                      Master’s slut


    I was a vary happy  sixteen year old slut. I laid in the tub shaving my cunt, after giving my self an enema wondering what my Whore cunt would be made to do tonight





     Master adopted me when I was five, he could tell I had a submissive nature right away. My slut training started immediately, first my five year old cherry was taken. A bigger and bigger dildo was used everyday to make sure my ass and cunt were the biggest in the world. I was whored out almost everyday that first year, to make me comfortable in front of strangers  ( Master had told me). Tattoos were placed all over my body, Master's Slut Slave was under my right nipple. A picture of a naked woman with legs spread was tattooed on my tiny six year old ass, this was my favorite, it stated what I was, a little slut trained to fuck. Life was simple, orgasms when I did as told, and pain when I didn’t.    


  


   Master would be calling any minute to tell me what was up for tonight. I’d better get out of this tub and by the phone. Master demanded I answer on the third ring, and his calls were always on time. I only had to shave my head, and I would be finished. Looking at the clock I had five minutes, plenty of time. Master liked me completely bald (I was, except for eye brow’s and lashes). I was getting out when the phone rang, I’ll have to run I thought, so bolting to the door I slipped on the tile floor. When I got to the phone it was on the fourth ring, dam it I thought as I picked up.





    “Hello, Master.”





   “ Hello, Slave. First I want you to put on the tight black tank top that says MASTER’S SLUT across the front. Second, the black Lycra skirt that lasses up the back. Third, the black thigh high leather boots. Fourth, the black wig with the teased hair. Fifth, bright red lipstick, dark eye shadow, and a little blush. I’ll be home between seven and eight. I want you on the couch stroking you cunt when I walk in, understand.”





   “Yes, Master.” (click) he hung up. I must follow his instruction to the letter. He has video cameras all over the house, and could be watching me at anytime. I went to our room and got dressed in the order I was given. When finished I looked at my slutty sixteen year old ass in the full length mirrors. You could plainly see my ass crack throw the lasses in the skirt. The bold lettering on the tank top says it all, I am my masters slut, and will do anything he wants of me. I looked up at the camera pulled my short skirt up and put two fingers in my cunt. I bet that looked pretty good to see a cheap slut with the word Whore, tattooed  just above her clit, and jamming two fingers in her cunt, to who ever might be watching. Master had a list of clients that watched me via the Internet while I did my daily  chores (naked of coarse). One of my more fun chores was to go to the playroom and masturbate everyday. I had some pretty big toys, but Master has been training me to enjoy having my ass and pussy stuffed, over the years. Sometimes I would be requested to ride the pony. This was nothing more than a horse's saddle up off the floor, with a four inch diameter  hole cut in the center. Below was the machine that made it come alive. Several different toys could be attached. The remote, controlled speed and length of the stroke. I loved to clime abroad and ride that horse to many orgasms.





    I sat in the living room playing with myself wondering what adventure I’d have tonight. Because of the clothes I was wearing maybe I’d be a whore down town again, that was fun doing tricks for five dollars each, I was most popular on those night. maybe I’d be taken to the adult bookstore to suck and fuck threw the glory hole in the video booths in back. It could be anything, the anticipation was exciting, but I knew better than to cum. I was also thinking about my punishment for not answering the phone right. I’d look at the camera from time to time and lick my lips or do something else slutty. At seven thirty five Master walked in. I kept stroking my cunt awaiting my orders.





  “ Stand up slave.”





   I stood head bowed down, hands behind my back.





   “Go to the play room strap the big dildo to the pony and clime aboard.”





   I walked immediately to the play room and did what was ordered.





   Master walked in a few minutes later with a drink in his hand and said. “Now it is time for you to be punished.”                           





    He tied my hands to the hook in the ceiling, and my feet to the ones in the floor. I was pulled tight to the saddle with five inches of fat dildo barred  in my cunt. I knew my cunt could take the full thirteen inches of the dildo with no problem. Suddenly the machine was turned on very slow, an orgasm was building in my cunt. I knew I’d be deprived of the orgasm. I just didn’t know how. About a minute or so later I was grinding my hips and biting my lower lip when Master put an Electro shock clip on my clit. He set a timer for one minute. This sucked I thought, every time I’d build up to an orgasm a shock would start me over again.





   “I’ll be back in two hours, Slave.”





   Not two hours of this I thought, I’ll go crazy. After every shock I’d shake my hips violently trying to reach orgasm before the next shock, but the dildo was moving to slow. I was being teased to insanity. After one hundred and twenty close orgasms and intense pain shocks Master walked in.





   “ Well slut, I was going to take you to the stables and give you a treat, but I’m still upset about your infraction, so we’ll go to the S/M bar instead.”





   I hung my head in disappointment. I loved getting fucked by all the animals at the stable. I was mostly disappointed about going to the club down town. The people there didn’t like when I had orgasms, they just like to tie me up and whip me, and this sucked. I will try harder not to make any mistakes in the future (yea, right).





   My night didn’t go to bad, I was fucked, many times (thank god). I had three quart enemas, was pissed and shit on (didn’t like that), fist fucked in both holes (loved that). I was only beat once, and did have allot of orgasms, so it wasn’t too bad. I would’ve rather been getting slammed by a big horse cock, but Master said we could go to the stables next week.            





        


                     


                  As always, comments welcome.


