First Date

My name is Neelah. My life isn’t like most other people’s. It used to be, but now I don’t have to worry about anything. My duty is to serve and I take great pleasure in performing. I can remember the exact moment it started. I was moving.
I was dressed to travel. I’m a petite Japanese woman with long, straight, black hair, and I normally dress to impress. I love skin tight clothes and short skirts… but like I said, I was dressed to travel. My grey sweat pants and sweater were perfect for as soon as I got on the plane. The pressurizing always freezes me, but once we get in flight it heats up, so I wore my tank top underneath. My seat was all the way in the back, next to the bathroom, but I might as well have been able to have choice, there was no one on board the long flight and it was night, not even the stewardess was walking down the isles anymore.

I good looking gentleman in a suit walked casually down the aisle and plopped down next to me. I guess he was in the mood to talk and I was the only other person awake.

“So, business or pleasure?” He asked with a smile.

I returned it. “Both, I hope. I’m moving to Dundee.”

“Oh, I live in Dundee.”

“That’s great.” I said, amazed at the coincidence.

“How are you planning to get there?”

I shrugged. “Well… I don’t really have anywhere to go yet. I was planning on staying at some cheap motel until I could buy a house.”

“Well… excuse me for sounding forward, but I have a decent sized house, I could save you the taxi fare and you could live with me until you get on your feet.”

The offer sounded too good to be true, so I was naturally cautious. I looked at my lap. “I don’t know. I couldn’t…”

“Look, I’m not offering you a free ride. This may sound a little out of the ordinary, and if you say no I’ll just be on my way.”
I kept my eyes downcast. “How much?”

“Not money.” He said with a little chuckle. “I’m what certain groups like to call a dom, and I’m offering you to be my sub.”

I just stared at my lap. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. As an Asian woman, naturally the idea has been put in my head more than once that I’m supposed to serve my man. With some girls, that doesn’t mean anything and they strive to be equals, but something about my past allowed those dreams to run rampant in my mind. I dreamed of being dominated, of being owned, but I never thought it was more than a childhood fantasy.

“You want me to be your slave?” I asked timidly. The thought of it was already making my heart pump faster and I could feel the wetness between my legs.

“Yes, I do. You’re a very beautiful woman and I would be honored to own you. That is… if you pass the trial run.”

“Trial run?” I asked looking over at him.

“Yes or no first.” He said.

I took a long moment to decide, but the arousal I was feeling made my choice for me. There had been too many times when I’d sat alone in my room fantasizing about being tied up and used just for the pleasure of being used. I took a deep breath and said the word that I hope I wouldn’t look back to regret. “Yes.”

He smiled as he slipped his arm around me and squeezed my shoulders. His grip was strong. “We’ll begin right now then.”

“Now?” I said in a hurried whisper, even though we were the only ones there.

“What are you wearing under that sweater?” He asked.

“A tank top.” I said.

“Give me you’re sweater.”

I looked around the plane quick to make sure we were alone again. Even though it was only a sweater, I felt like I was taking off everything when I pulled off the warm shirt. As soon as it was over my head he took it from me and set it on the seat beside him. Through the thin tank, you could clearly see the outline of my pink bra. What can I say, I’m a girly girl.

“Lean forward.” He commanded. I did, and felt him push the strap of the tank off my shoulder and reach down the back of my shirt far enough to unhook my bra. After that, his hands pushed me back against my seat and he pulled it off over my arms and folded it up, slipping it in the pocket of his jacket. I’m a smaller girl, but I have a full c-cup and in the chill of the plane, my nipples were clearly seen through the material of my shirt.

He put his arm around my shoulders again and squeezed me to him, his other hand coming over to massage my chest and pinch my nipples as he brought his face over to my ear. This hands playing over my tits felt so good. I could feel my nipples getting harder, but all I could do was lean my head back and try not to moan. My chest is so sensitive, it gets me turned on quick. I was getting horny.

It was hard to focus on what he was whispering in my ear, but certain phrases stood out. “Girl, you’re going to make me so happy. I’m going to turn you into a little nymph, a little slut and you’re gonna love it. You won’t believe the things I’m going to do to you.”
I guess it should have scared me, but it turned me on all the more.

“What color panties are you wearing?”

“They’re pink.” I said softly. I was trying to keep my breathing under control. He slid his hand down over my body and pulled open the front of my sweats.

“Cute.” He said as he slid his hands in and stroked my pussy through the pink cotton. I spread my legs like the slut he said I was, I blushed at how easily I had fallen in the role but I was disappointed when he took the hand away from me. “Now listen to me, slut. If you want to wear panties when I don’t say anything to the contrary, that’s fine with me. But when I check them, they’d better be wet and ready. Understand?”

I nodded. Trying to pay attention to my new master so that I wouldn’t disappoint.

“Then fix them.”

I hesitated a moment not sure what he wanted me to do. He grabbed one of my tits and squeezed until there was a slight pain. “Make you panties wet. Now.”

I almost cried from embarrassment as I slipped my hand into my sweats on the public plane and rubbed the cotton into my pussy. It felt so good though. I didn’t take long before I could feel my finger getting slick from my juices but I continued masturbating myself. He watched with a smile, pinching my nipples to keep them hard.
It wasn’t until my breathing got heavier that he grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away. “I take it they’re wet now?” He asked.

“Yes, sir.” I said as submissively as I could manage. I could smell the scent of my sex in the air. It made me feel dirty, sleazy… I liked it.

“I bet you’d love to come for your master right now wouldn’t you?”

I nodded. “Yes, master, very much so.”

“I give you permission on the premise that you do it through your sweats. We are in a public place after all.”

I instantly started rubbing my pussy through the thick sweats. I cursed myself for not wearing one of my skirts, it was hard to get stimulation through the thick material. But man was my pussy wet. In the past, some of my boyfriends would even tease me about how wet my pussy got. There were times that it would even look like I peed my pants. It was getting to that point tonight.

At first he was just watching, but after I started getting closer, he grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head back. He was taking ownership of me and I loved it. His other hand was feeling around just under the waist band of my pants, for a minute, I thought he was going to join me, but instead he grabbed a hold of my panties and pulled.

They were already wedged between my lips from earlier, so when he pulled, the pressure was applied solely to my most sensitive regions. It hurt a little at first, but my excitement outweighed it and I leaned forward, putting the pressure on my clit.

“Ride your dirty panties, my slut. Hump them like a little bitch.” He said in my ear.

A part of me was ashamed that I was allowing myself to be treated like that, but the rest of me just wanted it so bad. I grinded my hips back and fourth like I was riding a cock, the movement shifting the material over my clit just enough to keep pushing me.

Normally, I’m a screamer, so it took all I had to keep my noise level down. My hand was rubbing over the crotch of my sweats with a fury, I could feel that they were soaked, it was going to look ridiculous when I got off the plane, but I didn’t care. I bit my lower lip and struggled against the hand in my hair. Somehow I managed to keep the noise down to a half squeal, half whine as I came. He pulled on the panties even firmer, forcing the orgasm to last a little longer than is comfortable. I could feel my juices wetting my ass as they gushed out of my pussy.
Finally he released me to recover. I heaved in my breath and tried to allow my face to return to its normal pale complexion. When I looked down my crotch was wetter than I figured it would be.

“Can I get go to the bathroom and clean up?” I asked, starting to get up.

He grabbed a tit and pushed me back in the seat. “You made your mess. You sit in it. You’ll have time to clean up when we get home.”

I sat there in my juices, getting uncomfortable at having to walk through the terminal looking like I pissed my pants. I didn’t even think about how visible my nipples were until he started pinching and pulling them again.

“So far so good, slave. Let’s see how you do in the car.”

Thankfully, he returned my sweater to me before we disembarked the plane. I wear my shirts big so it covered the mess I’d made over myself. I was still uncomfortable as shit at all the moisture down there, but I was learning to obey my master.

It was till dark when we got out luggage. He only had one bag and carried mine for me to the car. He packed the trunk and ordered me to take off my sweater again. He laid it on the seat so I wouldn’t get the material messy. My panties were still giving me a camel toe, because he hasn’t allowed me time to fix them yet.
On the way home the roads were almost empty. As soon as we got on the highway he took off my seatbelt, grabbed my hair and pulled my head into his lap.

“Kiss my dick.” He ordered. When I went to unzip his pants he smacked my ass. The sting sent chills through my body. “I didn’t order you to take it out. Kiss it through my pants until I think you’re worthy to touch my cock with your lips.”

For some reason that hurt me. As I kissed the bulge in the front of his pants, all I wanted to do was suck on his cock. He pushed my tank up on my back, and traced lines down my spine to the back of my panties. He gave them a little tug, driving them up my ass. I wanted to pull the damn wet things out, but there was nothing I could do. He knew it was torturing me. Then he squeezed my butt and commented on how dirty and wet I was. He felt down further for my crotch and just teased my clit through my wet pants for the remainder of the trip. It was already sensitive from my orgasm, so it didn’t take long before he had me moaning in his lap. He just wouldn’t let me come. I wanted it so bad I was begging him, I was pushing myself onto his hand but he would only allow the teasing pressure. Even the clitoral contact with my panties wasn’t enough without him pulling on them. I could feel my juices running down the insides of my legs. I was ashamed at how much of a slut I was.

I felt the car come to a stop and he gave my ass a little swat. “We’re home.” He said. “Let’s get inside, I’ll get the luggage later.”

He had a decent sized house in the middle of the country. There were a few trees in the backyard, a little stream, a pool, hot tub, I couldn’t see what all else, but it would be a nice place to live. I pulled my panties out of my ass as soon as I stepped out of the car. When I walked around to him though, he yanked up on my sweats, putting even more soggy material between my cheeks.

He walked me to the door and stopped my before I can enter. “Look at you you dirty slut. I can’t let you in my house like that, you’ll get my place all nasty. Take off your clothes.

I blushed and timidly grabbed the bottom of my tank top. I knew that he could see right through it, but there was something about taking that last layer off. I was embarrassed, ashamed, and excited all at the same time as I exposed my breasts to him. My nipples were nice and hard in the cold, puckered and firm.

It took me even longer to get up the courage to take off my pants and panties. They were soaked and uncomfortable, but they were all I had at the moment. I finally just took a breath and pushed them both down, kicking off my shoes and socks as I did so. When I straightened up I just stared at the ground. The insides of my thighs were shiny from my juices all the way down to my knees.

My master stepped closer and traced a finger over the grooves between my thighs and hips bringing them down to my pussy, but never closer than the outer lips.

“You’re shaved smooth.”

The realization made me all the more embarrassed for some reason. I felt even more naked. “Good.” He said. “This is all I want to see.”

He opened the door and let me inside. I could feel the juices still coming. I was still so horny from the trip.

He followed me in through the door, no doubt taking in the view of my ass for the first time. He guided me in to the living room and sat on the couch while he instructed me to stand before him.

“Play with your nipples.” He ordered. I couldn’t meet him in the face as I degraded myself before him. He was sitting there staring at my pussy and watching as the fresh juices drooled out. “You’re so messy, slut… what am I going to do with you.” I blushed again. “You still want to come?”

“Yes, master.” I said quickly and tried to meet his eyes. The burning inside me was more than I’ve ever had to deal with. I would do anything to come.

He nodded and pointed to the coffee table. All the corners were rounded. “Get on all fours like a little bitch and hump my table.

I was ashamed, but I immediately dropped to my hands and knees and backed up to the table. I looked at him one last time to make sure he was serious, before I dropped my head, I wish I hadn’t. He was taking video of me with his phone. I wanted it too bad to refuse though.
I inched myself back until I felt the cold finish of the table against my ass. I had to lift myself up a little further before I got hard contact with my clit and hole. It felt so good. I couldn’t get any penetration, but it didn’t keep my from moaning like a whore. I worked myself against that thing like it was fucking back. It didn’t take long before I was trembling, screaming, and covered in sweat. Then I flopped on the floor contented.

“Not so fast… Lick it clean.” I looked at him in disgust. He was still taping me, but I knew I couldn’t disobey my master. I raised my head to the table and took little licks at my juices. The was almost a puddle on the table from me. “Not good enough.” He ordered and pushed my face into my juices. He made me take long licks at the juice, I almost gagged and threw up, but I had no choice. “If you wanna make the mess, you’d better clean it up.”
When the table was finally satisfactorily clean and the taste of my pussy had penetrated every nook of my mouth, he snapped his phone closed and pointed down a hall. “The bathroom’s the first door on the left.” He said. “Go clean up, you have twenty minutes.”

I got up and hurried to the bathroom. I jumped in the shower and lathered up, taking plenty of time to wash the drying juices on my thighs and around my pussy, and spending a little bit of time making sure my ass was clean. After that I relaxed under the hot spray of the shower head, rubbing the soap over my chest and nipples, occasionally rubbing my clit. I tried not to think about what I’d gotten myself into.

I got out and toweled off, wrapping one of the huge, oversized towels he had around my torso and a second in my hair.

I walked out with a smile on my face, feeling clean and like a woman again. When I walked back into the living room he smiled warmly at me and patted his lap. He was no longer wearing his suit, he’d changed into a pair of black sweat pants. I couldn’t tell how ripped he was from the suit, but he was gorgeous all around.

I happily complied, feeling more like a real girlfriend as I walked over to him and set myself down across his lap.

“Feel better?” He asked.

I nodded. “Very much so.”

“Good. I think we’re going to hit the hot tub for a little bit and then go to bed.”

I smiled at him. “That sounds wonderful.”

He pushed me to my feet and tugged my towels off. He ran a hand over the insides of my thighs and between my ass cheeks to see how well I’d cleaned. I tensed a little as his hand went near my ass hole, but he took it away before he made contact.

“Let’s go outside.” He said as he headed for the door. He grabbed me by the arm and guided me out, even though there was no one there, just being naked outside made me cringe. I walked with him over to the large hot tub and stood in the chill air as he pushed to top off the fiberglass. He pushed off his pants and stepped in. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath and he was already hard. Just seeing his penis made me want it so bad.

I stepped in after him, sinking into the warm water up to my neck. I slid over beside him, pressing my chest against his arm and gripping his cock with my little hand.

“I bet you want that inside you right now, don’t you?” He asked

I nodded and kissed his shoulder. “I do very much, master.”

“Good, suck my cock and show my how much you want it inside you.”
I looked at his cock through the bubbly water uncertain. Did he really expect me to go under? The way he stretched his arms out along the edge of the tub told me he did… and I wanted his cock in me so bad. So I took a breath and submerged myself in the water. I found his penis easily, because I already had a hand on it, and put it in my mouth. My mouth got full of chlorine water, so I couldn’t suck on it very well, the chorine that made it down my throat making my stomach queasy. I did my best with my tongue until I felt a hand on the back of my head and he jammed his dick to the back of my throat. With that cursed gag reflex I quickly took in a mouthful of water and shot to the surface, leaned over the edge and started throwing up.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair. At first I thought he was trying to help me, but he pushed me further out of the tub so that my tits were hanging to the open air. Apparently he thought it was worth the effort because, using my hair like the reigns of a horse, he jammed his dick in me and started pounding my thighs against the side of the tub.

I could feel my full body contracting as I tried to heave out the last of the water. Apparently he liked the tightness because I had just finished and was able to register a little pleasure after my sickness when he pulled out.

I thought he’d cum in me and was done, but he kept hold of my hair and pulled me around to drive his cock down my throat. Again I started gagging, but he just held my there as he released his load of cum in my mouth. I was still retching, so it pretty much just drooled out over my chin. He pulled me out of the water and made me lay on my back on the cold deck while he went inside to get his phone again. He took a few pictures of me lying there, my nipples harder than diamonds because of the cold, covered in water with cum running down my chin and the little bit that dripped on my tits.
Then he just tossed me a towel, told me to dry off and come inside.

I was so humiliated I almost started crying, but deep inside of me, I felt complete, excited, alive. So I toweled off and went inside.

I went in the closest door, turns out it’s the door to the bedroom. My suitcases were already inside and sitting next to the bed, he was in the shower, but I hear him call out to me. “I hope you have some pajamas in there, because you’d better have them on and be in bed by the time I get out.”

Luckily, I knew exactly where I packed everything. I pulled out my tight, pink cami and my loose matching pajama pants and slipped under the heated covers of his warm bed. I had some panties that would go perfectly with the little outfit, but I remember his warning on the plane about my having to have them wet so I opted not to wear them.

When he got out of the shower I was almost asleep. I felt him lovingly stroke the line of my chin and kiss me on the forehead before he walked around the bed and snuggled up behind me. He was naked, it felt glorious. I nuzzled back against him, his cock pressed tight against my ass. His one hand reached over me and cupped a tit while his other reached under me and slipped down my pants, resting against my smooth pussy.

Going Out.

The next morning, when I woke up, my master was already out of bed. I reached into my pants to feel my pussy. It was a little wet, no doubt from master having his hand there all night. I got up and made the bed before going out and looking for him.
He was sitting on the couch in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. He smiled and patted his lap, as he had done the night before, and I took my position across it. It just felt so right.

“You slept a long time.”

“I was a little tired. You wore me out last night.” I said with a smile as I nuzzled next to him. He squeezed my ass and gave me a small kiss on the lips. It wasn’t much, but I feel like I really earned that kiss, it was possibly the best kiss of my life.

“I love you.” I said before I knew what I was saying.
“Good.” He said with some satisfaction. “Keep proving that to me.”

I was a little disappointed at his response, but I was determined to make myself worthy of him.

“I looked through your suitcase and put some stuff in some drawers. You’ve got some real slutty clothes.”

I blushed embarrassed at his opinion of me. “Well…”

“I’m going to make you live up to the expectations.” I blushed some more. “I really like that little school girl outfit I saw in there. We’re going to go over to one of my friend’s houses later, I want you to wear it.”

“Yes, master…” I said unenthusiastically. I bought that outfit because one of my boyfriends thought it would be fun in bed… I didn’t think I’d ever be forced to wear it in public.

“Good, go get ready, we’re leaving soon.”

The abruptness of it caught me by surprise, he smacked my ass lightly and pushed me to my feet. I went off into the bedroom to get ready for him. I would wear it if he wanted me to, but what kind of impression would that make for his friends.

My stuff was neatly organized in the first dresser I looked in. I quickly stripped off my pajamas, using the pants to wipe the moisture away from my pussy before I tossed them in the dirty clothes.

First thing’s first. I found my bras and pulled out a simple, white, lace one. Normally I wasn’t a big fan of lace, but it went with the whole geddup so I got it.

Next I found my bottoms and sifted through them until I found my little, gray, plaid, pleated. I shimmied into it, and glanced at myself in the mirror. I looked like such a slut, I can’t believe I was going out like this, it only went a few inches below my goods. I definitely couldn’t bend over.

Just so happens that the next drawer I rummaged through was my panties. Right on the top were a white pair of briefs with ruffles on the ass. I thought they were cute enough so I pulled them on. At least I would have a little protection. Finally I found my shirts. I pulled out the tight button down and put on the little neck tie that was laying across the top of the dresser and appraised myself in the mirror.
Again I can’t believe I was going out like this. The skirt looked like it barely covered my panties and I could see my bra through the shirt. I almost thought of going out and telling master to forget it, but I decided that if this were the look he wanted me to go for, then this is what I’d wear. I pulled some little ruffle ankle socks out of the drawer and strapped on my little black shoes.

I looked like a little Asian schoolgirl. I figured what the hell… as long as I was wearing it, I might as well complete the look. I pulled out some of my hair ties and gave myself pig tails high on my head like the stereotypical school girl. I took a deep breath before I stepped out.

Master looked at me with an approving smile on his face. “You look perfect. Ready to go?”

I blushed profusely because he was actually going to make me go out in this and nodded.

He turned off the TV and we went in the car. As soon as I stepped out the door, I felt like I was standing in the middle of the city, even though no one else was around. I didn’t say anything on the short trip over there. I was too embarrassed.

When we finally got over there, I was ashamed to see it was a suburb. The houses weren’t right on top of each other, but they were close enough that anyone looking out their window would see me.

Master parked in the driveway and got out, walking around to the front porch and opening the door for me. That was the fastest I’ve ever walked in those short heels.

I went inside before I even knew what was in there.
I was the only one dressed as I was. My master’s friend smiled and shook his hand as he entered, he was dressed similarly to master, jeans and a t-shirt, and he had his woman standing right beside him, looking at me with a sort of disdain. She was wearing a long, casual, blue dress with short sleeves, a wide v-neck, and a hem that went just below her knees.

“Long time no see, bro.” Master’s friend said to him.

“Good to see you too, Mike, and of course you Jamie.”

She offered a smile with her red lips. They went perfectly with her blue eyes and blonde hair.

“Shall we go into the living room?” Mike asked.

“Sure.” Master said as he slipped an arm around my waist and walked me through the hall to the living room. We all sat on two couches, Mike and Jamie on one and me and my master on the other, I was conscious of keeping my legs crossed, but I’m sure they got a peek when I sat down.

“So what’s on the agenda tonight?” Master asked. I kept quiet. “A movie maybe?”

Mike smiled knowingly, but I missed it, I was just happy something was going to get the attention off of me.

Mike hit a button of the remote control on the arm and the TV started playing… me. I instantly turned the brightest shade of red I’d been yet. On the television, I was watching as I backed up against the table and masturbated with it. I was almost crying of embarrassment. When I watched as I turned around and started licking up my own juices, a few tears did make their way down my cheeks. The next was a rotation of pictures that went through a few times of me with my hard nipples with cum all over my face.
Finally, there was a longer video of me asleep with master masturbating me. You could tell care was taken to keep me from waking up, but you could hear me moaning and whimpering just the same. That one hurt me most of all because I didn’t do it willingly.

“Wow, that was excellent, man.” Mike said as he put a hand on Jamie’s thigh.

“Yeah, she’s a little slut. Did you see how much cum she got all over the table. That was just from her.” Then master turned to me. I was wiping my eyes dry and trying to regain some composure. “Stand up, slut.” I complied, feeling betrayed. “Now spread your legs.”

Again I complied, spreading them a few feet. Master pulled up the front of my skirt to show off my panties. They were dry, mostly kept that way from embarrassment.

“Slut, what did I tell you about your cunt when you were wearing panties?”

I blushed and looked at the ground. “What did I tell you?” He repeated sternly.

“You said that I could wear panties if I wanted to but they had to be wet, master.” She said meekly, hoping that Mike and Jamie wouldn’t hear. The two did, and laughed at me. I felt like I needed to cry some more but managed to hold it in.
Mike stood up and Jamie scooted to the center of the couch.

“I think you need to be punished for this offense. You’re going to be spanked until you have juices running down your thighs. Get over Jamie’s knee and make sure you count them off. Her name to you is mother. Got it?”

“Yes, master.” She said meekly and slowly made her way over to Jamie, tentatively laying across her lap and trying to put her arms on the couch. Mike fixed her by grabbing her shoulder and pushing her down so that her forearms were flat on the floor. We could all see the little ruffles of her panties from this position, but Jamie pulled up the little skirt anyway and spent a long time rubbing her hand over my’s ass and telling her how bad this was going to hurt.

Then she took her hand away and spanked my slave hard. I let out a little yelp but quickly came back with, “One, Mother.” God is stung, I didn’t know how many more I could take. Master knew Jamie had a thing about treating girls like they were step children. Then another and another in quick succession. By the time she took a break, I had tears running down her cheeks and had reverted to “fifteen mommy.” I guess I was looking back at my childhood.
After the fifteen Mike stepped in and started spanking me, it felt like a different hand, but I didn’t know whose it was, so I continued counting my mommy’s. After another ten, Master came in a gave me the same treatment.

Spankings naturally turn me on, like submission, so I was wet after the first five, but no one checked. After ten I had my juiced running down my legs like required, but I guess they wanted to make sure I was punished thoroughly.

Finally I heard master talk down on me. “If you’re not going to wet your panties, then you’d better not wear them at all!” He said to me as he grabbed the waist of my white panties and yanked them down, roughly taking them off my feet. I almost started crying again, having my bare ass in the air in front of all those people. Thankfully, master grabbed my shoulder and pulled me back to my feet. I opened my mouth to say thank you and he shoved my wet panties in.

“That’s what they should taste like.” He sat back down on the couch in front of me and started talking about me like I wasn’t there. “I found her on the plane. You should have seen how wet she was by the time I got her to my house, it was ridiculous, she’s such a slut.” He continued telling him about me as he started playing with my clit. I couldn’t help my reaction. First more juices started running down my legs, then I started moaning around the panties in my mouth. I felt horrible, but apparently Jamie didn’t.
“With all that spanking, I’m getting a little sweaty. Think she could clean me up a bit… lick some sweat off?”

Master nodded, “Sure” and hooked a finger in my pussy to pull me down to my knees. Needless to say, I went down real quick. Jamie stood and turned around, hiking up her skirt to reveal a tight pair of cotton briefs. She slid them down her legs and bent over, spreading her legs slightly and putting her hands on the couch.

“My ass is a little sweaty, sweetie. Lick it clean.”

I was about ready to take the panties out of my mouth so that I could eat her out when master grabbed my pony tails from behind me and forced my face into her ass. My nose was right as her pucker, she was clean, but there was still the smell. “Eat out her ass hole.” He ordered. I waited too long and he pressed my nose harder against her ass, twisting my head a little. I quickly gave in and moved my mouth, still crammed full of my panties, and drove my tongue into rectum.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, it was aweful. Finally master pulled my head back and laughed, saying I had shit on my nose. Mike just stepped in front of me and drove his dick into Jamie. Master pushed my face into his ass and ordered me to do the same thing to him. This time I had to work my tongue through hair. It was even worse than Jamie’s. I could head Jamie moaning and a part of me wished it was me. The rest just wanted to go home.

They were both panting and yelling and calling each other names. Mike  even put in a few “Like my ass bitch” for me.
Finally he pressed into her and his ass clenched around my tongue as he came.

My mouth tasted like ass and my pussy and I couldn’t get away from it because it was so full of panties that my cheeks were puffing out. I couldn’t believe how wet my pussy still was. Mike pushed back with his ass and knocked me on my back, then got out of the was. Jamie stepped back and squatted over my face.

“Mommy’s got something for you.” She said as she worked her vaginal muscles and squeezed out the large amount of cum that was in there. She must have gotten fucked before I even came over. Most of the cum landed on my nose, a little going as far up as my eye, burning I might add, and more coating my lips. Mike was holding my hands over my head so I couldn’t move any of it as my master slid his dick in my pussy.
I moaned out in pleasure as loud as I could through the panties, trying to let him know how good it felt and how worthy I was, but he just laughed at my enthusiasm and pulled out. “Sounds like she likes it a little too much.” He laughed. “Lets try this.” He pushed his dick into the entrance of my ass. I tried to clench up and wow did it hurt, but there was so much lubricant he was easily able to force his way in. I’d never had anal sex and didn’t know I was supposed to relax.
Jamie decided that she wanted more, so she sat right down on my face, rubbed her ass hole up against my nose and ordered me to eat her out. I used my tongue the best I could, but in the end, she ended up getting off by humping my chin. My face was a mess.

She stayed there until master was finished with me. Pinching my nipples roughly through my shirt. Before master pulled out, I was actually starting to enjoy it, I could feel the beginnings of an orgasm, but master came around to my face and came on my eyes, effectively blindfolding them.

Mike had grabbed some rope and tied my hands together. Then he and master drug me around the room by my ankles. My hands were tied down somewhere above me. I had a little give, but not enough to really wipe anything off my face, so I didn’t even try.
They took a little time setting something up, the only thing I could feel was the tip of a fixed object just past the entrance of my pussy. It felt so good, I wanted more of it, but I decided I’d better not take any liberties. My ankles were tied across the top of the table. I had plenty of room to get the thing in my pussy, but this was as far out as it would be able to go. Fine by me… I wanted more. It was the next thing that really got me though. One of the two pulled open my shirt and folded under the cups of my bra so my nipples were exposed. Then some tight clamps were attached to my already hard and red nipples. I cried out into the gag, they hurt. I could feel the chains that were attached to them.

One of the men raised my shoulders slightly and the other attached the chains to the table. Then they left me and I heard the television go on. I didn’t know if they were watching me or ignoring me, but my abs were giving out real quick.

I shifted on my ass cheeks to bury the thing deeper in my cunt and relieve some of the pressure on my nipples. They still hurt from the clamps, but at least the chains weren’t pulling on them. And it felt so good to have a full pussy.

“Awe… It looks like my little bitch wants to have an orgasm.” I heard Jamie say. I nodded frantically, hoping I didn’t look too desperate again. “I’m going to help her along.”

I heard her get down at my side and I felt her warm hands play over my body, including my swollen, wet clit. I shivered at the contact. I felt dirty, but so good. Then she reached between my legs and pressed something small, cold, and smooth into my ass. I was relaxed this time and it went in easily and painlessly. It felt good, until I heard a switch.

I felt like I was being shocked. The muscles of my ass and pussy clenched up at the pulses, I was going crazy. I didn’t really hurt… but it sure didn’t feel good. Then I felt her play with the dildo between my legs and the thing started vibrating and twisting. I threw my head back and moaned, it felt so good, despite the torture to my ass.

I could feel the juices gushing around the thing in my cunt, but I didn’t care. I humped it as best I could, but it did most of the work. Jamie patted me on my sore nipple and got up saying. “There you go honey.”

I was moaning loudly into my panties and almost managed to get them out. But master told Jamie to give him her panties and he came over and tied them painfully tight around my mouth. I was still moaning as he spit in my face before returning to his seat.

It didn’t take long before I threw my head back and squealed with delight at my orgasm, I put a little pressure on my nipples, causing a little pain, but it was worth it. It was when I was trying to come back down that I was having the problems. The dildo in my cunt just wouldn’t stop. I tried desperately to squirm from side to side away from it, but with the fixed position that just caused more pressure in the wrong spots.
I screamed into my dirty gag, it was just too much for me to handle. I started to shimmy back up the shaft just like I’d gone down on it. I sat up as best as I could, but there was still a lot of pressure on my nipples, I could feel how stretched out and distended they were by the pain, but the sensations in my cunt were even worse. What even added to that was that the closer I got to the end of it, the more vibration I got from the toy.

I could feel inside me that there was only another inch, but my legs couldn’t give any more and my nipples hurt like hell. I should have worked myself back down on it but tears made pools in the cum on my face and I started crying and screaming into my gag. I heard them laughing at my dilemma. That was the last thing I heard before everything went black.

When I woke up I was hanging upside down in a cooler area. I’m assuming it was the basement. I could feel from the support of my chest that my bra was back how it should be, but the nipple clamps were still in place. My tits were about falling out anyway. I could also feel that my shirt had been buttoned up, but there was cum still coating my eyes so I couldn’t see. I knew that I wasn’t wearing panties because they were still in my mouth, tied there with Jamie’s panties.
She was there, bent down and kissed me on the chin, which was covered with her dried juices. She whispered to me. “It didn’t look like you liked that all that much. Well at least you didn’t piss yourself, though I don’t think you can help that this time.” You could hear the smile in her voice. “Don’t worry, mommy’s gonna take care of you.”

With that she stood, tweaking my aching nipples on the way up. I tried to pull away, but my arms were all tied spread eagle, my feet tethered about four feet from each other.

I could feel Jamie trace a finger all around my still sensitive pussy and say. “Look how huge it is. Looks like we’ll have to go for the other one.” With that someone pushed another cold, object in my ass. I tried to resist, but I was too open from earlier to keep anything out of it. It felt like the object earlier, only this one went a lot deeper and was a lot bigger. I trembled even before they turned it on because I knew what was coming.

This time it was a hundred more powerful than before, and it didn’t come in pulses. When the click and hum started, my whole body clenched up. I could feel my juices pouring out of my puss, somehow I was orgasming again, but I couldn’t control anything. There was just tenseness everything. Foam was coming from the corners of my mouth and running up my face. They just kept it in and watched.

Jamie got right down by my face and taunted me. “Aww. It’s okay little baby, mommy’s gonna get you out of this real soon.” I didn’t have a clue what was happening. Then I felt my bladder contract and the warm wetness flood down my front. I hadn’t gone to the bathroom all day, so when it finally let loose, it was horrible. They turned the machine off as soon as I started, but it just kept coming. I started crying.
At first I thought Jamie was just being nice, pulling her panties off my face and pulling mine out of my mouth. But I found out later, they just wanted to hear me break. I could feel every inch as my piss made its way up my body. I could feel as it soaked the front of my shirt, wet my bra, ran over my chest, and I tried to move my head out of the way, but the position I moved it to only served in letting the piss run over my face. It finally ran into my hair and out via my pony tails.

I didn’t know what else to do, I just kept crying. I was physically and emotionally exhausted.

The guys let me hang there for a little bit in my own filth, but eventually they let me down and left me alone with Jamie.

For the first time all night, I was treated well. She had a bucket and warm soapy water and a rag and slowly stripped me as she washed every inch of my body. I felt… loved. The worst part, by far, was when she took off the nipple clips and the blood rushed back into them. I sucked in air through my teeth.

When she was finally done washing me, she put my hair back in pig tails and I laid on the couch naked with my head in her lap.

“Thank you.” I said softly.

She pinched one of my sore nipples painfully tight. “Mommy!” She said angrily.

“Thank you Mommy!” I cried out. Then she went back to stroking my head and relaxing.

After a while, she looked down at me. “Ready to get dressed and go upstairs, sweetie?”

“Yes, mommy.” I said as I nodded. I was starting to get into this child role.

We got up and the first thing she did was pull out an adult diaper and fit it on me. I blushed with embarrassment, but I didn’t say anything. Next she pulled out a pink onepiece pajama with footies and a zipper down the front. I was even further humiliated. I felt like a little baby. When she zipped it all the way up to my throat, it was like she was zipping out my dignity.

Then she grabbed my by the hand and walked me upstairs to Mike and my master. I couldn’t meet their eyes when I heard them chuckle. Jamie sat right between the two guys and pulled my on her lap. There was a bottle on the table filled with what looked like orange juice.
“Now lean back, honey.” Jamie said, pulling my back so that I was resting against her shoulder. She took the bottle and pushed it in my mouth. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me, but I hadn’t eaten anything other than my panties today, so I sucked on it hungrily. “Good girl.” She said in a proud motherly tone. It was orange juice, but it was thicker and tasted more bitter. I hoped that that would help to fill me up. The men just watched the TV Jamie fed me. The bottle was gone in no time and she rested my head on her shoulder and patted my back. The aftertaste was aweful, I don’t know how many times drinking it I retched a little bit, but somehow I managed to keep it all down. I was just that hungry I guess.

“Baby’s had her bottle. Let’s get her her pacifier and put her in her crib. My master pulled a large dildo gag from behind him and pressed it in my mouth, it wasn’t to the point of deep throating me, but it was close enough that if I moved my tongue the wrong way I’d gag a little bit. He strapped the pink nylon straps around my head while Mike pulled a dog kennel from the hall. Inside were some pink blankets, but that was about it. When he opened the door, I reluctantly crawled off mommy’s lap and into the cage. They cuffed my wrists to the floor.
The only way I could fit decently comfortable was to bring my knees up under my chest and sit on them almost in a fetal position. I felt like such a little baby. I just watched the three of them sit there and watch TV. After a while Jamie hiked up her skirt and the two started playing with her while she talked about how dirty I was and what were they going to do with me.

They didn’t get far through that conversation before I started to feel a churning in my bowels. They put castor oil in my juice. I started to rattle the cage to get their attention, but they were too busy playing with each other.

The cramping came fast and with a vengeance. I fought it for nearly a half an hour, tears were running down my face and my whole body was sweaty with the effort before I finally exploded in my diaper. I began crying again, though I couldn’t make any noise because of my gag. I felt the near liquid shit fill up my diaper and make a mess out of my clean ass. It was accompanied with plenty of flatulence.

At the first fart Jamie pointed and started yelling at me. “You’re such a dirty filthy, whore! What am I going to do with you?” All I could do was continue shitting and keep crying. She went off into the bathroom and grabbed a spare toilet seat, setting it on top of my cage right over my shoulders.

I shook my head in desperation, yelling “No” Into the gag, but nothing came but more shit.

“If you want to be a little toilet girl, then that’s what you’re gonna be.” She said with contempt. I watched helplessly as she hiked up her dress and sat her bare ass right above me. The guys had walked around behind me and pulled out their cocks. I looked back in time to see them smile as they let loose their streams of piss and I felt the hot liquid soak through the back of my pajamas and run down over my legs.

I was done shitting, but the farting never seemed to stop. Then there was a fart that wasn’t mine. I just braced myself and started crying, unable to even put my hands over my head. I don’t know if she was prepping for this all day, but I know I’d never seen that much shit in my life. She must have been taking some stool softener or something as well, because when it came out, it was the consistence of mud.
I squealed through my nose as loud as I could as I cried. The stuff all hit me in the back right between the shoulderblades and quickly slid down. I ducked my head down to try and protect it, but that served only to have the shit slide down over my neck and head as well as over my shoulders.

I cried there by myself as the three of them went off into the bedroom to clean up. I was still crying into my gag when they finally came back out, dressed as they were before. The two men grabbed the cage and Jamie opened the door for them. They carried me outside. The backyard was fenced in, but the sound of children playing on the other side still frightened me, even though I knew they couldn’t see over.
They set me down in the center of the yard, pulled out the hose, and sprayed me viciously with the icy cold water. I felt like I was being hit with a power washer. Eventually they came and opened the cage and unlocked my hands. Then they stripped me of my ruined clothes and diaper and pushed me to the ground where they sprayed me again.

I tried to take it as best I could, but when master rolled me over and pulled my hips up and the horrible stream was directed directly at my ass, I struggled to get away, to no avail. Finally they stopped and picked my up, carrying me back inside.
I was shivering uncontrollably. Once inside they threw me a towel and returned to the couch and I toweled myself off as quickly as I could. When I was done, Jamie waved me over to her and had me kneel in front of her. She pulled off my harness and pulled the gag out of my mouth. “Is that better, sweetie?” She asked kindly.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, ashamed of how I’d degraded myself.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now do you love mommy?” She asked.
“Yes, mommy.” I said, blushing and unable to meet her eyes.

“That’s a good girl.” She said. “Now it’s time to go to bed sweetie.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said.

We all got up and went to the bedroom. I wanted to follow, but Jamie pushed her thumb at my ass and forced me to go ahead. In the bedroom was a queen sized waterbed, and the three of them promptly disrobed and jumped in bed.
Jamie pulled me in on top of her. I was afraid that they had some other form of punishment planned for the night, but the men just grabbed me and fell asleep, using my tits for pillows.
In the morning my chest was a little sore from the heads, somehow Jamie managed to get up before the rest of us and got dressed and made breakfast. She came back and woke us up when she was ready.

I awoke and stretched like a cat. I was a little startled at first because it took a moment before I realized what had happened to me. I couldn’t believe I had gotten myself into this mess, but breakfast smelled good. The men got dressed, while I was forced to go in naked. They were served some good looking eggs and pancakes. I was served a bowl of macaroni and cheese with no spoon and a bottle of milk. I sighed my resignation as I sat down with the rest of them, the chair cold on my bare ass, and fingered the mac and cheese into my mouth. I was even more embarrassed forced to put my fingers into that slimy food than when I grabbed the bottle with both hands and sucked like an infant to get its contents.

I blushed again when I realized a little while later that they had already finished and were watching me. I was so hungry that I couldn’t turn any of it down though. When I’d cleaned my bowl and emptied my bottle, Jamie got up and took the dishes from me. “Finished, sweetie?” She asked.

“Yes, mommy…” I said as I lowered my head. After she put my things in the sink, she wet a wash rag and roughly wiped down my hands and face.

“Come into the living room, it’s almost time for you to go home.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, and got up, following Jamie and being followed by the two men.

I had just stepped into the living room when the assault started. I should have figured it was going to come, one last goodbye if I was indeed leaving. Master grabbed me with an arm around my throat, I instantly grabbed his forearm but it was three fingers of his other hand that were already coated with lube (at least they offered me that) and jammed up my ass. I squealed rather than screamed as he twisted his fingers inside me.

Mike walked around in front of me and grabbed both my nipples, pulling on them until they lifted up my breasts and bouncing them cruelly. Despite the abuse, I could feel myself getting wet, and even worse… I could feel myself starting to enjoy it. I think it was at that moment that I realized I truly wanted to be dominated… probably forever.
When master removed his fingers from my ass I can remember feeling disappointed, but he shoved his cock in soon after, wiping the residual lube on my back as he bent me over in front of him. I almost fell over, but Mike, being the generous man that he is, grabbed too fistfuls of my hair and yanked my head down to his cock, with Jamie was lovingly pulling from his pants for me.

I think I would have gagged, but he forced himself down my throat so fast I never had the chance. They had me pinned between them, master was slapping my ass as he pumped and Mike kept his painfully tight grip in my head, moving me as he pleased, often against the motions of my master.

I hadn’t even thought of Jamie until I felt her under me. She kissed my nipples tenderly at first, then sucked on them as she started playing with my clit. The two men stopped and she proceeded to bite one, her other hand pulling the other one down painfully. I put a muffled scream around Mike’s cock. He seemed to enjoy it. He stayed still while his cock twitched inside me, “Yeah, keep that up baby… I’m almost there.”

The unfortunate thing about it… was that I was close to coming as well. All this… stuff done to me was close to pushing me over the edge. It was when Jamie tightly grabbed my clit between her thumb and finger and I felt the pain surge through me that I finally was pushed to orgasm. The two men just ground themselves against me. I could feel my ass contracting around my master’s dick just as my throat did around Mike’s. 
Jamie just stayed below me and rolled my clit between her fingers. I was getting to the point that my body couldn’t handle any more, but I couldn’t get away… I don’t know if I ever wanted to leave that torture. I body was twitching and spasming, my legs turned to rubber and gave out, but I was too well held between them to fall. Jamie was switching nipples now, I felt like they were both about to be torn of.

Then they both came at once, forcing themselves against me so hard I thought that I was going to be folded in half. I was so in tuned to all the sensations going about my whole body that I could feel every surge within me. Finally, long after they’d finished and were just enjoying the feeling, Jamie stopped.

Mike pulled himself quickly out of my throat, causing me to throw up a little bit on the wood floor. At the same time I fell off master’s cock and ended up on my hands and knees. Jamie put a dildo on my back and sat on it, facing my ass. She stuck her four fingers in me and pulled up ordering me to lick up my vomit. It was mostly just cum and milk, so I managed to get it back down without too much hassle. All the while, Jamie was riding me like I was a horse. I could feel her juices smearing on my back under her robe. I could also feel my juiced running down my legs and Master’s cum trying to work its way out of my ass.

Jamie was a loud one as she came. Smacking my stinging ass with her other hand and she tried to pull it off my legs via my ass hole. It hurt and I had my face pressed against the sticky ground where I’d just cleaned up my puke grimacing. After she was finished she sat there a long time, rubbing my ass. I was afraid she was going to piss on me again, but I got lucky. Finally they got me up and led me back to the bedroom. My school girl outfit had been washed and was lying on the bed. They helped me get dressed.
My bra was painful on my nipples and the thin shirt stuck to my back where Jamie’s juices were. They put my skirt on too high so that when they finally pulled on my underwear, giving me a wedgie and a camel toe, both sides wet, one from the excitement and the other from drainage, you could still see the crotch of my panties while I was standing straight up.

Master played with my pussy a little bit to get it even wetter before Jamie pressed her lips firmly against mine and drover her tongue in my disgusting mouth. When she pulled away she said. “Good bye sweetie.”

I said, “Goodbye, mommy.” Happily.

Mike just swatted me hard on the ass. I thought I was going to feel it for a month.

We got in the car and went home.

It was still early when we got back and starting to rain. I followed master into the house, he told me to get dressed and make lunch while he went about his business. I made us sandwiches and, more the most part, was left alone for most of the day. After I delivered master’s sandwich to him I went into our room to change. He was working intently on his computer; I later found out that he ran an internet website.

I put on a clean pair of white cotton panties and a white t-shirt. I didn’t bother putting a bra on and kinda enjoyed the way my nipples poked at the white material of the shirt. Then I pulled on my most comfortable jeans. They were just tight enough to make my ass look fantastic, I think that’s why I like them so much.

I pretty much just moseyed around the house most of the day, trying to figure out why I liked being treated this way so much. Why did I allow it? Am I sick? Possibly.

The rain grew steadily worse, then lightened up slightly. The rain drops were still heavy. The field behind the house was nothing more than mush and puddles.

Master finally called me to him. He pushed his chair back from his desk and invited me to sit across his lap. It felt like I was in any other relationship.

“Neelah, did you like yesterday?” He asked, his eyes roaming over my body and his arms latching around me like a seat belt.

“Which part, master?” I said coyly, blushing as I recalled all the horrible things that had been done to me. As I thought about them though, instead of revulsion, there was a tingle of arousal mixed in with the humiliation.

“All of it. Either you liked it or you didn’t.” He said coolly. One hand started to unfasten my jeans.

I took a long moment to consider before I reluctantly admitted the truth. “Yes, master. I liked it very much…” I said and blushed another shade of red.

“Good,” he answered as he unzipped my pants and slipped his hand into the tight space between my jeans and my panties. My eyes widened as I realized too late what he was checking.

“Mas—”

“Don’t.” He said sternly, cutting my off. “Stand up.”

I stood uncomfortably before him, feeling naked despite the clothes. That came closer to the truth when he grabbed my jeans at the hips and tugged them down around my ankles.

“Put your hands on your head.” He ordered. I complied, aware of the way that my tits raised up in an offering in the new position.

“Now I don’t care if you have to piss your pretty little panties, make them wet.” I closed my eyes and looked at the ground. My mind replayed the drama I had gone through yesterday. All the defecation, the abuse, the spankings, the torture… I could feel my juices starting within me. Master helped my along as well. He gripped my firm chest and played his thumbs over my nipples, making them both harder and more sensitive.
I couldn’t help but gyrate my hips subtly, as if trying to work my fluids out; apparently it worked.

“There we go my slave.” He said, taking his hands away from me. One pressed firmly against my crotch, almost like it was verifying what the eyes had picked up. “You mind about as well as a dog.” He said. “As punishment, that’s how you will be treated.”

He went to his desk and reached into a drawer. He slipped a pair of handcuffs in his pocket and pulled out some white straps. I would have smiled at my matching wardrobe, but I was too embarrassed at having disobeyed. He stepped up to me and separated a short length with buckles that I quickly recognized as a dog collar. He fastened it around my neck, pushing my hair out of the way.
Next he clasped a white leash to it and roughly pulled me out the door. I was still barefoot when he led me outside. I crossed my arms under my chest and I followed obiediently, the tension ever on my leash and we walked across the grass. The rain was wetting my shoulders and back, I was hunched over to keep my front side dry.

I only resisted slightly when he trudged into the mud in his boots. It’s funny how a leash around your neck will take you places you wouldn’t otherwise have gone, and people think it’s a restriction. The mud oozed between my toes at first, but after ten steps out or so, it was deep enough to be up to my shins.

The rain was starting to run down my back, my hair was soaked. Even the front of my shirt was starting to get wet. Master led me out to a stake. He grabbed me by the front of my collar and pulled me down. I was desperate to stay as clean as I could, so I bent at the waist, keeping my ass in the air while he continued to pull me down. There was a ring in the stake just above the surface of the mud and he looped the leash through it, pulling it so far that my neck was almost rubbing against the wood. I could feel the cold water running down my belly from my raised hips. I had to bend my knees though because of how low I was. Then he finalized it by handcuffing my arms to a ring in the back of my collar.
My panties and t-shirt were both soaked by this point and my feet were slipping deeper into the mud as my legs quickly grew tired. The thin material of my garb was practically transparent and master could easily see my cunt from the station he took up behind me. He proceeded to spank me, calling out, “Bad Dog.” Every time. He swatted me until he could see the redness of my ass through the material, then he rubbed his hand up against the wet material of my panties.

I closed my eyes, trying to enjoy the sensations he was offering me and ignore the weakness in my legs. I pushed back against his hand showing him how much I wanted to get touched. He already knew it though. As he dug at my clit and pussy lips through my panties I started moaning louder and louder, begging him to make me cum. It didn’t take long, I was an easy orgasm and as soon as I was done master just stepped back and watched my trembling legs. I was able to stand for another five minutes before they finally gave out and slatted into the mud.

“Oh, so you want to get dirty.” Master said and unclipped my collar. I was able to maintain my balance on my knees, but he drove two fingers against my ass hole faster than my legs could get away in the sucking mud. With my hands attached to the back of my neck, I fell flat into the mud, quickly rolling over to get my coated face to where I could breath. I was covered in the mud everywhere. Master just looked down at me disapprovingly.
“You look like you’re covered in shit. And trust me, I know what that looks like.” My cheeks burned red under the cool mud. “I should just shit on you right now… you’re lucky that I don’t have to. Open your mouth.”

I complied as he pulled out his wet penis. It was partially erect because of the show, but still maneuverable enough that he could direct it at me and guide a stream of piss into my mouth after splashing it all over my face.

A little of it went down my throat, but for the most part I was able to just push it out with my tongue once I was filled up.

Master then pulled a key out of his pocket, tossed it in the mud on my belly and told me to use the hose to clean off before I came inside.

Then he turned around and walked away. I just laid there in the mud for a minute trying to decide the best way to retrieve the key. I didn’t want to risk losing it in the mud, but there was no way to get it to my hands without dumping it off my trim, filthy stomach.

I started to push myself through the mud with my feet, going back the way we’d came to the grass. My legs were still tired, but I continued to drive on. My panties acted like a net, scooping up loads of mud and dragging at the tops of my thighs. I could feel the nasty stuff getting everywhere. The collar of my shirt did the same thing, the mud sloping over my shoulders as it built up behind my head.

I didn’t think it would ever end, but eventually I reached the grass. I just rested for a moment before I rolled over and rubbed the mud off in the grass. With a little maneuvering I rolled back over and sifted through the muck until I found the key. It took a minute longer before I finally got the locks open. 
I laid there in the rain, squeegeeing the mud off my body as best I could with the edge of my hands. I didn’t want to risk getting any more grime around my cunt so I just pushed my panties off. I was utterly humiliated and ashamed… but as I forced as much mud off me as I could… that stirring was there in my pussy.
Before I knew it I was writhing there on the ground with a grimy hand tormenting my clit while the other pinched my nipples through my filthy shirt. I moaned out loud to no one in particular, wanting to drive my fingers roughly past my lips, wanting that crudeness, but restraining myself because of the muck and slime. I pumped my hips hard against my hand until I cried out in orgasm.

Before the laziness could set in I forced myself to get up, picked up my panties, and went to the hose. There was the pistol sprayer on the end and frigid water in the line. I took off my shirt and sprayed the clothing before turning the icy water on my already cold body. My muscles trembled in the cold, and my skin tightened up everywhere.

I nipples were so hard they hurt and my pussy clenched tighter than virginity when I roughly sprayed the grime off myself. Again unexpected stirrings came over me and I masturbated again by spraying my clit with the rough stream of the hose. By the time I came I was nearly numb between the legs.

I grabbed my clothes and walked to the door, knocking and waiting.
Master came to the door with a smile on his face. “Welcome back, slave… come inside.”

He held open a huge, thick towel that felt wonderful when wrapped around me. He guided me to the chair and I sat in his lap. I left my clothes laying on the tile next to the door.

“I was watching you outside.” He said coolly.

I blushed and looked at the ground. “I’m sorry, master.” I said, against ashamed of myself and these urges.

“Don’t be. I didn’t deny you your pleasure. We can watch the tapes of them later.”

“You taped me?” I said with a little disbelief.

He nodded. “I did. You belong to me and I can tape you whenever I wish. Does that bother you?”

The thought of being caught masturbating renewed my desire to have something shoved between my legs. “No, master.” I smile. “It excites me.”

He smiled warmly and hugged me to himself. “Good. I think you’ve performed your duties admirably. You’re invited to stay here for as long as you want. Trust me that it won’t be easy, but it won’t be as rough as I’d been putting you through.”

I nodded, understandingly. The thought of belonging to him both scared and excited me even more. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“The wet panty rule has been rescinded and you may dress as you please when I don’t order anything. Keep that in mind for tomorrow.”

“What’s tomorrow?” I asked.

“Is would seen that Mike caught Jamie masturbating to your movies over there without his permission. I suggested that you be in charge of her punishment.”

“Mommy?” She asked coyly.

“Yes, my only stipulation is that you keep her mother fantasy going during the punishment.”

“May I make a request?”

“Yes?” He asked.

“Make my bottle tomorrow.”

He smiled.

“Can we fuck, master? I want you in me.”

I stood up and dropped the towel. My nipples were still insanely hard and he grinned and picked me up, throwing me over his shoulder and carrying me into the bedroom. By midnight I was still red everywhere, but this time because of exhertion. Master had came in my pussy, my ass, and my mouth. All three areas were sore and I kept his cum inside me as I slept on his chest. I wouldn’t have had it any other way.
The next morning master let me sleep in till ten. He then woke me up with a pleasant pussy eating session and told me to get ready to head over. Mike had already started in on Jamie. I nodded and rummaged through the closets. Master had plenty of fantasy gear stuffed in there. I played with the idea of putting on a strap on but just grabbed a pink bib and pacifier that was in one of the boxes. I put my hair up in pig tails again, tied the bib around my neck and shoved the pacifier in my mouth.

When I stepped out for inspection, master clapped his approval and insisted that I wear a long coat over it until we got there. I slipped on some flip flops and the coat and we got in the car.

My mind was reeling with all the things I wanted to do to her. Revenge was a sweet thing. Much of it would depend on what Mike had already done.

When we came in, my bottle was sitting on the table and we head the slaps and cries associated with spanking coming from the basement. I unscrewed the top of the bottle and drank the same funny tasting mixture as before. I wiped my mouth and smiled at master as I dropped my coat and shoes and walked down stairs with a pacifier in my mouth and a bib that only came down to a few inches above my erect nipples. My bald pussy was glistening with excitement.

Mike stopped his spanking when he spotted us and stepped back, waving his hand to show that Jamie was all mine. She was tied upsidedown, spread eagle in the same contraption that I had been in two nights before. Jamie had been spanked everywhere. Her entire body was pink, her nipples were red and hard, her ass was almost bleeding. It seemed that only her knees up escaped the punishment.
I grabbed a crate from the corner and pushed it under her head so that her chin was pressed up against her chest. She started to say something, but I spit out my pacifier and squatted over her face, pushing my pussy against her mouth. “Eat me, mommy, or I’ll shock you like you shocked me.”

Apparently she didn’t like the thing because she tore into my pussy like an expert. I rubbed the side of my face against her smooth pussy as I ground my cunt against her. I reached around and dragged my fingers over her already punished ass. I made as much noise as I could, screaming, “yes, mommy. Oh, mommy. Mommy, that feels so good. Oh.. ohh… AHH!” At that I pressed myself against her hard as I came. I could feel the flood of juices out of me as I orgasmed, squeezing myself against her body as I trembled.

I raised my pussy slightly in the afterglow, just out of reach of her tongue. I trailed my fingers down the sides of her sweating body. “Oh, mommy… that was so good.”

“Go to bed, sweetie.” Jamie said as sweetly as she could. It was obvious she was straining though. “You can even fuck before you do.”

“But mommy.” I said sweetly and innocently. “I gotta go potty.”

“NO!” She tried to say, but my bladder was still throbbingly full from this morning and I remained pressed against her as the rush of relief spread over me. I could head a little gurgling as my piss ran up her nose. She was trying to snort it out and breath through her mouth, which was filling with piss as well.
I didn’t step away until I was done, a finger pressed against my cheek in mock embarrassment. Jamie’s hair was soaked, she was still trying to blow piss out of her nose.

“Do you need to go potty, mommy?” I asked sweetly, enjoying my role. Both Mike and Master were smiling in the background with video cameras.

“No, sweetie.” She strained with a little cough, “Let me go.”

“I’ll help you.” I said happily in my little girl voice as I walked around her. I don’t know why, but I liked her ass teasingly, perhaps just because I had been forced to last time, before I shoved in the thick, cold metal rod.

Jamie started trembling right away, begging me to let her go and not go through with it. She was calling me a bad girl and saying a million other things that I honestly enjoyed hearing. I pulled the little wired clip that was hooked up to the wooden box and pinched it on her clit. She groaned, half with the pain and half with the apprehension before I pushed the button.

I held it for a cruelly long time. Her muscles tightened, she squealed, a high pitch squeal and rattled in her bonds. I just watched, fascinated. Finally I let go, giving her a chance to heave in a few breaths before hitting the button again. Her abs and legs tightened, and finally the golden stream erupted from her cunt and worked its way over her stomach, between her tits, and finally over her face.
When I finally let go of the button she still trembled. I was worried at first but the look on her face revealed that she was in fact orgasming. When she finally calmed came back down I said with a giggle, “Mommy, went potty. Sweetie go potty.”

Jamie was too busy catching her breath to protest when I turned and pressed my ass against her lips. “Lick my ass mommy.” I ordered in a pouting voice.

My stomach was churning, I didn’t know how long I could hold it, but once her tongue began flicking over my ass hole and I felt how good it was, I tried to make it last as long as I could. My fingers worked my clit furiously. Finally my bowels gave way and everything inside exploded into her mouth and on her face I was panting and cumming at the same time. I managed to make the orgasm last until I was empty.
I wiped my ass on her arm and left the scene to clean up.

Mike and master were still there when I came back down, still wearing my bib.

They were walking all around Jamie with their cameras. Then they set them on tripod as I made my way back to mommy. I still don’t know what came over me, but I wanted to please. I walked right back up to Jamie and pressed myself against her, pulling the clip of her sensitive clit, and I proceeded to eat her out. I loved the feeling of her flesh against mine, but I wanted something else more. I straightened my legs and walked out, still tormenting her sore clit. She was already cumming and struggling to get away from my tongue, but I continued as Master got the hint and came up behind me, ramming his cock into my ass. I’d found some lube upstairs under the sink and prepared myself. He slid in easily.
Jamie was panting “no.” weakly at the overstimulation as I came happily, moaning onto her clit. When master ground deeply into my ass and released his load, he pulled out and was replaced by Mike. I continued eating Jamie happily, never giving her a break as I stretched my orgasm out. By the time Mike deposited his cum in my ass pipe, Jamie was trembling like she was still being electrocuted.
When I was thoroughly satisfied, I turned and squatted over Jamie again, squeezing out both the cum and what little bit of shit that had gotten back into my system. The syrup dribbled into her mouth.

Master was wiping off his cock and I could see he was ready to fuck me again. I bent over at the waist, spreading my legs to offer my pussy and mashed my lips against Jamie’s filthy mouth. I was degrading myself and loving it. I could taste my waste and the salt of my masters’ cum in her mouth. The mess that was spread over her face smeared around my mouth in the intensity as my master forcefully drove himself. Jamie was kissing back. Mike was walking around the threesome with his camera, filming our disgusting kiss up close and zooming on my oozing pussy.
When I finally came, master pulled out. I got on my knees and opened my mouth, I looked like a little kid that had too much fun with a chocolate bar. He jerked off on my tongue and I swallowed every delicious drop.

We cleaned up.

The two men sat on the couch upstairs while I sat on the floor with Jamie. We were both naked. Well… naked save for Jamie’s ropes. A loose rope was tied around her neck, to which both her wrists were tied and her feet. Her legs were first placed in a wide spreader bar. She couldn’t bring her ankles closer than three feet together and her ankles were then tied to her noose on a rope so short that her knees were pressing against her chest. The men both had their cocks out, though they still had their pants on.

I was sitting by her exposed, sloppy cunt with my hand pinching her clit cruelly. Jamie was begging. “Please, not again…” she said, out of breath. “I can’t take anymore.”

“But you like it so much, mommy.” I said cruelly as I started working my hand over her clit again. I had already made her orgasm another seven times since we’d came to the living room and she was getting quicker every time, her body sweating and trembling more intensely. Her legs tried desperately to clamp together over my hand as the orgasm hit her. More of her juices squeezed out of her cunt; the thick froth drooling as far as her ass hole.
She didn’t stop trembling until I finally relented. Tears were running down her eyes, I still retained my squeeze on her wet clit.

“Please… baby… no more…” She said.

“That’s eight times, mommy.” I said.

“No more… please… I’ll do anything…” she begged.

“Anything?” I asked slyly.

There was a long pause before she finally answered. “Yes… I’ll do anything…”

I looked over to the men with my cute, almond eyes. “Can I have her as my slave?” I asked. I wanted to be dominated, but the excitement of being able to dominate thrilled me as well.

Mike shrugged. “She stays here, but you can dominate her when you’re over.” He said with a nod.

I stood and walked over to her head, where I stood looking down at her with satisfaction.

“You’ve got a filthy mouth, mommy.” I said. Then I dropped to my knees and lowered my pussy to her lips. “Make me come.”

I pressed my ass hole against her nose, making sure she had to struggle to breath.

Her tongue went wild in my pussy. “Work harder, mommy.” I said as I could feel her cheeks getting slick with my juices. I humped her face. “Come on, mommy, do a good job for your little girl.” I said. I reached down and grabbed her tits, pulling on her nipples until I could feel her moan in my cunt.

“Lick my cunt, mommy.” I said. It felt good, but I could still hold back my orgasm. I wanted her to earn it. I reached over the spreader bar and roughly grabbed a hold of her clit, working it between my fingers.

“Make me cum you slut!” I yelled. Her body was already trembling as the forced orgasm ripped through her. Her stomach was clenching like crazy and I could hear her muffled screams, but she was going wild in my cunt. I ground down on her face and let her make me cum.

I moan.
The next week was very satisfying. Master fucked me daily, often several times a day, and the most submissive thing he had me do was suck him off while he was working at posting pictures and movies of me on the internet. Life was sweet.

That week of bliss was up the one night in bed before we went to sleep. Master pulled up the hem of my nightie and spit on his hand, rubbing it over his cock before pushing it into my ass. He fucked me nice and slow, giving me plenty of time to play with my clit and orgasm for him before he snuggled up nice and close, whispering in my ear, “Tomorrow your training continues.”

I stayed awake for another couple hours after than, wondering what that meant and what it would entail, but in the end, I knew my limits would be reached.

The next morning I woke up when he pulled his cock out of my ass. We both got up at the same time and got in the shower. There was some heavy petting, but he wouldn’t let me take him inside of me. My ass was a little sore from the night but my pussy was craving him.

After shower and a nude breakfast we both went back into the bedroom and I watched as he got dressed. Then he went through my clothes and pulled out what he wanted me to wear. As he did so I put my hair up in a pony tail.
He pulled out a white tube top and a black miniskirt. This time he didn’t even give me the option of underwear so I just pulled on the clothes allotted me. He then pulled out a pair of black pumps. I slipped them on and we left.

I was excited, but too nervous to really get in the mood. I knew we weren’t going to Mommy’s house, all I saw was that the buildings were getting bigger and bigger, we were heading into the city. I tried to pay attention as best I could, but I was lost. We finally pulled into a parking garage and he led me out. I followed him as he walked down the street. I got several looks because of my state of dress, but everyone just continued on their way.
Finally master led me into a tattoo parlor. The inside was clean and sterile and the artists were already working on several tattoos.

I grabbed his arm. “Master, what are we doing here?”

“Getting you some decorations.” He said with a smile. I felt the blood rush out of my face but he ignored me, waving to one of the managers and then being led, and subsequently leading me into one of the back rooms. As soon as the door was shut behind us, the guy got right to the point.

“So what can we do for ya?” He asked pleasantly. Both his arms were covered in tattoos and he had a row of three piercings through his bottom lip.

“We need a few piercings.” Master said simply. “With rings welded in place.”

I grabbed a hold of his arm shaking, trying to hide behind him.

“Do you have a table we can strap her down on?”

“Sure he said.” He walked over to the padded leather bench and pulled some rope from one of the drawers. Master grabbed me and pulled me on the bench so that I was laying down on my back, taking the rope and expertly tying me wrists and ankles tight enough that I couldn’t get away.

“That looks like you’ve done it before.” The man said with a smile looking down on my helpless form. I was trembling. “What exactly is it that you want?”

Before he answered, master pulled a ball gag from one of his pockets and fitted it to my mouth. He then proceeded to pull down my tube top and up my skirt. “I was thinking nipple and clit piercings. It she isn’t good we might add a few more to her cunt lips just because but just the three to start off with.”

I started hyperventilating I was so scared, but I didn’t dare struggle because I was afraid of getting anything else. I belong to master now and if he wants to alter my body in such a way… it’s his prerogative, I guess. At least the man was quick. Before I even realized what was going on, I felt the cold swipe of alcohol on my clit, a pinch and pull, and the needle jab through the sensitive flesh.

I screamed into the gag, but most of the noise was muffled, tears of pain rolled down the sides of my face. I looked down to see him reset the gun and pinch one of my nipples. I shook my head vehemently, but he placed the gun and more pain. I threw my head from side to side in agony. I felt the pinch in my other nipple and then more pain. I blacked out.
When I came too all my new piercings had been welded into place. “You’ve gotta be gentle with them for a few days but then you can have at it. I put them pretty far in so you don’t really have to worry about tearing them out.”

Master then handed over some money and looked at me. “Ah, Neelah, you’re awake. I must say you look fantastic with your new additions.” He untied me and helped me to my feet, pulling down my skirt and up my top. You could see my nipple rings through the shirt.

Master took off my gag and shoved it back into his cargo pocket. My face was red from the punishment as I followed him out through the lobby. I got several looks and snickers. He took me a few doors down to a bar. My clit hurt so bad it was hard to walk.

The bar turned out to be more of a club. I looked around nervously as he guided me to a back table. My clit and nipples were throbbing. The way the ring rubbed against the front of my mini was horrible. 

“Can we go?” I asked sheepishly. I was aware of the way the nipple rings were easily spotted through the thin tube top and just wanted to try and sleep off the pain.

“First you’re going to fuck me.” Master said casually, unzipping his pants and pulling out his hard cock. “All that struggling got me worked up. I want you to ride my ass and make me cum.”

“Yes, master,” I blushed, staring out at the dancing crowd but wanting nothing more than to please my master. Non-chalantly I grabbed the hem of my tight mini and shimmied it up to my waist. At least the pressure on my clit ring was gone.

I spit in my hand and grabbed his cock, lubing up the tip with my saliva. He just sat back with a smug smile as I tried to discreetly move my petite body up on top of him. I was blushing profusely, sure I was going to get caught as I reached between my legs and grabbed his cock, rubbing it around on my backside until I could feel its slippery tip was lined up with my pucker. I forced it inside of me as fast as I could, hoping to make it look like I was just sitting on his lap. I hissed in pain at the quick entry.

“Good girl,” he whispered, wrapping his arms around me and guiding me as I slowly bounced up and down, trying to milk him with my insides. His hands guided me to ride him faster. I was still in so much pain from my rings that I was getting nothing from it.

He made it last for nearly a half an hour. I felt so exposed I almost cried. I’ve never felt more relieved than when he grabbed my tits, forcing me down and I felt him pulse his cum into my ass.

Master smiled as he kissed my cheek, growing soft inside of me. In fifteen minutes we were out of the bar. He left me alone for the rest of the night.

The Party

A week went by with Master paying me little mind. The piercings were healing up nicely and I actually grew fond of them. Master had marked me and now I had proof that I belonged to him. He was leaving me alone for going through with the ordeal, not that I had any sort of choice in the matter. Finally, as I was longing to be dominated again, he finally complied.

“There’s a party tonight at Mike and Jamie’s.” Master said casually. “She isn’t to be your slave tonight, got it?”

“Yes, master.” I answered excitedly. I wanted so much to go out with him, maybe get pulled off to the bathroom for a quick fucking.

He picked out my clothes. I was almost disappointed at the simplicity of it. I was wearing a pair of plain white panties, tight, but plain. My clit ring made a bump in the crotch that made me smile. I was given a matching bra, the same effect with my nipple rings. I was growing more and more proud of them as time went on. They were all finally hidden as I was made to wear a plain white tank top and a tight pair of my jeans.
It turned out it was a bachelor party. There were at least thirty guys chilling in the back yard, working on a keg. There were coolers full of beer but none of them had been tapped yet. I counted at least five strippers, but I was the only girlfriend/slave. Jamie was nowhere to be found. Though I had no problem with the strippers, I did grow uneasy at being the only woman in my state of dress. I blushed at the thought of being forced to be another one of the strippers. I didn’t mind doing it for my master, or even Mike now that he had entered my circle… but all these guys?

I made sure to not get any drunker than a slight buzz. It grew darker and the strippers were sitting on guys’ laps, telling  stories of how they like to fuck and how they’ve been fucked, and all kinds of crazy stuff. As soon as the sun was down, a saw-horse was brought from a shed. I started shaking in apprehension as master led me to it.

He raised his head for silence. “Alright, alright… now it’s time for the real party to begin.” There were laughs. “We all know what lies in store for Ben, a life of being wrapped around her little finger.” There were more laughs. “As a parting gift to your manhood, Mike and I found this little number for tonight. To give you one more chance to treat a woman how she should be treated.” More laughs. All eyes were on the little Asian.
I blushed, feeling them looking over my tits and hips and fantasizing about what my cunt might look like. Before I knew what was happening, Mike grabbed me by the arms and brought me to the horse. I pleaded with my eyes as he forced me to bend over it and tied my wrists to my ankles. I knew the white band of my panties was slightly exposed over the top of my jeans but was more afraid of them being taken off.

“The rest of your life, you’re going to have to deal with romance to get a girl turned on. Right now we’re going to start things off right and do it the real way. It just so happens that this little slut,” I felt his hand rub over the globes of my ass. I clenched, trembling, “Gets wet as a whore just from getting spanked. Now we’re going to help her out until I looks like she’d pissed her pants.” With that he whacked my ass hard enough to make me rely on the saw-horse for support. “Have at it boys.”

They were all pretty well intoxicated, so it didn’t take any prodding for a group of them to gather around me, a million hands beating my ass like it was that of a stubborn mule. I cried out, to no avail, twisting to try and get out of the way. Several hands roamed under me to roughly get a quick squeeze of my tits. My face was red and tears were dripping off the end of my nose from the pain, but Master knew my body.

The helplessness and sheer dominance over me took control of my pussy. In fifteen minutes, fresh juices were gushing out of my cunt with every swat. I could feel the stickiness of my jeans as they crept down the inside of my legs.
Master was laughing as he waved them off. They were all laughing. “Look, she pissed her pants!” One of the them said.

“No,” my master corrected, “she’s just so horny. That’s all love juice.” They laughed, he rubbed my sore ass with one hand. I was hitching in my breath. “Time to make her our beer bitch. Get her ready.” He said. I couldn’t see as he tipped one of the plastic cups over top of my ass, but I felt as the cool liquid soaked right through my pants and fizzed down my ass and legs. The guys caught on quick, each emptying their glasses over my body, soaking my clothes. A few got in a few, late hits to my butt.

Master untied my hands, drawing groans from many of them. “Don’t worry,” he consoled, “She’ll be back. She just learned her place, now she’s gotta clean up and become our beer bitch and announcer.

Master’s idea of cleaning me up was wordlessly taking me into the bathroom and stripping my of my sopping wet jeans and shirt. My underwear was yellow with beer and my rings could easily be seen through the material, but still, when he asked me. “Do you want to keep these on?” I nodded an affirmative.

“Fine.” He said simply, pulling out a few shiny objects from his pocket and setting them on the ground. One of them was his knife. I heard the jingling of bells.

He stood and pulled the fabric of one cup of my bra away from my skin, using his knife to poke a hole through it. He then fished out my ring and attached a bell to it that had a six inch chain attached to the bottom. He did the same to the other. The stems of my nipples were held outside the small holes by the rings and weight of the bells. I pleaded to him with my eyes as he squatted and did the same to my panties. On this ring he attached a six inch chain with a heavy bottle opener attached to the bottom.
There was more than a little discomfort in my nipples and clit from the weight of the objects and I was sticky from the residual beer. “You’d better be outside in less than three minutes.” Master ordered before turning and walking out.

I felt betrayed, ready to cry. Granted, I wasn’t exposed… but I’d been spanked by everybody and now had chains and weights attached to my precious piercings. I debated staying right there in the bathroom for the rest of the night, but my responsibility to my master. With a deep breath I finally worked up the courage to walk out.

All the guys had bottles of beer now, the keg had been emptied. “Beer bitch!” One of them called as soon as he saw me. Reluctantly I walked over, feeling more exposed than I’d ever been. I stopped next to him and he grabbed the bottle opener attached to my clit ring, pulling it just enough to make me jump as he used it to pop open the bottle. After he dropped it, the falling weight giving my clit another yank, he grabbed hold of one of the chains attached to the bells and started ringing it savagely. I gritted my teeth but managed to keep quiet as he delivered a drunken speech to the party.
It went on this way for nearly an hour. My nipples and clit were in pain, the weights banging against my body as I walked from person to person, occasionally receiving an additional spanking for my efforts when I got there. Though the beer over my body eventually dried to a sticky mess, the constant harassment of my clit kept the crotch of my panties and inner thighs wet with my juices. I felt like such a slut.

It was early in the morning when the party finally started to die down. The strippers were just as drunk as the partiers, several of them dropping to their knees for a quick buck for a BJ or bending over in the corner for a quickie.
“Time to pay these bitches and get out of here.” My master suggested to the quickly tiring group. He took me over to a picnic table and swiped the half empty cups off with an arm. My chin was then pressed against the table as the chains on the bells were stretched under the table until I was sure my nipples would be ripped off. A tear rolled down my cheek. Next the bottle opener was attached to a string that was tied tightly to a tent stake in the opposite direction. I just held the table with my hands my body trembling with the torment.

It didn’t take long before I found out what master had in mind. One of the strippers hopped on the table and scooted until her pussy was pressed against my face. Her pubic hair tickled my nose just as her smelly, loose pussy invaded my mouth. She had been fucked many times during the night and was filled with cum. The good news is, it didn’t take long to make her come, the bad news… she was quickly replaced with another girl.

My jaw was sore and my tongue was tired by the time the remainder of the girls were done. Several of them even went as far as going three or four times. Sometime during the debacle one of the guys tugged down the back of my panties and shoved the entire neck of a beer bottle up my ass.
It was a long night.

After everyone had gone inside, including my master, I was forced to hold the position until the morning. I tried fumbling at the chains but could find no form of release, I couldn’t even reach the bottle in my ass because of how tight my binds were drawn. With the light, master returned from the house and twisted the bottle in my ass.

“Are you disappointed that you didn’t get to come last night?” He asked.

I thought of how wet my pussy had been all night, despite the abuse it had taken at the hands of the piercing. “Yes,” I finally answered.

Without another word, master nodded and pulled the bottle from my ass, I could feel that my ass was stretched open. Again I felt like a whore.

My legs were trembling by the time I was released. Everyone was gone and my privates were very sore from the abuse of my piercings. At least the bells and bottle opener was removed, though the rings were still left outside my thin underwear.

As soon as I was released my hands went to my pained piercings. The sun was peeking from over the horizon and I felt extremely vulnerable and exposed. Master looked over my pained, abused body with disdain. “Are you ashamed of yourself?” He asked.
My face contorted with the disgrace and degradation that I had been through, all the hell finally bubbling to the surface. I finally broke down. He stood there and waited, watching me at my lowest. After it had all subsided and I had myself once again under control, he knelt by my head and kisses me on the only clean spot on my forehead, taking out his handkerchief and spitting on it to start cleaning me up. “Neelah, I’m very proud of you.” He said as she pulled me to lay against him, still gently cleaning my face.

I sniffled, but said nothing.

“You’ve passed all the tests I could think of to put you through. Now, if you’re willing, I’d like you to be my permanent slave.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. After everything I’ve been through he was offering to put me through more. He wanted me to live my life like this, tortured under his rule. As repulsive as the idea was to me, my body had already made the decision for me. It was the best and worst decision that I ever made. I’ve been disgraced and shamed and tortured… and I enjoyed it…
“Yes, master, thank you, master.” I whimpered, scarcely believing what I was saying.

I came to find he could put me through so much worse… I was proud to find that I could take it. But from that day forth, he did it with a sense of love… with a sense that he was not only using me, but that I actually belonged to him. It may not have been the best life, but it was one that I was happy to live.

