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“Baby, I’m so sorry!!!”

The young blonde pleaded with her boyfriend of five years as she knelt at the edge of the bed, holding the sheets around her otherwise naked form as he fumed and glared back at her.

Meanwhile, the guy from work who she’d been fucking for the past three months lay frozen on the other side of the bed, petrified with fear as he sized up the girl’s boyfriend for the first time who was bigger than him in seemingly every conceivable way…

“I swear, I never meant to hurt you,” Christy continued with tears in her eyes, “it was just a harmless, little fling.”

“Don’t talk to me about sorry when you’ve still got your lover’s cum on your lips, you fucking slut!” Dorian yelled as he clenched his fists angrily.

“Baby, I’m sorry – I’ll do anything…” she begged, trembling as she reached out for his hands.

“I can already see that,” he countered back, nodding in the direction of her bedfellow still without saying a word to the man who had been fucking his girl.

Looking his cheating girlfriend in the eye, he then asked her bluntly, “Anything, huh?”

Without missing a beat, Christy whimpered back, “Anything, baby – whatever you want…”

With that the man snickered as he looked over her perfect body one more time, then turned and walked back out the bedroom door, muttering, “We’ll see…” as Christy remained kneeling at the edge of the white sheets, her body still glistening with sweat as her tears streamed the dark mascara down her face.

* * * * * * * * * *

An hour later, the scene in that same bedroom had changed dramatically as Christy now found herself bent over the foot of the four-poster bed at her boyfriend’s spiteful mercy.

Her slender arms had been drawn up harshly behind her back – her shoulders aching as her elbows and forearms were welded tightly together – and forced her into a strict strappado position with another taut rope running from her bound wrists to one of the poles of the bed’s canopy.

Her feet, now teetering in the blue patent leather stilettos that she’d worn to tease her lover at work that day, were spread far apart and tied to opposite corners of the bed, leaving the helpless girl extraordinarily exposed as her ass jutted out as If it were on display.

Though she moaned weakly in protest, her cries were easily muffled by the shiny, red ballgag that had been strapped tightly between her otherwise tantalizingly glossy, pink lips.

And the girl’s side fuck, who had very much not been permitted to leave, was himself restrained on his back at the edge of the bed, forced to look up at the decadent blonde and her painful predicament as Dorian rather roughly tied him down to the bed as well, cinching ropes around his wrists and ankles and then pulling them all more than tight so that it was clear that he would have no chance of escape without the assistance of another.

Once his girlfriend’s fuck buddy was sufficiently restrained, Dorian then took a special surprise from the bag that he’d brought with him and did what the man could only describe as an odd, sticking sensation near his balls before standing up and returning to his girl to further explain his demands.

“So here’s how this is going to work,” he told them both gruffly and in full control of the situation. “Christy needs to be punished.”

“I have this special paddle here,” he said, twirling the heavy, leather implement in his hands justly as he spoke, “that this bitch’s ass already is quite familiar with, so I’m going to spank that slutty ass until I’m satisfied.”

“Now as for you,” Dorian then continued as he turned and pointed the paddle squarely at the man he’d just laid out on his back, “you little piece of shit, you’ve got two options.”

“Option #1 is that once I’m done beating her, you’re going to take her place, and I promise you that I’ll be twice as hard on your sorry ass than I’m going to be on hers.”

“Option #2 is this … you see that fine looking pussy in front of you? The one that you’ve been stealing from me for the last three months?!”

“Well, while I’m punishing your lover, you’re going to eat that pussy like it’s the last time you’re ever going to see it.”

Christy shivered nervously at the thought.

“If you’re into fucking my girl so much, I want you to make her cum right now while I’m whipping her ass. And here’s the catch…”

Pointing the leather strap in the direction of the man’s crotch, he explained, “Those things on your balls are electrodes hooked up to this fun, little box of mine, which is wired to this microphone that I’ve hung right next to your slut’s head…”

“Every time that she makes a sound, your balls are getting shocked.”

“…and the louder she is, the stronger that shock is gonna be…”

“The slut here already knows what I’m talking about,” he added almost with a slight chuckle in his voice as he suddenly slapped the sexy blonde’s perfect, round ass with the palm of his hand.

Christy gasped unexpectedly into her gag, thus resulting in several shocks being sent to her lover’s testicles which in turn caused him to cry out a moment later.

Dorian just snickered at the two writhing against their conjoined bondage before he then stuck his foot out and kicked each of his girlfriend’s heels sideways, just enough that she slid down about an inch, with her wet pussy now resting soundly on her lover’s awaiting face.

“Get to work, fucker!” he ordered the man before turning his attention back to Christy, running his thick hands across her firm backside and up her lower back, then bringing the leather strap down hard against her ass, the sharp bite of the leather filling the bedroom with its dominating sound, leaving Christy to cry out in pain a moment later, followed them by her lover after that as the microphone captured her own cries and transmitted them down to his feeble balls.

With her ass blazing on fire, Christy quickly found herself flush with sensations as her sex was then assaulted by the tongue that she was perched atop, her wet folds sliding effortlessly around the eager probe as her lover both flailed against his bonds and lapped furiously at her pussy at the same time.

Wriggling helplessly as the next blows landed in a predictable manner, she couldn’t tell if she was more anguished or aroused as her boyfriend laid into her ass for her unfaithfulness.

She squealed wildly with each hit as the strap struck her backside over and over again, noticing the sharp change in her lover’s rhythm each time her corresponding yelp caused another jolt to his unprotected balls.

As she bit painstakingly into the ballgag that was wedged tightly between her lips, she couldn’t deny that what her boyfriend had said was absolutely true.

She was totally a slut, and even as the ropes cut painfully into her arms as they were pinned harshly behind her back, there was a certain undertone of pleasure that she couldn’t deny.

She whimpered, “Baby, please…” into her gag between her strong boyfriend’s hard blows, yet she also knew that she deserved every last one of them that sent sparks through her own body and ignited the predicament of pleasure versus pain that the man she’d been cheating with was still delivering between her legs…

“You like this, don’t you?!” Dorian growled without missing a beat as he connected the thick leather strap with his girl’s increasingly red ass over and over again.

Ignoring the cries that both her and her lover made from their positions, the angry man began to up his game and spank her tender flesh even harder.

“One cock just wasn’t enough for a slut like you – you had to start hooking up with this guy.”

Christy groaned as her illicit lover’s tongue worked harder at pleasing her than it ever had before.

“That thing isn’t even half the cock you’ve got at home,” he sneered as he started laying into her other cheek while the first had already become a painful shade of bright pink.

“Mmmppppfffhhhh!!!” the girl screamed as the strap connected with an untouched part of her soft flesh for the first time, offering a new dose of searing pain while her crotch was still awash with pleasure and now dripping all over her bedfellow’s smothered face.

“I knew when I saw you in the club that night that you were a crazy chick,” Dorian continued, “but I never expected a bitch so horny that sex would cloud her brain…”

Dorian stopped swinging and stepped over to Christy’s side where he abruptly wrapped his dark fingers around her petite throat, locking eyes with the lust-filled broad who murmured weakly in his presence as her blonde hair fell roughly around her gagged face.

“You’re a slut,” he told her bluntly.

“And while I’m ok with that…” he confessed, tightening his grip as her eyes widened.

“…I’m the one who makes the rules in this house.”

“I’m not going to have my slut fucking around with some wimp from work behind my back…”

The girl dropped her head, panting heavily through her nose as he released his grip and returned to her ass with the same strong, methodical strokes that had by now turned both sides of her ass to a dark and sore, beet red.

Her cries accelerated into her gag as her poor ass continued forward with its punishment, in turn triggering the electrodes around her lover’s tortured balls as their own intensity grew, leading him to scream out in agony into her juicy cunt as he then felt the girl’s folds suddenly beginning to spasm around his lips and nose, temporarily blocking his ability to breath while his lover moaned out in ecstasy as the cyclone of pleasure and intense pain overwhelmed her.

“That’s right, slut – accept who you really are!” Dorian lorded over her as his weapon assaulted the girl’s tender thighs even as she came, thus prolonging her outburst as her body shook violently against her cruel bonds.

He was still pissed, but he couldn’t help but admit that the show was still quite the sight to see, and he also found a simple form of pleasure in watching her lover thrash even more intensely against his bonds as she unintentionally smothered him as she gave in to her body’s dark desires, ignited by the harsh combination of intense pleasure and pain simultaneously…

Struggling wildly as he thrashed his head back and forth underneath the spasming slut, the fuckboy felt the true wrath of Dorian’s rage as the electricity raced through his balls stronger than ever as the volume of Christy’s cries of passion filled the room. His own hard-on surged above his waist profoundly, but with no direct stimulation he felt only pain and desperation as his balls burned while it was all he could do to eat desperately at the woman’s sex that in that moment was all that he had left.

“Is that the best you’ve got, slut?!” the impassioned boyfriend taunted as his punishment relented, with Christy now barely able to stand upright in her heels between her battered backside and the wave after wave of severe orgasms that had sapped her of nearly all of her waking energy.

Her cries for mercy into her gag were indecipherable at best as she drooled uncontrollably around the bright, red ball, helpless to her bondage that still left her body prime for discipline with her red and bruised ass jutting out and her sore sex sloppily resting on her lover’s face.

Suddenly bursting through one last spasm that was so intense it felt like she was going to split in two, Christy’s guttural screams set the electrodes on her lover’s balls to a new peak which caused him to scream in turn into the girl’s aching, wet cunt.

All through the spectacle, Dorian just cackled loudly as he continued to pummel his girlfriend’s ass mercilessly, the distinct sound of each slap into her battered ass lighting up the room while the two cheaters writhed together in a twisted display of suffering and sexual gratification.

* * * * * * * * * *

Sitting quietly on the mattress, Christy weakly massaged the rope marks on her wrists while her boyfriend stood nearby, his attention focused on tying her lover into a tight standing spread-eagle facing her with his wrists and ankles pulled taut to the four corners of the bed’s footboard and canopy.

On his head, Dorian had buckled him into a heavy, rubber gasmask with the eyes blacked out and a single hose hanging down for his air supply.

“On your stomach,” the dominant told his submissive victim once he had finished securing her lover’s bonds beyond the point of escape. Laying the girl out flat on her belly, Dorian wasted no time stretching her body into another excruciating position – this time pulling her wrists behind her and handcuffing them behind her back, then using a second pair of steel cuffs to bring her feet up into a daunting hogtie.

She whimpered softly to herself as the chains pulled against each other, knowing too well that her captor could very well make her bondage considerably more uncomfortable if he felt so inclined…

As her shoulders once again began to strain, Christy then felt her body being inched closer to the edge of the bed where she found herself staring down her lover’s dick with the semi-erect phallus pointing right back in her face.

“Go ahead – do your thing…” as he told her surprisingly as he continued to scoot her forward until not only was the man’s dick firmly between her lips, but she soon realized that her bound position had also left her helpless to be able to remove it!

If her hogtie wasn’t enough, Dorian reached underneath the girl and roughly attached a pair of clover clamps to her hardened nipples, running the long pieces of string that he had attached to each clamp down the sides of the bed and eventually tying them off around her sex buddy’s big toes.

Showing indifference to the man who struggled against his new bonds, he then proceeded to do the same to him, running a second set of strings from his own nipple clamps to be tied off around the heels of her shoes so that either one of them would feel the pain when the other struggled against their bonds…

Looking down at the bondage art that he’d created between her hogtie and his spread-eagle, Dorian took a hand and playfully pushed down on the blonde’s head, taunting her, “Get to work – that dick ain’t gonna suck itself…” before walking around behind the man who had stolen his girlfriend once again.

“Now you,” the large man spoke fiercely as he picked up a new leather strap that was even larger and heavier than the one that he’d used to blister Christy’s ass.

“I sincerely hope that you appreciate what’s about to happen here … because the alternative for most other men would be to just beat the shit out of you until you regret ever having touched her...”

With that, Dorian took the paddle and brought it down HARD on the man’s ass, causing him to let out a muffled yelp from underneath the rubber mask around his head.

In turn, he chuckled as he also heard Christy cry out through the dick in her own mouth as her nipples we jerked painfully by her stud’s writhing.

“…but this is going to be a lot more fun…” he added before laying into a barrage of smacks against the skinny man’s toned ass, with each strike triggering a symphony of sounds throughout the room between the hit of the leather paddle on flesh itself to the nipple clamps on each of them pulled back in torment to even Christy’s occasional gagging on the dick in her mouth while her partner’s cries and groans seeped out through the long, rubber hose that hung down ominously from his face.

It was when the challenge of her new position sank in as her neck soon tired and the hogtie forced the cock deep into her throat, limiting her breathing to only her nose that her boyfriend likewise grabbed the hose and crudely covered the pencil-sized intake hole with his thumb.

Watching the couple’s struggles begin to compound as they each experienced the lack of air on their own, worsened by the tugging on their respective nipple clamps by the other, Dorian savored their helplessness with a cruel vengeance until he finally let up on the man’s breathing tube, hearing him gasp audibly through the mask as he fought to catch his breath, then settled himself and relieved the tension on Christy’s clamps so that she too could focus on breathing through her nose just the same…

Though she did her best to suck him off orally as she’d done so many times in the heat of their passion of the last three months, between the exhaustion from their previous ordeal coupled with the stress of their new predicament as the steel cuffs cut into her wrists and ankles while she could only wonder what was going through her lover’s head behind that blank, rubber mask, it seemed as though her sloppy tongue work was much in vain as his dick did little more than occasionally twitch as it served as a human gag stuffed between her lips.

As Dorian continued to punish the man who had been fucking his girlfriend, he seemed to rather enjoy verbally berating the physically inferior man before each successive blow landed upon his increasingly bright red ass.

“How do you like my girl now, fucker?!”

*SMACK*

“Slut sure has quite the mouth on her, doesn’t she???”

*SMACK*

“Tell me – was it worth it? Go ahead and bust down her throat right now … ain’t nobody stopping you…”

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

Grabbing ahold of the man’s air hose again, he turned his attention back to Christy who was straining weakly in her own predicament…

“Maybe I should just cut off his air completely to give you a little incentive, slut,” he jeered at the girl who struggled to bob her head up and down, wincing in pain and moaning into the phallus between her lips at the same time.

“Think you can make this fuckboy cum before he passes out?!”

A concerned look washed over the bound cocksucker’s face as she glanced up to just barely see Dorian hovering over her with the end of the hose she remembered from her lover’s gag in his hand.

Her worry escalated as she both heard and felt the man beginning to struggle – first slowly, then with more vigor – she assumed because he was running out of air.

As his efforts began to pull more violently on the clamps attached to her tits, her blowjob itself grew more aggressive as she randomly dug her teeth into the tender flesh while she choked on its girth that rammed repeatedly down the back of her throat.

While the two continued to struggle louder and louder in unison, Dorian just stood there smiling and watching his plan unfold as he felt his girl’s lower strain for air through the tube blocked by his thumb.

When he saw his captive truly pulling his rope bonds to the test, he let up for just a few seconds before muffling the airway once more, laughing out loud as he watched Christy wriggling her feet in her tight hogtie, her platform heels and the attached rope transmitting every struggle right back to her fuck buddy’s abused nips.

Finally, handing the tube off to his less dominant hand, Dorian took up his strap again and resumed wailing on the broken ass that was quickly turning a dark red to match the number that he’d already done on his girlfriend.

Every five swats earned five seconds of breathing time.

And as Dorian could hear that climax in the man building, he held the breathing tube tight and landed the black leather strap even harder until the two shook together as one – this time the girl very much enduring the pain as her lover shot his hot load of pleasure with force down her throat.

As the tension of both sets of tortured nipples began to subdue with the man deeply gasping into his newly released air hose, Christy was still panting over the limp dick in her mouth when she heard her boyfriend tell her lover with a thunderous authority…

“That was the last time you’re ever going to cum in my girl.”

* * * * * * * * * *

Christy’s head collapsed into the mattress the moment Dorian had slid her hogtied body backwards on the bed, her lover’s wet dick flopping lazily out of her lips as she closed her eyes and whimpered pitifully to herself.

Her arms and legs did a similar move when her boyfriend next unlocked the cuffs around her wrists and ankles, her body as a whole little more than a used and exhausted mess slumped in front of the man she’d been cheating with, who himself was still bound incredibly taut and gagged with an ultra-restrictive gas mask, standing at the foot of the bed.

Instead of untying her lover, however, the large and intimidating man reached over and almost effortlessly rolled Christy onto her back, seizing her attention as his voice boomed…

“So did you really mean it?”

“Will you do anything to make up for your slutty ways???”

With watery eyes and her lover’s warm cum still fresh on her pink lips, the blonde meekly mouthed, “Yes…” as she nodded in Dorian’s direction.

After staring down at her shaky form, the man raised his hand to his chin in thought for a moment, then simply replied, “Ok…” and walked out the door.

By this point Christy was far too weak to move, let alone unbind her captive lover, and so she waited resting motionless on the bed for her boyfriend to return, ready and willing to submit to whatever lewd plan he expected to subject the pair of cheaters to next.

When Dorian finally returned a few minutes later, he threw a hefty duffle bag next to her on the bed, then reached inside to retrieve a small, square box that he tossed into the girl’s lap…

“Put it on him,” he told her as he stepped back and crossed his arms adamantly.

“What is it?” Christy murmured as she took the box and slowly opened it to reveal a metallic rattling sound inside. Pulling out the steel chastity cage with a confused look on her face, she glanced up over her shoulder once she recognized the unique shape that she’d all too recently been sucking on.

Her eyes returning to Dorian’s just long enough to read the indifference that he glared back at her as he awaited her next move intently, the girl then sighed quietly as she examined the daunting device for a second time, eventually slowly sitting up and turning to face her lustful accomplice who was still blind and dumb to what was about to unfold.

Carefully examining the instructions that had been included in the box, Christy nervously took the device apart as it explained, occasionally looking up in search of her captive lover’s eyes or smile, but only being greeted with the cold, anonymous face of the black rubber mask instead, the only evidence of her flame underneath being the exaggerated breathing sounds that escaped through the rubber hose that hung down his chest from the mask’s mouthpiece…

With the spent dick staring back at her, she first took the steel ring and separated it from the metal cage that she understood was intended to enclose her lover’s sex and prevent him from getting an erection. Reaching out awkwardly, Christy took a gentle hold on the man’s tender ball sack with one hand and carefully attempted to guide it through the opening in the cold, steel ring. It took several minutes between her nervous hands and the small size of the apparatus, but eventually, she was able to make it look just like the picture showed with both of his balls descending down through the ring, followed closely thereafter by his relaxed penis, thus lodging the device snugly at the base of his cock and balls.

She didn’t even bother to look back at Dorian in one final plea of mercy before proceeding to fit the bulk of the steel cage over the tip of her partner’s dick, somewhat surprised at how much it seemed to bunch up inside of the metal bars as she slid it towards the posts of the cock ring with ease.

Christy did look up at her fuck buddy one last time as she held the small, silver padlock in her fingers, wishing that she could read some sort of reaction on the man’s face, but instead all she was given were breathing noises from underneath the gas mask.

Accepting that this was the price that her boyfriend had demanded for her infidelity, Christy quietly clicked the padlock closed, securing the two parts of the steel cage together around her lover’s sex, then dropped the pair of keys that had accompanied the lock into her boyfriend’s waiting hand.

She didn’t know what to think as she looked at the secure cage in place of the hard cock that she’d been fucking only hours earlier, though Dorian didn’t exactly give her much time to dwell on the thought as he then reached into his bag once more and produced a leather bondage hood which he tossed in her direction.

“Now replace the gas mask with that, and not a word from either of you when it comes off…” he warned as he resumed his place leaning and watching from against the nearby wall.

The heft of the leather weighing down on her as she looked up at her rubber-hooded lover once more, Christy swallowed a large lump in her throat and then sighed before straining to lift her battered body off of the bed, her arms and her ass particularly on fire from their respective tortures. Carefully stepping behind her stud, the girl reached up and slowly opened the zippered closure that held the cruel mask tightly to the man’s face until the opening was finally large enough for her to slide the mouthpiece away from his face and then remove the mask entirely…

Taken aback for a split moment as the gas mask hit the floor, Christy remembered her boyfriend’s warning and decided against prolonging the encounter as she quickly slid the new leather hood over her man’s sweaty scalp where the gas mask had resided before. After being cautious to align the breathing holes with his nose and mouth, particularly knowing how he’d struggled in his current state, she then pulled the two sides of the leather together and began the daunting work of lacing the headwear down snug, first pulling out the slack and then a second time to cinch it secure as her boyfriend’s mindful eye watched meticulously over her work.

It wasn’t until she had finished her tight lacing efforts and tied the laces off at the base of the hood that she noticed that its front actually featured a zipper that allowed the wearer’s face to be seen while still keeping the hood in place.

Christy glanced over at her boyfriend, seemingly for approval, and then after a smirking nod the girl reached around and unzipped her lover’s newest bondage prison, the light of the room flooding his eyes once more as he strained to see her through the combination of sensory and emotional overload…

Momentarily forgetting about Dorian looming over her from the sidelines, the girl instinctively brought her lips to his when she saw his own watery eyes for the first time since her boyfriend had walked in on them in the throes of passion earlier that day.

Turning his head in disappointment, Dorian bit his tongue momentarily in consideration for everything that he’d put them through so far, however once their bound embrace pushed the limits of his patience, the powerful man quickly regained control by snickering, “Alright, now gag him with this…” as he snatched his girlfriend’s sexy panties off the floor near his feet and tossed them dismissively towards the couple.

Taking a deep breath as she knew this was the start of even more bondage to come, Christy took the sexy, blue lace thong that she’d picked out specifically for her lover and held it in her hands for a moment between them.

Noting that they were clearly wet from her arousal earlier that day, there was little denying just why her boyfriend was putting her through the ordeals that they’d been experiencing when most men would’ve just kicked her out on the street at the first sight of her affair.

She had brought this upon herself and she knew it, and so following his latest demand, Christy accepted her fate and balled up the panties in her hands, with her eyes pleading their own apology to the bound man in front of her as she stuffed them into his waiting mouth before zipping the hood closed again – this time just enough to cover his filled lips, but still leaving his eyes and nose uncovered, at least for now.

“Good,” Dorian chuckled approvingly as he watched his submissive girlfriend so willingly giving up her lover to his demands once again.

“Now he’s going back on the bed on his back,” he informed her. “Put the cuffs from the bag on his wrists and ankles while I cut him down…”

Peering into the duffle bag that he had brought into the room while Dorian carefully removed his captive’s tight rope bondage one limb at a time, Christy felt a shiver run through her body when she saw not one, but two sets of cuffs in the bag – a set of heavy, black cuffs that she assumed were for her lover, and a familiar set of softer, yet still secure pink and white leather cuffs that she knew because she’d worn them herself many times before.

She also noticed an unmarked, velvet bag inside that drew her nervous curiosity, however before she dared to sneak a peek she heard his dominant voice echo, “Come on – hurry up!” and so she quickly scurried over to buckle each of the leather cuffs around her lover’s waiting wrists and ankles as Dorian freed them from their harsh bondage, noting subtly that he too had seemed to accept his own fate and made no effort to resist … though all three of them knew that he’d be no physical match for the larger man if he did.

When the ropes had been removed and all four cuffs were in place, Dorian instructed his girlfriend to help her lover onto the bed on his back … a position that they were no doubt already familiar with … and then proceeded to lash him spread-eagle once more down to the center of the bed, this time admittedly being a bit less cruel as he left the smallest amount of slack in each of his bonds, though still ensuring that he didn’t stand a chance of moving from his place without the help of another.

As Christy watched her boyfriend work from her place on her knees between her lover’s legs on the bed, she also gazed down at his captive and felt herself surprisingly turned on once more despite all of the pain and torture that she’d already been put through.

Reaching down between the man’s legs, her fingers toyed curiously with the steel cage that now chastised her lover, looking up to his half-hooded face in search of his reaction as her fingernails scratched gently at his exposed balls and poked softly at his dick through the steel bars. Knowing that he was unable to get an erection through it all somehow made her feel stronger, even though she was still very much submissive to her boyfriend through all of their shared ordeal as well…

“Why aren’t you wearing your cuffs, slut???” Dorian suddenly interrupted as she looked up to see that he’d finished his bondage and was now watching her with a judgmental stare.

“I’m sorry, Sir…” she replied meekly as she reached back into the bag and pulled out the matching set of pink leather cuffs, rushing at his demand to buckle each one into place before returning to attention to await her next position.

Producing several more small coils of rope, Dorian then proceeded to tie each of his girlfriend’s wrists and ankles to those of her lover’s, leaving enough slack in the ropes to force her down on her hands and knees and leaving her feeling surprisingly more vulnerable than ever as she stared down into her stud’s tense eyes, their bodies connected once more, though completely out of their own control as their captor made his final preparations to seal their illicit fate together…

Christy’s body tingled uncontrollably when she felt two of her boyfriend’s thick fingers toying with the loose lips of her pussy from behind, nonetheless unable to deny the insatiable lust that she felt for just about any sexual energy in her vicinity at that given moment.

“Do you like that, slut?” he asked her calmly as they slid back and forth, occasionally teasing her entrance which was beyond wet from a long evening of intense abuse.

“Yeeeessss, Siiiirrrrr…” she moaned softly, her fingers clenched around the forearms of the man below her as she bit her lip and closed her eyes, succumbing to her naughty desires once again.

“Do you want me to continue, or do you want me to leave you alone here with your little boyfriend???” he probed as he continued to invade her slowly, but firmly, her body visibly tense from the impending sensations.

“Please…” she groaned, dropping her head down as she tried as best she could to back herself up onto his teasing hand.

Dorian just chuckled as he plunged her fingers inside of the blonde a bit deeper, her purring sounds of great amusement to him, before he suddenly stopped and loudly smacked the girl on her bare and extremely red ass.

The girl yelped out loudly while her boyfriend unknowingly reached for his belt buckle, dropping his jeans to the floor before climbing up onto the bed behind her and taking his place with his impressive cock ready to finish what his playful fingers had started…

“Oh god!” Christy exclaimed a moment later as the man wasted no time filling her swollen pussy to the hilt, his thick, black cock plunging forcefully into the girl’s sex as her knees nearly buckled by the overwhelming pleasure.

Snickering to himself as he mentally compared his member to that of her lover whose was now locked away in a small, steel cage, the key to which resided in a pocket in his jeans on the floor beneath them, the sounds that his girlfriend made were all that he needed to confirm who was really the better lover as she whined and moaned while he pounded into her wet slit to reclaim the pussy that had been stolen from him.

“Tell him how much you love that, slut!” he commanded as the bed shook beneath the weight of the trio.

“Oh, baby – it feels so good…” she moaned in between grunts while she only saw fragments of her lover’s face through her dangling hair.

“Don’t tell me, tell him!” Dorian barked.

The blonde wiped her hair behind her ears and locked eyes with her man while her boyfriend continued to slam his meat into her harder and more fiercely than ever.

“I love his cock so much,” she pleaded with the man’s eyes. “I wish you could fuck me like Dorian does, but you just can’t…”

The man tried to reply, but his voice was muffled by the girl’s panties gagging his mouth.

As his rhythm increased to the point where his depth made her feel like she couldn’t stretch another inch, Christy’s ears then perked up as she heard her boyfriend’s decree…

“As long as you’re with me, this pussy BELONGS to me – DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME, SLUT?”

“YES, SIR!” she called out, her body tingling on the edge of orgasm.

“Until I’m satisfied that you’ve repaid your debts for cheating, you’re BOTH going to be my slaves – DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME, SLUT?!”

“OF COURSE, SIR – WE’RE YOURS…” Christy groaned as she buried her head into her lover’s shoulder against the leather hood that he had been tightly laced into.

“What are you, girl?”

“I’M A SLUT, SIR!”

“And what are sluts used for???”

“Their master’s pleasure, Sir!!!”

“Do you SWEAR that you’re never going to fuck around on me again, slut???”

Dorian smacked Christy hard on the ass, one side and then the other, repeatedly, until she finally groaned.

“Yes, Sir – your slut will never fuck around on you again…”

Christy’s sweaty body shook against her bonds and those of the man below her as the ramming cock between her legs finally shoved her over the edge and sent her screaming into orgasmic bliss as Dorian continued to pound into her wet cunt like a jackhammer, laughing out loud as he watched his girlfriend crying out in pleasure in the face of the man who she’d been fucking behind his back for the last three months.

As the girl neared the end of her ecstatic ride, the large man began to spasm him and shot his load inside of the loose and abused pussy, continuing to ram it home with enthusiasm until he finally pushed off of the girl’s slutty ass and left her collapsed over the body of the man who had been forced to witness the erotic spectacle.

Gasping for air as her body lay weak and tingling over her lover, Christy didn’t notice Dorian reach into the duffle bag beside the bed one last time, nor did she witness him adjusting the device that he produced before lifting her temporarily back up onto her knees to slip the steel belt around her waist and lock it with a resounding click…

“Wait, what…?” she murmured out weakly as Dorian then took two dildos from the bag and fitted them to the belt, sliding one into her sore pussy and other into her wanton ass before locking the secondary strap between her legs to the belt, thus burying the rubber dicks deep inside of both of the girl’s holes.

“This was actually going to be a birthday gift,” he explained as he then circled the bed and slowly cinched up the remaining slack in each of Christy’s restraints so that now her body was now much more snug with her lover’s.

“…but since that ship has sailed, I suppose I’ll just have to put it to use retraining you to act proper instead.”

Sliding back into his jeans, Dorian then plucked a small remote control that he’d kept hidden in his pocket and turned one of the dials ever so gently, bringing both dildos to life inside of the girl as she stared down her lover who was locked in his own chastity cage beneath her.

“Mark my words – we’re nowhere near done here yet,” Dorian told Christy as he walked over to the head of the bed and unceremoniously zipped up the remainder of her friend’s hood so that once again she could see only black in place of his eyes.

“…but I think after any man sees you cum enough from the pleasures of another, he’ll get the idea…” he chuckled as he turned up the dials more until the buzzing between her legs echoed throughout the room.

“OH GOD, NOOOO…” Christy groaned as her body was once again overwhelmed by the sensations, this time also filling her ass as the steel chastity belt around her waist ringed loudly against the chastity cage that she herself had locked around her lover’s dick.

“What was that, slut???” Dorian challenged her, turning another dial that intensified the vibrations specifically from her anal dildo.

 “Didn’t you say that you’d do anything do make this up to me???”

The girl moaned even louder and buried her head into her lover’s chest in agony, leaving her boyfriend with a satisfied, albeit sadistic grin on his face.

Reaching over to flip off the light switch, he spoke up one last time to his bound slut…

“There should be more than enough batteries in those to keep them buzzing all night long, so enjoy the rest of your date night together.”

“Tonight you’ve proven beyond the shadow of a doubt that you’re a slut,” he told her, “but tomorrow you’re going to learn what it means to be my slave.”
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