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I can't say I've ever really been a
girlie-girl. I've never been one to fawn over guys, or to go
through complex seduction efforts, never one to fuss endlessly with
my hair or agonize over clothes or shoes. I've never purchased a
teen magazine to tell me how to kiss or fix acne, or how to analyze
my feelings. I like sports, most of them. I like playing them, and
watching them. I like cars, especially fast cars. I like fast
boats, snowmobiles and seadoos, skiing and snowboarding. I even
like video games.

That's not to say I can't color coordinate,
or that I don't know what I look best in or how to make myself look
my best for any given occasion. I'm not exactly a tomboy or
anything, not really. I do like to look good, or when guys look at
me in that stupid, goofy way that says they think I'm incredibly
hot.

Which, frankly, is a lot of the time. And if
I want to hang around them, which I do simply because there aren't
a lot of girls who like the same shit I do, then I have to try to
actually tone it down a lot. I deliberately dress to de-emphasise
my looks, my body. I wear baggy pants and tops sometimes, and just
pull my hair back in a pony tail so I don't distract them.

Not that I'm a great knockout or anything
with giant boobs. I have an oval face, with high cheekbones, a
narrow, but not sharp jaw, and bright green eyes. My nose is
narrow, my lips full, my teeth excellent and white. My hair is
blonde, a thick, rich yellow gold, generally kind of goofy wild
because it gets too long, especially in front, and then my bangs
spill over my eyes. I cut it off when it gets too far below my
shoulders, but I've always kind of liked long bangs in front.

I have slim hips, waist and shoulders. I'm
curvy enough, though, and the sports I play makes me limber and
lithe, and firmly muscled below my soft skin, giving tone and
definition to my butt and legs, and a smooth, flat, belly. My
breasts are high and firm, not big, but very round and – well –
noticeable. I mean, I'm not big, but no one has ever complained,
and if I wear anything at all form-fitting – I get noticed.

Mostly, when I'm roller blading or skiing or
snowboarding or playing volleyball or basketball or baseball, I
don't really want to be noticed that way so I dress down. And I
have to admit that I act in different ways to try and keep my
relationship with the guys I hang around with free of sexual
tension or come-ons. It only works to a certain extent. I mean,
they rarely hassle me in a serious way. But they're forever teasing
me and I know that there's a lot of the usual male eagerness
towards a pretty girl in the way they act around me.

Still, I had a lot of experience in defusing
the sex bit with jokes and deliberately ignoring some things, and I
got along great with guys most of the time. None of them ever tried
to force me into anything, and the most I've had to cope with is
sulkiness when some guy tries to come on strong and I turn him down
flat.

That's with guy friends. I mean, it's not
like I don't date, but I try to keep that away from my friends, you
know? I mean, I don't look at my guy friends that way, and I don't
date them. And they know it, so it's usually pretty cool between us
– aside from their sometimes sexual jokes and comments.

All of which is just background to me. And to
the story I'm about to tell you about what happened when I went to
a chalet with a bunch of people for a week of skiing and
snowboarding in the mountains.

I'd done that sort of thing a bunch of times;
renting a cottage or beach house or chalet for a weekend or a week.
If you get ten or twenty people together the cost is pretty low per
person, even if you are a bit crowded. But then, you're going for
the beach or the water or the skiing, not to hang around a crowded
chalet fighting for space in the kitchen.

So because the more you get the cheaper it is
we wind up with a mix of people. Usually it's four or five or ten
people who mostly know each other, closely or casually, and then a
half dozen or more strangers or so who all know like one guy or one
girl apiece and so were recruited that way.

So anyways, early one spring, me and a half
dozen others, Jeremy, Bobbie, Sue, Connor, and Amy, had decided to
rent a chalet for a week. Jeremy brought his girlfriend Lindsey,
and Bobbie brought his friend Joey, who brought his friend Anya,
etc. etc. We wound up with eighteen people, of which I maybe knew
ten.

There was nothing really about most of the
holiday that I can say was remarkable. We were crowded at night but
mostly spread out onto the slopes during the day. We didn't all
hang together by any means, but returned to the chalet in the
evening, and mostly there would be video games and card games and
board games and stuff until people drifted off to sleep. And yes,
there'd be sex in out of the way corners between interested
parties.

Among the strangers was an older guy named
Steve. He had a nice body, and wasn't bad looking, but he was way
older than me, so even though he’d shown plenty of interest, and
flirted outrageously I kind of fended him off. Oh not that I didn’t
think about it - you know, a simple, no strings attached sex
session out here, easily forgotten. Sure I thought about it. There
were even times I almost decided to. But in the end I decided
against it.

The age range at these things is pretty
varied, but basically everyone is in their twenties, with maybe a
few creeping into their thirties. Steve was one of those creepers
if you'll pardon the pun, maybe thirty three. He had been brought
in by Dan, who was probably about thirty, who in turn was a friend
of Bobbie from the office where Bobbie worked.

Bobbie himself was like twenty six, and
someone I knew from various sports, because he hung around with my
friend Sean. But I had never really paid him much attention.
Twenty-six isn't a huge lot older than my twenty but he just didn't
do anything for me, you know.

Anyway, things went pretty much as usual.
Yes, there was sex, yes there were fights, jealousies, arguments,
hurt feelings on occasion, and lots and lots of drunken partying
and stupid behavior. During one of those times Steve had come on to
me pretty heavy, including cornering me and getting his hand up
under my sweater to grope me pretty roughly. I'd had to actually
knee him to push him off, but we put it all down to the booze on
both our parts and didn't make a big deal of it next day. Hey, it
wasn't the first time I'd gotten groped – not by a long shot.

So anyway, the week ran down and on our last
day people began to pack up and leave. We had the chalet till end
of day, so there was no rush, and when people left kind of depended
on how hung over they were, or how soon they had to be back to
wherever they were going, and how far they had to travel. So,
eighteen people became sixteen, became twelve, became six as the
day ran on.

I actually had an extra day before I had to
be back at work at the department store where I was a clerk, and I
only lived about two hours away. So I was taking my time and
enjoying the now uncrowded chalet. It was a really nice one, with a
huge deck and an incredible view. There was a big hot-tub on the
deck, and I spent a final afternoon enjoying it in my little black
bikini with my hair pulled up, sipping a Carlsberg and regretting
that within a couple of hours I'd have to be on the road and back
at work.

Not that I hated work. But it's kind of
boring, and it can be a real grind, depending on who you worked
with and what department you were in at any given time. It's not
exactly a career, but I'm hoping for better.

Most of the rest had left already, except for
a couple still enjoying the last day of snowboarding. I waved two
more off as I watched them carry their junk out to their car and
drive off.

And then Steve came out onto the deck. Or
Steve-O as I and Sue and Amy had come to calling him, cause we
thought he was kind of sex hungry, you know, a real player.

“Getting a little bikini time in before you
have to go, huh, Meg?” he said.

“Why not?” I said with a shrug. “We paid till
the end of the day.”

“You know, now that most everyone has left
you could actually skinnydip,” he said.

I smirked. “You’d like that.”

“Of course I would! I have feverish dreams
about you naked, Meg!”

“Keep dreaming, Steve,” I said.

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” he
said, leaning on the edge of the tub and grinning.

“I suppose so,” I said, sighing airily. “But
then again …” I leaned back across the top of the tub, arching my
back, making my breasts strain against the fabric of my bikini top.
“you don’t know either.”

“Tease.”

“Yeah, so?”

“Bad little girls get spanked sometimes,” he said.

“Ooo, kinky too,” I said with a smirk.

“You know us old guys. We’re all
perverts.”

“All men are perverts,” I said, sinking
deeper into the water.

“Alas, it is our fate,” he said.

Like I said, Steve was kind of good looking,
and I was tempted, I admit it. Flattery does have its affect, and
he clearly thought I was really hot - which was an ego boost, you
know. I stayed a bit longer, then climbed out of the tub, and the
cold air hit me. There was no towel and I thought the bastard had
taken it just to be spiteful so hurried to the door and back
inside.

We had to leave a deposit for damage, so we'd
cleaned up nicely, and the hardwood floor looked great. Rather than
get water all over it I veered right to the galley kitchen. There
was a washer and dryer in a little room just off it and there were
always towels there.

And Steve was there with a beer in hand.

“Those are very hard nipples,” he said.

I snorted. “It’s cold outside. Did you steal
my towel?”

“Naw, I would have stolen your bikini if I
could have, and your innocence.”

“Like there’s much of that left!” I
laughed.

Dan showed up then as I was wrapping a towel
around my head.

“Hey, look what I found,” he said. “Someone
left these behind.”

Steve laughed, and I looked up to see Dan
with a pair of handcuffs.

I shook my head.“Wow. Who found the privacy
to play those kinds of games?”

“Maybe some little girl was bad and needed to be spanked,” Steve
said with a smirk at me.

I smirked back and grabbed a larger towel,
wrapping it around my body, but as I was tying it off in front
Steve snapped the handcuffs around my right wrist.

I thought he was just being playful, you
know, and I yelped and tried to pull free, but he laughed and
grabbed my other wrist.

“No! Steve! Come on!” I cried, trying to
twist free, laughing myself.

But he had caught me by surprise and my hands
were cuffed firmly together.

“Take them off,” I ordered.

He just grinned, and Dan just grinned.

“You guys!” I protested.

“I don’t see a key? Do you see a key,
Dan?”

“No, I don’t see a key,” Dan said.

“Come on!” I said, exasperated as I pulled
against them. “I have to head home.”

“We should like, torture her now,” Steve
aid.

“I can think of more interesting things to do
to her,” Dan said with a leer.

“Oh ha-ha,” I said, starting to feel a little
irritation.

“Come on, the key<“ I said, holding my
cuffed hands out.

“Strip her!” Dan shouted, snatching at my
towel.

I screamed as he pulled it free and then they
laughed - as I did a moment later, remembering that, of course, I
had my swimsuit on underneath.

“You guys!” I whined.

Steve grabbed my wrists with one hand and
kind of raised my arms up and back, pressing them, and thus me,
against the wall. I felt kind of weird at that point, the way they
were looking at me, kind of, strangely excited, my stomach a bit
fluttery, but also wary, uncertain. I licked my lips but wasn’t
actually afraid or anything, just suddenly conscious of the sexual
tension rising.

“So what are you going to use to torture me?”
I joked.

“Burning oil?” Steve said.

“Don’t have any,” Dan replied.

“Do we have any bamboo we can stick under her
fingernails?”

“In this weather? Are you nuts?”

“White hot tongs?”

“No white hot tongs, though Meghan has a very hot black thong on,”
Dan said.

I blushed, glad my butt was against the wall.
“It’s not a thong!” I protested.

It wasn’t. But it was a swimsuit which did
not completely cover my butt. You know, kind of left the sides a
bit bare.

“Let’s throw her in the snow!”

“No!” I cried.

Steve pulled me over his shoulders and lifted
me into the air, then easily hurried out to the back door as Dan
opened it.

“No! It’s cold outside!” I cried.

He carried me outside, up to the rail and
then threw me over onto the huge pile of snow next to it. I
squealed as I fell, then gasped as I landed in the deep snow. The
cold hit me at once and I squealed again, scrambling to my feet -
or trying to. My legs went right into the snow to the hips and I
grabbed the edge of the deck for support.

“Bastards!” I called.

“Come on, I’ll help you back up,” Steve said
with a grin, leaning over the rail.

I reached up and he gripped my wrists,
pulling me straight up. I gasped as I came free of the snow, and
then he and Dan helped me up over the railing. But then he lifted
me up again, raised me high and threw me into the hot tub. I landed
with a splash and another squeal, but the water sure did feel good
around me after the snow and cold air.

They were both laughing as I came to the
surface and it was had to be angry. I felt that sexual tension
though, and wasn’t unaffected by it. What the hell, being in a
little bikini alone with two guys who clearly lusted after me was
something of a turn-on. But there was no way I was going to, you
know, do them. We were just kind of flirting, you know,
playing.

“Now I have to dry off all over again!” I
protested, climbing out of the hot tub.

“We made Meg wet,” Dan said.

I snorted and pushed the door open, going
back inside to where it was warm.

“Oh perfect!” Steve said.

I wondered what he meant, and turned around
to see him picking up a coil of that yellow plastic rope which was
used for so many things up here, from fastening skis in place to
hanging sleds on the hooks in the garage. He leered at me and I
shook my head.

“Oh no! You can just forget it! Steve!” I
squealed, turning and trying to run away. He chased me across the
room, making evil laughing sounds as he brandished the rope and
caught me, wrapping his big arms around me and lifting me off my
feet. I kicked my legs feebly, squirming and twisting as he carried
me over to the big, eat-in kitchen. The chalet was nicely heated
but the tiled floor was still cold on my wet feet as he set me down
and I danced and twisted as he tied the rope around my
handcuffs.

“What are you doing, you pervert!? I’m
dripping on the floor!” I protested.

He threw the other end of the rope up across
one of the thick ceiling beams, then caught it and grinned at me as
he pulled, raising my arms up above my head. I stood there
nervously, but with the sexual heat rising even hotter, a bit
nervous now, but also flushed with a new-found heat.

‘You guys!” I protested lamely.

“Mwuhahahaha!” Dan said, making an evil sound
as he rubbed his hands in glee.

Steve pulled the rope aside a bit and then
wrapped it around one of the wooden posts that ran from the floor
up to the ceiling beams, tying it off.

That really made me nervous.

“Now it’s time to torture her,” he said with
a smirk.

“I have to go now!”

He snickered and went to the fridge, only to
return with a carton of eggs of all things.

“What the hell are you going to do with
those?” I demanded, less nervous, but curious.

He grinned and took an egg out of the crate
then approached me. I jerked my head away,

They were laughing, and I was, well, laughing
but also squealing and twisting away. I managed to knock the egg
out of Steve’s hand with my foot and laughed triumphantly as it
smashed on the floor. But I stopped laughing when he got another
coil of rope.

“Okay, come on. This has gone far enough!” I
cried.

I again tried to fend him off with my foot
but he grabbed my ankle and wrapped a loop of rope around it, then
pulled it down and out to the side.

‘You guuuyyss!” I cried.

He tied it to the same post as he’d tied the
first one, then cut it and grabbed my other ankle, pulling that out
to the other side. Now I was well and truly tied in place as he
tied that off, unable to kick out at him or twist away. He lolled
his tongue at me, then got another egg.

“Steve! Don’t you dare! Steve!”

I closed my eyes, thinking he was going to
crush it against my head, but instead he moved behind me and I
gasped as he pulled my bikini bottom out from my butt, my eyes
going wide in shock. But then he let it snap closed - only first he
dropped the egg into my suit, right down there between my buttocks,
and a moment later he slapped my butt and broke it.

I squealed as the gooey egg yolk filled my
bottom. “Yuck! Gross! You guys are pigs!” I shouted as they laughed
hysterically.

The egg started to trickle out from the legs
and around the crotch of my swimsuit as they laughed, and then Dan
took one and I gasped again as, before I could react, he pulled the
front of my bikini out and dropped the egg into it.

It did not escape my mind, by the way, that
pulling my suit open, front or back, let them see right down into
it for a couple of seconds! Embarrassment and a dark excitement
rushed through me.

He crushed the egg, and it filled the front of my swimsuit, right
down around my pussy too!

I felt a little breathless rush of heat, but
was also kind of grossed out by the egg.

“Let me go, you pigs!”

“I don’t think she’s feeling enough pain,”
Steve said.

“Only at your lame humor!”

Dan crushed another egg against the top of my
hair and I cursed and shook my head, then Steve brought over a
plastic squeeze bottle of chocolate syrup and held it up in front
of me.

“You're making a fucking mess on the floor!”
I exclaimed desperately.

“That's what mops are for,” he said with a
grin.

Then he held the bottle over my head and I
squealed as he began to squirt chocolate syrup into my wet hair,
moving the bottle slowly down to squeeze it over my shoulders and
then down over my chest. He leered and delicately plucked the edge
of one of my bikini cups open and thrust the bottle inside,
squeezing it so the syrup flooded out around my already hard
nipple.

“Stop it, you pig!”

He snickered and shoved it into the other
cup, squeezing chocolate syrup there, then let the syrup trickle
down my belly as he traced a line of syrup over my ribs, and then
shoved it into the back of my swimsuit, squirting a heavy dozen
down between my buttocks. He moved around in front of me and
squirted more into the front of my bikini, and I moaned and
twisted, pulling on the ropes and on the handcuffs. The handcuffs
were harsh metal, though and hurt my wrists if I pulled to
heavily.

Meanwhile Dan grabbed an ice cube from the
freezer and approached with it.

“No! No!” I shouted, wanting no part of ice
against my skin.

He snickered and pulled open the front of my bikini, then dropped
the ice cube in.

I squealed and twisted and shook, but the ice
cube stayed where it was, jammed down against the top of my
pussy.

“Get it out! Get it out! It’s cold!” I cried,
pulling against the ropes.

Instead Steve dropped another down the back
of my suit, and then Dan tugged open one of my bra cups and slipped
a small ice cube inside, right over my nipple, before letting the
bra cup snap closed on it.

“Don’t! Ow! It’s freezing my skin! Fuck!” I
cried, shaking, trying to get them to pull out.

Steve laughed and then popped the cube out of
my bra. He then slipped two fingers delicately down the front of my
bikini and gripped the ice cube there, pulling it up and out.

And having his fingers in there made my
stomach flutter wildly, let me tell you!

He did the same in back, his fingers sliding
down along the smooth, soft flesh of my buttocks right at the
cleft, gripping the cube, and pulling it free.

My skin felt so cold it felt burned!

“Assholes!” I muttered, able to stand still
at last, panting for breath.

“There you are again, dissing us,” Steve
said.

“No, no! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I squealed as
he approached me with one of the ice cubes.

He didn’t push it into my suit but instead
slid it along my ribs under my right arm. I shrieked but there
wasn’t a lot I could do. They’d pulled my legs so far apart that
the cuffs now held my arms straight overhead..

“Don’t! Don’t! Don’t!” I cried as an ice cube
slid down my spine, and another along my thigh.

Then, smirking, he held one carefully and let
it rub back and forth across my nipple through my bra top.

“Are you ready to surrender?” He purred.

“I surrender! I surrender!

He dropped the cube. “Fuck that's cold on my
fingers,” he said.

“It's colder on me, asshole!”

“Now you're being a bad girl again,” he
said.

“I'm sorry! I'm sorry!” I exclaimed.

But he smirked and began digging around in
the kitchen drawers.

“Let me the fuck go! I'm a fucking mess!”

“Trash mouth,” he said.

He turned with an evil grin, and had a small
pair of silver ice tongs in his hand.

He got an ice cube from the freezer and began
to run the ice slowly along my ribs as I squealed and twisted and
cried out for him to stop.

“Are you going to be a good little slut?” he
taunted.

“Yes! Yes!”

“Do you promise?” he insisted, sliding the
cube slowly along my belly.

“I promise!”

“Let me hear you say you'll be a good,
obedient little slut.”

“I... fuck off!” I said indignantly.

I squealed again as he ran the ice cube up
along the inside of my thigh, then rubbed it slowly back and forth
across my left nipple through the bikini top.

“I swear I'm going to cut your balls off!” I
yelled.

“Well that doesn't sound friendly,” he said,
dropping the mostly melted cube.

He still held the tongs and examined my very,
very stiff nipples which were pushing out against the thin fabric
of my bikini top. “I think you should learn your place in life
little girl.”

He delicately gripped my right nipple in the
tongs and pinched it and I yelped and twisted, pulling free. But he
only snapped it down on the other nipple and again I cried out as
my nipple was crushed and burned.

“Say, I'll be a good, obedient little slut
slave, master Steve,” he taunted.

“I will not!”

Then I felt Dan's fingers at the back of my neck, and before I knew
what he was up to he had tugged free the knot which bound the
strings up behind me. I gasped as the top of my bra collapsed,
baring my breasts. Dan hooted and Steve snickered and waggled his
eyes at me as my face flared with embarrassment. The lower string
was still tied around my chest, holding the bikini there, but the
cops had just fallen away.

“Now what were you saying?” he demanded.

And then Steve gripped my bare nipple in the
cold silver tongs and slowly squeezed them tight, then pulled my
burning nipple outward.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Stop it! Let go!”

“Will you be a good, obedient little slut?”

“Yes!” I cried.

“Say it.”

I was panting, gasping, red faced. But not
all my heavy breathing and flushed state was due to embarrassment.
This... sexual game playing, I guess you could call it, had turned
me on a lot, and I was hot and yet confused as hell about where
this was going, about where I wanted it to go, if anywhere, and
about what I should do.

“I-I'll be a good, obedient slut,” I
gasped.

He released my aching nipple, but then seized
the other one, plucking it, pinching it, pulling on it.

“You forgot to say, master Steve,” he chided
me.

“Ow! Master Steve!” I shouted.

“Now the whole thing,” he said, pinching and
plucking my other nipple again.

“I'll be a good, obedient slut, Master
Steve!” I cried.

“And I'll suck the cock of any boy that wants
me to,” he said with a leer.

“I... and I'll.. I'll suck the cock of any
boy that wants me to!” I said breathlessly.

“Because I'm a cock-sucking girl and I love
to suck cock,” he said.

“Because I'm a cock-sucking girl and I love
to suck cock,” I moaned.

“There now, was that so hard?” he asked. “I
didn't hurt your poor little nipples did I?”

He rubbed his fingers across the center of my breast and I gasped,
my pussy spasming, my insides churning.

“It looks okay,” he said, taking my left
nipple between his thumb and forefinger and rolling it gently.

“Untie me!” I moaned.

“This looks good enough to eat,” he said,
“especially with chocolate.

And then he bent and took the center of my
breast in his mouth, licking and sucking on it as I moaned, dazed,
totally flustered, unable to decide what to do, or if I could do
anything. I was hot, aroused, excited, and his mouth on my breast
felt incredible. But this was wild and kinky and nasty and well
beyond anything I'd ever done before, or even thought of.

Then Dan bent and took the middle of my other
breast into his mouth, and now I had two men sucking and licking on
my breasts. Suddenly their hands moved down and they tugged on the
strings of my bikini bottom. I yelled as they straightened up – and
my bikini bottom fell away.
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Naked, I stood before them, bound, helpless
to cover myself as they ravished me with their eyes.

“Now that's good eating,” Steve said, gazing
down at my naked, hairless pussy.

“I don't like egg on my pussy,” Dan said with
a laugh.

“Bastards!” I gasped.

“Now she's being bad again,” Steve said.

Dan reached over to the table sitting nearby
and picked up a thick brick of soft butter which had been sitting
there for a couple of hours – no one having put it back in the
fridge, and then began to mash it against my body, rubbing it over
my breasts, then down my back and especially up between my
buttocks. I yelped and shuddered as a moment later I felt his
finger probing against my anus, then slowly pushing up inside
me.

“D-Don't! Don't!” I cried.

But then Steve was before me. He gripped my
hair behind my head, jerked my head up and back, and kissed me,
hard. His right hand kneaded my breast as his tongue pushed into my
mouth, and I could only moan as Dan's finger slid deeper into my
ass, pumping in and out on a thick layer of butter.

Dan moved away and Steve eased up his
kissing, his hand sliding off my breast, down my slippery body, and
between my legs. His fingers rubbed against my clit, wet with
syrup, water and egg, and I shuddered and jerked my head away, not
wanting to show the hot surge of heat which swept through me. Then
I saw Dan moving behind me with a carrot and gasped aloud.

“What are you doing!?”

I felt the carrot pushing against my ass, and
sliding into me and I yelled and cursed while Steve laughed and
moved behind me to watch.

“Don't! Don't! Please!” I moaned.

The carrot slid into me surprisingly easily,
as Dan pumped it lightly in and out.

Steve pulled back my hair and I gasped as my
back bowed sharply. He kissed me again, then leered.

“So will you be a good, obedient slut and
suck my cock?” he demanded.

“I... nooo!” I moaned.

He shrugged and released me as Dan pumped the
carrot higher, then he walked over to the fridge and took out a
banana. I moaned as he returned and joined Dan behind me.

“Okay!” I blurted.

Sucking a cock wasn't a big deal, after all,
right? I mean, it was comparatively not a big deal. Right? And it
wasn't like I was being a slut. They were, like, forcing me!
Besides, I figured he'd have to untie me first. Either that or get
on a step ladder.

“Okay,” he said.

He went to the post and unwound the rope and
I gasped in relief as my wrists started to come down. They only
came down to about my upper chest, though, and then he tied off the
rope again.

“Stop that!” I moaned, twisting my head to
glare at Dan.

Steve's hand gripped the back of my neck and
pulled me forward and down, and I moaned as I was bent over further
and further, bent over until my face was inches from his groin. My
wrists were held aloft by the rope on the cuffs, locked tightly in
place, and my ankles were still spread.

Steve tugged down his jogging pants and his
cock sprang out long and thick and hard. I shuddered at the sight,
my insides roiling, my mind reeling by this wild, kinky turn of
events. He pulled my mouth onto his cock and I opened my lips and
took him inside, sucking and licking as the heat inside me churned
hotter and the passion grew more intense.

“That's it. Suck that cock little
cock-sucker,” he said, tightening his grip on my hair. “Suck it
good. Wrap those pretty little slut lips around my prick and take
me deep.”

God! His words were outrageous! But they were
also doing something awful to my self-control, and I moaned around
his thick shaft as I bobbed my head a little – unable to move much
with his grip on my hair. Then he started to thrust slowly into my
mouth, pumping in and out.

Behind me, I felt the carrot withdraw and
knew a moment relief, but then something else pressed against my
ass, something softer but thicker, and after a moment I realized
that it was almost certainly not the banana. My eyes went wide, and
I tried to pull away from Steve's cock, but he held me tightly in
place.

I had never been sodomized, but that was what
Dan was doing, I knew. I whimpered as his cock pushed slowly up
into my ass, feeling waves of guilt, shame, embarrassment, outrage
and fear take hold. I practically forgot Steve's cock for a bit as
he pumped it in and out of my mouth, but he twisted his fingers in
my hair and said “Suck me, slut,” and I started licking and sucking
again.

Dan's cock pulled back, then slid deeper, and
it felt so – big – inside me, so solid and yet it didn't really
hurt. I was surprised at that. My wrists pulling against the
handcuffs hurt more.

I sucked on Steve's cock while Dan pushed his
ever deeper, and when I felt his hips pressed against my pushed-out
buttocks I felt what could only be a small orgasm ripple through my
nervous system. I whimpered and moaned in confusion and uncertainty
as he ground himself against me, still feeling embarrassed, feeling
violated and used, and yet... and yet the heat burned wildly within
me.

“Suck that cock, whore,” Steve growled, and I
moaned around it.

He pushed deeper and I choked a little as it
pushed too deep.

“You swallow cock, baby?” he demanded. “You
need to learn to deep throat.”

I knew how to deep throat – sort of. I mean,
I had done it, but only rarely, only when I was really excited. And
I was really excited now.

Dan's cock was deep in my belly, and now it
was starting to move, starting to pump in and out, starting to fuck
me. The realization gave me another little orgasm. Dan was fucking
me in the ass! Ohmygod! I was tied up and helpless and he was
fucking my ass!

Steve pulled his cock out of my mouth and
guided my lips to his balls.

“Suck my balls, slut,” he whispered, his
voice not nearly as nasty as the words.

His voice was actually calm, natural,
sometimes amused. But the words were violent and shocking and …
darkly arousing.

“That's it, whore. Suck them. Lick my balls
with your slut tongue. That's it, baby. Now lick up my shaft. Lick,
you filthy whore. Yeah, that's it, slut. Now take me into your
mouth, whore.”

He was giving me these instructions like I
had a choice or something, but mostly his hand on my hair were
forcing me into doing what he ordered – not that I really
resisted.

At the same time Dan now had worked my
sphincter muscles open to the point he was fucking me with long,
deep strokes of his cock, his hips moving smoothly in and out, and
the deep thrusts of that cock were making me wild with heat and
turning my mind into a churning mush of lust and wild kinky
passion.

Then I did, moaning and twisting, shaking and
convulsing there, and this was no small orgasm. It started to tear
through my body and mind, and when he or Steve slipped a finger
between my legs and started rubbing my clit it felt as though the
top of my head was going to come off with the explosion of
sensations and pleasure!

Steve pulled his cock out of my mouth and I
couldn't suppress the guttural gasps, yelps and cries of pleasure
as Dan fucked even harder into my ass.

“She loves taking it up the ass,” Steve said with a grin. “Come on,
slut. Come for us. Come for us, come-slut.”

I came wildly, passionately, twisting and
writhing, my hips actually bucking back against the stiff cock Dan
was driving up into me. God it felt good! I never would have
believed in a million years it could feel so good back there!

And then I saw movement out of the corner of
my eye. I paid it little heed in the midst of my orgasm, or even as
the orgasm faded. I sagged weakly, groaning, still grunting as Dan
drove his cock into my ass, his hips slapping against my buttocks.
Steve drew my head back down, pushing his cock up into my mouth,
and then there was that movement again.

I rolled my eyes to the side and gurgled
weakly as I realized someone else was there!

I tried to pull my mouth free but Steve
tightened his grip, reaching down to knead one of my breasts.

“Suck that cock, whore. Suck it like the
cock-sucker you are,” he said.

His words took on a more ominous tone now,
and I wanted to stop, wanted to pull free for real as my heat
abated. But Dan was still sodomizing me, one of his hands on one of
my breasts, the other between my legs, squeezing, rubbing and
fingering me. And Steve had a hand in my hair, holding me down as
he thrust up into my mouth.

“I want some of that when you're done,” a
male voice said.

I recognized it. It was Bobbie. Like I said,
I knew him somewhat, a lot more than I knew Steve and Dan. That was
both reassuring, as he was like, a known quantity, and terribly
embarrassing. In a way, the fact Steve and Dan were virtual
strangers had made this perverted tryst something I could get
through, put behind me, and never think of again. But Bobbie was
someone I ran into from time to time, someone who knew a number of
the same people I knew.

Again I tried to pull my mouth free, and
Steve cursed and pulled down, thrusting up. My eyes bulged as his
cock pushed into my throat, and I gagged helplessly even as he
forced my head lower and pushed his cock deeper.

I gurgled weakly, helplessly, finally really
coming to terms with just how totally helpless I was, just how
completely at their mercy. His thick cock pushed deep into my
throat and he pulled down on my head until my lips were jammed
against his groin, my nose pressed against him, and he held me
there.

“That's it, slut. Swallow that meat,” he
sighed. “Swallow it like the cock-hungry little slut toy you
are.”

I was yelping and gurgling as Dan thrust hard
into my ass, and as Steve's cock filled my throat, running out of
breath, chest burning, head pounding. He slowly drew back and then
pulled out and I coughed hard, gasping for breath. Dan gave a final
series of thrusts and then jammed himself into me groaning and
cursing. “Yeah! Yeah! Ungggh!” as he came in my ass.

“That's a talented little ass she's got,” he
sighed as his cock softened and he pulled out.

Steve's cock was softening too, and I dazedly
realized he'd come too – deep in my throat so that swallowing and
tasting it hadn't really been an issue.

He eased up on my hair and I saw that not
only was Bobbie watching but he held a video camera up. I gasped
and jerked my head away, and he laughed.

“Too late, Meg. I got it all!”

“L-let me goo!” I moaned.

“No fuckin' way!” Dan said with a laugh.

He picked up the carrot and slid it up into
my ass, but it went in too easily for him, so he pulled it out and
dropped it, picking up the banana instead, sliding it up into me,
stroking it in and out slowly as I groaned helplessly, more than
slightly overwhelmed by it all.

Then I heard Steve snickering as he hurried
around behind me, and a moment later the banana eased back out of
me and something colder and harder and thicker pushed in. The first
bit entered me fairly easily, then he had to twist and turn it as
the resistance of my sphincter grew greater. I moaned and twisted
my head around, trying to see, and gasped as I saw the big green
zucchini in his hand.

“Don't! It's too big!” I gasped.

“Nothing's too big for a slut like you,” he
said, leering.

Dan moved around in front of me and started
fingering my pussy, then he moved away and came back with more of
the chocolate icing, thrusting the nozzle up into my pussy and
squeezing it so the chocolate squirted up inside me. I squealed and
tried to pull free, but of course, could not.

Then he dropped to his knees, looking
extremely smug and eager with anticipation, and began to lick at my
pussy. Behind me, Steve was pulling and pumping the zucchini,
forcing it slowly deeper. The front part was now coated in butter
so it was starting to make real headway, and I groaned and closed
my eyes, letting my head go back between my arms, staring up at the
ceiling, gulping in air.

“Oh!” I gasped, as he thrust the zucchini
especially hard and it slid several inches deeper.

“Oh God!” I moaned, eyes fluttering.

Dan's tongue plunged deep into my pussy as he
licked and sucked and slurped at the chocolate icing, his nose
grinding against my slippery, hard little clit. Then he moved his
tongue upwards and started lapping and sucking at my clitoris and
the world started to swirl as a churning sexual energy began to
build up within me.

I tried not to look towards where Bobbie was
still holding the video camera, cringing whenever I thought of what
it was recording, and reminding myself again that my first priority
when they let me loose was to get hold of it and erase it. If I had
to I'd throw the whole thing into the lake and then I'd just ha –
oh-my-god! - I shuddered and arched my back as Dan sucked hard on
my clitoris. The pressure, the suction, was on that borderline
between pain and pleasure, so strong it almost hurt, or actually
did hurt, but was overwhelmed by pleasure.

Jesus! I cried out a moment later as Steve
thrust the zucchini even deeper. It ached. It was fat and hard, and
yet slippery, so he'd gotten it in high inside, deep enough I was
feeling cramps deep in my belly. He twisted and turned it and then
pulled back... and back... and back. I shuddered at how deep it
must be – and then he thrust it into me again, and in and in and in
so that I mewled helplessly as sensations overwhelmed me.

It flickered through my mind that these were
not “guys” like most I'd known, but men much older than I was, and
they were sure not behaving like the guys I know, so eager, so
impatient to get off, and then go have a beer.

Dan slid two fingers up inside me and kind of
pulled against the front of my pussy, tightening the flesh around
my clit so that his lapping tongue produced even stronger
sensation. Then he added a third finger, pumping them in and out of
my pussy, which had become a hot, throbbing volcano ready for
eruption.

I groaned every time Steve drove the zucchini
deep into my ass. It was so wide! So thick! So loooong! I couldn't
help reacting to it.

“Hey, man, here, use this,” Bobbie said,
coming up next to Dan.

I moaned as Dan turned and laughed, taking
another zucchini from him.

Then he slipped his finger out of me, rubbed
the front of the zucchini over my buttered up groin, and then
pushed it up into my pussy.

“Nooooo!” I moaned.

But they only laughed, and Bobbie stood back
to get more video as Dan slowly worked the zucchini up into my
pussy. He continued to lick at my clit, and one of his hands slid
up my body to knead my breast as the zucchini was pushed deeper. My
pussy strained to envelope the thickness of it, for it was a lot
thicker than any cock or dildo I'd ever had inside me. On the other
hand, I was so fucking wet my pussy was a swamp and a little pain
meant nothing to me but more sensation to add to the howling vortex
within me.

I ached inside with the fullness of the two
long, fat vegetables they were thrusting up into my belly. It felt
as though they were grinding against each other up inside me, and I
moaned and writhed against the restraints holding me in place as my
very skin felt like a sexual organ, crackling sexual electricity
rolling across it at every touch.

The orgasm couldn't be hidden, even knowing
Bobbie was holding the video camera up and recording the whole
thing. I hated that I had to degrade myself like that, because, as
much hot, raw sensual pleasure as they were forcing upon me they
WERE forcing it upon me and I was indignant and unhappy about it
all, and resented the hell out of them. Stupid ignorant horny male
bastards.

But I couldn't hold back. My back arched and
my my hips ground and pumped violently in and out against the two
hard “cocks” they were jamming inside me as I cried out in
helpless, wanton ecstasy. And it was ecstasy. It was the purest,
hottest, wildest, most erotic and sensual of pleasure! My body
exploded with it, the howl of it like an unending storm beating
against my mind, which reeled back and was overwhelmed.

“Yeah! Look at the slut coming!”

“Little whore is riding the zucchinis!”

“Fucking slut loves it up her ass!”

“Come for us, fuck-toy!”

They laughed at me, yelled at me as I came,
as I twisted and writhed and cried out in helpless pleasure,
convulsions wracking my body as the raw pleasure screamed through
my nervous system.

My wrists ached, for I had twisted and jerked
so violently during the orgasm I had pulled my slender wrists hard
against the cruel metal. Even now my legs were rubbery as I swayed
drunkenly in the languorous aftermath, chest heaving.

Dan and Steve untied the ropes around my
ankles and then removed the rope from the handcuffs. I thought,
somewhat dazedly, that it was over – except that there'd no doubt
be an aftermath with Bobbie's big mouth. And what the fuck was I
going to do about the camera if I couldn't get it back?!

They kind of marched me, half supporting me because I was still
rubbery legged, across to the doorway of the big, three car garage.
The stone there was even colder on my feet, and while it was heated
it wasn't nearly as warm as the house. It was cool enough I could
see my breath and gasped and twisted in their grasp.

“Where are we going!?” I whined.

“You're kind of filthy, Meg,” Steve said.

He picked up a hose and turned on the water.
It was warm, at least, and I didn't really mind that he sprayed it
over my hair and face, washing away the egg and syrup and butter.
He sprayed it over my body and between my butt cheeks as they
snickered at me.

“Let me go! I'll go take a shower!” I
groaned.

Steve put down the hose, and produced the key
to the handcuffs as Dan moved in beside me, but as soon as he
removed the cuffs he and Dan pulled my arms back around behind
me.

“Oww! Wha-what are you doing!?” I cried.

They had another rope, this one much softer,
and tied it around my arms just above my elbows, wrapping it around
several times then tying it off so my arms were locked tight,
crossed at the elbows, my left hand kind of over my right hip and
vice versa.

“What are you doing!?” I whined.

“We're not done with our little fuck-toy
yet,” Steve said cheerfully.

“But I have to go!” I said desperately. “I
don't want to do anything else!”

They marched me back into the house, which I
certainly didn't oppose since it was freezing in the garage, and
then across the floor and into the living room. Again I didn't mind
since the rug was a lot softer and warmer on my bare wet feet. Sure
I was dripping on it but I no longer cared about stuff like
that.

It was like – I had just had this immensely
shocking, this hugely important, wild sexual experience and I
needed time to understand and get my head straight. But they
weren't giving me any. Steve and Dan pushed me down on my knees on
the rug and then stood before me, pulling their cocks out
again.

Steve gripped my tangled wet hair and drew my
mouth onto his cock.

“Get me hard again, slut toy so I can fuck
your tight pussy,” he said.

I moaned and my head twisted in futile
resistance but he pulled my mouth against his semi hard cock and
then pushed himself through my lips, jamming himself all the way in
to the balls. “Suck,” he ordered, his voice suddenly harsh.

Dan and Bobbie moved in on other side of him,
both of them with their lower bodies bare. Bobbie was hard, Dan not
at all.

My lower belly still ached with the fulness
of the two zucchinis stuffed up inside me. For they were so fat, so
thick, that they were not about to slide out on their own. Only a
few inches protruded, holding my pussy lips stretched and taut
around them as I knelt before the three men.

I slurped and sucked on Steve's cock as he
mashed my face in against him. He was still soft enough that his
cock kind of folded up inside my mouth, and I massaged it with my
tongue as he ground himself against him. But he was getting harder
by the second, and when he pulled back on my hair – painfully
enough I cried out – he was almost fully hard again.

He turned my head though as he pulled me
forward, turned my face towards Bobbie, and his rigid prick slid
into my open mouth. I rolled my eyes up at him to see the camera
lens pointing back down at me, and tried to twist my head away
without success.

“Suck that cock, whore meat!” Steve taunted.
“Swallow every inch of it. You know you love cock!”

He jerked my head back by the hair and I
gasped aloud.

“Tell me you love cock!”

I just gulped in air.

He slapped my face lightly with his hand,
repeatedly, getting harder with each little slap until it began to
sting and I started to moan and twist my head back.

“Say it, fuck-toy!”

“I love cock!” I cried.

“again. Louder!”

“I love cock!” I moaned.

He slapped my cheek harder. “Louder, fuck
toy!”

“Oww! I love cock!” I cried.

“Again!”

“I love cock!”

“Say I love to suck cock!” Danny ordered with
glee.

“I-I love to suck cock!” I groaned.

Steve slapped my face again.

“Oww! Quit it!” I whined.

“Say it!”

“I love to suck cock!”

“Louder!”

“I love to suck cock!”

Dan knelt beside me, his hand sliding under
me to palm the base of the zucchini sticking out of my ass. He
shoved up and I cried out in pain, squirming and twisting in
Steve's grip.

“Beg Bobbie to suck his cock!” he demanded
with a laughing, snickering look of excitement.

I swayed, confused, gasping weakly, and then
Steve, still holding my hair, forced me to bend over, to bend
down.

“Oww! Stop it!” I cried weakly.

Steve forced my face against the floor, my
ass still high as Dan jerked on the zucchini.

“Lick his foot. And then look up at him and
beg him to let you suck his cock,” Steve said.

“No way!”

He slapped my butt, or Dan did, and I twisted
against his hold on my hair, but he jammed my face in against
Bobbie's foot.

“Lick, fuck-toy!”

“No!”

Another slap to my ass, sharp, stinging, and
then pressure on the zucchinis that made me cry out in pain.

I was... I was angry, indignant, and yet...
and yet there was a hot, wild, dark picture in my head of me
licking Bobbie's foot, like some kind of fucking sex slave, which
made my pussy quiver and throb achingly around the thick
vegetable.

By bottom was slapped again and again, so
that it burned redly, and my scalp stung against Steve's fingers as
he twisted and pulled on my hair. Then he reached under and began
to pinch one of my nipples so that I again cried out and twisted
against them.

“Lick his foot, fuck-toy!”

“Lick it, fuck-toy!”

“Beg, fuck-toy!”

“Do it, fuck-toy!”

“Lick!”

My tongue slipped out of my quivering lips
and I licked.

“Again!”

I licked again, and then again, as they
slapped and pinched me.

“Again!”

I half sobbed as my tongue licked across
Bobbie's running shoe, up along the side, down around the front,
and at Steve's urging, he raised the front of his foot up,
balancing on his heel. I licked at the underside of his shoe,
gasping in pain, moaning in embarrassment, filled with anger, and
yet with a roiling, churning sexual darkness swirling inside my
mind.

“Now look up at him and beg for his cock,
whore.”

“Please can I suck your cock?” I moaned.

Another slap to my stinting bottom.
“Sir!”

“Please can I suck your cock, sir!?” I
cried.

Steve yanked up on my hair and I cried out in
pain, lurching upwards. Then Bobbie's cock pushed into my open
mouth.
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I hated them, well, I was furious with them,
but I felt a dark, raw sexuality swirling around my mind as my lips
bobbed up and down on his thick shaft.

The other two bracketed him, their cocks
sticking out hard and red and eager for attention. But again, as my
hair was yanked back to pull me off Bobbie's cock, I was forced to
bend over.

“Lick my foot, whore,” Steve taunted.

I moaned and licked at his shoe, then begged
to suck his cock.

Then it was the same with Dan, having to lick
his bare feet, which was worse, somehow, and then beg to suck his
cock.

They pulled at my hair and slapped lightly at
my face and breasts and pinched my nipples as they jerked my mouth
from one cock to the next to the next and back again.

I didn't realize it at the time, too
overwhelmed, too dazed, my mind swirling too much, but they were
timing it, and then they all came within seconds, spraying their
semen over my face, coating me with a warm, salty mass of semen as
I knelt there, open mouthed, confused, swaying helplessly,
basically thinking “What the fu....!”

Then, of course, they laughed hysterically as
they looked down at me, my face coated in jism.

I slumped weakly, panting, come dripping off
my face onto the floor

“Now have we learned anything, little
fuck-toy?” Steve purred, twisting his fingers in my hair.

I gasped in pain, lurching to the side, then
arched my back as he pulled back on my hair.

“Oww! What?!” I cried. “Don’t!”

“Have you learned that you’re just a sex toy
for men to play with?”

I dropped my eyes and he yanked on my hair again so I cried out
once more.

“Let me hear you say you’re a dirty, filthy
little slut whore,” he said, his voice nasty enough to make my face
flush with anger and indignation.

He was a stupid, ignorant jerk jock, way too
old for this group, and no particular aptitude for anything in life
that I’d heard so far. Who the fuck was he to tell me I was some
kind of low animal or something?!

“Well?” he said, yanking hard.

“Oww! Fuck off!” I cried. “I’ve had enough of
this. Let me the fuck go!”

“I think our little slut has failed to learn
proper humility,” he said.

“I mean it - ow! Let go! Oww!”

He pulled forward and down on my hair so
that, even as I was kneeling, I was bent well over, then pulled
forward on my hair so I had to awkwardly stumble along on my knees
after him. Then he sat down on the sofa, and dragged me up across
his lap so I lay, squirming, belly down. I gasped as he twisted the
zucchini inside me and pushed on the bottom.

“I think our dirty little girl needs a
spanking,” he declared.

My butt was already red and sore as his open
hand cracked down on it, and I yelped in pain, squirming more
violently. But with my arms tied there wasn’t an awful lot I could
do but complain. And then I couldn’t even do that as Dan,
snickering, shoved a bit of wax fruit from a bowl on the coffee
table into my mouth. It was hard, and large, and the pressure
against my front teeth forced me to open my jaw wide as he jammed
it in.

Steve began spanking me, then, and while it
sounds like a little thing, let me tell you, it STUNG! He paused,
and I heard some whispering behind me, then a buzzing as someone
slid a vibrator in under my crotch so it was kind of jammed up
against my clit as I lay there. Steve caressed my bottom and his
other hand slid under me to knead my breast.

I moaned in frustration, wanting them to just
end the sex shit so I could get out of there. Yes, it had been wild
and incredible and dirty and nasty – which aroused me all the hell,
but enough is enough, right!? But now I couldn’t even complain
because the fucking wax fruit, some kind of apple or plum, was
jammed inside my mouth!

“We’re gonna gang rape this slut until she
forgets her name,” Steve said.

And I have to admit that I felt a dark, scary
thrill of arousal at the words. I mean, given what had already
happened it wasn’t like I could be terrified by the fear of being
raped, by them, if you know what I mean. And with the vibrator
pressed up against my clit, well, I certainly felt a re surging
heat within me. I kicked my legs feebly and got another sharp slap
to the bottom, then another.

“Fucking hurts my hand, man,” he
complained.

And that was when one of the others, probably
Dan, got him a ping pong paddle from the other room. It was one
where the rubber had peeled off, leaving just bare wood, and the
first crack of the wood against my ass made me yell like murder
into their makeshift gag - though they all just laughed at the same
time.

I thrashed wildly but Steve easily held me by
one hip as he brought the paddle cracking down across my ass a
second time. It was still aching from the first blow, a nasty echo
of which was still resounding through my nervous system. The second
blow made me scream even louder, which they seemed to find even
more amusing.

Steve began to lay into me with the paddle,
bringing it down against my upraised bottom again and again and
again until I thought I would go insane! I howled and twisted and
kicked frantically as the paddle sent sharp lightning bolts of pain
into my bottom again and again so that I became desperate for it to
stop. But it didn’t stop. They thought they were being funny, and
like, it's just a spanking, right? Sure as hell nobody had wacked
their bare asses with a paddle! The pain clawed at my mind and
continued on and I felt tears fill my eyes and finally broke into
tears as the paddle kept cracking down on my burning hot
bottom.

It was not a bruising pain. I mean, the
paddle was not heavy. But it was a very, very sharp, stinging pain
which flared out over my skin and set my bottom aflame. I felt
incredibly helpless as my arms pulled wildly against the rope and
my legs kicked feebly. I was completely their prisoner and could do
nothing to defend myself! I couldn’t even curse them or beg them
with that damn wax thing in my mouth!

I had never felt that level of helplessness
before. Being bound, and gagged while someone hurt me was something
new. I won’t say that I liked it for a moment. I certainly didn’t.
But the affect did something to my psyche, if you get what I mean.
Knowing you have no way of influencing what is going to happen to
you in the way of either pain or sex has a strange affect on the
mind.

And then he pulled back my hair, raising my
head up from the sofa, pulling it back.

“Are you going to be an obedient little
fuck-toy now?” he purred.

I moaned helplessly, trying to nod.

He gripped the wax apple and worked it out of
my mouth, and I gasped weakly, blinking my eyes against the
tears.

“Well, fuck toy?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

That brought another sharp crack of the
paddle and I screamed as he said “You forgot to say sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

“Promise to be an obedient little fuck toy,”
he taunted me.

“I promise to be an obedient fuck-toy, Sir!”
I moaned.

“You want my cock inside you, don’t you,
slut?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

He shoved me over and I gasped as I rolled
off his knees and onto the floor.

“Assume the position, whore,” he said
jauntily, pointing at the center of the floor with the paddle.

I wasn’t sure what he meant but I groaned as
I rolled and got to my knees, shuffling across the floor on my
knees as he stood up and came after me. A hand at the back of my
head shoved me hard and I sprawled forward on the floor.

“Ass high, face low, legs spread,” he
jeered.

I grunted as I raised my hips, drawing my
knees in against my torso, spreading them apart.

“Spread your legs wider, fuck-toy,” he
barked.

I hastened to obey, my bottom throbbing with
the heat he had built up within my tortured flesh. I shifted my
knees as wide as I could while drawing them in tight so my bottom
was raised high. My breasts were crushed against the floor, and I
swallowed anxiously, flinching at every movement he made lest he
bring the paddle down on my bottom once again.

He moved slowly around me, as if inspecting
me and I rolled my eyes anxiously.

“Beg for my cock, fuck-toy,” he said.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

The paddle cracked down across my ass with
such force I screamed and was flung forward on my belly as laughter
tumbled around me.

“Not good enough!” he shouted. “Assume the
position and beg properly! Tell me how much you adore my beautiful
cock and want it inside your filthy little whore pussy!”

I whimpered as I forced my hips up again,
resuming my former position with even more nervousness. I was
extremely vulnerable to any blow he cared to mete out, not to
mention, let’s face it, obscenely displayed to their leering
eyes.

And I was desperate to avoid getting more
blows from that paddle!

“Please fuck me with your beautiful cock,
sir!” I cried. “Please fuck my dirty whore body with your wonderful
cock!”

There was more laughter at my words and my
face burned, but my bottom burned more, and then the paddle cracked
down again and I screamed, thrown onto my belly once more.

“Not good enough! Grovel for me! Show me how
desperate you are for cock! Tell me what a fucking dirty little
nymphomaniac whore you are and how you’d give anything to have my
cock inside you!”

What an arrogant asshole!

But the pain didn’t leave room for reasoning
or pride. I repositioned myself, eyes filled with tears, voice
breaking, more than willing to humiliate myself further to avoid
more such pain.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I cried. “Please fuck
my filthy whore cunt with your beautiful cock! I love your cock,
sir! I need it so bad! I need your cock inside my dirty slut pussy!
Please fuck me, sir! Please stick your wonderful cock into my dirty
whore body and fuck me hard!”

He brought the paddle cracking down on my ass
again, but not quite hard enough to throw me on my belly.

“Beg harder!” he yelled.

I sobbed and babbled and begged him for his
cock, and when he ordered me to I ground my hips back at him and
begged some more.

“I’m a filthy dirty stinking disgusting whore
bitch slut animal!” I sobbed. “Please fuck my filthy whore fuck-toy
body with your beautiful hard long wonderful cock, sir! Please!
Please! I beg you! Please give me your cock! Please rape my ugly
whore body with your wonderful cock, sir! Please! Please!”

I don’t know. I don’t even remember all the
vile, degrading things I had to say. I was desperate, babbling,
sobbing, voice breaking, and when he finally relented I remember
feeling a huge wall of relief as he knelt behind me and slowly
pulled that zucchini out of the aching depths of my belly. I can
remember thinking “Oh thank God he’s going to fuck me!”

And then he did. The zucchini had stretched
me out but my pussy was quite elastic and slid almost closed behind
it. I felt a great deal of physical relief as it slid out of me, as
well, for while there was something seductive and erotic about
being so full of something so thick, well, it was hard and cold
inside me. His cock slid into me easily, smoothly. It was warm and
soft by comparison, and while he was long and thick, he wasn’t
nearly as long and thick as it was, so I wasn’t as strained or
aching.

Quite truthfully, then, I felt both a
tremendous physical relief, and yes, pleasure, as he slid into me,
and tremendous emotional relief that he had agreed to fuck me at
last - and thus to stop wacking my burning ass with the paddle.

And so, as I knelt there, ass raised high,
chest and chin on the floor, knees spread wide, Steve fucked me,
fucked me hard and deep, and it felt… good.. I was still somewhat
dazed by the pain and the blows and the frantic effort to convince
him, so I wasn’t exactly up to an orgasm. But I have to admit that
the feel of his cock moving inside me was a wonderful, warm caress,
and his hands moving over my body was reassuring and deliciously
pleasant.

It wasn’t even really that humiliating, not
even with the other two looking on and making snotty remarks. All I
really cared about was that he wasn’t paddling me and I didn’t need
to beg any more. I just knelt there and let him use me however he
wanted, and was glad to be used. Oh I was aware of the others
looking on, and heard their sneers, and it was embarrassing, but… I
just didn’t really care that much.

Pain certainly tends to focus the mind.

Steve’s hips drove against me again and
again, and his hard/soft cock slid in and out of me over and over
and over so that the rhythm was almost hypnotic, and oddly
relaxing, soothing - at least compared to the wickedly sharp
stinging pain of the paddle.

When he finished, he gave my ass a squeeze -
it was still hot and sore but not as much as it had been, and then
they only made me beg once before Dan dropped down behind and
fucked me, and then I begged again for Bobbie’s cock, and he fucked
me too. The wild fear had faded, the pain had faded, and the dark,
nasty sexual heat began to seep through my body once again to the
point that as Bobbie fucked me I had a small orgasm there on the
floor, small enough to hide.

The three talked in soft voices so I couldn’t
hear. There was some disagreement, but then they all nodded. My
arms were untied, but held tightly, and then my wrists were tied
together. They pushed me flat onto the floor, then lifted my ankles
up and back. I groaned as I was bent back more and more, and then
the rope wound around my ankles repeatedly and they were tied to my
wrists behind me.

They stuck the wax fruit in my mouth and then
carried me down the stairs to the furnace room, then lay me on my
side, and threw a couple of blankets atop me before leaving.

I don’t know how long they left me there. For
a while, I struggled to free my wrists, but then gave it up as
hopeless. It was mildly arousing being tied up like this, hog tied,
naked, kept a prisoner, but the discomfort and anxiety outweighed
that by a good margin. What the hell were they doing? What did they
plan on doing with me? When were they going to untie me and let me
go home!?

It was ungodly hot in the furnace room, too,
and while I was eventually able to roll and twist over and get the
blanket off I was soon being drained by the heat. But they left me
there for hour after hour, and I couldn’t even complain.

I think, in fact, they must have left me
there all evening and all night. I was lethargic, exhausted - for
of course, I hadn’t slept - and horribly thirsty. My insides also
were cramped and aching from the continued presence of that damned
vegetable they’d stuck up my bottom. My jaw ached from being forced
wide, and my back and shoulders began to ache more and more with
every passing minute. My arms and legs cramped up stiffly. I had no
real sense of time down there, for there were no windows and no
clocks but it felt like forever, to the point I worried they’d just
left me like that and gone home, and that whoever rented the chalet
next would discover me, and there’d be a big, humiliating mess
trying to explain things to them.

So I was actually relieved with Dan showed up
and flicked on the lights. Exhaustedly, I raised my eyes, moaning
into the makeshift gag.

He grinned at me and knelt by my head.

“How you doing, fuck-toy?” he asked cheekily,
pulling the tangled hair back from my face.

He gripped the wax fruit and slowly worked it
out of my mouth, and I cried out in pain as my stiff jaw finally
was able to close. That so distracted me that I never said a thing,
only gasped and moaned and tried to ease the pain by not moving my
jaw much.

Dan ignored that and unzipped, then thrust
his stiff cock into my open mouth. I blinked in surprise. I hadn't
thought … though of course I should have. But then I had a cock in
my mouth, and he had a fistful of hair in his hand as he twisted my
head up and back and very casually fucked my mouth. I mean it just
that way. It was so casual, so arrogant, his assumption being he
could do whatever he wanted to me. And I guess, tied up as I was,
he could.

Then he thrust his hips in harder and his
cock pushed into my throat. I gurgled weakly, choking as his stiff
prick pushed down through my gullet, but again, with my arms and
legs bound tightly, there was really nothing I could do. He was
right. He could do anything he wanted to me. I think, by the way,
that their understanding of this was already influencing them, I
mean had already been influencing them from the time they started
shoving eggs into my swimsuit.

They could do anything they wanted,
basically. And wasn't that a great gift to give any horny man with
a girl like me around, particularly if he's a pervert, which, lets
face it, most men are.

So Dan just casually fucked my face, fucked
my mouth, fucked my throat, jerking on my hair, ignoring my
whimpers of pain as his cock pumped in and out of my throat, up and
down through my straining lips. I gasped and gurgled and choked and
gagged but he ignored that too, placidly, comfortably raping my
throat without a second thought for any reason why he
shouldn't.

I was dazed and gasping and choking, and
thankfully, he finished quickly, before I passed out, because
believe me, I wasn't getting a lot of air. He laughed and stood up,
zipping up his pants, and then he reached down and grasped the
ropes between my ankles and wrists and lifted me up somewhat
awkwardly, carrying me, belly down, up the stairs.

Bobbie was sitting on the sofa watching a
football game. He laughed as he saw me being carried across the
room, then got up to follow. I wasn't saying much, still gasping
weakly, gulping in air gratefully now that my throat wasn't
blocked, still dazed and exhausted. I moaned, head hanging, hair
tangled across it, as he carried me to the door, then opened it and
carried me outside.

I gasped as the cold hit my bare skin,
shivering as he carried me over to the hot tub. Then he and Bobbie
lifted me higher and, with a laugh, they dumped me into the hot
tub.

The hot tub wasn't very deep, but hog tied as
I was, it wasn't like I could stand or even sit up. I was under
water, and had had just enough time to gulp in air before going
underneath. Now I tried to twist, to turn, to move my body so I
could get my head above water, to no avail. I knew a sudden sense
of fluttering terror. Surely they weren't going to drown me! Not
the way they'd been laughing! They were just being pigs and bullies
again! But what if I drowned by accident!? Because they were
morons!?

Then a hand came into the water, grabbed a
mass of tangled hair and lifted me upwards, pulling my head up out
of the water and holding it there as I gasped desperately,
coughing, spitting out water, gulping in air as he grinned down at
me from where he stood outside the hot tub.

“Are you gonna be a good little fuck-toy?” he
asked coyly.

I was still desperately gulping in air, and
when I was slow to answer he let my head slide below the water
again, holding me there as I trembled and moaned and held my breath
desperately. Then he pulled my head up out of the water again.

“I asked you a question, slut,” he taunted
me.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

He shoved me underwater and I almost
swallowed a lungful. I trembled again, my head pounding, my chest
burning. Black dots danced before my eyes and I thrashed with
growing desperation until he pulled my head up out of the water
again.

“You forgot to say sir,” he said
tauntingly.

Fuck!

“Now let's try again. “Are you going to be a
good little fuck-toy?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped weakly.

“Let me hear you say it,” he insisted.

“I'll b-be a good... good little f-fuck-toy,
sir!” I panted.

I was basically floating in the water, my
body held up by his fist in my hair, my face barely out of the
water. I would have said pretty much anything he wanted at that
moment.

He dragged me out of the water and dropped me
onto the cold deck – soaking. I gasped and hissed and twisted as
the cold bit into my skin as he bent and untied my ankles from my
wrists. Mind you, my wrists were still tied behind me, and my
ankles were still tied together. But at least I could unbend, and
that felt incredibly good after hours hog-tied.

But I didn't get to enjoy it for long.

He and Bobbie picked me up and threw me over
the side of the deck, and I landed in the snow, soaked and tightly
bound, with the wind howling around me. Then they went back inside
and closed the door.
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Well, it woke me up. I'll give that to them.
But again, I could hardly breath. The sudden shock of the intense
cold bit at me and I gasped helplessly, writhing, rolling, twisting
in the snow. I tried to stand, fell, tried again, fell again with a
gasp, my ankles too tightly bound for balance in the uneven
snow.

After a minute or so, they appeared, clad in
boots, coats, scarves and gloves, laughing gleefully at me, like
little boys who'd played a naughty prank. Honestly, that's all they
were!

“Let me help you up, fuck-toy!” Dan said,
gripping my arm and helping pull me upright.

Then he shoved me so I fell back into the
snow, and they both laughed again.

“P-Please! I'm freezing!” I cried, gasping
for breath.

“It's not that cold. Don't be such a
baby!”

“Yeah, you don't see us complaining!”

They laughed at me again, and Dan hauled me
up only to shove me spinning into the snow once again.

My teeth were chattering, and I twisted and
writhed in the snow, as a hand gripped my hair and pulled me up and
back to my knees.

“Tell me how much you love me, Meghan,” he
taunted.

“I-I-I l-l-love you!” I said between
chattering teeth.

He flung me backwards, rolled me over, yanked
my hips up, and then slapped my ass several times with some kind of
thin strap.

“That's for not saying sir,” he said.

Then he yanked me back onto my knees by the
hair.

“Now let's try again.

“I-I-I l-lo-love you, s-sir!” I panted.

“What about me, slut?” Bobbie demanded.

“I-I-I l-love you, sir!” I gasped.

“Show us how much you love us, fuck-toy,” Dan
said slyly.

“P-Please! I'ts c-c-cold, sir!”

“Tough shit. Show me how much you love me,
slut.”

He pulled down on my hair, forcing me to bend
so my face was in front of his boots.

“Show me how you love me by cleaning my
boots, fuck-toy.”

Fuck I was freezing! But I immediately began
to lick at his heavy boots, my tongue scraping across the rough
leather, lapping at snow and dirt and ice as I knelt in the snow,
so cold my skin was burning with the direct contact.

Then I had to lick Bobbies boot, and then and
only then did they lift me up and carry me back across the snow and
up the stairs, then into the house.

They dumped me on the floor, still laughing,
high fiving each other like they'd just done something really
clever, you know.

Dan knelt next to me and untied my
ankles.

“You're gonna be a good little fuck-toy,
aren't you?”

“Y-y-yes, sir!” I panted.

He untied my wrists and I groaned as I
massaged them and moved and twisted my arms after their long
confinement. I lay on the floor, naked, shivering, wet, and thought
of nothing but warmth as Dan picked up some kind of strap, like a
short belt, and then smacked my ass with it.

“Okay, get on your hands and knees,
fuck-toy.”

I moaned weakly, but obeyed, and at his
urging I crawled across the floor on hands and knees towards the
main floor bathroom. There was no tub there, just a shower stall,
and he turned it on and let me stand up as Bobbie came in with his
video camera again.

“Have a shower. Clean yourself up, fuck-toy,”
Dan said with a leer.

The water was a bit chilly, and I shivered,
then quickly adjusted it, groaning in the heat, luxuriating in it
as it poured down around me, ducking my head into it so it splashed
down around my shoulders and over my breasts. I brought my arms up
in front of me, squeezing them against my breasts, which had been
freezing in the snow. My nipples were rock hard from the cold, not
from arousal.

“C-can I take these out, please sir?” I asked
anxiously.

The two zucchinis ached inside me!

“Slowly, so Bobbie can get video.”

I bit my lip but shifted my feet apart,
groaning as I eased the one out of my pussy. God it felt good to
have it gone! Then I gripped the one behind me, turning so they
could watch, and slowly slid that down out of my ass. Again, what a
relief it was to have that out of me!

I just stood in the hot water, slowly turning
and shifting and groaning in relief, until Dan barked out an order.
I picked up the soap then and began to soap myself up, shampooed my
hair, took my time enjoying the delicious heat, and was finally
ordered out of the shower.

Bobbie had been taking videos much of this
time, and he continued as Dan had me dry my hair and then use the
blow dryer and brush it out.

I just shook my head at how fucking bizarre
and stupid they were being.

But I didn't object. I didn't want these two
assholes to throw me outside in the cold naked again!

“Arch your back more,” Bobbie ordered while I was blow drying my
hair.

I looked at him warily, but I did what he
wanted. I sure as hell didn't like these videos but he had a lot
worse, and again, I didn't want the two idiots to spank me again
with the paddle or tie me up or throw me in the snow or God only
knows what else their juvenile minds would come up with.

I put down the dryer and licked my lips
nervously.

“Lean over the counter more,” Dan said.

Now he had a camera. Great. I was a fucking
porn model.

I leaned forward so he could snap pictures of
me from the side, then from behind. I reached up and grabbed the
medicine cabinet, leaning forward again, pushing my ass out as he
snapped pictures.

In the middle of that, Steve shows up, and I
couldn't repress a shudder, since I felt he was the meanest of
them. He leered at me. “Are you being a good little fuck-toy?” he
asked with a smirk.

“Yes, sir!” I gulped.

“That's good. I bought you some things. I
just know you're going to love them.”

“Let me get a few more pictures,” Dan
said.

“Maybe I have something you can add to your
pictures,” Steve said.

He disappeared, then came back with a very
large, realistically shaped dildo. My heart sank a bit as they all
laughed.

“Suck it, slut,” he taunted.

I really had no choice. I put it into my
mouth. It seemed to be new, and tasted only of plastic. I bobbed my
lips up and down on it, and at Bobbie's order, placed it between my
breasts, squeezing them together around it as I licked at the
head.

Then they dropped the toilet cover down and
shoved me onto it. I sat back, slumped back, drew my knees up and
back as they took pictures and videos, directing me into this pose
and that. I had to ease the dildo into my pussy and fuck myself
while they watched. I had to groan and moan and writhe like I was
enjoying it as the dildo slid smoothly in and out of my tight
sex.

Fortunately, the zucchini had eased my
muscles, at least for now, and the dildo, while big, wasn't as
thick, and was made of much softer and more slippery material. It
felt much more comfortable inside me than the stupid zucchini
had.

I was resigned to it. I didn't protest, just
moved my body as they directed, however slutty, obscene, graphic or
embarrassing the picture would turn out.

The dildo had a suction cup attachment and
they stuck it on the top of the toilet seat. Then I straddled it
and sank my pussy down on it, riding up and down, moaning as if I
enjoyed it, making pleasure faces, arching my back at their
direction.

It was weird. I mean, yes it was a bit
embarrassing, but given what they'd already seen and done to me I
guess it wasn't really that embarrassing. It was frustrating to a
degree, because I didn't want to do it, but like I said, I wasn't
about to resist, not when they already had nasty videos and not
when they would just punish me like the stupid, nasty children they
were. It was degrading, but... well, in a dark, nasty way that
actually was kind of... I don't want to say exciting, but...

The truth was that it was kind of hot, posing
like that in front of them, pumping a dildo in and out while they
watched and told me what a hot, sexy slut I was. I rode up and down
on the dildo, then turned so they could get rear shots of me riding
it.

“Reach down and rub your clit, slut,” Dan
ordered.

I did so, rubbing my clit as I rode the
dildo.

“Moan more, slut.”

“Ohhh! Unngggh!” I groaned softly.

They changed my position. I had to slump back
on the toilet again, legs spread wide, knees drawn back,
masturbating with the dildo while I rubbed my clit and they took
pictures and video. Then Steve produced a vibrator and I ran that
back and forth across my clit as I pumped the dildo deep, moaning
and groaning like I was turned on.

And the truth was that I was getting turned
on. The vibrator was having an effect, the nudity, the sexuality,
the lust beating down on me from the three admiring men. Yes, I was
turned on. I felt shame at that, and self-loathing, but it didn't
change how my body throbbed with heat, or how my hard nipples
sparkled like live electrical wires.

Then Steve produced one of those studded
leather bondage collar things and buckled it around my throat.
There was a stainless steel plate on the front that said Fuck
Toy.

He also had a small whiteboard with some
colored markers. You wonder what it was for? Well, they were going
to do a porno, staring me, and Steve would write down the lines for
me to say.

Then he showed me something else he'd bought
– a riding crop. That was for when I didn't get my lines right, he
said with a smirk, and if I didn't say them convincingly
enough.

“Wh-what are you going to do with the
videos?” I asked anxiously.

“Don't worry, fuck-toy, we won't show it to
anyone,” Bobbie said.

“Except the internet,” Dave said, to
laughter.

I licked my lips anxiously.

Steve gave me a second dildo, just as big and
realistic as the first one. They had me lay on the floor, arching
and twisting, legs wide, knees spread, fucking myself with one
dildo, licking and sucking at the other, pulling my mouth free
frequently to moan about how much I loved cock, and how I loved to
suck cock, and how I loved to have cock inside me, and what a cock
sucking slut I was.

I admit that, despite my anxiety, the heat
inside me lent my breathy voice a certain realism as I pumped the
dildo and moaned weakly, then began to hump harder and gasp more
energetically. I was to come for them, and I pretended to, faking
and orgasm for the camera and for them. With Steve holding up the
riding crop I knew it had to be realistic.

At their direction I rolled onto my belly and
raised my butt high, then fucked myself with the dildo, my hand
beneath me, my ass rolling and humping, gasping and whining for
cock, and how I loved cock, then coming again, crying out in
pleasure that in truth was only partly feigned. Faking the orgasms
was getting me hot!

I moved to the bed, and masturbated there,
with the dildo and with a vibrator, and the come there was a real
one, but exaggerated. I knew they wouldn't be able to tell the
difference.

Steve put studded leather restraints on my
wrists and ankles that matched the collar, and then I sucked his
and Dan's cocks while Bobbie took the video. Steve kept writing on
the whiteboard so that, each time he signaled, I pulled my mouth
off his or Dan's cock, stared at the camera, and said something –
nasty.

“I'm a fucking whore slut!” I said with as
much realism as I could. “I love cock! I love having cock inside
me! I'm a cock sucking whore who loves to swallow jism!”

Then I bobbed my lips up and down on Dan's
cock, taking it deep into my throat as Bobbie zoomed in with the
camera.

“I'm a cock-hungry fuck toy!” I said to the
camera. “I can't get enough cock! I wish I had a hundred cocks to
ride and suck! I wish I could fuck all day every day, every color
of cock in the world so long as they're big and hard!”

I sucked on Steve's cock then, bobbing my
lips up and down the long length of it, pulling back, gasping, to
read his white board again as Bobbie positioned the camera next to
it.

“My cunt wants something inside it!” I
gasped. “My cunt needs something hard and long! It needs to be
pounded and raped! Please fuck my dirty whore cunt!”

Steve motioned and I turned and dropped onto
all fours, aware of Bobbie moving around. Dan dropped to his knees
in front of me, and Steve thrust into me from behind. I groaned as
his stiff prick pushed into my tight, oily pussy, and then took
Dan's cock into my mouth as Bobbie moved back and forth with his
camera.

The two men thrust into me from either side,
and it was hot, it was exciting, arousing. My body was electric
with sexual hunger and lust. I hated them, though. And if I'd had
any chance at all I would have run screaming.

But I didn't.

Dan pulled out of my mouth, and then it was
just Steve. He was thrusting in hard, pulling at my hair, slapping
my ass while Bobbie taped it. It was wild, it was nasty, it was hot
and dirty and, and I was quivering hotly, though I still hated
them. Steve's big cock felt incredible as it pushed into me again
and again, and I moaned without having to fake it as he pushed me
towards orgasm.

Dan held the whiteboard in front of me, and I
rolled my eyes helplessly, gasping. Steve twisted his fingers
painfully in my hair and I gasped.

“Fuck me! Fuck my whore cunt!” I groaned.
“Fuck my dirty whore cunt! Rape me! Rape me hard! Ram your cock
into my filthy cunt!”

Steve released my hair then gripped my wrists, yanking them up and
back to hold them like the handles of a wheelbarrow, then he
twisted them in and back together, pinning my forearms together
across my back, pinning them there with one hand, gripping my hair
again as his hips slammed into my buttocks.

“Rape me!” I cried as Steve shook the
whiteboard insistently. “R-r-rape my filthy, ungh, slut body! Ungh!
F-fuck me, ungh, like the whore bitch animal I am! Oh! Ungh!”

“bark, bitch!” Steve growled, twisting his
fingers in my hair.

I gasped in pain.

“Bark, bitch, bark!”

I barked. It felt wild, bizarre, and yet I
did it, I barked as he fucked me, as he pulled on my hair, as he
rammed into me, as his cock drilled me.

Steve scribbled hurriedly on the
whiteboard.

“I-I'm a dirty bitch animal!” I gasped
dazedly, breathlessly, my body lurching to the hammering Steve was
giving me. “I'm a cock-loving bitch whore! I need to be raped! Rape
me! Rape me harder!”

And then I came, crying out weakly, my voice
warbling up and down out of control as a dark, howling storm of
sensory overload exploded like cymbals crashing together in my
mind.

He yanked me back by the hair and arms, hips
slamming bruisingly into my bottom as I came, as I writhed and
jerked and gurgled and cried out in wildfire pleasure.

* * * *

You would think saying that kind of shit
would be degrading, and it was, degrading and shameful - in a way.
But it was also weirdly exciting, in the same way a child,
conditioned to never say “bad words” feels when she curses n front
of others. It was a kind of wicked, daring, freeing experience that
appealed to some visceral part of me which, I guess, had long been
unhappy with the need to be seen as a “good girl”, as one who had
conducted herself with an eye to how people would see her and
respect her.

“I’m a dirty, fucking slut toy and I love
cock,” I said, while naked, with a hard, dripping cock in both
hands, staring into the camera, was a shocking little experience
which made my skin tingle even as I licked first one, then the
other, and looked smolderingly at the camera.

Don’t get me wrong in that I would NEVER have
done that on my own, not, at least, unless I was sure I’d have full
control of the video. But the more you did, the more you obeyed,
the more routine, more casual became your acceptance of obedience.
One thing led to another and there just seemed to be no point in
trying to protect my dignity or pride any further. It wasn’t like
what they already had wasn’t more than enough to totally humiliate
me and destroy my reputation ten times over.

You know what I mean? I mean, what difference
how I debased and degraded myself in front of the camera given what
they already had. And besides, the remembrance of that paddling I’d
taken, the remembrance of freezing in the snow, of almost drowning
in the hot tub, well, it made me extremely wary of doing or saying
anything the boys didn’t like, or of failing to live up to their
infantile desire to make dirty movies. God knows what they’d come
up with for punishment next!

Kneeling, shoulders against the floor, ass
raised high, legs apart, I pushed my fingers into my pussy, pumping
them in and out, spreading myself open as Bobbie stood behind
me.

“I love my dirty whore cunt,” I panted. “I
love sticking things into my dirty whore cunt. I love getting all
wet and slimy and being fucked hard by big cocks.”

The words were written on the whiteboard in
front of me, but I said them breathlessly, panting because of my
awkward position, a little red-faced, my stomach fluttering with
how obscene my position and words were as they looked on.

But when someone pushed a big dildo into my
glistening sex I groaned without faking it, then shuddered as it
pushed deep into my belly, twisting and rolling, pumping in and out
as the camera looked on and Dan swiftly erased the whiteboard and
wrote something new.

“Fuck me hard! Fuck my cunt! Rape me hard!” I
moaned, reading the words. “I’m a dirty little cunt toy and I love
being raped!”

Erase, erase, erase…

“Fuck my asshole!” I gasped. “Fuck me up the
ass! Shove your whole cock up my dirty whore ass and rape me with
it!”

Another dildo pushed against my ass, and I
gasped and dug my fingers into the palms of my hands. But
fortunately, they’d lubed it with something, and it eased in slower
than I had feared. But with one stuffed deep into my pussy, the
other filled me up - if not as much as when I’d had those zucchinis
inside me.

Steve’s hand slapped my ass sharply and I
gasped, and read the new words on the whiteboard.

“Yeah! Yeah! Fuck my whore ass! Rape my whore
ass!” I gasped.

He pulled the dildo out, and something warmer
and softer slid down into my body. There was no mistaking the feel
of a real cock, and I grunted as Steve, I presumed, jammed his cock
deep into my ass. But I didn’t have any more lines to say because
Dan pulled his pants off, and then kind of scooted forward on his
butt on the floor. He jerked my arms out of his way, spreading them
out to either side, and then put his feet down on them to pin them
in place as he gripped my hair in a thick mass.

He pushed his ass closer, and fed his cock to
me, ending up sitting back, legs spread, knees raised, hands on my
arms, my mouth almost to his crotch as he gripped my hair and
jerked my head back and forth, fucking my mouth and throat with his
stiff prick.

Steve, meanwhile, fucked my ass, hard, my
body shuddering from the hard, rapid blows of his hips against my
buttocks.

Coping with the way Dan was fucking my throat
kept me from relaxing and possibly enjoying anything, and what
arousal I had felt began to ease as I focused my attention on
trying to breath. Steve’s cock up my ass felt okay, I guess, but
wasn’t exactly curling my toes with pleasure either, and the floor
was hard on my knees as my body weight ground my breasts beneath
me.

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Oddly, it was only later, while looking at
myself on the video on the big screen, that I felt a sense of awed
excitement, felt my pussy throbbing, felt a kind of churning sexual
need within me. Bobbie had done a good job with the video cam, and
the scene looked hot and passionate and exciting in a way porn
films so very rarely were. My body looked pretty good, too, and I
really did look like a beautiful, shameless slut glorying in her
own wild sexuality.

It wasn’t really that embarrassing though, at
least, not in the way that watching myself masturbate on television
was, watching myself on a bed, naked, knees spread, pumping the
dildo, rubbing my clit, moaning and writhing and twisting, face
distorted by phoney - and not so phony lust - and watching the
camera pan over my body, that was much more embarrassing. Drawing
my feet up and back over my head hooking them under the headboard
of the bed, fucking my pussy and my ass with dildos, moaning and
groaning, watching that was embarrassing. The scene of me riding up
and down on the dildo stuck to the lid of the toilet seat, rubbing
my clit, arching my back and moaning in pleasure, that was
embarrassing.

Steve had brought rabbit ears for me to wear,
you know, like a playboy bunny, and shoved a butt-plug into my
bottom and a dildo up my pussy. The dildo had a thin chain attached
to the base which went up to my belly button ring. There was a
little spiked ball on the chain right over my clit which both
squeezed down o it, and rolled back and forth across it as I
moved.. They then locked the wrist restraints on my wrists together
behind my back, and clipped to weighted balls to my nipples with
alligator clips which made me curse and cry out in pain and dance
from foot to foot.

Again, this just caused them to laugh, like
they thought it was some kind of hilarious practical joke, but
those fucking things hurt! My nipples were burning!

And all Steve said was “This is the best
present any man can get for his bitch,” as he shoved a ball-gag
into my mouth and strapped it behind my head.

I wasn’t sure where he’d gotten all the
bondage shit, but presumed there was a store around somewhere which
was ringing up a great profit that day.

They made me walk around like that while
Bobbie took more videos, then they unclipped my wrists - warning me
of dire punishment if I touched the clips on my nipples. By then
the pain had eased so I wasn’t tempted to anger them. I got down on
all fours as ordered while Steve attached a leash to my collar.
Then he “walked” me. I had to crawl around on the end of his leash,
the weights dangling from my nipples, pulling and swinging as I
moved.

After all I’d gone through that didn’t rally
even seem very degrading. However, when Steve locked my wrists back
behind me again and then made me sit across his lap as he
masturbated me, that was humiliating. Why? Because he plucked the
clips off my nipples. It HURT, at first, and I writhed and moaned
and whimpered into the gag. But as the pain eased into throbbing,
and the throbbing eased to a kind of tingling, you know the kind of
tingling you get from returning circulation, my body began to feel
really, really good.

He pulled the spiked chain away from my clit,
and the absence of both that, and the biting alligator clips on my
nipples had my body flooded with relief. As his fingers began to
stroke across my clit waves of pleasure washed over me, growing
bigger with ever wave. He gripped my hair in his left hand and
forced my head way back, arching my back as he bent and began to
suck and lick at my tingling nipples. At the same time, he pumped
the dildo in and out, letting his thumb glide across my clit with
every stroke.

There was no way to hide it. The pleasure
screamed up out of my body and I began to writhe and buck and grind
myself against him like a wanton whore. And yes, of course Bobbie
was filming me as I came - came violently, twisting and thrashing
and screaming into the gag as the orgasm shattered my mind.

The whole day was one long sex session, with
God only knows how many pictures and how many minutes - hours - of
video they took of it. There was more, much more, than I’ve already
described, with fingerings and pinchings and gropings, with
suckings and fuckings, and dildoings. I had to crawl more, and bark
like a bitch and call myself names. Ice cubes were rolled across my
naked flesh, beer poured down my throat, and various objects pushed
into my pussy.

The only times I wasn’t being fucked or pawed
or taunted or made to do something obscene was when I was making
breakfast, lunch and dinner. Yes, that’s right. I had to cook,
naked, collared, with the dildo inside me and the stupid rabbit
ears sticking up over my head. I had to cook, then bring the food
over to them one by one, get on my knees next to the table, hold
the plate up and say “Here is some food, sir. Please eat it.”

Fucking ridiculous or what!?

Oh and I wasn’t allowed to eat. At least, not
much. After bringing them their plates I had to kneel beside them
and if one or the other deigned to give me a piece, I was allowed
to lick it out of their fingers. Afterward, I got to take their
plates away and wash them. I did that for all three meals, and
while I did get some food to eat, it wasn’t that much and my
stomach rumbled unhappily.

I didn’t know what else I could do, though.
My head was kind of fuzzy from lack of sleep, and it was like, I
don’t know, I was getting used to it, in a strange way. I hadn’t
worn any clothes since they’d stripped me yesterday afternoon by
the time they went to bed.

I did not go to bed, though. I stayed up,
literally. They left me on my feet, my wrists chained above me,
standing in the middle of the room. They had stuck that gag in my
mouth, which at least was better than the wax fruit because it let
me mostly close my jaw - though it filled my mouth behind my teeth.
I drooled a lot, though, but at least my jaw didn’t hurt much.

The rest of me began to hurt, though.
Standing in one place for a long time makes you stiff and sore from
your arms to your back to your legs and feet.

They had that dildo stuffed into my pussy,
the one with the thin chain attached to its base. The chain went up
across my clit, with the little spiked ball over it, but this time
Steve had attached it to my collar, to the ring in the center of
it. He had also attached a chain to my nipples. This one didn’t
have the alligator jaws like the weights. Instead it had two loops
on the ends which went tight around my nipples. It kind of squeezed
them, but not painfully.

It was boring in the quiet, nearly dark
chalet, with them all upstairs sleeping. I was disheartened and
frustrated. I was exhausted and really, really, really wanted to
hit the sack, even if it was a bed occupied by one of those
assholes. Instead I had to stand upright, arms high, and wait
through the night for them to wake up.

I was still thinking this was all just stupid
guys acting like jerks, bullying, adolescent, horny jerks, but I
simply hadn’t had an opportunity to actually convey to them that I
wasn’t appreciating it and wanted out. Well, like I said, my head
was a bit fuzzy. I wasn’t so much feeling threatened or in danger
or anything, just frustrated and impatient. It occurred to me that
we’d been here a whole extra day now. I’d been sort of thinking
early on that we would have to leave because we’d only rented the
chalet for a week, but … so why were we still here?

My little movements as I stood there quickly
brought me to realize that any straightening, any arching of my
beck not only pulled on my nipples, but also caused the little
spiked ball to dig into my clit and kind of roll against it. It
also pulled up on the dildo, which, like the big butt-plug they’d
pushed up my backside, was a constant sensation of fullness within
my lower belly.

I’d been up over forty hours, and I was a
girl who liked her sleep! They hadn’t been forty hours sitting
around watching TV either. They’d been pretty physical and
traumatic hours. My eyes burned as I stood there. And with my
wrists held tight I began to rely on that for balance. My eyes
closed repeatedly, and I swayed a little, my chin sometimes
dropping on my chest. As the stiffness in my body became more
pronounced, though, every chance to move, to shift, gave me a very
brief pleasure.

That included lifting my feet up, however
briefly, one at a time, drawing my bare foot up behind my buttock,
groaning weakly at the pleasure of bending my stiff leg. But of
course, such pleasure was only temporary and I had to straighten my
leg once again.

My back was also quite stiff and so I tried
to bend as much as possible. I couldn’t bend forward at all,
really, but I could kind of bend back a little, arching my back. Of
course, the more I did that the more I tugged at my nipples and
ground the little spiked ball against my clit, and before too very
long those three little buttons of flesh were throbbing and
sensitized. Well, they were always sensitive to any touch, but now
much more so. And the more I arched, the sharper the sensations
were.

This wasn’t really all that conscious, at
first. What I mean to say is that even as those sensations became
more pronounced and provided something other than the dark, empty
room to draw my mind, I didn’t really consciously try to
deliberately accentuate those sensations - at first. But as time
passed my pussy began to throb and heat, and the feeling of arousal
spread through my body. I didn’t resist it. It made things more
tolerable.

In fact, I embraced it. I let it affect my
mind, let my mind spin up sexual fantasies to accentuate that
arousal, let my mind sore through lewd, erotic fantasies which
further heated my body. And suddenly, I wasn’t bored any more, and
the aches and pains and stiffness didn’t matter so much. I ground
my thighs together and arched my back and moaned into the gag as my
nipples sparkled and my pussy throbbed and my chest felt a leaden
breathlessness.

Being tied up by three jerks, three losers,
was not very erotic to me. Instead I let my mind imagine I was the
prisoner of an Arab sheik who was intent on breaking me for his
harem, and then that I was a spy captured by another spy, a sexy
one who would torture information out of me. Then I imagined I was
a barbarian princess captured by a great warrior who was going to
make me his bridge - after he broke me.

The spiked ball now hurt as it rolled across
my swollen, exquisitely sensitive clit, but it hurt in a good way!
A dark way! A hot, nasty, seductive, erotic way!

If one of those jerks had come downstairs
then and fucked me, even in the ass, I’d have come at once, but
without that I clung to the edge of it, my body pulsing with heat,
my mind swimming in lust, my body churning with sexual energy to
the point of raw frustration. I was twisting and writhing, arching
and rubbing my thighs together, moaning and panting into the gag,
trying with ever growing need to tumble off that final
precipice

And then the orgasm swept through me. I
jerked spastically, head pulling back hard again and again as
convulsions wracked my body. The orgasm was powerful and I screamed
into the gag as I twisted and thrashed like a fish on the end of a
line, spinning in place there, sometimes letting almost all my
weight come down on my wrists as my legs turned rubbery.

By the time it ended my eyes were glassy and
I was all-but hanging by my wrists, dazed, moaning, shell-shocked
by the intensity of the storm of sensations which had howled
through me.

But then I had to come back to the real
world, and, groaning, strengthened my legs and took the weight off
my wrists. My chest was heaving, and I was overheated. My burning
eyes fluttered and I closed them hard repeatedly as they were itchy
with tiredness. I looked down my body at my swollen nipples, and
saw that the base of the dildo, which had been sticking just past
the lips of my sex, had now disappeared inside me, sucked into my
body by my spasming pussy muscles so that my pussy lips could
almost close behind it. Only the chain was visible.

I wasn’t sure how that had happened, as it
had hurt when Steve had shoved it up me. He had pushed it as deep
as it would go, despite my cries of pain, and I had been sure it
was at the back wall of my pussy. Yet somehow, it had found new
space inside me, and I felt even more full, more crammed, with
it.

Before too long, though I had no clock, the
raw sexual hunger returned, inspired by the fullness within me, and
the tugging and grinding against my clit and nipples. I came again,
though that left me even more exhausted, and it took longer for the
heat to return. Return it did, but not as strong. Maybe my nipples
and clit were becoming numb to some extent. Still, the raw heat
throbbed within me as the night wore into morning and the darkness
began to fade into light.

My body ached! How I longed to bend and
stretch. I actually tried to pull myself up on my arms, to bend
them, even if that meant putting all my weight on my wrists, just
to bend them for a few seconds!

I did the same to bend my legs, hanging
freely by my wrists as I pulled my ankles up behind me and swung
slowly in place, groaning.

The sky lightened further and I stared out
the big glass wall at the cold snow outside. I could see the wind
blowing even more strongly than it had been yesterday lifting up
snow and sending it flying through the air. My stomach rumbled and
my throat was horribly dry, even though I was still drooling a
little around the ball gag.

The first one up was Steve, and I flinched at
the sight of him, dropping my bloodshot eyes. Yet at the same time
I trembled both in anxiety and anticipation, for I was still in the
grip of a dark, throbbing heat and need. He came right over to me
and I cried out in sudden pain as he gripped my hair and yanked my
head up and back. I rolled my eyes up at him and saw him smirk at
me.

“Did you get a good night’s sleep, slut toy?”
he purred.

He twisted his fingers in my hair again and I
whimpered in pain, which seemed to please him. His other hand slid
between my legs, through, and the feel of his fingers against my
clit almost made my hips buck out against him.

“Tell me you want cock, whore,” he
breathed.

I was still gagged, of course, but tried to
say the words. He chuckled and groped my breast roughly. It hurt a
little, but the dark heat and pleasure pushed the pain aside.

“You want my cock inside you, don’t you,
slut,” he taunted.

And the shame of it was that I did. I hated
him, but yes, I wanted his cock inside me. And despite how rough he
was treating my breasts his warm fingers on them and digging into
them felt incredible!

“Spread your legs, slut animal,” he said with
a sneer.

I did so, at least as far as I could with my
wrists held aloft. His hand slid over my bottom and I pushed it
back until his open hand cracked down stingingly, then I jerked it
back.

“Push that tail out, slut animal. Further.
Show me how much you want my prick.”

He slid his hand between my legs from behind,
cupping my sex, fingers rubbing up across my clit, hand pressing
against the base of the dildo and the butt plug at the same
time.

“Nasty little bitch animal” he said with a
leering smirk. “Nothing on your mind but cock.”

It was true I was very aroused, but honestly
I’d have preferred climbing into bed and having a sleep if that had
been an option.

And then he slapped my face.

It startled me, and stung a little, but it
wasn’t a really hard slap or anything. But he slapped it again, and
again, and again, and again, first one cheek, then the other, then
the first. I think he was experimenting in his freedom to do just
about whatever the fuck he wanted to me, and enjoying it quite a
bit.

The repeated smacks, getting harder, began to
daze me, as the sharp little stinging blows sent my head jerking
one way then the other then back once again.

He chuckled, and abandoned me for a moment,
going across the room. He picked up the riding crop and returned
and I moaned weakly, dazedly as he grinned with anticipation.

He undid the chain attached to the dildo, and
then unclipped it from my collar and dropped it on the floor. His
hand slid between my legs and again I shuddered as the sensation of
his soft hand against my mons was heavenly. He rubbed it back and
forth as he gazed at me, then said. “Spread your legs, slut toy,
and keep them spread.”

I don’t know if you’ve ever seen a riding
crop. For that matter, I’m not sure they’re all the same. Anyway,
there was a sort of flat section at the tip, about two inches long,
and he rubbed that against my pussy, against my clit. Then he drew
it down and let it slap up against my clit.

“Such a bad little slut,” he purred. “Bad
little sluts need to be punished, don’t they, slut toy.”

I moaned and then gasped as he kind of jammed
the crop in against my pussy, digging it in between the lips of my
sex, grinding across my clit, up, then down, then back before he
jerked his hand down and let the flat part slap up against my clit
again once, twice, three times, in short, sharp little slaps.

Of course he couldn’t get much weight or
energy behind the blows, could only use his wrist, but they still
kind of stung, especially coming against my clit like that!

“Dirty slut. You know you love cock,” he
said, grinding the shaft of the crop back and forth, letting it
sink in between my pussy lips, angled inward as he slowly ground it
back and forth across my clit.

“Tell me you love cock,” he whispered.

I tried, through the gag, and he slapped the
crop against my clit again, a half dozen times in fast little blows
that made my legs spasm and draw closer together.

“Legs spread, slut toy,” he growled.

I flinched, my legs spreading again as he
repeatedly rubbed and ground the thing against me, then slapped my
clit with sharp, rapid, stinging little blows that made me gurgle
and moan helplessly.

Suddenly he jerked back on my hair, pulling
my head back and forcing my chest out. He snickered, then brought
he crop up, rubbing the center of my left breast. He bent over,
mouth wide, and took the middle of my breast into it. I shuddered
as his teeth dug into my flesh, as his hot, slick mouth began to
suck against me, as his tongue whipped across my sore, engorged
nipple. God! It felt incredible!

I trembled and moaned and writhed as he
mouthed my breast, as his other hand slid up and down against my
pussy. Then he eased back, pulled on my hair again, and began to
slap the crop down against my nipple in short, fast, stinging
blows.

Again, he wasn’t using his arm, just his
wrist, so the blows weren’t really hard, but the crop was a blur as
he slapped it down against the center of my breast, and I twisted
and writhed and whined and moaned into the gag. He switched to the
other breast, laughing in amusement as the slapper thing whipped
down onto my nipples and turned the center of both breasts a hot,
stinging red.

He stopped, and mouthed one of my breasts
again, sucking and licking it, then biting it gently - and not so
gently, so that I moaned then yelped and cried out, then moaned
again.

He released my hair, strolling around behind
me, and then cutting the crop across my bottom with the first
really hard blow he’d given me. I screamed into the gag, my hips
bucking forward.

“Push that ass back, slut animal,” he
taunted. “And spread your legs.”

I whimpered anxiously, but could not do
anything but obey.

“Spread your legs wider, slut animal.
Wider!”

I cried out in pain at the second blow,
trying to obey, raising myself up on the balls of my feet to push
my ass back and spread my legs further.

“Good slut. Now beg for it. Beg me to fuck
your whore ass.”

I tried again, my words, of course, grossly
distorted and muffled by the gag as he pushed the crop between my
legs and sawed the thing back and forth against my pussy.

“Beg harder, slut animal!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” I begged, though,
as I’ve said, the words were muffled and distorted.

“Please fuck my whore ass! I love cock! I
love cock in my ass! I want it up the ass, sir! Please fuck my
whore ass!”

His fingers dug under the base of the
butt-plug and slowly pulled it outwards. The fat plug began to
spread my opening, spread it wider, then he let it sink back into
me. He did it again, then again, and ordered me to keep begging as
the fat butt-pug pulled out, then slid back in, pulled out, then
slid back in.

All the while he stroked the crop back and
forth between the lips of my sex, angling it upwards to grind
across my clit, sending hot, dark starbursts of heat and excitement
through my quivering body.

He stopped and I felt his fingers at the
strap going around my head. He undid it, and then pried the ball
slowly out of my mouth. I gasped weakly, dazedly, moaning as I
worked my jaw.

He was standing in front of me now, gripping
my hair and jaw, forcing my head back.

“Keep that ass out, slut animal. Keep those
legs spread,” he demanded.

He kissed me then, his lips crushing mine,
his tongue pushing into my mouth, sweeping across my own.

“Dirty little slut animal,” he breathed,
pulling his lips back. He kissed me again, jerking back sharply on
my hair, and I moaned into his mouth. I felt something… something…
and gagged a bit, then swallowed. I thought at first, I don’t know
what I thought. I hadn’t thought it was a pill he’d popped into his
mouth and spat into mine, though, but that was what it was.

He laughed, then kissed me again, his hands
sliding up and down my back, kneading my buttocks, then my breasts,
sliding between my legs, rubbing and caressing until I ground
myself helplessly against him.

He jerked back on my hair suddenly and I
cried out in pain.

“Tell me you wan tit, slut animal,” he
breathed.

“I-I want it,” I moaned.

He pinched my nipple painfully. “You forgot
to say sir, slut animal.”

“Sir! Sir! Sir!” I cried, trembling and
twisting as he dug his nail into my aching nipple.

“Tell me you want it up the ass, slut
animal.”

“I want it up the ass, sir!” I gasped.

“Up your dirty slut ass!”

“Yes, yes!” I gasped.

“Up your filthy whore asshole!”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please fuck my dirty whore
ass, sir!”

“You dug his fingers into my head and I
moaned in pain.

“You want a cock up the ass, don’t you,
slut!”

“Yes! Yes, sir! I want your cock up my ass,
sir! I want your cock up my dirty slut ass! Please! Please, sir! I
need cock up my ass! Please fuck my whore slut ass!” I babbled
helplessly.

He moved slowly around behind me, sawing the
crop across my clit, pulling on the butt plug and letting it slide
back in.

‘You want it, fuck toy? You want it up the
ass? Beg, fuck toy. Beg.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!” I begged
dazedly. “Please fuck my filthy whore ass, sir!”

“You want me to rape that tight ass,
slut?”

“Yes, sir! Please rape my ass, sir! Please
rape me in the ass, sir! Please fuck my filthy whore asshole,
sir!”

He pulled the butt plug all the way out, and
his cock slid up inside me.

It felt - glorious.

I had never gone in for anal sex, but still,
I was so relieved that he’d stopped making me beg, that he’d
apparently been satisfied and would not continue to toy with me,
not continue to slap me and pinch me and make me beg. And his cock
felt really, really good inside me, so much softer than the plug,
not so wide, but deeper. My sphincter closed around his shaft as he
slid his cock up inside me, warm and soft and slick with something
he must have coated it with while I wasn’t working.

“Keep that ass pushed back, slut, and raised
up high!”

I moaned as his cock slid deep into my lower
belly. It felt so good compared to the butt plug, so warm and
slick, and I groaned as his hips ground into my buttocks and his
hands slid up my back and then under my arms to cup and squeeze my
breasts. I would have preferred having him in my pussy, but it
still felt wonderful, and when he started to stroke, the feeling of
his cock sliding up and down inside me pushed me over the edge into
an orgasm that had me twisting and writhing and bucking in helpless
paroxysms of pleasure.

I think the sleep deprivation had something
to do with it, and maybe that pill, but my head felt like it was
exploding as his hips slapped into my buttocks and his cock drove
high, high, high into my belly with every long, wonderful stroke. I
gurgled and grunted and gasped and moaned and cried out loud as he
sodomised me, gasping, eyes glazed, as he yanked back hard on my
hair, forcing my head up and back, and his other hand slid down
between my legs to rub my clit.

The orgasm exploded into something even more
intense, and I shuddered and sobbed as his hips slammed against my
buttocks and his cock punched up into me again and again and
again.

God it was so intense! I barely stayed
conscious.

He finished, and left me half hanging there,
gasping, dazed, moaning to myself blearily, even as Dan shuffled
into the room, yawning and scratching himself.

“Gave the bitch a stiff cock up the ass and
blew her brains out,” Steve bragged.

“What brains?” Dan said sleepily, and they
both laughed.

That should have pissed me off, cause I
figure I’m smarter than these three morons, but I couldn’t find it
in me to care.
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They made coffee while I stood there gasping,
chest heaving, eyes fluttering, and then Dan unlocked my wrist
restraints from the chain. I sank slowly to the floor, moaning in
pleasure as my knees bent as my back bent, as my arms bent. I
luxuriated in being able to move my body, in being able to twist
and turn, arch and bend, in moving my stiff muscles and limbs.

I didn’t even protest, not the least, when
Dan pushed me forward so I was on all fours, and I was not at all
surprised when he pried the dildo out of my pussy and I felt him
sliding his own hard cock into me instead.

It was a soft, relaxing fuck, as he yawned
and I was just kneeling there, head down, groaning languorously.
His cock stroked in and out of me in a pleasant way, and he groped
my breasts now and then, then finished and slapped my bottom as he
got to his feet.

Steve woke me up by grabbing my hair and
pulling me to my feet by it, then forcing my head back as he bit
into the side of my throat.

“Make us breakfast cunt animal,” he said with
a smirk.

He shoved me and I staggered towards the
kitchen, panting dazedly.

I had to grip the wall to keep from falling.
“What… what do you want?” I asked, my voice a little gravelly
because of my dry throat.

Bacon and eggs was what they wanted. I could
do that! I turned on the stove and started breakfast. While I was
in there I took deep gulps of milk directly from the jug to ease my
parched throat, absently rubbing my swollen, tingly nipple from
time to time. The smell of the bacon made me salivate, though. I
was so hungry!

Then Bobbie came in, wearing a t-shirt and
shorts. He yawned, and without a word, grabbed me by an arm, pulled
me around, and bent me over the table there. His food reached in to
kick my ankles apart but I was already instinctively spreading them
as he took his cock out, rubbed it up and down my soft, silky
opening, then pushed it into me.

He didn’t talk to me, but he talked to Dan
and Steve through the door, talked about ice fishing, and whether
they should do that instead of snowboarding today. I felt a brief
surge of interest, hoping they would all go out and I could take
off, even as his cock began to pump into me hard enough to grind my
thighs against the edge of the table.

Like Dan, he finished quickly, and without a
word to me, he wandered out again and I straightened up to look at
the bacon on the stove.

It should have been easy to steal a little
without them knowing, but I think the effect of that pill, whatever
it was, were beginning to be felt, for I was even more dazed,
feeling a little drunk, to be honest, or stoned. And more than
being awake for forty eight hours would explain. And I think that
pill they'd given me was really starting to take hold.

I was stumbling about a bit, and had a hard
time focusing my attention on anything. I felt a bit drunk, but
exhausted as well. So not only did I not take much care munching,
but I burned the bacon, and messed up the eggs too.

“You stupid cunt-animal,” Steve snapped when
he came in to check on me.

His slap was harder than the little ones he'd
given me before and I stumbled against the wall, clutching my
cheek.

“Where's fucking breakfast?” Dan demanded,
coming in after him.

“The stupid slut's been so busy eating she
burned our breakfast,” Steve said in irritation.

“Brainless fucking whore,” Dan said with a
curled lip.

I stared at him helplessly, my mind not
really working up much in the way of either a retort or
explanation.

“Who told you to eat, bitch?” Steve
demanded.

“I don't know,” I said dizzily.

“You don't fucking know much do you,
pussy?”

He grabbed my arm and twisted me around, then shoved me across the
low table there.

“Hold the bitch,” he said casually.

I gasped as I felt Dan lean over and grasp my
tangled hair, pinning my face to the table. I felt the hard edge of
the back of the chair pushed into the table there jam into my lower
belly, forcing my hips up high. Then I had a sudden view of Steve's
arm swinging back, holding the belt he'd slid out of the loops of
his jeans.

It snapped across my buttocks with a loud
crack of noise which was followed an instant later by a jagged
edged blast of pain that made me scream and jerk against Dan's
grip.

In truth, it wasn't as bad as the paddle, but
it surely did sting, and I thrust my hands back, crying “Don't!
Don't!”

They captured my hands and locked the
restraints together, then the belt cut across my bottom a second
time as I squealed and twisted helplessly. Another blow, and
another, and another cut into the soft flesh of my bottom, and I
screamed and cried out and begged them to stop but to no avail. The
sharp, whipcracks of pain bit into me again and again as the heat
and pain in my buttocks mounted, and tears filled my eyes.

“You want to try?”

They were still laughing, thinking it was all
a game!

Dan whipped the belt across my burning ass
while Steve pinned my head. Again and again the belt snapped
stingingly across my buttocks as I lay helpless, whimpering and
sobbing. And then Bobbie hesitantly took a try, hitting softly at
first, but quickly getting the thrill of it and whipping the belt
down with more enthusiasm.

“We'll eat at the lodge,” Steve said.

The “we” didn't include me, of course, but I
was fine with them leaving me behind. I don't think I had enough
operating mind to really think about getting away, but I just
wanted them away from me. In any event, before they left they
dragged me back into the main room, attached chains to my ankle
restraints, and then fed the chains up high and wide so that my
legs were achingly spread, not doing the splits but not a hell of a
lot better.

They left me like that, hanging upside down.
My feet were at, like, on a clock, two and ten O'clock, and my
fingers brushed the floor below me. Surprisingly, they hadn't
chained them behind me or anything. They dangled freely.

Before they left, though, they'd stuffed the
dildo back into my pussy, and of course, the butt plug into my
bottom.

I hung there moaning a little blearily,
confused by the upside down world, my mind not really functioning
all that well. I don't know how much time passed where I just sort
of hung there. But I began to feel... I don't know... different, as
though I was sort of floating. My skin felt hot and tingly
everywhere, and terribly, terribly sensitive. I could feel the tiny
hairs on my body being caressed by the soft brush of air coming
from the vents.

My eyes felt heavy, leaden, and my head
throbbed from the blood rushing to it, at least at first. That
eased, though, after a time. And a new sensation rose, which was
the feeling of my stretched, straining pussy lips around the thick
dildo the guys had shoved inside me. Oh I was stoned, on top of
being exhausted, as my hands rose heavily up my body. I gasped as
they brushed past hard nipples, and then felt the circle of taut
flesh gripping the dildo.

I gripped the dildo, grunting with effort,
having to bend upwards, and pulled it a bit, then pushed it in, and
that felt so good I did it again. The brush of my fingers across my
clit, though, caught my attention and I started to rub myself
there. I can't say I even really knew what I was doing. But it felt
good, so I did it, and like the rest of my body, my clit was now
exquisitely sensitive to any touch.

The orgasm had me twisting and writhing and
crying out again and again, head thrashing and shaking as the
sensory waves of pleasure poured over me in a churning, frothing
flood.

I groaned and hung limp, gasping, moaning,
eyes glazed, fingers brushing the floor again as I gulped in
air.

And there was something there on the floor,
something which, after a while, I picked up and lifted to my eyes,
examining for a time to try and understand what it was – and why I
was even holding it.

It was a vibrator. I held it for a while
before understanding that, and even then wasn't sure what it was
for. But I clicked it on, and remembered, in some dim part of my
mind, that it felt good to touch it to myself – right – there.

I groaned as I rubbed it against my clit,
gasping and moaned and panted and began to rub and grind it against
my clit, jamming the small bit of flesh back against the shaft of
the dildo still protruding from my pussy and driving myself into
another screaming, sobbing, twisting, writhing, thrashing
climax.

I hardly knew who I was, hardly knew what I
was. I just knew that – that it felt good.

Ohmygod it felt good!

I hung there for hours, every now and then,
when I worked up the strength, when my mind was somewhat clear
enough to have some sort of goal, raising the vibrator and rubbing
it across my clit, pressing on the dildo, driving myself into
another wonderful sensory storm of pleasure.

Until I dropped the vibrator and it rolled
out of reach.

Then I just used my fingers, at least, until
I could not longer raise my arms for lack of strength. After that I
just kind of hung there limp, jaw slack, eyes glassy, kind of
semi-conscious.

Their return was heralded by hooting and
laughter and boots stomping on the floor to clear the snow, but I
paid it little mind until a hand gripped my loose hair and pulled
my head up and back. My eyes fluttered dazedly at the sight of a
cock being pulled out of a pair of pants. Then it was being rubbed
across my face. My hair was gathered up in a thick tail sprouting
from the top of my head, and used as a handle to hold my head way
back like that, basically looking behind me, as whoever it was
pushed his cock into my open mouth.

My arms weighed a ton, or felt like it. The
muscles were so exhausted from my raising them up and masturbating
that I could hardly move them. I didn't try to fight the cock which
pushed down my throat, just gurgled weakly, confused, bleary eyed
as the cock pumped in and out of my mouth and throat. I didn't even
know who it was. I only really saw the cock, and the crotch of his
jeans as he pumped in and out.

A few moments later, though, the dildo was
pulled free of me, and I felt a cock thrusting down into me from my
other side, hands on my buttocks as whoever it was stood there and
fucked my upside down pussy. I guess it was all the same to him.
For my part I hardly paid it much attention. It was difficult to
breath with the way Dan – it as him – was fucking my throat, and I
gurgled and gagged and choked a bit before her mercifully
finished.

* * * *

“Knees wider!”

I grunted as I shifted my knees further apart
on the floor.

“Now reach back and grab your ankles.”

I strained backwards, gasping weakly, before
sliding my fingers around my ankles. Then I slumped forward again,
pulling my ankles forward.

I was on my belly, with my ass high in the
air, my knees spread, my feet lifted up and back along my hips. Now
as I pulled on my ankles, my feet came forward more, and someone
shoved my legs further apart. My cheek was pressed hard against the
floor and my breasts were crushed beneath my chest. I was numb,
exhausted. I kept dozing off, and they kept slapping my cheek to
wake me, and now I was being put in these positions so I couldn't
doze off.

I winced as the crop slapped against my pussy
again and again, lightly but stinging me.

Then it slapped against my anal opening,
producing a very strange sensation along with the sting.

“I don't hear you,” Steve said, slapping the
crop harder against my anus.

“I'm a dirty, filthy fuck-animal,” I said
dully. “I'm nasty little bitch slut who loves cock. I”m a cock
sucking whore who needs to have a cock inside her dirty cunt or
asshole. I love to swallow cock. I love to be raped and fucked. I
love being gang banged and tied up and fucked hard. I love to suck
balls – .”

My voice trailed off as my eyes closed and
the crop slapped harder against my anus.

“I'm a dirty fucking cunt-animal,” I gasped,
eyes blinking. I was laying on the big wooden coffee table while
the guys sat on the sofa and chair around me, the TV on. It was
evening now. I'd been up maybe sixty hours and it was not possible
to think. My knees ached where they were jammed against the table,
and the tendons in my groin were taut as I pulled my ankles
forward, my bent knees splayed wide to expose myself.

Someone – Bobbie, I guess, moved behind me
and I felt myself penetrated. I hardly paid any attention as he
fucked me, until he pulled back on my hair. Then I only groaned
weakly, slack-jawed, too exhausted to really care or react. It
didn't feel bad. It didn't feel good. I didn't care.

Steve snapped the leash to my collar and had
me crawl down off the table, then crawl along the floor. He held
the crop behind him and snapped it across my bottom whenever I
faltered. I crawled around on the floor and then into the bathroom.
He made me lick along the floor there, then lick at the base of the
toilet and up its side. It didn't taste very good but I didn't
really care. I licked along the rim, too exhausted to be grossed
out.

He made me crawl back, then locked my wrist
restraints together behind me and made me crawl on my belly. That
was harder, and I grunted and gasped as I wriggled slowly across
the floor, driven on by the crop snapping at my bottom and feet,
wriggling down the hall and into the main room where the other two
were still sitting, watching TV.

“Give me a hand with her,” Steve said.

I didn't know or care what he needed help
with. I groaned as they dragged me upright by arms and hair, then
unlocked my wrists and raised them up and apart, locking them in
place above me. My ankles were spread – and then spread wider, so
wide that I was no longer on the floor at all, but hanging freely
by my wrists.

The gag was shoved into my mouth, then Steve
shoved a really, really thick dildo up my pussy and another up my
ass. They left me like that as they watched a football game. My
wrists hurt, but I was so exhausted I began to doze off anyway.
Until Steve pushed a stun gun between my legs and zapped me.

Let me tell you, I sure felt that! All my
hair stood on end and I screamed as my head whipped up and back and
my back arched. Every muscle in my body seemed to spasm, if only
for a second.

“The slut beast is awake!” Steve said with a
laugh.

“How long do you think you can keep her
awake?” Dan asked.

“As long as I want,” Steve bragged.

I was still twitching and jerking and
gasping, my brain still fuzzy, when the vibrator began rubbing
against my clit. I was hardly aware of it at first, but the
sensations built up to the point my hips were unconsciously
grinding against it. That was when the whip hit my back. It was a
multi-thonged whip, so that it landed without a heavy impact all
across the center of my back. But an instant later I felt the
stings, like multiple bee-stings, and cried out into the gag, my
body twisting and jerking against the restraints.

The vibrator continued playing across my
clit, though, and the impact of the stings faded quickly as I
moaned in dazed reaction.

Then the whip struck my back again, and again
I flinched and jerked and cried out into the gag. But the vibrator
continued to buzz, and after long seconds, my hips began to push
against it again.

The whip hit again, and again, and again, but
not quickly, leaving long gaps where the sensations of the vibrator
rubbing against my clitoris built up within me. One of them, Dan I
think, licked and sucked on my nipples from time to time, and even
played another vibrator against them as fingers kneaded my
buttocks.

“You're such a bad girl,” Steve purred.
“Nasty little bitch-animal. You know you need to be punished.”

The whip struck again and again I gasped and
arched, panting weakly, eyes glassy, mind spinning with confusion
as the vibrator continued to stroke and rub and grind into my
clit.

“Let me hear you say you're a bad girl,” he
said.

“I'm a bad girl,” I moaned dazedly into the
gag.

“Again.”

“I'm a bad girl,” I mouthed.

“Again.”

I'm a bad girl,” I groaned, drooling, words
muffled and slurred.

“Again.”

I kept saying it, or trying to, as the
vibrator taunted me and the flog stung me, and fingers rolled and
pinched my nipples and lips sucked on them and tongues danced
across them. I hardly knew who I was any more, never mind what I
was. I was a dazed creature of sensation.

I grunted as they unchained my ankles, my
chin falling to my chest tiredly. They lifted my legs up and pulled
them back, then spread them wide to either side, my ankles up high
as they slowly tugged them backwards. Because my wrists were locked
in place, there wasn't a lot of give to my torso, and as they
pulled my straight legs back further it kind of tilted my lower
belly and groin up and forward.

I hardly cared, and only moaned as the
vibrator played across my clit again. My ankles were up back behind
my shoulders and spread out to either side, and my eyes were hot,
aching, fuzzy, and gave me a view of the world my mind could not
really process.

Then Steve began spanking – I don't have a
better word for it – my clit with the tip of the riding crop. It
hurt. I mean it HURT! And I cried out, sobbing and twisting and
jerking weakly as the little crop whipped down fast and hard in
short, quick arcs.

Then it stopped, and the vibrator rolled
gently across my clit instead.

Dan grabbed the dildo and pulled it slowly
down the length of my pussy, then pushed it slowly back up again. I
was slick, wet, and it moved more easily than it had when it had
first been inserted. The pumping feeling triggered something
animalistic I my mind, and I groaned and grunted and gasped in
pleasure as the sexual heat built up within me once again.

But then the crop started spanking down
against my clit again and again I howled and twisted and my head
thrashed helplessly as tears spilled from my eyes.

It stopped, and the vibrator began to caress
my tortured flesh once again.

My hair was yanked back cruelly and I gasped
in pain.

“Are you a bad girl?”

“I'm a bad girl!” I moaned dazedly.

“Say it again! Keep saying it, you
slut-animal!”

The vibrator played across my clit, and then
the big dildo pulled out as Dan pushed forward and slid his own
cock into my moist pink depths. He fucked me hard and fast, his
fingers gripping my buttocks as he drove into me, and I shuddered
in dazed pleasure as Steve continued to slide the vibrator across
my clit.

Someone pulled the gag out of my mouth and
then Bobbie's mouth crushed mine with bruising force as his hand
kneaded my breast.

“Do you want to come, come-slut? Do you want
to come, slut-dog?” Steve growled.

“Yesssss!” I gasped in a choked voice.

“Beg to come, fuck-toy.”

“P-Pleeeeeasse!” I moaned.

“Please what, fuck-toy?”

“P-Please m-make me come, siiiir!” I
whimpered.

Bobbie pulled my head back and stuck the open
neck of a beer bottle into my mouth, then began pouring.

“Swallow it, slut toy.”

I gagged and choked on it as he kept pouring
it into my mouth. I swallowed as quickly as I could but much of it
poured over my chin and onto my chest, then down around my groin
where Dan's cock was thrusting into me.

The chill was just another wild sensation
against my clit, though.

He shoved the bottle into my mouth as though
it were a baby bottle, but the neck was so long it gagged me as the
beer poured into my throat and made me cough and gag
helplessly.

Laughing, he pulled it back and then Dan slid
his still stiff erection out of me, leaving me feeling empty. Steve
picked up the crop and for the first time, whipped it down against
my obscenely vulnerable pussy. He whipped it hard, and I screamed
at the pain of the blow as it struck my moist pussy directly.

“Beg to come, fuck toy!” he jeered.

But he brought he crop whipping down again,
and then again and again, and I had no words to beg, only screams
and cries of pain and confusion.

Dan thrust into me again, and the vibrator
rubbed against my clit, and another bottle was forced into my mouth
and down my throat.

And I came, powerfully, my body bucking and
jerking and twisting and writhing in the throes of a mindless
sexual eruption that made every muscle spasm and quake again and
again and again.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I spent that night upside down again. This
time I was hanging by only one ankle. My other leg kind of dropped
down and back, and they had chained it to the back of my collar.
This bowed my upper body back as well so that my breasts were
dangling almost straight down from my chest. And they had clamped
the two alligator clips with the weighted balls to them. They had
also attached another alligator clip to my tortured, swollen clit,
and fed it up through a hook overhead, then back down to my hair so
that any time I moved my head I risked tugging on my clit.

Do you think I got much sleep that night?

All I wanted was sleep. I cared about nothing
else. I would have done just about anything for the chance to crawl
into a bed, or even just lay on the floor and sleep.

By next morning I'd been awake for some
seventy two hours. I was barely able to move, never mind speak or
think. I did have another need than sleep, though. I needed to go
to the bathroom. I'm not sure how I even conveyed that to anyone,
though I guess I must have. Unfortunately, it was Steve who decided
to let me go.

He snapped a leash onto my collar, put on
boots, overcoat, gloves, and hat, and then led me, crawling, to the
door. With the crop snapping against my bottom, I had to crawl
outside onto the snow-covered porch, then down it into the snow,
shivering and trembling in the cold as he drove me on with the crop
until we found the side of a tree.

And that's where I urinated. He had me go
next to the tree and raise my leg like a dog. Except that it was
male dogs who peed like that... but I supposed that didn't matter
much to him.

I peed against the tree, shivering and
trembling and blinking my eyes, then crawled back into the house,
across the floor, and out onto the deck. There he picked me up and
tossed me into the hot tub, where I sank, sputtering and gasping,
before pushing myself back upright.

He dragged me by the hair, out of the hot tub
and I went sprawling onto the icy deck, gasping and shivering and
yelping at the freezing cold, and then made me suck him there on
the deck, while water literally froze in my hair and on my
skin.

Shivering, I crawled back into the house
finally. Bobbie and Dan took me on all fours as I knelt, sagging,
dazed, not caring. Then they dragged me over to near the front
door. The door was down a flight of inside stairs. There was a rail
overlooking the side of the stairs made of cast iron. The handle of
the rail was narrow and diamond shaped. They picked me up and set
me down straddling that rail, with the narrow “point” of the
diamond jammed up into my pussy.

My wrists were locked together behind my
back, and my ankles were drawn back a little and then locked
together through the rail. Then Steve duct taped a vibrator to the
top of the rail so its rounded nose was jammed in against my clit,
but not quite touching.

Not quite. But it was near enough that its
vibrations could be felt, if lightly, by almost any movement I
made. Plus the entire rail was quivering with the vibrations.

Sitting straddling that rail drove my entire
weight down onto the soft, sensitive tissue between my legs, and it
took very little time for that to start to hurt.

Because of the aching I began to
unconsciously shift my body, trying to ease that pain, and doing so
brought my clit into contact with the vibrator, which roused
irresistible feelings within me.

By this time, awake for so long, I was
basically nothing but a mindless, unthinking animal, of course. I
can hardly even remember it. But before too long, as I know, since
I've seen Bobbie's video, I was riding the rail with a feverish
excitement, grunting and moaning and whimpering as I ground myself
against the vibrator to climax after climax.

The pain grew worse, a deep, bruising, ache
which made my entire body throb. But it didn't seem to matter to
the wild sexual storm which was battering away at what was left of
my mind. Grunting, eyes slitted and glassy, I ground my hips,
straining forward to jam myself against the vibrator for as long as
I had strength to do so. At some point it was just too much for me
and I lost consciousness, getting the blessed sleep I had been so
desperately yearning for.

An ice water bath woke me quickly for more
sex, and more degrading statements about myself, for more crawling
and licking, but I remember very little of it.

The first really conscious thought I had was
that I was ravenously hungry. That finally brought me out of bed.
Yes, it was a bed. I hadn't slept in a bed in … in days anyway. My
memory was pretty fuzzy about it, about a lot, in fact. But the
world was starting to come in more clearly as I stumbled down the
stairs and into the kitchen to grab whatever I could to eat.

I was still naked, but I had become used to
that. I had a metal collar around my throat, and matching wrist and
ankle restraints. My nipples had been pierced, and I hadn't even
noticed or remembered it. I only noticed now as I sat one of the
stools – sat guilty, not sure I was permitted to – and gingerly,
for I had the metal dildo in my pussy and the butt-plug up my ass,
and wolfed down some coldcuts I'd found in the fridge.

My pussy had a thick ring through it too,
low, piercing my pussy lips. It throbbed a little, and I shook my
head, trying to recall when they had done this to me. There was a
thin chain attached to it. The chain ran from my belly button ring
down through a tiny ring in the base of the dildo, to my pussy
ring. And it had the little spiked ball over my clit. There was a
similar chain linking my two nipple rings. It was taut, but didn't
pull on them a lot. And there were chains from the ring in the
front of my collar to my two nipple rings, again, taut, but not
pulling on them much.

I couldn't see any way any of them could come
off either. I spread my legs and ran my finger down between my legs
to where the base of the dildo sat flush with my sex opening, and
frowned as I tried to see how the chains were attached to the
rings, but there must have been some sort of trick to freeing them
and I didn't see it.

But my mind over the last few days had been
hazy, to say the least, and I began to suspect that in addition to
my exhaustion they'd given me something, some kind of drug which
had fuzzed my mind further. I looked around warily for them,
thinking that perhaps they'd gone skiing, and then my eyes widening
as I thought of escape.

I pelted back up to my room and opened the
closet, but there were no clothes there. Nor was there anything in
the dresser. I bit my lip and went next door to find their rooms
had been cleared out as well. There was not a single item of
clothing on the second floor. I returned to the main floor,
starting to wonder if they'd just cleared out and left me to be
found naked by whoever it was that rented the place next.

It was then I noticed the envelope taped to
the freezer. I'd completely overlooked it when I had been searching
for food. It had writing on it, and as I stepped closer I read “To
Meghan.”

I glowered at it but snatched it off and
opened it, my mind now moving much more quickly as I tried to put
together the events of the last week and figure out how I felt
about them all and what I was going to do about it.

Inside the envelope was a letter from Steve.
He thanked me for my “work”, said I'd been an excellent model, and
said they would invite me back again. There was also a contract,
apparently one I'd signed, a modeling contract with a video and
picture release for their use. In the letter was a link to the web
site Steve said they were setting up. It wasn't yet open but he
gave me a password so I could go to it and see “my work”.

My heart had begun beating faster, my pulse
racing, as I read, and now, gripped by anxiety I had to force
myself to sit down at the computer and call it up.

It was pretty much as you'd expect. There
were tons of naked pictures of me, many of them graphic and
obscene, showing me penetrated by all sorts of sex toys – or cocks
– or fingers, or vegetables. There were also a lot of videos of me
stripping, masturbating, sucking cocks, and being fucked – though
the heads of the guys doing me weren't in the video. There were
videos of me begging desperately for cock, videos of me coming
wildly and crying out in pleasure, in ecstasy. Half of what I know
about what they did to me only came about because of the
videos.

I sat looking at all this in a haze of anger,
of fury, and of fear. Suppose they put all this shit on the
internet?! Someone I knew was bound to see it, and then everyone I
knew would find out about it! It wasn't just a sex video. It was
almost every conceivable kind of perversion! And some of it was
utterly degrading and mortifying. Did I want my family watching me
crawling naked and barking like a dog, licking at the toilet,
drinking out of the toilet, licking from people's fingers,
masturbating with dildos while I called myself a dirty fuck toy and
begged to be fucked and raped!?

But what the fuck was I going to do about it?
Call the cops!? It was my word against theirs to begin with. But
with the contract and all these pictures and images – all of them
apparently showing me having a great time, were the cops going to
do anything but get excited? Could I sit there while a cop looked
at a video of me riding a dildo and crying out what a nasty little
cunt animal I was?!

He'd probably get an erection and look at me
with the look of a man who wishes he was doing the same thing to
me!

At the bottom of the web site was a little
video message from Steve. He was smirking, leering, enough that
before he opened his mouth I wanted to kill him.

“Hey fuck-toy, hope you enjoyed your little
holiday,” he said. “It was good fucking what passed for your brains
out, you fucking disgusting little whore animal.” He leered again
smugly. “Now in case you're thinking about calling the cops you
should know that this web site is in Russia. No matter how much you
complain you won't be able to get it down before everyone you know
sees it. And we'll make sure they all see it because we got all the
email addresses of your friends and family from your hotmail
account. Thanks for giving us the password, you fucking slut.”

Again he smirked smugly.

“So here's what you're going to do. You're
going to stay there at the chalet. Someone will be there some time
today, and you'll do whatever the fuck they want. I think you can
pretty well imagine what that is – you brainless whore – and it'll
involve you swallowing cum and maybe getting your pretty little
girl ass fucked and then strapped.”

He sat forward in his chair with a cruel
smirk. “I got the place rented for the month, and I'm going to try
and find guys willing to pay me to rent it out for a day or two or
three at a time. You come with the chalet, so the price will be a
lot higher than normal. And I'm going to find guys who really want
to put the meat to you and who really want to make you grovel and
crawl. They'll skull-fuck you until you can hardly breath for all
the cum in your fucking whore mouth!”

He sat back in his chair, smirking. “In a
month I'll bring your clothes back and providing you're a good,
obedient, respectful little cunt-animal, I'll delete the web site
and you can go your precious way back to your menial job – or
whatever other fucking shop girl job a brainless fucking whore like
you can find when they fire your ass.”

He yawned and grinned so smugly I felt like
putting my fist through the monitor.

“By the way, this message will not play
again. It's keyed to delete itself after the first time it's
viewed. So you won't have any evidence to give cops that says
you're anything but a brainless, drugged out little fuck animal who
spreads her legs for anyone who snaps his fucking fingers. Go ahead
and call them, slut, and you'll see what happens!”

The video stopped and I sat there staring at
it for long, long minutes, trying to understand what was happening
and what I could do.

The short answer was that there wasn't much
of anything I could do. I couldn't leave. I couldn't run naked out
into the snow. And once someone came here – a man – expecting to
have himself a naked slave girl to play with – I probably wouldn't
have any chance of leaving anyway. Could I call the cops? Well,
there was no phone. What could I do? Not much that I could see.

Of course, while I was thinking clearly –
compared to how my mind had been before – I was still far from
clear-headed. Even after my long sleep I hadn't recovered from
going for so many days without sleep. Not to mention whatever drug
they had fed me. Still, there wasn't really much in the way of
fight left in me any more, not after what had happened last
week.

A car pulled up out front with the crunch of
tires on snow and I gasped, staring out the window. I saw a figure
climb out and dodged back, then looked around frantically for
something to wear. There was simply nothing. I scurried back
upstairs as the main door was opened and I heard heavy boots coming
in, my eyes wide and my heart thumping.

Moving quickly, by the way, was not easy. My
body still felt sluggish, and in addition, I was naked, which
tended to make my breasts wobble when I moved quickly. That pulled
my nipples against the chains in a way which stung, and also made
the chain between my legs grind against my clit in a way which also
stung but – in a strange way that was almost pleasant.

I finally found a bath towel in a closet and
wrapped it around myself just as the footsteps sounded on the
stairs. I looked around for somewhere to hide but then he appeared
at the top of the stairs.

He was an older man, in his mid-forties. He
was of average height, with dark hair which was a little long. His
face was narrow, a little rough, with blue eyes and a small nose.
He had a thick mustache over full lips and a small scar high on one
side of his cheek. He wasn't a bad looking man, though given he was
twice my age not a man I would have looked twice at as a lover of
any kind. Now I stood there anxiously clutching the towel against
myself as he looked at me.

“Lose the towel,” he said in a gravelly sort
of voice.

I hesitated, and his eyes hardened. Feeling a
surge of fear I dropped the towel and blushed as his eyes moved up
and down me.

“Straighten up. Shoulders back. Hands behind
your back,” he said.

Again I obeyed, heart thumping, face
flushed.

“Come downstairs,” he said, turning.

He walked back down the stairs, and I
followed, gasping as my feet stepped into the bits of snow and ice
his boots had left behind.

He stopped in the downstairs hall.

“A proper slave should be on her knees in the
entrance hall when the master arrives,” he said.

“I-I'm sorry but – .”

“On your knees,” he said, voice
hardening.

I dropped to my knees at once and he moved to
stand before me. He thrust one of his booted feet between my
thighs, forcing them further apart.

“Unlace my boot, slave,” he ordered.

Swallowing anxiously and wincing at the feel
of snow against my thighs I unlaced his boots, loosening them. He
drew his foot back, sighed, and then put it forward, put it flat
against my chest between my breasts and thrust sharply. I cried out
as I was flung backwards, sent sprawling onto my back on the
floor.

“Do I have to tell you everything?” he
snapped. “A slave should know at least the basics of what her
duties are. When I arrive you come and take my boots off. Now get
back into position!”

I sat up, a little breathless, more anxious
than before, and knelt before him again, sitting back on my heels.
He thrust his booted foot between my thighs and I hesitantly
grasped it so that as he pulled his foot back the boot came out in
my hand. He then did the same with the other boot, and I unlaced
it, loosened it, and held it as he pulled his foot back.

I put his boots to the side and he pointed
along the floor where he'd walked and up the stairs.

“Clean up that mess, slave,” he ordered.

I started to rise and he swept my legs out
from under me so I fell again.

“I didn't tell you to stand up, slave,” he
said as I blinked up at him from my back.

“Clean it up with your tongue.”

I squirmed mentally. In fact, I'd been
squirming mentally since I'd seen him, but his words were firm and
I knew I'd be punished if I disobeyed. I carefully slid forward
onto my hands and knees, looking down at the little puddles of
water and bits of snow and ice, and then, as he looked down at me,
I bent and began to lick at the floor.

I licked all along the floor, and he watched
me as I did. At first I felt frightened and anxious, but as I
licked further towards the stairs, and he stood behind watching, I
began to feel a strange wash of heat between my legs and in my
lower belly. He was staring right at my bottom now, at my pussy,
with the dildo holding the pussy lips open, at the butt plug
covering my wrinkled back hole, and I knew, from looking at the
videos, what a graphic and obscene sight it was.

I began to lick my way slowly up the stairs,
my tongue licking at the snow and ice and wet, making my way all
the way up to the top, with him following slowly along behind. My
nipples ached as they pulled constantly against the rings, and my
clit tingled and stung from the little spiked ball rubbing against
it. I could feel moisture starting to seep out around the dildo,
too, and I wondered at it, though my mind, as I said, wasn't
functioning all that well.

He ordered me to rise and go and get his
luggage. I did so, wincing a bit as I went downstairs, then picking
up two large suitcases and struggling back upstairs with them. I
dropped them onto the bed and he opened them. One was full of
bondage stuff and I felt my stomach quiver.

He pointed towards the footboard of the bed.
“Bend over,” he said.

I scurried forward and obeyed, and he drew a
long, wide strap from one suitcase and moved behind me.

“Are you capable of speech, slave?”

“I-I... yes,” I squeaked.

“And how do you address your master?”

“I, yes sir?” I said.

CRACK!

The strap cut across my bottom with the sound
of a gunshot and a sharp, jagged sting that drew a scream from my
mouth and had me half stood up before his hand shoved me back
again.

“For moving, that blow didn't count,” he
said. “You will answer `yes, master' or `no, master' to every
question or statement put to you. Do you understand, slave?”

“Y-Yes, master,” I squeaked.

CRACK!

The pain drew another scream from my lips, and again my body
started to jerk upright. He sighed and shoved me back again, then
drew my wrists back together behind my back and locked the
restraints together.

“For moving, that blow does not count,” he
said.

CRACK!

With my hands behind me, standing up wasn't
as instinctively easy, for I was bent well over. The mattress was
several inches lower than the rounded footboard, and my legs were
together so I had no decent balance. In any case, having been
warned twice I screamed but didn't move.

CRACK!

I gave another cry of pain, my voice breaking
into sobs as my bottom burned hotly.

“Now, henceforth, you will be on your knees
when your master arrives, positioned properly, awaiting his
command. You will remove my boots, then you will rise to remove my
jacket and any other outdoor clothing. You will clean up any dirt
or snow tracked in, and then you follow me, kneel, put your self
into the proper position, and await my pleasure. Is that clear,
slave?”

“Y-Y-Yes, s-sirr!” I sobbed.

CRACK!

I sobbed at the next sharp blast of pain
against my bottom but felt a wave of relief as he moved away and
put the strap down.

“That was two blows for your failure,” he
said, “And one for not properly referring to me as master. The
other two did not count. Now go back downstairs go to the car, and
get my other things.”

“Y-Yes, master!” I whimpered, straightening
up, and then hurrying back downstairs.

It crossed my mind that I was naked, but he
clearly could see that, so I had little choice but to open the door
and go out onto the porch naked, shivering, gasping, hurrying down
the stairs to the car. I pulled out another suitcase from the
trunk. There didn't seem to be anything else there, so I slammed
the trunk down and hurried back into the house, shivering against
the cold.

I wiped my bare feet on the rug then carried
the suitcase back upstairs where the man waited.

“Go and get me a beer, slave,” he said.

I hurried back downstairs, got a beer, and
glass, and hurried back up, still gripped with the desperation to
please him so that he didn't strap me again. He was on the bed,
propped up against the headboard, and had me pour the beer, then
had me put his things away, first his clothes, then toiletries,
then the bondage stuff. I winced fearfully at the sight of the
straps and paddles and crops and whips and other devices even as I
placed them carefully into the top drawer as he directed.

“Come here, slave,” he ordered.

I hurried over to the edge of the bed and he
smirked and gestured towards his groin.

Swallowing worriedly, I climbed hesitantly
into the bed, then over to him. I knelt on all fours between his
spread legs and my hands went to his belt to undo it.

He stopped me, his work-roughened hand
clamping down painfully against my own small, soft fingers.

“You don't know anything, do you, slave,” he
said conversationally.

“I'm sorry, master!” I whimpered, aware I had
displeased him somehow.

I never knew any name for him but master. But
I thought of him as the teacher guy. He started out teaching me how
to do what he wanted done in all things. For this, I gently rubbed
my open hands over his groin, then brought my face against him,
rubbing my lips and cheeks against his groin, rubbing his thighs
gently, mouthing his bulge through his trousers.

Slowly, rubbing him through his trousers, I
undid his belt, then popped his trousers open and unzipped it, all
very slowly, with the proper look on my face, a look I guess you
would call flirty, the kind of look a woman gives a man across a
bar when she's really interested in him.

I tugged his trousers and underwear down and
off and then licked at his thighs, gently, slowly, languidly, my
hands rubbing his groin, rubbing his balls, gently massaging. Only
slowly did I begin to lick at his balls, then mouth them and
massage them within my mouth. Gently I ran my small, soft hands up
and down his shaft as he hardened, moaning around his balls,
licking lower, at that small place between his balls and his
anus.

He was nothing like the three guys who had
used me before. He was infinitely patient and he wanted every act
to be slow, careful, measured. A blow job with the guys would have
them fucking my face for maybe two minutes then coming in my face.
Not this guy. It took me ten minutes of licking, kissing, stroking
and massaging before I was allowed to slip my tongue along the
underside of his cockhead, and longer still before I could take him
into my mouth.

It was by far the longest, most sensuous blow
job I'd ever given anyone, pausing frequently to lick and suck at
his balls, and even to lick my way up his body and suck at his
nipples. When he finally came, it was with his cock deep in my
throat so I could suck down every last drop. During the entire
thing he had kept a thin little chunk of hair in his fingers,
tugging it a little, enough to sting, every time I moved too fast,
or did something wrong.

I was so grateful when he finally came, when
I finally swallowed it and knew I had made it through without
further incurring his wrath!

He stayed for three days, during which he
instructed me on how he believed a slave ought to act, how she
ought to do just about anything and everything. The thought of
resistance or refusal never even occurred to me. He was so firm in
his desires and I was entirely helpless. Furthermore, he had made
it clear right from the start that I would be punished for every
transgression, and he was not reluctant to use the strap, or the
paddle or the crop or whips he had brought to make me scream.

But I found that despite all that, my insides
were almost always bubbling with a state of low to moderate heat.
It was as if my time the previous week had conditioned my body so
that as I assumed various positions, or obeyed certain orders, I
could feel the heat and throbbing pressure build up in my pussy
before he even touched me.

So it was not just pain that made me
scream.

He didn't punish me too severely, though. He
tolerated my initial mistakes, and taught me how to move, how to
obey, how to fuck – which you might have thought I already knew but
apparently didn't. And I was actually sorry to see him go, in the
end.

The man who replaced him was a far cry from
him. He too was middle aged, but cruder, and less knowledgeable
about slave girls. He was constantly horny, and didn't like my
slow, sensual approach at all, preferring to shove my mouth down on
his cock the way the guys did, and fuck me hard. He didn't beat me,
though.

The next one did little else. The sex, to
him, seemed an afterthought, something he worked up to through
beating me. I was tied up the entire two days he was there, and the
only time he stopped giving me pain was when he was too physically
tired and had to rest.

After that came a couple – a black couple. So
I was in for a pair of shocks. I didn't know how to react, so I
tried the way the Teacher had showed me, and that seemed to please
them. I was terribly embarrassed, though, because of the woman.
Like the others, they were twice my age, but their mentality was
more akin to the Teacher than the other two, though the woman was
more into giving me pain than the man.

The man just wanted to see us together, so I
had an introduction to lesbian sex, and did a lot of pussy eating
over the week they were there. Like Teacher, the woman used pain to
instruct me in her preferences, but seemed to take more pleasure in
giving it to me. She also did me with strap-on dildos while her
husband watched, including ones that seemed designed more to give
me pain than pleasure, scraping away at my insides as she yanked on
my hair and call me a dirty white whore.

A couple of times she fisted me, which caused
me both incredible pain and massive, intense rushes of
pleasure.

There were a number of others after them,
most middle aged, though a couple in their sixties, and it lasted
considerably more than a month before Steve returned. He was as
cruel and sadistic as I had remembered, and used the same filthy,
degrading language as he made me grovel and perform on him. Over
the week he was there at least a dozen other guys crowded the
chalet, so I was gang banged time and again, but at least I wasn't
really beaten or punished much.

But he kept his word, at least to the extent
that afterward, he let me go, crowing over how much money he'd made
off me. He warned me that if I went to the cops he'd send out
invitations to the web site to everyone I knew, and then I was rid
of him, at least for now.

I had no job, and sat for a while in my
little one bedroom apartment kind of dazed, not knowing what to do.
I had stripped as soon as I was inside because it felt weird to be
wearing clothes, and I sat there naked, fingering my clit, feeling
a little rush of heat, and trying to decide what I should do with
myself.

After a while I went and bought a newspaper
and read through the want ads. Nothing seemed particularly
interesting until I came to the ads for dancers.

Teacher, and the black couple, had taught me
how to do strip teases for them, how to move and dance seductively,
to strip and do lap dances. I had done that a lot during the week
Steve and all his gang were there, too at the end, and the thought
of being seen naked by a lot of people really didn't hold any fear
for me.

So that was what I did. I picked out the best
offer, and became a stripper. My problem, though, at least at
first, was that the month or more at the chalet had conditioned me
to obedience and to a high level of sexual hunger. Dancing naked
before the throng made me hot, and grinding myself against them in
the little rooms in back made me hotter still. And when they let
their hands rise and start to tentatively grope and fondle me I
never said no.

Inevitably, that led to me fucking some of
them, the braver ones, and inevitably I wound up being caught and
fired a few times for that. I was really enjoying the money,
though, and after I was fired for the third time I called a number
I had gotten off a customer and wound up working as a call-girl.
After a while in the business I went to work for a higher priced
outfit specializing in BDSM and made far more money, way more than
I had been making as a store clerk, way more than anyone I knew, in
fact.

I can't say I don't despise Steve and the
others for what they did to me, but at the same time, I know I'm
far better off now than I would have been working for that stupid
store for years on end, so I guess I really can't complain.
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