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Time is implacable. Hours turn to days,
and days to weeks, and weeks to years without so
much as a "by your
leave". And with the passing of time comes change - people change,
places change. Nothing stays the same. And so it was for me that
the excitement at having secured employment at the sex slave
factory had drained away with the passing of time, and now, some
six months after Mistress Ebony had re-claimed me, I no longer felt
a tingle when performing my duties.

It wasn't just the job that had faded into
monotony - my Mistress wasn't quite what she had once been. It was
obvious in the cut of her whip and weight in her hand when she
slapped my face or spanked my ass.

It all came to a head one evening when she
entered my bedchambers and asked me, timidly, if I would give her a
hug. A hug!

'Mistress,' I said, 'I am a sex slave, not
a teddy bear. I will gladly debase myself for your pleasure, but I
draw the line at being
used for comforting hugs!'

'Oh please, Cynthia,' she said. 'You don't
know what it's like to be in control all the time. To always be the
one making decisions. I wish that, just once, someone would tell me
what to do for a change.'

'Well, then, go on a holiday or a picnic or
something,' I snapped. The thought that I was going to miss my
allotted share of sexual abuse had made me cross, and that was a
good thing. Mistress Ebony's eyes narrowed and she looked more like
herself again.

'Do you think yourself a psychologist,
giving out advice like that?'

Slap!

She struck me across my left cheek. I shot
her back a venomous look, despite my cunt becoming instantly
wet.

Slap!

She struck me across my right cheek.

'Answer me, slave,' she said, her voice low
and menacing.

'It's you who thought me a psychologist,'
I answered. My impertinence left her dumb struck, but only
momentarily. With a terrible slowness, she reached out and grabbed
my hair.

'It's time I put you back in your place,'
she said, and dragged me forward and down until I was lying on my
face on the ground. She sat in the middle of my back, facing
towards my feet, and slowly pulled up my skirt.

Thwak! The sound of leather striking flesh. I
hadn't even realized she had taken off her shoe. The blow was hard
and sent a shudder through my entire body.

Thwak! The second blow fell on the same piece
of flesh.

Thwak! And the third.

Thwak! The fourth hit the small of my
back.

'Hold open your ass cheeks,' she commanded. I
struggled to obey, but could not free my hands from beneath her
knees.

Thwak! The fifth blow struck the top of my
thighs.

'Why don't you ask me to move? That's what a
smart person would do.'

'Please Mistress, could you move so I can
free my hands.'

Thwak! Thawak! Thwak! Three blows fell in
quick succession, making my ass burn and my cunt drip.

'You are neither smart, nor a person,' she
said, but moved enough to allow me to hold my ass cheeks apart as
she had commanded. She shoved the toe of her shoe hard into my anus
and giggled.

'When I was growing up in the village, I
would often see the farmers beat the mules on the soft skin under
their tales to make them move faster.'

I was enjoying the feel of the shoe in my ass
and wasn't ready for the four blows she landed on my ass.

Thwap! Thwap! Thwap! Thwap! The sound of
flesh on flesh. My abused ass felt like it was going to erupt in
flames.

'You remind of those mules. I think you're
more a mule that you are a person,' Mistress Ebony said, and pulled the shoe out of
my ass. 'Don't you?'

Thawk! Thwak! Thwak! Three blows from the
shoe fell in quick succession on my asshole. I squealed in pain and
surprise.

Thwak! Thwak! Two blows fell, on each of my
hands where they were holding my buttocks apart, making the fingers
go numb.

'I said, I think you are a mule. Don't
you?'

'Yes Mistress,' I said, 'I am a
mule.'

'You have no tail,' she said, 'all mules have
tails. Here, let me help.'

I felt her pushing the shoe into my
asshole, but this time it wasn't the toe. The long, thin heel
scraped against my anus as she pushed it all the way in, until the
soul of the shoe rested against my buttocks.

I felt her get up and then saw her panties
fall on the floor beside my head. She flopped down in front of me and presented her
beautiful, bald pussy to my eager tongue.

'Lick,' she said, and I set about my task
with enthusiasm.

I sucked and licked my Mistress's hairless
cunt, running my tongue over her clitoris and driving it deep
between her lips. Every so often, she slapped my back, or pushed my
face deep into her cunt, but I kept licking and sucking like a good
slave should. It wasn't long before my Mistress arched her back and
drenched my face in cunt juice.

'You're such a good slave,' she said. Her
voice sounded strange and distant, so I looked up and saw tears in
her eyes. Tears!

'Does it surprise you that I can cry?' she
said.

What could I say? I just looked up at her
and watched the tears rolling down her cheeks. This is why I wasn't
ready for the stinging slap she landed on my left cheek, which she
followed with an even
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