
        
            [image: cover]
        


Slave Cynthia: Cruel Sex Collection

 


by Ergo

 


Published by Ergo Perv

Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright Ergo 2013

 


Table of Content

 The Prodigal
Mistress

My Mistress, My
Master

Mistress Got the Blues

The Pain of Parting

Hungry for Sadistic Sex

Also by Ergo

 


The Prodigal Mistress


My life at the cafe was one of routine and drudgery which
I found deeply unsatisfying, despite the occasional humiliation at
the hands of Patrick, the owner. He was an older man and could only
muster the energy to punish me once or twice a week, and even then
it was usually just a spanking.

'Cynthia!' he would say in what he
believed to be a voice of command and authority, 'your behavior
this evening has been poor to say the least. Over my knee you go,
young lady. I plan on beating the insolence out of you.' A handful
of feeble smacks on my ass that barely left an impression was the
end result. He would stick his cock in my mouth after every second
or third beating, for want of a better word, but he never fucked
me.

And so my thirst for cruel sadistic sex
remained unsated and I spent much of my time pining for the days I
had spent with Mistress Ebony, when she and her associates used and
abused me like the slut I was.

Hope had all but left me when, out of the
blue, Mistress Ebony walked into the cafe and demanded I be
returned to her. There was no mistaking that commanding voice with
its imperious tone. I ran out of the kitchen and my heart leapt.
There she was, tall and lean, with long auburn hair and flashing
blue eyes. The tight black skirt that ended just above her knee
highlighted her long legs, and her tight black blouse with its
plunging neckline clung to her beautiful breasts. I let out a
squeal of delight at the sight of her voluptuous body and threw
myself at her feet, where I groveled like a worm. Patrick, on the
other hand, was not as happy to see her as I was.

'You're going to take my best waitress from
me again,' he complained, pudgy hands balled into fists and thrust
against his hips. His stood with his legs apart, not that there was
anything between them that posed a threat, and his whiskers
bristled.

'Now, now, my dear fellow, this little
slut belongs to me,' Ebony said, gesturing at my groveling form at
her feet. She looked down at me with a cruel smile on her face and
put her foot on my back, forcing my chest into the floor. 'If you
want a replacement, call the number on this card,' she said and
handed a business card to my former employer. 'We can send someone
along who will serve as an employee and slave. The price is most
reasonable, I assure you.'

Patrick deflated somewhat as he accepted the
card from my Mistress. 'Slave?' he said.

'Yes, slave,' she replied. 'You can do
whatever you wish to him or her as long as you cover the damages.
Whatever you like, even something like this.'

Ebony took her foot off my back and dragged
me upright by my hair. She ripped open my uniform and pulled my
tits out of their restraining bra. She then delivered a stinging
slap to my face and then one to each breast, before pushing me back
down to the floor, face first, and once again pinning me beneath
her foot.

'Can I have two?'

'It can be arranged,' Ebony said, and
smiled. 'Now I must be going. Tell the telephone operator that you
spoke to me, Mistress Ebony, and she'll be sure to make amends for
the trouble you've seen today.'

'Thanks,' Patrick said, as he watched
Mistress Ebony drag me upright and place my hands on my
head.

With a well-practiced hand, she lifted my
skirt above my waist and, with pins from her handbag, secured it
there. She then cut off my panties with a small pair of scissors
and stuffed them in my mouth. She dropped the scissors back into
her bag and withdrew a roll of white tape with which she tape my
mouth shut. A pair of handcuffs appeared that she used to secure my
hands behind my back. She then tied a collar around my neck before
clamping my nipples with a chain that had two clips on one end. The
end of the chain fed up through a loop in the collar, making a very
effective leash.

When my bondage was complete, Ebony
spanked my ass several times, before bending me over and pushing an
un-lubricated butt plug up my ass. She then nodded a farewell to
Patrick, who was standing dumbfounded fondling the business card,
before leading me out into the street outside.

Thankfully, the morning peak had passed
and there were only a few people around to witness my humiliation.
Ebony led me by the chain attached to my tits to a car two blocks
away, where she bundled me into the back seat and secured the seat
belt.

'If you behave, I'll let you lick my
asshole when we get to the factory,' she said, the prospect of
which got my juices flowing, before closing the back door and
climbing into the driver's seat. She smiled wickedly and took my
leash. 'Just relax and enjoy the drive,' she said and pulled the
leash hard, stretching my tits against the tight
seatbelt.'

 


(ii)

 


The drive was long and Mistress Ebony had
my tits stretched the entire time. We drove out of the city
by the shortest route, which
was a relief because there were fewer people on the roads to laugh
at my predicament. The pain in my tits excited me, and I spent the
entire trip daydreaming about what my mistress was going to do to
me when we reached our destination.

When we finally turned off the country
highway into a well-concealed driveway, I was a quivering mess. The
imagined abuses I was to suffer at the hands of my prodigal
mistress, many of them physically impossible, had me in a
heightened state of sexual arousal. I would have done anything my
mistress had asked of me at that moment.

'Well, Cynthia, here we are,' Ebony said
as we pulled up at the front of an imposing Victorian mansion. The
property upon which the house was situated was huge, but high
fences shielded much of it from the eye.

'It would be a shame to waste such a lovely afternoon by
spending it all inside,' my mistress continued, as she climbed out
of the car and released me from the seat belt. She undid my
handcuffs and ripped the tape off my face. 'I'd like to spend a few
minutes under the sun, while you spend a few minutes under my
skirt,' she said and leaned back against the car, legs spread
wide.

I dropped onto my knees on the rough
gravel of the path and kissed Ebony's feet before running my tongue
up the inside of her left thigh. A warm, wet, and delicious vagina
was waiting for me at the top. I ran my tongue along the lips and
drove it deep inside before sucking at the clitoris.

It had been a long time since I'd tasted
pussy and I went about my work with enthusiasm, licking and sucking
with an eager mouth. It wasn't long before my mistress convulsed in
ecstasy and unleashed a torrent in my face.

'Well done, slut,' Ebony said and pushed me
back with her knee, 'but you could have done better. Stand up.'

I jumped to my feet and stood with my hands
on my head and my eyes downcast, which is why the ringing slap to
my cheek took me by surprise.

'I expect better from my slaves,' she
said, and slapped me again, on the other cheek this time. 'Spread
your legs.'

I had no sooner obeyed than she slapped my
wet vagina, making me squeal.

'Silence!' she said, her voice low and
menacing. She slapped my vagina again, then both thighs. 'Bend over
the car,' she said, and dragged me to the front of the car where
she pushed me down over the bonnet. 'I've got a little present for
you.'

From my position, I couldn't see exactly
what she was doing as she rummaged in the back of the car, but I
felt the car boot slam and heard her crunching feet on the gravel
as she walked behind me. With no warning whatsoever, I felt a thick
rubber cock pushed deep into my vagina, and let out a
groan.

'I said shut up!' Ebony said and slapped
my ass several times. She then grasped my hair and started fucking
me hard with her enormous strap-on dildo. The size of the thing
stretched me as far as I could go and filled me with a burning
pain. I climaxed almost immediately, but my mistress kept fucking
me for what felt like an eternity. Finally, the pounding stopped
and I breathed a sigh of relief, but the respite was short lived.
She pulled the plug from my ass and replaced it with the tip of the
enormous rubber cock.

I did not squeal this time, which seemed
to please my mistress because she did not fuck my ass with the same
ferocity as she had my vagina. On the third stroke, she reached
over and pushed the butt plug into my mouth.

'Suck on this, slave,' she said, and returned
to fucking my ass.

Another eternity passed before Ebony
finally stopped pumping me. She pulled me upright by the hair and
returned the butt plug from whence it came.

'Welcome back, Cynthia with a cee,' she said
in a mocking tone while squeezing my tits hard around the nipple
clamps. 'I hope you enjoy your stay.'

She unstrapped her dildo and pushed it
into my mouth. It was so big I thought it would dislocate my jaw.
She laughed at my obvious discomfit, slapped my face on both cheeks
with her left hand, and then picked up my leash and led me, by the
tits, into the house.
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The outside of the house had been grand
and impressive, but it did not do justice to what lay beyond the
front door. Stepping inside was like stepping into another world, a
world where sexual dominance and submission were part of the
everyday rhythm of life.

The entry hall was large and sumptuously
decorated. Set in the
far corner was an ornate desk. There were two doors on each of the
walls in front of the desk, and a further two doors in each of the
walls behind the desk. But what really got my blood racing were the
decorations. They were slaves.

There was a beautiful caged slave girl
hanging from the chandelier, her legs held apart by leather thongs.
Beside each of the doors was a mock guard: a slave trapped in a
cage fashioned to look like a suit of armor.

My mistress led me through the menagerie of
slaves to a small cupboard beside the desk, where she stripped me
of what remained of my clothes and detached the leash from my
nipples.

'You've been brought here to perform a
very specific task,' she said as she rummaged in the depths of the
cupboard. 'Our regular receptionist suffered an unfortunate
accident while entertaining a client and is no longer fit to
continue in her old role, even after her treatment in hospital is
over. Some here believe that you would make an adequate
replacement.'

She emerged from the cupboard with
a scanty, black dress and threw
it at me. I hastily put it on while she watched. On top, the dress
was open at the front, going around my large breasts, and closed at
the back. Front and back came together above my breasts to form a
collar around my neck. The bottom half was simply two strips of
cloth that hung down at front and back, from my waist to the top of
my thighs, which giving uncomplicated access to my cunt and
ass.

'Your primary duties will be to supervise
the changing of the slaves every two hours, and to entertain any
clients that may be waiting, for whatever reason,' Ebony said,
looking me up and down when I had finished dressing.

She clipped a leash to a metal ring in the
collar of my dress and led through a door behind the desk. The room we entered was barely a
cupboard, and contained just a small bed.

'This is where you will sleep,' Ebony
said, as she led me through another door at the far end of the
small room. 'And this is where you will eat and train.'

The room she had led me into was larger than the sleeping cell
and shaped like a hexagon. In the middle of the floor was an
exercise machine with special modifications to suit the submissive
experience. Dildo's were mounted on several of the surfaces, cuffs
and clamps were chained to the sides, and there were whips and
paddles in a case by the wall. 'Your daily routine will involve
supervised exercise,' she said, and led me to the machine. 'We'll
have a light one today,' she said, and selected a paddle from the
cabinet.

She grabbed my hair and pushed my face down
onto a dildo mounted on a bench.

'Suck,' she commanded, and I obeyed.

'The first exercise is squats,' she
said. 'While sucking the
dildo, you will move into the squat position by bending your knees
and keeping your feet flat on the ground. I want ten reps.
Go.'

I did as instructed and bent my knees
until my buttocks almost
touched the ground.

'One,' she said and brought the paddle
down onto my ass as I
moved back into position.

'Come one, faster! Two!' she said, and landed another spank.
'Three,' she cried, and whacked my ass again. 'Faster you bitch,
faster!'

I moved as fast as I could, but Ebony was
displeased.

'You're pathetic,' she screamed and put an
arm around my waist as I crouched over the dildo. She rained blow
after blow onto my ass with the paddle. I wanted to cry out in
agony and ecstasy as the pain brought me to climax, but didn't want
to let go of the dildo.

The blows to my ass subsided
eventually, along with my
mistress's fury, and she finally dropped the paddle and threw me to
the floor.

'Eat my cunt, slave,' she said and dropped
onto the floor, skirt up and legs wide apart
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