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Chapter One
 

“Perfect!”
Michelle sat back in the comfortable leather sofa and let her eyes take in the little fountain she’d just purchased and installed on her glass coffee table. Water trickled in a lively way down into the bowl, with several small candles wavering above it all. It added a nice touch to the small, but comfortable room. It was serene, but also romantic, which was great, given Jason was coming over. 
She gave the room a quick scan, making sure nothing was out of order, and nothing to pick up. Behind her, the little dining room with its small round table was neat and uncluttered. Beyond that was the kitchen, with all the dishes put neatly away.
Michelle herself was in a carefully arranged order which belied the effort she’d put into it. She was “casually” dressed, and meant to look so, though she’d agonized over exactly what to wear to give off the appropriate image of insouciance. She liked Jason, but didn’t want to appear too eager. In all likelihood tonight was THE night, and she wanted it to be good. Their relationship was developing nicely after a couple of dates, and he seemed both sexy and fun.
So Michelle was wearing a pair of loose white cotton pants with a drawstring waist drawn low on her hips to reveal her lovely abs, and very tight gray baby-T which hugged her upper body like a second skin beneath an open zip up sweat top. Her soft brown hair was perfectly combed and yet tousled so that loose bangs cut across her forehead. 
She was excited on more than one level by what she expected to happen that night. Jason was a sexy man with a terrific body and a sly grin. He was tall, broad shouldered, with a deep voice and a handsome face. He also had a nice car and made good money. 
Their first date had been dinner and dancing, where he’d proved adept on the dance floor, and teasingly expert with his fingers in light, sexy little touches that made her body catch fire here and there. Their second date had gone considerably farther, with her taking him into her mouth, and he driving her into overheated fever with his hand down her pants and his mouth on her breast.
She probably should have just done him then, but she thought he was special and wanted to give off more of an image of restraint. God knows she’d shown little when he’d had his hand down her pants, but the man really knew what to do with his fingers! Michelle wasn’t used to being overwhelmed like that and had been a little afraid. She was still a little afraid, but anticipation and excitement had pushed fear into the background.
The buzzer went off and she jumped up, then slowed her walk to the intercom. She buzzed him in, ran into the bathroom to check her hair and looks, then ran out again to check the room. All was in order. It looked nice, as she did, but not like she’d really tried especially hard.
She deliberately did not go to the door until he knocked, then walked slowly, soft music playing in the background. She opened the door and smiled brightly as she cocked her head back. Jeez, he was taller than she remembered.
“Hey, beautiful,” he said with a lazy grin.
His arms went around her and his mouth came down on hers and Michelle felt a wonderful feeling of being surrounded by him, of being enveloped in his powerful maleness and masculinity. She let herself sink into it momentarily after he kissed her, then held her against his chest. Then, remembering herself, she pulled away, clearing her throat. 
“Come on in,” she said brightly, heart pounding.
He walked in and looked around with evident approval as she closed the door behind. “I wanted to - .”
He turned as she came up behind him and then his arms were around her again, his lips on her, and whatever she had intended to say went unsaid as his tongue plunged into her mouth and his hands slid down to cup her buttocks through her thin cotton pants. She moaned into his mouth, struggling briefly. She had everything planned out; wine and casual conversation, a light dinner, then a slow descent into what she hoped would be a deliciously hedonistic night.
Instead her pussy was already starting to throb as his fingers kneaded her buttocks and his tongue slid against hers. The hands she pushed against his chest slid up onto his shoulders, luxuriating in their power and size. And then she gasped as his finger dug harder into her bottom and he lifted her into his arms. She squealed in girlish delight, feeling excited anew at his male strength as he carried her back to the sofa and sat down, with her straddling him.
Their lips were still sliding together, and she felt a wild heat within as she straddled him, her knees pressed into the back of the sofa on either side of his hips, his hands sliding up and down her back and through her hair. Then his fingers slid up beneath her sweater, up along her bare back, up inside her baby-T, and she groaned as her insides went liquid. Sure, it was only her back, but his skin on hers was sending sexual electricity rippling through her belly and down into her groin as their tongues and lips continued to slide sensuously together.
Then one of the hands under her baby-T unclipped her bra, and no sooner had she felt the jolt of excitement that brought when the hand had slid around her ribs and was massaging her bare breast. She groaned at the surge of heat through her body, but felt she needed to do something to slow him down, to regain control, so things went according to plan, so he didn’t think she was too eager, too slutty, so he respected her…	
He pushed the zippered top over her shoulders and down, and in the same movement tugged her tight baby-T up to bare her breasts. She gasped, trying to reach for him, to push back, but the top was pinning her arms behind her. Then his mouth had pulled free of hers and was on her breast, the suction on her areola and nipple sending crackling heat through her chest as his tongue stroked across her aching, burning nipple.
“S-Jason!” she moaned in protest.
He sucked on her breast, on her nipple, and she moaned anew. Then he pulled the Baby-T up over her head and pushed it back. The little top dug in tight beneath her arms, and as with the zippered top, restrained her arms as he began to move his hands and mouth across her chest. She could only sit there and moan as he kneaded her breasts, sucked her nipples, caressed her skin, and turned both breasts to throbbing, overheated fire.
She squirmed on his lap, feeling his own rising hardness, gasping for breath as her body overheated, as sexual hunger rippled through her mind and flesh. His big hands, and obvious strength easily overwhelmed her, and he moved her around as though she were a child, turning her on his lap now, so she sat astride him. She felt his fingers in her hair, jerking her head back, forcing her back to arch, her breasts to push up into his licking, sucking, ravishing mouth.
It was… the mastery that startled and excited her. She’d never been so easily mastered, overpowered so effortlessly. He wasn’t asking or seducing. He was doing what he wanted, and with her arms pinned she almost felt as though she were his prisoner, his helpless toy. And that sent fire through her veins for reasons she couldn’t even begin to comprehend.
Her breath was ragged, her heart pounding, blood racing, and she could do little more than moan in response to his sure, confident movements. Then his hand slid down the front of her trousers and into her panties and she shuddered, hips bucking violently the instant he found her moist sex.
“Oh! Oh! Ungh!” she gasped as he deftly manipulated her swollen button.
And then the orgasm was upon her, and she shuddered, her hips grinding, bucking up against him, head falling back as her mouth opened wide in gurgling moan of passion and dazed wonder.
The orgasm reduced her to a quivering wreck, and she lay there gasping for breath, chest heaving, as Jason slid her trousers and panties down and off, then peeled her top and baby-T over her shoulders and down her arms. He tossed them all onto the floor behind the sofa, then gathered her into his arms, his hands moving gently over her naked flesh as he kissed her lightly.
“Jesus,” she moaned. “I can’t believe… you really know how to operate,” she said breathlessly.
“You have a fantastic body,” he said, fingers rolling her nipple, mouth dancing lightly along the nape of her neck.
“You’re amazing,” she said, kissing him hungrily.
He chuckled, and pushed her back briefly. “So? Do you have anything to drink? Aren’t you going to offer me some refreshments?”
She giggled wildly. “You’re weird!”
“Am not.” I’m amazing. You just said so.”
“You’re amazingly weird,” she sighed.
“Then I deserve a drink.”
He pulled back and lifted her off him, then slapped her bottom lightly.
“Jason!” she gasped in mock indignation.
“Get me drink, woman,” he growled.
She giggled again, feeling flush with her recent orgasm and strangely shy now that she was nude and away from him.
“Aren’t you going to undress?” she asked.
“Eventually,” he said with a cocky grin. “I’m fine like this for now.”
Self-conscious, she crossed the floor to where she’d kept the wine and glasses, then brought them back to him and poured. She was awkwardly aware of her firm breasts dangling before him as she bent over the coffee table and poured, and gasped as he reached up and gently squeezed one.
She straightened and grabbed her pants, but he leaned over and snatched them away. “No, no no,” he said. “I want you naked, little girl.”
“Jason!” she protested.
But he grabbed her slender wrist and tugged her down onto the sofa next to him, where she self-consciously crossed her legs as he picked up the two wine glasses and handed one to her.
“So how’d work go today?” he asked.
It was the normality of the conversation which followed which struck Michelle as being so bizarre. After all, she was completely naked! And he was fully dressed! Her gentle efforts at getting him to undress came to nothing, and it was clear he wanted her to remain naked. That struck her as slightly irritating, but she felt incredibly aroused and erotic at the same time, being naked while he was fully clothed.
She was confident of her body, after all, and knew her slightly tanned skin, well toned thighs and belly, full, firm breasts and bottom, and well-sculpted legs were more than attractive. Still, it felt – weird.
“Dinner will be ready soon,” she said as they nibbled lightly on each other’s mouths.
“I plan to eat a lot of things tonight, but nothing tastier than what I’ve got now,” he said, his arm sliding around her waist to draw her in closer.
“Jason!” she protested again, but in delight.
Then he was pulling her across his lap, draping her across him on her back as his hands moved over her body. His fingers traced the line of her neatly shaven sex, and then slowly eased between as she groaned and sat up. His finger squirmed deeper and she moaned, an arm around his shoulder now to support herself, trying to lean in to kiss him.
His thumb began to stroke across her clit and she shuddered, fighting to keep from squirming and grinding against him, kissing the nape of his neck and pressing her mouth in firmly to stifle her groans, amazed at herself, at what he was doing to her, at how wildly excited she was becoming. He had two fingers sliding up inside her now, and she was moist and hot, her insides sucking and squeezing and spasming around his fingers.
“Oh God! Oh God!” she gasped.
The timer on the stove went off, and he eased back. “Dinner’s ready,” he said, pushing her off his lap.
“Fuck dinner,” she gasped.
He chuckled, and rose, gripping her shoulders, turning her towards the kitchen, marching her forward as he came behind.
“Jason!” she protested again.
“Wouldn’t want dinner to burn.”
Michelle knew this was going to be a night like no other.
A little dazed, her pussy throbbing with hunger, her bare feet slapping on the tiled floor, she took the food out of the oven, again feeling decidedly odd in her nudity. She set the food on the counter, and turned to him.
“We’ll eat later,” she said.
He turned her back again, slapping her bottom once again.
“Men need to be fed, woman,” he said in a mock growl.
And so they ate dinner, sitting across from each other at her little table, she naked, he fully clothed. Michelle was hardly aware of what she was eating as she squirmed in her chair, for her hunger came from an entirely different source. Her pride made her try to pretend to the kind of casualness he was exuding, but she knew, as he grinned at her teasingly, that she was failing.
“Bastard,” she said sulkily.
He only grinned more.
She ate very quickly, almost choking. And found the knife and fork taken out of her hands as he shook his head in patient reproach. He cut her meat carefully, speared the peace with his fork, and held it up to her mouth. She stared at him, open mouthed, then took it off the fork.
“Chew carefully,” he ordered.
She did, as he cut his own and ate, then cut another piece for her.
She wanted to protest, but there was something decidedly exciting about having him feed her, and he seemed content to do so, cutting piece after piece, and letting her take it off the fork.
It took far too long. And then, as she scrambled to toss everything into the sink he insisted the dishes be washed first. She stared at him, open-mouthed, but she knew he was teasing her.
“Fuck the dishes.”
“No, no, no. Cleanliness is next to Godliness.”
He pushed her to the sink, turned her towards it, turned on the water, and took her wrists, forcing her to pick up each plate, each knife and fork, and wash them off, until, exasperated, she began doing it herself. Then his hands released her wrists and turned to other parts of her body. As she tried to wash the dishes he gently squeezed and kneaded her breasts and bit lightly along the back of her neck.
And then, when she was done, he took her wrists again, bringing her soapy hands up and back against her own body, rubbing them against her breasts, across her chest, over her belly as he chewed at the nape of her neck.
His hands were wet, too, and now soapy, as he pulled her head back and around by the hair and leaned in to kiss her with his own growing passion. Their lips met hotly, and their kiss grew even hotter. Then he brought his soapy fingers down between her legs and began to do those amazing things to her again so that Michelle’s hips ground and bucked and her breathing turned to shallow, ragged gasps.
The orgasm buckled her knees, and she would have fallen had he not pressed her against the counter. As it was her buttocks ground and slapped violently back against his groin as he fingered her to a climax even more powerful than the first one.
She had given up by then, in even thinking about doing anything other than what he wanted. So when he told her that she was now soapy and needed to rinse off before he could “taste her”, then led her to the bathroom, she did not resist at all. Nor was she surprised, by then, when he failed to climb into the shower with her, or disrobe. She showered, the water pouring over her, as he sat on the counter and watched.
“Soap up more,” he said with a grin.
Flushed, feeling kinky and wild, an exhibitionistic thrill making her blood boil, Michelle complied, running the soap over her breasts and belly and down between her legs as he looked on.

* * *

Jason watched the gorgeous young girl as the water rinsed the soap off her lithe, athletic body. He barely suppressed a sigh of pleasure and excitement at the sight of her glistening skin, her beautiful form, her full, firm young breasts and hard little pink nipples.
The evening had not gone as he had planned. In fact, he hadn’t planned much at all, beyond a general hope he could get Michelle naked. He’d succeeded very neatly in that, much faster than he had expected. Big, strong, handsome and charming, Jason was used to having his way with women. But he’d rarely found one so responsive to his particular mannerisms and touch.
Having her stay naked had, at first, just been his desire. But then keeping her naked as they had engaged in everyday talk, even had dinner, was something unique and strangely exciting. He loved looking at her body, and loved being in control. He was always more or less in control in relationships, of course, but this was somehow different. And he was enjoying teasing her, experimenting to see what he could get away with, what he could get her to do, and wondered how many times he could get her to come for him.
She turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, wet and slick as an eel as she pressed herself against him. Jason made no effort at resisting, sliding his hands over her deliciously soft, warm, slick body as their tongues met. Then he pulled down a towel and wrapped it around her. She giggled, obviously enjoying being pampered, letting him dry her and then, impulsively, he brushed at her hair and picked up the hair dryer.
“What are you doing?” she asked with a laugh.
“Turn, miss,” he ordered in a high pitched, nasal voice. “I am in control here.”
“You’ll probably give the most horrible hair.”
“Your hair is too beautiful to be horrible,” he said, turning her by the shoulder, then turning on the hair dryer.
He brushed and dried her hair, amused and strangely excited by her reaction and to the novelty. He’d run his fingers through many girls hair, but never brushed it out.
When it was done he set down the dryer as she examined herself critically in the mirror. “What should we do now?” he asked teasingly.
She glowered at him beneath her lovely lashes, and he grinned.
What a beautiful little thing she was!
He picked her up in his arms and, as their tongues danced, carried her into her bedroom and knelt on the bed to set her down. Then he straddled her, leaning in over her, their tongues still sliding passionately as their lips moved in soft, sensual tandem.
It was entirely natural to grip her hands and press them up and back, then hold them against the bed as he kissed her harder, as his body loomed over her. But as he released her hands and she started to reach for him again he felt a sudden desire for them to stay where they were. He wanted to do things to her, almost to experiment, to see what would drive her crazy, without her interfering.
He’d never stayed dressed this long around a naked woman either. There was something odd about it, as though they were not so much a couple as she was his – his toy, his plaything. And he found he liked it.
At first he simply crept forward, his knees and thighs sliding up the bed until he could press her arms down and pin them in place. By then he was on her upper chest, or rather, over it, and her head was framed between his thighs as he undid his zipper and opened his pants. She was glassy eyed with excitement as she stared up at him, complaining about her pinned arms, but not seriously.
He had no need to be ashamed of his cock as it sprang up hot and hard, and she licked her lips even as he gripped the shaft and rubbed the head along her face. She opened her lips with a moan, and he fed his cock between them, shuddering lightly as he felt her tongue sliding across the shaft and her lips close around his head.
“Yeah. Suck me. Suck me, baby,” he whispered, leaning in, sliding his cock deeper into her mouth.
She moaned around his cock, licking and sucking, her wrists still pinned by his knees as he gently pumped himself in her mouth. Once again he felt a hot churning excitement at being in control of her, at doing whatever he wanted. It wasn’t true, of course, but pinning her as he was, he could pretend she was his to do with as he chose.
He slid his hands beneath her head, pulling her upwards and forward so she could suck more easily on his shaft, and slid forward a little more, so she gagged as the head slid too deep. She didn’t complain, however, and he didn’t push too deep again – at first. He pumped in and out, loving how submissive she was being. Then he felt the urge, the need, to test, and pushed deeper, making her gag again.
Still she didn’t complain, and his excitement grew.
I should shove it down the little slut’s throat, he thought excitedly.
But he was not so crude.
She was very good with her mouth, and he was going to explode if she kept it up. He wanted to come, wanted very badly, but he restrained himself, pulling back with a gasp.
He slid backwards along her body. That meant releasing her hands, which displeased him, but he had no choice. He slid back, bringing his mouth down against hers, then down along the nape of her neck as she writhed and moaned beneath him. He continued down, sucking and licking at her breasts, then letting his tongue slide down her belly. He spread her legs forcefully, his hands firm on her slender thighs as he forced them wide, drawing a gasp of protest from the slim young woman.
Then he was teasing her with his tongue, caressing the moist, swollen edges of her sex lips, tickling her mons as she tried to roll her hips up. He rubbed at her sex, then gently parted her lips and licked at them, inside and out. He circled her hole, caressing it with fingers and tongue, but not entering, though she was softly groaning and cursing and begging him to do her now, to fuck her.
But something had hold of him. He’d had a lot of sex in his life, with a lot of beauties. That helped him restrain himself. For he was on the edge of something different, something he wasn’t’ quite as certain of as his usual lovemaking sessions.
When he finally brought his tongue across her clit she cried out softly and arched her back, cursing in pleasure and passion. He felt his own hardness pressing into the bed, and longed to thrust himself deep in her silken heat. But determination was rising and strengthening.
He did not want her fingers in his hair, on his head. He wanted her – helpless.



Chapter Two
 
Michelle’s breath were coming in rough, ragged, shallow gasps as Jason’s tongue danced around her clit. She shuddered and felt her muscles spasm as he closed his soft lips over it and sucked gently, her muscles forced her hips to buck up against him and she moaned aloud, digging her fingers into his scalp, trying to push him down harder.
God, she was going to come again!
Then he stopped.
“Jason!” she moaned.
How could he be so cool, so calm!?
He got up off her, all-but swaggering, and looked around the room. He opened one of her dresser drawers as Michelle slowly pushed herself half upright on her elbows.
“Wh-What are you doing!?” she panted.
He closed the drawer, opened another, then turned, grinning, eyes bright. He let his eyes flicker at her, the opening and closing crazily as he held up – a pair of nylons. Michelle stared at him without comprehension as he returned to the bed, climbed in, then watched as he straddled her belly with the nylons in hand. 
“What are - .”
And then she knew as he wrapped one around her right wrist, tied it tight, and pulled the nylon back towards the corner bedpost.
A sense of shock rippled through her, and an instant later came apprehension. But both were crushed by the flood of passion and excitement which swirled within her mind as she cocked her head up and, unresisting, watched Jason tying her wrist to the bedpost. 
She fought to control her breathing, not to seem too perverse, too excited, too aroused, as he took her other wrist and tied that to the other bedpost. She moaned and pulled at both nylons, feeling – helpless, at his mercy, in his control.
Then he was on her, ravenous, it seemed, aroused as she was by her bondage, his mouth crushing her lips as his hand moved on her breasts with much more power than it had before. It almost hurt, but she wanted and needed it rough now, wanted to be used, to be possessed. She shuddered as he gave her what she wanted, his mouth strong against hers, his hands kneading her breasts, sliding down between her legs to finger and then thrust into her pussy.
She shuddered and moaned, feeling wild and hot and deliciously slutty.
And then he was between her legs, his mouth hot, hungry, devouring her, blowing her mind so that she pulled and twisted and arched and cried out as another, even more powerful orgasm tore through her body.
The orgasm drained her, and made her skin feel raw and overly sensitive. But he didn’t stop, not even for a second, and now his tongue on her sex was making her uncomfortable, the sensations too powerful, too raw.
“Jason!” she gasped in complaint. “S-Stop!”
But he wouldn’t, and she couldn’t do a thing about it, as she twisted weakly and pulled against the nylons. She moaned and felt her helplessness, and as his tongue plunged into her pussy she felt her heat reigniting, felt her hunger rousing again. She’d never felt that so close behind an orgasm, and as the raw discomfort twisted into a hot delicious pleasure she thrilled to the overpowering stimulation and began to writhe and twist and buck up against him once again.
No more than two minutes after the first orgasm she had another, even more powerful, even more mind blowing, shocking herself. A minute later she had another, and then another, and then another, so that her belly ached and her chest hurt.
Jason got up, giving her a break, so she could lay back, chest heaving, spinning mind trying to settle.
But he returned with another pair of nylons, spreading her legs wide, tying her ankles to the lower posts. She hardly paid him any attention as she lay back, gasping for breath, moaning weakly. He got up and moved about the room, opening drawers, searching in her bedside table, then leaving the bedroom altogether. And by the time her mind was functioning again he was back sitting between her legs.
He’d brought back the bottle of wine, and a small bowl, and other things.
“Jesus Christ,” she moaned as he ran his hands gently over her spread-eagled body.
“You may call me Lord,” he said in mock haughtiness.
She groaned at his weak pun.
He took a drink of wine, straight from the bottle, then leaned in against her, kissing her, letting the wine trickle into her mouth and over her tongue. Michelle moaned and swallowed thirstily, excitedly. Something new again! Something new and kinky and exciting!
She felt the tautness of the nylons around her wrists and ankles, felt her own helplessness. She pulled weakly at each in turn, at all together, writhing and stretching slowly in dark, exultant pleasure.
Jason took another drink, and again let her drink from his mouth. Then he poured a little wine on her chest and licked it off. He poured a little wine over her throat and licked it off, his tongue sliding in beneath her ear as Michelle groaned helplessly.
He sat back and poured a little into her mouth, then put down the wine.
“What should I do with my helpless prisoner?” he asked teasingly.
“Rape her!” Michelle panted enthusiastically.
He mock laughed. “Perhaps I should torture her first.”
He lifted up – a teddy bear, of all things. It was a cute little thing, a present from a former boyfriend, actually. It was wearing a lovely little dress and a pretty hat with a feather sticking out of it. He plucked the feather free, and then began to slide it along her skin, along her thighs, so that she gasped and jerked and moaned in complaint.
He slid the feather up and down along her ribs and Michelle, as luck would have it, was very ticklish. She squealed and writhed, twisting and pulling against the nylons as Jason tormented her, playing the feather along her ribs and in her armpits, then down across her nipples and over her clit.
Then came the ice he had taken from the freezer, slowly circling her nipples, letting cold water trickle down over her breasts and ribs as she begged him to stop, following it up with his hot, licking, sucking mouth and tongue. 
He froze her nipples, making them burn, then sucked and licked until they were hot, then pinched and twisted them so she cried out in pain. But it was a strange dark, wildfire pain which made her pussy burn out of control.
“Repeat after me,” he said, teasing her throbbing, swollen nipples. “I’m Jason’s hot little slut.”
“I’m Jason’s hot little slut!’ she panted excitedly.
“I’m Jason’s sex slave,” he said dramatically.
“I’m Jason’s sex slave!”
“Beg me to fuck you, little slave.”
“Please fuck me, Jason,” she panted, groaning ,writhing. 
“More emotion, little slut.”
“Please fuck me, Jason,” she groaned. “Please fuck your little sex slave!”
He leaned in, caressing her clit with his tongue and easing back as she rolled her hips up towards him.
“Talk dirty to me, little girl,” he said. “Tell me how you love my cock and want it inside you.”
“I love your cock!” she moaned breathlessly. “Please fuck me! Please fuck your little sex toy with your beautiful cock! Please rape me with your wonderful big cock!”
“Do you love cock, slut?” he demanded, crawling up her body.
“Yes!”
He straddled her head, letting his cock dangle over her mouth, forcing her to raise her head to suck on the head. He lowered himself, fucking into her mouth, making her gag again, but not too strongly. She sucked headily, moaning around his prick, wanting to take more and more inside her. She had a wild need to swallow every last inch of him, but couldn’t reach him all.
God! She was so stretched out, so helpless!
“Please fuck me!” she gasped. “Please fuck my hot cunt! Please ram your beautiful cock up into my pussy!”
He slid back down her body, growling, his fingers hurting her breast as he squeezed powerfully, pinching her nipple so she cried out into his open mouth. She was desperate to feel his naked skin against hers, to stretch her arms up around him and pull him inside her.
He finally pulled back, rising on his knees. He peeled his shirt up and off, and she felt a surge of hunger and pleasure as he exposed his powerful chest and firm belly. He grinned down at her, undoing his pants, pushing them down and exposing the rest of him.
“I want you inside me,” she gasped.
“Talk dirty to me, slut.’
“Fuck me! Fuck my cunt!” she moaned, exulting in her own nastiness.
“I’m gonna rape you, bitch,” he growled.
“Rape me! Rape me! I’m your sex slave!” she moaned as he dropped atop her.
She felt his big, fat cock wedged between their bodies and exulted in the hot softness of his flesh against her as he kissed her. He raised his hips and centered his cock, and then his big prick stretched out the mouth of her sex and slid deep inside her.
Paradise.
Michelle felt a small orgasm ripple through her nervous system. It was like none other she’d ever felt, for it was not a climax, but a beginning. His cock felt incredible inside her, filling her, stretching her, making her ache in the most amazing, delicious way. And then as his mouth crushed hers and his heavy body crushed hers, his hips began to work and that big prick began to slide in and out in a way which caught at her mind and swamped it with sensory bliss.
She was lost, as wave after wave of hot, feverish sexual pleasure swept over her. Every deep thrust of his cock made her moan at the sheer bliss of being so deeply, fully penetrated. Another orgasm clawed at her mind, and another, and then another, until she could hardly think, hardly breath, her chest aching and belly churning.
“Fuck me,” she gasped dazedly. “Fuck me! Oh god! Fuck me!”
And he did.
His cock drove into her harder and faster, so that just as her mind adjusted to the sensory bliss, it grew more powerful. And then yet another orgasm hit and she heard herself screaming, as she’d never done before, screaming like some kind of porn actress in a movie, the kind she’d jeered at for their ridiculous phony pleasure.

* * *

“So how was your weekend?”
Michelle looked up from her desk and smiled. “It was nice. And yours?’
“Same old, same old,” Claire said.
She was Michelle’s boss, sort of, though her actual title was “team leader”, and they both worked for a mid-level manager in the city’s recreation department. 
“You had a date with the new guy, right?”
Michelle smiled shyly. She normally wasn’t shy about talking to Claire about guys, though the blonde woman was ten years her senior. Amanda was cool, though married and the mother of two small kids.
“It was okay,” she said.
“Just okay?”
“More than okay,” Michelle said with a little giggle.
“Oh really, so spill it!”
“No, no. I mean, it was just a date. We had dinner and chatted.”
“And…?”
“And… stuff,” Michelle said as Claire grinned.
“And was the stuff good?” she asked.
Michelle gave her a significant look.
“That good, huh?”
“It was very… nice,” she said shyly.
She wasn’t about to tell her how Jason had tied her up and driven her nearly crazy with orgasms. Claire was a friend but not that close a friend! God! She’d always thought multiple orgasm was a mere rumor, or the product of exaggeration. Now she’d had them! She, Michelle Collins, had had multiple orgasms! Incredible!
She wore a prim white blouse with lacy fringes around the collar and wrists, mostly because her wrists still bore the marks of the nylons she’d been bound with. He had apologized profusely, but it wasn’t that Jason had tied it too tightly. It was her own wild thrashing and pulling which had given her red marks around her wrists – and her ankles.
Her muscles had ached in places she didn’t know she had muscles when she’d wakened Sunday. And she’d been weak and full of amazement all day. Even now she was still held by a sense of awe about what had happened. And strange, dark sexual fantasies kept spilling through her mind. Was she some kind of bondage freak?
No! Bondage wasn’t all that weird, was it? It wasn’t even the first time. She’d let Larry tie her up when they’d been going steady. But it hadn’t felt the same. Then it had felt silly and awkward. Now it felt – hot. Jason was so masterful, so powerful, so stern and strong-willed and powerfully built and… and…
“Well, I hope you enjoyed yourself, because we got a report from the city auditor this morning, and Peter wants us all to break it down and respond to its individual points. Then we’ll gather together in the war room and build up our response.
Michelle groaned. All day talking about budgeting and best-use targets was not her idea of fun.  For the next two hours she was flipping through spreadsheets and making notations about budget improvements and areas for possible cost-cutting.
But Jason was never far from her mind, and not just Jason. That wild feeling, that intense thrill she’d felt at being helpless, stretched out, spread-eagled before him, that never quite disappeared for very long.
What they’d done had done something to her sense of self-image. She had always thought herself plain and boring. Now she felt a hot little thrill of wonder at her new sluttiness, her new kinkiness, her new wildness. She felt cocky, coy, seductive, sexy. She had a new awareness of her body, and of the men around her as they worked together.
That evening, she felt sexy, seductive. She wore only her black silk thong and the tight little camisole which went with it as she moved about the apartment, cooking, eating, watching TV. Her hands often went to her body, caressing her breasts inside and outside the top, then sliding into her panties. She masturbated while slumped low on the sofa and watching TV, and her mind was filled with images of Jason’s powerful body taking her, using her, fucking her hard, masterfully.

* * *

Kinky shit, Jason thought as he idly wandered in the store. His face was a mask of amusement, as though he had merely stopped in to laugh at the strange items for sale. But of course, he hadn’t. He’d been caught by an incredible wave of excitement when he’d had Michelle tied up and at his mercy. He loved having her tied up, loved being able to do whatever he wanted – or at least, to imagine he did.
And he wanted more of it.
The store was filled with bizarre implements, but some of it was hot and made his groin throb at the thought of Michelle. He was a little shy about actually purchasing any of the things there, but the thought of Michelle wearing, for example, the studded black collar and leather restraints almost gave him an erection right there in the store.
Would she wear them, though, or would she think he was some kind of freaky pervert? True, she’d been incredibly turned on by what he’d done, but was that because of being tied up or in spite of it. Would she be as willing to let him tie her up again or would she roll her eyes as if to say `Not again!’?	
There were a number of mannequins in the store. Most had their arms restrained in some way. And his cock pulsed as he imagined Michelle restrained and helpless in the same ways.
There were magazines, too, and expensive picture books, and many of them showed beautiful woman bound in various highly creative ways. Would Michelle let him do this?! His cock did begin to rise at some of the pictures, thinking about Michelle tied and restrained like that.
He was a little embarrassed taking his purchases to the counter, but the sales woman seemed to find it all perfectly routine. He paid cash, not wanting any computer records of him buying such things, then scurried off into the night, his palms a little sweaty with anticipation and hope that Michelle would get into this bondage thing as he was and not think he was a dangerous pervert.
He brought everything home to the townhouse condo he’d recently bought, then eagerly examined it all. He leafed through the book on bondage and read some of the descriptions and instructions, and his cock throbbed at the sight of some of the diagrams and pictures as he imagined Michelle like that.
But best to start slow, to not scare her off. The rope would do, since he could tie her up in so many different ways. It was soft cotton rope meant for bondage, black, about as thick as his finger. It would look very hot against her pale skin.
He hesitated, then picked up the phone. It rang once, twice, then it picked up and he heard her voice.
“Hi,” she said, her voice friendly, interested, slightly breathless.
Of course she knew who it was; caller id.
“Hi gorgeous,” he said.
“Hi sexy,” she replied, a smile in her voice.
“How was work today?”
“Boring, as usual. You?”
“Same old, same old. Doing anything tomorrow night?”
“Not that I can think of.”
“I thought we might have dinner.”
“Oh sure. Where?’
“Oh, any number of places come to mind, but especially that new place. You haven’t been there yet, I know. It’s called, Chez Moi.”
“Sounds like a dump,” she said with a laugh.
“Au contraire. It’s a beautiful place with soft candlelight and delicious cuisine!”

“You’re going to cook?”
“Well, yeah. I can do that. I’m a man of the twenty first century, you know. It’s not like I have some slave girl around to do all my chores for me.”

“How sad,” she said, but there was a catch in her voice.
Jason had never been shy or hesitant around women.
“Sure would be good to be like the old days, just go to the slave market and buy yourself a beautiful, naked slave girl to serve you.”
“You think so?” she snorted.
“Definitely. I’d kind of like to have a slave girl to do my bidding.”
“And what would you have your slave girl do for you?’ she asked.
“Oh all kinds of things; cook, clean ,sew, you know, service my manly body.”
“Your manly body!?” she exclaimed. “Ha!”
“You can’t lie to me, babe. You’re hot for me,” he said.
“Only slightly.”
“Maybe I’ll get some video of your next orgasm and play it back to you the next time you have doubts.”
“Shut up!” she said in mock outrage.
“You’re hot for me, baby. Say it. Go ahead. We both know it.”
There was a pause. “Okay, I’m hot for you.”
“You want to be my sex toy,” he taunted.
“Maybe a little.”
“Go ahead. Say it.”
“I want to be your sex toy,” she said, grinning at the phone.
“You want my big cock inside you, don’t you, slutty girl?”
“Yeah!”
“Maybe if you’re a good little girl, and beg nicely, I’ll agree to letting you have some tomorrow night.”
“Oh thanks ever so much. You’re so generous!” she said sarcastically.
“I know,” he said.
“You’re hot for me too.”
“Maybe a little. Don’t put a lot of thought into what to wear. You won’t be wearing it long.”
She laughed in delight. “You think so, do you?”
”I know so, baby. I’ll tear  your clothes right off you and ride you like a bitch in heat.”
“So you’re calling me a bitch now!”
“You’re my bitch, my hot, sexy little bitch.”
“Not yet, he-man, but maybe if you play your cards right.”
“Maybe I’ll get some chains ready,” he said cockily.
“You wish,” she said.
“My wish is your command, little sex slave. We’ll see what I wish for tomorrow night.”



Chapter Three
 
Jason picked her up at work, and was entirely a gentleman, until they got into the garage and into his car, then he swept her into his arms and their lips slid together for the better part of a minute as his left hand slid under her jacket and kneaded her breast through her sweater. When he broke free they were both breathing hard and filled with hunger for each other.
“You ever do it in a parking garage?” he asked.
“Not in the one I’m working,” she said, looking around a little warily.
He grinned. “Just kidding.”
The drive back to his place was filled with mostly inconsequential small-talk, both of them distracted, both of them anticipating the evening ahead
He pulled over up the street from his condo, and Michelle made the obligatory noises as he led her through the door. It was a lovely little townhouse, and cost a mint given its location, but she had other things on her mind, and so did he. He’d no sooner locked the door when he swung her into his arms and their lips melded once again.
He had her against the wall, and pressed her wrists back above her head as they kissed. Then he held them there with one hand as his other slid under her long skirt, lifting it up as his hand ran up the inside of her thigh and cupped her pussy. She moaned and shifted her legs apart, giving him freer access, and his hand rose and then slid down the top of them.
He pulled her clothes off quickly as she ran hands up the inside of his shirt and caressed his muscular chest. Then he hefted her, squealing, over his shoulder and carried the naked girl into the front living room.
The corner had a large fireplace, and he threw her off his shoulder into his arms, then set her down on the soft white rug he’d placed before it. He slid atop her, their lips together, her legs parting to admit him, and he ground himself against her as his hands slid through her hair and over her breast.
Her legs curled around him and she groaned in excitement as her hands kneaded his shoulders and caressed his back. She was naked again, and he was still fully clothed.
He licked his way down to her breast, sucking and chewing lightly as his hand slid between her legs and began to stroke her pussy. She moaned and writhed beneath him, her breath becoming more ragged.
He drew back, then rolled her swiftly onto her belly. He gripped her right wrist and pulled it firmly back behind her back. Then he took the rope he’d pre-cut out of his blazer pocket and carefully wrapped it around her right wrist, tied it firmly wrapping the rope around it as she pretended to try and pull her hand away.
She felt a wild thrill. “Pervert!” she cried, wriggling, but not too hard. 
“Shut up, slut,” he said, slapping her bottom.
She began to struggle harder, but was giggling and laughing as he tried to restrain her. He had to put his weight on her and force her wrist up high behind her back before she cried out in pain and stopped struggling.
“Bring your other hand back behind you.”
“F-Fuck you,” she gasped.
He forced her wrist up a little higher and she cried out again.
“Put the other arm behind your back,” he ordered, his cock throbbing with excitement.
She moaned and slowly drew her other arm back. He grabbed it and lowered the first – reluctantly, then held them crossed behind her back as he carefully wrapped the rope around them. Michelle kicked her lower legs up and down as he straddled her, rolling her body from side to side in pretend resistance.
Jason carefully looped the rope around the left, back around her right, laying a second loop around that wrist, then the second. When he was done, five neat loops lay nestled side by side, very firmly binding her slender crossed wrists together.
But he wasn’t finished. Now he took out the second rope and tied it around her right ankle. Michelle began kicking them apart at once, and he had to slide down her legs, pinning them together between his thighs. Michelle looked down, panting, eyes alight with excitement as he bound her ankles together as well.
Then he rolled her onto her back. Casually, he ran his hands over her body, kneading and caressing, reveling in the tactile pleasure his hands drew from touching her exquisitely soft flesh.
“Maybe I should torture you,” he said.
“Prick. Asshole. Go ahead,” she taunted breathlessly.
“Ooo, little slave girl is looking for a spanking,” he warned.
She fluttered her eyes. “Creep, weirdo, pervert.  You wouldn’t dare.”
He lifted her bound ankles up straight, then pushed them back against her chest, his fingers caressing her moistening slit
“Ha. You’re asking for it all right. Slut!”
“Bastard!” she groaned.
He drew out another piece of rope, and eased her legs down, then rolled her onto her belly. He slapped her bottom and she yelped at the sting. Then he lifted her ankles up and back towards her wrists, tying the rope to the loops circling her ankles, then running it to the ones around her wrists. He pulled slowly and she groaned, her body forced to bow as he increased the pressure.
“What are you doing?” she groaned.
“Torturing you, slut.”
He was, in fact, hog-tying her, as he’d seen in the books, and she was even more excited than he was as he rolled her onto her side and she found herself bound so tightly, so helplessly.
“Now I’ll make dinner,” he said with a grin, getting to his feet.
“You bastard!”
He laughed and walked towards the kitchen. Michelle, flushed with arousal, wriggled and writhed, testing her bonds, excited at how tight and yet comfortable they were, her pussy throbbing at being naked, tied, and laying helpless in front of the fireplace. The rug was deliciously soft and fluffy underneath, and she groaned as she writhed a little atop it.
It seemed so – so raw, so carnal, so erotic!
After a few minutes he returned, and sat down next to her. He ran his hands over her body, kneading her breasts, then undid his zipper, taking out his semi-flaccid cock.
“Suck my cock, slut,” he said in a dramatic growl.
He pushed it at her mouth, holding her by the hair, and she gasped as it brushed across her mouth. Excitement surging, she sucked at it as he pushed it against her mouth again, reveling in her own helplessness, in how hot and wild and kinky this all was.
He hardened rapidly, and knelt, knees wide, hands roaming her body as he slowly pumped his cock in and out of her mouth, just enough to gag her a little on his deepest strokes.
“One of these days I’m gonna shove my cock right down your throat, you little slut,” he panted.
Instead he pulled out. His cock was throbbing and the pressure was becoming impossible. He was ready to explode, and wanted to last all evening.
He rolled her onto her belly, then untied the rope he’d used to bind her ankles and wrists together. Michelle groaned as he let her legs unfold.
“Kneel,” he ordered.
He helped her, gripping her by the arm and sliding a hand between her thighs to cup her sex and lift. He raised her hips and bottom into the air, keeping her head and chest down.
“Spread your legs, slut,” he growled again, slapping her buttocks.
She panted and shifted her knees apart on the floor.
“Should I fuck your hot, buttery little pussy?” he asked, kneeling behind her and rubbing his cock up and down along her slit. “Should I ram my cock into your hot cunt all the way to the hilt?”
“Do it,” she paned. “Fuck me!”
“Oh no, slut. Not yet. You’ll have to beg for it first.”
“Fuck you,” she gasped.
He slapped her bottom again, then reached down to the small box he’d left nearby in preparation. He drew out a long, thick black cock-like device, a vibrator, and turned it on. Michelle gasped, her head twisting around, trying to see, as he rubbed it along her slit.
“Wha-what are you doing?” she moaned.
“Whatever I want. You’re my slut, remember?”
He slapped her bottom again.
He massaged her glistening sex with the buzzing vibrator, noting how her body bucked and ground back every time he went near her swollen clit. Then he slowly sank the vibrator into her pussy, twisting it from side to side, working it in and out, deeper and deeper, until she groaned as it pushed against the very base of her pussy tunnel.
He pumped it in and out a few times, jammed it deep, so she groaned at the ache, then took out more black rope. He tied a loop around the vibrator where it protruded from the tight clasp of her sex lips and ran it up to just below her belly button. He held it there, then tied a loop around her hips and back. With a quick jerk he tightened the pull so that the rope jammed the sex toy up against the top of her slit. Then he fed the rope through the loop around here waist and back down between her thighs. He knelt on it to hold it in place, then produced a squeeze tube of lube and squirted it against her anal opening.
“Nooo,” she moaned. “What are you doing!?”
He chuckled, rubbing his finger against her rosebud, then slowly screwing it inside.
“Getting your ass ready,” he said. “I’ll probably fuck your ass later on, if I still want to.”
“Noo,” she groaned again. “I don’t want to.”
He slapped her bottom sharply. “Who cares what you want, you slut? I’m in charge and you don’t get any say in anything. You’re just my sex slave.”
His finger pumped in and out of her, then he produced a dildo and slowly worked that up her ass, pumping it in and out, excited at her groans and moans of complaint. But she took it – took it deep, without any real problems. He then wrapped the rope around it and fed it up to the loop around her waist. As with the one in front, he tugged sharply and then tied it off behind her back. Now she had a couple of inches of purring vibrator sticking out of her pussy and several inches of dildo sticking out of her ass.
He took out more rope, looped it around the vibrator, then fed it up her abdomen to just below her belly button. He held it there and circled her waist, then looped the rope together and pulled sharply. Michelle gasped, her body jerking, as the rope jammed down against her hips, and pulled up sharply against the vibrator. He then looped it around the base of the dildo and ran it up between her buttocks, into the loop around her waist, and pulled sharply before tying it off.
“All right, slut,” he said. “Time to eat.”
He buried his fingers in her hair and pulled gently, but firmly. When that produced no complaint he pulled harder, and she gasped, forced up to her knees. With a stronger pull, she was forced up onto her feet, but still didn’t complain. Jason’s cock was stiff as a log as he pulled on her hair, then made her hop across the floor to the kitchen. There he forced her to her knees again beside the table.
He made only one large plate, and sat down at the table to eat. Michelle, realizing she was to kneel on the floor, felt wildly excited at the prospect, as she writhed in her bonds trying to work a hand free. 
He had not so much made dinner as heated it up, and now he turned and placed an open hand before her.
“Have some rice, slut,” he said.
Michelle stared indignantly up at him, but her pussy throbbed, and when she saw the rice in his hand and realized he meant for her to eat out of his hand she felt another hot bubbling rush of excitement. This was so wild and kinky and exciting!
She hesitated, then bent and ate the rice out of his hand, her tongue sliding out, licking at it, drawing it into her mouth. She did the same with chicken balls, giggling at first, but then, as her excitement rose, becoming too hot, and too eroticized to find it amusing. He held small spareribs out to her, and she delicately ate the meat off the bones. 
Her knees were beginning to ache, however, and as much as she tried to shift her weight from side to side, and to sit on her heels, the pain was growing. Even her feet began to ache, for sitting on her heels forced the balls of her feet to arch back, and the ache grew worse the longer she was sitting on them.
Who knew it would be so uncomfortable to kneel!?
“My knees hurt,” she complained.
“Maybe I’ll make your ass hurt.”
“No, I mean it,” she said. “I’m going to get bruised knees.”
“Slave girls should get used to being on their knees.”
“Bite me.”
“Not a problem!”
“Jason!”
He sighed and pushed his chair back, then dragged her to her feet, pulling on her hair again as she gasped in discomfort. He sat back down and carefully drew her onto his lap, sitting astride, both of them taking care so that the base of the sex toys sticking out of her went between his thighs. That allowed Jason to both feed her and play with the two of them, and it was certainly the most exciting dinner Michelle had ever had, her body pulsing with sexual energy and pressure throughout.
After dinner, Jason played with the ropes again. This time he untied her ankles so she could spread her legs. Then Michelle bent over and he tight loops around the base of both breasts, making them stick out in hard, taut balls of flesh. As he sat her across his lap again, pinching, rolling, licking and sucking on her exquisitely stiff nipples, he was able to make her come.
He loosened the ropes around her breasts, then and untied her wrists. Michelle knelt wearily, but still excited, as he tied her in another way. This time he lifted her right wrist up high behind her back, inching it slowly up as she gasped in pain, until her complaints became loud enough that he knew he was really hurting her. Then he backed off – a little, and lifted her other wrist up high.
When he had both wrists as high as he could without causing real pain he fed the rope across her shoulder and around her neck, though at the base, not around her throat. Now he tried to push her elbows back together. As with her wrists, he forced them slowly back as she gasped and moaned and wriggled in discomfort. Each time the pain grew too great he backed off, massaging her shoulders, working her elbows in and out. He wasn’t able to get them tightly together, but was able to tie them back fairly far, and Michelle was utterly helpless.
Now he stood over her and finally stripped himself. He bunched up Michelle’s hair, twisting it from side to side, surprised at how little it seemed to hurt her, or at least, how little she complained. He pulled hard, and she only gasped, as he rubbed his hard cock back and forth over her face, across her nose and cheeks, against her lips. 
“Now you’re gonna suck my cock, bitch,” he growled. “aren’t you? Aren’t you? Little cock sucker!”
He slapped her cheeks with his cock. “Aren’t you, slut?”
“Yes!” she gasped.
“You’re my little cock sucker, aren’t you, slut?’
“Yes!” she gasped. “I’m a cock sucker! I want to suck your cock!”
He pulled her hair sharply, forcing her head back, her back arching. “Say it again, slut.”
“I’m a cock sucker!” she cried weakly.
“Say you’re a cock sucking whore,” he demanded excitedly.
Even more excited, she did. “I’m a cock sucking whore!” she gasped, eyes alight.
He thrust his cock into her open mouth, and Michelle moaned around it, sucking excitedly, her tongue sliding feverishly up and down its length as he twisted her hair and fucked in and out of her.
“Gonna fuck your face, slut,” he said. “Suck it. Suck that cock. Whore!”
She moaned, energized, crackling with sexual electricity again as his words burned into her mind. She sucked and he pumped, in and out, deeper, deeper still, making her gasp and choke and gag as her body tried to pull back and he twisted on her hair.
“Fucking whore,” he growled. “Fucking cock sucking whore!”
He thrust into her harder, and suddenly the head of his cock popped into Michelle’s throat. He gasped in shock at the feel while Michelle’s eyes went wide and she gagged heavily. He pulled back and she coughed and gasped for breath. But she didn’t complain, and that energized him. He thrust into her mouth again, pumping in and out, and once again, this time deliberately, let his cock push into her throat.
Again she gagged and her body writhed and twisted, and again he pulled out, feeling the hot, moist suction of her throat around the head of his prick.
“Hot little slut. I’m gonna fuck your throat,” he threatened.
He pumped into her mouth, fingers twisting and pulling at her hair, her slender body writhing, hips grinding. He gripped her head in both hands and held her still as his cock worked in and out of her mouth. She moaned, kneeling limply, submissively, keeping her lips closed around his pumping shaft, staring at his belly as he worked himself in and out of her mouth.
He tilted her head back, and then thrust into her throat again. This time he drew Michelle’s head forward  and drove his hips to meet her. Again she gagged and choked, her lower body twisting and jerking in resistance, but the cock was now deep in her throat, and he could not hold himself back. He pulled her head towards him as he drove his prick right down her throat.
“Oh fuck! Fuck yeah! Fucking deep throat me! Shit! Unngh!” he gasped, holding her by the hair as her body bucked and jerked, his cock buried in her throat, her face jammed against his groin.
He was going to come, come gallons, but her face was turning very red, and he pulled back. He pulled free and she coughed violently, gasping for breath. And as she did he squeezed and pumped his spit-wet prick and came. The build-up had been so long that he literally spewed out, his semen spurting over her face in long, thick, wet streams as she gasped for breath.
It was the first time he had ever come in a girl’s face like that, and the first time Michelle had ever had a guy come in her face. It struck both of them differently. He felt a hot wall of masculine excitement, felt victorious, like a conqueror. Michelle felt shocked, dirty, degraded, and at the same time, wildly excited by the sheer outrage of it.
He recovered on the sofa, with Michelle sitting limply across his lap, gasping weakly. He caressed her body and wiped her face, kissing her lightly. He also used his thumb against her clit, pushing it in and back against the vibrator still buzzing away inside her.
“You fucking bastard,” she said in an amazed voice. “I can’t believe you came in my face!”
He chuckled in amusement. “Neither can I. But it sure felt wild. And you are my hot little slut, remember.”
“My throat hurts.”
“Badly?”
She shook her head, swallowing repeatedly. “God. It felt – wild, incredible, kind of scary, and sore.”

“Ready to swallow it again?”
She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

He pinched her nipples and she squirmed.

“Do you always fucking come so much?
“You’re going to find out, you little cock sucker.”

“You’re so mean,” she said, pretending to pout.
“You got it, slut.”
He pulled back on her hair and she groaned as her head was forced far back. Her body was forced back as well, until she was draped across his lap, rather than sitting astride. His fingers gripped the base of the vibrator and dildo, twisting them around inside her as she groaned.
Then he set her on her knees before him and she began to lick at his cock and balls, sucking them into her mouth and working them over with her tongue as he began to harden once again.
He didn’t try to shove it down her throat, this time. Instead he pulled her up by the hair and then pulled her back onto his lap. He undid the rope around looped around the dildo and pumped it slowly as she stood before him, bent over slightly. Then he pulled the dildo free and drew her back.
“Oh fuck!” she gasped. “Wait! Wait!”
“You’ve got a gorgeous ass.”
“Ohh!”
She could feel the head of his cock against her rosebud, her anus still open, the muscles relaxed now from the dildo. His cockhead stretched her a little, but not much, and then it was sliding into her as he drew her down.
“Oh! Ohh! Unnggh!” she gasped, wide-eyed.
He slapped her bottom.
“Sit on it, slut. Take my cock right up your tight ass!”
“Oh God!”
She was surprised it hadn’t hurt. It was almost halfway up inside her now, and there was no pain. She sat slowly, gasping, easing up when she felt too much pressure. He had patience, and his hand moved around in front of her to rub at her clit, which certainly had the affect of distracting her. She sat lower, moaning as his prick slid up into her ass, then lower still, groaning as she felt cramps in her gut.
Jesus, who would have believed she would ever do something like this!?

* * *

Jason was fighting to control his passion and hunger, and the surge of need which threatened to force Michelle into doing what he wanted. He held her by her slim hips, looking down at her rosebud wrapped around his throbbing shaft. The sight aroused him immensely, but even better, somehow, were Michelle’s gasps and groans and her helplessness against him.
Her wrists were lifted high behind her, still bound in place, her elbows back and down. Now he shifted his grip to her arms, just above the elbows, and used them as handles to lift her and pull her down. He slowly worked her arms back farther and farther, and Michelle hardly gave any sign of noticing, aside from her continuous gasps as his cock slid deeper into her belly.
Every inch of cock which pushed up into her began to throb as her tight warmth squeezed around it, as her muscles spasmed and milked his eager cock. He drew her arms tighter back, and was rewarded with a gasp of pain. He drew her back, drew her down, and she moaned as his cock pushed even deeper.
“Oh! Oh God!” she gasped.
And then her buttocks were flat against his thighs and she was moaning anew as his prick lay buried inside her warm belly. The feeling was exquisite, and he groaned himself, grinding his hips, loving the feel of her body wrapped around his cock.
As he did, he noticed that he had now forced her arms so far back her elbows were actually touching. Excited, he released them, then reached for he knots on the ropes. Her arms sprang aside to the distance the ropes permitted. Then, as he pulled the ropes slowly tighter, her elbows pulled back together again, and Michelle moaned anew.
He tied them off, her elbows bound tight, his cock pulsing inside her body, then shifted his grip to her hips and began to lift her up and down as he thrust up into her.
“Ride my cock, slut,” he said excitedly. “Ride the cock stuffed up your tight ass!”

* * *

And Michelle did, gasping and moaning, moving slowly. He reached around her, cupping and groping her breasts, then slid a hand between her legs and began to rub at her clit. Michelle’s gasps grew louder and more passionate. She began riding harder, using her legs to raise her up and then slide back down the long, thick shaft, impaling herself again and again on his fat prick as he rubbed at her clit and the vibrator purred wildly within her belly.
An orgasm swept through her mind and she shuddered and moaned, arching her back, still riding, riding, riding feverishly, forcing herself up, then dropping heavily down onto the impaling shaft beneath her, grunting and gasping at the ache as his fat prick thrust through the soft folds of flesh and drove deep into her belly.
Her head rolled bonelessly as she gasped for breath, her body still plunging up and down, his hands beneath, lifting and lowering her. But then, as the orgasm drained away, he lifted her up and lowered her on the rug, on her knees. With her arms bound so high behind her she was, of course helpless to even support her upper torso. She groaned, her chin jammed against the floor, head forced back as he spread her legs and then began to thrust solidly into her back opening.
It was far faster, far harder than when she had been riding him, and the dazed girl grunted continuously as Jason’s big cock pounded into her upraised bottom, his hips slapping against her buttocks as he grunted and cursed and used her hungrily.
The pounding against her jarred and shook her entire body, including the vibrator held so tight inside her by the rope still tied around it. The effect of his hard riding was to tug the vibrator against the rope – just a little – again and again and again, up and down, up and down, sawing the rope directly across her swollen, aching clitoris.
There were women who might have resisted that, but Michelle was not among them, and her sexual heat began to spiral upwards rapidly as she shuddered and moaned and jerked under his furious assault, bound, helpless, and in the midst of a wild, thrilling dream.
Jason slapped her bottom, and then slapped it again as he rode her, calling her slut and whore and bitch as he pounded his cock into her ass. And every slap and every word was like a small explosion of nasty, squirming delight in her mind as she knelt tightly bound before him and was used so roughly.
She came again, head jammed back, eyes glazed, gurgling in feverish hunger and pleasure as her body was pounded violently and that big cock pistoned inside her, and then his fingers were digging into her flanks and he was grinding his hips against her as his cock softened inside her ass, and she knew he had poured his cream into her body, spurted his heavy white cream down the tight, forbidden tube of her anus. A little shudder of distaste ran through her, but it was barely noticed amid the languorous afterglow of her own second coming.



Chapter Four
 
“I can’t believe she got promoted again. Was there ever a worse employee?”
“I know what you mean. Some of these people, you know, who’ve worked for the city forever, they don’t know what work is.”
“And she’s just so lousy! She comes in at seven – she says, but you never see anything at here desk besides her coat and purse until at least eight!”
“And then all she does is whine about how hard her work is.”
“She’s always missing deadlines and always behind in her work.”
“If she’d ever get off the phone and stop talking to her boyfriend she might find enough time to get things done.”
It was a normal workday morning. Michelle sipped her coffee as the girls bitched and gossiped. Blonde bombshell Tanya, pretty little Anna, and stern, responsible Sharon shared the other three sides of the table in the cafeteria with her.
She was tired. Jason had only left early in the morning, and despite how physically exhausted she’d been it had taken her some time to calm down and get to sleep. Her shoulders and arms were still sore from the tight bondage, and though the ropes had been soft, there were still red marks on her wrists and above her elbows.
Because of that she was wearing a long sleeved, dark blue shirt, open most of the way, with a light blue, form fitting T-shirt beneath. In addition, she was wearing her watch with the wide watchband on one wrist, and a wide silver bracelet on the other.
“You know, Michelle’s being way too quiet this morning, and way too smug,” Anna said.
Michelle looked up. She had been distracted by thoughts of the previous night.
“What?”
“What?” Tanya said mockingly. 
“Did we see Mr. America last night by any chance?” Anya asked.
“He’s not Mr. America,” Michelle said defensively.
The others snickered. Sharon was married, Anna about to be, and Tanya considering it, having lived with her boyfriend for almost a year. Michelle had been the only one without a boyfriend, at least until recently, and they had all picked and prodded to know as much about Jason as she would tell them.
Not that she was particularly reticent. She had regaled them with how sweet and sexy he was, and how handsome of course. Nor had she left out what an incredible body he had. Why would she? She’d heard enough about their guys for a long time.
“And yes, he did come over,” she said, modestly dropping her eyes to her coffee cup.
“On a Tuesday night, no less,” Sharon said. “Was it a late night?”
She shrugged and the other girls laughed softly.
“And are you sore in all kinds of places?” Anna cooed.
“Never mind,” Michelle exclaimed.
“So when are we going to meet his guy?”
“I don’t know, the next time we have some kind of event, I guess, if he’s available then. I mean, we’ve only been seeing each other, like, two weeks, guys.”
“Yeah, but you’re definitely serious about him. I can tell.”
“Well, maybe. But it’s still too early.”
And she just didn’t feel up to telling them about her sore ass, or how her evening was spent tied up for hours. There was something deliciously exciting about that, but also shameful, in a way. She didn’t want their eyes going wide and their minds to fill with images of her naked and tied up.
Although she might let something slip, quietly, later, to Tanya, who had confessed to loving anal sex. Michelle had always thought that was weird, until last night. But the feel of Jason’s big cock pounding into her ass had been simply incredible, especially with the vibrator up her pussy.
She had felt so – so used! So slutty! So wicked!
Why did that excite her? Why should she get aroused at being a slut, at having a guy use her like a bitch, like his sex toy?! She didn’t understand it, but wasn’t feeling terribly guilty. Instead she felt a smug sense of satisfaction and excitement. 
God! He had shoved his cock right down her fucking throat! How incredibly intense was that! She had deep throated him! That was so wild! She could hardly wait to try it again. That was definitely a skill she wanted to master. Again, she hadn’t told the girls about it, but she certainly would. They had all talked about deep throating, of course, but none had managed it before.
Of course, none of them had tried it with their hands tied behind their backs and a strong man holding them in place as he shoved his cock down their throats!
She just wouldn’t add that part.
Break over, they headed back upstairs to their floor. Michelle headed for the library, where she had to bind papers together into reports which would be handed out at a big meeting later that afternoon. She was always a little irritated by having to do what she thought of as secretarial work. But the computer had done away with most secretaries, so that when something like this had to be done it was basically left to whoever was newest, youngest, and least able to say no. Currently, that was her.
The machine was on a low table, which forced her to bend over a little. That did nothing great for her back, which hurt a little from yesterday night, when her shoulders had been forced back so hard for so long. Still, the memory gave her a pleasant, hot little buzz as she fed papers into the binding machine and then cranked the lever to lock them together with the little plastic tabs.
A movement behind her made her turn and then turn back with a sour expression. Luke Majors had come into the library. He was another manager on her floor, and one well-known as a pervert. He had already been talked to a couple of times by senior managers, but it was hard to do anything in government without proof of wrongdoing, and it was always his word against whatever woman he had offended. And usually it was a matter of looks and stares anyway, which were open to interpretation.
On top of that, of course, he was a jerk, with an abrasive manner and a nitpicking, finicky, micromanaging style that found fault with everything.
He was not, however, her manager, so she really didn’t care much about him.
She could feel him moving around behind her, and had little doubt he was staring at her ass. Well, let him. It was a very nice, tight ass, she thought, a trifle smugly. It had always been shapely and the men had always looked at it. Today, with her tight white pants, it would be especially attractive to the likes of Luke, who, at twice her age, had little hope of ever getting his hands on such an ass again – if he ever had.
The odd thing was that, while she still felt self-conscious, she also felt a little excited, knowing he was staring at her ass. Maybe it was because of how Jason had sodomised her the other night. Was that what Luke was thinking right then and there, how he’d like to stuff his cock up her ass?  Wouldn’t you love to, she thought smugly. And bent just a little further forward.
She had never played up to Luke. Why would any woman!? And she had never found anything but resentment and irritation in the way he looked at her like a piece of meat. Why then, was she feeling a little embarrassed thrill rush through her body as she worked on the bundles and felt his hot little beady eyes on her ass?
She felt him coming closer.
“I need some reports bound too. Do you think you could do them after this?”
“You’ll have to ask Paul about that,” she said. “He said he had something else he wanted me to do.”
Asking Paul was her standard answer. The idiot should know that by now. He certainly knew better than to ask Paul. He was always trying to get other people’s employees to do work for him. And the other managers, like Paul, had little patience for it. Paul would tell him, politely, more or less, to go fuck himself.
“Nobody in my group really knows how to use the machine,” he said.
Little wonder. Everyone in his group was ancient. And were all men. They wouldn’t put a woman under Luke.
And then as she pulled down on the lever she felt, with a sense of shock, his groin push against her ass!
She was so shocked she didn’t even react at first. And, perhaps encouraged, he pushed in harder, and she felt his erection rubbing against her ass. She was grossed out, and so still too shocked to know what to do. Her first thought was to turn around and punch him in the face. Her second was to knee him in the groin.
But then she was overcome with another wild shock.
She liked it.
No, she hated it!
But it was making her feel wildly, nastily excited, that hard prick grinding against her. He was – he was – abusing her! He was molesting her! He was courting his own firing, too! Was he out of his tiny mind!?
“I-it’s not hard to learn. I can teach them,” she gulped, her voice half breaking.
Why was she not shoving him back angrily, cursing him out, going to see Paul to complain?! He was a gross little man and she’d never found him the least bit desirable!
Now she was imagining him bending her over the table, pulling down her pants, and fucking her hard. No, pinning her wrists together behind her back, and pulling her hair, slapping her ass, fucking her ass…
She twisted away at last, and stalked out of the room without looking back or speaking, heart pounding. She felt ashamed, angry and indifferent. But her pussy was also throbbing fiercely, and she knew she was getting very wet.
Why!?
Because for some reason the thought of being molested, being forced, being made to submit to a man was arousing and exciting! Even a loathsome little toad like Luke!
She returned to her desk, considered and rejected telling Paul, and tried to concentrate on something else, at least for a bit. Luke wouldn’t stay in the library long, that was for sure. He’d scurry back to his desk and hope she didn’t tell anyone what he’d done.
She squeezed her thighs together under the desk, and imagined it was Jason, imagined she was still in the library, her wrists forced up behind her neck, his cock pounding away at her as she was bent helplessly over the table.
This would not do. She had to put that sort of thing out of her mind!
She returned to the library, wary for any sign of Luke, and finished binding the reports, then handed them off to Paul. While in his office she mentioned Luke had dropped by and asked if she could do reports for him.
“Fuck him,” he said.
“Ick, no,” she replied jokingly.
“Tell him you’re too busy. If he has a problem he can come and see me.”
“That is what I told him.”
She returned to her desk and worked on a project until noon, then, her mind still occupied by thoughts of Jason and sex and bondage, she decided to go out shopping for something sexy. Something lacy, perhaps.
She drew on her black, hip length leather jacket and went out, but it was not cold and she didn’t close it. She walked up the street two blocks to where there was a collection of shops, and then hesitated, her eyes suddenly drawn by a store across the street. She’d been aware of it, of course, seen it many times, though she’d never gone inside. It was a sex shop, one of those places filled with odd sexual – things.
She’d had occasional thoughts about going in there before, though never alone, just for laughs, and perhaps a little voyeuristic excitement. Now she felt an overwhelming desire to go inside and see if there was something which might surprise Jason, something hot and nasty and exciting.
It took her several minutes to work up the courage, then she was crossing the road, heart pounding, heading for it, hoping it would be empty, that no one she knew would see her going into it. She opened the door and walked inside.
It was a small shop, and not particularly clean. The floor was wood, and dirty, and there were two long aisles, with shelves stocked high with merchandise. The cashier was to her left, and there were two men, not together, on the aisle on that side. Michelle ignored them and the girl behind the counter, heading down the empty aisle. Her face was flushed, and she glanced at things as if casually, not wanting to be seen staring at something particularly nasty.
Like, she gulped, a display of dildos and vibrators, some of them enormous! There were so many! And so outrageously displayed right out in the open, all those big pink and black and green and blue cocks! She let her eyes fix on one, in particular, a long, fat black one perfectly shaped like a real cock, right down to the veins circling it. What would it be like to slide that big prick up inside her, she wondered?
She wanted to buy it, she realized, as she passed it by. Not that she would. Bringing that up and handing it to the sales girl? No way!
There were a lot of vibrators, perched on end, looking like a fleet of rocket ships about to take off, then male toys, which made her snicker and giggle. Further back, though, came the bondage stuff, and she licked her lips excitedly at the sight of it all. The thigh high boots with those wicked stiletto heels drew her eyes, as well. Those would at least make it easier to kneel on the floor.
“Can I help you with anything?”
She started, but it was the saleswoman, perhaps twenty, with very short blonde hair, and tattoos on her bare arms.
Face flushed, Michelle agonized for a long instant.
“Do you have these in a nine?” she asked.

They were only boots! Only boots!
“Sure, let me check.”

The girl went into the back room, and Michelle looked self-consciously around. At least the men were still on the other side of the aisle, where she thought she’d seen lots and lots of magazines.
She looked at a mannequin, or really, a half mannequin, from the waist up. There was a heavy collar around its neck, and a long, narrow strip of leather hung behind it, down its back. There were straps on that strip which closed with Velcro, obviously intended to hold someone’s arms. That would be much more comfortable than what Jason had done to her.
“Here, try these on,” the girl said, bustling out of the back room with a large box.
She led Michelle to a small bench, and she sat down nervously as the girl opened the box and drew out a boot. It was just a boot, she told herself, and this girl must have seen it all. She certainly doesn’t think this is strange. 
She untied her leather sneakers and the girl guided her foot into the boot, which zipped up on the inside.
“You’ll have to stand to do it up all he way.”
She helped Michelle stand, awkward as that was, and zipped the boot up to just below her groin.
“It’s a little tight now because of your pants,” she said.
“Uhm…”
“Can you balance, and I’ll help you with the other one.”
Michelle did, holding onto her shoulder, a very wide shoulder, she noted, as the girl helped her slip her foot into the other boot. Then she had to grasp a shelf to balance unsteadily on the two high heels as the girl bent and zipped up the other boot.
It felt very weird. She was higher by several inches, and the boots were quite tight around her thighs and knees. But she could walk, slowly, after a fashion, with the girl beside her.
“I’ve never worn heels this high,” she confessed.
“Yeah, they take a little getting used to, but then, most women don’t do a lot of walking in them,” the girl said with a smirk.
Michelle giggled a little.
“Here, you should try these on too. They almost go with the boots.”
Michelle saw she was holding a pair of long leather gloves, and after an instant’ s hesitation, reached back and took off her jacket, dropping it on the bench. The girl helped her on with the gloves, which went up past her elbows.
There was a mirror on the wall, and the girl guided her towards it.
“This will look awesome without those clothes on,” she said enthusiastically.
“Uhm.” Michelle blushed.
“Now, something else,” the girl said, looking around.
“Oh well I - .”
“Do you have a collar?”
Michelle bit her lip, her eyes glancing to the mannequin with the collar and backpiece. The girl saw it and looked that way, then grinned. “Very popular,” she said.
She reached for a pile next to the mannequin, pulled one out, and opened it.
“Oh I don’t think - .”
“Come on. You’ll look really hot. Think of how your partner will react.”
The girl took the leather gear out and slipped the open collar around her throat.
“The back is detachable,” she said, buckling the collar around her throat before Michelle could really object.
Then to her shock the girl pulled her wrist back behind her, pressed it against the leather strip, and folded the strap over it. The strap locked in place at once with the Velcro, and the girl was then pulling her other wrist behind. Michelle was too startled to even think about resisting. 
“There. How does that feel?” she asked.
Michelle, face red, didn’t know what to say. It felt wildly slutty, and also wickedly exciting, but she was terribly embarrassed.
“Oh wait a second,” the girl said, hurrying back up the aisle to the cash.
Michelle stared after her, standing there in the thigh high boots, her wrists bound behind her back. She looked at herself in the mirror, mouth open, and imagined what she’d look like naked, when Jason came over.
The bell over the door rang as the man left with whatever he’d purchased, and the girl hurried back.
“Sorry,” she said. “You look awesome. Wait one.”
She picked up a leash and snapped it to the ring in the front of the studded leather collar.
“Excellent,” she said.
Michelle’s insides squirmed. It occurred to her that with that haircut, the way she was dressed, and now the way the girl was looking at her, that she was almost certainly a lesbian. Her heart was thumping, and she felt a strange fluttering in her lower belly.
“Now what else?’ the girl said.
She reached up and combed her fingers through Michelle’s hair at the sides, pulling it out of the collar, then pulled gently on the collar, leading her further down the aisle.
She put leather restraints around her ankles, then led her a bit further. She picked up a small box and opened it, taking from it a strange leather strap. At first, Michelle thought it was another collar, but there was a spongy black ball attached to the middle.
“I think these look really hot,” the girl said.
She reached behind Michelle with one hand and gripped her hair, then pulled sharply. Michelle gasped, and the woman pushed the spongy ball against her open mouth.
“Open wide. We don’t want to damage those beautiful teeth,” she said.
Reflexively, Michelle obeyed, and the spongy leather ball pushed into her mouth, filling it, jamming her tongue down. The strap it was attached to then went around her head, completely covering her mouth, and the girl lifted her hair in back and buckled it in place.
“You look so fucking hot!” she said.
She pulled on the leash and Michelle, mind swirling and stomach churning, was led further along. The girl stopped and picked up a long silver chain and turned with a wink and a grin.
“Perfect,” she said.
She pulled on the leash, leading Michelle into a curtained doorway which went to the rear of the store, then pulled the curtain. She grinned up at her, then deftly opened her blue shirt, pushing it back over her shoulders. She tugged on her T-shirt and lifted it up over her bra, then pulled the bra down under her breasts to bare them.
Michelle’s face burned and she squirmed helplessly, not knowing what to do. She was hideously embarrassed but also wildly aroused. She stared as the woman placed one end of the chain, which had a loop in it, over her already rigid nipple, then tightened a screw in the side of the little loop. Michelle began to gasp and moan, shifting her weight as the screw dug into her nipple painfully.
The girl lifted the other end of the chain, and she saw it had a similar loop, which the girl fit around her other nipple and locked in place. Michelle hissed and moaned and gasped as her nipples burned with pain, but the girl only grinned at her wide eyes.
“You’re kind of new to all this aren’t you, sweetie?”
She slid a hand between Michelle’s legs and squeezed her pussy.
“You ever done it with a girl before?”
Michelle shook her head, wide eyed.
“You don’t know what you’re missing, honey. No one knows a woman’s body like another woman. And we can go all night long, not just for a few minutes.”
She undid Michelle’s pants, ignoring her frantic shaking head, and pushed her trousers down over her hips, letting them slide down to the tops of her boots. She tugged the thong away and smiled as her fingers stroked along Michelle’s bare slit.
“What a pretty little pussy,” she said.
The bell rang out front, and she tsked in annoyance, then took the leash and wrapped it around a bracket which stuck out of the wall next to Michelle’s head and held up a shelf.
“Wait one. I’ll be right back.”
Michelle stared after her in disbelief, then at herself, practically naked, bound, helpless, in a shop before a woman whose name she didn’t even know. How had this happened!?
She tried to free her wrists, to no avail, and then the girl was back, holding an iron bare of some kind and – the big black dildo.
“Saw you looking at this,”  she said with a smirk.
She bent and Michelle saw that there were rings in the end of the bar. She fit one to the ankle restraint on her left ankle, then forced her feet further apart and locked the bar in place.
“This is a spreader bar,” the girl said. “It’s meant to keep naughty girls’ legs spread wide so other people can enjoy them.”
She smiled as she bent and began to lick at Michelle’s aching nipple, her hands moving slowly over her body. Michelle stared wildly. With her legs spread wide she was  now at about the girl’s height. The girl was kneading and squeezing her breasts, and then dropping to her knees in front of her. Michelle tried to jerk her legs closed, but of course, failed, and blushed deeply as the girl knelt and stared at her pussy.	
“A very nice little cunt,” the girl said, making Michelle blush even more, her mind squirming. 
The girl began to lick at her then, and despite her shame and embarrassment Michelle’s insides began to twist and spin and pulse as the girl’s tongue, amazingly long, thrust up into her pussy and teased and taunted her clit with wild, delicious sweeps and strokes.
God! This wasn’t happening! It wasn’t happening!
But it was! And if this woman didn’t stop she was going to come!
The bell rang out front and the girl sighed and got up again.
“Be right back.”
She left her, and Michelle gasped weakly, sweating, moaning, leaning against he wall, legs spread, pussy pulsing wetly. The girl was gone for at least five minutes, letting her calm down a little, letting her anger rise. She tried to twist free of the leather restraints but again failed. 
And then the girl was back, ignoring her wild eyes, her muffled demands to be freed, kneeling and resuming her expert licking. Michelle tried to resist, but it quickly collapsed and her head was back, her eyes glassy as the wave of sensory pleasure swept up through her body.
Then she felt herself being penetrated, first by fingers, then by something much bigger, much wider. She forced her head forward, staring down, gasping as she saw the girl slowly twisting the dildo from side to side, trying to force it up inside her. It hurt, or more truthfully, it ached, but the girl’s arm was thick and strong and Michelle could only gasp and moan into the gag as the girl forced it up inside her, then resumed her licking.
It was too much. It was too wild. She couldn’t help herself. As the girl licked at her pussy and pumped the fat dildo in and out, Michelle came, sobbing, slapping her bottom violently against the wall behind her as the climax roared inside her.
“Yeah, she likes that. She likes the big fat cock inside her. Fucking hot slut, little cock lover,” the blonde girl sneered, thrusting the dildo high and deep, making Michelle ache, her insides burn as the orgasm swept through her and faded.
She stood up slowly, then unwrapped the leash from the bracket. She tugged gently but firmly, and the gasping young woman awkwardly turned and stumbled slowly forward, her ankles held tightly against the ends of the spreader bar, forced to stay well apart. The girl grinned, pulling on the leash slowly, forcing her to bend at the waist, and to awkwardly jerk one ankle forward, then the other, until they were in a small back room.
There the blonde girl pulled the leash down, then, forcing her to bend over, to bend over further and further, legs spread. She wrapped the leash around the spread bar, then, and moved behind her. Michelle blushed even more deeply as the girl slapped her bottom and began to pump the dildo in and out.
“Lovely ass, lovely cunt. You were meant to be a fucking sex toy,” the girl said.
She moved back in front of her and unzipped her own jeans, pulling them down her legs, stepping out of them. Michelle moaned, ashamed, excited, her mind wild with confusion and uncertainty. The blonde girl undid the strap which held the spongy ball in her mouth, then slowly pulled it free.
Michelle gasped and panted, then let out a little cry of pain as the girl jerked up at her hair.
She was staring into the girl’s naked, hairless slit.
“Now you can return the favour, slut.”
“I-I don’t - .”
“Don’t tell me you don’t know how to lick a pussy, bitch.”
“I’m not… I don’t - .”
“I don’t care if you’re not into girls. Do it.”
She jerked on Michelle’s hair, and Michelle gasped in pain, her face grinding into the girl’s sex, which was wet, hot, musky.
“Lick my cunt, slut,” the girl growled, twisting her fingers in Michelle’s hair.
Michelle felt a wave of disgust and mild revulsion, but the heat inside her was so great she really didn’t mind. In fact, a dark, nasty side of her wanted to do it. She licked at the girl’s slit, moaning, excited despite herself, her tongue lapping up and down the girl’s slit as the blonde kneaded and squeezed her breasts and tugged on the nipple chain.
“That’s it, bitch. Lick me. You know how to do that.”
Michelle did, so there in that dank, poorly lit back room, with junk and boxes of merchandise piled high, bent at the waist, mostly naked, she licked at the lesbian girl’s pussy, her face and especially her mouth becoming smeared in her juices as the girl tugged on her hair, slapped her ass, pumped the dildo achingly hard and deep in her pussy, and pulled on the nipple chain until she thought her nipples would catch fire and burn off.
The girl began to grind her hips forward, gasping and softly cursing. Then she jammed Michelle’s mouth against her sex and came with a shuddering curse of pleasure, half leaning against the wall behind her as she yanked on the helpless woman’s hair.
Panting, catching her breath, she released Michelle’s hair and straightened herself. Michelle, of course, said nothing, merely gasped weakly, bent over, staring at the floor. The woman put her pants back on, then moved behind her. Michelle felt her hand on the dildo, then her other hand slid forward and covered her mouth.
“You know, despite what some people think, the cervix is not actually at the absolute bottom of your cunt. You can slide something past it if you find the right – angle.”
Michelle gasped as the blonde girl twisted the dildo to one side, then – thrust. Her eyes bulged and she cried out in pain as the big dildo slid deeper into her pussy, achingly deep, painfully deep, so that the base was almost flush with her sex lips.
“Fourteen inches inside you. Excellent,” the blonde girl said with satisfaction.
What? What!? There couldn’t be!
The girl tugged her thong and pants up, then and undid the leash from the spreader bar. She helped Michelle straighten, did up the panting, moaning woman’s pants tightly, then tugged up the zipper. She tugged her bra back up over her breasts, leaving the chain attached, then pulled her T-shirt down.
“The black cock is on the house, baby,” she whispered, kissing her wetly, “but you’ll have to pay for the nipple chain.”
She removed the spreader bar and tossed it aside, then pulled Michelle by the leash out into the front of the store. Thankfully, no one was there, as she led Michelle up to the front of the store. There she rang up the purchases, putting them, one by one, into a bag. Michelle couldn’t look at her, her face flaming as the girl added things up.
“Cash, credit or debit?” she asked sweetly.
Michelle handed her her debit card, and the girl examined it.
“Michelle. What a lovely name. My name is Kendra. If you want to see me again honey, just come back any time.”



Chapter Five
 
It would be quite mistaken to say Michelle didn’t have many second thoughts about entering deeper into this strange dark underworld of sexual bondage and submission. She was a modern woman, after all, and indignantly independent, as she had always taught and thought, was how she should be. She was the equal of any man, and fully expected to be treated so by everyone, including Jason.
But at the same time, her mind squirmed with lust over the kinky thrill of being subjugated and bound, of having to obey him, of being his nasty little “sex slave”. It was only a game, after all, and entirely her choice. So that meant she was still really in control, even if she sometimes didn’t feel as though she were.
Jason was so fucking hot! He was not only successful, strong-willed, funny, smart and capable, he had the most incredible body! What woman wouldn’t have been wild over him!? She was reading more and more sexy bondage stories now, and masturbating wildly, thrilled as she imagined herself in the same position as the stories’ heroines, being dominated, abused, cruelly ravished.
She had always, like many of her friends, had fantasies about having multiple partners, about being fucked by two or three guys at once. But she’d never seriously thought she could forego her embarrassment and concern for her reputation long enough to do that. The best she had been able to tell herself was that maybe someday, on a vacation somewhere far away, where nobody knew her, she might somehow entice two or three handsome studs into bed together.
Probably not, though.
The bondage thing had come right out of nowhere. Now all her fantasies involved her being used, being forced, being spanked, being dominated, raped, abused. She was masturbating much more often, as well, and with the dildo she’d bought, and her wondrous new edgy fantasies, she was climaxing much more violently.
She was also seeing herself as a sexual object more often, a sexually desirable creature of lust and excitement, which delighted her. She’d previously thought of herself as somewhat pretty, but boring. Now she was imagining herself in a new and provocative light, and this was causing her to dress more provocatively, and to be more aware of men’s reaction to her on the street and at work.
It wasn’t like she was dressing like a slut, of course. Not at work. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t dress in something which would draw male attention. That morning, for example, she had slipped on a pair of black high-heeled boots and a white dress which was, essentially, a turtleneck sweater which came all the way down to her ankles. It was quite form-fitting across her shapely body, and hugged her firm little bottom very nicely. 
The girls had complimented her on the dress, while the men had noticed but said little. But they noticed. She found excuses to leave her cubicle more often, and whenever she got onto an elevator, male eyes widened appreciatively. Riding down in the silent elevators, those male eyes on her – but carefully not staring, gave her a sense of self-consciousness but smugness as well. It wasn’t that she really wanted to be stared at especially but – well, being lusted after by all those men was doing strange things to her head.
They want to fuck me, she thought, her body thrumming softly with suppressed sexual tension. They want to throw me down and spread my legs and jam their cocks into me. They want to feel my lips wrapped around their throbbing pricks.
It was hard not to talk to her girlfriends about any of this. They’d all think she was nuts, that she was psycho, that there was something wrong with her, and that she needed to somehow be protected from her own stupidity. They’d think Jason was a danger, and be very suspicious of him. And she didn’t want any of that. She wanted to be proud of him, to show him off. 
And she wanted to thrill him, as she was thrilled, wanted to excite him, to see his eyes widen in heat and delight. She planned to do that by greeting him naked, and restrained with the outfit she had purchased the previous day. The thought of him seeing her like that thrilled her.
The memory of what she had already experienced while bound in the outfit thrilled her, too. It embarrassed her, as well, shamed her, made her mind squirm. She had been raped. By a woman. By a lesbian. That thought should have given her much more trauma than it did. Instead she thought it with a strange wondering amazement. She had been tied up in a store and raped by a lesbian. And she had climaxed. It had been an intense rush.
It was her first experience with a woman, and it had shattered most of her preconceptions about what that kind of thing would be like. She thought of it often, and thought of calling Kendra back – but been too embarrassed.
She dressed up in the high boots, gloves and collar several times, even putting the ball-gag into her mouth, staring at herself excitedly, pumping the black dildo in her moist pussy. She had also practiced getting her wrists into the bonds behind her, so she could do it when Jason came. It wasn’t hard, but a bit tricky, as the thing was never meant for self-bondage.
What she had to do was place her wrist across her back, across the leather strip, then get the heavy strap across her wrist so the Velcro would lock it firmly in place. That was easy when using one hand, but more complicated when one hand was already locked, and she wanted to do the second. She worked out a way, eventually, of getting her other hand in place, then pressing back against the edge of her dresser, working her body up and down, in order to get the strap pressed firmly across her wrist and the Velcro in place.
She was very careful the first few times she did this, not to press down very heavily, so the strap would just hold itself in place, and she could pry the edge open against the side of her table or chair. Unfortunately, her excitement go the best of her during one last practice. Or rather, her excitement caused her to lose her balance in the high heels and almost fall on her face. 
What she wound up doing was to fall against the side of her armoire, which really pushed hard against the Velcro enclosure and locked it in tight around her wrist. So when she tried to pry it off she couldn’t. She was actually bound tight, her wrists laying across the centre of her back. 
She was also naked, except for the boots and gloves – and the collar and ball gag, of course.
The nipple clamps squeezing tight around her rigid, throbbing pink nipples didn’t count as clothing any more then the base of the big black dildo she’d shoved up her pussy, which protruded between the tightly clutching lips of her little pussy.
She became more frantic the longer she spent trying – and failing – to get herself loose.
She felt incredibly stupid! Amazingly stupid! She was filled with anger at her own idiocy!
And now what?
There was only one thing she could do. She managed to knock the receiver off her phone, and use her nose to dial Jason – praying he would answer. She blushed at the thought of him having to come over and “rescue” her, but it was him or 911. 
There was no answer at his home, so she dialed him at work, knowing he often worked overtime.
“Hello gorgeous,” he said.
She felt a wave of relief at the sound of his voice.
She made wild noises into the receiver.
“What? I can’t hear a word you’re saying.”
Again she tried to talk, but it was quite hard with the ball gag stuffed into her mouth. It didn’t just block her mouth, it made it hard to move her tongue.
“Look, Michelle, there’s a game on right now, so while I’d love to play twenty questions… could you actually speak?
She made even louder sounds, afraid he would hang up.
“Is something wrong?” he asked.
“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she shouted, or tried to.
“Do you want me to come over there?”
“Yes!”
“Okay. After the game I …”
She made a lot more noise.
“Michelle, if you make me miss this game I’m going to tan your pretty little bottom,” he said.
“Good!” she cried.

Better that then being tied up like this all night!
God! How stupid she was!

She struggled for some time after he had hung up, trying to pull her wrists free of the Velcro locked bands attached to the backpiece of her collar, and several times it almost seemed as though she would be able to slide one wrist free. But it had never quite come out.
Her door buzzed, and she felt a wave of relief combined with embarrassment. She hobbled to the door on her high heels and pressed the door release button with her nose, then hobbled to the door. Getting the door unlocked was fairly easy. She simply had to back against it, then slide her back down until one of her wrists could throw the bolt.
Then she hobbled quickly into the bedroom before he could get to the door.
When she heard his voice she felt a fresh wave of embarrassment. So that as he finally, hearing no answer, came into the bedroom, her face was red and her eyes downcast as he came into the room and saw her. She heard a sudden laugh of surprise and cringed, then slowly raised her eyes as he approached.
“Well, well, it’s a nice little surprise,” he said. “Though you should have waited until I got off work.”
She moaned into the gag, shook her head, and glared at him.
“Sorry, I didn’t get that.”
She glared more.
He looked her up and down, then reached out and grasped the chain dangling from her nipples and slowly, gently, pulled it towards him and – up. She squealed into the gag, shuffling forward on the heels, and then forced to arch her back, as her nipples were stretched stingingly upward.
“Did you have something to say, little slave girl?” he teased.
She yelped complaints into the gag, none of them intelligible.
“I saw a dildo sitting out on the carpet in the living room. Were you playing without me?”
She blushed more deeply.
“I should punish you for that.”
He turned her around and reached for the buckle of the strap holding the ball gag in her mouth. He undid it, then slowly worked the ball out.
Michelle gasped and moaned weakly, her jaw having been stretched stiffly for over an hour at that point.
“Now, can you tell me why you interrupted me at work? Uncontrollable lust?”
She looked away, embarrassed. “I uhm, I bought this… these… things…”
“Yes, very nice.”
“I mean, I uhm, well, I was planning to surprise you.”
“You succeeded.”
“And I was sort of, trying them on and uhm, well, my arms sort of got trapped.”
“You mean you tied yourself up by accident?” he asked incredulously.
She flushed in irritation and embarrassment.
“It was, I mean, it was just that, I sort of lost my balance and the Velcro pressed tightly and uhm, will you let me go please?”
He snorted in amusement, then examined the Velcro enclosures. He gripped her right wrist, undid one of the leather straps binding it against the backpiece of the collar, then pulled the strap in against it more tightly than it had been, pressing the Velcro in more firmly.
“Jason!” she complained.
He ignored her and did the same with her other wrist so she was well and truly locked in.
“I think you need to be punished for causing all this trouble,” he said sternly. “You interrupted me at work, made me drive all the way out here, and for what? Because you acted like a nitwit.”
She scowled resentfully.
“Definitely need to be punished,” he said, nodding his head sagaciously.
“It was an accident!”
“On your knees, slut. The least you can do is pay me back for all the trouble you’ve caused.”
She didn’t really object to that, and as he pushed down on her shoulder, she was starting to lose her embarrassment, heat beginning to ignite within her. She knelt before him in the leather boots and moaned as he slipped his cock out of his fly and into her mouth. She sucked and licked at it eagerly, rolling her eyes up at him as he combed his fingers through her hair.
His cock took very little time to get hard and thick, and her jaw was again stretched wide as she bobbed her lips up and down the shaft, taking him deeper and deeper, determined, this time, to take him into her throat without him forcing the issue.
She tried once, twice, three times, but each time had to pull back. Then she closed her eyes, pushed forward determinedly, and forced her throat over his cock. She gagged, but her forward momentum continued to force her mouth down his shaft, and his fingers tightened behind her head, pulling her forward the rest of the way until her face was jammed against his groin.
She felt a thrill of victory, even with his help, and fought against the discomfort and sense of fear that she would choke or run out of air. She eased her head back, and he let her, and she stared a little amazed, at the fat, glistening length of cock as it slid out of her mouth.
It came loose and she coughed and gasped, some saliva spilling over her lower lip and down onto her breasts. He gripped her hair more tightly and she moaned and gulped in air as he rubbed his spit-wet cock over her face.
“You like that, slut? You like sucking cock?” he purred.
“Yes,” she gasped. “I love sucking cock! I’m a nasty little cock sucker!”
“Slut,” he said, slapping his cock lightly against her face.
He pulled her onto his cock again, somewhat roughly, this time, and then thrust himself into her throat, pulling her forward fast, so she gurgled and choked. Her nose jammed in against his trousers and she jerked and shook a little as he sheathed himself to the hilt and held her face against him.
He pulled out, and she coughed again as he rubbed himself against her face.
“Cock swallowing little whore,” he said.
He twisted her head back by the hair, then reached down to lightly slap at one of her breasts. He gripped the chain and pulled it up and she moaned in pain.
“Jason!”
“Suck cock, whore.”
He fed her his cock again, pulling her face down its length until she was jammed against his groin.
He began to pull rhythmically at the chain, repeatedly tugging against her nipples as he bunched up her hair in his fist and now started to thrust in and out. She gagged weakly, but fought it, fought to relax her throat and mind and let his cock slide up and down inside it.
He pulled back suddenly, just enough so that his head was in her mouth when he came. His semen swirled around her tongue as she swallowed, and he sheathed himself a final time as his cock began to soften.
He pulled out and tugged on the chain again until she gave a gasp of complaint.
“Thank me for letting you suck my cock,” he ordered.
“Th-thank you for letting me suck your cock!” she gasped.
“Now, I left something I was in the middle of, and I need to finish it before getting around to punishing you. It will take about an hour of work. So you’ll just have to wait for your punishment until then.
He pulled on the chain harder and, gasping in pain, she lurched up to her feet.
“Wha-what are you… doooing?” she moaned as he led her by the chain across the room and through the door. 
He ignored her, pulling her after him until he could scoop up the gag.
‘No! Jason!”
He pushed the gag into her mouth, tugging her hair back sharply enough to force her to open her mouth in a reflexive cry of pain. Then he pushed the ball fully into her mouth and buckled it behind her head. He winked and grinned at her, pulling her hair out around the buckle so it hung nicely around her head. Then he went into the kitchen and returned, oddly, with a hook he’d unscrewed from above a cabinet, a little hook which had been among several which held cups.
He winked at her again, gripped the chain, and forced her to shuffle after him to the front door. There was a narrow table there, placed against the wall, made really to hold a telephone. He pressed her belly against the table, slid the hook under her nipple chain, at the centre, and pulled it up and forward until she was forced to bend forward across the table, squealing as her nipples were stretched out tautly.
He positioned the hook at the right level against the wall, eased the chain out, and then screwed the hook into the wall. Then he pulled on the chain again, forcing Michelle to bend over at the waist so he could slide the chain over the hook.
It wasn’t very bad, though, she thought at first. There was plenty of slack in the chain, and she was sure she would be able to ease it over the hook when he left.
Then he spread her legs apart, using cord to tie her ankles to the lower legs of the table. That lowered her body, of course, and now there was plenty of tension on her stretched out nipples.
She moaned into the gag, excited by anxious, her head turning from side to side as she tried to get him to meet her eyes. He ignored her, going into her bedroom, and coming out with one of the thin leather cords he’d used the last time he was here. He bent and scooped up the dildo as he passed, then, grinning, moved behind her.
Michelle moaned excitedly as she felt the fat dildo rubbing up and down along her moist slit. She groaned as it pushed in, spreading her sex lips, and jammed briefly at the mouth of her sex. Then he found the right angle and the fat dildo pushed slowly up into her body.
She reveled in that long, thick penetration, gasping and moaning in pleasure even though it was very fat, and hurt a little. Jason pushed it deep, deep enough that she groaned and then yelped and twisted at the growing pain as he ground it against the back wall of her pussy.
He eased it off just a bit, tied the leather cord around its base, then fed it between her spread thighs. He hesitated, getting on his knees beside her, carefully measuring the length, and then tied a knot, and then a second knot in the cord. He pulled it up tight along her abdomen, held it with a finger, then drew it around her hips and back, to tie off tightly – very tightly, with the knots directly over her exposed clit.
“Now, I’m going to finish that work you interrupted. When I get back, you’re going to get punished,” he said. “Think about what kind of punishment it’s going to be.
She was certain, right up until he left, that he wouldn’t really leave. Even then she kept waiting for him to come back. For long minutes she was sure he was just waiting out the in hall, that he’d be back – any minute – any minute now – and then, she slowly came to realize that, no, he wasn’t coming back. Not soon anyway.
She moaned at her position, moaned in discomfort, moaned in thrilled sexual hunger, moaned at how gloriously kinky it was.
Her nipples ached! The solid bulk of the dildo jammed up into her now sopping cunt was deliciously hard as her pussy muscles squeezed down around it. The narrow cord pulled up tight against her clit was frustratingingly immoveable. If she could have ground herself against it she would have. Her pussy was so wet, that despite the tautness with which it gripped the fat dildo her juices were oozing slowly out around it, and her pussy felt cool air against it as she bent forward, legs spread – and waited.
The pain which grew, however, which grew worse and worse with the passage of time, was in her back. She was bent forward at an uncomfortable angle. If she leaned back more, tried to straighten, the pull against her nipples became intolerable. She could lean forward more, but the hook was higher than her breasts would be then, and so while the pressure form the chain would, at first, ease, it would then grow harder again.
She was stuck in the middle, moaning at her aching back.
Yet even this, in a way, aroused her. For this was real punishment. She was practically being tortured! Though, she was quite sure Jason hadn’t thought of that. Still, here she was, tied up naked ,with a dildo stuffed deep into her pussy, gagged, and… and being tortured! Sort of.
What time was it? She couldn’t even tell how long had passed. Jason had said an hour, but then there was the time to get back to work, and then the time to come back here. How long would he be gone? How long had he already been gone!?
Her back was getting worse, and the pain was now starting to distract her from the heady sensation of sexual victimhood. She was sure that Jason hadn’t been gone more than twenty minutes or so, which meant she had well over an hour left! Maybe an hour and a half! How much pain would she be in by then!?
God! This was so fucking bizarre! Imagine if Tanya or Susan or Caroline or Marie saw her like this!
Then the door opened and Jason came back, grinning. 
Michelle moaned in relief and tried to talk into the gag – which was pointless, of course.
“I lied,” he said. “I only went to my car to get a few things, and took my time about it so you’d have some time to contemplate your punishment.”
He moved behind her, and Michelle jerked her head from one direction to the other, staring at the bag he set down.
“What a lovely sight,” he said, sliding his hand over her bottom, squeezing and kneading her soft skin. 
Another hand slid around her front and gently squeezed a soft breast.
“Are you ready to be punished, slut?” he demanded sternly.
She moaned and rolled her eyes at him.
He examined the dildo, gripping the base, and sort of twisting it from side to side. Within her belly, the front of the dildo twisted about, and she groaned and rolled her hips in response.
“Such a wet little slut,” he said, his fingers running across her slit.
He pressed them against her rosebud anus then, rubbing and circling it, spreading her buttocks as he slowly inserted a finger and twisted it within her bottom. He reached around and gripped the narrow cord attached to the dildo, then sort of pulled it from side to side, grinding the knots across her hard little clitoris. 
Michelle cried out into the gag, her hips jerking forward, then bucking back.
He laughed and slapped her bottom, then thrust his finger deeper into her bottom. He moved back, pulling his finger back, then pushed it into her again. This time it was very slippery – very, very slippery, and she knew, her head twisting from side to side, trying but failing to see – that he must have lubed it up with something.
It felt deliciously exotic and erotic as it invaded her bottom, pushing in and out across her oh-so slippery flesh. He added a second finger, and then, as she shuddered in wicked excitement, slowly pushed his cock into her.
“What a lovely, tight little ass,” he said, squeezing her breasts as he worked himself deeper.
The excitement swirling in Michelle’s mind grew even more powerful, so that she could hardly think. She was almost trembling with the sexual pressure and heat within her body, her mind crackling with sexual tension and electricity as Jason thrust his cock deeper, making her belly cramp.
“Hot little slut,” he said, leaning in, biting at the nape of her neck.
His hips worked in and out, and Michelle gasped and moaned as his cock thrust up into her belly harder and deeper. She was totally helpless, could do nothing to resist. On the other hand, she was totally helpless, and so nothing was expected of her. She was relieved of any need to help, to speak, to move. Her eyes narrowed to slits as she gurgled weakly, his hips now slapping against her buttocks as he drove his cock up hard and deep into her quivering belly.
He pulled on her thick, dark hair, forcing her head up and back, growling as he nibbled at the nape of her neck, as he nibbled at her earlobe, as he jammed his cock up high and hard into her ass.
“You’re my slut,” he growled. “You’re my bitch, my whore!”
Michelle’s body was rocked against the table, her stiletto heels forced off the floor by every hard, high thrust up into her aching insides. She was his helpless prisoner, and reveling in her own sense of masochistic victimhood. As her body was hammered by his her nipples were jerking and twisting against the clamps like fish on the end of a tight line. They ached fiercely, but deliciously.
He pulled out completely, kneaded her buttocks, then pressed his fat cockhead against her half open anus and slid up inside her again. He did that time and time again, so that her body was perspiring with the sexual torpor and heat swirling through her, and she felt the sexual pressure like a terrible ache in her loins.
If he would only touch her wet, slippery clit, she knew she would come massively. Yet he didn’t. There was only the hard, harsh ache of the knots jammed against it.
She was drooling around the ball gag, gasping and moaning, grunting with every hard thrust up into her ass, her mind almost drunk on the sexual euphoria flowing through her veins. Again and again she felt Jason’s cock drive up deep into her belly, his hips grinding against her buttocks, his cock twisting around inside her. Each time he pulled out completely she felt vacant, and felt an intense, feverish need to be penetrated again. Then his cock would slide back up into her body and she would shudder, her head rolling back in bliss.
Oh God it was torture! It was too much! She desperately yearned for release, but seemed to be held back inches from climax.
He pulled back again, and she moaned dazedly. He stepped away from her this time, however, and she groaned weakly as she saw him move aside.
He opened the bag and drew out a leather strap. It was narrow at one end, about as narrow as a belt. But rest of it was three times as wide, with little holes in it like a fly swatter.
“Time for your punishment, slut,” he said sternly.
She groaned as he lay the leather strap against her bottom. He drew his arm back and then swept it forward. She yelped at the sting as the strap cracked against her bottom.
“Bad girl,” he said sternly.
He cracked the strap across her bottom a second time, and a third. Each blow sent a burst of stinging pain into her bottom, and echoes of that power rolled through her belly and made her groin throb and pulse, made her pussy squeeze down on the thick dildo.
“Nasty little slut,” he said.
Crack!
“Bad little girl!”
Crack!
“Filthy little whore!”
Crack!
“Cock hungry little tramp!
Crack!
She whimpered and moaned, rolling her hips, twisting against her bonds as the strap slapped against her rapidly reddening bottom. The stinging grew worse, and her skin began to burn hotly. Her hands twisted against the restraints, her ankles pulling against the table legs.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Her buttocks were on fire as he continued to rain blows down on them. The skin was beginning to prickle with a kind of buzzing tension now as she rolled her eyes wildly.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Does that hurt, slut? Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he demanded.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
“I didn’t hear you, slut. Are you sorry for being a bad girl!?”
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
He paused and she shuddered and moaned. He undid the buckle holding her gag in place, then slowly worked it out of her mouth.
She gasped immediately as he yanked her head back by the hair.
“Tell me the little slut is sorry for being a bad girl,” he demanded.
“I-I’m s-sorry for being a b-bad girl,” she panted.
Crack!
“Again!”
“I’m sorry for being a bad girl!”
Crack!
“Again!”
“I’m sorry for being a bad girl!”
Crack!
“Say I’m sorry for being a cock hungry slut.”
“I’m sorry for being a cock hungry slut!” she groaned.
Crack!
“Say I’m sorry for being a filthy little cock-sucking bitch.”
“I-I’m sorry for being a filthy little cock-sucking bitch!” she panted.
Crack!
“You want my cock up your ass again, don’t you? Don’t you slut?”
“Yes! Oh! Oh! Yes!” she gasped.
Crack!
“Beg for it.”
“Please fuck my ass!” she gasped. “Please fuck my tight ass!”
Crack!
“Beg harder.”
“Please!” she cried. “Please fuck my nasty slut ass! Please fuck me in the ass! Please rape my ass!”
She shuddered as his cock slid back up into her, driving deep into her belly. His hips ground against her sore, red buttocks as he twisted his cock around inside her.
He gripped her hair firmly, twisting her head back and aside sharply as he bit into the nape of her neck above the collar, then chewed his way over her earlobe. His hips ground and pumped inside her as she shuddered and almost wept with the sexual pressure inside her.
He reached down then, gripping the cord which ran up to her hips, and as his cock pumped into her ass, began to pull harshly on the cord. The cord was fixed against the dildo, but he pulled hard enough to twist the dildo inside her, hard enough so that the little knot just under her clit ground across it. He began to pull harshly, repeatedly, in short, jerking motions which served to both twist the fat dildo within her belly, and grind the knot back and forth across her clitoris.
It hurt – it hurt with an incredible, glorious, wonderful storm of sensations that pushed her over the edge. She began to cry out with wonder, with ecstasy, her voice rising higher and higher and higher until he cursed and put a hand over her mouth. She shuddered and bucked and cried out as the ecstasy overwhelmed her, sending her mind tumbling end over end.
Her body was torn by wildfire sensations of sexual pleasure. It was a howling maelstrom of sensations that flayed her and tore her mind apart so that she became little more than a gurgling, mindless sexual animal.
And still, in the midst of it all, she could feel his hard, stiff cock pounding up into her with unrestrained force.



Chapter Six
 
Her ass was sore for two days after that, her back even sorer. Her nipples felt raw, so raw that he’d been able to make her climax twice after untying her from the table just by sucking and licking at them. Her clit, after the harsh grinding of the leather knots, was almost as bad, and she’d climaxed several times as he had stroked and licked her there.
Oh how she’d come that night! He’d driven her mad with pleasure!
And all the while he’d made her beg for his cock, made her apologize over and over again for being a whore and a slut and a cock-sucking bitch.
She was so physically and emotionally drained she’d had to call in sick the next day. She’d sat around the house naked, a little worried he might have damaged her insides with his hard sodomy, a little worried her nipples, still sore, might have been damaged by the long hard squeezing of the clamps, and a little shell-shocked at what had happened.
Wow.
She was not sorry it had happened, though. She was instead, basking in the memory, in the passion and wild sensory pleasure she had experienced. That had been simply amazing.
The next night had been much calmer, though she had spent the evening naked, her hands tied behind her back. She’d even slept with her wrists tied behind her, her collar chained to the head board of the bed, his hips pressed into her from behind.
She’d had to deep throat him in the morning. Though perhaps a better description would be she’d had to lay there as he had fucked her throat.
Then they’d showered together, washing each other’s bodies. He had eaten her to a major climax. She’d made him breakfast, and she’d eaten hers from his hand, while handcuffed, kneeling on the floor beside him. He’d uncuffed her for the day, though he’d left the collar on to “remind her she was his slut”.
When he’d come home he’d put on a pair of leather wrist restraints, and added ankle restraints. The ankle restraints were bound together by a short chain. A second chain linked her wrist restraints together. A longer chain descended from a ring set into the front of her collar, and led down to her ankles. There was a ring down there just above her ankles through which the ankle chain passed, and a ring set about waist high through which the short chain binding her wrists passed.
She had looked at herself in wonderment as he’d held her in front of a full length mirror, caressing her body, stroking her sex until she had climaxed against him. Then she had deep throated him before preparing him dinner. 
She had stayed bound all evening, and he had taken her across his lap and spanked her once for questioning it, spanked her with one hand as he had fingered her to climax with the other.
And for a second night she had slept cuffed and collared and chained to her own headboard.
They had never talked about the boundaries of what they were doing, had never discussed what she would and wouldn’t do. Neither of them really knew. They were making things up as they went along, both of them having a thrill at their sexual game playing, at her pretend slavery.
Friday afternoon he had given her a new dress. It was a vaguely oriental in appearance, dark red with curling, twisting black designs. The dress was extremely short, shorter even than her short nighties, and tight across the bottom. It had no back. The front was solid, except for a hand sized teardrop of bare skin which showed just above her breasts. The dress curved in again, as though it were two pieces which met up against the front of her throat. From the front it was tight but relatively modest, except, of course, for how very short it was. 
And as short as it was in front, the sides were split up to her hips. There the dress closed in for about six inches, then opened completely to bare her back, her upper ribs, and the part of the sides of her breasts.
It was, in other words, the sexiest, most revealing dress she’d ever worn, though really it hinted at rather than bared. 
“I can’t wear this!”
“Of course you can. It’s only a disco. It’ll be dark anyway.”
“But… but…”

“Are you embarrassed of your body?”
“Of course not!”

“Then you’ll wear it. No arguments.”
“Jason!”
“Do you want another spanking?”
She bit her lip. She did not want another spanking.
Without knowing it, she had just crossed a line. And so had he. He had threatened to punish her for disagreeing with him about something, and she had acquiesced to spare herself that punishment. Neither of them really thought about it. Both were occupied with the sight of her in the tight little dress, and Michelle especially with the thought of wearing it out in public.
It wasn’t really revealing, she told herself anxiously. She’d seen plenty of girls wearing worse. Of course, she’d thought of them as sluts, but hey, nobody would know her.
The first thing she discovered, however, when she tried to get into his car, was that the dress was never designed for sitting. As short as it was it was barely modest enough to cover her while standing straight. When she bent over and climbed into the car it left little to the imagination. When she sat, she had to sit with her thighs tightly together and her hands in her groin.
Her heart was pounding as he drove, but she was feeling as excited as she was anxious. Her self-image had taken a turn for the dark side over the past week or two, a turn for the slutty side. But parading in a dress like this required a certain level of arrogance to pull off, and she didn’t feel that arrogance. Instead she kept tugging anxiously at the hem in hopes she could pull it just a little lower.
It was arm, too warm to wear anything over the dress as Jason, his arm around her waist, saw her out of the car and across the parking lot. Her hands kept tugging at her skirt to no avail, and her fingers running along the hem as if to reassure herself that it did actually cover her bare bottom – if barely.
Her face was flushed as they entered the club, and Jason’s hand slid down to cup her bottom firmly. She was relieved that it was fairly dimly lit, and that the flashing lights would serve as a distraction. They went to the bar, for no tables were free just then. But she didn’t mind. She needed a drink, and fast.
Her eyes darted around the club, searching for those staring, searching for girls wearing less than she. There were a few, and she felt relieved.
She was in high heels, if not stilettos, and her height more closely matched Jason’s as they danced. She was restrained in her movements, at first, not wanting to expose herself. But after a few dances she got used to it, and began to relax. It was dark, after all, and if guys got flashes of her buttocks and hips, well, so what.
They had a lot of Spanish style music in the club, just right for hips to be grinding together, very sexual and provocative, so that Michelle’s body began to throb with heat as Jason took every opportunity to tease and torment her.
His hands slid through the slits in the sides of the dresses often, caressing her hips and bare buttocks. And once, from behind her, his hands slid up her sides to caress the portion of her breasts which were bare at the side, then his fingers actually slipped into the front of the dress to squeeze her breasts fully as they danced.
The club got more and more crowded, and the dance floor was often packed. At one point a handsome man with swarthy skin was beside her as Jason danced behind her. Jason’s groin was pushing into her bottom at the time, his right hand on her wrist, his left on her belly. The swarthy skinned man eased around until he was in front of her, leering at her, sliding his tongue across his lower lip.
He slid his leg forward as her heart began to beat more quickly, kind of dirty dancing against her from the front. She was nervous about what Jason would do, and surprised he did nothing, as her slender body was squeezed between the two men.
Jason’s left hand slid up her stomach, briefly squeezed her breast – sending butterflies through her belly, then rose up to caress the side of her throat. Then she felt a shock ripple through her as the other man, still dancing in time with them, still grinding his pelvis into her, let his hand slide through the open slit in the side of her dress and squeeze the side of her bottom.
His hand eased back almost immediately, but she felt light-headed as they continued to dance to the pounding music. A few seconds later his hand rose and squeezed her breast. Michelle felt nervous, excited, embarrassed, and worried about Jason starting a fight, but either he saw nothing or made no objection.
The man leaned in and licked up the nape of her neck, then chewed lightly at her skin. Jason still didn’t object, and she gasped for breath. Then Jason leaned in and bit at the other side of her throat as he ground his erection into her bottom.
His hands slid down her sides, then rubbed the sides of her breasts. His fingers pushed forward, sliding into the top of the dress, and very obviously squeezing her breasts as the man looked in at her and grinned.
Her face was flushed with heat, embarrassed but now wildly aroused, anxious but excited, as Jason very obviously kneaded her breasts while they danced.
The man leaned in and kissed her hotly, passionately. She was startled, but did not resist, too stunned as his lips came down moistly against hers and his tongue pushed into her mouth. He drew back and she waited anxiously for Jason to protest, but still he did nothing but dance and grind against her – and knead her breasts.
The stranger’s hands slid in through the slits at the side of her dress and cupped her bottom fully, obviously, openly, and she shuddered and moaned as Jason kissed the nape of her neck again.
Their hips and legs were still moving to the music, still grinding, as he leaned in and kissed her again.
Jason pulled a hand out of the top of her dress, slid it down her hip, then in through the right slit, rubbing at her little thong briefly before sliding into it. Michelle gasped aloud as his fingers found her clit and began to rub.
There was no hiding what he was doing from the man in front of them, of course, and he grinned at her, then kissed her again, deeply, passionately.
They were dancing backwards, and wound up near the corner, with a large potted plant to one side. Jason’s hand came out of her thong, slid up her body, then pulled her arm back. He caught her right arm in the crook of his arm as he gripped her left wrist and held that back as well. In this way both her arms were immobilized behind her. His free hand turned her head up and back and he bit into the nape of her neck. He turned her head back towards him, kissing her, and she kissed back, her skin feeling as though it were on fire. 
She felt the other man’s hand slide into her dress, into her thong, his fingers finding her bare sex, rubbing at it as she gasped and moaned and ground her bottom back against Jason.
There were people all around! Were they watching! Were they seeing! She couldn’t tell, but the sexual pressure was nearly overwhelming as the stranger’s fingers rubbed at her slit.
If the men communicated, she didn’t see it or hear it. Of course, she was nearly swooning with sexual heat and hunger, and hardly aware of what was happening as she was led out of the club between them. She gasped for breath as she left the club, nearly stumbling as Jason took one arm and the stranger the other. No one said anything as they went back to Jason’s car.
What was happening? Where were they going? What…
Breathless, crackling with sexual tension, she gasped as Jason pushed her against the hood of his car, and bent her over. The dress was so short it slid up to bare her buttocks, and the more he bent her over the more it bared until, with his hand gripping her hair and pressing her face against the hood of the car, her bottom was naked.
She felt his hand grasping the thin line of fabric which ran down between her buttocks. A quick, sharp pull and he tore it off. 
A wave of shock ran through her as he forced her legs apart.
He wasn’t going to… He couldn’t! Not here! Not in front of this man! No!
She was frozen by the shock of the idea.
Then she tried to rise, reaching back to grasp at his hand where he had her hair bunched up.
He slapped her bottom stingingly, and she cried out in pain.
“What do you think of this ass?” she heard Jason say.
Another hand – and she knew it was the stranger’s, dropped onto her buttock, gripping it tightly, squeezing it, rubbing her buttocks.
“Very nice,” he said. “A lovely little bottom.”
Michelle’s face burned, and she was gulping in air in quick, short panting breaths.
“And such a lovely little pussy,” she heard the man say as a finger traced the line of her sex.
“A pussy that needs to be fucked,” Jason said.
“She feels very wet,” said the stranger.
Again Michelle tried to rise, and again was pressed back, her bottom slapped.
“W-wait!” she gasped.
She felt his cock against her, felt herself penetrated, and let out a startled cry of amazement as he slid into her and went deep. She didn’t even know who it was, at first, then as her mind scrabbled frantically on uneven ground, felt a surge of relief as she was able to twist her head a bit and see that Jason was behind her.
Right from the start, he thrust hard and fast and deep, and she could barely cope with it as her eyes rolled and her mind was hammered by the shock and hunger and embarrassment and confusion of it all. He held her head down by the hair, her cheek pinned against the hood of his car as he fucked her.
She was right near the front, and now the other man came into site, moving from the side, where he’d been standing, watching Jason’s cock slide into her. The front of his trousers bulged and he reached for her head, unzipping. He roughly pulled her head forward, and Jason eased her a little further towards the front of the car to make it easier on him.
Then he was pulling her mouth over his cock, and she was moaning around it as he pushed it in against the back of her throat. She closed her lips around it and began to suck as Jason shifted his grip, abandoning her hair now, taking her arms, her wrists, pulling them up behind her back and pinning them together with one hand.
He slapped her bottom and she moaned around the other man’s cock.
“Suck that cock, slut,” he ordered.
“Yes, suck me, whore,” the other man growled.
Fire rippled along her spine.
She moaned around the cock, rolling her eyes desperately up at the man as he pumped in and out, as he twisted his fingers in her hair and sneered down at her.
“Shove it down her fucking throat,” Jason growled, pumping hard into her from behind.
No, she thought.
But he did, and she gurgled weakly as the stranger pulled her face forward and his cock pushed into her throat.
Jason finished with a hard, grinding thrust, and pulled back. She felt him abandon her for a moment. Then her wrists were handcuffed behind her back.
“Let’s go to my place,” he said.
He was not talking to her.
The other man pulled his cock out of her throat and she coughed dazedly.
Jason gripped her hair, roughly pulling her upright, turning and twisting her around, then thrusting her into the stranger’s arms. Jason went around and got behind the wheel. The stranger pushed Michelle into the rear seat and got in beside her.
Then he picked up where he had left off. His hands raced over her body, rubbing and squeezing and stroking her pussy, her breasts and her buttocks as he chewed at her throat and pushed his tongue into her mouth.
Michelle, hands cuffed behind her, could do little but stare at Jason’s eyes as they watched in the rear view mirror, and shudder and moan and gasp as the man’s hands alternately made her want to scream and cry out.
“Do you like that, little slut?” he whispered, chewing lightly on her ear as she was slumped low on the seat.
He had two fingers pumping inside her as he stroked his thumb against her clit. “Do you like my fingers inside your cunt?”
This can’t be happening, Michelle thought dazedly.
She was gripped with a strange sense of almost feverish confusion, amazed that a man whose name she didn’t even know was fondling and groping her in the back seat of Jason’s car. She was embarrassed with every touch, gasping and moaning, wriggling  with wide-eyed anxiety as her eyes flickered between him and the rear view mirror, where Jason looked on. Yet despite her discomfort every nerve ending in her body seemed to be crackling with sexual electricity.
“Please!” she whimpered.
“Please?” he whispered back, his fingers thrusting up into her pussy. “Please what? Please fuck me? Is that what you mean to say, little slut?”
She was half lying on her cuffed wrists, helpless to resist, and not at all sure she wanted to. The short dress was over her hips now, so that she was essentially bare below the waist. But it was dark in the car as Jason pulled out of the parking lot and into the street. 
The man beside her was running his hands over her body as he bit into the nape of her neck. He rose up, pushed her sideways so she was lying along the seat, then pulled her leg up and aside so he was between them. He licked his way down her thigh, and then all she could see was the dark, shadow of his head as his tongue and mouth began to feed on her throbbing pussy.
She stared, gasping, moaning, wriggling, as his tongue stroked across her clitoris, as his fingers pushed into her. Her head fell back and she moaned aloud, sexual heat sweeping over her like a firestorm. 
For long, long minutes which felt like an eternity he teased and tormented her, his tongue now stroking fast and hard, forcing her up to the edge of climax, then pulling back, darting and dipping, swirling with a light, teasing touch as she rolled her hips up in wanton need and hunger.
“Please,” she moaned, “Please!”
He pulled his mouth away, his teeth glistening in the darkness. Her right ankle was up across the back of her seat, her left up across the back of the front seat. 
“Do you want it?” he asked softly.
“Please. Oh God!’ she gasped, head rolling from side to side.
“Do you want it, slut?”
“Yes! Oh God yes!”
“Beg,” he said tauntingly, his fingers stroking lightly along her mons, rubbing at the hot flesh on either side of her slit.
“Please,” she moaned.
“Please what?”
“Fuck me!”
“Call me… master.”
Michelle felt a jolt of heat and sexual electricity that almost made her climax. One part her almost wanted to giggle for he was being so clichéd, but another part of her was entranced, and heat billowed up within her mind and body.
“Please fuck me, master!” she gasped, her voice ragged.
But he didn’t.  His head dropped between the shadows of her spread open thighs, and she felt his tongue caressing her pussy, lightly and teasingly tracing the line of her slit. His fingers eased her sex lips open and she moaned and arched her back as his tongue slid across her quivering clitoris.
“Oh God! Oh! Oh yes!” she gasped, her body undulating, hips rolling wantonly, wrists pulling against the cuffs locking them beneath her.
“Slut,” he whispered, head rising again. “Tell me you’re a slut.”
“I’m a slut,” she panted. “I’m a nasty slut! Fuck me, master!”
He chuckled and climbed between her thighs, straddling her body, sliding upwards with one foot on the floor until, as he unzipped, he was just over her upper chest. He leaned in, and thrust his cock into her mouth, and Michelle gurgled and groaned and sucked as his hips worked in and out and his cock slid across her tongue.
“Suck my cock, little bitch,” he whispered. “Suck my cock like a good little whore.”
He pulled her head up and then leaned in hard, driving his cock slowly but firmly into her throat. She gagged, her legs flopping and jerking weakly on the backs of the seats as he groaned and buried his stiff prick in her throat.
“We’re almost there,” she heard Jason say through the pounding in her head.
The man eased back with a gasp, pulling himself free of her mouth. 
Michelle coughed violently and gasped for breath.
The car pulled over to the curb as he pulled her back into a sitting position. Michelle hardly knew what was going on, much less where she was, as Jason got out and the stranger took her arm and pulled her out the rear door. Then she was between the two men, each of them holding an arm as, handcuffed, she was led onto the sidewalk, then up the stairs to Jason’s condo.
No one was around to see her, and she swayed as though drunk, overwhelmed by the force of the sexual pressure and hunger within her, by the confusion and disbelief, the embarrassment and anxiety, the wicked delight and carnal excitement swirling through her mind.
Once inside, Jason released her arm, but the stranger held on as he led her into Jason’s living room.
“I’ll make some drinks,” Jason said.
That left her alone with the stranger. He smiled at her, then reached behind her neck and undid the clips holding the dress on. She gasped and her face blushed deeply as the front of her dress collapsed to the waist. He eyed her breasts approvingly, then tugged the dress over her hips so that it fell to her ankles and pooled there.
She was naked, and trembling as he examined her, this man whose name she did not even know! He ran his hand along her smooth back, his soft skin against hers, his hand caressing her, gliding down to her pertly outthrust bottom, rubbing and squeezing her buttocks. His left hand slid between her thighs and she let out a cry as he palmed her sex and squeezed lightly. Michelle’s back arched and she half rose on the balls of her feet.
“Sexy little slut,” he whispered, leaning in to nibble at her ear. “Hot, nasty little slave girl.”
Two fingers pushed through the soft, taut, moist lips of her sex and slid up into her pussy.
“Do you want to suck my cock, slut?”
“Yes!” she groaned.
“Beg for it.’
“Please can I suck your cock?” she gasped.
“Beg, slut. Call me master.”
“Please can I suck your cock, master?” she groaned, hips rolling now as his thumb rubbed lightly against her clit.
He turned his thumb inward, then hooked his fingers out as though to pull against her pussy. Now he scratched his thumbnail across her clit. It – hurt – kind of. The feel was rough, not pleasant, and yet in a way the sensation it produced were sharp and powerful enough to make her gasp and moan.
“Please,” she groaned.
“Beg some more. Tell me how much you love my cock and want to wrap your pretty lips around it.”
“Please can I suck your beautiful cock?” she begged, gasping, rising up and down on her toes, on the balls of her feet, her hips jerking as his thumbnail scratched lightly at her clit.
“Please! I-I love your wonderful cock!” Michelle groaned. “Please can I have it in my mouth, master!? Please can I wrap my lips around your thick shaft and suck your cock down my throat! Please can I lick at it and drink your come?”
“Master,” he growled softly, scratching harder, so she felt more discomfort.
“Please, master!” she cried, voice rising, her hips jerking, as though to pull back. 
But his two middle fingers were inside her, pulling her forward. She rose onto the tips of her toes, gasping, moaning in discomfort.
“Please may I suck your cock, master!?” she moaned breathlessly.
She was aware that Jason had returned. It felt oddly like a betrayal to be calling this stranger master instead of him, even though, really, the use of the word felt kind of silly. Being naked around the two fully clothed men made her feel very – helpless, very vulnerable, and the fact her hands were cuffed behind her only accentuated that feeling.
His thumb curled up and the soft pad of his already moist thumb rubbed against her clit so that Michelle shuddered, her hips grinding against him. But then he pulled back.
“On your knees, bitch,” he said in a low growl.
Again it felt bizarre she was submitting to this, or even that a stranger was calling her names, that a stranger was ordering her about while Jason stood there and did nothing, made no protest, did not defend her. It felt as though he were betraying her now, as though it were the two men against her. She knew that was not true, of course, but some dark side of her mind exulted in the strange sense of sexual helplessness and vulnerability.
She sank to her knees as he pulled his fingers away, and moaned, feeling another hot wave of excitement. The man unzipped and drew out his cock. It was thick and hard and pointing right at her. He accepted a glass of something from Jason, and drank it as he looked at her. She was breathing heavily, her nervous system a maelstrom, her nerves twitching, her pale skin coated in a light sheen of perspiration.
“Well, go ahead bitch,” Jason said.
She moaned and leaned in, taking the man’s cock between her lips. She rolled her eyes up at him, then back down at his shaft, staring at it as she bobbed her lips up and down, taking it deeper with every stroke, groaning around it until the head pushed against the entrance to her throat. She braced herself, slid her lips slowly back along the shaft until the head was just within, then pushed herself firmly forward. She gagged weakly as the head pushed into her throat, but she kept moving forward, feeling the thick cock sliding into her throat, then down – down – down as her lips slid further along the shaft until her nose was buried in his pubic hair.
Then her nose was jammed against his belly as she wrapped her lips around the base of his shaft and moaned in exultant victory. She felt his hand on her head, felt him gathering up her hair, twisting it in a thick mass in his fist. He held her there against him, and she felt a sense of panic as he resisted her efforts at sliding back. But then he eased back and she slid back along his shaft until his prick popped out of her mouth again.
“She’s not bad,” he said.
“She’s a natural slut,” Jason said. “I’ve been training her.”
It felt bizarre to have Jason saying such things about her to another man! But also bizarrely exciting, in a wicked, forbidden sort of way.
She braced herself and pushed forward again, licking, sucking and moaning, taking him down her throat again, delighting in the fact she was getting better at this.
Still, every time his cock pushed against her throat her wrists jerked against the cuffs, as if they would rise up and push him back, if they could. And now he was beginning to pump his cock in her mouth and throat, using his tight grip on her hair to force her not to pull back as he thrust forward. That was harder, rougher, but she coped somehow.
He pulled out and she gasped, then cried out in pain – though it was not bad pain, as he twisted her head back roughly by the hair, forcing her back to arch.
“Filthy little slut,” he said in a dark, but casual voice. “You love to suck cock, don’t you?”
“Yes, master!” she gasped.
He pulled even harder, and she cried out as she lost her balance and fell back onto the floor. He smirked at her as he stood between her legs. Then he dropped to his knees and set his drink on the coffee table. He took his cock in his hand as she stared at it, and rubbed the slick head along her slit. She groaned as he pushed it into her, just the head, and pulled it back again.
“Please fuck me, master!” she gasped. 
“Where do you want my cock, slut?”
“In me! I-In my cunt!” she panted. 
“In your cunt?” he asked in amusement. “Such a  hot, dirty, slutty little girl.”
He pushed forward and she groaned. Then he seized her thighs, spreading them almost painfully wide, and drove himself into her with a long, deep thrust that made her cry out in pleasure as a mini-orgasm made her nerves crackle and sparkle.
“Oh yeees,” she groaned.
“Whore,” he said.
He gripped her legs behind the knees and lifted them up and back, jamming her knees against the floor on either side of her, rising over her body so he was looking straight down at her. Then he began to thrust in and out in long, hard, steady strokes which used the full length of his prick. He did not speak as he used her, just stared at her with a dark look of something like contempt.
Michelle moaned and gasped and whimpered and jerked as her pussy was finally filled with the hot meat she had longed for. She jerked and moaned, her head rolling from side to side as his stiff shaft stroked up and down within her flaming pussy. His hips began to pound against her buttocks as he increased the pace of his stroking, and she grunted in time to his hard thrusts, her mind swept by wave after wave of pleasure and heat.
At no time could she forget that Jason was watching, and she felt a strange mixture of betrayal from him, and guilt over betraying him, as well as an exhibitionistic glee and a dark sense of embarrassment. This was all so wild, kinky and nasty!
But no one could call this making love. He was fucking her, pure and simple, hammering his hips against her upraised buttocks, pounding his cock down into her quivering, burning belly again and again and again so that she felt crushed and beaten down below him. 
The climax reached out for her and tore her mind to ribbons. She heard maddened cries and did not realize they came from her. It was like a wall of sensations, a storm of intense pleasure that battered her mind senseless and made her drunk with a feverish sexual delight. The only thing she was aware of as she rode its waves was the hard impact of his hips against her buttocks, and the hard, furious stroke of his cock inside her body.



Chapter Seven
 
Michelle felt drained. Her chest heaved, her mind was frazzled, and she felt a glorious sense of fulfillment and languor which would have had her curl up in a ball and fall asleep. But they didn’t let her.
She was rolled, groaning, onto her belly. The handcuffs were removed, and replaced with leather restraints. Then she was lifted to her feet, her arms raised above her head, restraints locked together. There were chains clipped to the rings on the restraints, she realized, and now Jason and the other man were raising the chains up above her head. There was a ring there, she saw, as her head fell back, and they were able to clip her restraints together and then clip it to the ring.
She felt a little quiver of pleasure and another of anxiety. As the incredible sexual pressure began to fade she felt a new awareness of just how slutty and kinky she had been, and her cheeks pinkened a little as she began to feel a sense of discomfort and squeamishness. She licked her lips nervously as she gazed at them both, then up above her at her arms.
They were not taut. She was flat on her feet and her arms were bent a little But they were not finished either. She felt her embarrassment mount as Jason produced the big vibrator and slowly pushed it up inside her. She gasped in pain as he pushed it too deep, as the pressure ground the nose against the bottom of her pussy, and she was forced up onto her toes.
He eased back, but only a little. Then, she saw him take a small, thin chain from his pocket and loop it around the base of the vibrator. The end of the little chain had a kind of alligator clip on it, and he ran it up across her clit, then clipped the thing to the soft flesh of her belly button, making her wince and gasp.
He turned the vibrator on, then produced the dildo and smiled as he greased it up. Again she felt her cheeks pinken, her eyes flicking at the stranger, who was now sitting on the sofa and looking at her over his glass.
Jason pushed the thing against her anus, twisting it from side to side, pushing it forward, slowly working it up into her ass while she stood there quivering, and the strange man continued to watch.
She was embarrassed and nervous, but starting to grow aroused once more. Again Jason pushed it deep, and again she gasped in pain, forced onto her toes as the dildo jammed up high into her belly. The dildo was not quite as long as the vibrator, but was thicker, and only an inch or so remained as he released it and slapped her bottom sharply.
Now he placed restraints around her ankles, and Michelle licked her lips anxiously as he ordered her to spread them.
“Wider, slut,” he ordered.
She spread her legs apart so that her arms were now taut against the chain above her.
“Wider, slut.”
She spread her feet a little farther, though that forced her up onto the balls of her feet. 
Jason snapped chains to the rings on the sides of her ankle restraints. He fed one to a low ring set in the base of the wall on her right, and the other to a ring driven into a post on the other side of the room. But the chain did not quite reach, and he had to pull her feet farther apart, so she was on her toes, before he could lock it in place.
Then he turned on the vibrator, and sat down and picked up his drink. He and the stranger began to speak in low tones as Michelle stood in place under their eyes. She felt a growing hunger as her helplessness and sexual vulnerability worked on her mind. The vibrator buzzed within her, and the vibrations were being transmitted – only slightly muffled – to the chain whish was pressing against her clit.
Her body was naked, stretched, straining firmly, her arms and back and legs feeling the tension. She felt the fullness within her belly, and moaned softly.
And then Jason stood up, put down his drink, grinned at her, and reached down beside the sofa. He drew out a thin flexible riding crop, and Michelle felt a shock of hunger and fear as he gripped one end and twisted the other, moving closer to her.
“Wh-what are you going to do?” she gulped.
He smiled. “Anything I want.”
She licked her lips again, turning her head anxiously as he moved behind her.
“What a lovely little ass. Don’t you think she has a lovely little ass?”
“She does. Many men would want to use it.”
“And many men will. And she will love it. Won’t you, Michelle? You love being fucked in the ass, don’t you?”
“Yes, master,” she said nervously.
“Say it then. Tell us how much you love being fucked in the ass.”
Her face reddened and she gasped as he slid the crop between her thighs and rubbed it along her sex.
“I-I love to be – I – love to be fucked – in the ass,” she said in embarrassment.
He pulled the crop back sharply and she gasped at the feel of it slicing along her moist sex, her hips jerking back. Then she cried out as he immediately turned it and cracked it down across her buttocks. It stung – though not badly.
“Not good enough, Michelle. Tell us about how you love being fucked in the ass.”
“I-I do!” she gasped. “I love to be fucked up the ass. I-I – I love having a big cock in my ass! I love being – I love having you pound your hips against my ass – Ow!”
He cracked the crop across her buttocks again, stinging her once more.
“You love to have any man fuck you in the ass, not just me.”
“I – I love to be fucked by any man,” she panted. “I love having big cocks in my ass! I love being – being sodomised, being – fucked, being – pounded in the ass by great big cocks. I’m a whore slut and I love being ass fucked!”
Suddenly he moved in behind her, gripping her hair, jerking her head back. At the same time, he gripped the dildo and began to pump it slowly in and out as he bit at the nape of her neck.
“You like that, slut? You like being dildoed? You like being fucked in the ass?”
“yes! God! Oh! Ungh! Yes! Oh! Agh!”
It hurt – kind of – for he was thrusting the dildo in hard and deep, making her gasp and grunt each time the nose jammed against the bottom of her rectum. But she was growing powerfully aroused, and the arousal, the sexual hunger and excitement, was shielding her from the pain.
Jason jammed the dildo painfully deep and left it, then eased back away from her. An instant later she felt the crop slice into her buttocks again, and cried out weakly.
“Tell us what a slut whore you are, Michelle,” he said. “Tell us what a cock hungry little slave girl you are.”
“I-I’m a-a slut!” she gasped, the sexual hunger growing. “I’m a filthy little – Ah!”
He brought the crop down across her upper back. It stung, though once again, not badly. The shock of him striking her there, however, send a scalding wave of outraged excitement swirling through her mind.
“Did I say you could stop, slave girl?”
Another blow, and she cried out again as her back arched away from the sting and she became breathless. 
“I-I’m a filthy, cock hungry little slave slut,” she gasped. “I’m a cheap, cock-sucking slut who – Ah!”
The crop sliced into her lower back.
“I’m a cunt bitch slave whore who – Ah!”
The crop snapped across her buttocks.
“…who loves to have cocks inside her,” she panted. “Who loves to suck cocks and be fucked – Ah!”
The crop cracked down on her back again, a little harder this time.
“…and screwed and – and used and – tied up and – and throat fucked, and – Angh!”
The crop sliced across her lower back.
“Oh God!” she gasped
Her ankles and toes were growing sore, and she was transferring more weight onto the chain attached to her wrists.
“I’m a filthy slut,” she gasped.
The thin crop snapped across her shoulders and her body jerked forward in pain as she cried out.
“I love to be fucked and – and raped and screwed and to suck cocks and to – Angh!”
The crop struck the centre of her back, and she swayed weakly, almost all her weight briefly coming down on her wrists.
“Do you want me to fuck your ass, slut?”
“Yes! Please!”
Crack! The crop struck her buttocks stingingly.
“Master,” he said.
“Please fuck my ass, master!” she moaned. “Please shove your wonderful cock right up my asshole and – and rape me with it so ha – Angh!”
The crop struck her middle back, and her head jerked back, hair flying. The sting was even harder, shocking her for an instant.
“Beg for it, whore.”
“Please fuck your nasty slave girl up the ass, master! Please rape your whore slut in the ass, master! Please ram your beautiful cock up my ass and – angh!”
The crop struck her middle back again, then again, then her buttocks, then her lower back, then her shoulders as she moaned and begged and let out increasingly vocal cries of pain as he swung with growing force.
Her back was aflame, but her mind was burning even hotter as she said filthy, nasty, humiliating things in front of him and the stranger. But when he finally decided she had begged enough and pulled the dildo out of her ass she felt a wild sense of exultation, and then cried out in pleasure as he rammed his cock up into her ass.
He jerked back on her hips as he thrust hard and fast from the start. Her buttocks were smacked and pounded by his bruising hips, and the jarring impact made her entire lower body shudder, echoing into her belly and groin. The climax came swiftly, powerfully, and she cried out again and again as Jason pounded into her ass and jerked her hips back to meet every hard, jarring thrust.

* * *

They let her rest, the dildo buried in her ass again. She groaned, chin on her chest, gasping, sweating as they sat on the sofa, still fully clothed, drinking and speaking in low voices.
Again she felt embarrassed, cringing a little whenever the stranger turned his eyes on her, her face flushed, eyes jerking away. She felt used, cheap, slutty, and her entire back ached, feeling a little as though she had a sunburn from her shoulders to her buttocks.
Michelle was feeling worn down and used up. She was still sweaty, her hair tangled, some of it plastered against the side of her face. Her arms ached now, as did her toes and back. What more were they planning?!
“My arms are starting to hurt,” she said finally.
They both looked up at them, and she looked back nervously, a little embarrassed. Jason got up, took something from behind the sofa, and walked swiftly to her. She had just enough time to see he had picked up a ball gag before he jerked back on her hair. She opened her mouth to cry out in pain and he stuffed the ball into her mouth, forcing it deep, then buckling the strap behind her.
Then he sat down and continued speaking to the man in a low voice.
She stared at him, feeling indignant, feeling more than a trifle put out. Who did he think he was!? She wasn’t going to put up with – with – this… was she? She moaned around the gag, testing it, feeling for the first time, really, as though she were totally helpless, completely at their mercy. Her nervousness grew, as did her embarrassment, and now a little anger.
After a minute or so, though, both men rose, putting down their drinks. She stared at them warily as they approached, flanking her. Then someone jerked back on her hair and she cried out, the sound muffled by the gag. She felt, rather than saw two hands caressing her belly, her breasts. Then two mouths closed on her breasts, licking and sucking. A hand caressed her bottom, squeezed her buttocks, then began to pump the dildo slowly in and out of her, twisting it from side to side and up and down.
Another hand slid down between her legs, a moist finger rubbing at the side of her clit, pushing aside the chain. Despite her misgivings and anxiety Michelle felt her body rapidly warming. The men’s mouths moved back and forth from her breasts to the nape of her neck, to her earlobes, to the back of her neck, and across her breasts. Their hands caressed and gently kneaded her, pumped the dildo and stroked her clit.
And they talked, saying nasty things, the same kind of nasty things they had made her say, in soft whispers and growls.
“Whore.”
“Slut.”
“Beautiful little cunt.”
“Hot, sexy little whore.”
“We’re going to rape you, bitch.”
“Nasty, dirty, filthy little slave.”
“Gorgeous little cock-sucker.”
“Slave bitch.”
“Gonna fuck you, cunt.”
“Slave whore.”
“Sex slave.”
“Whore bitch.”
Their lips moved over her as they spoke those awful words, and Michelle writhed within mind at the strange tenderness and sexual hunger combined with obscene insults, flattery and threats. The dildo was pumping slowly in her ass, and every time it reached bottom whoever had it would twist it and grind the nose against something inside her. And now someone had unclipped the vibrator’s chain from her belly button and was pumping and twisting the vibrator in her burning little pussy.
Then, abruptly, they pulled back. But only with a final motion that had them clip the nipple chain to her already aching, straining nipples. They twisted the little screws until she almost screamed into the gag, until her nipples made her bite into the ball gag and her body jerked and twisted. Then they sat down and picked up their drinks again, staring at her, then whispering – no doubt about her.
Michelle felt less embarrassed now, but more used, more drained, and more helpless. Her nipples burned, but the pain slowly faded into a dull, but tolerable throbbing.
The two men continued to speak in low voices, their eyes never leaving her for long. Then the stranger rose and stood before her. Michelle raised her eyes anxiously, and he reached out to her, laying his hand on her abdomen, stroking her, his hand moving over her taut belly as he stepped to her side. He moved behind her, his hand rising, squeezing her breast, his other hand sliding around her from the other side, caressing her ribs, then rising to cup her other breast.
He nibbled at the nape of her neck and he cupped and squeezed her breasts. Then he gripped the chain just behind each of the clips and began to tug and pull at it so that she squirmed and moaned and cried out in pain, her nipples stretched and pulled, the sensitive flesh aching even more fiercely. He released the chain and moved around in front of her, then caught at the middle of the chain with his middle finger. He smiled and pulled it up and forward.
Michelle gasped and moaned in pain, back arching more and more sharply, her head coming back, breasts thrust out. Her nipples and areolas began to stretch out, pulled by the clamps. Then her breasts began to distort.
He let the chain go and it fell against her chest. Michelle moaned in pain, pulling against her bonds. 
Suddenly he gripped the clips and pulled them off. In an instant she felt a wild pain in both nipples, the pain of returning sensation, and she twisted and writhed in her bonds as she fought her way through the pain. He reached down and fingered her clit as she shuddered and shook, and his other hand moved behind her to grip the end of the dildo and twist it around a little inside her belly.
He moved behind her and kissed his way along her spine, then up across her shoulder. In front of her now, he gripped her hair, forcing her head back sharply, kissing her exposed throat. His jaws went wide, his teeth gripping her jugular as he growled low in his throat. But he didn’t bite hard at all. Instead he eased his lips down and his tongue pushed out, circling one of her throbbing, aching nipples, circling and circling.
The harsh pain had faded into throbbing, and now the throbbing was fading into a kind of pins and needles sensation. She gasped as his lips closed moistly and loosely around one nipple and his tongue began to stroke across it. At first, it hurt, but the raw sensation began to turn and twist in his mouth as he sucked lightly, as his lips caressed her now hypersensitive nipple, as his tongue stroked across it.
He moved his mouth to her other nipple, sucking and licking, massaging it with his lips and inside his warm mouth. Her nipples began to throb with a different kind of sensation, and her pulse began to race as he made oral love to them, and her entire chest began to pulse with excitement and pleasure.
Her nipples had always been sensitive, but never this sensitive, and she moaned and rolled her head back as he released it, as his fingers concentrated on stroking and massaging her breasts while he ravished her nipples. The sensation grew, becoming so powerful that it was almost painful, and she shuddered and moaned as he sucked harder, licked faster.
Then he drew back, leaving her gasping, her nipples sparkling like live electrical wires, crackling with sensation.
He stepped back, and then held the crop in his hand. She stared at it through glassy eyes, not understanding at first. He cupped one of her breasts, and held the flat, leathery tip of the crop against it, rubbing it against her engorged nipple. Then he began to slap her nipple in short, quick strokes which stung, which sent jolts of sensation through her breast and chest and body.
The flat little tip of the crop was like a blur as he whipped it lightly against her nipple, and she twisted and squirmed and pulled at the restraints as the discomfort level rose. He released her breast, seized the other, and repeated his torment, slapping the little flat tip of the crop against her throbbing nipple until it ached fiercely.
He put the crop down again and began to mouth her hot, sore nipples, sucking and licking as though to sooth them from the harshness of his earlier treatment.
Michelle watched him, gasping, aching, wondering, anxious, helpless, gripped by uncertainty and doubt as well as a dark excitement.
He pulled back and she saw Jason there holding another whip, a flog. The strips of leather attached to the handle were as thin and light as shoelaces. He winked at her, and then swept it down across her breasts.
Michelle was shocked, and jerked violently back with a cry of alarm. But the pain was minor. The stranger moved behind her, kissing his way along her back as he gripped the dildo in her ass and started to pump it in and out. 
Jason swept the flog down across her breasts again, and then again, and again. It was as light as it looked, and the blows were only lightly stinging. The affect was more psychological than physical, so that Michelle began to feel a wild thrill of forbidden, nasty sexual heat. She moaned and flinched each time the laces struck her breasts, but there was almost no real pain.
The stranger had now reached across her hip, was pumping the vibrator in her pussy as well as the one in her bottom. She shuddered and her hips jerked and bucked, her inner fires rising higher and higher. Jason swung the flog down across her breasts again, a little harder now, stinging her sensitive flesh. She gasped and moaned, feeling her mind and body swept up in something hot and nasty and exciting.
Her breathing became more ragged, her eyes rolling up and back, her hips bucking and jerking as the stranger pumped both dildos. She cried out as the flog cut across her breasts, one of the laces catching a nipple. The pain was still relatively minor, but it was pain, and the shock, the indignation, the outrage of having her breasts flogged was building wild, wicked, nasty, fiery lust within her mind.
Her breasts were on fire with a confusing mixture of pain and pleasure, with raw sensation ripping into her with each blow. Behind her, the stranger abandoned the dildo in her pussy, gripping the base of the other one with both hands, as best he could, and began to pump it into her with hard, deep strokes that made her body jerk and flinch with every thrust, the tip punching her in the belly with painful force.
The orgasm came out of nowhere, and she screamed mindlessly into the gag, screamed and thrashed, head jerking back and flailing from side to side, mind overcome with a massive flood of carnal sensation that tore her thinking to shreds and left her so dazed she was actually hanging limply by her wrists.



Chapter Eight
 
“Do you have that report ready, Michelle? Our meeting is at Two.”
“Give me ten minutes,” she said.
Andrew nodded and left her cubicle. Michelle tried to shake the cobwebs out of her mind and get the formatting down properly, cursing herself silently. It was very hard to focus on the mundane work of her job, and she’d come very close to just calling in sick today, her mind too scrambled and her body too sore.
Dark images and raw, carnal memories swept her mind, often accompanied by a hot thrill of remembered pleasure and excitement that made her pussy throb. The weekend had felt as though it had gone on forever, and she was mentally and physically exhausted. Every muscle ached. It felt as though she’d run a marathon – up a mountain.
She had been a complete and absolute whore.
Friday evening had been bad enough. She’d had sex with two men at the same time! And what a wild, shocking sex it had been! And not only had Jason used a riding crop on her back and buttocks but afterwards the other man had used it on her breasts and belly. He had removed the clips from her nipples, and while that had hurt terribly at first, her nipples had then began to tingle with returning sensation.
Then he’d sucked and licked them, and they were so exquisitely sensitive she’d almost climaxed just from that. Incredibly, he’d drawn back and used the riding crop – admittedly fairly gently – on her breasts and nipples. And as much as it had shocked and stung, it had pushed her into a powerful climax. Every stinging blow of the crop on her nipples had sent a solid blast of orgasmic energy through her mind to the point she could hardly think and all-but hung by her wrists in twitching, quivering glory.
She sent the report to the printer, got up and hurried down to it, catching each page as it emerged, trying not to think about the weekend.
But she couldn’t avoid it. The memory of being lowered at last, of being able to bend her strained arms and legs, of having the strain removed from her back, and then fucking both men swirled within her. Both! At the same time!
Her ankles had been strapped to her thighs, her wrists to her biceps, and then she had ridden Jason’s cock, him laying on the floor beneath her, as the other man had forced his own prick up her ass. The feel of two solid male cocks in her belly, pulling back and forth, churning her insides to a squirming froth, still caught at her mind. She’d climaxed uncontrollably as they had mauled and used her.
Then she had been forced to kneel like that, her hair caught up in a tail, lifted above her, balancing her as they taunted her and teased her with little clips and candle wax and ice cubes until she thought she would go mad.
She’d spent the night, hog-tied on Jason’s bed as he slept beside her.
The last page emerged from the printer and she hurriedly put them into the photocopier.
It felt quite strange to be in the brightly lit office, people walking back and forth around her as such raw, sexual memories swirled within her mind. She picked up each copy of the report, stapled them, and then carried then went to Andrew’s office and told him they were ready.
Then it was into the meeting room, conscious as she sat of how tight her sweater was across her chest, and how sore, sensitive and erect her nipples still were.
It was hard to think about budget cuts and priorities when her mind kept drifting back to the kinky sexual experiences she’d had on the weekend. Friday had been bad enough, but Saturday there’d been a third stranger, and they’d gone through the whole thing over again, with different positions, different punishments.
And she’d had sex with three men at once! She’d straddled one as the other had fucked her in the ass, and Jason had driven his cock up and down in her throat.
It had been so wild, so thrilling, so incredible!
“… so as you can see, our choices are between reducing pool time and closing down a dozen basketball courts,” Bob was saying, everyone intently studying the charts and figures in the report.
“I think the basketball courts are more important,” Sheila said. “There aren’t a lot of other recreational options available to inner city youth.”
“Well who said the courts we’re going to close down are going to be in deprived areas?” demanded Susan. “We can close them down more easily in upscale neighborhoods. Those people have access to indoor courts anyway, and a lot of other options.”
“They also have a lot more influence,” said Bob cynically. “It will draw a lot more flack then - .”
“Well why do we need so many pools anyway? Most of their reserved time is for teaching kids to swim, which is nice, I suppose, but not necessary, and training for various would-be Olympians, few or none of which will ever make it.”
Michelle fidgeted in her seat, twisting a pen in one hand. The feel of three big cocks inside her at once had been indescribably exciting, all of them thrusting in and out in long, deep, steady strokes that had blown her mind away.
Michelle yawned, almost stretching, but catching herself in time. Her nipples already showed – a little anyway, through the sweater. She knew several of the men had noticed, and were glancing her way from time to time during the meeting. She’d served as eye candy before, of course, but now the though excited her more then it embarrassed her. If they only knew!
She’d spent most of Sunday naked and chained in the outfit she herself had purchased, cleaning Jason’s house, scrubbing his floors by hand, cleaning his washrooms and cupboards. And occasionally servicing his sexual needs.
Another man had come over, another man she didn’t know, had come into the kitchen as she scrubbed on all fours, naked, collared, and shackled, and had told her what a hot, gorgeous little sex slave she was. Then he had dropped to his knees behind her and mounted her, just like that. And the shocking thing was she had let him without protest, gasping, moaning, charged up even before his cock entered her, even before he had gripped her hips and groped her breasts and began to ride her.
What was she becoming!?
She felt lost in this bizarre relationship, a relationship that had spiraled completely out of control. She felt as though she needed to do something to get things back onto a sane level, as though she needed to call a breather, a temporary delay to assess what to do, where to draw the line, to set some kind of rules and borders on her life before she was completely overwhelmed.
Sex slave? Bizarre, wild, thrilling, silly, absurd, exciting, scary and insane!
She was wearing a loose skirt, a kilt really, reminiscent of a schoolgirl kilt, with high heels and a long sleeved blue sweater which hugged her tightly, but bared her shoulders and upper arms. She would once had been shy of wearing a skirt that short, especially to work, but her body consciousness had been battered over the last days, especially after that short tight dress with the slit sides she’d worn on Friday.
It was impossible to concentrate on the inane discussions about sports and recreation. She twirled a strand of hair with her finger, and felt a heady little sense of anticipation wondering what would happen that night, for Jason had told her to come to his place tonight, rather than go home. A part of her wanted to refuse, to just relax by herself, but that part of her wasn’t really in control.
The meeting was over at last, with, typically, no real decision taken. She returned gratefully to her cubicle, and immediately checked her email. She felt a little light in the stomach when she saw an email from Jason. She opened it and flushed, her eyes immediately flicking to the entrance to her cubicle to make sure no one was there.
It was a picture of her, from Sunday – no, two pictures. 
Jason had fitted a dildo onto the end of a short pipe, and then fitted the pipe into a base which he’d set on the floor. He and the other man had then lifted her onto it so she was kneeling, with the dildo jammed up inside her pussy. Her ankles had been strapped to her thighs, her wrists to her biceps. The first picture showed her alone like that. The second picture was taken from the side, with her lips wrapped around the strange man’s groin only an inch from his groin, his cock deep in her throat.
She flushed and deleted the pictures, feeling a sense of anxiety that they might be recorded somehow by the department’s email system. 
Jason had taken a lot of pictures and videos of her over the weekend. At one point she had even posed as he and the other man had snapped pictures with his digital camera, posed in many lewd and graphic positions, often with a dildo or vibrator or both sticking out of her, or while she sucked someone’s cock or was fucked or sodomised. She’d been too feverish to really care at the time, but now they made her nervous.
What if they wound up on the fucking internet!? Jesus! Was she crazy!?
She dealt with her other email, called up Finance to check on a purchase order, and then started in on a budget spreadsheet.
Her email beeped, and she found another picture of her, this time naked, wearing the outfit she had accidentally locked herself into last week. She blushed and deleted it. But every few minutes another one appeared: her masturbating with a dildo, her on all fours, sucking someone’s cock, being fucked by someone else, her bent over, showing her pussy, her sucking Jason’s cock, her hog tied.
She tried emailing back telling him to stop, warning him the pictures might get intercepted by the department, but he didn’t answer. The pictures were disconcerting, producing both arousal and anxiety.
The mail room girl dropped by, then, delivering a package she didn’t expect. Given the emails she was suspicious, but opened it, and closed it quickly, checked to make sure no one was near, then opened it and peaked inside again. She recognized the big black latex cock, of course, but the rest of the latex harness thing was unfamiliar. 
She snatched a note out of the box and closed it, sliding the box under her desk. Then she read the note.
“Put this on right now. I’m going to come and visit you soon.”
“Shit!” she whispered.
On the one hand, she had been looking forward to showing off her handsome new boyfriend. On the other hand she was anxious about bringing her somewhat scary, if exciting new sex life into the office. But what would he do if he came and she wasn’t wearing the thing? She was sure he wouldn’t make a scene, but…
She scooped up the box and headed up the hall quickly, bypassing the ladies room and going into the handicapped washroom. It had a lot more privacy – in some ways too much privacy, actually. It was big enough for a bathtub, toilet and full counter, but all it had was a sink and toilet. It fairly echoed.
She opened the box and examined it nervously, feeling her pussy throb as she laid out the latex.
I can’t wear this, she thought anxiously. The top half in particular was likely to accentuate her breasts more than she wanted.
She peeled off her top anyway, then removed her bra. Reluctantly, she undid her skirt and slid it off, then took off her thong. Naked, now, except for her shoes, she pulled the harness thing up and let it dangle from her hand. It seemed straightforward. It was a V-shaped garment with two holes where her breasts would go, and another one at the crotch. The one at the crotch had a plastic ring which would go right over her pussy, and she saw that the dildo’s base would snap to it.
She stepped into the thing and pulled it up, slipped her shoulder into one strap, and then pulled the other, stretching it up over her other shoulder. It was very tight. The thing was perhaps two inches wide at her groin, then split into two one inch wide strips which ran up her body to her breasts. The two strips then widened into perhaps two inches again – but were actually holed so that her nipples and part of her breasts pushed through. There was no way it could be quite worn like this, however, and she knew why.
She gripped her left breast behind the nipple and pulled – and pulled, and twisted – and pulled, until her breast was through the hole, then did the same with her other breast. The holes were about the size oranges, which meant the material squeezed in around the base of her breasts and forced them to push out taut and fat and hard. 
Nervous but aroused, she squatted and picked up the dildo, set it on its base, and then pressed her pussy against it, slowly lowering herself down its length.
The bathroom door rattled as someone tried it, and her heart skipped a beat. They went away, and she breathed again, slowly forcing the fat dildo deeper into her pussy, grunting and gasping with effort, though she could feel her lubrication flowing.
She had it all up within her and the base snapped into the plastic circle to hold it. She stood, gazing at herself in the bathroom mirror, heart pounding, feeling wildly slutty, anxious but aroused. Her breasts were hard!
She pulled on the skirt easily, then pulled on the sweater. There was no sign of the latex outfit, but her nipples, now fiercely erect, showed plainly against the sweater, and she looked bustier than usual.
Jesus!
Well, if he was here soon, and she stayed in her cubicle, and no one came to see her, then probably no one would notice.
She put her bra and thong in the box, then, holding it against her chest, she walked nervously back to her cubicle. She tried to walk quickly, but she could feel the dildo inside her, and her movements seemed to make it almost – move.
Breathless, she reached her office and tried to concentrate on work – any work, but of course, she accomplished little.
Another email, but mercifully, no picture, just a question. 
“Are you my bitch?”
“Yes,” she typed, sending it.
Another email.
“Are you my whore?”
“Yes,” she typed back and sent.
“Are you my sex slave?” the next asked.
She hesitated, breathless, her insides squirming around the latex dildo.
“Yes,” she typed breathlessly. “I’m your sex slave.”
“Master,” said the next email.
“I’m your sex slave, master,” she replied, sending it.
She squeezed her thighs together on the chair, feeling her pressure pushing down on the base of the dildo, jamming it hard inside her.
“Will you do whatever I tell you?”
“Maybe,” she wrote.
There was a long hesitation which made her anxious. Then another email.
“Are you my sex slave?”
“Yes,” she typed.
“Will you do whatever I want?”
She hesitated. “Yes,” she typed.
There was nothing more, and she waited, squirming, her hand often finding its way between her legs, her long middle finger searching out her clit to the point where she was on the edge of orgasm.
It was nearing the end of the day. Already, people were leaving. The ones who came in early.
There was a knock at her cubicle, and she quickly snatched up some papers, holding them against her chest as a man came in.
“Hi. I’m Peter Spencer from Laiden Office Equipment,” he said.
“I – don’t…”
He handed her a business card. It was blank, but hand written on it, were the words “Do what you’re told, sex slave.” 
I was signed “Your master, Jason”.
Her face went red and her jaw dropped.
The man was of medium height and good looking, in a bulky, masculine way. He looked at her pleasantly, as if the card had been nothing unusual. 
“I have a chair here for you to try,” he said.
“But ahm, I - .”
She had told Jason that she was sometimes involved in purchasing office equipment, in deciding which ones to order. She had also told him they were about to replace all the board room chairs in the building at a cost of tens of thousands of dollars, and she had to decide which ones to order. 
“If you could show me to a board room,” he said. “A small one, preferably, where we won’t be disturbed.”
Breathless, she stood up, and the man smiled, taking the papers away from her and setting them on her desk. Her arms immediately crossed her chest as she passed him. She was surprised to find there actually was a chair, a board room type stuffed chair on wheels outside her office. The man pushed it along as she led him down the row of cubicles to one of the smaller board rooms and inside. There wasn’t much room in there for more than the small rectangular table which seated six, but he got the chair in and closed the door behind, smiling at her.
“Uhm…”
“Strip, please.”
She felt as though a blow had struck her, and she was breathless again.
“I-I can’t… I work here and…”
“Strip,” he said. “Do as you’re told. That’s what sex slaves do.”
She flushed even more deeply. “Look, this is too dangerous! If someone - .”
He set his briefcase on the table and opened it, and she stared at the soft black rope there.
“I can’t - .”
“Examine this chair, “he said.
It was a wide chair, with a plush seat. The back was supported by two stainless steel bars on either side of the chair. It had two padded arm rests, and rolled on half a dozen casters.
His hand went to her back, pushing her forward against it even as he turned its back to her. Then his hand rose and he pushed harder, forcing her to bend over the chair. She gasped, having to throw her hands forward onto the seat to keep from falling. Almost immediately he bent and caught her left leg, throwing a rope around it just under her knee, expertly tugging it tight and running it up and around the metal bar on the right side of the backrest.
“Hey! Stop it!” she gasped, trying to straighten.
He ignored her, expect to push her forward across the seat back again, and quickly ran the rope across the seat back, and jerked her other leg apart. She gasped and grasped at the armrests, for he had pushed her over far enough, and jerked her legs apart enough that her feet were raised off the floor, only the toes of her shoes brushing the carpet.
“Someone will come!” she gasped.
“Only if you make noise,” he said.
He grasped the back of her sweater and yanked it forward, up her body and over her shoulders, actually pulling her arms out form under her briefly so she fell forward. Almost immediately he had her skirt  open and tugged that down her body and off too. 
Michelle was too stunned and confused to offer up any meaningful resistance, to even decide what kind of resistance she ought to offer without drawing a crowd, which was the last thing she wanted.
“Fuck!” she gasped.
“Soon,” he promised.
He grabbed her right wrist, wrapped the rope around it several times, and yanked it down and forward, feeding the rope under the front of the seat, then back and around the main supporting post underneath, and back out the front again on the other side. She batted futilely at his hands with her free hand, but he caught it easily, then yanked that forward as well, pulling it down and tying it in place.
She was now belly down across the board room chair, and when he pulled off her shoes not even her toes touched the carpet. She was gasping for breath, for the top of the chair back was jammed into her lower belly. 
He grasped her hair and pulled her head up, and then pushed something at her mouth. She struggled weakly, but the pain as it forced itself against her jaw forced her to open her mouth wide, very wide. Instead of passing through it stayed there, lodged at the front of her mouth, holding her jaw wide open. He strapped it around the back of her head, then released her hair briefly.
He produced a short, fat little cock and lifted her head up by the hair again, then worked the thing through whatever was holding her jaws open. It fit perfectly, so she realized it must be a ring of some kind – one of those ring gags she had only vaguely heard about in her recent reading. Her mouth was full now, her tongue jammed down.
He smiled and released her hair, and her head fell forward.
He stepped back and smiled benignly at her.
“Much better,” he said. 
She raised her head, staring at him through the bangs spilling across her eyes.
“Now my reward,” he said.
He pried the plug out of her mouth, the one he’d just put there, and unzipped. She moaned but couldn’t speak as her mouth was held helplessly wide. His cock was stiff, and pushed through the ring as easily as the plug had, sliding across her tongue.
“Suck my cock, slut,” he said quietly.
She moaned around his cock, but obeyed as his fingers twisted in her hair.
This was insane! Her heart was pounding anxiously for fear someone she knew would discover them. But she could do nothing as his cock pumped back and forth across her tongue. Then he pulled harder at her hair, thrust forward, and drove himself into her throat.
He took his time raping her throat, which was what he was doing, she thought dazedly, for it wasn’t like she’d given him permission or anything. It was not very pleasant, except that, in a weird, highly charged, dark, nasty sort of way, it was arousing her to be so – so blatantly used against her will.
He raped her throat slowly and calmly, his big cock sliding back in and out of her helpless oral opening until he finally plunged himself deep and spent himself in her belly.
With a sigh of satisfaction he pulled back, put the plug in place to silence her, then did up his trousers.
“Now if you’ll just wait here for a bit,” he said, opening the door.	
Michelle’s fear redoubled, and she stared anxiously at the open door, then the closed door, waiting, heart pounding, wriggling helplessly in her bondage.
The door opened and her heart skipped a beat, but it was still him.
“No one seems to be nearby,” he said.
He took hold of the back of the chair and to her horror pulled it back and out of the room into the open office. He turned her and pushed the wheeled chair forward down the long aisle between cubicles. 
It was insane!
The office floor was brightly lit by overhead fluorescent light panels. The passed by cubicle after cubicle, and her eyes rolled wildly in fear that someone would look up and see her like this, breasts hanging down naked, legs spread, on a thin latex strip covering her sex.
They reached her office, and turned in. The chair barely fit through the entrance. And there was Jason relaxing at her desk, grinning at her. She glared furiously at him, trying instinctively to speak.
“She looks mad,” he said, then chuckled. “I’ll handle her from here, Ed.”
“Not a problem. Invite me over for the gang bang,” the man said.
Jason reached out and gripped the chair, sliding it closer, then petted her angry head.
“And did we have a productive day at work?” he asked.
She scowled at him, shaking her head, trying to indicate he should take the gag out. He ignored her, sliding a hand along her chest to caress her taut breasts.
“How do you like the outfit I bought you?”
She glowered.
“Sex slaves obey their masters, you know,” he said, “It’s like, a rule, you know.”
She glowered even more.
“Well, I must say, this side of you isn’t all that appealing,” he said.
He reached out and set the chair swiveling around until her back end faced him, and Michelle felt his fingers at her groin. He pulled the dildo loose from the round opening and pumped it slowly in and out, then unsnapped one side of the latex crotch from the ring and the two sides snapped free, leaving her naked below the waist – naked entirely, really.
She jerked and pulled against the ropes to no avail, fuming sullenly as she felt his tongue circling her taut pussy opening. She grunted as he thrust the dildo deep and began to lick at her clit. Her eyes were still tensely watching the corridor in anxious search of someone passing by, her ears attuned to the sound of anyone approaching.
She was not about to forgive him just because he was licking her clit and pumping a dildo inside her.
But there were no sounds to be heard except his moist licking and low growling and humming as he licked and sucked at her clit and pussy mouth, and the dildo pumped and twisted in and out of her moist opening.
Her anger began to fade a little with the thought that this would actually be pretty exciting and kinky if only there were a door to lock. She’d often fantasized about doing something wild, about prancing naked down the aisles, but tied naked and vulnerable was something else again. So while he was performing with his usual oral expertise it really wasn’t having as much affect as it should, and usually did have.
He seemed to sense this at last, and swiveled her around again to frown at her.
“I get the idea you’re not really enjoying this.”
She glared at him.
“You aren’t really that terrified of someone seeing you, are you? I mean, nobody is here. We did make sure of that.”
She still glared and he sighed and undid the gag so she could speak.
She worked her mouth painfully, then shook her head to get some of the hair out of her eyes. “Untie me right now!”
“And if I refuse?”
She glared.
He sighed and rolled his eyes. “You’re being pretty virginal, Michelle, for a sex slave.”
“I’m not your fucking sex slave!”
He grinned lazily. “You will be.”
But he untied her, and with a groan to her sore back, she managed to push herself erect, holding the chair back to keep from falling.
“I need this job, you know, asshole!”
“You wouldn’t if you were my sex slave,” he said cockily. “You’d live with me, naked, servicing my body, cleaning my house, being my maid. Maybe I’d find you a little cage to sleep in…”
She made a face and stuck her tongue out at him.
“Where’s my clothes?”
She pulled the open latex halter off her breasts and tossed it on the floor.
“Back in the board room, I suppose.”
She hesitated. “Go get them.”
He smiled and shook her head, and she glowered at him. “Fine!”
She peeked out the cubicle entrance, then, naked, slowly eased down the aisle, alert to every sound. She ducked into the doorway of each cubicle she came to, hiding, listening, very anxious. She could hardly believe she was walking along the aisle naked. The cheap industrial carpet felt rough under her bare toes, and the air conditioning was cool against her bare skin.
She covered her breasts with one hand, and her groin with another, then eased around the corner and darted to the board room.
It was locked.
She stared at it in disbelief. She was completely naked and her clothes were - .
She turned and hurried back to her cubicle. When she got there Jason was gone. She stared around in disbelief again. What in the hell!?
Then she saw that there was a note on her chair, along with a bit of fabric which, picking up, she realized was a ski mask. She looked at the note.
“I’ll be waiting at the rear door. You just need to go down the stairs on the north side and out the fire door. Oh, don’t forget there are security cameras there.”
She gaped at the note. He wouldn’t!
But he had! That… that… idiot!
She snatched up the ski mask and pulled it on, stuffing her hair up behind her head so anyone seeing her would have few hints to her identify. A young, athletic looking white girl. That was it. That could be… if not anyone, at least many people.
She felt a little safer now as she went back into the aisle, and the further down it she got, the further away from her area, the safer she felt. She reached the north end of the floor and pushed open the door to the stairs. She listened, but heard nothing, and crept down the stairs.
Bizarre. It was bizarre to be naked in the stairs! But it was also kind of a turn-on. Even if someone saw her they wouldn’t know who it was, not unless they caught her anyway. She crept down the stairs, then rushed from landing to landing as quietly as she could. When the door opened on the next landing up she almost screamed. She could hear two men talking as their footsteps approached. She rushed down ahead of them.
She was naked!
She reached the bottom of the stairs and turned. There was a hallway there leading to the fire exit. A security camera was overhead. She hesitated, heart pounding, but the footsteps behind were getting closer and closer. She darted forward under the camera, then past it, hoping the security guards were busy doing something else.
She hit the emergency release bar and the door popped open. She stepped out into the parking lot, blinking at the light.
Naked!
But at least she had the mask on as she looked wildly around for Jason’s car. And there it was, approaching fast. It pulled up beside her, she jerked open the door and dove inside, then closed the door behind her.
“You bastard!”
He laughed in delight and pulled away. She glared at him, looked out anxiously through the darkly tinted windows, then snatched off the ski-mask.
“You are nuts!”
“A little,” he said.
“You almost got me fired!”
He grinned.
“Where are my clothes?”
“In the trunk.”
She stared at him. “You mean I have to ride naked all the way home!?
He grinned as she sank lower in the seat, eyeing the traffic through the tinted windows warily. 
“Don’t worry. They can’t see you.”
“Easy for you to say.”
“True.”
It was weird, for she knew he was right. The windows were darkly tinted. She was naked as they passed within feet of people. It gave her a little buzz, a smug little sense of exhibitionistic excitement.
Besides, it wasn’t like she knew any of these people, so she had no fear of being fired, of creating a scandal, if one of them caught a glimpse of her. She stuck her tongue out at a few, and rose higher in her seat, feeling coyly sexual. She still felt the tension of being discovered, but she was becoming aroused, and that was taking the edge off her worry – and her indignation at Jason.



Chapter Nine
 
For the next week Michelle tried to put some brakes on what had been her out of control sex life. She refused to let Jason come over, and would not go over to see him. She agreed to have coffee with him a couple of times, and coyly resisted his seduction efforts, though it wasn’t easy. She was feeling increasingly dowdy, her life increasingly dull and pale without the wild, kinky excitement of his bizarre sex games.
She masturbated frequently, often with dark images of bondage and subjugation filling her mind. But while it took the edge off her hunger, in a sense it only added to that hunger.
When a box arrived on Thursday night from Jason, she eagerly opened it to find another dress – one which was, if anything, more provocative than the first one she’d worn. It was blue, just as short, and just as tight, but with an immense amount of cleavage, the cups narrowing to tiny spaghetti straps as they crossed her shoulders. The top of the dress squeezed her breasts together from the outside, lifting them up from underneath, and presenting them as if on a platter to anyone who looked at her. She’d never worn a dress with half so much cleavage.
But looking at herself in the dress made her insides squirm. She looked incredibly hot, amazingly sexual. Her breasts looked fantastic. And the high hem set off her legs beautifully. 
She just had to make sure not to bend over. If she did, her breasts would come out of the top and her ass would come out of the bottom.
But in a dark, hot, crowded disco, it would be exciting to wear such a dress.
What did she have to lose, but her boredom?

* * *

It was a different disco, but just as loud, just as dark, with just as many flashing lights and wildly writhing bodies. Jason had her hand as he pulled her through the crowd, and Michelle felt incredibly sensual in the tiny, tissue thin dress. She felt saucy and coy as they danced, but her lower belly was squirming as she waited whatever it was Jason had planned for the evening. She was sure it was more than dancing.
His body grinding against hers turned her on, especially since he was not shy with his hands, and took every opportunity to caress and massage her bare buttocks, or squeeze an already tautly squeezed breast. The dress showed so much cleavage that as she danced she had to constantly adjust it to tuck in this or that nipple.
But no one was obviously watching, and she felt free and wild and electric with it all.
She was growing more aroused, as well, exulting in her sexual freedom, in being nearly naked in such a crowd. She was hardly the only girl dressed provocatively, either, so she didn’t feel especially slutty. Other couples were openly groping and making out here and there, in corners, at tables, or even on the dance floor. And she began to return his moves with her own, grasping his bottom through his tight black trousers, rubbing at his groin with her hand, and biting gently at the nape of his neck. She got a couple of the buttons of his shirt open, as well, and caressed his bare, muscular chest with her hands.
It excited her to be doing all this in public, to have him groping her where anyone could see. Even when one of his fingers pushed its way up into her bottom and began to twist around within her she felt no great anxiety, only more arousal, more heat, more wicked excitement.
At one point he drew her with him to a chair, sat, and pulled her against him so she was straddling him like a lap dancer. Their lips met in hot, passionate embrace, and she moaned in heat as she felt his hands on her bottom. The dress was so short, though, that she felt a shocking jolt as she realized just how high the hem had risen with her sitting atop him, and that most of her bottom not actually pressed against him was bare to anyone looking.
Well, so what? Didn’t girls where thongs at the beach these days? And didn’t she have a great bottom? And wasn’t it fairly dark anyway? And weren’t a lot of couples making out, lightly petting and groping and necking? So what!
Jason took the opportunity to get a hand between her thighs, the big hand plunging into the tiny V of her thong front, fingers rubbing at her clit so that she squirmed and gasped as surges of white hot passion swept over her. He gripped the thin strips behind her in both hands and with a powerful tug, the strap parted. She gasped and grabbed at it, but the thong was gone and she was bare.
He laughed and grinned as she slid back off him, tossing the thong into a plant, then surging out of the seat, grabbing her head, and kissing her so passionately she forgot what she had been about to complain about. They continued to dance, and her heat was only increased now by knowing she was bare beneath the brief skirt.
It did not surprise her when she suddenly found her bottom pressed back against a strange man’s groin. She had been expecting as much. She turned her head back and saw he was a handsome blonde, and her insides burned as she turned her head back and gave Jason a mocking look. Then she was caught between their hard male bodies, the two men grinding against her from front and back.
Soon their hands began to move over her, taunting her, groping her, stroking and caressing her, and she felt her breathing growing ragged and raspy, her body becoming hotter, perspiration beginning to sheen her pale skin.
She wanted to go, to leave, to have both men doing her where she could scream in pleasure.
But Jason didn’t lead her to the door. Instead he led her to a round stairway, and they climbed, her hand in his. The other man followed behind, and she gasped as his hand slid up beneath her skirt, lightly squeezing her between the legs.
The next floor was also filled with dancers, but divided into many small alcoves, many of them occupied by couples engaged in passionate encounters. She could even hear gasps and moans which sounded like they were out and out fucking, which aroused her immensely.

Were they going to do her here, in some dark corner!? That would be awesomely wicked!
They turned into a dark alcove, but there was already a couple there. A Latino and a handsome blonde. The Latino stared at her, then to Michelle’s shock, the blonde embraced her and kissed her. She stared at the blonde with wide eyes, at first, then as she felt the intense gaze of the three men on them, she felt herself melting against the blonde woman’s body. 

The blonde’s hands caressed her bottom, and Michelle’s tongue pushed back against the other woman’s mouth as they kissed and ground their bodies together. She was not really into women, as such, but it excited her to be taunting and putting on a show for the three handsome men.
The blonde’s hands squeezed her buttocks, then rose, sliding up her back, lifting the back of the dress completely over her hips so that the men all had perfect views of her bottom. Michelle felt a shock of excitement, and only a little embarrassment.
The blonde man moved in behind her, his hands sliding around her, cupping her breasts as he ground himself into her bare bottom. He traced his tongue along the nape of her neck as the blonde woman sank downwards and pushed Michelle’s skirt up. Michelle gasped, her eyes widening. Putting on a little display for the men was one thing but –
The blonde’s mouth was up against her bare pussy, and there was little she could do about it. The man behind her had his hands positioned in a way which blocked Michelle’s impulsive move to push the blonde girl away. And then her body reacted with a shocking jolt of heat as the blonde’s tongue pushed up against her pussy, as her mouth opened wide, took in her sex, and closed, sucking, tongue whipping.
Michelle shuddered, and gasped for breath, reeling back against the man behind her. She was so stunned that she was hardly aware of the man lifting her hem higher – higher, and then right up over her head.
She was naked.
Gasping, she grasped at the blonde woman’s head, but her initial efforts to push her back melted along with her inhibitions as the blonde’s long pink tongue slipped up inside her and touched a part of her that made her body almost convulse.
Naked! Jesus God she was naked!
Then she felt something else, the hard, hot cock of the man behind, nudging against her anal opening. He was slippery, so he must have put something on it, and fire ripped along her skin as she felt him enter her.

She was naked!
The blonde woman ate at her, threatening to devour her, the blonde man worked his cock deeper and deeper into her ass. The Latino man stood next to Jason, watching. And then there was another man there, and as she rocked and shuddered, and her mind was swamped by sensation and excitement and passion, another man came to watch, and another.

A part of her wanted to run, screaming, but the passion was too great, a sexual fever overcoming her inhibitions.
The entrance to the little alcove was filled with men, and she was naked!
The blonde ate her, the blonde pushed himself deeper.
The men watched, grinning, licking their lips appreciatively.
Shock gripped her, shock at herself, shock at her situation, a shocked disbelief in what was going on, her mind too battered by heat and arousal to know what to do but stand there as the man behind began to pump, began to work his hips in and out, to sodomised her while the blonde drove her mad with her tongue.
She came, violently, trying to repress her cries of passion, but only partially succeeding, her hips bucking violently against the blonde girl’s mouth as the blonde man thrust up into her rear. But the orgasm barely diminished the heat within her. She was too overawed with the shock of it all, with all those men staring at her, with this lewd public display she had almost blundered into.
The man behind was thrusting hard and fast now, her body shuddering to the impact of his hips against her buttocks. She sagged back, gasping, griping the blond girl’s hair as the woman seized her buttocks and pulled her more forcefully against her mouth.
The man slowed his pumping, eased back, and then Jason was there, grasping her firmly, lifting her up across his shoulder. Dazed, she was carried naked out of the alcove, moaning against his shirt as they moved in between men who reached out to grasp her bottom or rub her breasts.
Then he was setting her down on a table. It was a very narrow table, though, very short. Her head and shoulders fell across one end, her legs the other. Someone moved above her, and she felt hands drawing her arms downward as her legs were spread. Straps were fitted around her wrists, and she groaned as more circled her legs above the knee. Her body strained, back arching, as her arms were pulled down one side, her legs pulled apart and down.
Then a cock was in front of her face, pushing into her open mouth. Hands moved over her body, too many hands to even identify. A cock thrust into her, and she sucked on the cock in her mouth as it pumped in and out.
On and on it went, her awareness hazy, as though in a fever, intoxicated by her own excitement and arousal. She saw no faces, only the shifting of bodies. Cocks pushing at her face, into her mouth, hands everywhere, cocks pumping at her pussy, cocks without faces all over her. She climaxed repeatedly, bucking and jerking, gasping and crying out, gagging on semen or thick cocks that pushed into her throat.
She had no idea how many men were surrounding her; but there were a lot of them. She had no idea how many used her: many, too many.
She lost track of time, lost track of even who she was. It was all a wild, tumultuous fever dream of unbridled sex and lust and passion.
And then there was a pussy straddling her, hands pulling at her hair, forcing her mouth up against it. She didn’t know what to do, at first, but the hands pulling at her hair urged her to some movement, and she licked at it, licked faster as the fingers pulled harder, moaning and slurping, staring, searching for the clit in her upside down world, licking at it, sucking until the fingers stopped pulling quite so hard at her hair.
Then it was gone, and another cock pushed into her mouth.

* * *

“Bastard.”
He only grinned, and Michelle glowered at him, but without any real feeling.  It was hard to be mad when the evening had been the wildest, sexiest and most passionate of her life. She had no idea how many times she’d climaxed, but her belly had ached with the force of them. And the thought that she had been tied up and gang-banged occurred and reoccurred to her with such squirming delight that nothing else really mattered.
Including the fact she was back at Jason’s again, and after he had washed her – she being so exhausted she could hardly move – he had put her to bed with her hands shackled behind her and her collar chained to the bed.
Now she was awake, still in bed, naked, shackled, staring at him as he grinned lazily and ran his hand over her body.
“My pussy is sore. Do you know how many men fucked me?” she demanded.
“Forty two.”
She gaped at him.
“Well, that’s how many times you were taken on both sides. I’m not sure how many did you in the pussy as opposed to shoving their cocks into your lovely mouth.
“My throat hurts too.”
“Poor baby,” he said.
He rolled closer, kissing her throat, licking it lightly.
“I was gang-banged,” she sighed.
“Yes, you were.”
His fingers stroked gently at her pussy and she winced.
“Poor baby,” he said again.
He parted her legs and Michelle, hands shackled behind her, could do nothing as he licked lightly along the edges of her slit, slowly coming closer, his thumbs parting her swollen sex lips until he could lick at the interior. Her arousal wakened, ignited, and she was soon crying out in pleasure, back arching, legs jerking and flopping and flailing as he ate her to an intense climax.
“I think you should be punished for being such a nasty little slut,” he said.
She groaned weakly.
He undid the chain holding her collar to the headboard, then used it as a leash to pull her out of bed
“Jason,” she whined. “My body is sore all over!”
“Then we won’t make you work it very hard,” he said.
He unlocked her shackles, and she sighed in relief, rubbing her arms.
“Now, on all fours.”
She sank to her hands and knees without difficulty. He moved ahead of her and pulled on the chain, and she crawled forward.
“That’s it. Let’s go out to the kitchen and get something to eat.”
She let him pull on the chain, let him lead her on all fours, crawling. He was in his pajama bottoms and t-shirt, and she felt very naked and very – submissive – as she crawled after him.
But it piqued her excitement and interest, and she found herself eagerly awaiting the next move in the game.
She crawled to the kitchen, and sat on the floor on her heels, knees spread, letting him lock her shackles together behind her again, and then feed her by hand.
Then he unlocked her shackles and led her into the living room, still crawling. He had her sit on a large stuffed chair, and then produced a length of soft black rope.
“What do you intend on doing?” she asked warily.
“Something exciting,” he said.
“Jason,” she groaned. “Can’t I just relax for a bit?”
“Of course. You can relax here and watch a bit of TV. How does that sound?”
She looked at the rope, then at him, and he grinned again. Luckily for him, he had a very nice grin.
The chair was old fashioned, padded under and behind her, but with bare wooden arms which ran up along the sides and up the wooden frame which ran across the top. The first thing he did was lift her shackles up to the top of the chair above her head and tie them there, with the rope running down the back of the chair, then around the side. He looped it over her belly, then back again, then brought it around front and carefully tied a loop which he placed around her breasts, closing it slowly, but snugly, to squeeze them together.
He ran the loop behind the chair again, then  underneath.
“Put your legs across the arms,” he said.
Mildly excited, she obeyed, and he tied loops around her legs above the knee, pulling her knees back farther, up and back towards the rear and sides of the chair, opening her sex up very vulnerably and lewdly.
He produced a wooden dildo then, something she’d never seen before. It was very thick, a foot long, and carved into a realistic likeness of a male organ, complete with head and rides, with veins and even balls. 
“That’s too big,” she protested.
But it wasn’t. She was already well-lubricated, and though it stretched her, he was patient and slow, working it deeper and deeper until the fat nose was jammed up against her cervix. He brought the rope up from one side of the chair, looped it tightly around the base of the dildo, then fed it down the other side of the chair. The ropes pulled inward, holding the dildo firmly inside, and Michelle’s breathing was becoming faster, more ragged.
Then he produced a gag, a penis gag.
“Open that slutty mouth, slave girl,” he said.
She obeyed, and the latex cock pushed into her mouth, forcing her lips wide, filling her oral cavity so that she moaned and rolled her eyes up at him as he strapped it behind her.
A butt-plug completed his work, and then he sat on the chair next to hers and turned on the television, ignoring her as he flipped through channels. He watched the news, still ignoring her, and she watched as well – after a fashion.
There was nothing really to arouse her but the situation, but that was arousing in itself. The dildo filled her, but didn’t move. Her breasts throbbed where the ropes squeezed them, her nipples hard. 
“I’m going to have a shower,” he said.
He left her, and she was alone, looking at the TV, which droned on. 
Bizarre.
But she was not in pain, and she felt the thrill of her bondage. She found that if she twisted her hips a little she could make her body move around the dildo, and inspire more heat within her. It was not enough to get her near a climax, of course, but it did keep her intensely aroused while he was gone.
When he returned, he was wearing only a towel, and her hunger surged. He knelt beside her and pumped the dildo, which made her ache, but heightened her passion. He thrust it hard and deep, which ached, as well. But he leaned in and licked at her clit until she almost climaxed, and that more than made up for it.
Then he pulled the dildo free, and untied her, which, strangely, she found disappointing. He made her sit on the ottoman, however and she felt a sense of excitement, wondering what was next.
He had her place her hands together behind her, and tied her wrists together. He then began to loop the ropes around her wrists, going higher and higher along her forearms, binding them tight. The higher he went, the more her shoulders were drawn back, until they began to ache.
“Oww,” she complained.
He paused and massaged her shoulders, kissing them at the same time, kissing the nape of her neck. Then he looped the ropes higher, and she gasped, repressing a complaint as her arms were forced even harder back, until her elbows were almost touching.
Finally, he seemed to find that enough. He lifted her to her feet and led her beneath the hook he’d tied her to before. This time, however, he pulled up on her wrists, lifting them up high, straight up. This forced her to bend at the hips, and when he kicked her legs apart she was completely exposed back there. 
He tied her wrists up above her, and put a ring gag in her mouth. Then he pulled her hair back in a thick pony tail and bound it with rope, leading it up and back above her to tie off onto the same hook which held her arms aloft. This put pressure on her scalp, but it wasn’t unbearable.
He put a spreader bar between her legs and locked her shackles to it, then tied the rope around each breast, making them stick out hard, the nipples bulging. They were separated now, however, not bound together, so that her breasts stuck out towards the sides. He tied thin cord around her nipples, making her wince and cry out as he tightened the knots, and fed the rope down to spreader bar between her ankles.
He pushed the wooden dildo deep into her bottom, then too the rope which was tied to her pony tail down from above, and tied it directly around the dildo to prevent it from coming loose.
That was the position he left her in as he disappeared for long minutes, and Michelle tried to get used to it, her body twisting, shaking, turning, trying to find the most comfortable position she could work herself into. There was little leeway, though, and her back began to ache, as did her scalp, while her breasts throbbed and her nipples burned.



Chapter Ten
 
When Jason came back he was leading a couple, an older couple in their forties, the man in a suit, the woman wearing a business dress. Under the circumstances, Michelle’s face burned. But there was nothing she could do about it.
“And her name is?” the woman asked, gazing at her with interest.
“Michelle,” Jason said.
“Such a pretty name,” the woman said, running her nails along Michelle’s back.
“Very lovely girl,” the man said as the woman’s hand slid over her buttocks and down to the dildo protruding from her moist sheath.
Michelle was horribly embarrassed, despite her wild night. That, at least, was in near darkness, with pounding music and confusion all around. This – this was in bright light, and so much more personal. She hadn’t had a drop to drink, and everything was calm and deliberate. She was especially embarrassed by the woman, who was old enough to be her mother, but whose fingers were stroking lightly against her clit.
“I’ll be back later, Michelle,” Jason said. “I have to do something at the office. “These nice people will keep you entertained.”
She stared at him, but he turned and left, and then she was alone with the strange couple, her stomach filled with anxiety and her mind with embarrassment.
The man worked the plug out of her mouth as he unzipped, and she resigned herself to servicing them until Jason returned, at which point he was going to get such a talking to!
The man slid his cock through the ring and she began to suck, the woman still stroking her pussy in a distracting way.
“My name is Mr. Smith, Michelle,” the man said. “This is my wife, Mrs. Smith.”
Sure they were.
The man had a nice cock, though, and she sucked freely as he pumped it lightly in and out. Now she could feel the woman’s tongue at her pussy, and grudgingly admitted that it didn’t feel bad at all. In fact, in combination with the wooden dildo, it felt very – nice.
“We’re going to teach you a few things about yourself, Michelle,” the man said.
He reached down and cupped one of her hard breasts lightly, caressing it with his fingers.
She knew she liked cock, Michelle thought. That wasn’t teaching her anything new.
Her embarrassment was starting to fade now that they were touching her, using her.
“We’re going to teach you that a whore doesn’t care who uses her body, so long as she is used properly,” he said.
The words aroused Michelle, though she felt a rising indignation, as well.
The man pushed himself down her throat and held him there for long seconds, then pulled out entirely and rubbed himself over her face.
The woman continued to lick at her clit, but now her fingers were rubbing at her anal opening as well.
Her breasts throbbed, her nipples burned. Every time her body moved she was jerking her nipples against the cords tied to the spreader bar. That hurt, but it also felt – hot.
There was simply no denying that her body was becoming more and more aroused, that the sensual heat was flowing through her mind, and that her inhibitions were being drowned.
The man undid the ring gag and pulled it free, then knelt beside her.
“Tell me what a whore you are,” he ordered.
That was hard, around complete strangers, especially the woman.
He tugged on one of the cords bound to her nipples and she let out a little cry.
“Tell me what a whore you are.”
“I-I’m a whore,” she gasped.
He slapped her face so that her cheek stung, and she rolled her eyes at him.
“We know you’re a whore. What kind of a whore are you?”
“I-I don’t understand.”
He slapped her face again and she cried out.
“She’s all ready for you,” the woman said, rising from behind her.
The man disappeared and now the woman came over, pulling a chair across to sit down next to her head. Michelle rolled her eyes at her as the woman smiled calmly. Then she felt the butt plug pulled free and the man’s cock sliding into her anus.
“Do you like to be fucked in the ass?” the woman asked.	
It was bizarre. She was such a matronly looking woman. She could be on her way to a PTA meeting.
Michelle gasped as the man’s big cock began to work its way into her ass.
Then she cried out as the woman slapped her cheek.
“I asked you a question, slut,” she said, her voice very calm, very polite.
“I-I-Yes!” she gasped.
“I want you to say it to me, then. Look at me. Look at me. Now say it.”
Face burning, Michelle looked at her. “I like to be fucked in the ass,” she said.
“Good slut.”
The woman patted her cheek as the man worked his cock deeper into her ass. Michelle groaned as she was stretched.
“Tell me you love cock.”
“I love cock.”
“How deep is Mr. Smith’s cock in your lovely little ass, Michelle?”
“I-I don’t know,” she panted.
The woman slapped her face, rocking her head to one side.
“I asked you a question, dear. How deep?”
Dazed, Michelle stared at her, and got another slap which rang her ear, and dazed her further.	
“how many inches of cock do you think you have up your ass, dear?”
“I-I – three?”
“Only three. You want more than that, don’t you?”
“Y-Yes!” she moaned.
“Fuck her harder, dear,” the woman said. “The little trollop needs more cock. Tell him you need more cock, Michelle.”
Michelle moaned and got another slap to her face.
“I need more cock!” she gasped.
Another slap rocked her and dazed her further.
“Mr. Smith,” the woman said pointedly.	
“I need more cock, Mr. Smith!” Michelle gasped.
Then she grunted as he thrust deeper.
“Does that hurt?” Mrs. Smith asked sympathetically. “You’ll get used to it.”
Michelle stared at her, then gasped as the cock sank deeper. “Oh!”
“More cock? How much cock do you have up your ass now, dear?”
“I-I don’t – six inches?”
“Six inches? You can take much more than that. I understand you were gang banged last night. Is that true?”
“Y-Yes!” she gasped.
“Did you like being gang-banged?”
“Yes!” Michelle moaned, ashamed to admit it.
“Slut,” the woman said with a smile.
“Ungh!’
“More cock?”
“Yes,” she groaned.
“Mr. Smith has a very long cock. He loves to bury it in the bottoms of slutty little girls like you.”
“Oh!”
“You have lovely breasts, dear,” the woman said, squeezing one.
“Ungh!”
“How many inches?”
“I don’t – eight or… or ten?”
“Give her everything, Mr. Smith. This is a girl who loves to be fucked in the ass. Tell me how much you love it, Michelle.”
“I-I love being fucked in the ass,” Michelle gasped.
Mr. Smith began to do just that, his cock pumping in and out now, rocking her body as he tried to thrust it ever deeper. Mrs. Smith sat beside her head, talking calmly about what a slut and a whore Michelle was, getting her to admit as much, and to speak about how much she loved cock and loved being fucked and sodomised.
And slapping her face whenever she hesitated, which did more than a little to daze the helpless girl.
“Ungh!”
“She’s  got it all now,” Mr. Smith said.

“Isn’t that delightful, Michelle,” Mrs. Smith said in a warm voice. “You’ve got eleven inches of prick inside your lovely little ass. Tell Mr. Smith how grateful you are for giving you a good solid fucking.”
Michelle did, and begged him to fuck her harder, and praised him for raping her ass, for fucking her ass, for using her slut body, gasping and moaning as Mrs. Smith spoke softly to her and slapped her face or ran her nails along her taut breasts whenever she hesitated.

Mrs. Smith finally stood up, lifted her skirt, and guided Michelle’s mouth to her pussy. By then Michelle knew better than to hesitate, and licked at the woman’s pussy as her husband roughly sodomised her. 
She was gripped by how surreal it all was, but the fever dream was back, and she was caught up in the wild storm of sexual hunger. She licked Mrs. Smith to a climax while Mr. Smith continued to pound into her ass.
And then Mrs. Smith took out a cell phone and spoke softly. She then held it out to Michelle.
“Say hello to Mr. Brown, Michelle.”
“H-H-Hullo!” she gasped breathlessly, body jerking to and fro as Mr. Smith sodomised her.
“Hello, Michelle, she heard a soft, warm male voice say. “And what are you doing right now?”
“I-I – Mr. S-Smith is fucking me in the ass!” she gasped.
“Do you like that?”
“Y-Yes!” she groaned.
“Would you like me to come and fuck you, too?”
“Y-Yes!”
“Then I will do so.”
Michelle groaned, her mind spinning under the wild sexual heat and passion gripping her.
Mr. Smith finished, eased to a stop, and then he and Mrs. Smith gagged her and said goodbye. Minutes later another couple entered the room, he tall and muscular, she tall and lithe, both as black as the ace of spades. Michelle moaned as they came over to her.
“Hello, Michelle,” said the man. “This is my wife, Mrs. Brown.”
“Slut,” the woman said.
The man put his cock in Michelle’s mouth while the woman moved behind her. Michelle yelped and gasped in pain as something struck her across the raised bottom.
“Filthy little whore,” the black woman said. “Dirty little white slut. Suck that cock, bitch. Suck that black cock.”
Another blow made her squeal, and she sucked harder, licking and slurping at the Black man’s cock as blows fell intermittently across her bottom. She felt the rope tied to her hair, tied to the wooden dildo, released from the latter. The black man took it, holding it straight up as he pumped in and out of her mouth.
Then the big dildo lodged in her pussy began to move in and out, slowly, to be sure, but the ridges moved roughly past her tightly gripping pussy lips, and the nose jammed painfully into her pussy as  she sucked on the Black man’s cock.
“Filthy white whore bitch,” the Black woman said.
She was spanked, she was strapped, her bottom burning as the woman fucked her with the dildo and the man drove his cock down her throat.
Then a third couple appeared, Mr. White, and Mrs. White, both blonde, but not the same as either of those she’d seen the previous night. The man fucked her, and worked the wooden dildo up her pussy, while Michelle performed oral sex on the woman.
A fourth couple replaced them, then a fifth.
Finally, Jason returned, and Michelle, exhausted and dazed, was untied, collapsing to the floor. It was a brief freedom, for he placed the thick, leather restraints around her wrists at once, then attached them to chains which were led up and out. The chains pulled on her, and literally lifted her to her knees, where she hung weakly, gasping, moaning into her gag. 
The chains lifted higher, and she groaned, forced to her feet, then higher still, so that she rose to the balls of her fee, then her toes. Finally, she was lifted completely aloft, and her wrists, shoulders and arms ached as they bore her weight. He spread her legs, chaining her restraints wide apart, then moved away from her, going into the kitchen.
Michelle hung weakly, head down, panting into the gag, groaning, pussy moist and dripping.
Mr. and Mrs. Smith returned, smiling, and sat down on the sofa. Then Mr. and Mrs. Black, Mr. and Mrs. White, and Mr. and Mrs. Jones, and Mr. and Mrs. Brown.
Michelle hung spread-eagled, moaning, embarrassed, but with a prickling sense of arousal and excitement gripping her. The couples sat all around, chatting softly. Jason came out and served drinks and snacks. They talked, often about her, about what a hot, beautiful sexy slut and whore she was. They talked about how good she was at sucking cock, and at licking pussy. They talked about her breasts, and her bottom and her pussy, about how tight she was, about how sensitive her nipples were, about how good a fuck she was.
They talked as though she weren’t even there, and Michelle was overwhelmed by it all. They were all around her, these strangers, and she was mentally exhausted and unable to really understand it all. The longer she hung there, the more exhausted and breathless she got. She felt vulnerable and anxious.
When one of the women, Mrs. White, got up and knelt before her, she stared down anxiously. The woman rubbed her fingers along her slit, then began to lick her – while everyone else looked on. Mrs. Smith then rose and moved behind her, and to Michelle’s shock, her tongue began to trace and circle her little rosebud anus.
They roused her to the edge of orgasm, then were replaced by their husbands, who buried their big cocks in her belly fore and aft, and pounded her into a massive orgasm.
Then Mrs. Black and Mrs. Brown came up and began to lick at her again, so that the exhausted girl was forced to writhe and moan and twist in pleasure. Their husbands then came up and fucked and sodomized her.
When they had all driven her to orgasm Jason appeared with a flog. This was a thicker, longer, heavier one than they had used on her breasts earlier, and when he swung it across her back – it hurt. But she was so gripped by hunger, so in the thrall of sexual bondage and fantasy and passion, that the pain only forced her into greater heights of feverish hunger and need.
The flog sliced into her soft back and round buttocks, the long, thin strips cracking against her flesh with sufficient force that she cried out at every blow, that she jerked and flinched and arched her back, crying out her pain as the thin strips of leather struck her with stinging force.
The laces curled across her hip now, and bit at her exposed pussy. She screamed into the gag, but her pleasure roared. Again and again the flog curled around her ribs to strike at her breasts and nipples, and curled over her hips, right and left, to snap and bite at her pussy.
Every few minutes he stopped, and the women would tongue and finger her, licking at her sore nipples, at her pussy and anus, until she squirmed and sobbed and writhed. Then Jason would resume his whipping. Her entire body felt scalded and raw, and the stinging pain from the blows now came as simply raw sensation. That sensation ate at her mind to the point that as the flog lashed her pussy she exploded into climax.
Jason immediately quickened his flogging, aiming exclusively for her pussy, the flog slapping and biting and cracking down across her hip at her burning sex so fast and hard her entire body thrashed wildly and the orgasm tore at her mind, threatening to make her head explode.
Her mind was simply open, all inhibitions torn free. She was, in her dazed state, a totally sexual animal.
Jason lowered her to the floor, and, naked, exhausted, she crawled around the room, the big wooden dildo protruding from her pussy, licking at the shoes and feet of the couples sitting there, pushing her face between their thighs to perform oral sex on this or that man or woman, not even knowing who they were any more, nor caring.
As the last of the couples finally left, Michelle stared dazedly after them, mentally and physically drained. She was sitting on her heels, her ankles tied to her thighs. Her arms were bound behind her to the elbows, with double loops of rope circling her chest and arms at shoulders, breasts, and upper belly. More double loops of rope circled her knees, holding them out and wide apart – straining the tendons in her groin.
She was gagged, and her hair had been gathered at the top of her head, tied with rope, and pulled up hard. And the wooden dildo had been affixed to the floor somehow, and was all but buried in her pussy, the hard wooden nose jammed painfully against her cervix.
And yet, Michelle could almost sleep. Almost. She was that exhausted, that weary. She could not sleep, of course. Instead her mind was in a semi-conscious haze. 
When Jason came around and thrust himself into her throat, fucking her mouth, her face, her throat, her glassy eyes stared at his belly as he buried himself in her again and again, then she moaned and gasped dazedly as he pushed the gag back into place.
When he came back some time later and ran a vibrator back and forth across her clitoris she cried out dazedly and climaxed.
When he tightened the rope in her hair, lifting her an inch off her heels, she cried out again, but adapted, dazedly. In fact, when he came back he found her dazedly bouncing – sort of, riding the dildo, forcing herself up and down, using the spring in the rope tied to her hair to aid her until she climaxed.
He left her there for the night and went to bed.
Much of the next day was spent hanging by her ankles, legs spread, as other couples, men and women, teased and taunted her, fucked and sodomised her, and forced her to service them. She was flogged lightly again, writhing and twisting and crying out, and once again wound up crawling unsteadily from person to person, performing oral sex, licking at their legs and ankles, and shuddering as she was mounted.
She spent the night hog tied, groaning, glassy eyed.
The next morning Jason untied her, carried her to the bathroom and washed her, then, with the quick snap of a crop across her bottom, persuaded her to crawl to the kitchen to eat. Then he had her crawl to bed, and as she hadn’t seen a bed since Friday morning she groaned in relief. 
It was not, of course, to sleep. She was tied spread-eagled, very tightly, her limbs aching, and then Jason worked her over with tongue and dildo, with vibrator and fingers, with his big cock and his soft lips, with ice cubes and candles, with clips and clamps, making her cry out and writhe, to buck and arch and shudder through pain and ecstasy until she could hardly stand the sensations against her raw nervous system.
Again he bathed her, gently, then, barely conscious, she crawled into a cage and settled on its comfortable, padded bottom. And finally, gloriously, slept.



Chapter Eleven
 
Nearly eighty hours straight of raw, wild bondage and sex had changed Michelle forever. The wild, hot thrill was like a narcotic to her, and the more of it she got the more of it she wanted. Everything else in life was so pale, so dull, so boring. She hardly felt alive.
When she woke finally, to find herself in a cage, she was shocked, but dazedly aroused, as well. The shock of being in a cage, the outrage of it, the dark, nasty, kinky heat of it, made her pussy throb with hunger. Jason had thoughtfully left a vibrator in with her, and when he found her she was on her back, plunging it into her pussy, squeezing her breast, grunting and moaning in pleasure as she climaxed.
She spent the entire day naked and shackled, acting a part which was only partly acting now, the part of his sexual slave. She cooked and cleaned and serviced his sexual needs, and a quick, sharp slap to the bottom whenever she showed impertinence brought, at first, more mischievous impertinence, and then a kind of instinctive obedience. 
She took the week off, and learned to be his slave, to obey his orders. He gave her to a number of different people, both men and women, and punished her often, in wild, thrilling ways.
For two days he kept her blindfolded, hooded, not able to see what was being done to her, or who the hands and mouths and cocks and pussies belonged to who used her.
She got little sleep, almost always bound in uncomfortable positions. Only the cage was her refuge, the only place she could really sleep. Her week off work extended to two, as she became used to crawling, to positioning herself properly, to posing, to behaving and obeying.
She still thought of it as a game, sort of. But her behavior and responses was becoming ingrained, instinctive. Being nude in public no longer really bothered her, though she remained shy of the erotic dancing he insisted on, as dozens watched. 
She remained less than enthusiastic about lesbianism, but performed in lesbian sexual shows for Jason and his friends. She was gang-banged by lesbians in a club as a reward to the women who had helped train her, and despite her reluctance, climaxed again and again, especially as she was introduced to fisting.
There was just something insanely arousing about having an entire hand up inside her belly, twisting, turning, fingers probing, the wrist sliding in and out between her aching, straining pussy lips.
She returned to work, finally, but everyone sensed how different she was. Her eyes were dreamy, and she fairly exuded sex. Her blouses were tighter, her skirts shorter, and cleavage was now a constant. There was some grumbling from the women, but no formal complaints. She flirted outrageously with the men, and then even with the women, at least, those not angered by it.
Tanya turned up her nose in contempt, and wouldn’t have anything to do with her again. Anna made the mistake of actually asking her about her sex life, and came away dazed, staring at her from then on as though she were a strange, amazing beast of some sort. Sharon looked at her sternly, returning none of her flirtatious looks, taking up none of the suggestions or responding to any of her invitations.
But then, one day, Sharon came into her cubicle, and simply reached out and gripped Michelle’s hair, jerking her face up and forward in her chair. Michelle dropped her arms, not fighting, not pushing her away. She let Sharon pull her out of her chair by the hair, kneeling before her as the brunette looked at her through flashing eyes.
“How much of a slut are you, Michelle?” she demanded in a low voice.
“Find out,” Michelle whispered.
Sharon was tall enough to see over the cubicle walls, barely. She looked around, then back at the woman kneeling before her. She twisted her hair back, hard, making Michelle wince in pain, forcing her back to arch. Then she pulled her forward as she jammed her face into her groin. Michelle began to lick at her through her knee-length skirt.
She gasped as her hair was pulled back again, then saw Sharon lift her skirt. She was naked beneath, and when Michelle’s face was pulled forward, she began to lick at the woman’s pussy with unrestrained eagerness. It took not much over a minute to make her climax.
Sharon staggered back, releasing her hair, gasping. She looked around, then left the cubicle.
She continued to ignore Michelle’s invitations to come home, but every few days, when no one was near, she would come into Michelle’s cubicle, yank her face into her groin, and make her perform oral sex on her.
Nor was she alone. She must have told someone, or hinted at it. Jerry came in one day and did much the same, using her hair to force her into his groin, where she sucked him all the way down to the root and he came in her throat in less than a minute.
Word went around, and several of the men took her mouth, on occasion, in the same way as Sharon did. One day Luke asked her into his office. He closed the door, shoved her roughly down across the desk, lifted her short skirt, and thrust himself into her from behind.	
Michelle obediently held herself in position as he used her frantically, groped her breasts painfully, then finished. She straightened, smiled, pulled down her skirt, and left.
Slowly, grudgingly, Sharon began to probe her for details of what she did outside of the office, and her disbelief that Michelle actually slept in a cage finally persuaded her to visit. Between the purring sexual creature that was now Michelle, and the incredibly handsome hunk that was Jason, she was soon involved in her first two on one, and day by day, week by week, was drawn deeper into their sexual lifestyle.
She was much more comfortable with women, however, and exulted in being gang-banged at the lesbian club. It was she who eventually seduced pretty Anna into their games, and, of course, a number of the men at work were eager enthusiasts.
Her life was one of sexual thrill, at home and at work, and Michelle felt as though she were more alive than she’d ever been. She never completely gave up her sense it was all a game, and always felt vaguely amused when calling people “master” and “mistress”, but her uninhibited hedonism was now fully exposed, and she gave herself to anyone who wanted her with a heat which seemed incapable of being cooled.
Sexual slave, or just an unrestrained slut. It didn’t matter to her, so long as the pleasure and passion lasted.
 

The End
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