, giggling a little as I tried to hide my nudity with my hands.

“Now, none of that,” she chided me. “After all, if daddy’s been working at you, to say nothing of mother, you shouldn’t be shy any more, and you should be more disciplined. Now,” Her voice changed, becoming sterner, firmer. “Stand straight! Shoulders back, chest out! Arms at your sides!”

I responded in a Pavlovian fashion without even thinking about it, and she grinned and nodded as I stood there, face flaming.

“I thought so. You’ve been well-trained, Nicole.”

She giggled again, and when my arms started to shift up to hide myself, she shook her head and pushed them back, then gripped my wrist, moved behind me, pulled the other back, and clipped the shackles together.

She moved around in front of me again, grinning broadly.

“Well, well, well. Nicky the sex slave,” she said.

Sex slave?! I wasn’t anyone’s sex slave! I wanted to say it but of course couldn’t.

“And your tongue seems to have stretched,” she said, rubbing her finger along my straining tongue. “No doubt that’s mother’s work.”

She shook her head then unhooked the chain which locked my tongue to my collar. I pulled it back with relief, embarrassed enough without drooling on myself. 

She went behind me and unfastened the metallic strap and then gently pulled the ring gag out of my mouth. 

I worked my jaws weakly as she came around in front again.

“Now, sit,” she said.

And without a second thought I sat, not on the bed, where she had indicated, but on the floor.

She let out another bark of laughter even as I flushed anew and started to rise.

‘No, no! That’s fine. Sit there, and let’s see, what are the other commands? Oh yes, Display!”

Again, I obeyed, my stomach fluttering, my chest going tight as a fresh wave of embarrassment swept over me.

She fell half onto the bed, sitting back on her elbows, studying me with a grin. “So, tell me about it.”

I didn’t know what to say, and I was still too embarrassed to even look at her.

“Speak, slave,” she said. “Tell me how this happened.”

“I’m not a slave,” I said resentfully, ears burning.

She snorted.

“No? You kind of look like one to me. That looks like a pretty big dildo sticking out of your ass, slave girl, given you’ve never had anal sex and had no interest in it.”

I flushed again, and my eyes looked down at the floor.

“Or have you now? Tell me everything.”

I started out slowly, hesitantly, horribly embarrassed, still looking at the floor, but she kept insisting I tell more, and I slowly loosened up a little, though I still felt awkward and embarrassed.

“They’re so clever, my parents,” she said. “I’ve been watching them at this thing for years. Once I was old enough to understand what they did to those girls who came over I found the whole thing fascinating. It’s all psychological conditioning, you know, a slow ramping up of behaviors so that you don’t really get shocked and walk away. One small act leads to another slightly larger, and then larger still, until you’re doing something you’d never have dreamed of doing initially.

She shook her head, bemused. “Like telling you all women and men are sluts to rob the word of its sting, and then calling you little slut, as if it were a term of endearment instead of an insult. And then when they shortened it to just slut you probably accepted it. 

She grinned when I talked about her father making me do “yoga” and crawl “like a baby”and shook her head when I talked about him throwing me in the pool as punishment.

“That was just to keep you wearing a bikini!” she said with a laugh. “Once you got used to being around people in a bikini all the time it was a short step to topless and then naked, especially with the privacy here.”

She was open mouthed when I talked about the people who had showed up, who I’d had sex with, and when I talked about the three Black men, she insisted on hearing every little detail, astonished, and then, to my eye, excited by the story.

“Wow!” Wow! Oh wow! I wish I could have seen that!” she exclaimed. “That sounds incredibly fucking hot! You’re such a slut, Nicole!”

I shrugged helplessly.

“Three black guys! Wow! I wonder if anyone got video.”

“Emily!”

“Well, it’s not like you haven’t shown everything you’ve got to a lot of people now,” she said. “Why shouldn’t I see it? Besides, you’re a slut slave now, right? You fuck anyone you’re told to.”

“I am not!” I said, stung a little.

“I don’t mean it as an insult, but you know I’m right. I can see it in your eyes and after all, after what you’ve done, anything else would seem kind of mild.”

She smirked at me and her eyes looked up and down my body as I sat there - knelt there - nervously and embarrassed. 

“Let’s see how well you follow orders,” she said teasingly.

“Emily!” I whined.

“No, no! You call me Mistress! Say it! Come on! Say it or you get a spanking!”

I looked at her grumpily, face flushed

She grinned mischievously, then sprang forward, knelt behind me, and pulled my wrists back together, and before I could decide what to do, whether to resist, she had already clipped them together. Then she went to her closet and took out a thin leather belt, doubled it up and slapped it against her thigh.

“Now say Yes Mistress,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” I grumbled.

She gripped my hair and pulled it back, forcing my back to arch sharply and pulling on my nipples. I cried out weakly as she pushed the looped belt down and it caught on the base of the dildo sticking out of my pussy. She pulled up and that jammed the nose of the dildo against the back wall of my pussy painfully.

“Oww! Ow! Owww! Don’t! Emily!”

“Mistress,” she said cooly.

“Please, Mistress!” I cried.

She eased up and then pushed me forward so I fell against the bed, gasping. Then she pulled back on my hair, which yanked on my nipples again.

“Are you our little slut slave girl?” she taunted.

“No!”

Crack! The belt snapped down across my bottom with stinging force. Crack! It struck again. 

“Say I’m your little slut slave, mistress,” she ordered.

Heat rolled through me and over me, and threatened to take my mind with it, but this was Emily! I couldn't... submit to her! 

“Nooo!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 

“Ow! Oww! Ohh! Don’t! Oww!”

Crack!

“Please!”

Crack!

“Mistress! Please, Mistress!”

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m your little slut slave, Mistress!” I cried, my bottom stinging as the belt snapped down again.

She pushed down on my face, jamming it into the bed, and I heard her yanking open the bedside drawer, then a buzzing sound before I felt a vibrator pressing against my clit.

“Ow!” I gasped, head jerking up as the sensations began to flood through me.

She shoved my face back down, rubbing and grinding the vibrator back and forth across my clit.

“Spread your legs, slut,” she ordered.

Whimpering, moaning, I shifted my knees apart, and at a sharp slap to the bottom spread them wider. The vibrator rolled and rubbed against my clit, and she pulled at my hair, tugging and stretching at my aching nipples. I felt my insides roiling and twisting and began to gulp in air, my breath getting more and more ragged as she held the vibrator against me.

“Oh! Oh! Oh please! Oh! No! Oh! Mistress! Oh! Please, mistress!” I whimpered.

“You’re my sex slave,” she taunted. “say it, slut. Say it!”

“Ohhh! I-I’m your s-sex slave!” I gasped.

Her hand cracked against my bottom.

“Mistress! Mistress!” I gasped. I’m your sex slave, Mistress!”

“Again, slut. Again!”

She stopped using the vibrator and my hips ground back helplessly.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress, Emily! I’m your sex slave, Mistress Emily! I’m your sex slave Mistreesssssss! Oohhhh!” I groaned as she rubbed the vibrator against my clit again.

She snickered and pulled it back, leaving me gasping and moaning weakly, then a yank on my hair had me back on my heels, looking up at her. She stood over me, grinning, then undid her skirt and pulled it off. She had no panties, and I saw she was smooth and soft as she gripped my hair and pulled my mouth against her.

“Show me what mother taught you, slut. Show me how good you are with your tongue now,” she taunted.

She jammed my face against her pussy, and I started licking, just like that, almost automatically. I thrust my tongue out and she moaned in pleasure. “Ahhh. God! Your tongue is so looooong!” she groaned.

She held my hair bunched in a thick mass at the top of my head, and stood, legs apart, grinding her hips into my face as she pulled my face into her pussy and I licked as her mother had taught me.

“Oh yeah! Ohhh! Yeaahhh! Give to me, bitch!” she groaned. “Give it to me, slut! Lick my pussy! Nasty little slut! Lick your mistress! Make me come, bitch! Yeah! OhhhH”

I lapped at her pussy and sucked at her clit and thrust my tongue up into her oozing pussy as she pulled on my hair and used her voice to insult and arouse me. Her words were insulting, yes, but they ignited the heat within me, for some masochistic, submissive side of me had come to burn in flames whenever someone used me forcefully, and somehow Emily knew it, even though she‘d never seen me having sex before.

I gasped and moaned as she pulled on my hair, licking harder as she called me her bitch, her whore, her slut, her slave, and threatened to have me beaten and whipped if I didn’t make her pussy happy.

Of course she was just teasing me, just taunting me, for we were still friends, after all. I mean, nothing had changed except, well, I was now a slut, and shackled, and obedient and uhm, naked and ... and a lot more submissive than I’d been before. And she was taking advantage of it.

She came, jamming my mouth into her pussy, spilling pussy cream over my tongue as she pulled at my hair and cursed down at me. 

She released my hair and I swayed weakly, gasping, until she dropped to her knees and kissed me passionately. We’d kissed before, of course, but either as an experimenting kissing, the way straight girls will, or to tease the guys, again, the way straight girls will. But now her tongue slid over mine and she cupped my bare breast and let her finger tug on the nipple ring until I moaned into her mouth.

“Nasty slut,” she whispered. “cock loving whore.”

She pulled on my hair and turned me so that I wound up with my chin on the floor, head pushed back, my bottom in the air.

“Raise that ass, slut,” she ordered, slapping it. “Spread those legs, bitch animal!”

Oh! I was so going to get her back for this!

But I was flustered and dazed and overheated, and positioned myself even as her fingers stroked against my pussy against. I moaned as I felt her push into me; one finger, then two, then three. I began to squirm a little, moaning as she pumped her three wedged fingers in and out. She put her knee on one of my shoulders, then her bare foot on my back just below my neck, pinning me to the rug as she forced a fourth finger into me.

“My, my, what a wet little slut pussy you have,” she said, pumping her fingers slowly in and out.

She peeled her top up and off, then removed her bra. A moment later she was donning a strap-on as I knelt, panting, moaning, quivering. She mounted me the same way her father did, and began to ride me, thrusting hard and deep into my pussy, pulling on my hair, slapping at my ass, groping and slapping at my breasts, and calling me her slut slave, and her bitch toy as her hips worked in and out.

“Repeat it, slut. Say it, whore!” she taunted as she fucked me.

“I’m your bitch slave, mistress!” I cried weakly. “I’m your fuck toy! I’m your slut slave! I’m your bitch animal!”

“Yeah! Yeah! Don’t you forget it!”

I came, crying out as she yanked back on my hair, and thus my nipples, ramming her hips into my bottom, riding me like the bitch I claimed to be as my pussy spasmed violently around her thick strap-on dildo.

We spent the rest of the afternoon together, and she had me call home and tell them that I was staying over the night. I gave her a tongue bath, from mouth to toes, and had to suck and lick at her toes, including kneeling at her feet as she stood over me, licking and lapping at her toes as I told her how much I adored my mistress, how much I loved my mistress, how eager I was to please my mistress, how much a slut slave I was to her.

She held the belt up in case I didn’t show enough eagerness.

Then we had a bath together in her big marble tube, stroking and kissing each other, fondling each others body, rubbing our bodies together. We wound up scissoring our legs and grinding our pussies together until we both came.

Then I had to wash her hair, rinse her off, then dry her, brush and dry her hair, cut her nails and toenails, and then crawl on all fours back to her bedroom next to her where she tied me spreadeagled, and showed me that she knew what to do with her tongue too. Not to mention with hot oil, with a candle, with a feather and ice cube, and with various vibrators and dildos.

She drove me to the edge of insanity, until I was screaming myself raw as I writhed and twisted and begged her to stop, then she put on her strap-on and fucked me like a man would, hard, fast, deep, and rough.

Then she straddled my head and rode my mouth to orgasm after orgasm, all the while calling me her slut slave, her bitch toy, her cunt meat, her sex animal and stuff like that.

I slept with my wrists shackled to the bedpost and a dildo inside me and woke to find her straddling my face again.

After that, we had a shower, where I again had to soap up her body, scrub her, and then rinse her off, then dry her, then dress her. Dressing her involved kissing her breasts, her nipples lightly before pulling the bra on as she stood still, and fastening it behind her back, then adjusting her breasts in the cup. Then I knelt and held her thong so she could step into it, and then slid it gently up her legs, kissing her knees, then her thighs, then her pussy before pulling it up firmly around her hips.

Then came her skirt, then her top, kissing her shoulder, then I put her shoes on her, kissing and licking each of them, and then she put a leash on my collar and led me, crawling and of course, still naked, downstairs and into the kitchen.

“I see you’ve been enjoying our little servant girl,” her father said.

“Nicky was always a slut,” Emily said with a grin. “Now she doesn’t bother to deny it, little slave girl,” she taunted me.

“I trust you’ve been treating her the way she needs,” her mother said.

“I think I know what to do with her,” Emily said with a smirk.

I made breakfast and served them as they sat at the table. I knelt next to Emily, and she fed me little bits and pieces, making me lick from her fingers. Then I drank milk from a bowl on the floor.

“Would you mind if I borrowed the little slut for a few minutes?” her father asked with a smile.

“Sure. Go ahead.”

He crooked his finger at me and I crawled towards him, then hurriedly rose up as he pulled at my hair, rose up and straddled him as he pushed his chair back. I felt a sense of shock that he was going to fuck me right in front of Emily - and that I was going to fuck HIM right in front of Emily! I’d thought so many times over the past weeks about what Emily would think, about how freaked out she would be if she knew I was fucking her parents, and now I felt his cock pushing against my tight opening, and shuddered as I sank slowly down on it, taking it deep into my throbbing pussy.

And then I rode him as he sucked and chewed on my breasts and nipples, his big hands on my ass helping raise me up and down as I impaled myself on his stiff cock. His wife and Emily looked on with amused looks as I rode him, and despite my embarrassment and uneasiness I couldn’t stop myself from climaxing violently, twisting and writhing and crying out in pleasure as his big pole of flesh thrust deep into my pussy.

I spent the day with Emily as her body servant, doing whatever little thing she wanted. That included oiling up her body as she lay out in the sun, and then crawling after a rubber doggy bone that she threw out onto the grass, or sometimes into the water for me. I had to crawl quickly too, weighted balls dangling from my nipples and clit ring, dildos protruding from behind me as I snapped up the bone in my teeth and then crawled back to her.

It was exhausting, and I wound up collapsing on the patio, gasping for breath. 

Both of us were incredibly slippery with the oil, and I stretched out on my back as she and I ground and rubbed ourselves to another orgasm. Then she rolled me onto my belly and pulled me across her knees as she sat there, fingering my pussy. First two, then three, then a fourth finger pushed into my oily pussy, and then, as her other hand kneaded my breast, she slowly forced her thumb into me, as well.

It stretched me out painfully, but the moment her hand slipped into me and my pussy closed around her wrist I came violently, bucking and twisting and rolling my hips as I cried out in unrestrained pleasure.

She fisted me for what felt like over an hour, making me scream and sob brokenly with the most incredibly intense orgasms as she pumped her fist in and out of my aching belly.

“You aren’t the first girl I’ve fucked,” she said casually. “Me and some friends at school used to have play sex all the time. I kind of hinted to you a couple of times, because you have a hot body, but you didn’t seem to have any interest, so I never really tried to push it or anything. 

That night I slept in a doggy bed on the floor of her bedroom, shackles cuffed together behind my back.

When I woke, it was kind of a repeat of the previous day. I had to lick her to orgasm, then help her shower, cleaning her, rubbing my body against hers, washing her hair, then drying and blow drying it, dressing her, and then crawling, leashed, after her to breakfast.

Then she brought me up to that hobby room - the torture room, as I thought of it, with a sense of dark, anxious heat. She seemed to like the bike thing a lot and made me get on it. But this time she attached chains to my ankle restraints and pulled them out to either side so all my weight was on the bar at all times. And she didn’t turn on the vibrator or anything. She left me gagged, my nipples pulled up and out and then waved goodbye.

Of course I was aroused. I mean, I was always aroused by then, and I squirmed and moaned and twisted and gasped as the pain mounted. But the heat remained, as I shifted my weight, or tried to, forward, and back. 

And then the door opened and Emily was back, with her friend Lindsay. I had met Lindsay before, of course. She was one of Emily’s best friends. But she and I had never gotten along. She was even richer than Emily, and a terrible snob with a nasty, insulting way to her that I had always resented. Now, seeing her smirking at me, I felt a wave of humiliation sweep over me, dropping my eyes and moaning into the gag. I was not only in a perverted sort of display but sweaty and bedraggled, my hair partly matted against my face, my swollen nipples pulled up and out.

She burst out laughing at the sight of me, and my face flamed as I pulled my wrists feebly against the shackles which had been chained up between my shoulder blades.

“Wow,” she said. “Just wow!” 

“Watch this,” Emily said.

She got a vibrator and then gripped my hair somewhat roughly. I cried out as she forced my head back sharply, which pulled my nipples against the cords. Then she thrust the vibrator down between my legs, grinding it against my clit.

I was all hot and swollen and ultra-sensitive down there, of course, and at first the powerful sensations just added to the pain. But very quickly it began to shift the pain to something darker and hotter, and I felt a startling wave of sensory pleasure roll through me as sexual electricity began to crackle across my skin. I tried, weakly, to resist, but the pleasure was too powerful an incentive, too powerful a distraction from the pain.

She took it away, and I moaned weakly. Then she undid the gag and pulled it free of my mouth.

“Do you want to come, slut?”

“Come slut!” Lindsay chortled.

“Do you? Slut?”

She pressed the vibrator against me and I let out a helpless cry of pleasure, my body trembling, grinding.

“Say it, slut. You know you want to,” she purred. “Say it, whore.”

“I-I-I... I .... I want to!” I gasped, panting, gulping in air.

“What? What, slut? You know how to beg for it.”

“Please!” I moaned.

“Beg, whore,” she said, voice hardening.

“Please make me come!” I cried.

“You forgot the magic word.”

“Please, mistress!” I cried.

Lindsay laughed again.

“Here, you take it.”

“Ick.”

“Just do it.”

Emily handed her the vibrator.

“Beg Lindsay to make you come, slut toy. Beg her to make you come.”

“Please,” I whimpered, overwhelmed by the feverish heat rolling through me at the intermittent touching of the vibrator.

Lindsay was pressing it against my clit, just long enough for my body to begin to grind and jerk, then pulling back again.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Please! Oh!” I gasped, my body flaming hot, my pussy jamming against the bar as my leg muscles tried to jerk me back and forth along it despite the dildo deep inside me.

“Beg mistress Lindsay,” Emily cooed.

“Please, Mistress Lindsay!” I sobbed. “Please make me come, Mistress Lindsay!” 

She laughed. Emily laughed. But the vibrator pressed against my clit, jamming in hard, rubbing back and forth, and I screamed as the orgasm washed over me, twisting and writhing, my head shaking and thrashing as the shock-wave of orgiastic pleasure tore through my mind and body.

Oh God, it was good!

They eased me down off the bike, then I had to lick Emily, then Lindsay, then Emily, then Lindsay to repeated orgasms while the other strapped my bottom to encourage me to work harder.

Later in the day she invited over a bunch of guys, and then she and Lindsay, sat back and watched me being gang banged. There were like ten or fifteen guys, and it didn’t finish quickly. After half an hour or so the two girls left to sit by the pool, only dropping in to look at me now and then as the guys fucked me and fucked me and fucked me for hours.

Mrs. Smith told me they were giving me to Emily as a present, and I was going to go to college starting next semester and take the same courses as Emily. I would also live in her dorm room, ostensibly as her roommate, but actually as her slave. I would do her homework, keep the room clean, cook for her, be her companion, and do anything else she wanted me to do.

This would be explained to my parents as my being given a scholarship due to my hard work and diligence.  What they weren’t told was that I spent all my time in the room I shared with Emily naked and collared, often tied up in a variety of uncomfortable positions. I slept in a dog bed on the floor, and when she had people over who she didn’t know what I was I dressed in the slutty short skirts and tight, cleavage baring tops she’d bought for me.

I wore the same stuff when I went to the classes with her, outfits which I thought of as stylish, expensive slut-wear. And I wore worse when we went out to clubs. I fucked anyone she told me to fuck, which was a lot of guys, and a few girls, and of course, her. I even fucked a professor to get her a better mark. She loaned me to a wealthy fraternity house once for a two-day party, most of which I spent with at least one cock inside me.

She had me do sexual displays for people’s amusement, including stripping, masturbating, and doing lap dances.  Then she and Lindsay and their boyfriends brought me to a strip club for amateur night where I had to perform on stage in front of a huge room filled with people. That was a nightmare - and a fantasy - come to life. I actually came while I was grinding my pussy against the pole!

But I didn’t get to go out partying with her a lot. I had to stay home and study and do papers for both of us. She insisted on good marks, and she had a number of punishments for me which grew more severe the worse her marks were. So, I had a lot of inspiration to do well!

The only times during those years I wore clothes which were reasonably modest were on visits back home. Of course, those visits always wound up with plenty of time at Emily’s house, where I wore nothing but a collar and shackles...

After my third year was done I returned home for the summer to find that the Smiths had recently enticed my little sister to come and do yard work and a few light housekeeping chores around the house. Chloe was, like I said, three years younger than me. She’d been fifteen when I’d started working for the Smiths, but had just turned eighteen. I was a little stunned to see her there, cheerfully working on the pool - in her bikini.

“I just started last week,” she said. “It’s a great job! And the pay is better than I could get anywhere else. Maybe I’ll get a scholarship out of it like you did!”

I was in turmoil as I looked at her. She was always a pretty girl but had developed in the last three years into one with a pretty impressive chest. I mean, I’m no flat chested girl, but I don’t have big boobs like Chloe does, and that bikini seemed awfully small to contain them.

“Mr. Smith’s kind of strict, though,’ she said. “Was he always this strict?”

“Uhm, yes, kind of,” I gulped.

“He says I lack focus and discipline.” 

She rolled her eyes.

“He thinks it’s the freaking army or something, and makes me call him sir and stand at attention! And if I forget something he throws me in the pool! Did he do that to you too?”

I nodded mutely.

It was clear they were grooming her the same way they had groomed me. Did I want to warn her? How could I? What would I say? And was it such a bad thing? When I thought about how dull, boring and pointless my life had been before I’d come to work for the Smiths - and the intensity of the raw, wild, thrilling times I’d had that summer... then the wild times I’d had as Emily’s slut slave at school, well, I regretted none of it. 

But it was hard to think of my little sister riding the bike, not to mention riding Mr. Smith’s big cock! I felt I ought to warn her, but I just couldn’t find the words. I couldn’t confess what had happened to me! She wouldn’t understand. No one would. Or, well, maybe after a couple more months at the Smith’s she would. And that was what decided me. It would be nice to have someone to confide in, who had gone through the same stuff, who had felt the same dark, wild heat and given in to it. 

Let Chloe serve the Smiths for a while. No one would stop her from quitting if she didn’t like it. But knowing Chloe’s thirst for adventure I was betting she would stay. Next summer we’d have a lot to talk about!
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	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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