She rushes around trying to get ready for her Master’s arrival. So many things to do in order to be in perfect condition for him!  Her stomach does a little flip of anticipation as she readies herself and works through her mental checklist. Master had sounded more stern than usual earlier on the phone, and normally that would have worried her (she did not want to displease him), but they had been at a fellow Dom’s house for drinks with others the night before so she assumed he was just a little more Masterful today. Thinking about his powerful commands she felt a wave of lust and smiled to herself. She was jelly when he was stern.

Finally she was ready, with minutes to spare thankfully. Her nipples press against the lace of her bra and she allows a moment to imagine his tongue and teeth on them. She knew her naked and hairless pussy was getting wet already but she didn’t care. Her Master would be with her soon and when he was near she was always wet. 

The doorbell rings and she buzzes him in. Taking one last moment to check the line of her long black silk slip in the mirror by the door, she opens it and smiles a welcome to him.

Her smile soon disappears when she sees the look on Masters face however. Without a word he thrusts his coat at her and turns to look at her.

‘Go hang that up then fix me a drink and don’t keep me waiting.’

‘Er, yes Sir, right away’

‘And be naked when you return.’ She nods and rushes off to do as ordered.

She returns to find her Master stood waiting in the middle of the room and she holds out his drink and smiles again at him. 

‘Oh slut, you just don’t learn do you? Considering your behaviour last night I’m surprised you’d have the gall to look me in the eye.’

‘Sir? Sir I didn’t do anything last night.’

‘Did you think I wouldn’t find out? R saw you with his slut when you were “getting drinks”. Are you really such a harlot as to allow another mans woman to paw at you?’

She felt the pit of her stomach drop out. How could she have been so stupid? And she was so sure nobody had seen them… she wondered briefly if she’d been set up by R and his slave, and then realised it didn’t matter – she’d done wrong either way.

She fell to her knees ‘I’m sorry Sir, I was caught unawares… I don’t know what I was thinking…’ She stared hard at the floor at his feet, scared of the consequences of her foolishness. The girl had been so subtle at first that she hadn’t even realised her intentions. When they found themselves alone together in the kitchen the electricity had suddenly been very noticeable and she hadn’t tried to stop R’s slave as she had touched and teased her pussy, Masters property. 

‘You obviously have no self-control slave, and we’ll work on that. I have spoken to R and he would much like to share with me the sights he witnessed last night. You had better start thinking of ways impress me. Now stand up and turn around.’

For a moment she hesitated, then quickly did as she had been instructed. She was nervous about next week, but she had time to mentally prepare. Master seemed to have cooled down though, she had thought she would be in much more trouble… Maybe she had been lucky, and R had not seen all that had occurred.

‘Grab the back of the sofa without moving your feet.’

She bends at the waist and puts her outstretched hands to the back of the sofa. A spanking or a caress? She wonders to herself. Nothing yet – Master is taking his time, enjoying the exposure of his slave. She almost subconsciously sticks her ass out just a little bit more, all the more ready for whichever form of contact Master chooses for her.

‘Look how much you expose yourself for lust, thrusting yourself at me? You should know by now that will end badly for you’ and a loud crack rings out. Lash marks from the cane appear on her thighs making her knees weaken just for a second, caught out in surprise. ‘Hold still! Stop wriggling’ Master shouts as he delivers another lash, very accurately, just below her buttocks.

She tries so hard not to move a muscle as 8 more blows rain down on her, in the end her legs are shaking – the back of her thighs bright red and hot to the touch – her pussy dripping wet.

‘So wet when you’ve been so naughty’ he says, dipping his fingers inside easily ‘I think you enjoyed that too much’. He grabs her hair and pulls it back so she stands upright, back to her Master with her head tilted back as he pulls on her hair. This makes her breasts stick out, and Master smears her pussy juices all over her nipples, making them hard as bullets. ‘Clean me up you slut’ says Master as he pushes his fingers into her mouth. She licks her wetness from his fingers, tasting herself and wanting to please him more.

‘Now get on your knees’ he whispers into her ear, she immediately obeys, noticing how warm the skin on her thighs is next to the cool skin of her bare feet. ‘Stay there and do not move’ says Master and she senses he’s moved away from directly behind her. She wonders if he has left the room but doesn’t dare to turn and check. If he were to see her move after explicit instructions not to, that last spanking would seem like gentle touches in comparison to punishment that she would then receive.

Her pussy is aching with lust and just as she thinks she can risk a touch Masters voice is in the room, somewhere not too far behind her. ‘Lean on your hands slave – all fours and spread those knees.’ She does as she’s told, aware of being very exposed to her Master; her cheeks burn almost as much as her thighs, but Master cannot see that – yet. ‘Stay on your hands and knees and come over to your Master.’ She turns around and sees that he is sitting down on a dining chair on the other side of the room. She crawls over to him, head bowed in respect. As she arrives she kneels in front of him and cannot help but eye the outline of his hardening cock through his trousers hungrily. Master spots her lingering gaze and grabs a handful of her hair again – forcing her to look up, drinking in the flash of fear on her face. He leans into her as if for a kiss, and she thinks for a moment that she is in for a treat, and then pain as he bites down on her bottom lip. She cries out but the sound is muffled. ‘If you want my cock maybe you should ask nicely’

‘Please Sir, may I have your cock?’

‘And what do you want to do to my cock?’

‘I want to suck, kiss, lick and nibble it Sir.’

‘You’ve been very naughty, do you think you deserve such treats? Maybe you should be punished more first, you evidently enjoyed the cane too much the first time around.’ Her eyes go wide in fear and Master smiles wickedly at this and he pinches a nipple briefly – but hard. She gasps in pain and surprise, and when she looks up again Master is dialling on a phone she had not noticed was on the table before.

‘K? It’s me. Come round, I have a slut that needs punishing.’

As he hangs up and puts the phone back on the table he sees his slave with her mouth in a perfect O of abject fear. Who was K? What was Master planning that required a 3rd person?!

‘Oh shush your thoughts; if you weren’t such a misbehaved slut in the first place you wouldn’t be in this situation. You only have you and that soaking pussy of yours to blame. K won’t be here for a while, so maybe you had better start entertaining me.’

She knew what that meant. Master took a lot of pleasure in watching her fuck herself. She wasn’t sure if it was the act, or the fact that she was so embarrassed to do it that turned him on the most. Whatever it was, she knew she had better make it good, Master was angry with her and she would do whatever it took to make good. She glanced around for where best to position herself.

‘On the floor, with your back against the sofa Slave.’ She crawled back to the sofa, arse in the air, and assumed the position: knees bent, thighs wide, exposing her pink swollen lips, her wetness already on her welted thighs from before.

‘Now entertain me.’

She blushed, her eyes looking at the carpet and biting her bottom lip as her hand crept closer to her own heat. How humiliating! She really struggled with getting herself off in front of others, but Master knew that, and deep down she knew that was exactly why he was making her do this.

As her fingers spread herself open her other hand drew a little circle around her pierced clit. She flicked the bottom of the silver bar and closed her eyes as the pleasure took over. Gently she traced the outline of her pussy lips, feeling the wetness spread and her clit swell under her touch. She let out a little murmur as she became less aware of her surroundings and situation. She pushed just a fingertip inside herself, and then withdrew, in again slightly more, and again withdrew. She was trying to prolong the sensation of being teased but could not hold herself back, and soon she was rocking herself on two of her own fingers buried deep inside while her thumb strummed at her clit.

‘So you want to be fucked by another woman?’ Master’s voice boomed out in the silence. She immediately stopped what she was doing and her eyes flew open.

‘Answer me, and don’t you dare stop fucking yourself.’ He ordered pleased at the deep blush reappearing on his slaves face.

‘Um… er…’ she mumbled as she resumes her activities and tries to simultaneously concentrate on what her Master had asked her.

‘Another woman slut. I asked if you wanted to be fucked by one.’

She continued to struggle for an answer as the pressure in her pussy had started to build.

Master could see she was struggling and so decided to help her focus with some incentive. She watched, not daring to stop her own activities, as Master unzipped and pulled out his now rock-hard cock. God, it looked so tasty, she really wanted to crawl over and suck him. 

‘Focus slave’ he said as he started to stroke himself ever so slowly. ‘Answer my questions to my satisfaction or you’ll get none of this’ he smiled wickedly.

‘Now answer the question’

‘Yes Sir, sometimes Sir’ she answers in a garbled rush.

‘Sometimes what? Slut?’

She was getting quite breathless now, and knew she would need to cum soon at this pace. ‘Sometimes I think about being with a woman Sir,’

‘With her fingers inside you like yours are now perhaps?’

‘Yes Sir’ breathless.

‘Her tongue on your clit maybe?’

She nods quite frantically, unable to hold on much longer, eyeing Masters cock with absolute lust. ‘Please Sir, may your slut cum?’ She manages, knowing that on his command, with his permission only will she be able to achieve the rising orgasm inside her.

‘No. Carry on.’

Her eyes open wide but she does as he says, taking all her concentration not to cum. He stands up and walks over to her, and she looks up at him from her position of the floor. Her face is flushed, her hair a little mussed, still being fucked by her own hand as he looks down upon her, and he can see how close she is to cumming, with his permission or not.

‘OK, now stop.’

 The disappointment on her face is apparent as again she obeys without question. He looks at his slave as she pants breathless, so near but denied, and laughs at her ‘Such a cum-slut, look at you.’ She looks down, embarrassed at her obvious need to cum, but her gaze soon returns to his magnificent cock. ‘Now face on the floor and arse in the air’

She scrambled to do as told, and as soon as her arse was presented to him he let loose with an open-handed slap. 

She was just getting over the surprise when she felt herself impaled by the cock she had so craved before. Her pussy clamped around it’s welcome invader and for a moment Master just held her hips still, knowing it would not take much to push her over the edge at this stage. He could feel her pussy trying to grip him, and pull him in deeper. He obliged, and thrust as hard as he could into her. She squealed at his size pushing further into her, within minutes she was begging to be allowed to cum. Unseen by her, Master raised his hand and, still buried deep inside her, dealt her a stinging blow ‘Cum now you whore, cum hard and long on me.’ 

She didn’t need telling twice. With her arse still stinging like hell and her face still in the floor, she came so hard she thought she might cry. She felt her pussy clamp around her Master over and over again as her whole body tensed with each wave of ecstasy that rushed by. As her moans subsided and her body relaxed a little Master looked at her. Spent and humiliated, a bright red slap mark on her arse. Perfect.

‘Stop languishing in your own pleasure slave. Have you forgotten who you serve? On your knees and clean your mess off my cock this instant.’

She was a little wobbly, but managed to do as she was told with a fair turn of speed. She started to lick him clean, she had made such a mess, and she took her time sucking her cum off her Masters balls. As she did that Master rubbed his soaked cock over her face, enjoying the way it smudged her make-up. Her nose was full of the smell of her own pussy as she began to suck his cock clean. Gently he rested a hand on top of her head as she worked him up and down with gentle lapping licks.

Suddenly his grip tightened in her hair and left her with no control. He starts to thrust his hips back and forth, fucking her mouth. ‘It strikes me that you have been spoilt. You have shown your true colours as a whore so maybe I should start treating you as one.’ The pain in her scalp as he pulled her head back and forth was distracting her and soon she was completely disorientated. Her head being tugged back and forth, trying to be a good fuckhole for Master if that was all she was good for. She could feel his cock throb as he pushed so far in she couldn’t breathe. Her mouth filled with his cum as his grip on her hair got even tighter, still gently pumping as she swallowed all she could with his cock still in her mouth.

He withdrew and she sat back on her heels as he wiped his spent cock on her cheeks. ‘And you look so much like a whore too.’ He sneered. ‘You must stay like that, without moving or cleaning yourself up, until K arrives which will be about another hour. 

A shiver went down her spine, she had forgotten about the earlier phone call. She was scared but knew she’d do what she was told. Especially when it could be so rewarding…

