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Since our little ‘date’ with Jacob, the relationship between Chloe and me had subtly altered. I used to be the one completely in charge. I was tougher, strong-willed, and more willing to push what I wanted, while she was more easygoing. But my experience with her and Jacob tormenting me and making me come had shifted that a little.

Being tied up and made to act like a slave girl, being forced to submit, and getting such a massive wave of pleasure and passion from that had jolted something in my mind. Because that was the most excitement I’d ever felt in my life, and I wanted more!

I’d never even dreamed of doing anything that wild and edgy! In the light of the next morning, I was still shaking my head with disbelief at some of the stuff I’d done – and said! Some of it was incredibly degrading! Like crawling on a leash!

But at the time, the passion and sexual heat had been so powerful, I couldn’t resist.

I felt guilty about that, but thankfully, no one knew, except him, who knew none of my friends, and Chloe, who had done the same stuff, so couldn’t tell anyone.

She could be annoying, though.

“You should call me mistress from now on,” she said the next morning at breakfast.

We were sitting at our little round table. By the kitchen. The sides folded in when not in use, and folded out so it could seat two people. Maybe three in a pinch. I was just having cornflakes while she was eating a bagel and low-fat yogurt.

The way I eat cornflakes had always kind of annoyed her. I put them in a bowl like everyone else, but I don’t put any milk in the bowl with them. Instead, I have a cup of milk next to the bowl. I eat the cornflakes, then have some milk, then eat some more cornflakes.

“Why don’t you just put the milk on the cornflakes like everyone else?” she said, exasperated.

“Because I don’t like soggy cornflakes.”

“So, eat faster!”

“I don’t want to eat faster.”

“When you’re my sex slave, you’ll do as I tell you.”

“Don’t hold your breath,” I said.

“I’ll keep you around as my servant. You can wear a collar and restraints, and nothing else.

“Uh huh. 

“And, of course, you will service your mistress whenever she desires.”

“You have an active fantasy life.”

“Very active. Slave girl.”

“You’re the slave girl.”

“You should go out and buy yourself a collar and restraints.”

“Why? Jacob didn’t give you a spare?”

“He didn’t give them to me. He made me go and buy them.”

I stared at her across the table. “Seriously? The guy seems to have lots of money!”

“He said it was psychological. If I bought them and put them on myself, then it would mean I was submitting myself to him.”

I rolled my eyes.

“They’re not that expensive.

“Maybe I’ll make you my slave, then, since you already have a collar and restraints.”

“You don’t even know how to be a slave. How do you think you’re going to be a mistress?”

“What’s to know? It means you’re in charge. And the slave does as she’s told.”

“Well, Jacob says there’s nuance to it, mind games, so that you turn the slave on so much she becomes completely submissive to your will.”

I frowned at her. “You don’t think he’s taking this seriously, do you?”

She shrugged. “If it feels as good as it does with him, who cares?”

“Like, he’s trying to brainwash you?”

“Again, who cares? He says if the master gives the slave enough passion and pleasure under the right circumstances, she becomes conditioned to obedience.”

“Well, I’m not the obedient kind.”

“Oh, you are too. Teacher's pet!”

“I was not!”

“You were on the honor roll!”

“I’m smart!”

“Well, answer me this, smarty, if being a sex slave gives you half a dozen orgasms a day, what’s wrong with being a sex slave?”

“Well... there’s more to life than orgasms.”

“Like what? What is better than orgasms?”

“You could have lots of orgasms and still be in charge!”

“You think being able to push some wimpy guy around, like you used to do to Sean, would give you half a dozen orgasms a day?”

“Sean wasn’t wimpy!”

“He was pussy whipped, and you know it.”

I shrugged. 

“You wouldn’t think a guy was hot if he let you push him around like –.”

“Like Jacob pushes you around?”

“And the way he pushed you around!”

I shrugged again, less comfortably.

“Maybe I’ll keep bringing you back so he can help me train you.”

“Maybe him and me will train you, and you can be our bitch.”

“I don’t think so. Remember who was on her face begging me to fuck her last night?”

I felt my face heat a little. “Jacob made me say that!”

She smirked. “I made you say that. And you said it because you wanted my big cock.”

“You don’t have a cock, you weirdo.”

“And when we do it here, I’m usually the one who uses the strap-on.”

I felt my face heat a little again.

“That’s because it’s more fun, so I make you service me,” I said airily. 

She reached across with a piece of bagel and dunked it in my milk.

“I told you to stop doing that!” I snapped.

“Who cares what a blonde slut wants?” she said with a smirk.

“You’re a blonde slut!”

“But I’m not natural. I’m just faking it. You’re the true nymphomaniac.”

“Because I’m blonde? You’re an idiot.”

“Loser!”

“Wacko!”

“Slut!”

“Whore!”

We weren’t really angry, you understand, just bitching at each other.

She moved to dunk another piece of bagel in my milk, and I put my hand over it, scowling.

She rolled her eyes and got up, going to the fridge behind me. I thought she was going to get her own, but instead, she darted back and dunked her bagel in my milk again from behind me.

“Bitch!” I exclaimed as she laughed.

I got up and grabbed at her, and she grabbed at me as we sort of wrestled, but only half seriously.

She was wearing nothing but a tube top and a thong, while I was wearing a light robe that tied in the middle with a cloth belt. I wasn’t wearing anything under it since I had intended to have a shower after breakfast. We knocked against the table as we jostled, and I gasped in alarm as the milk was almost knocked over.

“Don’t knock over my milk, you airhead!” I exclaimed, turning to grab it.

She grabbed my robe from behind and yanked it down firmly, which kind of pinned my arms to my sides as I pushed the milk back. With her arms around me, that greatly restricted my ability to twist free, even as she quickly undid the belt and then pulled both belt and robe back on both sides, pushing me against the table.

And that fast, she had the loose robe and belt pulled back around my arms, pinning my arms as she tied the belt behind me.

“Chloe! You bitch! Freak! Weirdo! Pervert!

“Now, now, now, you’re going to have to learn to be more polite to your mistress,” she taunted.

She turned and scurried away, leaving me like that.

I cursed, twisting around in place, trying to pull my arms free of the jumbled-up robe, but the belt had been pulled back over both arms and then back, which made it very difficult. I had just about decided that the thing to do was somehow work the whole thing down my arms and off when she came back.

Before I could turn around, she had grabbed me from behind and forced me down across the table.

“Chloe!” I cried.

She didn’t knock the cup over, but did knock the bowl over so that the damn cornflakes spilled over the table as I struggled to stand upright. When she got hold of my hair, though, I gasped and was forced down to the table, my breasts pillowing out against the wood, with crumbled up cornflakes under them!

“Now we’ll see who the boss is,” she crowed, her other hand driving between my thighs and cupping my pussy.

I had only been half serious about wrestling with her, but now even that kind of melted away as I felt a breathless wave of excitement sweep through me. Oh, I still pretended to resist, but once she began to rub my clitoris, the fight faded really fast!

She laughed and slapped my butt, and I squeaked and cursed, and halfheartedly tried to kick back at her.

She snickered and reached across me with what looked like a big dildo in her hand! One I hadn’t seen before. She jammed the tip into her little yogurt cup and then came back and pressed it against my pussy!

I squealed and squirmed because the yogurt was still kind of cold, but it warmed up quickly as she pushed and twisted the thing, and while I cursed her to pretend to some resistance, I slid it deeper and deeper. God, the thing was thick!

“Pervert!” I gasped. “Freak!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Behave, slave.”

“I’m not your slave, bitch!”

Crack!

“You’re my slave bitch. And I’m gonna prove it!”

I was heating up incredibly fast, robbing me of any effective way to resist. Because I didn’t want to! I sure wanted to pretend I was, though! But even my need to do that was starting to melt under the rising heat as that thick cock pushed achingly deep inside me. All I could do was kind of squirm and jerk and roll my hips as though I were trying to get away.

“Tell me you love my cock, slave.”

“It’s not a cock, you freak! It’s a silicone dildo!”

“Think so, huh? Shows what YOU know!”

“Ah! Oh! It’s too big!” I gasped as it slid even deeper.

“You’re a natural blonde slut! You can take any size of cock! You were born to be fucked by big cocks!”

I gurgled as it inched forward slightly deeper, and felt the base against me. It pressed harder, and then somehow dug into the top of my pussy – which at the moment was the bottom, almost hurting as it pressed down on my clitoris.

And then the whole thing started to vibrate!

I squealed again, my resistance a lot more active as she held the thing against me, laughing.

“Chloe!”

“Submit to your mistress, slave girl!” she taunted.

The thing about me and vibrators – which Chloe knew, of course – was that I was so sensitive down there that I couldn’t take them without a slow introduction. Once I got used to low-power, gentle rubbing, I could move it up a notch, then another, then another. This thing was very powerful and was jammed hard against my clitoris! It was also vibrating inside me, which had its own interesting effects!

Here is a bit of anatomy for you. The clitoris is bigger than what you see. It’s just the rest is kind of inside you, and right behind it, with just a thin wall of flesh between them, is the vagina. When people talk about your G-spot, that’s the place where you can feel the clitoris through the vaginal wall.

So, this thing was vibrating against my clitoris from both sides!

The discomfort was real, and I twisted frantically for long seconds. But she had me by the hair and was pressed into me from behind. Not to mention, being bent over the back of my chair with my breasts jammed into the cornflakes was not exactly a good position to fight anything!

But it took surprisingly little time for me to adapt to the vibrations, and then the muscles in my hips began to spasm, making my hips jerk and buck helplessly. All she had to do was hold it pressed against me as it slowly melted my mind to the point I couldn’t even think of resisting, much less how!

Have you ever had crumbs against your bare skin? Well, the crushed cornflakes were pretty hard, sharp crumbs, and my breasts were grinding against them very uncomfortably!

“Tell me you love it, slut!” she demanded.

She jammed the thing in harder, and I squealed, my body trying to escape it.

“Tell me you’re my slave! Say it!”

Now she started to pump the thing in and out like a cock, and another tremendous rush of heat swept through me! I felt as if my bones were melting as a growing pressure made my body thrum with sexual tension and pressure.

I was squirming and writhing even more, but she held tight to my hair, now pulling it up and back as she pressed the heel of her hand down against the lower part of my neck to keep me jammed against the table. My breasts were grinding and rubbing down on all those crumbs, which was making them prickle with little stingy sensations that were somehow even hotter.

Then I kind of stopped struggling, my hips just grinding back instead as a dark, feverish fog enclosed my mind.

“Nasty sex slave!” she taunted, slapping my butt again.

I came, trying to restrain my voice, but not able to fully keep the wild, raw pleasure inside me, my hips bucking violently as I exhaled all the air in my lungs in a long, warbling cry of pure pleasure. 

Chloe kept the thing jammed almost painfully deep, the vibrations resonating through my lower body and making it feel as if my bones were trembling! The storm of sensation tore through my mind and body for an endless long period before slowly dropping away, and then I went still, gasping for breath.

She jammed the thing deep and then released my hair and pulled my legs tight together. I didn’t know why, and I didn’t care. I moaned softly, trembling and still kind of grinding my hips back. Now that my thighs were squeezed against the base of the vibrator, I tried to sort of grind myself against it.

She had darted out of the kitchen for some reason I honestly didn’t care about. I was just trying to regain my breath and fit my scattered wits back together. Then she ran back in, untied the robe belt, and pulled the robe off me. I figured that was because we were finished, but no, she slipped leather bands around my wrists and clipped them together in front of me.

She pushed something hard and slick, and apparently well-lubed, against my wrinkled back opening.

“Chloeeee!” I groaned, starting to push myself up.

Crack!

“Shush, slave.”

“Ow! Quit that!

She gripped my hair again and jerked it back. This time, my arms were free, even if my wrists were locked together, and I reached up and back over my head to grab at her hand to pull it free. Instead, she grabbed my wrists and pulled them down sharply, forcing my elbows back even as she continued to push some kind of thick, slick thing up my butt.

“Wh-what... what are you... doing!?” I gasped.

“Showing you something.”

She pumped the thing in and out a little, and I was still distracted by the vibrator, which was still buzzing away. She managed to lock my wrists to something, and then I felt some kind of metal pressing against my tailbone and sliding up between my buttocks. And it quickly became apparent my wrists were attached to it!

“What the hell!?” I gasped breathlessly.

My wrists were pulled back more sharply, and I felt pressure from the thing in my bottom pressing up against my tailbone. Giggling, Chloe gripped my hair and pulled me upright. I staggered a little, and then she released my hair, and I found my wrists locked behind my neck just as hers had been the other night.

“Slave girl!” she taunted.

She picked something up, and I noticed it was a shorter version of that rod thing that Jacob had used the other night. The tip was a square flap of leather, though, instead of a hand. It still felt similar as she rubbed it across my stiff nipples.

“Feet apart! Back straight!” she ordered.

“You little bi –!”

Crack!

She brought the rod sweeping down across my butt.

“Ah! Shit!”

“Obey, slave!” she barked in a haughty voice.

I glared at her, but a dark heat was roiling my insides, and I shifted my feet apart on the floor to avoid further blows. 

“Your purpose in life is to bring pleasure to others,” she said. “That’s what sex slaves do, after all.”

“I’m not a freaking sex slave, you little –!”

Crack!

“Ah! Quit that!”

“Obey your mistress, slave girl.”

“You’re not my mistress, you perve!”

She used the tip instead of the shaft, this time, slapping it down in sharp, fast little blows against my nipple. I twisted away and then got the shaft across my butt, which stung more!

“Ow! Fuck!”

“Obey, slave!”

She gripped my hair and pulled me back. I stumbled, and she pushed down, so I fell to my knees.

“Jacob wants to use your slut body again,” she purred from behind me, rubbing the tip of the thing against my nipples.

“You must be prepared, slave girl, or you’ll be punished.”

I won’t deny that I was feeling a bubbling, simmering heat, or that this was definitely wicked and edgy and hot. But I was still indignant at the idea of Chloe, of all people, trying to boss me around. I decided I would definitely get her back as soon as this was over.

Except my mind was fluttering and churning with heat. The vibrator had not slipped out of me but was still firmly embedded in my pussy. I wasn’t sure why, though I suspected it was somehow attached to the thing in my butt (it was), but the vibrations were a continuous distraction that was growing worse with every passing minute.

“Spread your knees, slut,” she ordered.

I gulped and shifted my knees apart.

“More, slave bitch.”

I glared but obeyed as she moved around in front of me. She’d removed her thong and now jerked on my hair again and brought my face in against her pussy.

“Perform well, slave bitch, or my riding crop will turn your ass a dark shade of red and you won’t be able to sit down for a week.”

This was so fucking sick! And so outrageous! And so dark and scalding!

I moaned as she pushed my face against her, then started to lick.

“That’s it, dirty slave girl. Maybe if you’re lucky, we’ll sell you to a nice Arab sheik who’ll put you in his harem.”

I licked and sucked at her clitoris as she twisted her fingers in my hair and taunted me. Chloe seemed to be getting more excited as I continued, so I wasn’t doing too badly. Though she often told me to lick harder, or to move my tongue in different directions, punctuating her instructions by slapping the crop down on my butt.

Meanwhile, the vibrator kept buzzing away, and the heat crept through my mind to weaken my sense of restraint, to soften my inhibitions, and to fill me with a hunger that threatened to consume me.

She started grinding her pussy into my face harder and harder, and then let out a series of yips and yelps and moans as she came. I just kept licking, though my tongue was starting to ache, until she eased her grip on my hair.

“Ahh, that was good. But that’s all I need your mouth for, for now, Zoe,” she said. 

She released my hair, then turned away, got something off the counter, and then returned, jerking back on my hair to force my head up and back – and to open my mouth – then shoved a big cock through my open mouth.

Actually, it was a ridiculously thick cock, except it was more of a ridiculously big and thick cockhead, a helmet-headed, circumcised cock that she slid into my mouth and pretty much filled it. It was attached to a kind of leather pad that she pressed across my mouth and lower face, then drew straps from the sides to fasten behind me.

“I don’t want you screaming too much as I torture you,” she said airily.

She pulled me to my feet by the hair and led me over to the sofa, then pushed me back on it.

“Wait here, slave.”

She disappeared into the bedroom, and I took the opportunity to look down at my body. I pulled my knees up and back and stared at the base of the vibrator pressed against my clitoris, and then what looked like a stainless-steel umbrella handle sticking out of my butt and curving back across my tailbone.

She returned wearing the strap-on dildo that we sometimes used, holding some black rope similar to the stuff Jacob had used, and... a pole. It looked like the pole to the mop, only with the mop unscrewed.

“Slide your butt forward, slave.”

She bent over and lifted my feet up and back, then tied a rope around my ankle, then, separately, around the other one. 

“Now lift your feet up and back.”

I glowered at her and refused.

She reached over and picked up the crop and began to rapidly slap my nipples.

I squealed and jerked my knees up and back, then raised my feet.

She pulled the pole behind my neck, then forced my left ankle way back against it before tying the rope around my ankle to the pole. A moment later, she pushed my right ankle back, too, then tied that to the pole, as well.

She was clearly getting a lot of perverted ideas from Jacob!

She did something to the vibrator, and it slid out, glistening with my juices. A moment later, she thrust the dildo she was wearing into me, and I moaned helplessly. She started to grind and thrust her hips, then, while rubbing the head of the vibrator back and forth over my clitoris.

Then, as my heat turned to flames, she picked up the riding crop thing and started to slap my nipples with the tip.

“Filthy sex slave!” she taunted. “You blondes are nymphomaniacs! All you want to do is have a big cock inside you!”

Since she was blonde too, this made no sense. Though earlier she had said I was worse since I was a natural blonde and she’d only dyed her hair.

I quickly noticed that she’d replaced the usual dildo with something new. This one was more realistic looking – and feeling – and thicker. She pumped it in and out, and I moaned in dark pleasure as she alternately rubbed her fingers or the vibrator against my clitoris.

It didn’t take long for me to come with her doing that! I was soon twisting and bucking and grinding myself up against the dildo as she drove it into me hard and fast, continuously calling me a sex slave and a blonde animal and a slut.

If she made me come like this, I didn’t care what she called me!

Laughing, she hardly paused before pulling out and shoving the vibrator back inside me. Then she untied my ankles from the pole and flipped me over onto my belly. My legs fell off the sofa, and she undid my wrists from the thing in my butt before pulling that free.

Then she drove the big dildo up my ass and started to fuck me as she reached around my hip to make the vibrator grind against me. Her other hand was in my hair as she called me her little fuck toy, her sex slave, and her blonde slave bitch.

I came again, of course!

*
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“I’m gonna get you for this,” I growled.

“Naw, you’ll have too many orgasms to care.”

Which might well happen.

We were going back to Jacobs early since we had no shift tonight.

Since it was raining, I was wearing my rain poncho.

And nothing else!

She had drawn my arms behind my back as in the aftermath of the second orgasm, then lifted my hands up to almost my shoulder blades before wrapping the rope around my arms several times. As she tightened the loops, my arms and elbows were slowly forced back further and further, making my shoulders ache.

She had me slide backward, my knees still on the floor, but my breasts sliding off the sofa until they hung below me, and only my shoulders on the edge of the sofa propping me up. She then fed the loops of rope around the front of my chest, encircling the base of my breasts, and pulling the loops in tighter until they squeezed in firmly around the base of both breasts.

Then she’d brought it around behind me to tie my wrists together.

She pushed the new dildo almost fully into my butt. In fact, my butt partly closed behind it. Still, she wasn’t happy and kept pushing until it was entirely inside me! God, it gave me cramps deep inside!

She had me put on my sexiest boots. They were knee-high, with stiletto heels. And then, confusing me completely, she got dressed, put on her own boots and raincoat, then threw my rain poncho down over my head and shoulders.

I don’t wear it often, and it only goes down to just below my butt. But it would conceal that my arms were tied behind me! A moment later, she put a medical mask over my nose and mouth to hide the gag, winked, then pulled me towards the door.

I resisted, but I didn’t have the best leverage with my arms up behind me and wearing stiletto heels! She got me out into the hall and locked the door, laughing at me as she walked away.

“You can stay there, if you like. I’m going to Jacob’s!

Well, of course, I had no choice but to hurry after her!

It felt weird walking with the big dildo up my butt, and the vibrator jammed up into my pussy!

And my breasts, being squeezed in at the base, were sticking out pretty firmly against the thin plastic of the poncho!

The elevator doors opened, and we stepped inside, then headed downstairs. 

Chloe turned to me and removed the medical mask, then quickly unstrapped the gag and pulled the thing out of my mouth, dropping it into her purse.

“Freak! Pervert! Slut! Dyke!” I gasped.

“Shhh. Insulting your mistress will get you a spanking, you know.”

“You’re not my mistress, slut!”

She smirked, and the doors opened. I followed her out.

The weird sensations got worse when we reached the lobby and walked across it and out to a car waiting there. I thought it was an Uber and was extremely nervous about what it would feel like to sit down on these!

I got in carefully, not able to use my hands. Chloe held my arm to help, and I gingerly sat down, wincing at the pressure against the dildo and vibrator. I had to slump down some to ease the ache in my belly where the nose of both sex toys was jammed.

I kept my legs really tight together because I couldn’t stop the bottom of the poncho from riding up. 

I glanced at the mirror and was surprised to find that instead of the usual unsavory-looking man from the third world, there was a young, very pretty Asian girl driving. I rarely got female drivers, and even more rare was to find a young one.

She pulled the car away from the curve and headed towards Jacob.

And Chloe turned to me, slid her fingers through my hair, then leaned in to kiss me passionately.

I was shocked and confused. What was she trying to do, get us kicked out of the Uber!? Third-world people often don’t much like anything related to LGBT stuff.

Then I felt her hand pulling up the already too short poncho and rubbing my clitoris! In plain view of the driver!

“What are you doing!?” I hissed, my face burning.

“Playing with my sex toy,” she said in a normal voice that the girl would certainly hear.

“She is your sex toy?” the girl asked, in accented English.

“Oh yeah. She’s my sex slave,” Chloe said.

“I am not!” I exclaimed.

“She is not very well trained for a sex slave.”

“She’s only started her training.”

“I have not!”

“She is not very obedient,” the Uber girl said. “You should punish her.”

“Do you think so?”

Okay, I was kind of freaked out, but I’m not an idiot. These two knew each other. That was why the Asian girl wasn’t the least bit surprised at any of this. This wasn’t an Uber at all!

“Oh, yes. She is very disrespectful,” the Asian girl said.

“You’re not an Uber!” I said accusingly.

“I have not given you permission to speak to me, slave girl,” she said.

“You’re both perverts!” I exclaimed.

“It is because you let her wear clothes,” the Asian girl said. “She is thinking she is a human again.”

“You think so? I couldn’t exactly bring her naked through the hallway.”

As she talked, she pulled the poncho up, lifting it over my hips, up over my chest, and over my head, and there was nothing I could do about it!

“She has very hard nipples,” the Asian girl observed.

“Yes, she does. My name is Chloe.”

“I am Anjin.”

“Pleased to meet you, Anjin. This slave has no name, of course.”

My face burned as Anjin eyed me in the mirror.

“That looks like a very big object inside her.”

“It’s a vibrator,” Chloe said. “She loves big cocks, you see.”

“Yes, blondes are nymphomaniacs,” Anjin agreed.

Then Chloe reached down and turned it on!

I gasped as it started to vibrate powerfully.

“Do you think she will have an orgasm?” the Asian girl asked with interest.

“Probably. You know what blonde girls are like.”

I was too embarrassed to talk. Though it was some consolation that this Anjin was obviously a perve like Chloe and was seemed to be used to this sort of thing.

She pulled into an underground garage as Chloe began to suck and lick my right breast, her other hand kneading my left. When she parked, she got out, then came around to the back, opened the passenger side, and got in on my left side.

I gasped as she leaned in and gripped my hair, jerking my head back, then kissing me hungrily. Her other hand went down between my trembling thighs, making the base of the vibrator grind against my clitoris, then pushing it aside to rub me with her own fingers.

She dropped her mouth to my breast while Chloe sucked and licked on my other breast! It felt wild to have both my breasts sucked and licked at the same time. But I still felt the need to give at least a halfhearted defense of my pride.

“Y-You’re both p-perverts!” I gasped.

Anjin jerked my face towards her, then kissed me hard. Then Chloe gripped my hair and jerked my head to my other side so she could kiss me just as roughly. Then Anjin did, then Chloe. All the while, their hands moved over my body, kneading my throbbing breasts, rolling my tingling nipples, and pushing down between my legs to rub my clitoris.

“She is very noisy. You should gag her,” Anjin said.

When Anjin slid off the seat onto the floor, unfastened the vibrator from the dildo in my butt, and started to pump it in and out, I let out a cry of helpless pleasure, then when she started licking me, my hips started to grind against her as I gurgled in rising heat.

Chloe gripped my hair and jerked my head back sharply, then pushed the penis gag back into my open mouth, pressing the soft leather base against my lower face and fastening it in back.

Anjin was sucking on my clitoris and producing such a rush of sensation that my body bucked and twisted and arched as I cried out in heat again and again. The gag made me able to do that, you see. It sort of... well, it was like I didn’t have to repress my responses. 

Chloe was sucking and chewing at the center of my breasts as her fingers dug into the soft flesh while Anjin pumped the dildo into me harder and faster, making me cry out at every thrust.

I was very close to orgasm, my body burning up, the sexual pressure so great I was trembling, when she pulled it entirely free of me. Her fingers slid into me instead, twisting and rubbing, three, then four wedged into the straining mouth of my sex.

Chloe pulled back on my hair again, raining little bites and kisses along my exposed throat as I felt the pressure against the mouth of my sex getting worse, felt myself stretching wider, felt myself aching, almost on the verge of pain.

Then the pressure eased as her fingers slid deeper. 

“Cool!” Chloe said as she released my hair.

I stared down and saw that Anjin’s entire hand was inside me! I whimpered and moaned as she licked at my clitoris again, her hand slowly pushing deeper. I was wide-eyed as I saw her wrist being tautly gripped by my pussy, sliding slowly deeper.

I could feel her fingers moving around inside me, felt them slowly being drawn in together into the palm of her hand. Then her fist slowly pushed deeper as she sucked on my clitoris.

The orgasm exploded, and I screamed into the gag, my back arching, convulsions wracking my body as a tremendous thunderclap of pleasure so intense it stunned me blew through my body!

I was kind of leaning back, mostly perched on my tailbone, Chloe having lifted my right leg up and back behind her as she leaned in to suck my nipple. My left leg was stretched out along the seat, with Anjin holding it down. My upper body twisted and thrashed, arched again, and I gurgled dazedly as the storm of pleasure continued.

I could feel Anjin’s fist sliding deeper and thought I was losing my mind!

I jerked my chin down and gaped at it as it continued to slide into me. Her wrist was buried inside me, and now her forearm was stretching me wider!

Her fist started to slowly rotate inside me, first turning one way, then the other, then the first way again, then the other. It eased slowly back, then pushed slowly forward.

All the while, Anjin sucked and licked at my clitoris. And she was better than Chloe or Jacob!

I let my mind float, for there was nothing I could do and nothing I could say. It briefly occurred to me how different this was from the usual stress of sex. There, I was always watching for the guys’s reactions to how I moved, what I sounded like, and how my body was positioned. Sex with a guy is all about pleasing the guy, you see. That’s why you have sex with them in the first place.

But now, gagged and tied and held down, I had no decisions at all to make. I could just float on the wild, churning flood of sensation and emotion as the two of them manipulated my body.

The heat was baking my brain! I moaned, and my eyes rolled back as I stared sightlessly up at the roof of the car. I let myself simply wallow in the passion and sensations as the former grew and the latter intensified. And then another orgasm tore through me!

My hips tried desperately to jam my body even harder against her fist as it moved in and out of me, but I could hardly move them. The orgasm had control of me, and I cared about nothing and no one but the heat and pleasure as they tore my mind apart.

“Sex slave!” Chloe taunted. “Blonde nympho slave bitch!”

Sure. Whatever. For this, I’d be anything they wanted. 

I was still trembling and shaking in the rush of pleasure. The orgasm took forever to fade, and I gulped in air, moaning as Chloe pulled out the gag.

Then Anjin straightened her head, her fist and wrist, and some of her forearm still inside me.

“Tell me you are a sex slave,” she ordered.

I just moaned dazedly until she slapped my cheek.

I gasped and stared at her, eyes widening.

“Tell me you are a sex slave,” she ordered.

“I-I’m... I’m... a-a sex slave!” I gasped.

She slapped my breast, and I yelped in pain.

“You forgot to say mistress, slave!”

“I’m a sex slave, Mistress!” I gasped.

She leaned into me, and I felt her fist sink deeper as her other hand gripped my throat and squeezed.

“Who is your mistress, blonde slut?!”

“Y-You are, Mistress!” I croaked.

She released my throat, and then her hand slowly retreated, slowly sliding back, her fingers unfurling from her palm. I gasped as she eased her hand out of me. Then she thrust her fingers into my mouth.

“Clean them, slave!”

I moaned, licking and sucking at the three, then four fingers she’d pushed into my mouth, my body still shaking.

“She must be trained to know her place,” Anjin said.

She slid up onto the seat next to me, then opened the door and pulled me towards it by the arm. I briefly resisted when she tried to pull me out, but she was stronger than she looked. I gasped and stared around me as Chloe got out of the other side.

“Come, slave,” Anjin said, tugging on my arm and leading me away from the car.

“But someone will see me!” I gasped.

“So? Are you so ugly then?”

“Please!” I gasped as she led me across the floor. “Please, Mistress!”

My feet were bare on the concrete floor. She and Chloe had removed my boots in the car. Now, naked as the day I was born, my breasts still tied so that they were puffy and taut, she led me across the garage, Chloe taking my other arm to help. Anjin was wearing a very short black skirt and thigh-high leather boots with stiletto heels, as well as a black turtleneck sweater. It was made of very thin fabric, and she was clearly not wearing a bra.

We stepped into a small elevator lobby and then into an open elevator. At the push of a button, the doors closed, and we rose.

“Stand up straight, slave!” she barked.

Chloe jerked back on my hair, and I gasped and straightened.

“Always stand straight!” Anjin said sternly.

“Everyone wants to see your tits at their best,” Chloe said, caressing my left breast.

“Y-You two are perverts!” I moaned.

“Yes, and it’s fun!” Chloe exclaimed.

The elevator didn’t stop anywhere else along the way until it got to Jacob’s floor. They walked me down the corridor, Chloe still holding my hair to keep my head up and back arched, my feet padding on the thin carpet. It all felt so wildly unreal! I could hardly believe this was happening, and I was naked outside like this!

I felt an incredible relief when we reached his door and stopped. And it seemed like an eternity before Jacob opened it.

“Ah, I see you have brought me a present,” he said.

I felt a flush come to my face and spread slowly down my body as he examined me.

“Bring the slave in.”

They pushed me in as he stepped back and then half-pushed, half-pulled me down the hall and into the living room.

“Stand still! Feet apart! Head back!” Anjin ordered, giving my bottom a stinging smack.

I gasped and obeyed, and then she and Chloe left.

Jacob came over to me, and I licked my lips nervously as his eyes skimmed up and down my body. After several seconds, he reached out and caught my stiff nipples between thumbs and forefingers, rolling and lightly plucking them as they tingled. Then he tightened his fingers, and I gasped as my nipples began to burn.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped as he pinched them more tightly.

He pulled up, and I was forced to rise onto the balls of my feet as he stretched my burning nipples.

“Tell me what you are,” he ordered.

“I-I-I’m a-a sex slave!” I moaned.

“What do you call me, slave?”

“Sir!” I gasped.

“Why were you born?”

“To... to bring pleasure to men with my body!” I gasped.

“With your blonde slut body.”

“With my blonde slut body! Sir!”

He released my nipples, and I gasped, sinking back to my heels as he moved behind me and gathered in my hair. I winced but wasn’t surprised when he gripped it in a tight mass behind my neck, then used it to pull my head back before forcing me forward and across the room.

We stopped before a large, wide mirror.

“This beautiful blonde slut body was designed to please men,” he said, still holding my hair but letting his other hand come around my chest to knead my right breast. “Designed to give pleasure to them. And to receive pleasure.”

His fingers rubbed gently against my clitoris.

“You can take pride in this. But you must abandon any thoughts of making decisions on your own. You are a slave girl, and all decisions are now mine. I own your body.”

He jerked back sharply on my hair.

“Say it.”

“Y-You own my body, Sir!” I squeaked.

“As your owner, I can do anything I wish with this lovely body. I can give you pleasure... or pain. I can use you, or loan you to another to use. Your only responsibility is to give pleasure to anyone who uses your body.”

This was so fucking outrageous and edgy! But that was part of why it was so hot!

He pulled his hands back, and I could see him in the mirror peeling his shirt up and off. I felt another hot little rush at seeing his bare, muscular torso as he gripped my hair again.

“On your knees, slut,” he ordered, jerking down on it.

I fell to my knees in front of the mirror, staring at the image of me, of him. It was so hot! I looked like... well, like his slave! His sex slave! And he looked like some kind of powerful barbarian who’d captured me!

He unzipped his pants and brought his cock out. Again, I stared at the mirror, watching as he rubbed it up and down across my ear and then my cheek.

“Turn around, slut, and service your master’s cock.”

Breathing heavily already, I obeyed, sliding my lips over his cock, sucking and licking it, bobbing up and down, my lips sliding further and further down as he gathered my hair in tighter at the top of my head. I pushed forward, wanting to control it myself, and his cock pushed into my throat, then slid all the way down to the base.

Just as he had done before, he brought his other hand around behind my head to crush my mouth against him, holding me steadily, tightly, firmly, letting me know he was the one in charge. He released me, and I slid slowly back, gasping for breath as the head of his cock popped free of my throat.

He pulled his cock free, then rubbed it all across my face as I gulped in air. 

“What are you?”

“I-I’m a ... a sex slave, Sir!” I gasped.

“What is your purpose in life?”

“To bring... bring pleasure to men with my blonde slut body,” I gasped.

This is so fucking outrageous!

I had not entirely caught my breath, but he pushed into my mouth again. He let me suck and lick and bob and down on him for long seconds, then pushed forward, burying himself in my throat again. He pumped slowly in and out while holding my hair, then pulled free, rubbing his spit-wet cock over my face once more as I repeated that I was a sex slave and my purpose in life was to bring pleasure to men with my blonde slut body. Then he stuffed himself down my throat again.

With just him here, it felt darker than it had yesterday, even though it was daytime. It felt more... real. He seemed more intimidating. But while that made me a little anxious, it also roused my heat more.

He pulled me down onto the floor and then picked up what I thought was the big vibrator.

“On your face, slave,” he ordered.

This is insane, I thought dazedly.

But I obeyed, raising my hips high and spreading my knees as my breasts pillowed out against the floor. He knelt behind me and slowly worked the big vibrator inside me. It started to buzz, and I moaned helplessly.

“Knees together.”

I brought my knees together, feeling the base of the vibrator against my inner thighs as they squeezed firmly against it.

Crack!

I cried out in pain as he brought the crop down across my upraised buttocks.

“What happens when you disobey, slave?”

“I-I’m punished, Sir!” I moaned.

Crack!!

“Ahh!”

“Say ‘I must be punished, sir’.”

“I must be punished, Sir!” I moaned.

The vibrator was very powerful, and its vibrations were reverberating through my entire lower belly!

Crack!

I gasped and winced as the crop cut across my buttocks again.

“What happens when you are disrespectful, slut?”

“I-I must be punished, Sir!”

“Who must you obey?”

“You, Sir!”

Crack!

I hissed at another sharp line of pain and heat, and squeezed my thighs in tighter against the buzzing vibrator.

“The answer is everyone. You must obey any orders given by anyone at all for any reason. If a homeless man orders you into his tent on the street, you will go in and service him. If a store worker at the mall orders you to kneel in the aisle and service him, you will obey. If a man on a train snaps his fingers at you and tells you to crawl to him and service his cock, you will obey.”

Crack!

“Is that understood, slut?”

Wow! Wow! Wow!

“Yes, Sir!” I cried.

“You are a creature of sex and pleasure. You need to think of nothing else. That is your only purpose in life. Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Sir!” I cried.

“Beg me to use your blonde slut body.”

“Please use my blonde slut body, Sir!”

Crack!

“Beg harder.”

“Please use my blonde slut, body, Sir!”

Crack!

Put more emotion into it.”

“Please use my blonde slut, body, Sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

I hissed and shuddered. My buttocks were flaring, throbbing with heat now, and I really, really wanted him to fuck me instead!

“Please use my blonde slut body, Sir!” I cried.

“Spread your legs for me, slut.”

I instantly pulled my knees wide.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Keep your hips raised high.”

I repositioned as he knelt behind me. Then the vibrator came out, and his soft, warm cock filled me instead. I shuddered as he buried it in my trembling pussy, then leaned over me. His big hands came down on my back, crushing my breasts into the floor as his hips ground against me and his cock twisted around inside me.

“Beg.”

“Please use my blonde slut body, Sir!” I gasped, finding it hard to breathe with his weight pushing down on my back.

He started to work his hips in and out in small strokes that gradually got longer and faster until his hips were hitting me hard and fast.

He paused, his hands coming off my back, much to my relief. Instead, he folded himself down over me. His left hand pushed in under my chin, then up and back until my neck was caught in the crook of his powerful arm. I gasped weakly, though he wasn’t really doing much to restrict my breathing.

But I knew he could. I knew that even my ability to breathe was completely up to him. His hips started to slap hard against my buttocks again. Then his other hand pushed in under my hip, his fingers finding my clitoris. I gasped and moaned, dazed, light-headed, my blood burning with heat, a terrible sexual pressure gripping me.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please use my blonde slut body, Sir!” I gasped.

“Again, whore.”

“Please use my blonde slut body, Sir!” I croaked as he tightened his arm around my neck.

He felt incredible inside me! His cock was a monster churning up my insides, pounding up and down with relentless force and power! The heat was overwhelming, and my body was covered, crushed, surrounded by him as his big cock drove into me.

I came, my body flaring hotter and hotter as my mind was battered by a massive storm of pleasure that shut down much of my brain. I trembled and shook, gasping dazedly as he tightened his arm around my neck again, moaning, reduced to my animal instincts as his hips continued pound into me from behind.

After he had sated himself, he dragged me to my feet and marched me out of the room and up the hall, then into another room. Chloe was there, naked, bound exactly as I was, leaning over with her face buried between Anjin’s thighs as the Asian girl slumped low in a chair.

She sat up and pulled Chloe back by the hair as Jacob stripped off his pants and stood before us in all his powerful, naked, masculine glory. I was shoved to my knees as Anjin pulled Chloe over by the hair. She took control of my hair, too, and then guided us both in against Jacob’s cock and balls.

“Service your master, slave bitches,” she said in a nasty hiss. “Please his cock or you will be whipped! Filthy blonde sluts!”

Jacob just stood straight, legs apart, arms folded across his powerful chest, looking down at us as Anjin hectored and insulted and drove us on with threats and pulls to our hair. It was all so constant, I hardly had time or the inclination to think about anything other than pleasing Jacob’s cock.

“Filthy animals,” she snapped. “Blonde slave whores!”

We took turns deep throating him, the other sucking on his balls at the same time. 

Anjin pulled Chloe away, then, while I continued, Jacob took control of my hair. He did as he had earlier, rubbing his spit-wet cock over my face and making me beg him to suck his cock. Confessing to being a slut, to being a sex slave, to being a blonde animal. And other insane shit like that. It was all very degrading and wildly thrilling somehow.

Then he turned me around, and I saw that Chloe’s arms had been untied and then tied again up and apart as she stood nearby. Jacob led me over to her, with me sort of stumbling, knee-walking along as he tugged on my hair. He released me in front of Chloe.

“Make her come.”

I licked my lips, then leaned in and began to lick her clitoris. It wasn’t hard to find. A big dildo was stuffed up inside her, stretching the mouth of her sex wide. I licked hard and fast, then gasped as something flew overhead and hit her chest. I resumed licking, and it flew in again, and again. Chloe was gagged, but I could hear her cries as they stuck.

It was like dozens of thin black strips all swinging together and landing across her breasts and chest!

I pressed my lips around her clitoris and sucked rhythmically, then started to lick hard and fast again.

The dildo pulled free, and Jacob’s cock thrust up inside her from behind. I gasped, but then continued to lick at her clitoris as he jammed himself deep, then started to thrust in and out.

I rolled my eyes upward and saw the strips of black slash down across her taut breasts again, then again, Anjin standing back and holding some kind of handle that they were all attached to.

“Remember, slave bitch,” Jacob growled to her. “You are not permitted to come.”

I hardly even thought of that as I licked and sucked. How could she come with those things turning her breasts red!

But with his cock thrusting into her and my tongue licking at her clitoris, that was just what she did, howling and shaking as the orgasm took her mind and body.

“Now you will have to be punished more,” he said in satisfaction.

Anjin dragged me back and made me stand, then brought me over to what looked like a sawhorse. Well, if a sawhorse were made of finely polished brown wood with some kind of leather wrapped around the horizontal part.

“Put your leg over it, slut,” she ordered.

Gasping, I did, and she pushed me forward so I was straddling the middle length of wood. She got on a stool and reached overhead, then pulled down a much thicker rope tied in a loop, putting it around my throat. I gasped as it pulled tight, and she drew it behind me to the back of the sawhorse to tie off. She pulled my left ankle out to the side and tied that to a nearby post, then did the same to my right. 

That left me sitting on the sawhorse, and I quickly realized that this was not going to be a comfortable seat. All my weight was pressing down on a two-inch-wide length of leather-covered wood that was jammed against my pussy and tailbone.

A moment later, she placed a narrow metal device on the top of the sawhorse right in front of me. She pressed the rounded tip against my pussy, then strapped the thing down. When she turned it on, it began to vibrate with surprising power for its size.

The rope around my throat wasn’t tight enough to keep me from breathing. But it was a constant threat as Anjin stepped back, and I watched Jacob finish fucking Chloe. Anjin stepped in then with that whip or whatever it was. I stared as she whipped Chloe’s breasts again, then moved behind her and brought the thing down against her back repeatedly. Each time she did, Chloe cried out, her voice hardly even audible through the gag, her back arching at the touch of the whip.

I stared in fascination, for she looked so... so erotic, so helpless, the cruelty being visited upon her so unjust.

Like a slave girl with cruel masters!

My pussy was really starting to ache. But it was really starting to burn, too. I kept trying to shift my weight to ease the pain, but it only worked for a second. Like I could lean back a bit, which took some of the weight off my pussy, but instead put it on my tailbone. Of course, doing that also tightened the noose around my throat.

Not to mention, my tailbone was soon aching with an even sharper ache than my pussy, so that I had to lean forward again. I couldn’t take my eyes off Chloe as Anjin exchanged the thing she was using on her for one that was very obviously a whip. It had a short handle and a six-foot-long, very thin length of dark black... something, leather perhaps.

Jacob knelt before her and started to lick her pussy as the whip cut across her back. As she had with the other thing, she arched and cried out. But she arched more strongly, and her cry was louder.

The whip cut across her back repeatedly, then across her buttocks, which made her hips buck violently forward. Jacob was holding them in his powerful hands, though.

The whip started to curl around her chest now, snapping and biting at her taut breasts, and her cries became even louder as I ground myself almost unconsciously against the vibrator, my body heating up more and more even as the pain grew between my legs.

I found myself wishing it were me there instead, wondering what it would feel like.

Harder, I thought dazedly. Harder!

I could see the whip slicing into her breasts, into her nipples, could see her twisting and writhing.

They stopped, and Anjin fitted a big strap-on to herself, and, from what I could tell, pushed it up into Chloe’s ass. Jacob slipped his still-erect cock up into her pussy from the front, and the two of them thrust into her as she trembled and shook and thrashed anew.

Then her voice rose in a wild, warbling howl that I recognized, however muffled. She was having a massive orgasm!

My hips ground more desperately against the vibrator. I had to use the leverage of my bound ankles to do it, though. Chloe’s orgasm was too much for me, and I came, as well, crying out again and again as I jammed myself against the vibrator.

It was an incredible orgasm, one that took my breath away – literally – because I pushed my head forward, deliberately tightening the noose around it, gasping and gurgling dazedly as my body shook to the intensity of the pleasure tearing through my nervous system.

That sapped me of my strength, though, and left me trembling and gasping, my pussy still jammed on the narrow sawhorse. It was throbbing fiercely now, burning as I moaned in pain. I again tried to lean back, then to one side, then the other, then back, then forward. The pain was growing, and I was growing desperately.

“Please!” I gasped. “Please take me off this!”

They ignored me, busy with Chloe.”

“Please, Sir!” I gasped. “Please, Mistress!”

The pain mounted, but the vibrator was still buzzing, and the faint pleasure it brought was a very, very welcome distraction, so I tried to make it grow, jamming myself against it as my body sweated with exertion – and pain.

“Please. Mistress!” I gasped. “Please... Master!”

Anjin halted her movements, though Jacob continued. She removed her strap-on and came across to me.

She was still fully dressed, having simply lifted the skirt to use the strap-on. Now she jerked back on my hair.

“Are you ready to show your submission, slave bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped. “Oh, please, Mistress!”

“You will have one opportunity. If you fail, you will be put back here for another hour. Do you understand, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Any disobedience, and your punishment will be severe.”

She undid the noose, then undid both ankles. I moaned in relief as I was able to stand and take the pressure off my aching pussy. 

“On your knees, slave.”

I had no difficulty at all sinking down on my rubbery legs.

“Now on your belly.”

I sank down until my stomach was pressed against my thighs, and then, at a push from her foot, fell over onto my side on the floor.

She walked about ten feet back and turned.

“Crawl to me on your belly, slave.”

Moaning, but still intensely relieved at the pressure coming off my pussy, I awkwardly tried to crawl across to her. My breasts mashed against the floor as I rolled my weight from side to side, pushing with my toes and lower legs until I reached her.

“Raise your bottom high and keep your chin low.”

I did as she looked down at me, crop in hand.

“Spread your legs wider, slut.”

I obeyed again. I had no problem with this as it eased the aching in my pussy.

“Now show your submission to your mistress. Clean my boot.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant at first. My arms were still tightly bound behind me. But when she thrust the crop down at her foot, I realized what she wanted and shuddered as a dark wave of heat passed over me. I eased in and licked at the toe of her shiny black boot.

“Lick harder, you blonde slut!”

I licked harder, my tongue sliding up and down the top and then sides of her boot.

“Tell me you are my slave bitch.”

“I’m your slave bitch, Mistress!” I gasped, still licking.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave, animal.”

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress!” I moaned.

She raised the front of her pointy black boot.

“Suck.”

Shuddering again, I let my lips slide over the toe, licking at the underside, taking the front as deep into my mouth as I could – which wasn’t very deep.

Then Jacob was standing there. She moved aside, and he stepped before me.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“Clean my foot.”

This time it was a bare foot, and I briefly hesitated.

“Or back on the horse!” Anjin growled.

I licked frantically at his foot, even sucking his toes at Anjin’s direction. She brought the crop down across my buttocks at any hesitation as I focused on licking all around his foot and ankle. Then she knelt behind me. She worked her big strap-on deep into my ass and reached under my hip to rub my clitoris.

“What are you, whore?” she growled, gripping my hair in her other hand and twisting her fingers in it.

“I’m a sex slave, Mistress!”

“What else?”

“I’m a blonde slave bitch, Mistress!” I gasped.

“What else?”

“I-I’m a filthy blonde slut, Mistress!”

“What is your purpose in life, animal?”

“To bring pleasure to men with my blonde slut body, Mistress!” I gasped.

She pulled me up and back by the hair until I was upright, pressed back against her, the dildo jammed high in my abdomen.

Jacob was somehow still hard, or maybe he’d gotten hard again. He gripped my hair and pushed his cock into my open mouth as Anjin continued to rub my clitoris and thrust her cock up into my ass.

“Sex slave,” she hissed into my ear.

Jacob’s cock thrust into me balls deep, and I exploded an orgasm so powerful it was like I was lost to everything else.

Rapture!

My hips bucked against Anjin’s fingers and cock, but I forgot who I was or where I was. I didn’t care about any of it but pleasure so intense it deserved to be called ecstasy.

Chloe and I spent the rest of the day naked, mostly tied up, but often performing sex acts, either together or individually, while Anjin and Jacob watched.

After Jacob came in my face, they hung me upside down by the ankles and blindfolded me. Then they pushed those earbuds into my ears and played cries of pleasure along with my own voice, this time saying all the stuff they’d made me say about being a sex slave and a slave bitch and a blonde slut animal while promising to obey.

After that, Anjin put leather restraints around my wrists, a collar around my neck, attached a leash, then had me crawl down the hall and into another room – the kitchen. Chloe was there, also collared, her restraints locked together behind her back as she knelt before a table. I was soon kneeling next to her, my wrists also locked behind me.

Anjin and Jacob fed us by hand, with us leaning in and licking food from their fingers or the palms of their hands. Then we took a rest – in a cage! Yes, a cage! It was low and not long enough to lie down in, and it was a bit of a tight fit with both of us, but we lay curled up against one another for a couple of hours.

Gagged, so we couldn’t speak.

The rest of the day was taken up with posing, crawling, and doing all kinds of perverted things, like masturbating with big dildos and vibrators. The girl who came first would be punished, and you’d think that would be something we could control, but we couldn’t. And I came first.

That got me a hard spanking from Anjin, which was so painful it made me cry! Afterward, I had to lick her to orgasm.

We stayed the entire day, and slept the night, then booked off work the next day for more of the same. 

I’d never had more excitement in my life, more thrills, more edgy, shocking, wild, intense sex with so many massive, gut-wrenching orgasms! And I wasn’t going to give it up for anything!
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Molly’s Black Master (Molly’s Black Masters series) Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl can survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president.  was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
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Out of Uniform: Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive! 
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Ariana’s Dad: Kaylee somehow winds up in a scorching hot affair with her friend’s father! Mister Christian had always been a disciplinarian, and it turned out he was even more of one in sex! In short order she experiences not just bondage, but her first spanking! Not to mention further discipline as he draws her into what she thinks of as an edgy game of slavery. Then Mrs. Christian arrives and the heat level turns up several notches, as does the discipline!
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Taylor’s New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!
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Nerd Girls: Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy! 
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Trained: Olivia is taking a late train home when a handsome man accosts her, accusing her of being far too beautiful to be taking the train. Much to her astonishment, Olivia finds herself easily seduced into a wickedly dangerous liaison right there on the darkened platform, with other people nearby, he manages to tie her wrists to the post above her, strip her naked, and take her then and there! After multiple orgasms, she is tied up and, wearing nothing but her rain poncho, helped onto the train for a wild and crazy trip home.
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The Temporary Harem Girl: It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
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Owned by Mister Trask: When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me but have patience: writeargus@gmail.com
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