Slut.... the word did wonderful things to her. Just hearing it made it difficult for her to breathe. And when he whispered it in her ear, her knees became so weak, she was afraid they would buckle. She knelt there, naked in his room, hands bound behind her. He had spread her knees wide with his feet and come behind her on his knees to embrace her, hands finding and squeezing her breasts. 

As he thumbed her nipples, her breath caught in her throat and came in short gasps. She could feel the the hardness of his manhood where his jeans pressed against her hands. She could not resist stroking him. "Do you want some of that?"

"Yes, Sir," she responded in a weak voice. He unzipped his pants and pushed his cock into her bound hands. "Sell it," he commanded. Her hands squeezed and stroked his hot flesh, feeling him grow bigger and more hard. She heard him breathe heavily. His cock pushed against her. She switched her attention to his testicles, caressing them with her fingers... then allowing her nails to lightly scratch their round surfaces. She heard the sharp intake of his breath, then he pulled away. She wished she was not blindfolded, so she could turn her head and see what she had just touched.

He stepped around to the front of her and grabbed a fist full of her hair, pulling her face up. His mouth met hers, the tongue probing between her lips, taking possession. His mouth and tongue almost made her climax, but he pulled away in time. His cock probed her open, moist lips, and she opened her jaws to make it easy for him. "Suck." As she tasted him for the first time, her mouth watered from the sensual, masculine flavor. She took him all the way in, breathing his scent through her nose as her taste buds flooded her mouth in reaction to the salty-vanilla sweetness of his pre-cum. 

His fingers wrapped themselves around her head as he took her mouth. She almost lost it at that moment, but his hands went down to breasts and captured her nipples, pinching them roughly. She moaned and froze for an instant. "Suck, slut! Work through the pain," he commanded. "This is not about you. It is about your ability to serve while I take you." She quivered inside and her stomach fluttered, while her nipples sent hot-wired messages to her cunt. And she understood. He was teaching her total surrender. Acceptance of whatever he wanted to do to her. At that moment he owned her; she existed only as his slut, to use and abuse if he felt like it. A calm washed over her, and she focused only on him.


