
        
            
                
            
        

    
CAPTIVITY

COVE

Alexi Lutz


Novels by Alexi Lutz

THE PROGRAM

AI TRAINED SEX SLAVES

CAPTIVITY COVE


Copyright 2025 by Alexi Lutz


All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part by any means now known or here after invented, including photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval system, is forbidden without the explicit written permission of the author. All characters depicted in this fictional work are characterized as adults of at least 18 years of age. Any resemblance to persons living or deceased, particular businesses, events, or exact locations are entirely coincidental.

WARNING: Please be advised that the book contains scenes some readers may find objectionable, which includes BDSM, submission, domination, bondage, whipping, exhibitionism, humiliation, and sex.

ADULTS ONLY


Table of Contents 


1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39

40

41

42

43

44

45

46

47


1 


Mark Stone knew he might be sorry that he left the room, while his new girlfriend, Tina, was tied spread-eagled to his massive canopy bed. She acquiesced and allowed him to ‘show her the ropes’ of his sexual inclinations. They were on their fourth date and during dinner at an expensive steak house, on the near north side of Chicago, he had told her about his likes in the bedroom. Her eyes widened when he first mentioned them and he at once thought their earlier dates would be in vain. He was diligent to speak of his tastes early in the game for just that reason. Unexpectedly she had shown some interest, albeit tentative. Their first dates were amazing, hitting it off instantly. She was young, voluptuous, and beautiful with long, blonde hair. He pegged her for early twenties, which was much younger than he normally dated, being 47 himself. Her youth was most likely the basis for her open-mindedness. She had told him of her sexual experimentation in college and that intrigued him. The fact that she had sex with another woman in a threesome, showed her adventurousness in sexual affairs. They had sex on their second date, and it was hot and heavy. She liked it rough and had not protested when he held her wrists together, over her head, while they did it. She had agreed earlier at dinner to let him do her while she was tied to the bed.

Mark listened outside his bedroom, ready to go back in if he needed to. This was the first time for her, and he was being diligent in case she started to freak out. He was letting her get used to the ropes that encircled her wrists and ankles, which held her loosely but firmly in place. She could wiggle quite a bit, which was part of the rapture, but she could not touch him or stop him from touching her. The mattress was king-sized and firm. It did not squeak or make any noise. All he could hear were the ropes slapping the bed and his captive moaning softly, as her breathing became heavier and quicker.

“Mark, I’m ready whenever you are,” Tina cried out loudly. She had no idea he was standing right outside the door. She felt so vulnerable bound as she was, especially because he decided to leave the room. What if he was an axe-murderer or serial killer? Maybe he was getting things to hurt her with. He seemed nice enough, but people hid secrets all the time. She had allowed him to bind her, but the fact that she had time to think was making her nervous. The anxiety intensified the sexual tension she felt. She struggled uselessly, as she unnervingly felt her juices seep into her butt crack. “Are you coming back soon? I am getting scared,” she tried. Still no answer.

Mark quietly removed his clothes outside the door and stroked his hefty member slowly as he listened. He was enjoying the reality that she was getting nervous as he hoped. He entered the room and turned off the lights. The bedroom was still visible, lit from the light filtering through sheers on the windows of his high-rise condominium. He watched her struggle for a minute before closing the blackout drapes over the muted light source. The room was now completely dark.

“What are you doing?” asked Tina, listening to him make his way around the pitch-black room. He did not answer. “Why won’t you talk to me?” she asked, as her anxiety rose. She felt him sit down on the bed next to her but could not reach out to him tied as she was. “Either you talk to me, or this is over,” she said forcefully, struggling harder to get away without success.

Mark did not heed her demand. Instead, he slowly caressed the inside of her thigh, starting at her knee and making a slow journey up, till he was barely grazing the labia of her soaking-wet pussy. She squirmed in natural reflex to the touch. He went to the other side of the bed and did the same thing. She quieted down and focused on sensory input. She took in the maleness fragrance of her lover as he stroked her body lightly with his fingertips and listened to his gentle breathing.

“Mmmm,” she sighed, as she felt him climb onto the bed and hover over her without touching. The anticipation was nothing she had ever experienced before. She decided not to say anything else and ruin the mood, when she felt his wet tongue swipe at her erect, rock-hard nipples. She pushed her body up to meet the touch only to have it disappear. As she crashed back, her large breasts swayed and bounced. She could not believe he has not touched them yet. They were her pride and joy. She was blessed with perfectly rounded, oversized breasts, which was the first thing all the men she bedded assaulted. Mark ignored them as he opened his mouth and suckled an extremely sensitive part of her neck. She squirmed from the stimulation without being able to protect herself or pull away. He tugged at her earlobe with his teeth and let out a long, hot breathe. She was now yanking at the rope that held her back. He lazily circled to her other ear with his wet tongue and duplicated his teasing. When she opened her mouth to gasp, he brusquely covered it with his own and forcefully thrust his tongue in to explore. His massive cock entered her soaking wet pussy without a bit of resistance. He drove his member deep and rode her high, so his penetrating shaft caressed her engorged clit. He speared the two cavities without resistance. She was unable to prevent the sexual attack with her arms and legs held out of the way. She arched her back off the bed and came in spasms, with his mouth still covering hers, eliminating her ability to scream in ecstasy. He jerked his head away and positioned himself to fuck her with more force. He settled into the comfortable spot and rammed his sex harder and faster until he pulled it out right before his climax and showered her body with his stream of white, molten lava. She came for the second time due to the vicious assault on her sensitive and unprotected slit.

“So, you wanted me to talk, did you?” Mark teased, as he tickled her cum-covered body with his fingertips.

“About that…never mind,” Tina replied breathlessly. She smiled in his direction as he got up in the darkness. “You’re not going to leave me here again, are you?”

He walked across the bedroom, turned on the lights, and glanced back at the young beauty strapped to his bed. She sighed as he left the room again, glistening with puddles of sperm on her stomach, and wondering what would come next.

“Mark…”  
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The three men shifted in uncomfortable chairs, which surrounded the small but sturdy light-oak desk in the tiny room. The fluorescent lighting in the false ceiling flickered their need for replacement. Deep brown, stained, cinder-block walls only made the tiny space smaller. On the four walls hung various prints in clear-plastic-covered, ornate frames. The plexiglass reflected the dim lightboxes above, which made it hard to make out the dismal pictures of ghoulish scenes, featuring torture implements from dungeons of yesteryear. A stretching rack, a single-occupant vertical cage hung from a stone ceiling, and a rock wall with two embedded metal shackles at shoulder height with a metal collar attached to a short chain in the middle. The largest picture was behind the desk and depicted a rough sawn cedar wall with rows of hooks holding whips, canes, paddles, restraints, and nipple clamps of all types.

“So, what is on the agenda tonight boys?” Sam Mansfield asked, as he sat back in the old, worn, swivel-leather chair behind the desk. They had reserved and rented the room for an hour as needed, like the rest of the various-themed rooms along the wide corridor. The door was ajar, and the sounds and smells of the Kink Studio slid in. Occasional screams of ecstasy and pain mingled with moans of sexual gratification, which were typical background noises throughout the space. Most of them coming from BDSM scenes that were set up in open areas, sectioned off by red, velvet ropes on stanchions. This allowed anyone admitted to the club to watch personal performances unfold on club-owned apparatus.

“We should start discussing plans for our upcoming summer vacation,” Tom Caruso said, sitting on one of the armless leather chairs in front of the desk. “So we don’t have all the issues like last year.”

“That makes sense,” Sam replied, pulling a pad of paper out of his slim briefcase that he usually brought along to these meetings. “Before we start, how is it going with your new girlfriend, Mark?” The men have known each other for a long time, and they made sure that they knew what was going on in each of their friend’s personal lives. It was always in the backdrop of their conversations.

Mark smiled at his friends and said, “I opened up with Tina last Saturday, which was our fourth date. It went well. I honestly could not tell before that. There were moments that made me optimistic and other times I thought, no way.”

“She’s quite the looker,” Sam mentioned as he gave a side-eyed smirk to Tom. He was playfully jealous of Mark, who was taller than both and better looking. “Are you going to ask her to join us this year?”

“I have no idea yet. Ask me in a couple of months. I will pay for an extra occupant on the trip, though. I am sure I could find a willing companion if she does not come.” Mark was not only tall but naturally muscular, with a full head of dark, thick hair. He played quarterback at his former college but was not good enough to make it to the NFL draft. Instead, he became a lawyer, and his practice was thriving. Mark was still single at 47, with no recent prospects for marriage. He did not date often due to the demands of the law firm he founded and the lack of matches because of his sexual penchants.

“So, it is already January, and we do not have any reservations for our usual, group, summer vacation. We have already discussed all the problems we had last year ad nauseam. Let us throw out some ideas,” Sam said.

“How about an Alaskan trip in the mountains? It is not too cold during July, and they have daylight for 18 hours a day. Isolation would not be an issue,” Tom tried.

“That sounds exhausting. We would not want to sleep if it never got dark,” Mark countered. “Although, it does make a lot of sense for what we normally do. Especially if it was not too cold to go outdoors.”

Sam stabbed at his laptop on the desk that he removed from his briefcase. “The usual temperatures for Anchorage in July are in the mid-sixties, dropping to the low fifties at night. Could be a challenge, although it might be fun.”

“Let’s make a list, any other ideas?” asked Mark. “Why don’t we add Vegas to the list. That is always a great spot and the exact opposite of Alaska. 105 degrees in the summer is normal.”

“Definitely, along with South Beach for warm weather sites,” Tom added. “Or New Orleans if we want to go a little more casual.”

The three men shot ideas around for the allotted hour they had in the unsettling room. Utilized for BDSM office fantasies, it was not used as much as the other dungeon-themed setups inside the Kink Studio. They did not get any closer to what they wanted to do before they had to leave.

“I guess we should head out to grab a drink,” said Sam, as he packed up his briefcase. “The usual?”

“Sure,” replied Mark, as the three men got up and left the dark, drab room. They took their time walking down the wide aisle. Only 2 of the 6 bays open to public viewing were being used. Typical for a weekday evening.

“Night, gentlemen,” Tony said to the group, as they left the premises. He was one of the bouncers the club needed to enforce the strict rules of conduct inside the club and guard the entrance to the old, warehouse building. The three men have been good repeat customers for the last decade.

“Good night, Tony,” Sam said, as he pulled a twenty out of his wallet and handed it to the big man. Tony had an excellent reputation for keeping his mouth shut.

“Thanks.”
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Mark, Sam, and Tom chatted at their favorite watering hole, the Deep End, which was close to the Board of Trade in downtown Chicago. The bar and restaurant were one of the favorites for traders and financial types, but they were mostly gone. It was nine in the evening, and they had already headed home. Their day ended at three, when the markets closed. Walnut trim and dark fixtures surrounded old, cozy chairs and bar stools, where musky, male scents permeated the space. Mark glanced at a dazzling brunette, who in a tailored business suit, approached Sam. She put her hand on his shoulder.

“I figured you might be here,” Kelly said to her husband, as she leaned over to give him a quick peck on the cheek. “I hope I am not ruining your boy’s night. I got off work early and thought I would stop by to see if you were here.”

“Join us for one,” Sam said to his wife, glancing to see if there were any negative reactions from his friends. Kelly Mansfield was in her late thirties, two decades younger than her husband, and exceptionally fit for her age. She had the body of a college athlete, accompanied by a seasoned appearance that was particularly important in her role as CFO. Kelly worked for a prominent, national, financial services company based here in Chicago. They specialized in the commodities of livestock and grains.

“Okay, but just one. This is your night,” she replied sitting down on one of the padded, leather-backed, high-top stools at the bar. The men rearranged their tall chairs, so it formed a casual U-shape, allowing everybody the ability to converse. “I will need to get home soon to finish up the numbers for a presentation,” she said, not wanting to intrude, as she sipped on a glass of Pinot Noir that the bartender just brought.

“Is it for the account you have been trying to land for three months now?” asked Sam.

“That’s the one,” she answered. “Might take a bit longer. They are really dragging their feet. I do not blame them, though. This market sucks right now.” Kelly jostled a bit to get comfortable on the raised chair, hoping that she had not interrupted a conversation. She thought she might have, since no one was talking now. “Mark, so how is it going with Tina? It is Tina, right?” she asked the handsome friend of her husband.

“Yes, it is. Well, we have been on a few dates and things are going well. I am not sure if it will last, though, she is quite a bit younger,” Mark responded with a smile that could melt butter.

“Like that ever stopped you before,” Tom chimed in. “What, is this like your twentieth girlfriend in their twenties?” he asked sarcastically.

“Jealous, are you? You are 34 and your woman is older,” Mark retorted.

“I think I will stay out of this discussion,” said Sam, who looked much younger than his late fifties. “What does age have to do with it anyway?”

“Exactly,” Kelly answered, smiling demurely at her husband. “So what were you guys talking about before I so rudely interrupted you?”

“Summer plans and we have gotten nowhere,” Sam replied. “Any ideas for our group vacation this year?” he asked his wife.

“You have always planned the get-away, so no, I don’t have any ideas, especially not knowing what you are scheming,” she countered, smiling.

“A lot of help that is,” remarked Tom. They all laughed.

Kelly downed the rest of her Pinot, which was almost half full and slid off her chair to leave. Mark and Tom watched her intently, while Sam watched his friends staring at her. He felt proud. He was the oldest, but his wife was always the center of attraction. She was not only beautiful but confident and poised.

“Have a great evening,” she said to Mark and Tom. “I’ll catch you later,” she said to her husband, as she kissed him on the lips.

“How did you ever get so lucky?” Tom asked Sam.

“Not luck,” he retorted, knowing that Tom at once understood. Sam was in great shape himself, working out with weights three times a week. Not an inch over five foot ten, he was solid with a full head of salt-and-pepper hair and a matching, trimmed-to-perfection Van Dyke beard. He was a successful entrepreneur, who owned a hardware parts company. The company had just opened an international import-export division that was his pride and joy. “I earned my wife and work hard every day to keep her.”

Nobody argued with him as they ordered another round and continued to brainstorm ideas for the coming summer. Since it was a weekday evening, they had decided to call it a night before midnight.

Sam was the first to leave and he brought up his condominium address on his Uber app. He tapped it and left his friends to catch his ride at the front door. A blue Toyota pulled up with the matching license plate number, and he jumped in the back seat. Cutting off any small talk with the driver, he thought about Mark’s new girlfriend and wondered if she would be ready for the three-week escape in July. He only saw the gorgeous blonde once. They had met when he ran into the couple at a steakhouse, where he was having dinner with a customer. She was quite memorable with the low-cut, mini dress she was wearing.

“Thanks,” Sam said to the young driver, as he stepped out of the small car. He entered the massive lobby of the ultra-modern condominium building he lived in. The entrance area was an enormous room, three stories high with immense glass chandeliers. They illuminated low, sleek, modern furnishings and a reception desk staffed by a middle-aged, uniformed, black man.

“Hello Mr. Mansfield,” he said to Sam, as he walked by the counter to the elevator bank.

“Hi James,” he replied to the pleasant greeter, who was not only the concierge, but also the security guard. “Is Kelly home yet?”

“Yes, she came about two hours ago,” he answered, which coincided with her leaving the Deep End.

“Thanks,” he said, as he pushed the UP button.

He unlocked and entered his door off the opulent hallway. About six feet away in the foyer was his kneeling, naked wife, wearing only a heavy, polished metal collar with a centered O-ring. She sat on her heels with her back straight, breasts thrust out, hands on her thighs, chin up and eyes down in a classic, submissive position.

“Welcome home, Master.”
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Mark had a grueling day at work. A major client has been riding him for results on some research they were handling. His team was over-extended, but the hours charged would be more than enough to pay for the overtime. He was deep in technical articles when his striking secretary came in. She was young and voluptuous, dressed in the office uniform he selected for the female support staff. The outfit included black stilettos and a tight, taut, gray pencil skirt, which was two inches above her knees and forced her to walk with small steps. Her figure was mesmerizing as she sashayed around his desk. Brenda carried an unopened envelope from the mail and leaned over the pullout shelf on the side of his desk to hand it to him. Her fitted, white, blouse was unbuttoned to the middle of her chest per protocol. It showed off her considerable cleavage, fashioned by the black, pushup bra, which was visible through the thin white material. Her long, straight, chestnut brown hair framed her half-exposed breasts. A simple, wide, band of black velvet encircled her throat.

Mark had decided on the outfits for his staff based on his clientele, who happened to be pampered, rich and male. Hiring beautiful young women required lots of cash, but he knew he would get many, rich, new clients, by scandalous word of mouth, because of it.

“This just arrived and you asked me to bring it to you immediately when it came,” Brenda said to Mark.

“Thanks,” he replied, giving his associate a wry smile as she stayed bent over a tad bit too long. “I hope I am free today, as I am slammed with research. What is on the agenda for the next few hours?” Mark asked her.

“You are open. Oh, remember that you have a lunch date with Tina at one,” the sexy brunette said.

“Call her and tell her that I need to switch the lunch to Friday. This headache will be finished by then.” instructed Mark.

“Yes sir, I’m on it,” Brenda said, smiling as he watched her leave the room and sighed at the sight of her jiggling, round ass. When she approached the door, she turned around and asked, “Do you want me to get you some lunch, so you can eat at your desk?”

“Yes, that would be great. You know what I like, pick it,” Mark responded.

“Yes sir,” she said formally, as her hair swung around her curvaceous body. For some reason, she liked to say that.

Brenda called Tina, who was disappointed, but yielded to the Friday date.

When Friday arrived, he finally finished the research project, and his demanding client was happy. His eyes were glued to his expensive watch as it ticked its way to 1pm. He strolled around the office, chatting about the weekend plans of his employees, to fill the time.

“I’ll probably head home after lunch, so don’t look for me this afternoon,” he told Brenda, who was entering the information into his digital calendar.

“You earned it this week,” she replied cheerfully. “Make sure to say hello to Tina for me, okay?” she asked.

“I will and have a great weekend,” Mark said to his secretary. Brenda had introduced her friend Tina to Mark when they met up for drinks after work. Tina had stopped to hang out with Brenda when she finished the work stuff. Mark had asked her out on the spot, taken in by her beauty and a body that expressed sex in some primal way. Tina was never one to cover up or minimize her assets. He liked that about her. Her confidence was noticeable.

“Sorry about the change in plans this week, Tina. I was up to my eyeballs in it. Hopefully, it did not screw your schedule up,” apologized Mark.

“Not a problem. I have more time today. On Fridays, our boss lets us have an extra half hour for lunch,” Tina said. He normally leaves for the afternoon, so if I get back a little tipsy, it will not matter,” she said with that adorable smile of hers.

Tina was a secretary like Brenda and likewise worked in a law office. They had met at a conference and became friends. Tina had just broken up with her third boyfriend in as many years. The introduction at the after-work outing was too early for Tina, but Brenda had talked her into accepting, saying her boss was not only hot but a nice guy and well-off.

Mark leaned over the bar on his elbows and gently rubbed shoulders with Tina. Their faces were inches from each other when Mark whispered, “So about our last date. What is going on in that beautiful little head of yours?”

She smiled, turned to him, and kissed him warmly.

He waited for a few heartbeats looking into her eyes, admiring the crystal blue pigment with sparkling, diamond spots from the overhead spotlights. She was studying him.

“So, was that a fantasy you like to play out once in a while or is it more?” she whispered back. Questions lingered in her eyes.

Mark took his time and sat up. He has been asked this many times in his life and he knew exactly what he had to say. First, he did not want to scare her. Bondage could be a very, scary thing. That was a big part of the appeal. At the same time, he could not escape it since it was vital to his nature. He inadvertently found out at the age of 16, when he uncovered hidden sex magazines in his father’s workshop that showed women bound with rope while performing oral sex. He took a big swig of his Old-Fashioned before turning on his barstool to face her. She toyed with her long blonde hair, swirling it around her finger like she was winding thread on a spool.

“I have no idea why I like it; I just do. It never fails to get me excited. I have never had a girlfriend where it was not part of our relationship. I find it difficult, if not impossible at times, to get excited by the mere act of vanilla sex. But please do not be scared. Everyone I dated had zero experience and were all anxious. They took a chance and tried it out like you did. Each relationship I had was different, depending on what they found out that they liked as time went on. If it did not work, it did not work. We broke up. In other words, it is very personal, and I am not going to tell you about them or what we did. I will keep the same confidentiality with you, of course. Can you understand that?” he questioned.

“Yes, I am with you so far. And I will not ask you for details from your past relationships unless you want to share. That goes for me as well,” Tina explained, as she took a long pull from her vodka tonic. “So, I do have a lot of questions. Is this the right time?” she asked.

“Anytime is fine and we sure do not have to get through it all now. So, ask away,” Mark said smiling.

“OK. I’m game. So, what are you going to do to me next?” she asked, as she put her hand on his leg and caressed up his thigh. She rubbed near his growing member while smiling mischievously.
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Mark and Tina went out Friday night after their lunch date. She went back to the office inebriated but managed to get through the afternoon without incident. Her boss was gone, so she found herself cleaning up her desk from the week. Mostly filing and entering notes into the clients' folders on actions taken and what was next. She was trying to concentrate but found it almost impossible. The conversation with Mark had been enlightening and cleared up a lot of what she was starting to worry about. At the same time, an uneasiness had settled in. There were dozens of thoughts racing through her mind. He was right, there would be no way to answer them all. She would have to trust him as he guided her into the unknown. He said they would take it slow and use a safe word if she needed an out. But that was not where her uneasiness was coming from. She had liked it even though she was scared, it had turned her on immensely. Her real fear was that she was afraid of what she might allow him to do to her. Looking around, nobody was watching, so she squeezed her thighs together, sexually stimulated.

Later that night as they ate dinner at an upscale Mexican restaurant, there was electricity in the air. She could not even look at him without getting excited. What was he doing to her?

“Did you finish that research project you were working on? You know, the one that messed up our lunch date,” teased Tina.

“Actually yes. It was great to get it off my back,” replied Mark. “How about you, where you able to get anything done when you got back this afternoon? You were plastered.”

“Is that a problem, dad?” she answered sarcastically. Mark laughed and Tina joined him. “So, what kind of perverted obsessions are you going to perform on me tonight?”

Mark sat back into the cushioned booth seat and eyed her suspiciously. He had not even thought about it. He was not sure she was even coming over after dinner. He rubbed his hands together like he was deviously planning evil actions. She moved around the booth until she was close enough to kiss his ear.

“Easy killer,” she whispered gently and demurely, giving his lobe a little lick that sent shivers down his spine.

“Do you want to go out for a drink first or just head back to my place?” Mark asked her.

Smiling like a Cheshire cat, she did not say anything and did not need to. He was aware of what she wanted. “Check please!”

[image: A black whip with long black leather flogging  Description automatically generated]

Tina stood by a wall with a large flat TV screen behind her. She was in the beam of a two small spotlights on stands, set up behind the brown leather couch where Mark was sitting spread out and relaxed. They lights pointed at her, where he had asked her to stand. The floor-to-ceiling windows behind the couch were not covered, showing a magnificent night-view of the city. It was difficult to see him with the bright spotlights in her eyes. They were the only lights on in the room, highlighting her. She was aware that people in nearby buildings could see her if they looked. He had moved an oval, glass, cocktail table out of the way so there was nothing but 15 feet of open hardwood floor between the two of them.

“This is role-playing. You are going to act the part of a sexy slave. You will do anything and everything I tell you to do without question or hesitation. If you want me to hold off or get too uncomfortable, say ‘Mercy.’ I will back off, but the scene will continue. If you want to stop completely, say ‘Red.’ Understand?” Mark explained.

“Yes, I understand,” Tina answered. She was wearing a pair of tight jeans with high heels, accentuating her long legs, thin waist, and narrow hips. The tight, beige top she wore had a scooped neckline. It hugged a padded, pushup bra that embellished an already huge set of boobs. You would have to go far in the alphabet to get to her cup size in that padded bra.

“First things first. When I give a command, you will respond with ‘Yes, Master’,” Mark instructed.

“OK,” she replied, feeling shivers move up her spine.

“Let us try again. When I give a command, you will respond with ‘Yes Master’.” He repeated.

“Yes…Master,” she said softly.

“Louder,” he commanded.

“Yes, Master,” she responded in a normal but shaky voice.

“Better. If you forget again, I will help you remember,” he explained as he picked up a small riding crop and swished it in the air loud enough for her to hear it.

Hearing the whishing of the riding crop sent Tina into a higher level of awareness. She would have to listen carefully, which was difficult for her. She was recently criticized at work for not following directions at times.

“Take off your top,” Mark commanded.

Tina started to take it off when he walked over to her and swatted her ass with the riding crop. It stung but not too bad with her jeans on. She froze and he sat back down.

“Take off your top.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied as she went back to the chore of removing the tight top.

“Fold it and put it on the chair by you,” he continued.

“Yes, Master,” she replied again, doing what he asked.

“Remove your bra and put it on the chair too.”

“Yes, Master,” she answered, unsnapping the hook in back, while she stared out the massive windows that exposed her to the world. She was not modest, but she was illuminated for the world to see. Slowly, she let the bulky bra fall away and placed it on the chair.

“Pants, panties and shoes next,” he commanded, as he watched her nervously twitch.

“Yes, Master,” she responded reluctantly, while removing the rest of her clothes, placing them on the chair. When she stood back up, completely naked, she felt her body tremble. “I’m scared,” she said to Mark. “People in that building over there will be able to see everything.” She used her arms to cover her private parts as best she could. Mark did not respond but just looked on and enjoyed her uneasiness before he told her to move her arms behind her back. She considered the order and with some hesitation she uncovered her shivering, naked body.

He let her stand there for some time. He watched as she looked towards the building, studying it. Her mind raced with the overstimulation and her large boobs bobbled nervously as she shivered. Her breathing was erratic, and her vision started to cloud slightly around the edges, when she heard Mark speak.

“Get down on your hands and knees,” he commanded quietly.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, and gratefully got on all fours, limiting the view of her exposed body.

“Slowly crawl to me. Seductively,” he directed.

“Yes, Master,” she repeated, moving sensuously across the large room, still in the view of the panoramic windows, as she approached the couch. When she reached him. He gently caressed her naked body and enjoyed feeling her tremors. He turned off the spotlights, took off his clothes, and lifted her to the couch, where they passionately fucked into the wee hours of the night. Tina amazingly had multiple orgasms, miraculously alleviating the stress she had just been subjected to. She now wondered what she had gotten herself into. She had never been kinky with any other of her past lovers, although she had the occasional fantasy about getting spanked. This was a whole different level though. Would she be able to say no to this unusually, strong man she was gently kissing in the afterglow?
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Sam woke up alone in their marital bed, which happened often on weekend mornings. He stretched his body in the middle of the king-sized, pillow-topped mattress and rolled to his right until he could see over the side of it. Kelly was lying naked on the thick plush carpeting, next to the sturdy four poster bed. He watched her sleep and let his eyes roam over her lithe figure. It was unobstructed since her wrists were bound together behind her back, which prevented her from covering up. Sam was kind enough to leave about six inches of rope between her wrists. Her ankles were also bound, and her legs were stretched out for his viewing pleasure. Tied like she was, the most comfortable position she could get into was on her back giving her Master the best view of her bare body. Since he allowed a few inches of rope between her wrists, she was able to lay with her hands flat on the floor. If she slept on her side with no pillow, her head would be high off the floor and cause problems for her neck. She could lie on her stomach, but that was not particularly comfortable either, with her face forced into the thick carpeting. She was beautiful and he watched her breasts slowly rise and fall with each breath. He made no move to get out of bed or disturb her. He loved looking at her soft, exotic skin.

Kelly was not asleep but did not move. She rested with her eyes closed and waited until her Master would wake up. She had been awake for about an hour already, uncomfortable, and achy, bound naked on the floor. Her body was sensitive where he had whipped her last night. She loved the afterglow from that single-lash, leather whip he liked to use on her. Keeping her eyes closed, she pictured the pink stripes all over her body, where they still warmed her smooth Italian complexion.

Sam eventually sat up on the edge of the bed and at once noticed that Lai (pronounced lay), Kelly’s slave name, opened her eyes and smiled at him. He knelt by her and caressed her thighs and stomach lightly, stirring a reaction of gentle moaning. Noticing the slight marks left from the previous evening, he moved his middle finger between her legs and into her folds. She was wet and responsive to his touch. Her hips swayed following his lead, slow, submissive, and aching for more. Flicking his fingertip side-to-side, he moved the tiny, little hood out of the way, until he was directly stimulating her swelling bud. Her gentle moans became heavy, fast gasps within minutes. She had no way of stopping it and would not even try if she could. He continued the motion, while using his other hand to stroke the soft flesh of her heaving breasts. He pinched her nipples between his fingertips lightly before clamping down hard. Her chest initially lifted towards his touch, only to jerk away when assaulted, adding more pain with the reflex action. She cried out as he let go of her nipple and gradually increased the tempo of his slippery, wet finger in her pussy. She undulated her hips to create more friction, only to realize once again that she was not in control. He pulled the pressure of his finger away if she pushed towards it. At his own pace he increased force and speed until she came close to the edge.

“May I please cum, Master,” Lai cried out to her husband.

“No,” replied Sam evenly. He removed his finger and put it in her mouth to suck off her own juices. “I must go into the office and interview someone for a store manager position. I need to review my notes as you prepare my breakfast, Lai.”

“Yes, Master,” she acquiesced, forcing her body to relax. “Do you have any preference in what I wear for that, Master?” she asked.

“Surprise me,” was all he responded, as he untied her wrists and ankles. When he finished, he went to the bathroom to get ready for work that Saturday morning.

Lai left their master bedroom to go to her dressing room, which was a small bedroom in the large condominium. Frustrated at not being allowed to orgasm, she considered ways to please her Master later. She needed sexual relief from a night of whipping, overnight bondage on the floor, and getting that close this morning. She cleaned up and put on some heavy makeup, like he liked. Going through her closet that housed some of her sex slave outfits, she picked out a provocative, sheer minidress. The light, beige chiffon dress had a plunging neckline. She put it on and slipped into matching, beige, stiletto heels. Digging around in the collar and restraint drawer, she chose a set of brushed-nickel, metal manacles for her neck, wrists, and ankles. After attaching the fetters and brushing her long, thick hair, she headed to the kitchen where her husband was already sitting at the large island and looking through notes.

“How did you sleep last night, Master?” she asked.

“OK, I guess. It would have been helpful if I came before going to bed. We will take care of that tonight, though, my sweet, little, sex slut. Won’t we?” Sam pondered, as he took in what his wife was wearing.

“I would love to do whatever it takes to accomplish that, Master,” she answered, genuinely smiling at her lover. Secretly she hoped he would take care of her too. She teasingly stretched and reached for tableware from a high cabinet as Sam gazed on. “If you are going in, I am going to take care of some paperwork I need to finish, since I left early yesterday. What time do you want me home, Master?” she asked.

“I’m not sure, so I’ll text you when I know,” Sam replied.

“Yes, Master,” Lai said, as she threw some eggs in a pan for an omelet. She prepared the meal; fixed her husband’s plate and put it in front of him. He smiled and pointed to the floor by his side. “Yes, Master,” Kelly answered the unspoken directive. She opened a cabinet and pulled out a dog bowl labeled ‘Lai’. In it she dumped her part of the prepared breakfast. She put it down at the foot of his tall stool where he had pointed and knelt on all fours next to it.

He ate his breakfast, as she looked on without eating herself.

“May I eat, Master?” she asked, when he was well into his breakfast.

“Yes, Lai” he replied.

“Thank you, Master,” Lai responded, as she shook her hair to the side with her hands and knees on the floor. She pushed her face into the scrambled eggs and lapped up the food without daring to use her hands.
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Mark had a tough time focusing on his work, because he had been thinking about the upcoming summer plans. Having completed the major project his client had been pressuring him about, he found himself in a rare stretch of quiet, unhurried time. Instead of thinking about some of the smaller jobs ahead, he searched the web for ideas on their group summer vacation. He grew excited when he crossed an advertisement for a secluded island. Now that would be different than their past trips. It would be expensive, but before he set it aside, he would call his friends and discuss the idea. They could possibly find some place that would work.

“Brenda, could you step in here for a moment?” he called to his sexy secretary.

“Be there in a minute,” she called back, ignoring the usual interoffice phone line they used. If he did not use it, she thought she would do the same. Normally it meant it was of a more personal nature.

She sauntered slowly into the large office, restricted by the required, tight, pencil skirt. He never tired of watching her cross the room. He waited till she was in front of his desk before telling her what he wanted her to do.

“Please get ahold of Sam and Tom for me. Get a date when they can meet at seven in the evening for a few hours. I know it is earlier than our usual get-togethers, but I have an idea I want to discuss with them. My schedule is open now since we finished that pressure project,” Mark instructed.

“Sure, no problem. Is there any way you want them to dress, like casual or dressy?” she asked.

“No, it doesn’t matter. It will be at our usual meeting place,” he responded. “Let me know when you have a date, thanks.”

“Okay, I’ll let you know sir,” Brenda said, as she turned around to make her way back to her desk outside his office. Their usual hangout was unknown to her. Mark eyed her ass like he had done a hundred times before.

Later that day, Brenda let him know that they both could meet Friday night, so he called the Kink Studio to see if their “office scene” was available. It was, even though it was a Friday night, which was their busiest night. Most of the kinksters used the dungeon, creepy basement, or empty warehouse scenes. Sam had talked the owner of the studio into checking with him before he rented the office site to anyone else as a courtesy. Brenda confirmed the date and time with both, even though she had no clue as to where they were going.

Mark was the first one there on Friday and leisurely strolled the wide aisle to watch the various “scenes” unfolding. What caught his eye was the empty warehouse. A tall, thin, naked brunette around thirty years old, hung from a rafter by a single chain to her bound wrists. Her breasts were almost flat, stretched out as she was. Dim spotlights from above emphasized her fair skin and shaved pussy. The Dom stood next to her, dressed in black, whispering into her ear. She nodded before he left her to crank the non-reversible chain, lifting her until she was on tiptoes. He went to the toy chest in the room and came back with a ball-gag and a long bullwhip. He inserted the gag and strapped it in tightly. She looked at him with unreadable eyes. He grabbed the bullwhip, pulled it back, and cracked the thin, single strand of leather into her naked flesh. She screamed uselessly, as the gag muffled her cry. He stepped over by her to see the mark it left, so he could adjust the force of his strokes. Her skin was light, so the red stripe it created was visible to Mark behind the velvet rope. The man in black stepped back and whipped the women around her hips and waist for several minutes, waiting 10-15 seconds between each stroke. She writhed and screamed hopelessly as the whip sliced across her ass, back and stomach. He was moving up her body with the lashes and placed a perfect hit across her nipples when Mark felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around to see Sam, as he heard the woman’s stifled scream.

“Having fun?” he asked.

“Yep,” replied Mark. “Let us head over to the office. Tom should be here soon.” The two men walked away, as the woman had her lean body ravaged.

Sam took his usual spot at the main chair behind the old wooden desk. Mark sat in front and put his feet up. Tom stepped into the room before they could even start a conversation.

“Hey, Tom, how’s life?” Sam asked nonchalantly.

“Great,” he replied. “So why the early meeting?” he asked Mark.

“I wanted to run an idea by you guys. If you like it, I will need help coordinating it,” Mark answered.

“Okay, so what’s the big brainfart,” Tom asked sarcastically.

Ignoring his tone, Mark explained, “What if we find a secluded, personal island to rent for our little summer get-away? I have been researching on-line and there are small islands with a few houses on them available in our price range.

“Wow, I like it,” replied Sam at once. “Are you sure we can afford it?” he asked, not for himself or Mark, but had Tom in mind.

“That is what I need help with. If both of you could do your own research, we could come up with the best choice,” Mark countered.

“I think it’s a great idea, Mark,” Tom threw in.

“So, are we in agreement that we will try to accomplish this in the next couple of weeks or so?” Mark asked the two other men.

“Absolutely. I am already getting excited,” replied Tom.

“Me too,” agreed Sam.

“Okay, so we will all try to find a special place and get together once we have a few options. For now, you can assume that Tina will be coming along with me,” Mark announced. “I think she is coming around.”

“Perfect, let’s head out and grab a few cocktails to toast this new adventure,” said Sam.

“Absolutely,” Tom chimed in.
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Carmen had to wait for her live-in boyfriend, during one of his outings with his friends. It was a Friday, and she would not be going to work tomorrow. She never went in on the weekends, even though it was the busiest time in her line of work. She was a trained massage therapist and her repeat customers, mostly men, were reliable for filling her calendar. Her week was full for a reason. Carmen was a knockout at 36, looking much younger than her actual years. Shoulder-length, light-brown hair with blond streaks framed a pretty face. She was more curvy than thin, but flat abs had a way of making any body type look good. Hitting the gym often, she was able to keep the power she needed for a great deep-tissue massage. It was now the weekend and like Cinderella on Ball Night, she transformed into Kitty, the sex slave. It was the submissive name her dominant boyfriend had given her. It was based on the song “Short Skirt / Long Jacket” by Cake. A line in the song was, “she changed her name from Kitty to Carmen.” For her, it was the opposite, as her name went from Carmen to Kitty.

Tom Caruso never told her when he would be home or in what condition he would be in, so she had to be ready and patient. Texting him would result in punishment. Starting after work every Friday and ending Sunday night, they spent their time together as Master and slave. It was now going on 3 years that they have had the routine. It was different at the beginning, when she typically was on-call 24/7, during her training. Tom and “Kitty” had been together almost 5 years. She was still picking up small nuances about what he liked, which helped the relationship thrive. He returned the effort by making sure she was satisfied in new and creative ways.

She prepared herself for him early in the evening in case he decided to come home straight from work. She wondered if he would be bringing someone home, like he did sometimes. From the beginning they had agreed that their relationship would be open, especially because of the nature of their kink. It was exciting to see him getting pleasure from another woman, just like it was when reversed. The best was when they all played together as a threesome. It was not the usual way they spent the weekend, though. He tended to like it more personal, focusing only on her.

After curling her hair and plastering on a whore’s worth of makeup, she put her thick, leather collar on, along with leather wrist and ankle restraints. She decided to stay naked except for a pair of six-inch stilettos, since she knew he liked those a lot. It was early, but she remembered when she was not ready one time. She did not want to go through that again, especially because she displeased her Master. She knelt in front of the entry door to their apartment on the near-north-side of Chicago and held a short, single-lash whip between her teeth. She hoped he would use it, especially if he were a little tipsy. Unfortunately, she had to wait over 2 hours in the position. She could masturbate during that time, which she did. Unfortunately, she was not allowed to cum if he were not there to give permission. That just made her hornier and more frustrated as the long wait progressed.

The door opened suddenly, but she had the discipline to have kept the whip in her mouth. She thrust her rounded breasts out and straightened her back in anticipation. Tom walked in with a smile on his face that spoke to the fact he had an enjoyable time.

“Hey Kitty, you look great,” he said.

‘Haunk ou, Asser,” she replied, with the leather handle of the whip in her mouth. She pulled her elbows together behind her back to emphasize her tits.

He stepped over and took the whip from her mouth. She stretched her jaw to relieve the pain of holding it for the last two hours. He watched her efforts and gently stroked her styled hair, knowing what she had gone through for him. When her jaw felt normal again in a few moments, she bent over and put her mouth to his shoes. She licked the uppers on his shiny, patent-leather, work shoes slowly, with large, full-tongue swaths. She continued until he told her to stop. He snapped the whip a few times near her, which made her flinch, but got her juices flowing.

“Go stand under the fire alarm,” Tom commanded. “I’ll be there shortly.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, standing up and going into the living room, where a fire alarm was in the middle of the ceiling.

Tom went to the bedroom and returned with a short chain and a couple of padlocks. He brought a small stepstool from the kitchen, stored on the side of the refrigerator. He placed it under the fire alarm, stepped up, and pulled down the cover to expose a large metal hook he installed there, hidden by the alarm cover. He attached the chain to the hook with a padlock. He stepped down one step and fastened the other end of the chain to Kitty’s wrist cuffs, after he firmly pulled her up on her toes, which she helped carry out.

“What a sight,” said Tom, seductively to his weekend, slave girlfriend. He stepped back away from her and went ahead to take off his tight shirt. Tom was built and his muscles rippled in anticipation. He ran a successful on-line, streaming, workout endeavor. It was gaining new recruits, who paid by monthly subscriptions. His sessions were posted weekly and included four, hot, fitness models. Two good-looking, ripped, men and two women, lithe and toned, made for the camera.

“May I speak, Master?” asked Kitty.

“Yes,” Tom answered, as he moved closer to his helpless girlfriend.

“Did you have a good time tonight, Master” she asked, not searching for anything, but genuine curiosity.

“I did, Kitty. In fact, we have finished our plans for our summer excursion this year and it is going to be fun,” he explained. “Beyond that, you know I can’t say anything.”

“Of course, Master.”

Tom slowly caressed his slave, as she hung from the ceiling. She moaned in response. He searched her body with his hands, making sure he touched everything, except what she wanted touched the most. He was feeling good from the multiple shots he had with his friends and her soft skin felt heavenly. Eventually he moved his hand between her legs and fingered her wet folds. He plunged his middle finger into her canal as she gasped. Making sure he was grazing her growing little bud, he increased the tempo. She writhed like a pike on a stringer. All that pent-up frustration from the long wait set in. He kissed her hungry mouth and plunged his tongue into her like an eel searching to find its way in a tiny cave. They dueled tongues, as he forced his finger into her clit harder and faster. She needed to cum bad but had to ask first and could not break away from his stronghold on her mouth. Struggling in the suspension bondage, he held her head fast to his mouth, as she fought to remove it and beg him for liberation of her climax.

Tom pulled away from her mouth and clit simultaneously. Kitty cried in utter frustration. She was not given the release she so looked for. He picked up the whip she had held for two hours in her mouth and snapped it in the air next to her. “Please Master, whip me!” she cried. He teasingly tapped the short, single lash to the tips of her nipples, ass and between her legs, as she danced on her toes.

“Pleeeeease Master! Please whip me!” Kitty cried.

Tom flexed his huge bicep and brought the single-lash whip back behind him before striking out at the quivering, soft flesh of her unguarded supple breasts. The thin leather strand crossed her nipples, as she screamed in pain and ecstasy. He alternated between slashing at her body with the leather whip and stroking her clit with his finger. He kept at it till his cock hardened.

“May I cum, Master?” she asked desperately.

“No, Kitty, you may not,” he answered, and continued whipping and teasing her enlarged bud, pulling away when she got too close. Eventually he tired of the game and released her. She crawled on all fours behind him, as he led her to the bedroom. He sat on the edge of the bed after pulling his pants down. His rock-hard cock stood at attention. Kitty crawled over to it and expertly licked the tip where a little bit of pre-cum juice formed. “Get to it,” Tom commanded, as he leaned back and held himself up on angled arms to watch.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, before ramming his thick organ down her throat. He moaned loudly with the sudden tightness.

Not moving himself in any way, he watched as Kitty sucked his cock the way he liked it the most, by doing all the work. He was tipsy, so it took longer than usual, but when he did cum, he exploded in her throat. She patiently waited until his spasms abated, before she sucked the last drops out and licked the entire area to make sure it was clean.

“Get two padlocks, turn off the lights and come to bed,” Tom directed, as he laid back in the center of the king-sized bed.

“Yes, Master,” she answered, rising off her knees and doing as charged. He locked her wrists together behind her back and then her ankles. She laid down next to him facing out, as he spooned her. Her bound hands were then situated on his flaccid appendage, and she could not relieve herself. He slowly caressed the front of her body, squeezed her tits, and poked his finger between her legs. She writhed at his touch, only for him to quit when she got close again.

“Maybe in the morning…” whispered Tom. He knew it would be more fun tomorrow if she was pining and begging for it.

“Yes, Master,” she whispered back, masking her frustration. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” he responded, as he kissed the top of her head and drifted off to sleep. Kitty subconsciously squeezed her thighs together, which only kept the frustration alive, till she too fell asleep.
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The following week, Sam and his wife arranged a triple date with Tom, Carmen, Mark, and Tina for Saturday night to meet Tina. The rest of the party all knew each other for at least five years. They decided to go casual at a sports bar on Hubbard Street, found just north of the Chicago River. The place was hopping that night. Mark and Tina where the last to arrive, giving the others a head start on the libations.

Sam noticed the late couple approaching the table. “Well hello,” greeted Sam. “Nice to see you again.” Tina and Sam had met briefly at a restaurant where he and Mark ran into each other a few weeks back.

“Hi Sam,” replied Tina with a million-dollar smile. She had been extra prudent in applying her makeup and picking what to wear for the occasion. Mark had told her that Sam’s wife and Tom’s girlfriend were both good-looking and tended to dress more on the provocative side. It was not a problem for her since she liked to dress that way too. Knowing it was a sports bar, she had decided on tight jeans, black knee-high boots with stiletto heels, and a low-cut, white, fitted top, which made her boobs stand out more than usual. It had the effect she wanted, as the entire party was staring at her. It would have been uncomfortable, but she was already used to the attention. She did have a smoking body and she knew it. The couple sat down on the two bar stools that the group had saved for them. They sat around a large high-top.

“So how did you guys meet?” Kelly asked Tina.

“Well, we were set up. My best friend, Brenda, works for Mark as his secretary. She warned me that he was not the type to settle down but at the same time he was not a player,” Tina answered.

“You believe that?” Tom asked, as the whole group laughed heartily. “Just kidding.”

Tina smiled as she glanced at Mark who was assessing her reaction. The server came and the newcomers ordered.

“Tina, we were just talking about our summer plans. Did Mark let you in on the fact that we get together for a 3-week holiday in July?” Kelly asked her.

“Actually, he did mention it. So, who does this guy usually bring?” she asked, jerking her thumb Mark’s way.

“Oh, he brings someone new every year,” Carmen said teasingly to a spray of laughter.

“We can never keep them straight,” Tom joked again to another round.

Tina laughed along with them, to already fit in. When it settled down and Mark stopped blushing, she asked, “So where are you guys going this year?”

“We have been tossing around the idea to rent a private or semi-private island somewhere in the Caribbean. Each of us has been researching on our own, so we should hopefully come up with a viable choice,” Sam explained. “You should come with us.”

“I would have to check with my boss, but I do know I will have enough PTO days by then. You said July, right?”

“Yes, usually the last three weeks as to avoid the Fourth of July holiday. It is always a lot of fun,” Sam continued.

“Well, I will have to see if I am still with this playboy boyfriend of mine,” Tina laughed, as she glanced at Mark again, who was giving her a playful, nasty look. He quickly got rid of it, though, and leaned over to give her a peck on her lips, which she reciprocated.

“I’ll keep her in the loop as we move along to see if it will work for her,” Mark said to no one in particular. He turned back to Tina and said, “So you don’t have to worry about the money, it will be my treat.”

Eyeing Mark, who was grinning, Tina asked, “So do you pay the way for all the ladies you bring every year, big boy?”

“Ouch!” Mark replied. He put both his hands over his heart and put on a hurtful look but did not answer the question.

The group continued to have a wonderful time and went off on a hundred different tangents after the summer vacation discussion. They stayed until almost closing time, which in Chicago was 4am.
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The three couples commingled at a small high-top in an airport bar at the busy O’Hare airport terminal. It was 6am and they looked like a single, six-headed beast. They were clustered close together and randomly a head was thrown back in laughter. They were all so excited about their upcoming trip. Tina had decided to join the group for their annual get-away, as her relationship with Mark grew closer. The six of them had gotten together a few times now and the chemistry was great. Even though Tina was younger, she did not act childish, so she fit in well. Mark was not the type to date someone based on looks only.

Tina was an only child, and her mother had died when she was young. Her Dad was the only relative she knew. He was also an only child, so there were no aunts or uncles. She did not mind though, her dad seemed more than enough for her, until he got pancreatic cancer three years ago and did not make it. It was devastating. He was her rock. She was lucky to have met Brenda, who pushed her out of her apartment when she got too forlorn about her affairs. That was why Tina liked having an older man around. Mark had filled the bill. He was strong, kind, and worldly in a way she could easily relate to. The sex was dynamite, especially when it got kinky.

The conversation was so engaged and lively that they had managed to almost miss their flight. If it was not for an overhead announcement that their plane was boarding, they might have.

“Flight #748 to San Juan is now boarding at gate B3.” The couples scrambled to pay the bill and get to the gate in time. They had assigned seats, so they surely did not have to be the first ones to board. It was about 7am and the total flight time of 9 hours, including a layover, put them in Puerto Rico around 6pm, with the one-hour time change. The flight took off on-time, which usually happens on early flights, so they relaxed and enjoyed the ride.

They touched down in San Juan at 5:45pm local time. The only transportation issue they had when planning the trip, was the fact that their next stop was Tortola. It was the largest of the British Virgin Islands but could only be accessed with small, propeller planes. Cape Air had a small fleet of Cessna 402’s, which only held 6 passengers, the pilot, and co-pilot, who doubled as the flight attendant on the short, 45-minute flight.

The issue arose when they discovered there were no empty planes available, so they were unable to travel together. They were lucky enough to get two flights, though, three to a plane. So as not to break up a couple, the women went on one flight and the men on the other. They also decided that the men would go first to get things ready, since there was only one flight to Tortola that evening. The women would go the following morning, after a short stay in a local motel. Since it was overnight, the two groups had to book separate boat charters to Dominion Island, their destination. It was only about an hour boat ride, so it was not too hard to coordinate.

Sam had found Dominion Island in his research. The total population of the island was officially 12. The residents all lived in small cottages by a beach facing west, which had the island’s only pier. There was a beach bar, but it was temporarily closed. Luckily, there was a general store open with the basics. It was truly secluded. The island had one large house that was rentable for the 3-week period and three smaller apartments in a cabin-like structure about 500 feet away. They rented the larger dwelling, where Sam and his wife would stay. Mark and Tom rented two of the three apartments available. They had no idea if someone was going to stay in the other one. The mansion had a spectacular deck overlooking the ocean with sunset views. They just assumed they would spend most of their time together there. There were several scenic, isolated beaches on the island, which could be reached by foot in a day since the entire landmass was 9 miles long and anywhere from a mile to 5 miles wide. The small island was wooded with typical tropical trees, hilly, and quite beautiful.

“Okay, we are off,” Mark said, as he stepped towards Tina to give her a full, body hug and quite the new, couple kiss. The two other couples did the same but with more familiarity. They were at Luis Muñoz Marín International Airport serving San Juan. Each couple had previously combined their clothes into one large luggage bag, so the guys took those with them. The ladies were left with small carry-ons that had a change of clothes for the morning. After short good-byes, the men went ahead towards the Cape Air gates and the women headed to the main entrance for a taxi to the motel a few blocks away.

The short hop in the Cessna to the British Virgin Islands was uneventful that evening for the men. Landing on Beef Island, they cabbed it over a bridge connected to Tortola Island and the beach port for their chartered boat. They loaded their luggage in the old fishing boat and off they went. It was still light out and the trip was a little rough as the boat churned across the Atlantic.

After debarking the fishing boat, the large house that Sam rented was just up a short hill to the right of the pier they were dropped off at. Once inside, the guys decided to just stay together for the night since there were 4 bedrooms. Not bothering to unpack, they went outside to check out the remarkable deck. After finding the stash of liquor the owner of the house had stocked for them, they watched the sun set, with a whirl of orange and red, while clinking the shot glasses full of Casamigos tequila.

“Cheers to a memorable trip,” Tom said first, as they all took a burning gulp.

“Cheers to a successful trip,” Sam said, smiling at Mark. “May all the good things you’re hoping for come your way.”
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The three women rose at dawn to get ready with their limited toiletries. They donned their change of clothes and called a taxi.

“You have all the information we need to get there, right?” Tina asked Kelly, who seemed like she oversaw the details.

“Yes, I do,” she replied, and smiled back at Tina.

“It is nice that we do not have to drag big heavy suitcases with us. If only all travel was like this,” Carmen said. The two other women smiled at her nodding their heads. They went out the ground-level door of the small motel they stayed at. After checking out, they headed to the lobby entrance where the cab was already waiting.

“Hello ladies, all set?” the older, Spanish man said, as he opened the trunk for their carry-on bags.

“We are,” Kelly replied. The cabbie helped load the trunk, before driving them on the narrow road to the small airport.

They waited in the tiny waiting room, next to the boarding door for the single runway, conversing about how secluded the island was going to be. They would need to put their cell phones away since there were no signals. The only way to talk to the main island was with a land-line phone in the general store. There was an ancient cable laid between the isles that still worked. The general store was stocked for the summer, so any supplies they may need would be there.

“This is going to be quite the adventure,” Carmen said. “I have never been anywhere so isolated. Hopefully, my stress will melt into the sand.”

“I second that,” Kelly chimed in.

Tina fell quiet as she got lost in thoughts of spending so much alone time with her new boyfriend and his friends. It has been great so far, but if things happened to go sideways, she was stuck. A bit of anxiety creeped in, but was eliminated as soon as they announced that they could go ahead to the plane. Unlike O’Hare, they walked across the tarmac pulling their carry-ons to the movable staircase that was rolled up to the tiny Cessna. It was the first time for Carmen and Tina on a puddle-jumper. The fact that the flight was completely over water did not help.

They settled down once the plane was airborne. Thankfully, it was a smooth flight. There were few storms in this part of the world, except in hurricane season. They landed uneventfully at the smaller airport of the British Virgin Islands. Following in the footsteps of the men, they took a taxi to a short pier where a fishing boat was moored. The captain of the boat gave the trio a once over that lasted a little too long. He was mostly staring at Tina who was the youngest of the three and the only one that was showing cleavage.

“Everybody ready?” the captain asked.

“Sure are,” Kelly responded. “How bumpy is it going to be?”

“In July, the water is not too choppy. It gets worse as we move into August and September, the beginning of hurricane season,” he explained. “Feel free to go in the cabin if you get queasy, but do not use the bathroom to hurl. That is what the side of the boat is for.”

The three women looked at each other nervously for a few ticks, then busted out laughing.

“The first one to hurl has to cook our first meal,” Kelly tried.

“I’m in,” said Carmen.

Tina hesitated. She had a strong stomach but was wary. “Ok, guess I don’t have much of a choice,” she said. That elicited another round of laughter before the captain introduced himself as Pedro. He went through the list of safety regulations and showed them where the life jackets were.

The ride was bumpy and all of them clung to something affixed to the old boat, as they bounced on the waves. Fortunately, none of them had to throw up. Pedro tried to look back often at the group in a fatherly way. It did not take too long for the girls to see past that ruse. They watched him check out Tina, as her heavy, oversized boobs bounced and swayed in rhythm with the rolling whitecaps.

For Pedro, all good things must end as he helped them off his craft. “Enjoy your stay!” he imparted, as he untied the old vessel from the pier.

“I’m going to assume that there are no cabs or Ubers here,” Carmen quipped.

Kelly rolled her eyes as she looked around and up the hill off to her right. “I think that is the one,” she said, pointing to a large house on the side of the hill. It was near the top, so they were in for a short, uphill hike. There were mangrove trees along the shore, and a few palm trees dotted the beach to their left. It was not that big, but it seemed like the main beach, since the pier was by it. There were a few small cottages behind the beach. At the end of the pier was a small parking lot of crushed gravel with no vehicles in sight. On the other side of the small vacant area was a tiny, single-level, brick building that was about the size of a small coffee shop. There was no sign, but it looked like the general store. A young man in his early 20’s came out the single, front door.

“Hi, you must be with the three men that came yesterday, right?” he asked.

“Yes, I’m Kelly and this is Carmen and Tina,” she answered pointing. “What’s your name?”

“Don,” he answered. “I take care of the general store behind me. The hours are flexible, but if I am not in the store, you can find me at the last cottage,” he said pointing.

“Good to know, Don, I am sure we will be seeing you again. Nice to meet you,” Kelly said.

“Nice to meet you too,” he said, moving closer to shake hands. “Welcome to Dominion Island and enjoy your stay.”

Kelly looked around and asked him how to get to the mansion on the hill. He told them and went back into the little store. The girls hiked up the hill along a gravel and dirt trail, surrounded by mahogany and flamboyant trees with red flowers. The stillness and quiet were disorienting. When they got to the house, they went in the unlocked door and shouted, “We’re here!”

Silence answered their call.


12 


“Anybody home?” Kelly tried again, before putting her bag down to look around. “They are out on a walk or something. Let us find my bag since Sam and I are staying in this one.”

The women took a tour of the older but well-maintained home, as they searched for Kelly’s suitcase. It was not in the main bedroom or any of the other bedrooms. They continued the search as an unease slowly descended on them.

“Wow, look at that,” Carmen said, as she saw the glass sliding door to the pergola-covered deck. They all went out on it.

“This is amazing!” Tina said, gazing at the ocean view, which included a few tops of the high hills from the nearby island they just came from. “This sight is facing west. The sunsets must be spectacular.” The group did not say anything for a few moments, taking in the scene until Kelly spoke up.

“We should check the other two apartments. The ones you are staying in,” suggested the elder friend.

“Good idea,” Carmen added.

They put down their small bags and headed to walk the short path from the large house to the building that housed the three apartments. The quaint, sun-kissed cottage was oblong and faced the ocean on its long side, with a larger window and door in front of each unit. There was a small, glass table and two wicker chairs by each, situated on a long porch.

They were numbered 1,2, and 3. Kelly knew that they had rented units 1 and 2. So they tried the door of one and it opened. In fact, when they stepped in, they saw there was no lock on the door. She surmised that there was not really any reason for a lock. The secluded island was inhabited by a dozen people, with only one way to come or go, which was by boat at the sole pier. They searched the small room with a king-sized bed and sitting area, along with the bathroom and closet. With no suitcases to be found, they left and searched the second unit with the same results. What the hell. Kelly pulled out her phone and found there was no signal at all. Not surprising, since they all talked about the lack of communication available, which was one of the reasons for doing the trip in the first place. You become so used to the immediate access to anyone, that when it is gone, you can feel uneasy and even a bit anxious.

“Okay, now what?” asked Carmen.

“Well let us go settle in the big place for now. Until they show up, we might as well stay together. There are four bedrooms.” said Kelly. As they left the second apartment, they were startled by two guys who were just leaving the third unit.

“Hey there,” one of them called out at once. “I’m Matt and this is Quincy.” Matt was white and Quincy black. Matt was about six feet, musclebound with a full head of deep brown hair in his forties. Quincy looked a little younger but was taller and even more ripped. He could have been a football player. Both were extremely good-looking, and most people would take them for being gay.

“Hi,” Kelly returned. “How long have you been here?”

“Just a couple of days, but we are here till the end of July.” Matt replied. “How about you?”

“We just got here and stay till the end of July too. Have you seen three guys that were supposed to get here yesterday?” Kelly asked.

“Actually no. We would have seen them since it is so isolated here,” he smiled. “Are they staying with you?” he pried.

“Yes, spouses and boyfriends. We had to take separate flights from San Juan. Not a lot of room on those Cessna’s,” explained Kelly.

“That is true. Well, we are off to the beach. If we see them, we will let them know you are looking for them. Have an enjoyable day here in paradise!” Matt finished, as he and his friend turned to leave. They seemed rushed considering there was absolutely nothing to do on the remote island.

As the two men left to go down a trail to the beach, Carmen whispered to Tina, “Did you notice a bit of a smirk from Quincy?’

“Yes, I don’t think you imagined it,” Tina said quietly. The three women looked at each other with a bit of trepidation.

“We should probably stay in the house up there, until we find the men,” Kelly said. “At least that door has a lock.”

“Good point,” Tina said as they moved towards the path to the house. With a foreboding feeling, she turned around back towards the path the two hunks took. Was it her imagination or did she see the black guy staring at her through the tangle of leaves?
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Tina slept fitfully, worried sick about what may have happened to Mark. She awoke to the eerie silence of the deserted island, except for background chirping of crickets and the occasional squawk of a bird, a wild parrot of some kind. She got up and tip-toed to the deck trying not to wake her roommates. The burst of light from the stars was amazing. No moon, but the aura from above was something she had never experienced. Somehow it calmed her nerves. Where are the guys? Did they even make it to the island? They used the same boat and Captain Pedro for transport, so it was not a boating accident. She just remembered that Don, the general store guy, saw them arrive. It did not make any sense. There is nowhere to go. She was sitting on a lounge chair when she heard a noise from within the house. Did Carmen or Kelly get up? She waited. Nothing. She looked up at the stars again when a hand with a wet cloth covered her mouth and nose. She instinctively grabbed the wrist of the invader and felt the steeled hardness of the forearm. She held her breathe and struggled only to succumb to the strength of the hold on her face. She saw whiteness around the edges of her vision when she finally inhaled…

[image: A black whip with long black leather flogging  Description automatically generated]

The fog lifted slowly as Tina regained consciousness. She realized that her arms were bound behind her back as she tried to move. Her legs were also bound tightly together. She looked around in the growing light of dawn and saw that she was in the bed she went to sleep in but unable to move. She tried to call out, only to find that her mouth was stuffed and she could not utter a word. The T-shirt and shorts she wore to bed were gone. She was naked. She struggled without abandon in pure reflex.

“You might want to conserve that energy for later, dear,” Matt said, as he came into the room. Unable to make a sound, she screamed uselessly into the wad of whatever was in her mouth. He just laughed and casually came over to grab a handful of her large breast. She automatically jerked away, but his hand was stronger than she was. More than enough to hold her in place. He sat down on the edge of the bed and caressed and squeezed her body as he liked. Her eyes were saucers as she looked at his smug facial expression.

“You are now mine, Tina. And Quincy’s. Gotta share right? That is what Momma taught me,” quipped Matt, as he continued his lustful grabbing and probing.

Tears welled in her untouchable eyes. How did he know her name? Wait, Kelly introduced them, damn. She had told Mark in intimate moments that she wanted to feel helpless, surprised and controlled by a powerful stranger. It was a fantasy of hers. Well, this was the real thing, and she was not even thinking about the sexual part. While Matt did as he wanted with her bound body, that changed slowly and unconsciously. It was getting sexual. Damn, her pussy was getting wet and Matt noticed. He stroked her self-lubricated, exposed vagina and laughed. How fucking embarrassing. She was reacting to her intimate, sexual desires while he forcibly held her against her will.

“Well look at that! You like it. How fortunate for you,” he exclaimed, swiping his index finger over her wet, slick, pussy folds. “I’m not sure what happened to your boyfriend, honey, but what luck for me. You are going to be a good girl and do as you are told or very much regret it,” the alpha male said. “I really like to punish young women for not obeying or slacking in the face of duty. So, what are you, Tina? Slacker, disobedient cunt or just a horny slut?”

Tina closed her eyes, took deep cleansing breathes in order to settle down, as he continued his handsy tour of her voluptuous body.

“Oh yes, you cannot answer. I guess I will find out eventually,” Matt said sarcastically, while laughing that devious laugh of his.

In the next room where Carmen slept, she heard the unmistakable whish of a whip. A muffled cry came immediately afterwards. The tandem repeated itself. Tina felt lucky she was only being touched instead of being tortured. Or was she? Mark, my love, where are you and what is happening?
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Matt and Quincy met on the second floor, in the hall, among the bedrooms where their captives were bound and gagged. The bedroom doors were closed, and they discussed how they wanted to approach their job and the first actions they would take with their hapless victims. The people who had hired them had specific tasks they needed to perform over the next three weeks. The fact that they would be handsomely remunerated for their efforts was only a part of the compensation. As dominants, the two men cherished the control, especially Quincy, who was inexperienced. He tended to be rougher, just due to his size and strength. His intimidation factor alone was sure to achieve the goals of their employers.

“So, what should we do first,” Quincy asked, being the subordinate one of the two.

“Let’s start with showers and then take a long walk to the center of the island to feed them.” Matt considered. “They will scream holy hell when we take out the gags. We will use the path that runs parallel to the beach above the cottages and residents. As we leave the tiny population behind us, our new recruits will feel more isolated with each step. Two hours through the thick, wooded, hilly terrain should be enough for them to realize no one will hear. This way we can show screaming is plain useless, as much as I enjoy it.”

“That is why you are the boss Matt. Great plan. How about I work at getting the outdoor shower set up.” Quincy ventured.

“Perfect, do you remember how? It has been two years since we were last here,” Matt asked.

“I do,” Quincy replied as he moved to the stairway of the big house.

“I’ll get lunch packed in the backpack and get the duffle ready with all the fun stuff,” Matt said. Quincy gave him a thumbs up from the end of the hall as Matt moved to follow him.

It was already 86 degrees in the shade, and it was just 9am. The forecast for the next week was 92 to 95 as highs during the day. As typical of July in the Caribbean, there was not a cloud in sight. It did not really matter, though. They would be hiking in the trees, shaded from the hot sun.

Quincy went down to the first floor and familiarized himself with the layout again. The outdoor shower was away from the house, down a cobblestoned path from a side door. It was hidden in the middle of three flamboyant trees, peppered with red blooms. The owner had planted large shrubs a few yards away from the six-foot square, cement pad with a drain in the center. The pad was surrounded with the same cobblestone as the path, reaching out about twelve feet. The intention was to have a private, outdoor shower in the open without any walls. The bushes hid it, although there were a few gaps that allowed people walking past to see inside. The large trees served as a canopy for the roof of the natural bathing area and lower branches had been trimmed so there was plenty of headroom. One large limb, the size of a tree trunk, grew at an angle and was used to attach a large, 24” square, rain-shower head over the center of the pad, about 12 feet high. Quincy hooked the hose that wrapped around the large limb to a single standpipe a few feet from the pad. He turned the faucet on and waited as water filled the hose and then came raining down from the sky. He turned it off and checked the metal eyelet that was imbedded in the concrete pad on the edge. Attached to it was a short, heavy chain reaching to the drain. He went back inside where Matt was finishing with the lunch packing.

“So, who is first,” asked Quincy.

“Let’s do Kelly first, then Carmen, and lastly Tina,” Matt replied. “I have instructions to wrap their wrists, ankles, and neck with stretchy, black gauze. The material is about two inches wide, and we can wrap it multiple times. We are to make sure they always have it on to help protect their skin from metal restraints and collars in the hot sun. If it starts to fray at the edges, we need to replace it. No exceptions,” he explained.

“Got it,” Quincy replied. They both headed back up the stairs to the room Kelly was in.

“Up and at them!” Matt said to the gagged, bound woman lying on her side in the bed. She looked at his commanding presence with disdain.

Matt and Quincy went to work on her. When she was done, gauze and a leather restraint or collar was on each of her wrists, ankles, and neck. They had locked her wrists together behind her back with a padlock. Matt walked the lithe, brunette by the upper arm to the outdoor shower. Quincy had gone on ahead and stripped down to tight white swim trunks that emphasized his massive thighs and washboard abs. His overly endowed cock was outlined clearly by the translucent material, even before water hit it. He had a pail of soapy, cold water ready with a sponge.

“Stand under that showerhead,” Matt ordered Kelly. She walked to the center of the pad on her own. Matt unlocked the padlock behind her back and used it to lock the heavy chain attached to the pad to one of her ankle restraints. He then warned her to behave, or she would be punished. She complied.

Quincy turned the water on and because it was warm out, the cold water poured from above and induced some serious goosebumps and shivering. “Get to it,” he commanded. Kelly reached into the pail and started to scrub her body with the foamy, soapy sponge, as the men ogled her. The icy water compelled a loud shriek, but she gradually she got used to it. Quincy was not satisfied with how well she washed her privates. He stepped next to her, grabbed one of her legs, and lifted it up quickly. Startled, Kelly reached out to Quincy so she would not fall over. She had to grab his body, which was now wet and slippery. Attempting to hold on, she eventually wrapped one of her arms around his rock-hard bicep and the other around his chiseled waist. He used one hand to hold her leg, while rubbing the sponge in her crotch, from pussy to ass. Somehow, she became aroused with the callousness of the soapy loofah polishing her sensitive places. Glancing down at his swimsuit, she watched his large, flaccid cock grow, until it was peeking out of the top. As he worked, he pressed it into her soft, wet, slippery body and massaged himself. He smirked as he continued his relentless scrubbing.

“You would like a piece of that, wouldn’t you?” Quincy remarked, as he moved away from the shivering, soap-covered woman. She could not answer him with her mouth stuffed with cloth, probably her own panties, wrapped with gauze and duct-taped in place. She stood still and allowed the cold water pouring on her from above to rinse her arousal away.

The two men watched her finish, before unlocking her from the chain attached to her ankle. Quincy hung her up to dry by her wrists, tied overhead to a large branch over the cobblestoned square.

When Matt brought Carmen down, her eyes widened when she saw her friend shaking, shivering and hung from a tree branch. Quincy filled the bucket with more cold soapy water and beckoned her.

Tina was last and screamed inaudibly into her gag when she saw her friends hanging from that tree branch. Matt grabbed one of her huge tits and smacked her ass hard before handing her over to his accomplice.  
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Once fully dried, the naked, shackled ladies were trussed for a walk to the center of the island. They were all tied in the same fashion. Their arms above their elbows were wrapped with rope and tightened behind their backs, forcing their elbows close to touching. Even though Tina was the smallest and slimmest, her elbows remained about 6 inches apart, because she had not been conditioned, still new to kinky practices. The other two women’s elbows touched from years of bondage repetition. The pressure of pulling their elbows together, thrust their breasts out like they were trying to show off. It made Tina’s boobs look enormous and much bigger than her natural DD cup. More rope was wrapped around their upper torso, circling above and below their breasts, holding their trussed arms close to their bodies. Another tie encircled their waists and forearms. He used a padlock to lock their wrist cuffs. Ingeniously the men bound their legs together about mid-thigh. The ends of that rope were tied to the waist rope, ensuring that the leg wrap did not slip down when walking. Hobbled, the women were unable to take normal steps, turning a 20-minute walk in the lush, tropical woods to hours.

“All comfy?” Matt remarked sarcastically, understanding they could not respond with their mouths stuffed and taped. The three bound and gagged women stood next to each other off the front porch and on the path. They nodded to his question and he smirked.

“How do you want to coffle them?” Quincy asked, as he randomly pulled on the restrictive rope in various places, making sure the binding was secure.

Matt sized the group up with a discerning eye and mulled options. “Ok, I have an idea,” he eventually answered. He pulled another length of rope out of the duffle bag. “Who do you think should go first, second, and last?” he asked his black partner.

“My thoughts are that Carmen goes first since she looks the strongest. Tina should be in the middle with Kelly pulling up the rear. She has the best ass, and it would be good to have it easily available,” Quincy surmised. “Carmen will set the pace, and the others better keep up,” he said, as he reached into the duffle and grabbed a mini, two-pronged cattle prod. It had quite the punch but not as intense as a real prod. The women’s eyes grew wide, and Tina started to subconsciously squirm.

Matt grabbed Carmen by the arm and put her in a position facing forward on the path. He doubled up a long length of rope and attached it to her bound wrists behind her. He threaded it through her ass crack and up between her sensitive labia. The shower scrubbing easily reddened her shaved pussy. Pulling it tight so it pressured her clit, he brought it up through the ring on her leather collar. He separated the two strands and pulled them over her shoulders on each side of her neck. At the back of her neck, he tied the strands together again, so they formed a single cord again.

“Next,” Matt said to Quincy. He faced Tina forward behind Carmen, about three feet apart. He pulled the long rope from the back of Carmen’s neck and threaded it between Tina’s waxed pussy lips and up between her ass cheeks. He motioned for Quincy to bring Kelly over. He pulled the rope taunt, as Tina winced. He then threaded it through Kelly’s collar ring and back down through her shaved pussy lips and up her crack to her bound wrists where he tied it off.

“Not your typical coffle, but I think it serves the same purpose,” Matt smirked to Quincy.

“This should be interesting,” replied Quincy. “All set?” he asked Matt, who was handing him the duffle while he put on the backpack.

Quincy used the mini prod on Carmen’s ass. The effect was immediate and caused the trio to react as one. Carmen jumped ahead and took quick, short steps, which put tension on the rope and by design, all their vaginas. Tina and Kelly had to keep pace or feel the upward pull of the invading rope in their slits. Tina’s tits swayed nicely in the breeze as she took quick, restricted steps.

“Follow the path, Carmen. It goes all the way to a clearing where we will stop to eat,” Matt directed. The trio that resembled a short caterpillar, moved slowly along the path, which was open to the beach and easily seen by the residents below. There was no vegetation to block the view. The two brunettes with the buxom blonde in the middle, shuffled along the crushed rock path. They were barefoot and tended to slow and hobble carefully, until Quincy tapped the nasty electric prod on Carmen’s ass again. She jumped forward with a muffled cry. Her reactive jerk tugged on all their rope-split pussies at the same time, sending a message to hurry up. There was a couple on the beach that morning and had given the guys a thumbs up. They laughed when Quincy used the prod on the slow, naked, bound procession.

Tina could not believe it; the couple did not do anything when they watched from below. It was impossible for her to scream for help with her mouth stuffed and taped. Thoughts about anything were difficult, as she was dragged along solely by her pussy. Her arms ached from the tight bondage and her feet hurt from the crushed rock on the path. It did not compare, though, to the rope lodged in between her clean-shaven folds. She again thought about Mark and the other guys. They could be dead or hurt, and she might be tortured...forever. What had started as an adventure has turned into a nightmare so quickly. She wished she could talk to her friends, but they were gagged like she was. It took about 10 minutes for the path to turn away from the beach and lead into the trees. The sun was baking her even though she had some color. Her tan was light, but hopefully it was enough to prevent sunburn. As they scooted along, she noticed that they were creating a marching repetition. This was good because it kept the rope in her privates from rubbing. She took the opportunity to get a good look at her captors. They were hot! They had both taken off their shirts and the sweat that built up from the heat was noticeable. Quincy was dark, shiny, and ripped. She wondered what it would be like to fuck him or suck on that huge cock of his. That turned her on. She was now completely under his control, like with Mark when they had kinky sex. Tina was really starting to like the games they had played. Especially when he did what he wanted to her. He had whipped and spanked her. He had her bound for hours. She liked to call him Master. They were role-playing more often and the perversions got more intense and varied as time went on. She did not shy away and enjoyed the various aspects of what they were doing. That is how she would get through this. Pretend that it is sexual. She could do that. It was already sexual at times. Tina needed to find a mental space to hide in or she might lose it. Who knows what they would do to her if that happened.

SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! Tina was lurched out of her thoughts, as she heard and felt the prod zapping her naked flesh. She jumped, screamed into her gag uselessly, and felt the rope assault her pussy again, as her short strides broke with her friends. She looked over at Quincy, only to see him grinning, because he knew he had broken their cadence. How long has it been? She had no idea. On they went.

“Looks like we are getting close,” said Matt, suddenly as they noticed a clearing coming up. The tree cover opened to the sun. “Hope you are hungry!”

They were starving.
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The trio of captives knelt in a row on the ground after Matt and Quincy had removed the coffle chains. They left the rest of their bondage and gags intact. It was sunny and hot in the clearing when trees no longer protected them. The five hikers were all sweating profusely. The women eyed the men who held them captive and gawked at their shiny, muscled, shirtless torsos. The sheen on their own skin worked to cool them when they felt an occasional breeze. Without the gentle wind, the beaded sweat worked to magnify the sun’s effect.

Quincy had helped the women to their knees on the hard ground, due to the rope wrapped around their thighs. The men pulled out their lunch and ate peacefully, sitting on a branch that had fallen. They had opened a bottle of red wine and sipped from plastic wine glasses. Tina and her friends had found a frozen pizza at the big house, which they shared last night. It was a tiny pizza and hardly enough for the three of them. It was all they wanted to eat at the time, since they had just found out that their partners were not there. Now they were starving and had to watch their kidnappers eat, while their stomachs gurgled.

“Hungry?” Matt asked the gagged captives. All three of them nodded and the men laughed. “I am sure you are. Plenty of exercise today,” Matt added. He got up, chugged the last of his wine and went to the backpack. He turned around before taking anything out, like he forgot something. He went to stand in front of the kneeling, naked prisoners.

“So here is the deal. We will need to take your gags out if you are to eat. Scream, speak or ask anything and you will be whipped when we get back. You will also get your gag shoved back in, without food. Do you understand?” Matt asked.

All three nodded their heads again.

Quincy peeled off the tape and gauze and removed wadded, wet panties. The women immediately noticed that they had each other’s underwear in their mouths, not their own. He threw the wet panties in the dirt. They stretched and moved their jaws a bit. Tina screamed at the top of her lungs.

“Help! Help! What are you going to do to us? Where are the guys we came with? What did you do…” Tina shouted, interrupted as Quincy quickly shoved two pairs of the dirty panties back into her mouth to quiet her. He wrapped some black gauze around her head to hold her lips closed and then ripped off a long piece of duct tape to secure that gauze in place.

“Stupid bitch,” Matt said, as he watched her eyes fill with tears. “Can’t wait to get back and whip your skinny little ass and those big titties of yours.”

Tina struggled to get up, still fully bound. Quincy simply kneed her in the shoulder and she toppled over. He took a padlock out of his pocket and snapped it shut on her ankle cuffs. She was instantly immobile and stopped struggling.

“So, it looks like you two get more to eat,” Matt said, smiling at Kelly and Carmen. He went to the backpack and pulled out a large, plastic bowl. He filled it with pasta salad and set it on the ground in front of the two kneeling women. “Go ahead.”

Carmen and Kelly moved on their knees to position themselves, so they could bend over the bowl and lap up the food. Carmen motioned with her head for Kelly to go first. She thrust her face into the cold pasta and slurped up a mouthful of the tasty food. They took turns pecking at the bowl until it was finished. When they sat back on their heels, faces full of olive oil and pasta bits, they looked at Tina who was sobbing quietly.

“Well, that was a fun picnic,” Matt said sarcastically. Quincy let out a little chuckle. Matt picked up the bowl and put it back into the backpack. They lifted Kelly and Carmen off their knees and untied the rope that encircled their thighs. Standing with their arms still bound, Matt took two ball gags out of the duffle bag and handed them to Quincy. He fastened the gags in place. Playfully Quincy slapped both of their asses hard enough to leave a handprint.

Going over to Tina, he easily lifted her up. She wobbled dangerously until he unlocked her ankles.

“Are you going to behave if we undo your legs, bitch?” Matt asked.

Tina nodded slowly.

“OK then, you have earned the title of bitch for the rest of the day. I just told you not to say a word or scream and you did both. Not only will you be whipped, but you will sleep bound on the floor so you can think long and hard about disobeying again,” Matt explained. “Now, let us think about the effect your scream had. You are on a deserted island and far from the residents. Do you really think it would help?” he asked and laughed at the same time. “Do you?”

Tina slowly shook her head in humiliation, as it drooped over her thrust out tits.

“Bet you’re hungry?” mocked Quincy, as he slapped her ass violently, which sent her boobs bouncing. Her friends looked on in horror.

She nodded to make sure she answered the question. She would have to be vigilant in her interactions from now on. It is bad enough that she is being held against her will, but they have made it truly clear that disobeying would have consequences. Dire consequences that might escalate. She had no idea why she screamed after being told not to. It was like an automatic response that she could not control. She would have to make much more of an effort in the future. Tears welled in her eyes, not because she feared her punishment, but because she could not control herself.

Quincy untied the rope that wrapped her thighs and she, like her friends, stretched them and glanced at the red rings the constricting rope created. He lined them up again but put Tina at the end. For the hike back, Quincy took two short chains and padlocked them to their collars.

Tina was thankful that the walk back was much quicker without their thighs wrapped in rope, or the rope between her legs, except on the occasion when she was ordered to turn around and walk backwards. It slowed the coffle, but Quincy had fun zapping her nipples and pubic area, as she struggled to walk backwards. Eventually he allowed her to face forward again when he tired of the game. When they reached the part of the path that was exposed to the beach, she noticed that there were more people out. They all curiously watched the procession but made no move to help. What kind of an island is this?
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Back at the spectacular deck of the big house on the hill, Matt sat comfortably in a plush patio chair. He sipped on a tropical drink with Quincy in a similar chair next to him. The naked, bound, and gagged slaves knelt alertly in front of them. Matt was going to spend time lecturing them on the rigid rules they would need to learn and follow. The women had to obey or face punishment.

The first rule he dictated was that they were never to speak unless spoken to. They could ask a question or comment, but only after asking to speak first. Even amid the residents, they would not be allowed to talk. Any whisper would be severely dealt with. They were also to always stay in the direct sight line of Matt or Quincy, unless bound in place.

The second rule was that they would address their captors as Master. It was mandatory that they always do this, even when others could hear. Anytime Matt or Quincy gave an order or commented to them, they had to say “Yes, Master.”

He went on, ordering them to obey and jump to any command given. Infractions would be punished at once or as soon as possible. Any repeat transgressions would come with an escalation of penalties.

Matt conferred that they would not necessarily have to be bound or gagged if they followed the rules. Any attempt at escape would be an immediate loss of privileges, along with severe, sustained punishment.

The kneeling audience was directed that they would have to wear a collar, along with wrist and ankle restraints, always. They will be used to bind, lead, or restrict at the convenience or pleasure of their Masters. The gauze underneath the restraints will be replaced as needed but must remain on them for their own protection.

The three slaves would also have to use their own makeup, or what they would be given, to create a slutty appearance. There was some back-and-forth discussion, as the captives wanted to know exactly what that meant. As far as their future, no details would be given. They were to serve and obey without question.

“Do you understand everything I have just told you?” questioned Matt, as he finished.

They all nodded and Tina controlled the impulse to cry. There was nothing she could do about it. She glanced at her friends, and they looked as shell-shocked as she was.

“Okay, let’s take care of a bit of business that Tina here has instigated with her lack of obedience,” Matt said, as he rose from his comfortable chair. “Quincy, could you get her ready?”

“Sure thing boss,” he replied, putting his finished drink on the rattan side table next to him. The bound slaves watched as he cleared furniture from the center of the space. He went to a wood post supporting the pergola over the large deck and turned a large crank. It clicked and a round, closed, metal hoop on a sturdy chain descended from the middle of a heavy support beam. The women watched tentatively, as it was lowered to a height that could be easily reached by Quincy.

“Bring her here,” Matt directed.

Quincy lifted her to her feet and walked her directly under the hoop. He untied her arm bondage that had been on all day. He allowed her to stretch, before he raised her wrists and hooked them on the metal hoop with two steel carabiner clips. She tugged at them feeling the impossible strength of the hold. He went back to the crank and turned it clockwise to make the hoop rise. Each quarter turn clicked, as a spring-loaded mechanism snapped into place, eliminating the possibility of it shifting backwards. As he turned the crank, the hoop rose slowly. He continued till Tina’s heels left the floor. When he stopped, it stayed in place, leaving her dangling and dancing on tiptoes. Still gagged, her luscious, naked body squirmed like a worm on a hook. Matt went to the duffle bag and retrieved a nasty looking 12-foot-long, leather bullwhip. He snapped it in the air close to her and she flinched.

“Do you remember disobeying me when I told you not to scream or talk on our little, picnic excursion. I am sure you do,” Matt said, right before he took the first swing.

“Mmmmmfff!” Tina screamed into the wad of panties plastered in her mouth, as the whip wrapped her body and sliced her soft flesh. Matt let the whip unwind and fall to the floor, before doing it another five times. On the sixth lash, though, when he struck the stacked, young blonde, he yanked back sharply before it could fall. The action pulled her off her toes and sent her body spinning and swinging like a piñata. She thrashed violently in mid-air and screamed into the muffler fixed to her face. Now every new stroke included the sharp pullback, keeping her in constant motion, as the bullwhip found unmarked skin. A few around her waist, then more surrounding her ass, stinging her near her pussy cruelly with the tip. Each tugged stroke oscillated her massive boobs, enticing him to strike out at them next. The strand of leather indented her large, soft mounds, leaving red stripes in their wake. Tears flowed and soaked the gauze and duct tape over her gag. When her body was covered with red streaks and a few welts, he stopped. Kelly and Carmen wept along with Tina.

Matt nodded towards Quincy, who lowered the hoop on the chain till she was supporting herself on her feet. Quincy came over and unclipped her wrists from the steel hoop and let her arms slowly fall to her sides. Matt raised his right hand and firmly swatted her boob from the side and sent it crashing into its twin. He did the same with his left hand on the other side. She wobbled in place as he lifted her chin. He removed the wet tape, gauze, and panties from her mouth. He waited a minute for her to align her jaw and then slapped her face hard.

“Kneel bitch,” ordered Matt.

She did and waited for whatever came next.

“So you want to scream or talk?”

“No,” she replied at once.

“Weren’t you listening a few minutes again?”

“Yes,” Tina answered again.

“Well do you remember the part about addressing me as your Master?”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, shocked that she forgot.

“Apologize for your short memory,” Matt demanded.

“I’m sorry for my short memory, Master. It will not happen again,” she said sobbing.

“Well, that should have been cause for more punishment, but my arm is tired,” Matt said. “I’ll let it pass this time.”

“Thank you, Master,” Tina said, lifting her wet eyes to her tormentor, as he held her chin. It was then Tina realized she would need to focus more from now on or pay the price.
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Tina was trembling from the punishment, as she stood naked in front of the two men inspecting her body. Kelly and Carmen, also naked, stood next to her. All three of them had their gags and bindings removed but still collared and cuffed.

“Kelly looks like a medium for a top and bottom,” Matt said to Quincy.

“Agreed,” he replied. “But use a small for both, correct?’

“Yes, you know I like them tight and ill-fitting,” Matt instructed. “One size down. Carmen might need a large on the bottom with her wide hips, and a medium for her top. So again, one size down for each.”

“Sounds good, Matt,” Quincy replied.

“Tina is a small bottom, but those double Ds might fall out of a medium. Mmmm,” Matt considered. “Bring out an extra small for her bottom and a large and medium top for her. We can try both on.”

Quincy went and brought back a pile of white string bikinis. He had them put the bottoms on first and tie the strings on the side. Sized down, they fit snugly, barely covering what they were meant for. He then had them put the triangle tops on the best they could. He adjusted them by sliding the material along the bottom string. Squishing the material together, he was going for ample, exposed, side boob and cleavage. Even with the material scrunched up, their nipples were visible through the thin, mesh material. The same for the bottoms, as you could make out the slit of their shaved pussies. So, all was good except for Tina’s top. She tried on the large first and it fit well. Not what Matt was looking for, so she changed into the medium. With her immense breasts, the medium barely covered her nipples with the material scrunched together from the sides. The top had to be lifted higher to get the coverage, but that created some under boob exposure too. Perfect. Tying the strings taut kept it in place, indenting her heavy, soft flesh and appearing like see-through patches on her nipples.

Matt and Quincy stood back and had them walk, stretch, bend over and crawl. The bikinis stayed in place, even though they barely covered anything.

I think that will suffice. Be careful and remember exactly how they are worn now. If they move and show a bit of your nipple, for example, you will be punished. Be warned, we are very demanding. Going forward, when we tell you to get dressed, this is what you wear, no matter the occasion. These bikinis are the only clothes you will be allowed to wear,” instructed Matt. “Document it, Quincy.”

Quincy took out his iPhone and started snapping pictures of the women in their tiny swimsuits. They looked amazingly sexy in the white bikinis with the silver metal collars, restraints, and black gauze.

“I would caution you to be acutely aware of your bikinis, as any jostling might alter how we want them to look on you. Check them often, especially after movement,” Matt directed.

“Yes, Master,” they replied in unison, as they glanced down at their tops.

“Kelly and Carmen, get in the kitchen and prepare dinner for us. Quincy will help you the first couple of times until you get the lay of the land,” Matt ordered.

“Yes, Master,” they replied.

“Tina, you serve drinks as requested for your fellow slaves or your Masters. Go with Quincy and he will show you where everything is.”

“Yes, Master,” replied Tina, quickly turning to follow him into the kitchen.

“When you’re set, make me a dirty martini,” commanded Matt.

“Yes, Master,” she replied smiling, so as not to incur further wrath. “May I speak Master?” she tried carefully.

“Sure.”

“How would you like to be served when I bring your drink out?” she asked, not wanting to do anything wrong ever again.

“Good question, bitch,” he replied, remembering that was to be her name for the rest of the day. “On your knees, holding the glass by the bottom or on a flat palm of your hand, so it doesn’t get in the way of my grasp.”

“Yes, Master,” Tina replied, as she turned to the kitchen, checking her bikini top on the way to see if it moved from her action. Her enormous boobs swayed, but the tiny strings held the patches of thin material in place. She was grateful.

When Carmen and Kelly were finished with preparing what Quincy instructed them to make. They brought the elegantly presented plates to the men at a glass table in one of the corners of the deck. They were covered in a fine sheen of sweat from the hot weather and working over the stove. It made the tiny pieces of their bikinis even more transparent, as they got damp with perspiration and steam from the stove. It forced the eye to their exposed private parts. More so, than if they were naked. The three of them knelt off to the side from where their Masters were digging into their Chicken Alfredo. Tina’s stomach growled loudly, and they heard it and laughed. She hoped that they would allow her to eat. During the men’s dinner, Matt asked for a refill of his drink, which Tina took care of promptly.

When they were done, they scooted their chairs back and stretched out and relaxed. Eventually Matt spoke up. “Would you girls like to eat?” he asked congenially.

“Yes, Master,” the three of them responded together. It was amazing how they were able to do that, but upon closer inspection, it was the fact that they all knew they had to respond immediately.

“You can dump the leftovers from our plates onto the floor there,” he said, pointing to the middle of the room where Tina was whipped. “Feel free to pour out any left in the pot on top. I am assuming Quincy had you make enough for all of us.”

“He did Master,” Kelly responded.

Carmen and Tina took the plates from the table and scraped them off onto the stone floor, while Kelly went back into the kitchen and brought out what remained in the pot and dumped it on top. All three of them knelt around the pile of white creamy pasta. They did not move but waited to be allowed to push their faces into it.

“Take turns and share, slaves, and you too bitch. Do not use your hands or touch your hair,” Matt commanded. “You can eat now.”

“Yes, Master,” they replied in unison.

Kelly and Carmen looked at Tina and motioned with their chins to dig in. She missed lunch and they wanted her to eat first. Understanding, Tina leaned over on her knees, spread her arms, and shoved her face into the creamy, white mess coated with Alfredo sauce. Her hair fell into the cooling pile of pasta. After a few mouthfuls she knelt up, her face and hair plastered with the white creamy mixture, which looked like someone came all over her. Kelly went next, followed by Carmen, and then they took turns till the pile was gone, licking the grouted, stone floor clean, grit and all.

Later that night after they cleaned up, it was time to retire. Matt and Quincy locked Kelly, Carmen, and Tina in separate rooms. The doors had locks on the outside of the doors, which the women did not notice when they first got there. They took off their clothes, if you could call them that, and were chained to the bed. A padlock attached a short, hefty, metal chain to a sturdy, metal eyelet above the headboard. The other end of the chain was locked to the O-ring on their collar. That was all that was needed to keep them secure and unable to escape. There was a fitted sheet on the twin bed with a pillow. No other bedding. They slept naked and uncovered, which was not a problem in the tropical climate. It was hot at night, and the owners rarely ran the air-conditioning. This was how Kelly and Carmen were put to bed. Tina still had punishment coming and had to sleep on the floor with her wrists bound behind her. The floor was hard bamboo. Instead of using the hook above the headboard, Quincy moved a sturdy nightstand to the side exposing another rounded, closed hook in the wall by the floor. Her collar was attached to that with a short, heavy chain and her wrists were pulled behind her and padlocked together. The chain was not long enough for her to try to climb into the soft bed.

“Goodnight bitch,” he said as he turned out the light and left Tina to her thoughts.

“Goodnight, Master,” she replied quietly.

She shifted a bit to try to get comfortable, but that was impossible. The floor was hard, and she was forced to lay on her side without a pillow or on her locked wrists, which both proved to be uncomfortable. Why did she open her fucking mouth? The island was isolated, and the residents did not seem to care. She swore to herself to listen carefully and obey. If she were enslaved, she could at least control not getting more punishment, like what she had to endure now. It would be a long night, and it was bound to get worse as it wore on. Not being able to sleep forced her to think about her situation and what had happened to Mark and the other guys. Tears fell without a way to wipe them. What if he was killed or kidnapped like they were? Would she ever see her home again? Her neck started to hurt lying on her side, so she turned onto her back and laid on her locked wrists. She felt her arms start to go numb and ignored it. Her body still burned and tingled from the whipping she received. She sobbed quietly until pure exhaustion mercifully took over.
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Tina woke up to someone kicking her in the ass. Matt stood over her, staring at her naked body.

“Time to get up, Tina,” he said.

“Yes, Master,” she responded sluggishly, as she tried to wake up. She was glad that he did not use bitch like they did all day yesterday. Best behavior, she reminded herself, as she rolled to get off her hands and get blood flowing into her arms again.

“Sleep well?” he asked.

“Not really, Master,” she replied.

“Well, that is honest. Keep that up and you will find your stay more pleasant,” Matt said. He bent down and unlocked the padlock behind her back. He helped her stretch out since she could not move them herself. The pins and needles hit her hard and she arched her back in agony but remained quiet and grimaced. He moved them around to help the circulation. When she was able to move her arms on her own, he unlocked her collar and helped her to her feet. He handed her the two tiny pieces of cloth with strings hanging. “Dress and join your friends in the kitchen to prepare breakfast.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, clearly looking towards him, but keeping her eyes down. It felt naturally submissive as Mark had trained her to do. He left and she put on the string bikini in front of a mirror over a light-oak dresser that was opposite the bed. She carefully adjusted the tension in the strings before tying them. She checked the position of the triangles on her breasts, making sure there was the same amount of under boob, side boob, and cleavage that her Master's had originally positioned. She shook her large tits side-to-side to see if the tiny transparent cloth would hold its place. Thankfully, it did. Her nipples were centered and visible. Wow, now she understood why she was obliged to wear it. Sexy. It reminded her of what Mark was asking her to wear. Obviously at lot more revealing, but the same theme. She tied on her bottom and went ahead towards the kitchen.

Kelly and Carmen where already making eggs and hash browns. She thought they looked incredible in their white bikinis. They both turned to look at her with concern in their eyes. Tina smiled at them and the tension drained. Not allowed to talk, Kelly pointed at the bread and Tina instinctively knew she was to make the toast. When they finished the preparation, they took plates and fruit bowls to the men who were sitting at the deck table and sipping Mimosas.

After the slaves had eaten the leftovers and cleaned up, they knelt at attention in front of their two Masters, waiting for further orders.

“We are going down to the beach area where the residents live. Any talk of kidnapping or anything that happens among us is not to be discussed. This will be the test you do not want to fail. I am not going to bother to tell you the consequences, but it will make Tina’s punishment look like a walk in the park,” Matt explained. “You will not speak unless spoken to. If you are asked to speak or answer a question, address a man as Master and a woman as Mistress. Be honest in your answers, but any negativity will be dealt with. I can guarantee that nobody will ask further about anything personal. It is forbidden on this island. If they do, do not answer and let me know. I will take care of it. Best to act as if you are here on vacation and we are new kinky friends you met. Not honest, but plausible,” he directed. “You may now ask any questions that pertain to our plans today,” Matt said. “So are there any?’

Carmen spoke up. “Do we speak of our missing partners, Master?”

“No, you came here with each other. You did not come with anybody else,” Matt replied. “Again, not honest, but definitely a command.”

“Yes, Master,” replied Carmen.

“Any other concerns?”

“No Master,” Tina answered.

Matt smiled and gathered the group for the walk to the beach.
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“You guys look like you are getting comfortable,” Don said, a bit sarcastically to the trio of almost naked women. They smiled in return without speaking. “Is there anything that you need, now that you had a chance to check out your accommodations?”

“No, Master,” Kelly answered for the group. All of them, shook their heads slightly.

“Well, if you do, you know where I’m at,” Don said, as he stared at Tina. “Enjoy.”

The group strolled down the path that led to the front doors of the cottages. The first one was a typical one-level beach house in bright pink with lime green accents. On the front porch sat two men, obviously gay, staring at the group. They got up and met them on the path.

The more feminine of the couple, in his forties, spoke first. “Hi, I am Dexter and this is Mike, glancing towards his partner. Do not all of you look hot as hell!” he said in a high voice.

“Hey, Dexter,” replied Quincy, ignoring the comment.

“So how long are you here for?” he asked.

“Three weeks,” Quincy replied, making the three nearly naked slaves do a double take.

“Well, we have a couple of beach parties planned in that time. Want to join us?” asked Dexter.

“Sure,” Matt responded.

The feminine guy looked at Tina and asked, “Will you be coming gorgeous?”

Tina glanced at Matt who nodded unperceptively and then she replied, “Yes, Master.”

“Oh, you can call me Mistress, hon.” he said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Tina responded with a slight grin on her face that made everybody chuckle.

After 30 minutes of pleasantries with Dexter and his partner, Matt said they looked forward to the beach party and moved on. The next house was a similar styled cottage, but painted a deep, disturbing, blood-like red. It had black accents and two, authentic, fire torches burning outside the front door, which flickered in the daylight. It was out of place among the other beach houses lining the path.

“Let’s check this one out,” Matt said, as he started up the short walk to the front door. Quincy and the three slaves followed. He knocked on the door and a tall, curvy woman in extreme 7-inch stiletto heels answered. She wore a tight, black, abbreviated, corset outfit. Her boobs were enormous and extremely pushed up in the ensemble. Attached to the side of her hip was a mean-looking, full-sized, cattle prod.

“Hey Matt,” she said beckoning them in. “Welcome back to Captivity Cove.”

“Hi Mistress Mona,” he replied. “Great to be here again.” Matt walked in behind her like he owned the place, followed by Quincy and the women. Quincy turned back to his slaves and said in his most authoritative voice, “not a sound or you will regret it.”

“They were just begging me to let them cum,” Mistress Mona informed the onlookers, as they stood by the door to a large bedroom. “They didn’t get to,” she smirked. Tina could not see, because the group was too much for the small hallway. She noticed Kelly and Carmen go wide-eyed, as they investigated the room. She pushed her way to the door and gasped at the sight. There on the dark, cherry, hardwood floor were three naked men. They were bound, gagged, and blindfolded. Sam, Tom, and Mark. She randomly smacked the men with a riding crop, as they squirmed and moaned. Little, red marks peppered the men’s skin. They had no idea a group of people had just entered the room. Mistress Mona placed her stiletto heel into Mark’s inner thigh, inches from his impressive, erect cock, and pushed. He groaned as the steel spike indented his muscular leg. Trying to alleviate the pressure, but unable to escape it, he rolled to the side and exposed his ass. She took the cattle prod from her hip, pressed the button, and tapped his exposed backside. He screamed into his gag and jerked violently, unable to break away with the spike in his leg. She smirked as Matt laughed aloud and Quincy joined in. The three women stared bug-eyed in disbelief, with their hands over their mouths, so as not to utter a sound. Tina experienced a white fray creep into her peripheral vision. Overwhelmed, she passed out and crumpled to the floor.
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Matt and Quincy helped Tina to her feet and regrouped outside the red house. They spent a great deal of time that day visiting more couples along the beach. Eventually they returned to the big house. After preparing, eating, and cleaning up a late dinner, the women were chained to their beds for the night. This time Tina slept in the bed, securely chained by her collar to the ring on the wall, above the headboard. Ten times better than being bound on the floor. It took her a long time to fall asleep, though, since she was deep in thought about the illuminations of the day.

Tina was relieved and troubled at the same time. At least Mark was alive. Now that she knew he was on the island and captured the same way she was, it would be easier to take orders from her Masters. She felt safer for some crazy reason, even though there was no telling what still may happen. Captivity Cove is what Mistress Mona called the island. An informal name, since it was appointed Dominion Island on maps that she saw. After meeting the rest of the residents, gay and straight, it was obvious that they were either dominant or submissive. She wondered how Mark was handling the torment as a captured slave. He was dominant to the core, which was clear from the growing intensity of the role-playing they had been enjoying. She also wondered about Kelly and Carmen. Were they submissive? They seemed to take to the routine quickly. Nor did they resist whenever they were told to perform a task. Tina surprised herself when she reached for her pussy and it was soaking wet. She fingered her clit for the first time since getting to the island. How could she be so wet and horny? She was chained to her bed but not bound otherwise, so she assumed masturbating was allowed. No one had told her otherwise. She loved to act submissive for Mark, but her treatment on Captivity Cove was more extreme, comparatively. Once she started to rub her clit harder, her thoughts melted away as she relished the sensation and reached an orgasm in record time. She fell asleep soon afterwards.
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The waters were rough on the turbulent sea. It was dark and windy aboard the full-rigged, three-masted, tall ship. The large sailing vessel bounced in the white-capped waves. Only three of the thirteen sails were hoisted and set. The rest were furled, waiting calmer times. She could see men running around and shouting at each other but could not make out the words. They were dressed like pirates and ignored her when they ran past. She looked down and saw that she was naked. The men were having a tough time just standing on the pitching deck in the bounding waves, but she was fine. It was then she noticed the collar around her neck. It was directly attached to the main mast and held her up. She grabbed it and tugged with no give. She screamed at the imminent danger, but no one heard or came to her aid. The boat was losing control and listed to one side. The change of position caused the waves to crash into the side of the vessel and splash mightily over the whole deck, soaking her shivering body. Wave after wave rained down on her as she held the collar around her neck for support. Opening her eyes she saw Quincy standing over her bed and spraying her with a misting bottle. The water was cold, and she was holding her collar. He laughed as she let go and held her hands up to protect herself.

“Rise and shine!” he taunted, not slowing the shower.

“Yes, Master,” she cried, jolted awake from the terrible dream.

Quincy unlocked her collar from the bed chain and told her to shower before getting dressed and meeting her slave mates in the kitchen.

Tina was the last in the kitchen again. Her friends smiled at her as they went about making the meal. They were not allowed to talk, so gentle touches among each other was how they communicated. It was clear that Tina was in a better mood. The men were alive and well. Not exactly well, but alive. It was another sunny day in paradise, and the women enjoyed their meal. They were understanding the routine and focused on entertaining their Masters, meeting their eyes, while they lapped up the leftovers from the stone tiles. The humiliation was turning into fun, as they saw Matt grab his crotch and rub it.

“Today is going to be a beach day. You need to get tanned. If you are going to be walking around in the sun, a tan will help protect your skin from sunburn and a total body tan without lines is also very sexy,” Matt explained. “We are going to a remote beach. It is about an hour away and beautiful. The shore is shaped like a horseshoe and very private. Perfect for getting naked and getting some sunshine.”

“May I speak Master?” Kelly asked.

“Sure,” he replied.

“Can we use sunscreen, Master? I had a narrow escape with skin cancer about two years ago. If we are tanning naked, I would feel safer,” Kelly explained.

“We were planning to bring sunscreen, even if you did not ask. Applying it will be the fun part,” he smiled.

“Thank you, Master,” Kelly said, relieved.

“Quincy and I will get our backpacks and lunch ready. PB&J sandwiches are on the menu. Put your hair up into buns and get your flip-flops from your suitcases we stored in your rooms,” Matt instructed. “We were able to get them from your partners, when we heard about their capture.”

“Yes, Master,” the three women said in unison, as they headed towards their bedrooms.

The women met in front of the house and Quincy padlocked their wrist restraints behind their backs. He took two short chains and locked them between their collars. They were close together but able to walk normally. He put Carmen in front followed by Tina and then Kelly. The caravan set out along the ridge over the beach. Quincy spurred them along with a small whip, as the brigade passed above a few of the residents that were already soaking up the sun. They waved at the procession of white bikinis, as Quincy and Matt waved back. Matt directed the group to take a left at a fork in the path. The right one went to the center of the island, where they went the first day. The left followed the shoreline and was flat. It was also wider, so Quincy and Matt could walk on both sides of the coffle. Wielding whips, the men were able to induce quick steps, as they lashed out firmly and often. The trip was quick as a result. All of them were sweating profusely when they came into view of the cove. Matt and Quincy had already taken off their tank tops and glistened in the bright sun, as they left the protection of the tropical trees. Quincy unlocked the slave train when they got to the secluded beach. The clear, blue-green waves lapped lazily and evenly on the shore.

Matt handed a bottle of sunscreen to Tina and one to Carmen. “You do me, Tina, and Carmen does Quincy,” he instructed.

“Yes, Master,” Tina and Carmen both responded. Kelly stood off to the side. Tina smoothed the white cream over Matt’s legs first before moving to his upper body. She took her time and massaged it in well. His muscles were hard as rock. When she got to his chest and abs, she felt a tingle between her legs, as she sensuously caressed the balm into his skin until it turned clear. Matt’s cock grew noticeably in his tight swimsuit, as he watched the young woman’s ample tits waggle and sway as she worked. Carmen was in a comparable situation with Quincy, who relished massaging his immense muscled physique.

When the men were oiled up, Quincy retrieved the two chains from the coffle and two more from the backpack. He locked each end of the four chains to Kelly’s wrist and ankle restraints. Tina and Carmen were ordered to pull on the chains in opposite directions, forcing Kelly to spread her legs wide in the hot sand with her arms straight out to the sides. They tugged constantly to keep pressure on the taut chains. Matt and Quincy removed her bikini and massaged the sunscreen into her skin, focusing on her private parts that were the whitest. She squirmed from the sexual stimulation, while they worked on her front and back simultaneously.

“Carmen, you’re next,” Quincy commanded forcefully. “And I’m going to do you myself.”

“Yes, Master,” she responded as chains were removed from Kelly and reattached to the full-bodied woman with the caramel-colored skin. Matt and Kelly held the chains to stretch her out, as Quincy took his time stripping her bikini off and spreading the cream easily on the sheen of her perspiration. Starting on her arms and then continuing to her legs and back, he saved the best for last. He caressed her ass a lot longer than needed. His cock was fully erect when he removed it from his trunks and bobbed in the open air. After giving her solid ass cheek a violent smack, he shoved his shaft into her wet folds till his hard, oiled body met hers. He grabbed her hips in both hands and pummeled her in between those slick, round orbs of firm flesh.

“AAuuuww!” Carmen cried, unable to stop him with Matt and Kelly splitting her wide open. Nor did she want to him to stop. His large weapon was big enough to hit her clit on every stroke. After thrashing her pussy for a few more minutes, he held his hands out and motioned Tina to squirt sunscreen in them. He used it to massage Carmen’s tits and stomach while pumping his cock into her. “Ooooh my god!” she screamed, as he humped her hard from behind. Slipping and sliding, he bent over her, using one hand to massage a slippery boob and one hand to stroke her pussy. Between his large cock ramming into her and the tip of his finger on her clit, she exploded in ecstasy. Quincy, not able to hold it anymore, pulled his cock out and shot his massive load all over her back and ass. Matt and Kelly let go of the chains when he finished. He milked out the last drops before beckoning Kelly and Tina to massage his cum into her sun-warmed skin.
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Tina watched as the sunscreen, fuck scene unfolded. Why didn’t she fight? She did not scream or tell him to stop, and Carmen had seemed to relish it immensely. That was odd, but Tina was getting excited herself as Carmen poured the cream into Matt’s hand. It was now her turn, with Quincy and Kelly yanking the chains, spreading her wide open. She was technically about to get raped but why did not it seem that way. Watching Carmen peeked some forbidden lust that she was not aware of. She honestly would be disappointed if Matt did not do the same to her. Looking forward to it seemed ludicrous. A man she did not know was going to fuck her and she was getting wet.

“Pull her apart and hold her tight,” Matt instructed the chain holders. They did and Tina squirmed, not in fear but anticipation. Matt started low on her legs and rubbed the white sunscreen lotion well into her skin until it became clear. When he stood up to do her arms, she felt his unleashed, erect cock rub across her hips and ass. She moaned as he caressed her back before he was given another dollop, which he used on her stomach and pussy. Unconsciously she humped the air, as he swiped her greasy ass with his cock, before shoving it into her drenched pussy. She gasped at the intrusion without fighting it. In fact she did the opposite and pushed her ass towards him to help him implant his assaulting shaft. They amazingly worked in concert to get a good rhythm going as he massaged her enormous, slippery, and impossible-to-grab boobs. The position was perfect for making contact between his erection and her swollen clit. It was only a few minutes before she was screaming, not in pain or fear, but ecstasy as she climaxed in the tropical sun. Sweat dripped off her as Matt pulled out and gave her ass cheeks a few smart slaps.

“Looks like she is protected now,” he said laughing.

Tina wondered what it meant until Quincy said it was time to get them into suntanning position. Protection from the sun, not from the man behind her, who had lost his sadistic urges due to his climax.

“Let’s get them ready, tits up,” Matt suggested to Quincy who was on his way to the backpack. He retrieved three, white pieces of thin cotton, about the size of bath towels, that packed easily but were still able to keep sand off their asses. The naked, shackled slaves were positioned on their backs with the material between them and the hot sand. Matt took lightweight plastic stakes and hammered them into the sand by the end of their outstretched arms and legs. Quincy locked each metal, wrist, and ankle restraint to them with a quick clip. The pegs were easy to pull up, but trying to pull them sideways at sand level was impossible. All three women were eventually spread-eagled on the sand unable to move.

“Ok, two hours sunny side up,” Matt chuckled. “We’ll be back to turn you over then.” Quincy and Matt left the beach and headed back into the foliage. Looking back, Matt firmly reminded them, “Just an aide-memoire to be silent or….”

Not knowing if they really left, the women were quiet, afraid of the men testing them. Tina tried to clear her mind and enjoy the sun. She was exhausted after the pummeling of her defenseless body and felt like she could fall asleep. The gentle waves lapping at the white sandy shore put her at an ease she had not felt since arriving at Captivity Cove. In a matter of minutes, thoughts of her bondage disappeared. She imagined that she was sunning by herself. In the past, she just let thoughts pop into her head, without pushing them away. She imagined that Mark was lying by her side and they were spending time together. As her mind drifted, she imaging that Mark was her Master and not Matt and Quincy. She smiled to herself as she remembered a couple of their bondage sessions at his place. He was firm, but what he made her do was nothing like this. She wondered how it would feel if they leveled up and she submitted completely, letting him take complete control without boundaries. She knew he would not hurt her seriously and fully trusted him. Her pussy was getting wet again and she felt the drips roll down into her butt crack.

They stayed anchored to the beach all day. Flipped over every two hours, Kelly and Tina turned pink, but Carmen only got darker. They ate PB&J sandwiches at lunchtime uneventfully and enjoyed the down time. Sunscreen was reapplied but not in the manner that it was carried out earlier. When the sun started its descent in the western sky, they headed back, dressed in their white bikinis, and darkened, pinkish skin.

Later that evening, dinner was prepared, served, and cleaned up as usual. The five of them were on the deck watching the sun descend against the hills of San Jaun and the slightly curved line, where the sky met the ocean. It was beautiful. Clouds streaked in oranges and reds water-colored the horizon. The men lounged in cushioned chairs, as the slaves knelt with their wrists locked behind their backs. Startling all of them, there was a loud ring from a phone of some kind in the kitchen.

“I’ll get it,” Matt said, as he moved to the kitchen. Tina was wondering how that was possible. There was no signal on the isolated island. He came back with an old, large, mobile phone, which looked more like a walkie-talkie. “Hi…sure…social or…” he spoke into the mouthpiece. “Uh-huh, that would be great. What time?” and finally, “OK we’ll be there, looking forward to it.” He pressed a button on the side of the old-fashioned equipment. “Remember when Dexter said that they were planning a couple of beach parties? Well, there is going to be one tomorrow starting at sunset. A bonfire is in the works.”

“Are we going?” Quincy asked.

“Absolutely, it will be fun,” Matt replied, with a mischievous grin on his face.
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Kelly, Carmen, and Tina were forced to exercise the next morning. In the basement, there were a few workout machines. A stationary bike, rowing machine, and treadmill lined one wall. On the other side were dumbbells and a weight-lifting bench. Quincy specifically instructed them on what to do and for how long. By the time they were finished, the trio was sweating and panting.

“Nice job, Quincy,” Matt said, as he came down to see how it was going. “Are they almost done?”

“Pretty much, maybe another 15 minutes,” he replied, as the women gazed at him like he was a tyrant.

“Sounds good and showers before lunch,” Matt said, as he turned around to go. “Make sure they do a decent job on their hair. Style it up a bit, wavy for the party tonight.”

“Got that girls?” Quincy parroted to the winded women.

“Yes, Master,” they each said in turn.

Later that day when they had showered, eaten, and cleaned up, Quincy let them take a good, long siesta. He wanted the girls to be rested for the party. He had them remove their bikinis for the nap and told Kelly to hand wash them. She made sure to keep them separate, because mixing them up would be disastrous and ending in punishment. When they were all chained in bed, Quincy met with Matt to discuss the evening plans. They took showers and decided to lie down too.

It was about 4pm when Matt’s alarm went off. He got everybody up and gave the women a little time to shake the sleepiness off. He instructed the rested slaves to put on some serious slutty makeup. There was a lot of back-and-forth discussions and inspections, before they had created the exotic look he wanted. Their eyes were visually enlarged with thick, deep-black eyeliner extended out into wings that formed brazen, almond-shaped cat eyes. Extra-long, thick, false eyelashes hovered over brash, glossy red lips. When they finished, they mimicked an abbreviated row of burlesque dancers about to go on stage.

They dressed in string-bikini styles, like the white ones they wore, but Matt had changed up the colors. Kelly wore a transparent bright red bikini set to match her lipstick color. Carmen was dressed in the same see-through style in bright yellow. Tina was told to remove the red lipstick and replace it with a hot pink, outlined with black lipliner. Of course, she put on a matching sheer bikini set in the same hot pink.

“I think they should wear heels tonight, Quincy,” Matt said. “Let’s see if we have the right sizes for them in our stash.” They asked the girls their sizes and searched for a match. They only had black, patent-leather stilettos, which were completely out-of-sync with the setting. The shoes had extremely high, steel spikes and thin, black-leather ankle and toe straps. Luckily, they found all their sizes. The shoes coordinated well with the black gauze under their metal restraints and collars. Far from chic resort wear, the trio presented an image of raw sex with their hair tumbling in thick, voluminous cascades. Instead of a coffle chain, each sexy slave had an elegant, thin, chain leash attached to their collar with a black leather loop for a handle.

Matt and Quincy stepped back and admired their handiwork. With their wrists padlocked behind them, they were ready. They pulled the leashes, forcing the slaves to follow them onto the deck. The sun was just an hour away from sunset. The men decanted shots of Casamigos tequila and slammed them. Grabbing a couple of beers, they poured them into fancy, pint glasses and sat down. They motioned the women to stand facing them in front of their view of the setting sun. It was picture perfect and they relished the combination, as they sipped their beers.

Don was the first to comment when the sexy slaves were brought down the path from the house, carefully navigating the stone and dirt walkway with their spiked heels. “Wow!”

“Mind helping out?” Quincy said, as he handed Kelly’s leash to him.

“Sure, no problem,” he gushed, as he took the leash and walked Kelly with Matt and Quincy, who led Tina and Carmen. They traversed the path that led to the cottages behind the beach.

Soon Tina saw her fate. On the beach, around the sunken pit for the bonfire, were three wooden platforms. Each of them was a good ten feet away from the pit. They were placed in a U-shape, with the open end on the ocean side. The raised platforms were large and sturdy like they were made to stay outside in the elements forever. On each of the platforms were two, vertical, thick, rounded wood posts imbedded into the platform near the edge of each side. On top of the two posts was a similar-shaped crossbeam, lashed to the posts with heavy rough-sawn rope. The look and feel were primitive island motif, with two ropes tied and hanging near the ends of the high crossbar by the posts. There were also the same lengths of rough rope lashed around the bottom of the posts. Tina visualized that she would be tied standing, spread-eagled on the apparatus, like the screaming, sacrificial girl in the King Kong movie.

Among the platforms were about a dozen, randomly placed, wooden Adirondack chairs. Most had occupants. Tina studied the residents, while being held on Matt’s leash, who was discussing what the group had grilled on the open pit for dinner. She saw Dexter and Mike, a lesbian couple and two straight couples who were all in a BDSM relationship. The young women knelt on the sand at the feet of their middle-aged Masters, wearing collars and revealing outfits. She saw Mistress Mona in a dominatrix outfit, without Mark, Sam, and Tom. Glassy-eyed, she looked back to her Master and Don conversing. Where was her boyfriend? She felt a tug at her collar as her Master pulled her towards the sand and the middle platform.

Matt hauled his slave slowly, as she negotiated the sand with her spiked heels, which sunk in with every step. He jerked her leash prompting her to step up onto the platform. Fortunately, she made it without falling. Once up on the platform, Matt tied her standing up, spread-eagled as she envisioned. Rough ropes were tied to her four, metal cuffs and tightened, allowing for only slight wriggling. She glanced at the other platforms to see Kelly and Carmen being tied in the same manner, facing the firepit. Matt got close and whispered into her ear, “Do not speak a word, Tina. Scream, moan, and make any noises you want, but if you speak a word, you will be punished severely. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

He slapped her ass hard in response. She cried out as she barely moved in the strict bondage. It was going to be an eventful evening.
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The sun was setting in a beautiful montage of yellow and gold as the assembly of partygoers nibbled on the fabulous spread of seafood and fruit. Tina glimpsed shrimp, crab legs, lobster, and calamari being lifted daintily and placed in conversational mouths. Cantaloupe, watermelon, and berries of all types went with the seafood. Her stomach rumbled more than once.

She heard someone say, “we should feed the slaves, shouldn’t we?”

“I would think so. They have been good so far and kept quiet, so yes,” Don responded.

Randomly individuals got up and brought shrimp, lobster bits, and calamari to feed the bound women. One of the young submissive girls lightly caressed Tina’s radiant hot-pink bottom lip with a fingertip before feeding her a jumbo shrimp, dipped in cocktail sauce. She smiled at the Barbie-like slave and brought back a chunk of lobster and a few berries, replicating the action.

Don started the fire with a splash of lighter fluid and a match on the large pile of chopped wood and kindling. The residents slowly became more intoxicated and ogled the bound women. It was now dark and the fire sputtered and flickered its light on the restrained, near-naked beauties. Don and Dexter carried a table from the general store and set it close to the bonfire on the ocean side, so everybody including the slaves were able to see it. Matt unloaded his duffle bag. Whips, canes, nipple clamps, vibrators, gags and other sadistic toys were laid out neatly on the table. Tina looked at Kelly, who returned her gaze with concern. Carmen did the same. Soon it would get interesting.

The group slowly sat down one by one and ceased conversation. The lapping of the surf on the shore blended with the crackling of the fire. It became eerily quiet, which sent a tingle up Tina’s spine. It lasted for only a minute but felt a lot longer. Whispering voices eventually started again. They were low and incomprehensible at first, but the volume grew and a song broke out slowly and surely. The melody came in the form of the catch-phrase song, ‘Eeny, meeny, miny, mo, catch a…’

“Hold her, strip her, tie her tight,

Whip her ass with all your might,

If she’s screaming, let her fight,

Lash her, thrash her, through the night.”

Tina felt her chills increase with every note. She looked terrifyingly over the singing, now drunk group, flickering in the fire light. It was dark, she was bound, and they were on Captivity Cove, an extremely secluded and isolated island.

“Lash her, thrash her…” continued getting louder with each stanza, as laughter arose. She saw Matt get up and go to the table and grab something. He walked behind Kelly and wrestled a blindfold down onto her eyes. He pulled on the strap and tightened it in place. He did the same for Carmen as Tina’s anxiety grew. Soon the ominous fire disappeared. She was blind.

She listened to the laughter, trying to make out words, as the fire sizzled in the background. She shivered as the singing died away. Hands were suddenly on her ankles, moving up her legs slowly and teasingly bypassing her pussy. She moaned in response. Struggling uselessly, more hands caressed her thighs and circled back to her ass. She was grabbed before being randomly swatted. There were hands on her waist and soft stomach. There had to be at least 6 of them on her at the same time. Now 8. The touching moved north until they were caressing the exposed skin on her back and below her breasts, grazing the underside of her boobs. Suddenly the hands left. She waited. She noticed a slight tension on the side of her hip as the bikini strap loosened. The other side followed, and her wet pussy felt the breeze of the evening air as her bottom fell away. Her juices trickled down the inside of her thighs. Little tickles with fingertips touched her sensitized skin everywhere and then abruptly left again. She felt the strap of her bikini top on her back being untied. The ends fell away to the side and her massive tits swayed freely. The string at her neck was then untied and her top fell away. She was now naked, bound, and available for anything the unseen, drunken partygoers wanted to do. Hands cupped her oversized boobs from behind. They clamped down hard and excess flesh bulged. Her ass was grabbed and squeezed roughly by someone in front of her. She heard heavy breathing and felt breathe on her skin. Below her neck. On her neck. In her ear. Suckling. She shivered violently, moaned loudly, and was rewarded with slaps and pinches. Some rough, some gentle. Her body was trembling with unbridled lust. Brusquely it all disappeared again. She pushed and pulled in her restraints without contact. How she missed it already! Seconds became minutes. All she felt was the moving night breeze cool her juices that ran down to her knees.

“Wwwhhiiissshhh!” and her ass was on fire. She bucked and screamed. Again and again the whip whisked audibly through the night air and cut a line of pain across her ass cheeks. She endured more strikes before she could even catch her breath and scream again. She had been holding it and did not realize it. The sharp pain of the lashes turned into throbbing and burning as the whipping subsided. She heaved in her bondage as she felt a hand grab her tit. At once a sharp pain radiated through her chest, as her nipple was crushed by a saw-toothed, spring-loaded, metal clamp.

“AAaaaauuuhh,” she cried out. Within seconds her other nipple was clamped. She tried to remain still, as any movement amplified the pain in her nubs. That proved impossible as a cane swiped at the front of her thighs at the same time a multi-stranded whip impacted her ass. She could neither move forward or back to avoid it. Tears flowed freely as she cried out in agony.

It unexpectedly stopped again. For the first time, she heard the screams and cries of her friends, as they were being tortured. Or stimulated. She sobbed heavily while her skin was crawling alive with multiple sensations everywhere. She felt a butterfly touch on the outer lips of her pussy, like a housefly landed there. Did that just happen? She waited and it happened again. Yes, it was something. She pushed her pelvis forward and the touch became a light rub. Slowly the unknown object increased pressure a little more. And more. Now it was scuffing her clit, which was fully dilated. The object became obvious. It was a lone finger that was violently increasing the assault into her folds, stroking her inflamed sex button. She moaned and let herself float into nothingness, as the sexual energy took over her entire body. The rapidly moving finger grated harder against her clit. She cried louder and as the inevitable climax approached, she screamed. The nipple clamps she forgot about were unclamped on both nipples at the same time. The pain of the rapid flow of blood racing to fill the compressed vessels was intense, as it pushed her over the edge sharply. She came and came hard. She had never in her life screamed at the top of her lungs during an orgasm. She did now and her body shook uncontrollably locked in place.

She returned to her senses as the finger withdrew from her folds. While gasping heavily and trying to catch her breath, she felt a vibrating touch on her sensitive lips. “AAaaagh,” she cried, as she jerked away, only to have the pulsing piece follow and press harder on her extremely sensitive clit that just came. She squirmed and fought to back away from the assaulting object to no avail. She was on a short leash in the tight bondage. It pressed on and she had to bear the pain of the pounding vibrations, sensitive or not. She screamed out again but within seconds the pain ebbed and…

After two more excruciating orgasms, she heard an applause from the drunken crowd. Unexpected as it was, she enjoyed it immensely. The party continued as the conversations started up again. The show was over. Due to the drunkenness, the laughter was loud. Matt removed her blindfold, and she saw that Kelly and Carmen had theirs off too. They smiled weakly at each other. Her friends looked used, abused, and spent. She assumed she looked the same way. She was just abused and forced to undergo three mind-blowing orgasms in a row. They were nothing like she had ever experienced before. Maybe it was because she had no control over the situation nor needed to take any responsibility for it, that she was able to let go and be her primal self. Relaxed, she felt a kind of tranquility that was hard to explain but amazing to experience. Even as Mistress Mona got up to caress her naked body occasionally, she floated. She wanted, no needed, this in her life now. She wondered if she ever had the chance to be with Mark again, could he bring himself to be harsh and unrelenting, no matter how much she fought?
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Morning came pouring in Tina’s open window as she lay chained by her collar to the bed. She reminisced about the previous evening only to find herself getting wet and horny. Fingering her clit, which was a bit sore, she brought herself off again in record time. How satisfying her orgasms were. She looked at experiencing new events differently now. Instead of worrying about what her Masters were going to do to her or the pain that would be inflicted, she just opened her mind. Hopefully, Mark would be enjoying his bondage like she was.

“Morning sunshine,” Matt said, as he walked into her room. “Look like you have been up for a while.”

“I have Master,” she smiled.

“Did you enjoy the party last night?” he asked.

“Yes Master, I did. A lot,” she confessed.

Matt observed her for a few heartbeats, before throwing her white bikini on the bed and saying, “Take a shower and get dressed. Prepare enough scrambled eggs, hash browns, bacon, and toast for all of us. Your friends will be there soon to help.”

“Yes, Master,” Tina said, acknowledging the orders.

After breakfast, the slaves were treated to a day off. They had to keep their restraints on, as they never came off, except to change the black gauze that helped protect their skin. It was becoming clear that the area under the gauze was still white, even though the surrounding area was dark and tanned. She thought about the implications of that briefly, before focusing on getting ready.

“Feel free to wander around the house and deck, but don’t leave the premises or speak to each other,” Matt told the women, as they knelt on the gritty, stone floor, pecking at the breakfast scraps like pigeons. “We will know if you do,” he said, as he held the walkie-talkie up for them to see. “We are meeting up with a few people and won’t be back till dinner. If you want lunch, feel free, but make sure that you follow our strict rules. No hands and on the floor as usual.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison.

“If you decide to sun yourself, make sure you remove your suits first. No tan lines are allowed,” he explained.

“Yes, Master,” they responded together again.

The men left and locked the door from the outside. The lock needed a key on the inside to get out. All the other doors in the house were locked in similar fashion. Why had she not noticed that before? The only other way out was jumping off the deck, a good twenty-feet high.

Tina was going to speak to Kelly and Carmen, but decided to wait a while to see if they did first. The men could have bugged the house to listen for voices or opened a channel on the walkie-talkie. In fact, she assumed they did. When she did not hear a peep out of her friends, she stayed silent.

Kelly came over and visually inspected her body, touching whip marks and welts. She did the same with Carmen. She was satisfied. Then something unusual happened. Kelly and Carmen stood close together and looked deep into each other’s eyes. They did not move for a few minutes. Just when Tina thought they would separate, they closed in and started to kiss. Passionately and full-bodied. Tina’s vagina tingled at the sight. She watched them as they made out and caressed each other. They pulled apart after a few minutes and made their way to the deck. Kelly glanced at Tina and motioned her to come along, dispelling any notion that they wanted to be alone. On one side of the deck was an outdoor daybed with the back up in a couch position. They sat down and Carmen patted the seat next to her, who was sitting in the middle. Tina sat, skin-to-skin, since there was not room to move over.

Carmen’s skin was soft, warm, inviting, and now a deeper caramel color from sunbathing in the nude. She kissed Kelly again and using her left hand, she stroked Tina’s leg at the same time. Wow, the touch from the woman was amazing, soft, and gentle. It was quite the contrast from the rough handling of the Masters. A few minutes later, she left Kelly’s lips and turned to gaze into Tina’s eyes. Tina did not look away. Carmen left her hand on Tina’s leg, smiling warmly and brought her face in for a kiss. Tina reciprocated. They kissed exploringly at first but eventually the tempo and heat of the moment drew them in. As they tongue wrestled, Tina felt Carmen’s hand cup her heaving breast and caress it delicately. How wonderful it felt after days of torture. She did not want it to stop, but Carmen pulled away to go back to Kelly. The two of them got up and motioned Tina to do the same. They pushed the back of the couch down, creating a double-sized bed. They sat back down and pulled Tina with them. Kelly moved over Carmen carefully to reach out and touch Tina. Their lips met and Tina wrapped one of her arms around Kelly. With her other hand she flicked Carmen’s erect nipple and massaged her breast. Moans from all three of them filled the air. Soon they were a tangle of flesh, as they untied and jerked off their bikinis mid-kiss. The six-legged beast thrashed and squirmed, as pussies were licked, fingered, and stroked. In a matter of minutes, each of them, in turn, cried out in climactic ecstasy.

Kelly was the first to rise. She went to the area of the deck that had sun shining on it. She pulled a lounge chair over and sat, totally satisfied. Carmen and Tina kissed for a little longer before doing the same. Tina was exhausted from the pure excitement of the moment. She had not been with another woman since college. Now she had experienced a threesome in the most unanticipated way, with women she knew. It was turning into a vacation of a lifetime. More than a that, an experience that may never happen again. She was on her back in the chaise lounge chair and closed her eyes in the bright sun, soaking up the sun’s rays as she nodded off into a light slumber.  
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The days came and went as the sex slaves were left on the remote beach, staked out to further their darkening tans. The gauze under their restraints had proved to be extremely important, as the metal restraints and collars heated up in the sun. Without it, they could have been burnt. Tina was learning to deal with the boredom. She was not a fan of sitting around on vacation, because she was usually filling her time with various activities. Staked out spread-eagled for hours was difficult at first, but she had made strides in keeping her mind occupied. This new lifestyle created plenty of opportunity to imagine creative ways in which she could be subjugated. The constant barrage of scenes that flowed through her mind kept her sexually stimulated with no way to touch herself. So, when she was released and stimulated at a Master’s whim, she responded quickly and intensely.

One day, instead of going to the beach, the slaves were marched in a chain coffle to a new spot. The area was wooded and isolated as usual. The day was different, though, as the sky had clouded up for the first time. It looked like it would rain, even storm. They reached a clearing that was high up on a large hill on the far side of the island. It took them a couple of hours to get there without any leg binding or hampering.

Matt looked up into the sky and motioned Quincy to unpack the two pup tents they brought. He did and Matt unlocked the coffle chain from the slave’s collars. He explained to the women how to set up the tents, before showing them where to put them. As they were working, Matt and Quincy walked away to search. Ten minutes later they found what they were looking for. In a clearing close by, without any tree cover, a hole about six-feet deep and six-feet square was covered by a metal grill of crisscrossed iron bars. The floor and inside walls of the hole were entirely dirt. Inside the hole was a short stepladder that had a rope attached to it. Quincy and Matt lifted the heavy grate out of the way and set it down next to the hole. They smirked at each other and went back to where the girls had just finished setting up the two pup tents.

“Well, we were going to have a fire and cookout, but it doesn’t look like a fire would hold up,” Matt said, as he looked up to the darkening clouds. “You should eat these. I do not know when we will have a chance to feed you later,” he continued, as he handed the protein bars to the unshackled women. A loud clap of thunder startled the group. The women ate the bars quickly.

“May I speak Master,” Kelly asked.

Matt looked up to the sky again and said, “sure, but make it quick.”

“There are only two tents, and I am assuming they are for you guys. Where are we going to escape the storm that is coming?”

“You are right, the tents are for us,” Matt replied, looking Kelly directly in her eyes. He waited for her to speak again, but wisely she did not. “Follow us.”

The three unshackled women followed Matt, as Quincy took up the rear. Tina was getting a bad feeling about the situation. She looked up as the wind picked up and the temperature dropped noticeably. He nipples stood erect behind the thin, transparent, mesh material of her bikini top. Then she saw the grate and the open pit next to it. Her heart fluttered. As they stood over the gaping hole, Quincy took ball gags and padlocks out of the duffle bag. Matt got on his knees and backed down into the hole, stepping on the short ladder.

“One at a time,” Matt called up to Quincy, who grabbed Carmen’s arm and led her to the hole. He turned her around, forced the large ball into her mouth, pulled the straps tight, and buckled it securely. He had her get on her knees and step down into the hole like Matt did, who helped her. He asked Quincy for a padlock and locked her wrists behind her back. He moved her over to a side of the small hole, leaning her up against the dirt wall. He removed her bikini and tossed it up to Quincy.

“Take their clothes off before sending them down, please,” he said to Quincy.

“Sure thing boss,” he replied when a flash of light streaked across the sky.

“Let’s move it,” Matt cried. “It won’t be long, and I don’t want to get in my tent wet.”

Tina shivered as she watched Kelly get stripped, gagged, and backed into the hole. She tried not to think about what was in store for them, as she was also forced into the prison on hands and knees, naked and gagged. There would be no sex in this scenario. Quincy locked her wrists behind her once she was down. He checked all three of them to make sure the locks were secure and their gags tight. He stepped up the ladder and crawled out, holding the rope in his hand. He pulled the stepladder out of the hole with the rope, once he was up top. He and Matt lifted the heavy grate and placed it over the populated hole, not that it was needed but for the dooming effect. They headed to their tents and got in them just in time, right before the deluge let loose with a loud crack and boom.

The freezing rain pelted their naked bodies as they shivered and huddled together. With their arms behind their backs, there was not much they could do to shield their skin or hair from the downpour. The rain increased in intensity, and they were now completely soaked. It was coming straight down, and the walls were turning to mud. Giving up the fight, they beheld each other unable to talk. They stepped forward, so their tits pushed up against each other. They stared into each other’s eyes as the rain dripped from their brows, longing for the time when they had made love just a few days ago.

The rain continued and filled the hole with a few inches of water. The cold downpour mixed with the soft dirt, making a deep, even, mud puddle out of the floor. The walls oozed and dripped like a wax statue exposed to a hot flame. The rain slowed but did not stop. The trio eventually separated to fend for themselves. They stayed standing until darkness was hastened by the cloud-cover. Time passed and they soon realized that their Master’s would not be coming back for them that evening. Drizzle continued as they knelt and then sat down, leaning up against the soft, muddy walls. Getting as comfortable as they could, each one cozied up into a corner, so as not to fall over when they fell asleep. If they could.

Tina sat in the deep mud covering the floor and leaned back into a corner, forcing her bound arms between the two walls of mud. It coated her blonde hair, dripped onto her shoulders, and trickled down her chest. Nothing was safe from the slime that varnished her. The rain eventually abated, which turned out to be good and bad. Good because she might eventually dry out. Bad because the mud could not be washed off, as it did during the downpours. Later that night when the mud dried, she would feel it crack on her body causing a devilish itch. Just when she was about to fall asleep in the uncomfortable position, she felt the conundrum take effect. She was unable to scratch it off with her arms bound behind her back. So much for an awesome vacation.  
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The morning came and gently warmed the hole, as the previous night’s rainstorms moved on. The three mud-caked women woke one-by-one to the light that poured from above. They inspected each other and saw nothing but muddy smears all over their hair, face, and bodies. Carmen decided to try to stand up and as she did, wobbled and inadvertently toppled into a soft wall, getting painted brown on previously unmarked skin. Eventually Kelly and Tina stood up too and the three of them silently watched the grated, blue sky above, waiting for their Master’s to return. They could not speak a word, still gagged.

“Good morning, you dirty little whores,” Matt said, as he peered over the hole through the grate.

“More like dirty, little piggies,” Quincy quipped. Matt helped him lift the grate from the hole. Quincy lowered the short stepladder over one side of it and the women moved to the other, to get out of the way. He picked the edge that had the most mud at the top. He lowered it in by the attached rope and Kelly adjusted it with her feet as best she could, to make sure it was steady.

“Tina first,” Matt called down.

Tina bowed to him since she could not respond verbally. She stepped up carefully and waited to catch her balance on each step, with her arms pinned behind her. When she stood on the top step, her waist was higher than the top of the pit. Quincy used a long branch from behind to suddenly push her and she fell forward over on the top of the edge. She went face first into the large mud-puddle. Matt and Quincy each grabbed an arm bound at her wrists and purposely dragged her through the deep mud, before helping her to her feet. The front of her body, face, and hair was now totally plastered, along with whatever she already had on her. Quincy moved her to the side so they could repeat the process with the other two women. They unlocked their wrists, removed the gags, and gave them a little time to stretch with explicit instructions not to wipe any mud away. After replacing the grate, Quincy bound their wrists together again but this time in front. He reattached the two coffle chains between the three collars and gave Kelly’s ass a quick smack with a riding crop, so he would not have to touch the mud-caked slave. She was in front, Carmen next, and Tina brought up the rear, as they started the march back to the house. Quincy and Matt had already packed up their tents, backpack, and duffle bag. With their free hands they used riding crops to target asses and backs to keep the procession moving.

The two-hour trip back was worse than going there. It was steamy and hot in the wake of the storm. Matt and Quincy had removed their tight, tank tops and their muscles sparkled with sweat in the humidity. Grime plastered the chained trio from head to foot. The filth prevented them from cooling off, by not allowing the breeze to cool their perspiration. Their sweat did moisten the dirt, though, keeping it slimy and slippery in their armpits and between their legs. Not wanting punishment, they did not spit any of the muck from their lips either. They swallowed the gritty dirt as they roasted in the hot humidity.

“Almost there,” Matt said, as he saw the open ridge above the beach ahead. He stopped the parade and Quincy attached short chains between their ankles before they left the shade of the trail. 

The chained, mud-covered slaves hobbled slowly into the open sun on top of the ridge. They saw that most of the residents were out on the beach or in front of their cottages.

“Hi Matt,” Mistress Mona cried out. “Looks like you’re bringing hogs to market.”

Laughing, he loudly replied, “They would not sell for much, though. Would you buy an animal covered in mud?”

“We all decided to have a picnic and grill out today. Want to join?” One of the dominant men asked, holding a leash to his bikinied slave on her knees.

“Sounds great,” Matt responded. “We are hungry since we could not eat much last night before the storm. It would be a while, though, before we could prepare something to bring.”

“No worries. We have plenty and more than enough for all of you,” he answered, beckoning them with a wide overhead swipe of his arm. Come join us now!”

“Bring your little piggies down as they are. I have a great idea for lunch,” Mistress Mona shouted. “And you all can keep your shirts off. Hubba-hubba!” They all laughed as Mona started a conversation with Don. They sniggered together and he took off towards the general store.

The trio was brought to the path in front of the cottages. The residents had set up picnic tables under a group of trees. Charcoal grills were smoking and beers flowed. Don was coming back from the store with a large, metal bucket that looked like it belonged on a farm.

“Right over there would be good,” Mistress Mona pointed out. The place she meant was a low spot in the terrain without trees. It was full of large, deep puddles filled with mud, even though the sun was shining on it. It was evidence of the deluge last night’s tropical storm had dumped onto Captivity Cove. Don set the bucket down in the center of the largest, deepest mud puddle. The area was close to Dexter’s cottage. He walked to his house and pulled a long hose to the bucket, washing the mud off his bare feet. He left the hose there, to be used later.

“Why don’t you guys take a load off and grab a beer,” Mona suggested to Quincy and Matt. “I’ll water the piggies.”

Quincy tossed her the key for the padlocks on the slave’s collar chain and said, “Thanks.”

Mona was in a black leather bikini that showed off her curves and bountiful boobs. Kicking off her high wedges, she walked the coffle through the sucking swamp of ooze. Footsteps popped in the sludge with each step. She stopped in the middle of the large, deep mud puddle by the bucket.

“You little piggies thirsty?” Mona asked, as she held the running hose to the bucket, filling it.

“Yes, Mistress,” they answered separately and over each other.

Mona removed the padlocks and coffle chains from their collars and instructed them to get on all fours, keeping their wrists and chained ankles bound. They looked right at home in the pigpen. Like three-legged, hobbled hogs, they emitted puckering sounds as they crawled up to the water bucket. They were so thirsty. It had been a long time since they had any water. They knelt around the pail that was just large enough for one head at a time. They looked at each other deciding who was first. Tina was nominated with quick chin-up movements towards her from Kelly and Carmen. Tina dunked her head into the glorious cool water and drank it down greedily. Mud from her hair and face tainted the water within seconds. They all had their fill of the grimy liquid, turning cloudier with every sip. Tina sat back on her heels and watched her friends dive in, water dripping from her chin onto her large mud-covered tits. She hoped they would feed them too. She was starving.

The picnic was lively and fun. The Doms had their subs on leashes and were playfully whipping them, as they crawled and squirmed on hands and knees in the sand. The lesbian Mistress was cajoling the men in the group to let her female sub suck their dicks. Everyone, except the slaves and subs, were getting drunk with all the cold beer in the hot sun. They were making sloppy joe’s, brats, and burgers. Everybody brought something, except for Matt and Quincy, whom were not aware of the party and told not to worry.

“Food is ready!” Dexter cried out. The clean subs served their Master’s and when they were done and satisfied, were given food in their personal dog bowls to eat out of without using their hands. Jeers about the three little pigs filled the air as Tina, Carmen and Kelly sat kneeling on their haunches in the deep mud puddles, occasionally moving to the rusty, water pail to slurp the gritty water.

Don went to the store and brought back a large mixing bowl. Mona went to work on filling it with all the leftovers scraped from people’s plates and unused from the serving bowls. Potato salad, Cole slaw, baked beans, sloppy joe meat, and pasta salad were added to the large bowl. She had the resident, young submissives tear and shred the leftover buns into small pieces and throw them in too. Full and half-eaten brats were added at the end. She mixed it all together, coating the bread and brats completely, as Don brought out an old, metal feeding trough. It was about 18 inches high, a foot wide and three feet long.

“Time to slop the hogs!” Mona laughingly exclaimed, making sure the mud-caked slaves and residents heard. First, she took the trough out to where the water pail was and shoved its legs deep into the mud to stabilize it. She went back, got the large bowl of mixed leftovers, and dumped the contents into the farm-type tray that was typically used to feed barn animals. The naked, mud-covered slaves moved quickly on all threes to the trough. They lowered their mud-caked faces into the raised feeding-tray with the slimy slop.

Starving, Tina slurped and ate the slosh hastily, as she lowered her head into the feeding-trough. Her mud-coated hair fell in too, adding grit to the mess. There was no way to eat without getting the gooey, brownish, lumpy, slop all over her face, hair, and tits. Her massive, muddied and now slop-covered tits bulged between her upper arms, which were still bound together at the wrists. She could not place a particular taste in the mixture, but she was so hungry, it did not really matter. She laid her cheek down in the vile goo, to seize one of the undistinguishable, cock-sized logs. She managed to stand it up and suck the slop off. That produced a round of cheers from the picnic assembly. She bit into the sausage with tiny bites, holding it up vertically, as she listened to the degradations and explicit comments. The humiliation was intense, but she had found that she was turned on by it. She oinked a few times when goaded. It would not be her choice of embarrassment, though, personally preferring to be forced to wear revealing clothes at a high-end restaurant or crowded bar more her style. The fact that she liked being degraded was another epiphany. She realized the humiliation was sexually stimulating. Knowing that people were making fun of her or judging her negatively created anxiety, which created tension, like getting sexually stimulated from the pressure of taking a hard test at school. Her eyes were opened again. Thoughts of Mark crossed her mind. She was surprised that she was not thinking about him too much anymore. She missed him, but the time at the island was becoming very existential.
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Tina and her friends were cleaned up in the chilly water of the outdoor shower that evening. The process took longer than usual because the black gauze under their restraints and collars was soaked and stained. When removed, the tan lines created by the covering contrasted quite starkly. Paying attention to their employers wishes, they made sure the new gauze was placed carefully on the lines. The sun had set by the time they finished.

After sunset, Matt and Quincy were having drinks that Kelly, who was back in her white bikini, was serving. The men were wearing shorts and tank tops over tanned skin. Quincy was approaching pure ebony and with his ripped arms and chest, looked increasingly intimidating. Matt was now brown, which contrasted nicely with his white shirt. They sat on opposite ends of a round glass patio table close to the oceanside view of the deck. They had Kelly bring out lanterns, turned low, for lighting. You could hear but not see the gentle lapping waves on the shoreline, creating a romantic, island atmosphere.

“You can’t do better than this for a tropical vacation, Matt,” Quincy commented. “Captivity Cove definitely has its perks.” He looked down to scrutinize Carmen, with her hair washed, wavy and voluminous. Her hair was getting lighter from the extended sun exposure, which looked amazing with her darkened, honey skin. She was kneeling on her heels between his legs. She rested her right arm on his left knee while slowly and softly stroking the inside of his dark, muscled thigh. He noticed that she was enjoying herself, with those large, rounded nipples under the sheer, white, next-to-nothing bikini top, enlarged and erect.

“Couldn’t agree more,” Matt replied. “It will be a shame to have to hand these luscious slaves over to their new Masters at the end of the 3 weeks.” Tina quickly looked towards him from her kneeling position on the floor between his legs. The words startled her back into considering what was going to happen. She was so entwined in the present, she forgot to think about the length of the island adventure. It sounded like it was going to end, which made her anxious. Nor did she see the quick glance Carmen made to Kelly when he mentioned it. They both turned to Tina to watch her reaction, but she was shifting at Matt’s feet to get a better look into his eyes to search them for clues. Tina glowed with her sun-lightened long, full, blonde hair, which was now straight, reaching her lower back. Like Carmen, the distinction of light hair and darker skin amplified her attractiveness. Her hair fell about her heavy tits, minimally covered by the tiny white bikini top. She was now sitting on her heels on all fours, looking up at Matt with pleading eyes.

“May I speak, Master,” she asked, preparing to ask more about her fate.

“No,” he replied harshly, knowing what she was going to try to ask.

“Yes, Master,” she said disappointed.

Tina dismissed her thought and went back to fantasizing about her recent humiliations, which were turning her on. She caressed Matt’s thighs and watched as his cock expanded into a chubby under his tight shorts. Parting her lips slightly, she licked them slowly and sensuously. She was so horny from the day of performing like a dirty pig and getting ridiculed. Matt continued to stare at her while she tantalized him with her trim near-naked body. He looked away for a second to motion to Kelly to refill his scotch and soda.

“Yes, Master,” she responded to the non-verbal order. She left her knees where she was patiently waiting for any orders. He watched her ass, as she sashayed in a way only a sexy woman could, as she performed her duties.

“Show me what you can do, my little slut,” Matt said to the wriggling, tit-swaying slave between his knees.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, lifting and laying her enormous boobs onto his lap, enveloping his cock while she caressed his rock-hard abs and chest. Tina slid her body over Matt in a way that would make a veteran stripper approve. She left her knees to place her hungry mouth at the side of his neck and suckled. He shifted under her and moaned. She knelt back down and leaned back, so he could ogle her body as she shook her tits side-to-side. He bent over and grabbed them, flesh bulging and protruding away from his large hands. Swiping her bikini triangles to the side, he lifted her off her knees to stand, using nothing but her breasts. He bit down on one of her engorged nipples, which elicited a suitable squeal from her.

“Get a padlock from the duffle bag and lock Tina’s wrists behind her, after you take off her bikini,” Matt commanded Kelly, as he stood up.

“Yes, Master,” Kelly replied.

Matt man-handled Tina’s pussy and fingered her clit as he waited. She moaned and squirmed but did not try to get away from his viciousness. Once she was stripped and bound by Kelly, he forced her to her knees again, removed his shorts, and stroked his thick shaft over her upturned face. Sitting back down and grabbing a clump of her thick, long hair, he pushed her face into his balls and forced her to lick and suck his salty testicles while he stroked his manhood. He moaned as her tongue wiggled and tickled the sensitive bag. Pushing her head back momentarily, he let go of his cock and replaced his hand with her welcoming, gaping, wet, oral cavity. Using her mouth instead of his fist, he grabbed her thick mane and firmly stroked his hard-on, as she gagged and slurped. Getting close, he released her hair, stood up and pulled her up by her tits again. He sat back down and skooched forward on the chair. He helped her lift a leg over his lap, as he penetrated her pussy with his saliva-saturated member. Inserting it with one thrust elicited a cry from the submissive blonde as she straddled him and went to work. Arms bound behind her; she used her legs to massage him with her wet folds. He grabbed her thin waist, helped her bounce, and watched intently as her weighty masses slapped her chest in rhythm. He removed one hand from her waist and used it to smack the side of a bouncing tit to send it smashing into the other. He did this repeatedly, changing hands. Her girls were bobbing up-and-down and side-to-side at the same time, as they thrashed wildly about.

Tina bounced violently on her Master, causing his cock to scrape against her enlarged clit, while her tits writhed in a frenzy. Another day of constant sexual stimulation, without release, was concentrated into the now. She held her chin up and screamed into the night like a primal beast as she came. Matt continued to bounce her faster and stronger as a second wave of climax ripped through her body. Abruptly he raised her off his lap easily with his huge arms. He threw her back to her knees, grabbing a cluster of hair on the back of her head and pulled down sharply. She was forced to look up at the bottom of his cock being stroked furiously, as he cried out in orgasmic pleasure. Loads of hot, thick cum splashed across her face and gaping mouth. He shook in violent convulsions from the orgasm. She kept her tongue out as far as possible, as he milked that thick shaft above it, coating it with his seed.

“Keep your tongue out, if you know what’s good for you,” Matt panted.

“ Eess asser,” she tried with her tongue out. Her arms were still bound behind her, so the gooey load slowly ran down her face, off her jaw and chin onto her protruding, abused breasts.

Matt sat back down and stared at the wonder kneeling in front of him. He glanced to the side to see Quincy ramming his ridiculously thick cock into Carmen from behind. She was bent over and had her forearms on Kelly’s back, who was kneeling on all fours and acting like a cocktail table. Carmen screamed in ecstasy right before Quincy pulled out and shot his load on her lower back and ass. He used that cock as a cane and whipped it across her meaty ass until he tired. He sat down and turned to his depleted partner and smiled.

“Great day, huh?” he sighed.
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During the next few days, Kelly, Carmen, and Tina were staked out spread-eagled on the resident’s beach, instead of the remote site. They were turned over every two hours as usual. The bound women were occasionally harassed by the local Doms with short whipping sessions or running ice cubes on their sun-warmed skin. They struggled in vain for no other reason than to entertain the tormentor.

“Do you still have the movable stocks you used to use?” Matt asked Mona. Matt, Quincy, Mistress Mona, the two male Doms and their female subs were visiting in the general store. They occupied a table in the corner of the store, where people gathered, since there was no bar on the island. The subs were leashed and, on their knees, at their Master’s feet.

“Actually, I do. It is in the shed behind my house. I do not know what kind of shape it is in. I have not used it in ages,” she answered. “Did you want me to pull it out?”

“We can help you do that,” Quincy responded.

“That would be great. Now or later?” Mona asked.

“Let’s finish our drinks and then head over, if that’s ok with you,” Quincy continued. “Hopefully we can use it tonight.”

“We were planning on giving each of our subjects a night to remember,” Matt added. “Could you let everybody know that they will be out and available at dusk until sometime later the next morning?”

“Sure, what nights?” Mona asked in response.

Matt looked at Quincy and answered, “We were thinking that we would give each one a separate night. If the stocks do not need much work, the next three nights?” Matt asked Mona.

“That sounds like a plan,” Mona responded, as she took the last sip of her wine. “Ready?”

Matt and Quincy finished their beers, shook hands with the Doms, and petted their subs on the head like dogs. They looked up and smiled, pleased with the gesture. They went with Mona to her shed, cleaned, sanded, and oiled the old, wooden stocks. It was heavy, so they both were needed to pull the flat board like a sled, with the posts and braces laid on top to the beach. They buried the posts and the angled braces into the sand, making sure it was stable and not movable. Attached between the vertical posts was a flat piece of wood about 4 feet wide and 3 feet high, cut horizontally in the middle. There was a neck hole in the center and a wrist hole on each side. The top half lifted on a hinge, opening the holes for head and wrist enclosure, before closing and locking with a padlock. The holes were about 3-4 feet off the ground, forcing the occupant to bend over at the waist. They had it faced to the ocean, so when the victim was locked in, all they could see was the shoreline and ocean but nothing behind them. Therefore, anybody would have access to use or abuse any part of their ensnared body and be completely anonymous.

Tina, who was spread-eagled on the beach, tilted her head and checked out the medieval torture device from her position on her back. Staked out as she was, it was hard to do for long but enough to get her thinking. She assumed that she would eventually be attached to the devilish apparatus. Looking back up into the sky, she thought about Mark again and hoped he was all right. It seemed like anytime she thought about what may happen to her, he came to mind.

Matt and Quincy went back to the house to discuss how they planned to use the stocks. It was another routine evening when the slaves were brough back to the house, showered, dressed in their white bikinis, and instructed on dinner preparations. After the men were served, satiated, and had their after-dinner drinks, the slaves were fed the leftovers dumped on the floor. Positioned around the mess, their wrists were bound behind their backs as they took turns bobbing for the food.

“Listen up, ladies,” Matt started. When the kneeling slaves sat back on their heels, he continued. “I am assuming you saw the wooden stand on the beach.”

“Yes, Master,” they said individually.

“We are going to start with Kelly first tonight,” he explained. “She will be locked in at dusk. Everybody has been informed and told they are welcome to do whatever they want with your trapped, naked bodies.”

“Sound like fun?” Quincy asked teasingly.

“Yes, Master,” they replied sheepishly.

“Oh, and Carmen and Tina will be sleeping out on the deck tonight. Maybe they will be lucky and catch sounds of any activity down at the beach,” Matt explained.

Quincy chained Tina and Carmen to posts on the deck, while he and Matt walked Kelly down to the beach. It was almost dark and as they approached the stocks, a picnic table was placed behind it, off to the side. On the table there was an array of whips, canes, riding crops, and nipple clamps. There was also a bottle of clear lube, baby oil, candles, and an assortment of dildos, including a strap-on belt to hold a dildo. Kelly’s eyes widened as they passed it and led her to her fate. Quincy took off her bikini leaving her naked except for collar and cuffs. After unlocking the padlock and lifting the top half of the stocks, they fit her into the holes. Locking the top down, she was completely restrained, helpless and embarrassingly bent over with tits hanging and ass sticking out. They finished by locking a spreader bar between her ankle restraints with padlocks. This would make sure that she could not kick anyone that would use her. Her body was now naked, exposed, and ready for use or abuse. They did not gag her.

Back at the house on the deck outside, the Masters stripped the bikinis off Tina and Carmen, sat them down in reclining chaise loungers, and tied them to the chairs. Matt and Quincy caressed their bodies before turning off the lights and going to bed.

Later that night, Tina, and Carmen were both startled awake by a scream coming from the beach.
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Tina and Carmen slept fitfully, bound to the chaise loungers. Throughout the night, sounds of cracking whips, screams of pain, flesh slapping flesh, and cries of ecstasy permeated the dark, moonless night. The background of slow lapping waves did nothing to alleviate the tension. Both were on edge and were squirming in their bondage, when Quincy came to untie them, so they could prepare breakfast.

As usual, after their Masters had finished eating, the slaves ate the leftover scraps. They cleaned up when they were done, got dressed, and Quincy locked their wrists behind them. Along with Matt, they went down to the beach on leashes attached to their collars. Tina was horrified as they strolled up to the stocks where Dexter was inserting a long, horsetail butt-plug into Kelly’s ass. She stayed still as he did it, but not because she didn’t want to struggle. He had placed a wooden T-bar against her pelvis and planted the other end into the sand on an angle, forcing her away from the stocks, ass up high, and knees straight. The ankle spreader bar was still in place, so Kelly could not move even if she wanted to.

“Figures it would be the gay guy putting on this final touch,” Dexter said laughing. “What do you think?”

“Beautiful,” Matt said, examining the long, dark-brown tail. It reached to the back of her knees and shook lightly in the mild breeze. “I want to leave it in all day. I will take it out when it gets dark later tonight.”

“Awesome,” Dexter said, as he gave her ass a firm slap, shaking the tail.

As the men inspected Kelly, they saw whip marks all over her lithe, tanned body. There were dried puddles of cum on her back and ass. Matt went around and examined her face, as he lifted her hair out of the way. She could not easily look at him facing down, but she looked exhausted. Quincy unlocked the top half of the stocks as Matt helped her stand up after taking the T-bar away. She wobbled and almost fell, but he was able to hold her up without any effort. There was dried, crusty cum all over her face and head, with strands of her hair plastered to her face. Whip marks crisscrossed her stomach, breasts, and thighs. It was obvious that she was completely ravaged and exploited.

Residents meandered around them and watched as she stood up after being bent over all night. It looked like they were looking for whatever marks or bodily fluids they left.

“Did everybody get a turn last night?” Mark asked the growing group.

“Sure did,” said one of the male Doms. “I even let my little pet play too,” the man said, as he patted the head of the leashed, young woman kneeling by his side. She looked up at him and licked her lips.

“I think anybody who wanted to, had a go,” Don said. “I kept tabs on what was going on from the store.”

“What do you say Kelly?” Matt asked, as he put the triangle bikini top on, leaving the bottoms off due to the tail she wore.

“Thank you, Master’s and Mistresses. I wish I could thank each of you individually, but I did not know who did what,” Kelly responded to all, as she looked around. Laughter rose from the group as they looked at one another with knowing grins.

Matt locked Kelly’s wrists in front, since she was a bit unsteady and if she fell it would be safer.

Tina felt uneasy but excited. She knew it was her turn and after listening to the screams and seeing the results on Kelly, she was nervous. Without any warning, Matt called out to everybody and told them that it would be Tina locked in the stocks tonight. He asked her what she had to say to them. She got dizzy not knowing an immediate response. She had to say something. Finally, she blurted out, “I am looking forward to pleasing all my Masters and Mistresses in any way you like. My body will be yours. Use it and do not hold back.” She instantly regretted it. Do not hold back! Why did she say that? They will be anonymous, so they really can do whatever they want. Why goad them on? Damn. The applause erupted unexpectantly and she had no idea what that would mean.
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Quincy snapped the heavy slab of wood over her neck and wrists, while Matt attended to locking the leg spreader to her metal ankle cuffs. They untied her string bikini and removed it. All she could see was the darkened ocean and the lapping waves on the beach. That is until she relaxed and her hair fell down around her head, looking straight down at the sand. When she lifted her head, she could shake her hair partially out of the way, but it was not easy. Unlike last night, there was a sliver of moon dimly illuminating the beach. She instantly felt more imperiled than she had ever experienced before. Her tits swayed in mid-air away from her body. The ingenious apparatus split her ass and pussy, making them completely vulnerable and available. With her legs spread, wrists and neck imprisoned, no part of her body would be difficult to reach or use, anonymously.

“A word of warning my little pet,” Matt started, as he knelt on one knee by her head. “You will be orgasmic several times tonight but are forbidden to have any release or climax. If you do get close, and have trouble holding it, cry out ‘edge.’ The residents have all been instructed that they will stop what they are doing. If you cum, I will be told, and you will be punished. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, anxiety rising.

“Have a great night, Tina, and don’t forget that you are not allowed to say a word, unless prompted, during your stay here on Captivity Cove,” Matt directed.

“Yes, Master,” she replied again, as she heard him and Quincy walking away in the shifting sand.

Doom filled her head, but her pussy tingled in anticipation. She tried to see if she could kneel to rest but that was impossible. Her legs were spread and her position in the wooden stocks prevented it. The night was quiet, except for the eternal waves lapping the sandy beach. She was sure she would be able to hear anybody walk up behind her. Hours seemed to pass before she jumped when she felt a hand softly stroke her back. So much for hearing an approach.

“Mmmm,” she heard softly, as the woman, she thought it sounded like a woman, stroked her skin with delicate fingers. She felt the caresses along her back, around her ass, and circling around her legs. Leaving momentarily, they again touched her stomach and pelvic area, getting close to her sex. Tina shifted as her arousal grew. The hands caressed her ribs and then onto her breasts, lightly massaged them. Her nipples hardened as the fingers lightly rubbed, then flicked the nubs. Her boobs were squeezed lightly at first, then harder, as her vagina tingled. She felt her ample flesh ooze and bulge under the growing compression. Tina felt the firm tits of the woman, who was fondling her, move from her ass to her back. She spooned Tina as she kneaded her hanging fruit. She tried to push her ass back into the woman’s crotch, to stimulate herself. It did not work well. She desperately needed her clit rubbed, but the woman was only concerned about her own pleasure. She moved off her and humped her leg. She increased the tempo and was grabbing everywhere as her smooth, shaven pussy caressed Tina’s leg. She cried out as she came, squeezing the soft skin of the slave, wherever she was holding it. Eventually she untangled herself and mischievously inserted a finger into Tina’s pussy. Two fingers. Pumping. Tina rocked and strained to reach a better connection to her clit, when the fingers were withdrawn. She heard a female laugh and then nothing. She was left with a slight cooling on her wet pussy as the summer breeze caressed it. More time passed.

“WHHHSSSHHT–CRRRAAACKK!”

“AAAUUUHH, FUUUCKK” Tina screamed at the suddenness, pain, and intensity of the single strand of leather or whatever was slashing her naked ass. She jerked violently with little to no actual movement, fixed as she was. The whip struck again higher. She cried out repeatedly as the relentless whipping continued on her ass and back. After about a dozen strokes, it stopped as suddenly as it started. She immediately felt her skin burning and her pussy leaking juices down the inside of her thigh. In minutes, she felt cold gel dripping onto the crack of her ass. It was thick and ran slowly. Her ass cheeks were spread, and the lube was forced into her impossibly tight butthole by a prodding finger. She squealed. More lube was applied and then a hard phallus pushed into the spot. Pressure continued steadily as the smooth, rounded head widened her hole. She yelped when it slipped in. She heard a man groan intensely. She felt hands on her hips as he drove his cock home. She moaned in slutty relish, as the man leaned down over her and grabbed her massive, unprotected boobs. He clamped down tight and used the heavy flesh to anchor himself, as he pummeled her ass. Tina, feeling filled to the core, desperately needed her clit to be touched. She was all sorts of excited. He let go of her tit with his left hand and shoved a finger into her pussy, grazing her tiny bud. He stroked it evenly somehow as he continued to ram her back end and hold onto her right orb. She cried out in pleasure as she raced towards a climax, only to remember that she was forbidden. Fuck. She had to switch modes and struggled to stave off an orgasm. He continued for a few more strokes before he cried out and let go of her tit and removed his hand from her pussy. Grabbing onto her hips again, he wildly fucked her tight ass, until he pulled out and came all over her backside. Feeling empty, a solid slap crossed her ass cheek. Then another and another, harder each time. She screamed out. It was after about twenty spankings that it stopped, only to feel the strokes of a small whip on her stomach and hanging mounds. She wiggled uselessly and screamed till it abated. One more solid slap on her ass and it was over. She sobbed heavily unable to wipe the tears from her eyes. Time passed as her urges calmed like the waves gently rolling onto the beach.

Tina’s reposed head was hanging when she heard movement in front of her. She lifted it to see a man wearing a pair of boxers, with his hands tied behind his back. She could only see to his waist when his cock stiffened. The silky boxers tented before she saw a woman’s hand reach out and fondle it. The hardening shaft was about a foot away from her face. The woman pulled the erect cock out of the fly, as it bobbed in front of her face. Why did it look so familiar? It just jerked randomly as the woman left. Suddenly she felt an intense clamp on her nipple. She shrieked. Then her other nipple was ambushed and clinched. The agony was immediate and intense, as she tried to remain still or cause further pain. It worked, until she felt a weight placed on the pinchers. It felt like her nipples bore a bowling ball. She squealed again, as she watched the cock bob in front of her face. Tina felt her hair gathered and pulled up and back towards the wood plank. Whoever did it, held it firmly in place, so her mouth was even with the stiff dick in front of her. She was unable to drop her head, as the man turned and shoved it into her gaping hole. He rammed it all the way back forcing her to gag. He gave her a second and then did it again. This time she did not gag. She knew what was coming and had trained for it with Mark. He had shown her how to stifle the gag reflex till it receded. In a slow but deliberate push, his cock entered her throat and he moaned loudly. Almost primal. The motion of him fucking her face swung the weight on her nipples. Tears flowed as she got sexually stimulated from the cruelty. After a few throat dives, he pulled out. The night sky was illuminated by the sliver of a moon, light enough to see what was taking place. The man was pushed away from the stocks. He was escorted about ten feet away, before she could see him completely.

“Mark!” she cried out reactively.

“Did you just speak, bitch?” the woman demanded. It was Mistress Mona. No doubt about it.

“Yes, Mistress, I’m sorry Mistress,” Tina cried back.

“Yes, you will be,” Mona answered sarcastically. “Wait till your Master finds out.”

Tina lifted her head and squinted to see Mark standing in front of her. He was bound, gagged, and blindfolded. Mistress Mona moved to him. She pulled down his boxers and his rigid cock bounced. She tickled and teased, compelling it to float parallel to the ground with every touch. He moaned in visceral pleasure. Mona started to remove her dominatrix outfit, exposing her gladiator figure with considerable, jutted tits that seemed to levitate.

“Aaaaooo!” Mark murmured though the gag loud enough for Tina to hear, as Mona massaged his chest with those rounded, nipple-hardened boobs. Wrapping her arms around his firm upper torso, she planted her hungry mouth and roaming tongue on his neck. His bobbing erection was plain proof that he was excited, as she suckled and licked. Staring at Tina, Mona slowly, ever so slowly, rubbed her body along his, as she went to her knees. She licked the tip of his cock to keep it bobbing in the slight ocean breeze. Without taking her eyes from Tina, she thrust his shaft deep into her mouth. Mark cried out in unbridled frenzy as the dominatrix expertly slid his manhood in and out of her throat. Tina watched in fascination as her boyfriend was being exploited right in front of her. She wriggled uncontrollably in her bondage, fantasizing that it was her, not Mona, who was sucking him.

“AAAaaaah!” Tina belted out when she felt a rigid phallus penetrate her pussy to the core, in one forceful burst. Thankfully, she was well lubricated by her own juices. The action sent the weight on her nipples into motion, swinging like a tire secured to a branch of an old oak tree. Her hardened, tortured nubs stung, further lubricating her folds that were being assaulted. Momentarily she hung her head during the attack, as powerful hands held her hips, as the unknown man fucked her.

After the initial surprise of getting rammed from behind, she lifted her head to see Mona still in passionate throat-fucking mode. She was gobbling up her boyfriend in long even strokes, like a piston pumping into its cylinder. Mark’s cock disappeared and reemerged from her mouth glistening in the moonlight. He was getting close as she increased the tempo of her assault. Tina was approaching her orgasm at the same time. Mark blurted out unrecognizable sounds from his gag, as his head flew back in ecstasy. Mona knelt quickly and grabbing his cock, pumped the entire load into her upturned gaping mouth. Tina was fighting not to come, when Mona grabbed her hair, pulled it up, and slowly dribbled the hot, slimy load onto her hair, forehead and across her face.

“Edge,” Tina cried out.

The man stopped his thrusting and pulled out quickly. He hustled around the stocks, pulled Tina’s head up by her cum-soaked hair, and rammed his throbbing shaft into her throat as she gagged inadvertently. She was unable to orgasm, as she so desperately needed, while her mouth was invaded by his cock, coated with her own juices. He humped her head and cried out in typical male prowess, as he pulled it out and splattered another layer of cum on her face.

After leaving a couple of handprints on her ass, he left. She could now see in front of her again. Mark and Mona were gone. She hung her head as she imagined herself cumming, which she would not experience tonight. Time passed. She was unable to fall asleep in her position.

It was still dark as she felt soft hands lightly caress her ass and legs. Unexpectedly, she felt a jolt of pain as one of the nipple clamps was removed. She screamed as the blood returned to it with intensity. The soft hands tried to soothe her, without fulfilment, as the other nipple clamp was detached. She quickly realized that she felt four hands on her naked body. Two were caressing her tortured nipples carefully and the other two were on her back as the woman leaned against her ass. It was heavenly and her pussy returned to life with the sensations.

“Mmm,” Tina moaned as she felt the cold lube trickle into her ass crack. Not surprisingly, she felt the semi-hard surface of a silicone projectile at the entrance of her ass. Slowly it was forced in as Tina felt smaller hands clutching her hips. Simultaneously a mouth covered one of her throbbing nipples, as she felt a finger probe her pussy lips in search of her clit. It was not long before she was in the throes of orgasmic pleasure. She had never felt her ass penetrated, her clit stroked, and her nipples mouthed at the same time.

“Edge,” she cried again, stunting the sensations. She sighed, as her head was lifted and a feminine mouth kissed her cum-covered mouth deeply, probing with her tongue. She withdrew only to have another mouth cover hers with more intensity. When the tongue wrestling was over, Tina relaxed as best she could, waiting for the morning light.
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Soft light brought Tina out of her trance-like state. She was happy that Mark was alive and kicking. He was still under control of that tall, brazen dominatrix and that must be hard for him, knowing his inclinations to be dominant. She was relieved, even though her body ached, tingled, and remained sexually stimulated. What a night!

There was movement on the beach, where she stayed locked in captivity and could not see. An occasional slap on her ass felt good as the sun rose. It was quite a while, though, before Matt and Quincy came to free her. Like Kelly yesterday, she wobbled as she stood up, noticing the pink and red streaks from the night before. She could barely walk but felt like she was in the clouds. She had never felt this satisfied and horny at the same time. Quincy tied her arms behind her with a strand of rope. He tightened it, forcing her elbows together within inches of each other, compelling her huge, rounded tits to stick out unnaturally. At the center of each one, red nipples shouted, ‘I’m sore.’ Her body felt good to be compressed together like it was, after being open and exposed for so long. Quincy attached a leash to her collar and paraded her around for her could-be-abusers to inspect their handiwork. Carmen, who was also on a leash, looked at her with sympathy. Tina smiled back cheerfully and sent her an air kiss, pursing her lips together. Carmen brightened at once.

“I understand that you spoke last night, Tina. You did it even though you were forbidden,” Matt said to her authoritatively. “This is the second time you broke that rule, so it will result in harsher punishment, my dear. You need to remember, and we need to find a way to make sure you do.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied, remembering that she cried out Mark’s name in surprise. She was exhausted and could not even contemplate punishment. Whatever happens will happen, she said to herself. She did not have any control over it, so why waste the time and energy to worry.

She was told to walk the path that ran in front of the cottages. The mission was to display the whip marks and cum stains she received at their hands the night before in the stocks. When she got between the two cottages that housed the two middle-aged Doms and their pet submissives, she waited until they all came out to inspect her. The two collared, young girls came on leashes and knelt by each other as one of the Doms turned Tina around and gently stroked her whip marks. The kneeling girls fondled each other as they both looked at Tina with loving eyes and puckered their lips in her direction. Tina knew that it had to be them, who were playing with her abused body last.

She strolled the grounds and looked out at the ocean, feeling very tranquil and relaxed. If someone touched her anywhere, she felt instantly horny. It did not even matter if it was a hand on her shoulder. She wondered when she would be relieved but put it out of her mind. She knew better than to think about anything or anyone in the future.
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While the three slaves were staked out at the beach, getting darker by the day, Matt and Quincy sat out on the deck in the shade discussing Tina’s punishment. It was a rare occasion. Slaves were normally well behaved. The buxom blonde disobeyed, even though it was under extreme conditions. That was no excuse, though, and she needed correction. Sometimes, a slave who spoke without permission would be gagged the next day from the time they got up till the time they went back to bed. Unfortunately for the offender, that would mean that they would not be able to eat or drink either. This was a suitable punishment for speaking without permission. It helped the slave remember the rule by physically restricting her ability to talk. Tina had now disobeyed the rule for a second time, so the punishment would need to be harsher. That was the subject that was being tossed around.

“When we gag her for the day tomorrow, make sure that she is close to the others when they eat or drink,” Matt directed. “I want to make sure she knows what she is missing.”

“Great idea,” Quincy replied. “Any ideas for the escalation in punishment, since this is her second infraction of speaking without permission?”

“I was thinking…no…no that would be too harsh,” Matt pondered.

“What’s your idea?” Quincy asked, now curious.

“Do you think it would be too much to hand her over to Mona for a couple of hours? You know how cruel she can be with all those toys she has. Normally she uses them on men, who are better able to tolerate the torture,” Matt explained.

“You are right, that is extreme. I know what she is capable of,” Quincy replied.

“Okay, let us keep thinking. Cheers,” Matt said, as he raised a recently poured tequila shot.

“Cheers!” Quincy exclaimed, as he clinked shot glasses with Matt.

About a half hour passed while the men sipped their margaritas and looked out over the ocean. They were quiet as they considered options, until Matt exclaimed, “I got it!”
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The next morning, Carmen was finishing her turn in the stocks. Kelly and Tina were unchained from the lounge chairs on the deck, where they had spent the night again, listening to their friend’s screams, moans, and abuse. Tina had a ball-gag thrust into her mouth immediately and locked behind her head with a small padlock. The key for the lock was shoved into her dry pussy, which elicited a reactive jerk and groan. She was not told about her upcoming penalty. The two naked slaves showered, got ready and dressed in their bikinis to prepare breakfast.

Matt presided over the instructions for Tina’s sentence at the breakfast table. Quincy and he had agreed upon the punishment, hoping it would stem any further infractions.

“Today when anyone gives you an order, you will simply bow your upper body to them since you cannot say ‘Yes, Master or Mistress.’ Understand?” Matt commanded.

Tina bowed her head and upper body deeply at the waist and looked to him to see if she did it correctly.

“Perfect, don’t forget,” Matt said, as Tina bowed again.

Breakfast was served and the leftovers dumped in a pile on the floor as usual. The two kneeling slaves faced it and this time, only Kelly could lean down and eat without her hands. Tina just watched. She thought that her punishment was skipping breakfast. Little did she know what was coming.

The two slaves were marched to the beach. Matt brought them into the general store and started food shopping. He handed the items one by one to the girls. Without a bag, they had to get creative to find ways to hold everything. Tina had too much to hold, so Quincy stuck two of the frozen vegetable bags between her triangular bikini top and skin, over her nipples. Kelly had to accept a bag of frozen peas, shoved into the front of her bikini bottom. He smirked as he did it. They stood patiently in front of Don as he very slowly rang up the individual items, purposely. They were instructed to go to the house and put the supplies away, before making their way back to the beach.

“Yes, Master,” Kelly said. Tina bowed carefully as not to lose the frozen bags icing her boobs.

Matt and Quincy made their way to release Carmen from her overnight stint in the stocks. As her friends before her, she was covered with whip marks and cum, although they were not as obvious. Carmen had gotten very dark with all the time staked out in the sun. She has a natural dark complexion, so the sun worked quicker and deeper on her. Her bikini was handed to her to put on. She was then instructed to stroll the grounds to show off the results of the previous night, like her friends did.  

As Carmen presented her whip marks and cum stains to the residents, Matt and Quincy spread the word about Tina’s punishment. People were told that they had to leave her arms bound and could only unlock and remove her gag for one purpose. The key to the padlock on that gag would be found in her vagina and they would have to fish around for it. They were to replace it back into her pussy, after they used her.

“The only way she can have her gag off is if her mouth is filled with a cock or her tongue is used in a pussy or butthole,” Matt explained to Don at the store. “She will not be allowed to drink or eat all day, so she will be very motivated to generate and swallow any juices. As usual, nobody is allowed to clean her face.”

“When will this happen, Matt? Everybody has gotten their fill from the last three nights,” Don asked.

“Even better, she will have to discover creative ways to motivate them, if she wants a bit of liquid to quench her thirst,” Matt replied smiling.

“Evil,” Don said, as he laughed heartily.

“Anyway, I will have her strolling the grounds, like a streetwalker all day till dusk, so if anyone wants to wait to recharge, they will have time,” Matt explained. “Carmen and Kelly will be staked out on the beach again.”

Tina and Kelly came back, dotted in red splotches where the frozen food sat on their skin. Carmen finished her display-after-the-stocks rounds and came back to meet up with them. Quincy took Kelly and Carmen out to the beach to stake them out for the day, noting the time, so they could be turned over and tanned evenly. Matt locked Tina’s wrists behind her, before retrieving a length of rope. He used the rope to bring her elbows together in a tight cinch. Tina’s massive boobs jutted out and were exhibited nicely. Her sheer, white bikini accented her deeply tanned skin and blonde hair.

Quincy met with Matt again, who had come back from the beach. They inspected the gagged, bound slave and wondered if she needed anything else.

“I just remembered that we do have some high-heeled, wedge sandals. Let us bring her back to the house and see if we can find a pair to fit her. What do you think?” Matt asked.

“That is a great idea. I forgot that we have those. They will help Tina advertise!” Quincy exclaimed and laughed.

Tina was walked back to the house and indeed they found a pair that fit. The wedges were cork and reached six inches in height. The uppers were strappy and white, matching her abbreviated bikini. She carefully followed her Master’s back to the general store, walking slower and sexier.

“Tina, you will make yourself available to the residents at their leisure. They have all been informed of your circumstances. I will get you at dusk. Till then, promote yourself like you are a stripper at a gentleman’s club. Make sure you approach all the residents, even that last cottage away in the trees. Understand?” Matt asked.

Tina bowed and her tits swayed, even though they were thrust out abnormally by the restraining rope on her elbows. The sheer, white bikini top did little to conceal her erect nipples and appeared only to highlight them and her tanned skin. The wedges she wore made her rack bounce with every step. She was now ready to publicize her body for whatever purpose her Master’s had planned. She was sent off with a firm slap on her ass.


33 


Tina struggled in the high-heeled wedges. It was at the bonfire that she last wore a pair. How was she going to step through the sand? Would she need to? She slowly moved down the path not knowing exactly what she was supposed to do. Her thoughts changed to consider that she had about one week left on the original 3-week vacation. Was anything going to happen at that point? Would they be released? Would she ever see Mark and his friends again? Her anxiety overflowed and she had a tough time pushing it away. She stumbled on a small rock in the path and that brought her back to the present. She knew the gag was punishment for talking but for how long? She was also supposed to be available to the residents. She wondered what that meant, but deep down she knew. A sudden thirst occurred as she noticed that she had no water or any type of drink yet today. Questions bombarded her mind. Unfortunately, there were no answers, at least not yet. Maybe one of the residents would let her know or at least give her a drink of water.

“Hey honey,” Dexter called and waved from his porch.

Not knowing what to do, as she could not wave back, and did not want to appear aloof, she turned and bowed. Dexter gave her a thumbs up. She stood there as he regarded her with no further action. He eventually dropped his head and attended to the book in his lap.

She moved down the path and had similar experiences with some of the other residents. That was until she got to the cottage with the lesbian couple. The dominant one waved at her and waggled her almost non-existent tits under a black tank top towards Tina. Taking the hint, Tina shook her boobs that swayed with immense weight. Morgan, the mistress, applauded and gestured to her submissive, Delira to join her. She turned back towards Tina and motioned to her, who walked slowly and womanly to the small porch of the cottage. Without any warning, she thrust her hand into Tina’s bikini bottom and stroked her folds till they got moist. Poking a finger into her vagina, Morgan fingered around her cavity stimulating Tina in the process. Eventually she was able to scrape the tiny key out that she was searching for. Holding the wet key between two fingertips, she used her other hand to try to pull her black, tight shorts down. It was difficult with only one hand, so she motioned to her tall, pretty, and buxom submissive, Delira, who came over to help her out and remove them. Morgan, now without pants, sat down on a porch chair and spread her legs exposing a cleaned-shaved vagina. She pointed to the ground in front of her, as Tina knelt carefully, knees hitting the solid wood of the porch. She waggled the key in front of Tina’s face, and she instinctively lowered her head, so Morgan could unlock her gag. Once out, she grabbed the back of Tina’s head and pushed it to her pussy.

“AAaaah,” Morgan moaned, as the wet mouth of the blonde bombshell licked her wet folds.

Tina lapped at he tangy, pussy lips and unconsciously tried to swallow whatever juices were there. It worked a little, as Morgan was warming up and holding her head plastered to her crotch. Tina alternated between sticking her tongue down the tight tunnel and flicking it across the top of her clit. Morgan threw her had back and cried out. Keeping her grip on the blonde's head, she ground it into herself as Tina battled the pressure and licked her clit up and down like a popsicle. Morgan had played with all the slaves while they were in the stocks, but she did not have an orgasm. Now she reminisced about the whippings and dildo-fuckings, while her clit was ravaged. She felt Tina suck her hole with fervor, trying to draw moisture into her mouth. She shook the slave’s head to get her back to task on her clit. Within minutes, Morgan was brought to a thundering orgasm. She was a squirter, so a torrent of juices filled Tina’s mouth. She swallowed greedily. Again, Morgan squirted and again she drank. Morgan kept the pressure on the back of Tina’s head until she was able to relax and catch her breathe. Morgan pointed to the gag and her slave, Delira picked it up and stood behind Tina. When Morgan released her from her soaked pussy, she knelt up, and the gag was immediately forced back into her mouth.

“Hope you quenched your thirst a little, cutie,” Morgan said to the kneeling slave, as she inserted the tiny key back into Tina’s wet vagina. It went in easily.

Tina bowed her head in response. She now wondered if she would get any water later at all. Morgan and Delira helped Tina to her feet and the Dom gave her a hard slap on her ass.

“Thanks, Tina. Come back later,” Morgan ordered. “I might have my pet here have a go. If she is good, that is,” she said, glancing over to see Delira smiling and lowering her full head of auburn hair. 

Tina bowed and headed down the path. The next cottage was right next door and a tall, handsome, dominant-looking man in his forties came out. Brent stood at the threshold and stared at her. He was shirtless and ripped, wearing leather shorts that fit tight around his bulging thighs. Tina supposed she was to entice people to use her, so she waggled her tits.

“You got to do better than that,” he said, without any expression.

Tina vigorously shook her massive boobs side-to-side. They smacked her upper arms with loud slapping sounds. She kept it up, waiting for him to signal her to stop. It was about half a minute before he did.

“Now up-and-down and don’t be shy,” he commanded.

She bowed first then bounced on her knees to send her substantial flesh flailing up to her chin and then down repeatedly. He had her continue for at least the same amount of time.

“Good job, Tina,” Brent said, stopping the painful exercise. “Let’s see what else you are good for,” he said, as he stepped aside and motioned for her to come in.

Tina sashayed into the small cottage and found the interior at complete odds with the cute exterior. It was decked out as a dungeon. The walls were actual brick and mortar, overpainted in dark and foreboding gray-black tones. Dark-red, velvet curtains framed the windows. There were four, gas torches burning real flames, attached as scones to the brick. The seating was studded, black leather. The cocktail table and storage cubes, used as side-tables were thick, dark, weather-worn hardwood with visible knots, held together with metal, studded straps. The ominous vibe it gave off was menacing.

“Welcome to the Lair of Captivity Cove,” he announced. “This is my little pet,” he said, as he pointed to a young girl of nineteen or twenty that was kneeling by the side of a heavy, leather chair. She was blonde, with black streaks throughout her thick mane, that touched the floor. She wore a heavy metal collar, twice the size of Tina’s. A heavy, thick-linked chain was attached to it and locked to an eyelet on the front of the chair. Her clothing, if you could call it that, consisted of a metal chain thong that split the folds of her shaved, pussy lips and circled her hips. Her nipples were pierced with two large, heavy, metal rings. She looked utterly delicate and helpless. “I call her Slut. You like your name, don’t you Slut?” he teased the sub.

“Yes, Master,” she replied in an almost childish voice.

Brent sat down in the massive leather chair. He unlocked the padlock that held his slave. “Take my shorts off and get me hard,” he commanded.

“Yes, Master,” she replied and went to work. It was amazing how well-trained and efficient she was. He was sitting on the chair naked and his thick, over-sized cock stood straight up, as she licked his balls, before sucking his entire sack into her mouth.

“I want this bitch,” he commanded, pointing at Tina, “to finish me off. You will find the key to her gag in her cunt.”

Slut spread Tina’s legs and probed her privates with her finger. Tina flushed with excitement as Slut probed about. She was finally able to slide it out.

“On your knees whore,” he commanded, as she struggled to do so with her arms pinned behind her and the high wedges to navigate. She astonishingly did a soft landing on the dark, hardwood floor.

“Slut, unlock her gag and get that mouth of hers on my cunt-fucker,” he said, as his cock bobbed in anticipation. She did so and Tina’s mouth was soon stuffed completely.

She had never sucked someone so large. Bound as she was, she could not get much leverage and ending up bobbing on him like a chicken on corn feed. She pressed her lips together as hard as she could. It would be her preference to get this done as quick as possible.

Brent was sitting cross armed and took in the sight. She was beautiful, he thought. She was also remarkably good at sucking cock. He felt her tongue push against the bottom of his penis at the tip. Hitting his spot, he pushed her head down hard, ramming his cock into the back of her throat. Gagging sounds pushed him over the edge. He grabbed her hair and used her head like his fist, violently slamming his spear into her face, until he pulled out and spurt his voluminous load all over it. Quickly he shoved it back into her mouth and let her milk it until he was done, shivering in sexual spasms.

Tina sucked as hard as she could to get as much liquid to swallow as she could. Even though her face was covered with the sticky substance, she had managed to swallow a good portion of the massive load. It did not quench her thirst, however. She felt the gag forced back into her mouth, as she was pulled up and off him. The key was pushed back into her pussy with Slut’s slender fingers. She was helped to her feet and out the door by the personal slave, without any interaction with Master Brent. She guessed it was better that way. She did not look back as she walked away from the Lair of Captivity Cove. She looked up in the sky and saw that the sun was directly above her. It was only noon.
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Tina finally realized that this was her punishment. She spoke when she was not supposed to. This was her Master’s way of making sure she understood that if she spoke again, without permission, she would be barred from using her mouth, except for cock and pussy. So simple but so effective. She spent the rest of the day strutting up-and-down the path, enticing the residents to use her as they liked. Once she had to walk in the sand with her high-heeled wedge sandals. It was difficult, but she managed to do it. If they were stilettos, it would have been impossible. Randomly she was ordered to use her disobedient mouth to satisfy the growing urges of the tiny population. Mostly she went into the cottages to execute her mandated tasks. That was until Mistress Mona called her over.

“Look at the hot, little whore. I bet you are having all sorts of fun today,” she teased, as Tina sashayed down the path to her cottage. She wondered if Mark and his friends were still being held and tortured there. The Mistress was holding a large, black, tote bag, along with a small cooler. She wore a hot-pink, leather bikini, emphasizing all her attributes. She, like Tina, wore high-heeled shoes, but hers had large, wide, chunky heels instead of wedges. They had to be 8-inches high with the platform soles. She towered over Tina when she got close. “Let’s go have a picnic, break up the monotony,” she said.

Tina bowed to her lower than she was previously doing. She feared the dominatrix. Mona attached a chain leash to Tina’s collar and tugged at it. She teetered but remained upright. She caressed Tina’s tits casually and pinched her nipples through her sheer bikini top without warning. Tina yelped and pulled back only to discover that Mona only compressed them harder and did not let go, causing more pain than necessary.

“AAaauuugh!” Tina screamed into her gag.

“You’re so cute,” Mona said, as she fondled, then mashed Tina’s protruding mounds of flesh. Moving again, she pulled her quicker than she was used to on the high wedges. She stumbled visibly, as Mona dragged her along the path to a picnic table, which was on the beach in the hot sun ahead. Dexter and Mike applauded as the scene happened in front of their cottage. They walked a bit further, before turning into the sand they needed to cross, to get to the wooden picnic table on the beach. Mona was in front and had no problem parsing through the shifting sand. Tina was not so lucky. Her wedges were harder to navigate and with an unexpected tug, she lost her balance and went tumbling down into the hot sand with her arms pinned behind her. She inadvertently rolled onto her face for a few seconds and turned back quickly. Unfortunately, it was long enough for the hot sand and her flailing hair to adhere to the wet cum that was plastered all over her pretty face. Mona helped the disheveled slave back to her feet and continued the short trek to the table.

“This won’t do,” Mistress Mona said, as she noticed the sand and hair in her gagged face. She slapped her hard across her cheek. Most of the wet sand and cum mixture stayed put. She slapped again, using her other hand on the other side with the same results. “Looks like we need to dry it off first,” she said. Mona then sat Tina down on the seat bench of the picnic table, facing out. Getting a length of rope from her bag, she grabbed a fistful of Tina’s long, blonde hair and expertly secured it with the rope. She tied the loose end to the bench seat on the other side of the table, leaving no slack, forcing Tina to look up into the sun, unable to move.

“It’s hot, so this shouldn’t take too long,” she mentioned. Getting a cold beer out of the cooler, she popped the top, and it immediately foamed up from getting jostled on the trip. She held it over Tina’s near-naked body, allowing the cold, foamy liquid to drip on her hot skin, as she moved the can around, watching Tina writhe. That stimulated Mona, who loved to see her victim's squirm. She rubbed her pussy shamelessly on top of her bikini bottom. Not feeling much through the pink leather, she pulled it down and fingered herself. That felt better.

“It’s a shame you had to fall, Tina. I was set to have some fun,” she said sarcastically. Mona sat down next to her and sipped her brew while she tickled Tina’s tightly bound body and enjoyed the struggle.

“Just about ready,” Mona said, as she tried to slap the sand from Tina’s face. The cum had dried, but the sand still stuck. She slapped her again and a little bit of sand flew. Encouraged, she continued to slap her until most of it was gone, darkening Tina’s cheeks to a deep red. There were parts of her face where she could not reach, so she just wiped it off. When the sand was gone, she untied her hair and allowed Tina to sit up. Mona chugged the last of her beer. She reached over and untied Tina’s bikini top and bottom, removing them. Her tanned skin was smooth and showed no tan-lines.

“Time to get to work, my little crotch toy,” she mocked. Mona laid Tina down on the seat bench, on her back, with her knees up. Her bound arms were under her body, and she wobbled precariously on the narrow bench slat. She took more rope from her bag and wrapped her ankles and secured them by circling the bench seat. Her waist was cemented with more rope, which dug into her soft, supple skin, leaving bulges on both sides of the scratchy, rough-sawn brown rope. Mona repeated the same wrap directly above and below her protruding tits. Cinching those two ropes together between her breasts and at the sides, forced the excessive, heavy flesh to stand up like a pair of triple-scooped ice cream cones. Spreading her knees wide, she shoved a finger into her pussy, feeling about for the key to her gag. She felt it, but for fun kept moving her finger, making sure to keep contact with her clit. When Tina started to squirm and moan, she pulled the key out along the top of her vagina, grazing her growing bud. “Here it is!” she exclaimed, as she showed Tina the small wet key, wiping pussy juices on her upper lip, right under her nose. She lifted her head and unlocked the gag, but left it in her mouth. With the last length of rope, she bonded Tina’s neck to the wooden seat, tight enough so she could not move it, but loose enough to let her breathe. She finished by first untying her hair from the rope she attached earlier. Mona separated her long blonde hair down the middle into pigtails and reattached the rope to each side. Pulling sharply, she forcefully tied the hanging loop of rope together under the seat bench. Tina could no longer turn her head to the side.

Standing up, she removed her hot-pink, leather bikini bottom. Fingering herself, she pinched one of Tina’s erect nipples with her fingernails, sending the bound woman into seizures that rocked the picnic bench. She squealed, propelling the unfastened ball gag out of her mouth. Immediately, Mona stepped over her head, facing her victim's body and sat on her face, muffling the screeches, while she continued to abuse the large, stiff nipples with her sharp nails.

“Mmmm, I love a good, healthy scream up my cunt,” Mona said, in a normal tone while her captive violently seized under her. Tina fought for breath while Mona cleaved her pussy to her open, squealing mouth, forcing her nose into her ass. She stopped pinching and brutally grasped the two masses of tightly bound flesh rising from Tina’s chest. Using them as handgrips, she ground her hips into Tina’s face, searching for contact with her engorged clit.

Wow, that was amazing, Mona thought to herself, as she rested on Tina’s face with her heavy, laborious breathing. An applause rose from the cottage side of the beach, as she looked up to see about a half-dozen of the island’s residents sitting in folding chairs, witnessing her escapades. “Hey guys, enjoying the show?” she asked.

“Absolutely,” Master Derek said, as his black-haired slave sucked his cock from her knees.

“Well, I’m not done, so settle in and enjoy the rest of the show,” Mona said, as she lifted herself from Tina’s face. She turned around and hovered her shaved pussy folds over Tina’s mouth, just touching. “Time to get to work, my little pet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tina said hoarsely. She could not lift her head, so she stuck out her tongue as far as she could. The dominatrix slowly lowered her pussy till she felt the wiggling appendage touch her. With both hands on the table to hold herself up, she dropped to create the perfect connection of tongue and clit. She moaned softly, as Tina’s probing tentacle became wetter and slicker as her juices dribbled into her uncovered mouth.

“Huuuh,” Mona panted in pleasure. Her stimulated clit was sending chills through her hot body. She tried to remove her bikini top with one of her hands but that did not work.

“Go help her, Ebony,” Master Derek said to his kneeling cocksucker, who got up to obey at once. She ran across the hot sand, untied her top, and removed it quickly. Mona’s huge tits spilled out and she grabbed herself roughly and squeezed. “AAaaah!” she moaned as Tina worked from below.

Mona lifted the enormous boob and pushed her nipple up as far as she could. She bent her head over to meet it and gave her own nipple a fierce bite. She cried out, as the pain shot straight to her clit. Still massaging Tina’s open mouth and dancing tongue with her sex, she came close and lifted herself to prevent an orgasm. She stood up and crushed both of her breasts with her hands. When the immediate orgasmic feeling left, she fingered her swollen clit slowly with a moistened finger from her mouth. She lowered herself back down but moved forward a few inches, so her ass crack was split by Tina’s wet tongue. Shivers pulsated throughout her body as the wriggling tentacle circled her hole and then attacked her clenched cavity. She stroked her clit with equal vigor until the two combined into a momentous crescendo of sexual release.

“AAAaaaahh, FFuuuuck!” she screamed, as a surging roar of applause filled the air to match her rolling cascade of orgasms.

Tina’s mouth was quenched momentarily by a flood of pussy juices. Her nipples throbbed and her tongue was sore. When Mona got off her face, she saw the sun. It was setting beautifully in the west. A sense of accomplishment filled her, wrapped in the comfort of the ropes around her body.  
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Tina was taken back to the house, undressed, untied, and showered. Master Matt had told her that she had done very well. He hoped she had learned from the experience. It was dark, Master Quincy, Kelly and Carmen had joined them on the deck.

“Here you go,” Matt said, as he placed the bowl on the floor. It was filled with water, and she almost cried when she saw it. She knelt done and crossed her wrists behind her back, as she lowered her face to the bowl to slurp the wonderfully cold, clear water. She took her time as not to cause problems drinking too fast. When she finished it and was slurping the bottom of the bowl, Matt refilled it and let her have more. Her stomach rumbled now that her thirst was quenched. Everyone heard.

“You will be allowed to have breakfast tomorrow, Tina,” Matt said. “Make sure you do not eat too much. You do not want to get sick to your stomach.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

Quincy looked at Matt with an inquisitive gaze on his face. Matt looked back with the same and then realized what he meant.

“Not tomorrow, but the next day we are going to have a fun-filled day of interesting games. It is quite a big deal around here. It’s called the Pleasure and Pain Playoffs,” Matt explained. “It would not be prudent to overeat and have stomach issues. That is what I meant by being careful,” he explained.

“The contests will be held at the beach and can be quite grueling and cutthroat,” Quincy added. “Make sure to rest up while you can.”

The three sex slaves fiddled with their collars and restraints, exchanging glances, as the tension grew with another unknown.

Tina would be able to rest tomorrow, which was good, since she just went through a demanding day. Judging from the discussion, she would be staked out at the beach again. She looked down and saw that her tanned body was darker than she had ever seen before. Her blonde hair had also lightened, due to the constant sun exposure. She wondered what people would say when she got back, if she got back. Unfortunately, that made her think about the possibility of seeing her home again. She knew that was a dark road she did not want to travel, so she switched gears. Thinking back over the whole ordeal of punishment she experienced, made her wonder if she could have controlled herself and not screamed out Mark’s name when she saw him. It seemed obvious to her now, that after what she went through today, even though it was quite stimulating at times, she would have no problem keeping her mouth shut.

The slaves went about their duties of preparing and serving dinner to their Masters. Carmen and Kelly relished the leftovers while Tina knelt on her heels and watched them eat, tortured by the smell alone. At bedtime, the three women were chained to their headboards and settled in for the night.

Tina was getting close to falling asleep when she heard her door creak open. Glancing up, she saw Matt come in, who stood at the threshold glowing in the moonlight with his shirt off. His tight shorts bulged from his erection, showing his interest in the bound, exhausted, and naked sex slave. He must have just worked out, because his chest and arm muscles appeared inflated and they glistened in the faint light. When he moved closer, she smelled the pungent, earthy aroma of sweat, emanating from his shiny, naked torso. Like flipping a switch, she clutched her thighs together from a sexual response to the male scent. The day of near-orgasmic sex overwhelmed her immediately. He bent over the bed and manipulated her body until she was on her hands and knees. It was so stimulating to be man-handled. She scrutinized him closely, as he laid his head down on the bed right under hers, looking up at her with a sensual smile. Slowly she lowered her head to see if he would resist in any way. He did not, so she moved her lips dangerously close to his. He parted his and she took that as a green light and touched his lips lightly with hers. In seconds, he forced her mouth open with an aggressive tongue. She responded by moaning and letting her head settle down further, adding weight to force. Her thick hair enclosed their heads as Matt’s hands started to wander about her taunt young body. It felt wonderful, but she had to hesitate on using her own hands, which held her up. Eventually his fingers prodded at her soaking wet pussy folds as he searched for her little bud. She shrieked into his mouth as he flicked across it. She humped the air to impose more contact, which he teasingly did not allow. He slowly pushed her head up and away by her throat. She gasped with the sudden, but restricted air supply.

“You poor little slut,” he whispered, breathing heavy into her ear, still wrapping his tightened fingers around her throat. “You have been using your mouth all day. Thought I would be nice and use your soaking wet pussy instead. My cock is so hard.”

“OOooou!” Tina moaned, shivering as Matt released her, moved away, and then knelt behind her, placing the tip of his shaft between her pussy lips. “Augh!” she cried, as he evenly thrust into her, not stopping till he hit bottom. The entire length of his manhood rubbed smoothly against her clit in the motion. It took just a few, slow, even strokes to get her near an orgasm. “May I come Master?” she eked out timidly.

“No, Tina,” he replied out of breath. “You can when I tell you to and not any sooner.”

“Yes, Master,” she answered as she struggled to hold off the inevitable.

Matt caressed every part of her body like a sculpture he was forming. He grabbed the ample flesh of her hanging tits, crushed them, and used them as handles as he rammed into her with fury. The combination of her tight, wet pussy and massive handfuls brought him to the edge. “You can come now, you hot little whore!” he cried out.

“Yes, Master!” she exclaimed.

He did not have to tell her twice. She screamed as the perfect climax overtook her entire being. He pulled out and shot his massive load all over her ass. He milked his throbbing cock, watching the stream of sperm run down her butt onto her thighs. She spasmed in the final throws of her orgasm as he moved off the back of the bed.

He went around and gave her a final probing kiss before making a move to the door.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, finally satisfied from a full day of stimulation.      
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“Today is the big day, ladies!” Matt said to the shackled slaves in their tiny white bikinis. “It’s time for the Pleasure and Pain Playoffs.” The three women knelt on the stone-tiled floor of the deck, breakfast duties done, and glanced nervously at each other. “Yes, take a good look at your competition,” he said cynically, noticing the looks. “Will you be on the painful end of the spectrum or the pleasurable one? Your efforts will decide that outcome,” Matt continued, teasing them, knowing that they had no idea what was coming.

“How do you feel today, Tina,” Quincy asked the voluptuous blonde.

“I feel good, Master. No upset stomach,” she answered, knowing what he was referring to.

“Good,” he responded nonchalantly.

The guys chained the women together into a coffle with their wrists locked behind their backs and ankles hobbled with short chains. They were led slowly to the beach where everybody was helping set up food and drinks. Chairs of all types were set up in a line facing the beach on the edge of the path. Tray tables separated the chairs, which made the scene look like a fireworks show was in the works. The lesbian submissive, along with the two young, female subs were chained in a coffle too. Don busied himself with attaching all six of them together into a single row. It was the first time that the sex slaves were not used to set things up and they just watched nervously.

As the morning went on, it was becoming clear that the show was about to start. The Masters and Mistresses gathered around a table where bets were placed. Laughter abruptly broke out here and there as the group contemplated the six, semi-naked females chained together and kneeling on the edge of the beach. Drinks were flowing, even though it was early. The submissives of the two, middle-aged, male Doms could have been related. They were both young and slim, with curves filling out tiny, bright-colored bikinis. Slut, Master Brent’s slave, with her extremely-long, streaked, blonde hair stood out in the group. The other young submissive was named Ebony for her long black hair. Her Master was a middle-aged man, very professor-like, named Master Derek. The lesbian submissive, Delira was a looker. She was as tall as Kelly but curvier. Older than the two other subs, her long, wavy, auburn hair covered shoulders of light-complected skin, slathered in SPF50 sunscreen. Her sexy, green eyes were surrounded by heavy eyeliner of black. She was part Irish. She wore the only one-piece swimsuit, although she looked the most naked. The monokini was made of a bright-orange, mesh material, which highlighted her nipples instead of hiding them. Much like the three white bikinis of Kelly, Carmen, and Tina. The swimsuit was simply two, narrow straps that joined at her crotch and went over her shoulders, like a long V. The straps widened a bit by her breasts, with her hefty DD’s hanging free on both sides. Her partner and Mistress, Morgan, was shorter, muscular, and manly.

“Don, could you do the honors of separating these fine ladies from each other?” Dexter asked to start the festivities.

“Sure, I’m on it,” he replied, as he gathered keys to unlock the chains that held them together.

“Mike, would you please pass out two of the short chains from the duffle to each of the Masters and Mistress,” he asked, as Mike gave him a thumbs up.

“For our first event, please use the five-link chains on the wrists and ankles of each of the participants. Line them up behind the blue rope, off to our right, for the crawling race. The finish line is red and to the left,” Dexter said, as he pointed to the red rope that was about 2-feet wide and staked into the sand. The distance between them was about half the length of a football field. Only one crawler could pass over the finish line at a time, making for a possible brutal finish. Each of the girls would be hobbled at ankles and wrists with the 5-link chains. On their hands and knees, they could only crawl as fast as they could move their hands and legs by the length of the short chains. No matter if the slave was tall or short, the chains were the same, so no one had an advantage. “Mike will be the official judge at the finish line. His word is final. Questions?” Dexter asked.

“Yeah, who gets to crack the whip to start the race?” Mistress Mona asked.

“You can,” Dexter answered. He knew she got off on it.

No further questions came, so the dominants went to work on hobbling their slaves with the short chains. The sand was hot as it approached noon. They jostled around behind the blue line until Mona shouted, “On your mark!” The women crawled to just behind the half-buried, blue rope. “Get set!” she called out, before cracking the 12-foot bullwhip, “Go!”

They were off and shuffled in what looked like slow-motion due to the restricting chains. It was not until they were halfway done before there was some separation. Carmen was taking the lead, which did not surprise anyone. She was easily the strongest of the group. Slut got caught on her long hair and stumbled briefly before falling over. By the time she got back up she was in last place.

“Let’s go, Delira,” Mistress Morgan yelled, urging her sub on.

“Get your ass moving, Kelly,” Quincy yelled.

The group shuffled as quickly as they could sending sand flying and lungs gasping. At about the three-quarter mark, Carmen was extending her lead. Tina was the next to stumble and fall over due to her long hair. She shook her head wildly, blonde hair fluttering, as she fought to get back up quickly. She was now last as Slut had caught up.

“Carmen, you can do it,” Matt called out as she approached the finish line, with Delira a half-body behind her. As they closed in on the narrow finish line, Delira, with her big tits swinging free of her strappy suit, moved closer to Carmen. With about ten feet to go, Delira shouldered into Carmen’s ass, knocking her over. By the time she got up, Delira had crossed the finish line to the cheers of the bet-winning dominants. Mona cracked the bullwhip again to signal the winner.

“We have a winner,” Mike announced as he slapped Delira’s ass. The rest of the group crossed the line one by one. The order did not matter, though, since there was only one winner and five losers in each contest.
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Carmen stood at the end of the line, which formed after the contest. She was still in her hobbling chains on her wrists and ankles, as were the other losers. Their miniscule swimsuits were removed. Delira sat relaxed and naked in a folding chair away from them, without the encumbrance of chains. She smiled devilishly at the bound slaves. The Masters and Mistresses were gathering at the picnic table, settling their wagers. They also enjoyed their cold beers and mixed drinks. Dexter left the group first and retrieved a duffle bag. One by one, they each fumbled around the bag retrieving a whip of their choice. The slaves shuddered as the whips were cracked in the air by the dominants.

“Ok, let’s line up,” Dexter announced. He was taking charge of the activities. “I have set out hula hoops where you can take your places. Please do not move the rings as they are spaced so you do not end up whipping each other.” They each took a spot, which formed two rows, setting up a gauntlet of taskmasters. They were about ten feet apart and staggered. The queue of slaves faced the middle of the two rows.

“As motivation to try harder and win the next game, each slave will hold up their chained wrists above their heads and shuffle through the middle of the two lines of whipmasters. If you fall, the whips will not stop and your compatriots behind you will have to endure while they wait for you get up and continue. You may not pass the bitch in front of you. Does everyone understand?” he barked.

“Yes, Master,” came sporadically from each of the bound women.              “When you have made it through, continue to Delira, our current winner. She will do what she wants to entertain and pleasure herself with you, until the next victim arrives. Kneel off to the side when that happens,” Dexter explained. “Still with me?”

Another round of “Yes, Master” rang out.

“Let’s march!” he cried out to the anxious sex slaves.

Slut was the first one in line and lifted her hands above her head and started to waddle towards Delira who was sitting comfortably at the end of the cracking whips. She was met with the sting of a bullwhip right out of the gate. It wrapped around her waist and almost tipped her over. The leather snake encircled her body everywhere, before she felt a cat-o-nine-tails strike her ass solidly. She screamed and made her way through the various unrelenting whips. When Slut was about twenty feet in, Kelly was motioned to follow her.

There was room for about two more slaves in the on-going march, before Slut made her way through to the end. The shrieking and yelping from the embattled participants rose in unison, as the procession continued evenly through the gauntlet.

When Slut made her way to stand in front of Delira, she dropped her hands to cover her crotch. She was riddled with whip marks. Delira grabbed the wrist chain and pulled it up above her head while she struck out at Slut’s perky breasts. Back and forth she sent her abused, marked tits waggling. She stopped to pinch her right nipple hard as Slut cried out. Forcing the young girl to her knees, she grabbed a handful of her thick, black-streaked, blonde hair and jerked it back, slapping her face with force. Her flowing tears did nothing to stop Delira from continuing to smack her reddening cheeks. Delira glanced up and met eyes with Carmen at the end of the line. She looked pissed off. Carmen was steaming over having been knocked out of contention at the last moment by the tall redhead. How was she going to face that sneaky fiend and be abused freely at her hand. She buried the thoughts in a revenge fantasy as the games persisted. As the others before her, Carmen screamed and shrieked as her body was pelted with the variety of whip lashes. Holding her hands above her head seemed to be an impossible task, but somehow, she kept her composure. She worryingly made her way over to Delira.

“Well, look who finally made it,” Delira jeered to the lashed beauty before her. “Good thing I knocked you on your ass like a little bitch or I would be facing you now,” she laughed heartily. The group of dominants circled around the brawling two slaves, with the four other contestants on their knees. The activity of the Pleasure and Pain Playoffs never ceased to entertain.

“So, I bet you would like to have a go at me, wouldn’t you?” Delira snarled in Carmen’s face. “Too bad.” She grabbed Carmen’s wrist chain and shoved it to the sand and stepped on it. She grabbed her hair and lifted her head, before she spat a huge wad into her face. She put all her effort into slapping her hard, which forced Carmen’s head to twist to the side. The standing crowd cheered. The kneeling assembly dropped their eyes. They all had a vendetta against Delira now. Who would treat a fellow slave like that? As she continued her onslaught of pinching, slapping, and squeezing Carmen’s lashed flesh, everybody started to get a little uncomfortable.

“Delira, stop!” Dexter shouted. She did so at once.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, stunned by her own aggression.

“We will take a 15-minute break before the next game, so help yourself to some hydration,” he said, pointing to a row of ice-water-filled dog bowls at the edge of the path. Dexter instructed Delira’s Mistress to reattach her wrist and ankle chains before driving her to her hands and knees.

“Well, that was interesting,” Matt said to Quincy, as they watched the naked, bound slaves slowly crawl over for a drink. 
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Dexter moved the blue starting and red finish lines closer together. The course was now about half as long as it was for the crawling race. The contestants were lined up behind the blue rope as before. Carmen and Delira were placed on opposite ends of the line to avoid further mischievousness. As they were instructed, the Doms removed the short chains by their ankles and replaced them with a single padlock, shortening the space considerably. They did the same for their wrist restraints, except when putting the padlock on, they locked it behind their backs.

“This race will be done standing up,” Dexter barked out. “As you can surmise, shuffling will not win. You might get two inches with each step if you are lucky. The only chance you have is if you hop.”

The slave owners were handed small, black-velvet, drawstring bags. Each of them pulled out a small chain, with clover-style nipple clamps, along with a small but hefty metal ball, attached to a hook. The women gasped. They all knew that the clamps were designed to grasp tighter as weight was added, minimizing the possibility of them being ripped off during the race.

“Get your slaves ready, Madams and Sirs,” Dexter directed. “Meet me at the betting table, before returning to your seats.”

The group snapped the painful clamps onto the waiting, hardened nipples of the submissives. They shrieked and moaned at the onslaught to their sensitive buds. Once attached, the small weights were hooked onto the short chain, pulling the clamps tighter. The women kept still as the shooting pain in the tips of their various-sized breasts radiated through their bodies. Nobody was flat, as the smallest cup size was a C, so no one had a particular advantage. The game did, though, create a disadvantage for Tina and Delira, who had DDs.

Everybody stood around the betting table, drinking and laughing as wagers were made. They were mostly oblivious to the anxiety on the beach, except for an occasional glance at the naked, bound, motionless participants. Eventually, everybody took their chairs and waited for Mona to grab a bullwhip.

It got strangely still as Mona walked close the starting line. “On your mark,” she shouted as the women inched up to the blue rope. “Get set,” as they bent their knees to hop.” She solidly cracked the whip. “Go!”

The line hopped as one and the sight was something to behold. The yelping cries rose with the first hop and they were off. Screaming and wailing filled the air as the breasts of the six slaves bounced vigorously, while the weights swung wildly and yanked cruelly at their nipples.

Halfway through the course, Carmen looked like she was going to take the lead again, with Delira a close second. Tina was next to Delira and was falling a little behind, because of the larger hops from the bigger woman. She glanced over at Carmen and pictured the same result from the first race. Not wanting her friend to be at the mercy of the Amazon again, she gritted her teeth, ignored the pain, and matched the redhead’s speed. The group naturally moved closer together, heading towards the center, to aim at the narrow red finish line.

Tina, sweating profusely in the hot sun, kept pace with the fierce competitor and saw her stumble imperceptibly. From deep down she found the courage to surmount the agony and take advantage of the moment. She sprung directly into the underside of the larger woman’s tit with her shoulder. Delira was caught unawares and her small stumble turned into a flat-out sprawl. She tumbled over and hit the sand cushioned by her tortured tits. Delira looked up to see Carmen and the rest of the group pull away from her as she lay prone on the hot sand, howling in frustration and pain.

Tina looked over at Carmen, who saw the incident and smiled mischievously. Carmen winked and mouthed a silent thank you. Tina’s move to take Delira out had slowed her own progress in the race, but she did not care. She just called aloud enough for Delira to hear, “Paybacks are a bitch!”

The hopping, howling group made their way uneventfully to the finish line with Carmen overcoming the pain and using her muscular frame to win. Delira’s Mistress went over to help her up once the race was over. Unfortunately for her, she still had to jump all the way to the end. The other contestants were watching her closely as she approached the finish line. It looked like Delira had learned her lesson. She grimaced in pain, as her huge, sore tits bounced violently, nipples tugged every which way. She did not show any anger, though, even to Tina. She mouthed ‘sorry’ to the group, as she now understood the depth of her depravity with her past actions.

The six women were lined up and their Masters and Mistresses faced them. Dexter had instructed them to remove both clamps on their slaves' breasts at the same time. Using the same cadence from the races, he started, “Get ready!” The doms grabbed the clamps in their fingers. “Get set!” as they wiggled the clamps a bit, sending their submissives into squirming struggles. “Remove the clamps!” The combined screams were deafening and music to the ears of the dominants, who unconsciously rubbed their crotches.  

The short hobbling chains were doubled up and reattached to all their ankles, leaving their wrists bound behind them. The chain length would slow them to about four or five inches a step since the gauntlet length was shorter. The naked crew was then escorted and lined up at the beginning of the gauntlet. This time the hula hoops were placed closer together, about four feet apart, so the path down the middle was narrower. They were still staggered, so as one Master finished, the next would start from the other side. Carmen, the winner, was unchained and sitting on the victory chair at the end of the penalty lane. The slaves were blindfolded and Delira was put last.

Dexter brought the duffle bag over and withdrew several battery-operated zapping sticks. He handed one of the low-voltage, mini-cattle-prods to each dominant and asked that they test them out to make sure they worked. The stick produced a loud, bright snap, that made them jump when they touched their arm or hand with the business end of the tormenting device. The sting produced by the implement lingered in the touched spot. It was not at cattle-prod level, but it was sure effective, especially with multiple zaps.

All the slaves trembled at the sound of the zaps, flinching in their bindings. Tina was first in line and had heard the loud snaps but did not know what they were. Blindfolded, she was directed to the center of the narrow gauntlet.

“AAuuuugh!” Tina screamed as the first zap hit her dead center on one of her sore nipples. She bucked back instinctually, only to get counter-hit on her ass cheek, which propelled her body forward. She received three more taps, which contorted her body as she tried to avoid the sting, before she realized that she better move. She took her first steps carefully as the loud, cracking, bolts of energy directed her down the narrow lane of agony. Her hips bucked and her large tits swayed as she was zapped on her flank and side-boob. Due to her arms pinned behind her, most of the touches were directed at her most sensitive places that were constantly available. All parts of her body were targeted multiple times by each wand holder. Tears flowed from under her blindfold as she short-stepped and twisted her way to Carmen, who was fingering herself and thoroughly enjoying the show. Dexter really enjoyed all the tents that formed in the swim trunks the guys wore.

When Tina mercifully made her way to the end, she was escorted to Carmen and told to use her mouth and tongue wherever she was pushed and pulled to. Her body was on fire from the deluge of electrical stimulation. Carmen grabbed her hair and directed her head and open mouth to her sore tits. The light, wet touch felt heavenly on her sensitized nipples. She listened to the zaps that were being placed on Slut, as she moved Tina’s wet, lapping tongue and soft lips to all parts of her body. Carmen had been instructed not to allow any touch to her own vaginal or anal area. She was to keep it to simple teasing. So, she dragged Tina around, forcing her to kneel, squat, and bend over, while her skin was licked and mouthed. When she saw Slut coming close to the end of the gauntlet, Carmen brought Tina’s lips to hers. She gave her an intimate, probing, deeply sexual kiss, before whispering thank you in her ear. Shivers caressed Tina’s body like a cascade of waves. She knelt close to the naked victor. Her blindfold was removed, so she could watch the zapping and contorted struggles of the others.
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Wagers were settled, as the drinking ran on into the early afternoon. The whip-striped and red-nippled slaves were unchained and restored to their skimpy bikinis and monokini. They grilled, prepared, and served their Masters and Mistresses a late lunch. After cleaning up and the drinking resumed, Delira, Ebony and Slut were fed an indeterminable, mushy, brown stew, much like wet dog food out of a can, in dog bowls. Kelly, Carmen, and Tina groveled over leftovers thrown on the dirt path, without the use of their hands. Dexter and Mike worked to set up the two contests slated for the afternoon.

“Don, do you have an extension cord that will reach out to the beach handy?” Dexter asked.

“I do,” he responded. “Let me get it from the store. Anything else?”

“Nope, that should do it,” he replied.

Mike brought out, six wooden half-barrels, that were stored in their cottage’s shed. They looked like small oak casks that were cut right down the middle. When set on their flat, cut side, they were about a foot high at the curved peak. There was a one-inch, circle cutout on the top of each of the small barrels. He lined them up on the beach about ten feet from the chairs, spaced about four feet apart. Dexter was busy gathering vibrating dildos that would be fitted through the holes. They both worked to secure the dildos to the casks, as the others partied on. Don plugged one end of a long extension cord into an outlet on Dexter’s cottage and ran it to the beach. He connected the vibrators and buried the cord in the sand. He stepped back to inspect their work. From the chairs, you saw evenly placed, wooden half-barrels with a silicone cock sticking out of the top holes.

“That looks fun,” Quincy said to the group as they surveyed the sexual contraptions. The slaves did not dare comment or stare, but they gave the devices a couple of furtive side-eyes.

“Oh, it is fun!” Dexter exclaimed. “You guys ready?”

“As ready as ever,” Quincy said intrigued.

“Ok, lets gather round the wagering table,” he said. “Get your slaves far enough away, so they can’t hear us.”

The Masters ordered the six beauties to stand by the shoreline, out of earshot from the table. Then they gathered around the picnic table as Dexter brought them in close and whispered instructions. He asked some questions, to which he got definitive head nods. Once done, they resumed their drunken loudness, as they placed bets on the upcoming game.

The group motioned to the women on the shoreline to return, as they watched the curvy, tanned bunch sashay up the beach on the hot sand. They were told to stand behind a barrel. Masters and Mistresses were matched up with the slaves.

“The rules for this game are very simple,” Dexter said to the nervous women, as they stood by a dildo planted in a wooden cask. “Your mission is to fight to postpone a climax for as long as you can. The last one NOT to orgasm is the winner. Simple, right?” Dexter directed towards the slaves.

“Yes, Master,” came back nervously, in unison.

“Ok, Masters, bind their elbows and wrists behind them. Tight please. Then lube them up and impale them on these fun, little barrels,” Dexter instructed. Matt and Quincy went to work, first locking a padlock on the metal, wrist restraints of Kelly, Carmen, and Tina. All their elbows were pulled close together and bound with rope. Each slave spread their legs so their Master or Mistress could lube their vaginas. Pouring more lube onto the dildos, they guided their submissives to straddle the barrel and then lowered them slowly down the shaft. Once on their knees in the sand, the vibrating cock filled them to the hilt. They bound their ankles up and together behind their ass, restricting the use of their legs that were spread wide apart by the shape of the cask. They were now completely immovable and impaled on a vibrating dildo. Lastly, they were blindfolded to help focus their thoughts on what they were feeling, instead of any visual distractions.  

Everybody went back to sit in the chairs facing the naked, bound, penetrated slaves. Dexter motioned the standing partners to sit in a chair close to their charges. This was discussed at the betting table. If one of the women tried to cover up their climax, the appointed dominant was responsible for recognizing it and saying ‘she’s cumming’. The slaves were not aware that they were being closely scrutinized.

“Sex Slaves, the goal of this game is to last as long as you can without having a climax. When you can no longer hold it, you are free to have one by saying, ‘I’m cumming Master (or Mistress).’ That will drop you from winning the contest. The last one to cum will be the winner. A bit of advice for anyone who might try to cheat and pretend they did not have an orgasm. You will be severely punished, well beyond the planned consequences. Everybody with me?”

“Yes, Master,” in perfect unison. They were catching on.

Dexter hooked up a small electronic piece of equipment between the extension cord and the vibrators. It was a voltage regulator, much like a dimming switch, so the vibrators could be controlled smoothly on a sliding scale between off and full power. When he was done, he told anybody who wanted to refreshen their drinks, to do so now, as it would get more exciting by the minute. A couple of people did and when everyone was set, Dexter turned on the vibrators at a super-low intensity.

It did not happen right away, but eventually you could perceive slight movement from the captives. He kept the speed low for quite a long time. Efforts to relax were obvious and the onlookers watched with fascination. After a full five minutes at the lowest speed, Dexter bumped it up a notch. The slaves remained calm and tried not to think about the vibration in their pussies. If they did, it could start their own personal battle against climaxing, that once begun, there was no return.

It was not until he turned it up for the fourth time that it was passing the point where they could no longer meditate the force away. The audience could no longer hold back either. The jeers and whore-calling started. Ebony and Slut were the first ones to start squirming. They also were the first to breathe harder, which was audible to the other participants, even above the waves lapping the shore. The group effect was underway. Even if they tried to concentrate on anything other than the stimulation, hearing others breathing harder and faster had a way to break that focus. Naked breasts were now starting to heave, as their breathing became quicker and heavier. This was in a way the sweet spot. Matt and Quincy looked on with awe, as the line of impaled slaves fought their natural urges and performed a synchronized, naked-and-bound worm-dance.

One more notch up later, Ebony and Slut got closer to the edge. Both were trying so hard not to move but that was not working. All that was needed was a minuscule shift to force an unconscious hump on the barrel. They cried out together to get control of their bodies. It was fruitless as Slut fell over the edge and screamed, “I’m cumming Master!” That sent the whole line to a new level, as now all the women were squirming and gritting their teeth, as they tried to hold off the inevitable. “I’m cumming Master!” Ebony screamed next, which stimulated Tina to grind unconsciously, as she was being forced close to the edge, Dexter hit another notch up. Tina tried to stop all movement completely and abruptly, which worked momentarily. It backfired as her urge strengthened and overpowered her efforts to resist. “I’m coming Master!” Tina screamed, visibly shaking in climax. Dexter upped it to the full voltage as Kelly, Delira and Carmen all were gritting their teeth, looking like frozen statutes.  Unexpectantly, Slut screamed with her second orgasm, “I’m cumming again, Master!” That threw Carmen and Delira over the edge and they both cried, “I’m cumming Master,” in unison, leaving Kelly so red-faced and tense, they thought she might explode.

Dexter quickly turned off the vibrators and ordered Kelly to remain still until the explosive urge died down. Like a pro, she was able to keep her composure and not fall over the edge.

“Now that was more fun than a barrel of sluts!” Mistress Mona exclaimed, as she started a round of applause for the gasping captives.

‘Absolutely!” Matt chimed in.

“It’s going to be hard to top that,” Master Brent commented, as he rubbed his erection through his pants.

Blindfolds were removed from the sweating, crimson-colored, gasping slaves as they looked upon their applauding dominants. They smiled, bowed in acknowledgment, and collectively said, “Thank you Masters and Mistress” to the appreciative audience.
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The captives were removed from the ‘barrels of fun’ and were dressed back into their bikinis and monokini. It was challenging with their arms bound behind their backs, but the crafty doms figured it out. Kelly was allowed to stay put as her orgasmic yearnings faded.

“Congratulations Kelly! Impressive job,” Dexter exclaimed to the gathering. “To the victor goes the spoils,” Mistress Mona said, as she untied Kelly’s ankles and helped her off the shaft slowly. She untied her arms and waited till the pins-and-needles subsided. Mike and Don brought an interesting-looking chair from Dexter and Mike’s cottage. The modern-style chair was narrow in the seat and back. The padded back was permanently reclined at a 45-degree angle, with metal bars rounding out and forward to support armrests. The padded seat was extremely abbreviated and narrow. It had a slight bevel or hump in the center, so when sitting on it naked, your legs would spread open naturally, leaving your crotch in open air.

“How do you like our ‘blowjob’ chair?” Dexter asked no one in particular. “We had it designed and made by a friend back home in the States.”

“Looks very interesting and comfortable for its purpose,” Matt replied. “How long can you comfortably sit in it?”

Dexter looked and smiled at Mike, who blushed. “Oh, I have sat in it for quite a long time,” he replied, as laughter arose.

Dexter put the unique chair where the barrels were. Everyone moved their own chairs around to get a better view of the upcoming show. Kelly was freely walking about and could not take her eyes off the piece of sex furniture.

“Kelly, that is the victory seat. Your fellow competitors will line up on their knees to serve you. You can have each of these slut’s faces in your crotch for as long as you want and may cum at your pleasure. Multiple orgasms are not needed, but very much allowed. In what order would you like them arranged?” Dexter asked.

Kelly looked over the young curvy women as they stood in a line, tanned to the extreme, bound, and wearing their revealing suits. She studied them thinking about who she would like the best between her legs when she came. She thought that the older they were, the more experienced they were. Contrasted with the younger girls, who would not know as much, but had more energy and drive to please.

“Please put Carmen first, Ebony second, and Delira third. Slut goes next and Tina will finish the chain,” Kelly instructed decisively, surprising everyone. Not bad for a submissive. She knew what she liked.

The slaves were knelt down, configured as Kelly instructed in front of the unique chair. Kelly sat down and smiled. It was amazingly comfortable. The rest of the assembly found their own chairs after refreshing their drinks. Carmen was watching Kelly for a sign to approach. Kelly crooked her finger, motioning Carmen to advance. She did, sending her tits swaying while walking on her knees. When she was close, Kelly grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed her face into her pussy.

“Start out slow, bitch. You job is to warm me up,” Kelly commanded, much like a dominant. Carmen complied, as she slowly licked the top of Kelly’s soft labia. Gently she moved to stroke the insides of those folds, getting a wet reception. Kelly removed her hand from her head and let Carmen do the work. Kelly put her hands behind her head, as Carmen slowly deepened her dive and brushed her clit as it peeked out. She moved her tongue side-to-side over the top of that little bud, eliciting a soft moan from the victor. She pushed Carmen’s head away briskly, as she was still in a highly stimulated state from the contest. She let Carmen lick and suck on the insides of her thighs instead, until she said, “next.” Carmen moved out of the way and knelt in attention by her side.

Ebony was summoned and knelt before her with enchanted eyes. Kelly looked down and thoroughly enjoyed the young woman with those bright eyes searching her own, while licking her pussy. Kelly grabbed her hair on both sides of her head, and laid the beautiful long, black locks over her legs. What a thrilling sight it made, as the girl lapped at her wet folds. “Next.”

Delira approached and put one of her large breasts onto Kelly’s lap. She navigated the ample flesh against the wet, sloppy mess between her legs. Kelly watched without interfering. She switched tits and duplicated the maneuver, before putting her warm mouth over Kelly’s entire vagina.

“I want you to get me off, you sneaky little cunt,” Kelly commanded. Delira understood her instructions and attacked the little bud with a strong and forceful tongue. Kelly shifted in the amazing seat, as she came to the edge in seconds. “AAaaaauugh!” Kelly screamed, as she finally exploded from her frustrated state. She squeezed Delira’s head with her thighs, grabbing with both hands onto her thick mane of auburn hair. When her spasms abated, she gently pushed Delira away and called out, “Next!”

Slut moved in with a look on her face that supported her namesake. Kelly needed to come again and soon. The young blonde smashed her mouth into Kelly’s cavern, tongue out and straight. “Whoa, take it easy” she told the inexperienced pussy-eater. Slut eased back but furiously slurped at the flowing juices. Kelly looked down at her, watching her bright smile and eager eyes, as she licked at her soaking wet pussy. She raced to the edge rapidly. “Next!” she cried not really wanting to see her go.

Tina was up next, and she looked forward to getting her friend off. It had been a tough but exciting three weeks. The fact that Kelly put her last, meant she liked her. She would try her best to please this woman that she looked up to.

“Start slow and stay slow, until I cum again, Tina,” Kelly directed. She was so happy that Tina was here with her. They had just known each other for a short six months, but had grown in ways that benefitted both of them. “That’s it, nice and slow. Oh my god, that feels good!” Kelly cried out, as she watched her young friend look up at her with a busy tongue. Tina did not change her pace and that was plenty for Kelly to experience a second heart-stopping orgasm. “AAaaaauugghhh!” Kelly screamed, as she came with such force, that she squirted. The warm liquid coated Tina’s face, who did not even close her eyes. They exchanged looks creating a deep, warm connection.
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“And now for the finale!” Dexter shouted when they left the wagering table, now quite drunk. They walked back, and some stumbled, to their chairs where the action took place. The slaves awaited their unknown fate on their knees with their arms still bound tightly behind them. Kelly had her arms retied behind her, before she joined the rest of the bound assembly on their knees.

“This will be the quickest game of the day…hopefully,” Dexter said looking at the naked, kneeling sextet. “I have in my hand, cards numbered 1-6. He does too,” pointing to Mike, as he waved them for everybody to see. “I will call out six names and if they would please grab a folding chair, take it out to the beach, and face it back towards us.”

Everybody nodded and looked around at each other. They wondered if getting called was a good thing.

“Master Matt.”

“Master Brent.”

“Master Quincy.”

“Mike.”

“Don.”

“Dexter…oh, yeah, me,” he chuckled. Everybody got a good laugh. “Mona, would you mind taking over since I am now a participant?”

“Sure, no problem,” the tall dominatrix replied. “Mike, could you hand your cards to Mistress Morgan and grab me a bullwhip to start the contest.” Mike obliged before grabbing a folding chair. “Dex, I’ll take your cards,” she said, as he accommodated her.

The six guys called sat down in their chairs wondering what came next. Mistress Morgan waited till they were all sitting, before asking each one to raise their ass, as she slipped a card between the chair and their butts. Mistress Mona shuffled her cards and went up to each bound, kneeling captive and placed a card in their mouth upside down.

“We are now ready to start the final game. The rule is simple. Whoever makes the man they are paired with come first is the winner. The proof will be the load splattered on the best cock-sucker’s face,” Mona explained, as the guys squirmed in the simple, armless, folding chairs.

The game was all but simple. If a slave was dealt a gay guy, which there were two of, the effort needed to be spent was greater. It was possible for them to get off, but it was not like they would be excited, unless the physical contact worked it’s magic. Hopefully for the slave, their gay match-up would close their eyes and imagine…well…whatever.

Tina knelt and thought about what may happen. She did not know whose cock she would be sucking. It was so raw and so…slutty. She was so excited and really did not understand why. It did not really matter though, as it was going to happen if she liked it or not. It was exactly that, she realized, which got her so sexually stimulated. The beauty of being submissive was completely letting go of anything you thought might be proper. By doing that, you would open your own world to new and exciting possibilities.

“Let’s start the matching,” Mona announced. Tina felt a shiver run up her spine. “I would like the gentlemen in the hot seats to remove your shorts and secretively look at the card under your ass. When your number is called, raise your hand.”

The men stripped their pants off, looked at their card, and quickly sat on it.

“Now, for the ladies, and I use that term loosely, I will go one-by-one, and they will announce their numbers. They will immediately go to their match and kneel before them,” Mona explained. She went to Ebony who was first in line and took the card from her mouth and showed her. Ebony called out three. Matt raised his hand, and she walked over and knelt before him. Carmen was next and she proclaimed four. Quincy quickly raised his hand in anticipation. Mona pulled the card from Slut’s mouth and the submissive called out one. Mike raised his hand, and she moved to kneel at his feet.

“Okay, just three more,” Mona said. She pulled the card from Delira’s mouth and showed her.

“Six,” Delira said, and Don raised his hand.

Mistress Mona stood in front of Kelly and pulled the card from her mouth. “Two,” she said, as Dexter raised his hand. Tina was last and her number matched Master Brent, who seemed pleased.

Mona surveyed the men sitting in front of kneeling, naked, bound, and hungry slaves, whose mouths were parted and lips swiped with wet tongues. She unconsciously rubbed her crotch in anticipation.

“On your mark, set, SUCK, you filthy whores!” she cried, as she cracked the long bullwhip.

Tina looked Master Brent in the eyes before touching his cock. She knew that men liked a personal connection before sex. He smiled back at her, as her mouth enveloped his large member. Instead of continuing like everybody else, she knelt up and forced her huge tits onto his lap. His rock-hard cock pushed its way through the cleavage of the massive flesh. When it reached the surface, Tina bent her head down, as she teased and licked the tip. Master Brent leaned back and let out an enormous gasp. Not caring or wondering about her competition, Tina attacked the large cock in front of her. She pushed her head forward as far and fast as she could, retreating and diving down again. Letting his cock hit the back of her throat was not enough for her, so she relaxed as best she could and rammed it hard into her throat and maintained the pressure instead of pulling back. The effort worked as his cock slid into her tight throat. Being one of the smallest in the group made her passageway one of the narrowest. He grabbed the seat of the chair as she worked him ruthlessly. In a few minutes, he yelled “I’m coming.” He pulled it out and aimed at her forehead. His load splattered her face dead center with force and quantity. She looked up as his cum dripped off her eyebrows onto her nose and cheeks, flowing slowly down her face and dribbled off her jawline and chin onto her heaving breasts. She smiled in gratitude for his quick work. He looked at her in pure amazement. She had skills!

“We have a winner!” Mona exclaimed. “But do not let that stop you. Continue your cock-sucking until every Master is satisfied.”

The sex slaves worked and strived to keep their drunk Masters engaged. It went well as all of them finished, including the gay guys who as noted before, kept their eyes closed and relished the physical stimulation.

Mona helped Tina stand up and removed her ropes, before sitting her down on the blow-job chair. Tina was exhausted and did not even notice the load of cum on her. She just rested her arms on the armrests and waited.

As according to plan, each of the slaves' arms were untied and directed to Tina. Nobody was allowed to wipe the cum away from their faces or tits. They slowly converged on her, rubbed, mouthed, and kissed the semi-prone, naked body of Tina. Kelly stood over her and kissed her parted mouth, combining the remains of Master Brent’s and Dexter’s cum as they tussled with their tongues without abandon. Delira rubbed her huge, cum-covered boobs on Tina’s, both heaving and breathing heavily. Carmen went down on her and flicked her clit, lubricated by the male juices from her excursions. Sliding under the chair, Slut wiggled her way till her tongue parted Tina’s ass cheeks and stabbed at her sensitive hole. Tina squirmed uncontrollably as Ebony held her right arm down and sucked on her fingers, while Carmen held her left wrist.

Tina tried to cry out, but was muffled by a mouth, enveloping hers. In unabated ecstasy, she came repeatedly, wrapped in hot, slimy mouths, tits, and hands. Her own mouth, vagina and butthole were savagely probed and filled simultaneously. She lost count of her orgasms, as her friends and fellow prisoners ravaged her helpless body. She felt like she was floating on air, unable to concentrate on a single thing.

“Time to come back to earth,” Mona whispered into Tina’s ear, as she came out of her personal sub-space. Feeling like she slept for two years, her relaxed body and mind gently awakened. Kelly, Carmen, Slut, Ebony, and Delira surrounded her as she rested in the blow-job chair. She just experienced an event of a lifetime. She smiled weakly as each of them, who caressed her lightly. The sun was setting and the whole group helped her to her feet. Not realizing she was still covered in cum, she hugged everyone in the entire group.

“Let’s get you gathered up and head back to the house,” Matt said, clipping a leash onto her collar. She acquiesced and quite literally followed his lead.         
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Breakfast was prepared with a healthier, island flare. The slaves mixed berries, plain white yogurt, and granola instead of the usual hot pancakes or eggs and bacon. Pineapple, orange, and cranberry juices were combined and placed in a carafe, chilling in a bucket of ice on the small breakfast table. Kelly, Carmen, and Tina knelt on the hard, stone-tiled floor of the outdoor deck by their Masters, waiting diligently for a nod to get more coffee or pour more juice. They looked amazing wearing their usual sheer, white, string bikinis that were a size too small, contrasted with their dark, brown bodies, without a trace of tan-lines. Staked out almost every day on an open beach and turned every two hours, their hair was bleached by the three weeks in the blazing tropical sun. Tina’s thick, long, luscious, blonde hair was almost white and with her darkened skin, she looked like she had lived on a beach for years. Carmen and Kelly’s brown hair resembled dirty blonde now, making them look healthier and sexier.

Quincy rose and retrieved three padlocks from the duffle bag. He attached one to each of the kneeling slaves, locking their wrists behind their backs. They were positioned in a circle on the deck, like every morning, but this time they were placed much closer together. Their knees almost touched. Matt then scraped the remains of his parfait onto the floor in the middle. It splashed on the stone floor and onto their legs. Quincy went back into the kitchen and brought out the large tub of plain yogurt that he mixed. He simply turned it upside down in the middle of them and it splattered like a spray of white primer from a dropped quart of paint. It splashed all over the kneeling, bound submissives, bespeckling their dark bodies with white, dripping strands and splotches. He dropped a couple of handfuls of raspberries, blueberries, and blackberries into the mound of yogurt. Most of them stuck, but a few rolled away, making for a more difficult cleanup later.

“You are to eat everything in front of you and make sure to use those talented tongues of yours to polish this floor until it is spotless. Your bodies and faces should be immaculate too. Use each other’s tongues for that,” Matt commanded.

“Yes, Master,” the subs replied, in practiced unison.

“We’re hopping in the shower and will be back to unlock your wrists when we’re finished,” he continued.

The trio had to take turns, so they would not bump heads. Eventually the heap grew smaller as it was devoured. They all scooted away from the circle to retrieve the runaway berries, before starting the arduous process of licking the stone floor clean. It was more difficult with their wrists bound behind their backs, forcing them into awkward positions, to get a good swipe at the mess with their outstretched tongues. The white yogurt did not come up easy as past mornings, so multiple slurps were necessary. When every white streak, drop and dirt spec was licked up and swallowed, they scooted up close together. In daisy-chain fashion, the women lapped at each other’s faces, legs, and bodies to clean every mark the splashed yogurt made. Matt and Quincy peeked out to watch the mass of soft, female flesh entangle and entwine, as they wrestled into position to clean each other. The girls were giggling during the activity.

“May I speak, Master,” Kelly called out to the men when they came back.

“Yes,” Quincy called back.

“We are done, Master,” she replied.

“Be right out,” he said. They donned tight t-shirts and snug swimsuits. Quincy unlocked the girls' wrists and hung the padlock onto the ring of their collars, unlocked.

“Since it was so intense yesterday, you will be free to do what you want at the beach today. That means you will not be bound and free to relax by yourself or interact with whomever you want,” Matt instructed as he slapped Kelly on her ass. She smiled to imply thank you. “Keep the padlocks unlocked on your collars in case someone wants to play with you. You are free to roam, but not to disobey a Master.” 

“Yes, Master,” Kelly said first, followed by her fellow subs.

The two men and three women went out to the beach, where other residents were already sunning themselves on beach towels or lounge chairs. Matt and Quincy pulled up chaise loungers and put them in the sand. Quincy ripped off his tight shirt as Carmen noticed. He looked at her and crooked his finger, motioning her to come over.

“Yes, Master,” she replied to the non-verbal command. She went to him, and he handed her a bottle of sunscreen oil, which she spread liberally onto his muscular chest, arms and back. She was rubbing it on his thighs when she noticed his bulge stir. She looked at him to find him smirking at her. He simply waved her away when she was done.

Carmen, Kelly, and Tina brought flat cots out on the beach to sunbathe. Carmen put hers where she could get an unobstructed view of Quincy. He was so hot. His body was shiny after being oiled and when he moved, she felt a stirring in her loins. She laid on her side to watch him, as he relaxed. Whenever he opened his eyes for a second, she quickly closed hers. It was like a game of tag. She fell asleep.

In about an hour or so, Carmen woke and glanced over to see Quincy stretching and rubbing his penis, noticing it was morphing into a stubby. He laid on his back, which created a mound on his lap. He glistened from the mixture of sweat and oil. She quickly decided that she wanted some. Not being shy, she strolled over to him and knelt on the chaise lounge chair between his legs. She softly stroked the mound of interest. He opened his eyes and did nothing. So, it was in her court. She continued lightly rubbing his crotch with one hand while searching his slick, chiseled, black body for subtle flexing. He watched without any expression on his face while she massaged his sun-warmed body. Putting his hands behind his head, he thought that if she wanted it, she would need to work for it. Her strong hands, built from years of massaging customers, roamed while her own sex became inflamed. She pulled his shorts down and watched his erection spring up to life. With one hand stroking it, she pulled at the ties on her bikini. It came off easily and fell to the hot sand. Using two hands now to stroke his cock, she parted her lips and gobbled it up. With practiced experience she forced his over-sized shaft down her gullet. He moaned in sudden gasps as the underside of the tip of his cock was stroked on the way into her tight throat. Pumping a few times brought Quincy out of his slumber. He started to buck as he stabbed at her head using his hips. Carmen’s libido increased very quickly, as she pulled off his cock and straddled his leg, stroking her bare pussy on one of his hard thighs. Her clit was totally engaged, as she lifted her body onto his stiffened cock and embraced his hardness with her softness. She found a footing for her knees beside him and planted her hands on his heaving chest. She bounced and pumped his prick with her hips. Attempting to make contact between her clit and his cock, she leaned forward, smashing her tits into his oiled, slippery chest. In that position she was stroking her clit at the same time he was being siphoned for his sperm. Tina had been watching Carmen attack him and was amazed at how strong she was and how hard she was fucking him. It was as if she was raping him.

“AAaaagghh!” Carmen screamed, holding her head up, as the wave of orgasm swept over her.

“Fuuuuuck!” Quincy yelled, as he came into her soaking-wet canal. Before shooting his entire load into her, she pulled off him and watched him spurt the rest up into the air. Dripping with cum, she squeezed her pussy, allowing most of his load to dribble on his exposed pulsating cock. She wiped her pussy lips on his thigh, before going down to clean it up. Quincy continued to hold his hands behind his head as Carmen used her plump lips and tongue to gently lick his cock and the area around it, till it was as clean as the breakfast floor.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, helping him pull his shorts back up. “Can I get you anything?”

“Yes, a nice cold can of beer,” he replied.

“Yes, Master,” she said, as she picked up her bikini strings and made her way to the ice cooler.

Tina was watching in amazement at how Carmen just took control and did what she wanted. She was getting so horny that she rubbed her pussy through her bikini bottom. She was startled by a looming figure over her. Mistress Mona was blocking the sun with large, uplifted tits in her signature, black, leather, bikini top. She was holding a long bullwhip.
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“Follow me,” Mistress Mona demanded.

“Yes Mistress,” Tina yelped. She jumped off the flat cot and followed the dominatrix to a place in the shade under a large tree, just off to the side of the path by the beach.

“Put your wrists together over your head,” she commanded. Tina did and she grabbed them in one hand and led her to a spot just a couple of feet away.

“Yes, Mistress,” Tina replied a little late.

Mona unhooked the padlock from Tina’s collar, locked her wrist restraints together, kept the lock open, and pulled her arms up. She locked the same padlock to a metal ring, tied by a rope hanging from a large branch of the tree. Like the outdoor shower, the branch was thick and grew at an angle keeping it close to the ground, but strong to hold a captive in place. Mona removed the long, thin, nasty bullwhip from around her shoulder and let it unwind. She flicked it, sending a spray of loose sand flying. She brought the frightening instrument over to Tina and shoved the leather handle into her mouth. She clenched down like her life depended on it. Mona grabbed the rope that hung near the ring Tina was attached to. She tugged on it and Tina was raised by her wrists. She kept pulling on the rope until Tina was practically hanging, with just her toes in the sand. Mona tied the rope off on a cleat attached to the branch. She went back and removed the whip from her mouth.

The mistress stood holding the whip, as she perused her prey. She untied each side of her bikini top and bottom, and the little patches of sheer material fell off her body. “You’re such a tasty little morsel,” she complemented.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she replied. Tina danced on her toes trying to find a better foothold without success. What she did find, though, was that the inside of her thighs was wet. Real wet. Her juices were flowing freely, and she was yet to be touched.

The long whip strand circled her waist and bit her stomach on the first lash. “OOooouh!” The second enwrapped her hips and bit her ass cheek. The third was perfectly placed, circling her breasts and stinging her left nipple on the second wrap-around. “AAaaooouch!” It was like a dart thrown to the center of her little erect bud. Damn, she was good with that weapon. Tina squeezed her thighs together like she did when she was watching Carmen and Quincy going at it. How could this be the same thing, she wondered, as the next lash whistled and cut? Mona lashed out again, but instead of waiting and letting the whip strand unwrap and fall, she yanked back hard. The movement sent Tina whirling in a circle, twisting the rope, and raising her toes off the sand. When the momentum stopped, she reversed and twirled back the other way. Her skin burned and stung as the whip lashed out, spinning her like a top. Tina looked down and was surprised that the thrashing was not leaving red whip marks. Her tan masked them.

“Ooh, I could just eat you up!” Mona exclaimed, as she wrapped the bullwhip into a loop and set it aside. She came over and looked Tina in the eyes, closed hers, and went in for an intimate kiss. Tina gladly returned the favor, as their tongue’s squirmed and writhed in each other’s mouths. Mona felt powerful as Tina squirmed in her embrace. Her leather bikini’s studded edges scraped the tenderized skin of her captive. She dropped her hand to Tina’s soaking wet pussy and was pleasantly surprised. She then realized what she must do.

Tina hung helplessly, hoping that her tormentor would touch her pussy again. She was so sexually stimulated and unable to do anything about it. Mona returned with a small whip in her hand. It was only about 18” long and had a dozen strands of thin leather. She approached Tina and grabbed one of her heavy breasts with her left hand. She squeezed and mashed the contorted flesh, before letting go and seizing the other one, doing the same. Tina whimpered and Mona struck out at her hair covered back. She groaned louder, knowing she could not pull away from the whiplash, because of the way Mona was holding her in place with her tit.

“How’s this?” Mona asked, as she lowered her left hand off her boob to thrust her finger between her saturated, pussy folds.

“Wonderful Mistress, ooouuuh,” Tina replied, moaning.

Mona experimented looking for the perfect combination of pleasure and pain that the horny, sex toy needed, as she amused herself at Tina’s expense. Starting off with a vicious lash to her ass, she quickly flicked her finger across the head of Tina’s clit, as it peeked out from under the hood. She repeated the flogging and fingering again and saw Tina’s reaction. Mona got into a rhythm that had Tina sobbing from the thrashing of the whip and bucking from the wet hand of her tormentor at the same time.

“May I cum, Mistress?” Tina cried out.

“No.”

“Yes Mistress,” Tina answered as she fought the incredible urge. Mona continued to lash and flick at an even pace. It was getting increasingly hard to hold back. 
 

“May I pleeease cum, Mistress, PLEASE!” she tried again in seconds. This time tears were flowing down her face, as she gritted her teeth in an effort not to fall over the edge.

“Mmm, what to do?” the sadistic tormentor said evenly.
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Tina woke to muffled voices in the living room. The previous night came back to her slowly, as she went to rub her eyes but could not. Both of her wrists were chained to the headboard above her head. Her arms were numb but painless. They stayed that way until she tried to move. Pins and needles ripped through her arms like lightening. She stayed still as possible, as the normal physiology of blood flowing through her blood vessels tormented her. The memory of why she was bound that way came back to her. She squeezed her thighs together and realized the desire never left, even after a night of fitful, restless sleep. The sexual longing continued well after Mistress Mona left her alone, craving release, hanging from that tree branch. Those voices she was listening to seemed familiar, but she could not place them. They were too subdued. She was going to call out and ask for permission to speak, but something in the back of her head told her not to. Be patient. It was now close to the end of the three weeks that her original, planned vacation was supposed to end. She had initially tried to count the days, but lost track in the sexually charged environment. Instead, she reminisced, which did not help the situation down there. She could not touch herself, so she compressed her thighs together, which only extended the urge. She wondered what Mark and the guys were up to and if they were safe. She hoped so, like she, Kelly, and Carmen were. Obviously, they were in a comparable situation based on what she saw with her own eyes. If Mistress Mona were controlling them, though, they would be in worse shape. Mona was tough. She knew Mark was not submissive, so his treatment would be exceptionally difficult. Her mind wandered and for the first time she considered what had happened over the last three weeks, in a big picture kind of way. She was so focused on the present, obeying and experiencing, that she pushed away any thoughts of the future. Would she be doing this the rest of her life? Now that thought was not as scary as she remembered when she was first kidnapped. She was grateful knowing she was with friends and did not have to experience it on her own, but there were times she honestly hoped it would continue. The pain was real. Her captivity was real. Her sexual highs were also very real. Earlier before the vacation, when she was playing with Mark as his sexual submissive, it was fun. She did not even mind it when he got a little rough. She was initially surprised by the more intense orgasms she had when the play increased in force, but now she knew why. She imagined herself stuck on this island as a sexual submissive forever. The thought made her smile. The stress of life and work at home was replaced by the mental and physical stress of bondage and pain. The difference was clear to her. Here she became sexually stimulated from it, while at home she just grew more stressed and had to find ways to relieve it.

The voices gathered volume but were still incoherent, which broke her train of thought. What was going on out there? The crescendo built until a hush fell over the group. Moments later, her door opened and Matt appeared. He sported creased, white, linen shorts and a wrinkle-free polo shirt.

“Time to get up,” he said. Unchaining her wrists from the headboard, he helped her off the bed and into her usual white sheer bikini. She fought the urge to ask him about the voices. “I need to bind you this morning,” he said. “When you leave this room, you are not, and I mean NOT, to speak under any circumstance,” he emphasized.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, as her anxiety grew.

Pulling her arms together behind her back, he wrapped a length of rope around her elbows and cinched them tight. Her heavy tits were unencumbered by the tiny string bikini top and swayed easily. “Don’t be scared, but I need to cover your head for a few minutes,” he said, as he pulled a black, satin, hole-less, gimp hood out of his pocket. He pulled it over her head, darkened her world, and escorted her out of the room by her upper arm. Even though it was quiet, she sensed people, as she walked into the living room. She walked a few steps before Matt grabbed her other arm and gently pushed her down to her knees. She knelt up straight and waited for a few breathes, until she felt the hood pulled off her head quickly.

She sucked in a huge breath, eyes wide!!
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The living room was full of recognizable people. All the residents were there. Sam, Tom, and Mark were also there! The three of them were sitting in chairs in front of her. Sam was on the left, with Kelly kneeling at his feet. Tom was on the right, with Carmen kneeling between his legs. Mark was alone in his chair and held a metal collar in his hand.

He stood up and went to his kneeling girlfriend, hovering over her and proclaimed, “Will you submit your body and mind to me and wear my collar, Tina?”

Tina stared at him in shock. Her sight grew fuzzy and white around the edges but dissipated soon. She looked around the room and saw everybody staring directly at her. Was this a marriage proposal of some kind. It felt like it. She had only known Mark for a few months and was going to get to know him better on this long vacation, that was before she was taken. Was she really taken? Her mind spun out of control. Mark moved closer and showed her the etching on each side of O-ring in the center of the shiny, stainless-steel collar.

Property of Master Mark Stone / Do not touch without permission

The implications could not be any clearer. Was the entire three weeks a setup? Was he asking her to be his possession, to use as he wanted. How would that affect her life? Who was he really? The questions swirled in her head, completely out of control, and everybody in the room knew it. It was an all-embracing mind-fuck. No, not just that, she was physically fucked and abused over the last few weeks too. He wanted her. He wanted to own her.

This felt like a Soul Fuck. 

[image: A black whip with long black leather flogging  Description automatically generated]

You could have heard a pin drop in the room, but all you heard was Tina breathing heavily. Understanding the situation better than anyone in the room, Mark got down on one knee in front of her and said, “Of course you cannot respond. You have a million questions. Look over at your friends for a minute.”

She did and saw something that just raised more questions. Both had all their shackles, collar and gauze wraps removed. They knelt by their partners with the widest smiles she has ever seen on their faces, as they lightly caressed their Masters legs. They wore customized collars, different from the ones they had worn for the last three weeks. The tan lines around their wrists, ankles and neck were extreme. White on deep brown. As on cue, they glanced at each other and brought their heads down and licked the dressy, casual shoes of the men they loved. They did it with affection without orders. The difference was striking.

“You will have the entire day today to ask any and all questions of your friends about their lives as sex slaves,” Mark explained. “They had said ‘I will, Master’ to that very question I just asked you years ago. Carmen and Kelly will be able to explain what it is like and help you formulate proper questions for me in the process. Tomorrow, you, and I will discuss all your concerns.” Mark leaned in towards Tina and gave her a loving, intimate kiss. “And only after that happens will you be able to accept or reject my proposal. No is a perfectly acceptable choice. Once you are prepared, I will ask you again in front of all these witnesses tomorrow night.” The group took that as a cue and waved good-bye and hugged each other on their way out, after experiencing Tina’s ‘Soul Fuck.’

Mark, along with Sam and Tom moved to the front door as Matt and Quincy went to their respective bedrooms. The room was empty except for Tina, Carmen, and Kelly. They untied Tina’s arms, called Matt to unlock her collar and restraints, and unwound the gauze. They were all naked except for the collars on Carmen and Kelly. Their collars were different, as each was given to them by their own Master. They examined each other, focusing on the stark contrast of the tan lines. Kelly and Carmen met eyes and burst out in a girlish giggle. Tina did not, as anxiety seeped in. Explaining it to people at work would become quite interesting. Kelly especially, who had a staff and an important presence in her company. It became truly clear to them that the black gauze was not for protection, but to remind them of their place for a long time after the holiday. Every question from a customer or vendor would bring them back to the island. Their Masters were ingenious. They planned it that way to keep their submissives horny. It would be next to impossible to cover the light rings, especially the neck one. Tans do not fade for months, especially deep, dark ones like they had. Any explanation other than the truth would be met with skepticism. The two older experienced slaves knew the best way to handle it. They would laugh it off, not comment, and let whoever was asking to come to their own conclusions.

Tina had more important things to think about. “So, you both knew ahead of time about this whole escapade to Captivity Cove?” she asked.

“We did know that we were going to a private island, like initially discussed, but didn’t know any of the details, except that we would be held captive and forced to obey,” Kelly answered. “Let’s get dressed and meet back here.”

“Dressed?” Tina asked wide-eyed.

“Of course, go back to your room. You will find your suitcase. Pick something out and we will make some brunch for ourselves and dig in before playing 20 questions,” Kelly replied. The three subs dressed in normal shorts, tank tops, and flip-flops. They prepared and ate their eggs and hash browns off plates with utensils on the table. Tina was still in a kind of shock, as they sat and laughed at the antics of the residents and what they were forced to do. The ‘remember when’ moments came rapid fire.

“Were Matt and Quincy hired by our guys?” she asked first.

“Yep, they are regulars at the Kink Studio. You have not been there yet, but Sam and Tom bring us along sometimes to show us off or teach us a public lesson.” Kelly laughed.

“I specifically asked for Quincy, and my Master obliged,” Carmen commented. “He’s so hot!”

“So you guys are really sex slaves for Tom and Sam?” Tina asked.

“Yep, it has been one hell of a ride!” Carmen exclaimed. She had been owned by Tom for five years, unlike Kelly who had done it for much longer.

“Are you like always a slave and how does that affect your work and family?” Tina asked.

“We both negotiated up front, when and for how long, we would assume the role-playing,” Kelly started. “We review it every year because life changes. Each of us have different schedules, but you would negotiate with Mark on when you play your parts. Sam and I recently agreed to three out of four weekends that are scheduled in advance. We start at 6pm on Friday and end 6am on Monday morning. We also schedule a long trip each year playing our Master and slave games. This year, it was three weeks to a secluded island!” she exclaimed, to the chuckling of the group.

“We do the same, although it is every weekend. I insist on it,” Carmen smiled. The vacation this year was new for us, but we had an ulterior motive,” she explained.

“And what was that?” Tina asked.

Carmen looked at Kelly and they decided, without saying a word, that Carmen would explain. “Mark has been a dear friend of ours for a long time. I knew him well before I met Tom. Mark is such a kind and loving man that he gets manipulated easily. With his looks and money, the cougars, tigers, and who else knows, comes sniffing. The fact that he is not an asshole makes him the prey, even though he is dominant in his sex life. We joke about all his girlfriends, but we are the ones that cause his breakups at times. The last couple of women he dated lied, used him, and as his friends, we felt we should intervene by exposing them. He was unhappy in those relationships but did not realize why. He thought he was the problem. He broke up with them only after he tested our observations for himself. He eventually saw that we were right and parted ways. I guess this would be the right time for us to divulge, right Kelly?” Carmen asked, glancing at Kelly who nodded. “We wanted to find out about you, Tina. Were you just placating his needs for Master and slave games? Was it something you were just ‘getting through,’ only to reject it once you got him to marry you? Or were you truly submissive?”

Kelly chimed in, “we found out the answer to that one. You really enjoyed what was happening to you. You have shown that you have a need to please and submit. We both really like you Tina, and we hope that you make the decision to wear his collar for our own selfish reasons. We both like spending time with you.”

Tina blushed, got up, and hugged each of them. She told her friends that she would not have had the same experience if it was not for them. Seeing others go through the same experiences opened her eyes and made it more palatable.

“Why didn’t Mark just ask me to do this up front?” Tina wondered.

“Great question. Mark was initially going to do just that. It was Carmen’s idea to keep it a secret. Without the fake kidnapping and later treatment, would you have done the same things voluntarily?” Kelly asked.

“You’re right, I would have never agreed to the events we experienced,” Tina answered. “But then, I would not have found out that I enjoyed the total submission and excesses. It really turned me on. Brilliant move, Carmen,” she said grinning.

“Anything else?” asked Carmen, who blushed slightly at the compliment. “Realize that if anything went wrong, the game we were playing would have been stopped immediately.”

“So, when Mark and I do this role-playing, how am I supposed to act? Can I just shut a situation down if I am not in the mood or whatever?” she asked.

“Wow, great question again, Tina,” Kelly responded. “That is why we planned this get-away. To show you how you need to act, instead of just telling you. When existing as his slave, you are owned and have no rights. You must trust him not to hurt you severely or permanently in any physical or mental way. You need to act like you have been purchased as an object to play with; however he likes. You never resist his authority or orders. Mark is fragile. Trying to manipulate a situation to avoid something uncomfortable for yourself would hurt him. The same goes for trying to influence a scene to meet your own needs. Mark will take care of those if you just wait. Or tell him what you need when you are not in your role-playing time. Do you understand? This is really important. If you cannot do that, say no tomorrow and spare him,” she explained emotionally. She was aware of what controlling subs can do to their Masters.

“Yes, I understand. So, I perform like I have already done over these last three weeks. When we are in role, I need to portray I have been held against my will and can do nothing about it. Correct?” she asked.

“Exactly,” Kelly replied. “If you say ‘I will’ tomorrow in front of all the witnesses, make sure you want it and are willing to make the effort every time you play. It is the same as having sex with a vanilla partner. It is sex. It is more complicated and does physically and mentally hurt. It can be hard and anxiety-producing at times. You will be horny a lot, and it will last a lot longer than a twenty-minute roll-in-the-hay. It can be fulfilling beyond anything you imaged. It is what will keep the two of you in a loving relationship,” Kelly explained, as she became emotional. She was so much in love with her own Master and was describing her relationship. She loved Sam.

After a short interlude of silence, Tina asked a couple of last questions. “What if Mark changes? What if he turns into an asshole and disrespects me? Abandons me?”

“Then it is like any other relationship. You walk away. Owning someone is mutually agreed upon by adults who take responsibility. Anything other than that is toxic,” Kelly finished.

The three women sat and sipped their Mimosas, thinking hard about anything they may have missed. They were sure they did, but being friends opened the door to constant communication, no matter how things changed.   
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Tina had difficulty sleeping that night but woke to a light rapping on her door. “Come in,” she called out.

Mark peeked in first, then entered when Tina waved him over. She normally slept in the nude at home, so here was no different. Mark sat on the edge of the bed while Tina sat up, exposing her rounded breasts. He leaned in and gave her a lingering kiss that neither one wanted to part away from. When he finally pulled away, he seemed almost sheepish. She had never seen this side of him that her friends were just talking about. It was staring her right in the face. He had a gentle, loving side to him.

“So did you pick their brains dry yesterday?” he asked.

“Absolutely and they contributed more than I could have ever thought of on my own,” she answered.

“So what concerns do you have?” Mark asked.

“Actually, I don’t have any, other than logistics,” she replied smiling.

“Really?” he asked, very much surprised. He was expecting a long difficult discussion that could of went either way. He had lied to her by omission. He had her bound and tortured without her consent. Fortunately, he knew her well enough to chance it and his friends were with her constantly. There were stipulations in place in case it became a problem. He was surprised, though, at how much she did like it. “I was watching from afar for the most part. The scenes with Mona over our naked, bound bodies were set up to keep you from dwelling on our safety too much. The three of us roomed in the three apartments next to the house since Matt and Quincy stayed with the three of you at the house.”

“Yes, really, my sex-slave friends were extremely detailed,” she said demurely. “Did you like watching?”

“Who said I just watched. Remember that night you were bound standing and blindfolded on the beach? With all those hands on you, there was no way you could have known whose they were. It was me at times,” he admitted. “And do not forget the night in the stocks. I really had an exciting time with you that night!” he exclaimed. “Most of the time, though, I was watching. Watching you submit was so damn exciting!”

“Wow, you are just full of surprises!” she exclaimed. She spent a few minutes thinking about the time she was bound standing at the beach at sundown, the overnight stay in the stocks, and felt a wave of thrill spread in her body. She moved over to Mark, embraced him with her naked body, lips met lips, and tongues tangled.

“So what times would you like to schedule? We can go slow at first if you want,” Mark asked.

“How about 24/7?” she countered, as his eyes widened.

“I do not think that would work for me. I could not be that creative. I sure do not want it to get stale,” he answered.

“So, what would you like?” Tina asked.

“How about one week a month to start?” he tried.

“Ok, how about one week a month and every weekend?” she countered.

“That would work,” he said, happy with the outcome.

They shook on it, sealed with a kiss, before he got up and headed for the door. He turned around before leaving and said, “FYI, there is going to be a reception after the ceremony. Oh, and another thing, so you are not surprised, when sex slaves get collared, they are named by their Masters. Kelly’s slave name is Lai and Carmen’s is Kitty. Those are the names they use when role-playing, no matter where. That did not happen these last three weeks because of the deceptive nature of the holiday.”

“Interesting. So, what do I say to my friends and co-workers about the tan lines,” she asked grinning.

“That’s your problem,” he replied, staring at the bands of white that screamed out against her darkly tanned body. “Tell them whatever you want,” he said, thinking about the uncomfortable explanations she would have to come up with. It turned him on, just like he planned.

She gave him a thumbs up and let him watch her jiggling boobs, as she headed to the bathroom.

Matt came by a little later and knocked on Tina’s door, as she was drying herself off. She told him to come in, as she wrapped the towel around her. It felt odd.

“The ceremony will start at 6. You do not have to do anything but show up. I will stop by a quarter to. Be ready with your best makeup and hair. Oh, and there is something you need to do. Come up with any vows you want to say to your new Master, if you are planning to say, ‘I will’. I am going to walk you out of the room, naked and hooded, just like yesterday,” Matt explained.

“Thanks, got it, Master,” she said, as he left. She laid down but did not sleep, thinking about what she wanted to say for her vows. She was all in! She got up to get ready about 4:30 when the buzz of people arriving in the next room got louder.
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Tina entered the living room, naked, elbows secured tightly behind her and blinded by the black hood. No one was talking as Matt knelt her down. He snatched the hood away to a now familiar scene of three chairs and the group of people standing behind them. Kitty and Lai were on the floor between their Master’s legs, but they were not naked this time. They wore white minidresses and white high heels. The rest of the clan was well-dressed in sharp, casual clothes. It was quite the sight after seeing them mostly in bathing suits for the last three weeks. Slut and Ebony looked amazing in heels, tight short skirts and partially unbuttoned, silk shirts. Her attention magnetically turned to Mark, who was dressed in a crisp, tailored suit of navy-blue with subtle, white pinstripes. Under he wore a light blue starched shirt, with sparkling cufflinks, and an unbelievably proper tie. On a light gray background, a naked woman was stretched out, wrists tied at the knot of his tie. She was striped with marks and gasping with an upturned gaping mouth. ‘Yes Master’ was tattooed on her thigh.

Tina knelt straight and tall, her immense breasts thrust out by the force of her elbows touching in a tight cinch. She looked like a submissive angel with her banded wrists and ankles, makeup, long and wavy sun-bleached blonde hair and tanned body.

Mark stood and the room went quiet. He walked to Tina holding the opened collar in his hands. “Tina, will you submit your body and mind to me and wear my collar?”

“Yes Master, I will submit my body and mind to you and proudly wear your collar. I am yours to use, abuse or humiliate. I will, to the best of my ability, obey and serve you. From this day forward, you will never hear the word ‘no’ leave my lips, because I trust and love you, Master,” Tina proclaimed, meaning every word.

Mistress Mona called out when she finished, “that was beautiful!”

Tina held her head up high, so Mark could lock the collar on the white ring of her neck. She leaned over and licked the leather on each of his polished shoes. He helped her up off her knees to stand tall. He kissed her deeply and fully as the audience started a loud round of applause.

“Tina, I am going to name you Titti. You are to respond to that name from now on during ‘our’ time. I am sure no one will forget the name,” he announced, as the residents of Captivity Cove laughed in unison. Tina blushed as she looked into the eyes of her lover. Titti’s collar was engraved with ‘Property of Mark Stone’ on one side of the metal O-ring and ‘Do not touch without permission’, on the other side. Mark dramatically looked around the room before continuing, “I am giving everybody permission to touch Titti tonight and share in my happiness!” A louder round of applause ensued.

Titti spent time to talk to everyone that was there, while the liquor flowed. Mark occasionally let her sip his cocktail and even gave her a shot of tequila. The guests did the same since her arms were bound. She glowed, as she interacted with people who had whipped and fucked her. They caressed the soft flesh of her rounded boobs, while laughing over piggy jokes and such. Her erect nipples were also a crowd pleaser, as the random pinch elicited a cute little squeak. There was also plenty of kissing, especially from the lesbian and mistress ranks. The best, though, was from her close friends, Kitty and Lai who hugged and kissed her passionately, happy that she joined their ranks as sex slaves.  

Tina was on top of the world. It felt like home, and this was her family. She just could not wait for her new life as Titti to start and see what her Master had in store for her.

Mark was so happy and just remembered what Sam had said to him when they toasted that first memorable day on the deck before going underground. ‘May all the good things you’re hoping for come your way.’ It looks like it did.


Thank you for buying my book and leaving a positive review at The Amazon Kindle Store! I hope you check out my other work, AI Trained Sex Slaves and The Program.

To be fair to other readers who have different tastes than you, please leave your rating based on the story, not on a particular type of scene you may not have liked. Thank you! They will appreciate it.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HT.jpg





