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The rent was so low it was like an offer I
couldn't refuse. Even so, I wavered. Sharing a house could mean
problems if you didn't get along with your roomies, and I had my
doubts about Shane and Andrea.

They almost screamed 'hipster' in the way
they talked – with this kind of smirking, know-it-all, pseudo jaded
voice and tone, the way they dressed in the most fashionable
grunge, the visible tattoos, the piercings, the hairstyles – his
gelled, hers a slightly spiky pageboy, and the way they slouched
around.

I'm a non-nonsense, blue collar, working
girl. I live in the real world. I work in a restaurant, and am
studying hospitality by correspondence. I have little patience for
that kind of eye-rolling pretension. I also wasn't all that
impressed by the way Shane kept staring at my chest.

On the plus side, the room was really nice,
it was large, had a bay window view of the park, crown molding, and
was already mostly furnished, albeit with old fashioned stuff. It
was also cheap, and within walking distance of where I worked, at
the Keg. I could store my bike in the back yard, get tanned on the
deck, and there were grocery stores in the neighborhood.

“So what do you guys do?” I asked.

“I work at the Civic Hospital as an orderly,”
Shane said.

That surprised me since he was kind of a
skinny looking guy.

“He works the midnight shift,” Andrea said.
“Sleeps in the day. I work at The Camera Store, which is a shop on
Walter Street.”

“Cool,” I said thoughtfully.

Since I worked evenings the three of us would
hardly see each other, which seemed perfect.

“I'll take it,” I said.

“Excellent!” Shane said.

And make sure I keep my door locked whenever
I undress, I thought uncharitably. Shane struck me as the kind of
guy who would 'accidentally' walk in on a girl. But if he worked
midnights he'd mostly be gone when I was in bed.

“Now we can get a threesome going!” he said,
grinning.

“In your dreams,” I said.

“You can bet on that,” Andrea replied with a
sniff.

I moved in a few days later, accepting most
of the furniture they already had there, though Shane helped me
move the mattress into the basement to make room for my own.

“Bet that bed got a lot of action,” he said.
“The guy who was here before you was a real player.”

“Spare me,” I said, shifting my hands to grip
the mattress more from the corners.

I threw my own mattress atop the slatted wood
which crossed the bed frame, then laid down my freshly washed
sheets and my duvet. I like greenery but I'm absent minded about
taking care of them, so most of my plants are plastic. Still, they
looked nice in the corners. And I did have real plants in the bay
window.

There was a padded window seat there which I
knew would be an excellent place to read and study.

When you're not rich, you don't get to take
the day off to move, much less several days. I had to go in that
night, and was a bit doubtful about it. I mean, should I lock my
door? It wasn't like I had much to steal, thought Shane struck me
as a bit of a perve, which was only to say he was male and in his
early twenties. I imagined him rifling through my lingerie drawer
as soon as I was gone.

At The Keg, we all wear little black dresses
with high heels. They show some cleavage, but not a ton, because
that wouldn't go with the classy image they try to put out. They're
thin and short and tight, though, and made of some kind of
stretchy, wrinkle-free material.

That made it easy to dress for work. I just
threw on the little black dress, pulled a pair of jeans on, tucking
the dress into the jeans, and threw a sweater on over top, then I
got my bike and drove about two minutes to get to the
restaurant!

The Keg is a steakhouse, kind of upper middle
class or so. The food is good, but expensive, and the tips are
generally pretty good, especially if you're reasonably young,
pretty and friendly, which I am. The little black dresses didn't
hurt either, since it was mostly men who paid the tab, and so
decided on the tip.

I worked from four to midnight, and let me
tell you after walking around in three inch heels for eight hours
your feet are sore! I was glad to put them back into my backpack,
get on the bike, and head home at midnight, and glad that the trip
would be so quick, short and easy.

Nothing looked out of line with my room.
Shane was gone and Andrea was in bed. Perfect! I stripped and
decided to take a quick shower. The Keg is a nice place, but you
still get the smell of food all over you when you work there all
evening.

I have long blonde hair. It's a bit of a pain
at times but I like the look, and I like the tips. I had waist
length hair when I was younger, but that got in the way too much,
so now its basically just down to my shoulder blades, and it's
mostly straight and parted in the middle for ease of
maintenance.

First thing I discovered about the bathroom
was that it got really hot and steamy even after a short shower.
The house was old, and there was no fan. There was a window, but
the air was still and warm out tonight, and I wasn't about to draw
the curtains given someone could be out in the park watching.

I cracked the bathroom door open a foot to
let the humid air out, used a towel to wipe down the foggy mirror,
and picked up the brush and hair dryer. I didn't intend to put a
lot of time into styling my hair since I was going to bed soon but
I did have to at least dry it or it'd be a horrific mess come
morning.

I first turned the hair dryer on the mirror,
though, hoping to clear out more of the dampness on it, then turned
it on my own hair as I brushed it up and away from my face.

Given I was only wearing a little black thong
I let out a brief scream when a face appeared in the doorway and
pushed it wider! But I felt a quick sense of relief as I recognized
Andrea, clad in a short T-back muscles shirt and panties, and
snapped off the dryer.

“I didn't wake you, did I?”

She shook her head, eyes sleepy. “No, having
a hard time falling asleep tonight. It's hot out.”

“We should get air conditioning,” I said,
turning the hair dryer back on.

“The house is old. The wiring doesn't like
it,” she said, raising her voice to be hard over the dryer.

You ever try to carry on a conversation over
a hair dryer? Forget it! I expected her to turn away, but instead
she just leaned against the door jamb watching me. Which was …
weird, since while I'm not especially embarrassed about my body I'm
not an exhibitionist, and she wasn't exactly ignoring that I was
nearly naked.

I mean, she wasn't exactly staring at my bare
breasts, but her eyes did look me up and down, and maybe not
lustfully but kind of, uhm, approvingly...

I finished quickly.

“You have a great body,” she said, nodding
her head.

“Uhm, thanks,” I said.

“Shane would love your tits.”

I snorted. “All guys love tits.” I glanced at
her. “You're not exactly flat chested.”

“No, but you're bigger and rounder. What are
you, thirty six C cup?”

I nodded and shrugged, vaguely uneasy with
the conversation, put down the hair dryer and pulled on a robe.

“You must work out. Your tits are awfully
firm for being so big, and your stomach looks really toned.”

“I walk around carrying stuff all day long,”
I said. “But yes, I have a gym membership.”

“I mostly stand behind the cash, though I do
walk around helping people looking for stuff. Not much carrying to
do, though. And I can't really afford a gym.”

“You can exercise here, though to be honest
you look fine.”

She did look fine. She was shorter than me,
but slender, with a nice little butt and what looked like a decent
chest.

“Yeah, cuz I'm twenty two. I'm not toned like
you, though.”

“You could exercise here. Run up and down the
stairs, for one thing. Do yoga or pilates. Get a couple of
dumbbells and swing them around.”

“Shane says I should do pole dancing.”

“Yes, well. Guys,” I said, rolling my
eyes.

“I'm kind of short for it. I think you'd be
great at that, though, at dancing I mean.”

“I love dancing, but I don't need a pole. I
used to do kick boxing when I was younger.”

“Really? There's a, like, punching bag
hanging in the attic.”

“Yeah?”

“It's hot as shit up there, though, at least
in the day. You'll sweat like a pig.”

“That's one way to keep in shape,” I said.
“As long as you drink lots of liquids to hydrate yourself.”

“Have you ever considered getting a
tattoo?”

She had tattoos running up her left arm from
the wrist to her shoulder, and others visible on her right
shoulder. I was willing to be there were more beneath her
t-shirt.

I shook my head.

“When I look at your naked body I see a blank
canvas,” she said. “And I imagine what tattoos would look good on
it and where.”

“I like my body looking the way it is,” I
said, blushing only slightly. “That must have hurt.” I nodded at
her arm.

She shrugged. “Not really, and you don't get
it all at once. “This one hurt a bit,” she said, lifting her tank
up to show a dragon curling diagonally across her stomach. “This
one was just annoying.”

She turned and showed me an owl across her
lower back, then turned around again.

“Have you ever considered doing any
modeling?”

I stared at her. “No,” I said
dismissively.

“Why not? You're very pretty.”

“I'm not that pretty,” I said, blushing
again, “And not that tall.”

“Yeah, you're too short for fashion modeling,
but there's a lot of modeling, like for bathing suits and lingerie,
for example. You'd do great there. And it pays well.”

“I don't think so,” I said.

“It pays well. In fact, I could take a few
pictures.”

I looked at her in surprise.

“I make some money selling pictures to
advertising agencies,” she said. “Mostly you'll never see the
pictures because they appear in magazines that most people never
even look at. When was the last time you read a magazine other than
the likes of People or something?”

“Well uh...”

The truth was I didn't read People either. I
couldn't remember the last magazine I'd read. People still read
magazines?

“Let me take a picture of you like you were
just now and send it to a few agencies to see if they'd want to use
you.”

“You mean topless?! No way!”

She looked at me blankly, like she didn't
understand. “Why not? You've got nothing to lose.”

“I don't need guys drooling over my naked
pictures, thanks.”

“Do you think they'd drool?”

“Well uh... “ Put that way it sounded pretty
arrogant.

“I mean, you've got a great body. I'm sure
any guy would like to look, but I don't see what you have to be
embarrassed about. If I had a body like yours I'd like people to
see it.”

“Well, I'm not that free and open, I guess,”
I said.

“Do you have a bikini? I could take a picture
of you in a bikini and send it in.”

“Oh I don't – .”

“You could get a couple of hundred dollars
just for posing for a few pictures,” she said. “For like, twenty
minutes work.”

I stared at her in surprise. That sounded
pretty easy!

“You wouldn't even have to leave the house,”
she said with a grin.

Put that way it was hard to turn her down,
but it still felt a bit weird. I put on my black bikini, and she
had me stand straight and took pictures of me from all sides. She
was pretty casual about it, and I felt more at ease. I mean, it was
just a bikini, right?

We chatted a bit more and then I went to bed,
thinking she was a quiet spoken girl but a bit odd – a bit off
somehow, in a way I couldn't quite describe.

One of the things my room lacked was lights.
I had brought a table lamp for the bed, but the next day I went out
and bought a floor lamp as well as a light for the dresser, and a
second light for the other bedside table. I didn't really need them
in the morning, though, since the sun streamed through the bay
windows.

Which was why it was bright enough that as I
knelt beside the bed to plug in the lamp there I saw the strap. It
was leather, and hanging from the top left bedpost. It was attached
to the bed by a buckle which could be tightened or loosened to
lengthen or shorten it, and the end was curled sharply, with a
Velcro closure.

I kind of stared at it, perplexed, at first
You know, WTF was this? I started to have an idea, though, and
moved around to the other side of the bed, where I find an
identical one. My eyes widened and I remembered what Shane had said
about the previous occupant being a 'player'.

“Oh ick,” I said, face screwing up.

I looked at the foot of the bed, where the
two posts were laid against a low padded bench which also served
for storage, and sure enough, there were two more. Okay, so it was
a little kinky, but not exactly shocking. I removed them and tossed
them on the dresser, glad again that I'd had the mattress removed
and wondering how I'd missed seeing them the other day.

Shane was asleep and Andrea was at work,
which was fine with me. I did a little more setup in my room, and
then, curious, I found the stairs to the attic. They were narrow
and dark, and the attic was kind of shadowy and hot, but it was
also largely empty.

The big punching bag hung from a hook which
dangled from what almost looked like a sort of coat rack, except it
was of wood, not metal. There were two high three by three poles
driven into the floor, with a third crossing between them about
seven feet high, and a fourth a foot below that. There was still
another horizontal pole crossing between them about a foot off the
floor. I punched the bag experimentally, then gave it a little
kick. You could work out some frustration on this thing, I thought,
bemused.

But Andrea was right about the heat. It
wasn't even a particularly hot day outside and the attic was hot
and stuffy. I went back downstairs and settled into the window seat
in my room to read my Hotel Management text.

I left for work before she came home and
before Shane woke up. Things were working out very well there so
far.

A few days later I found a note on my bed
from Andrea saying that one of the agencies she worked for had
accepted me as a model and she would have a few bathing suits for
me to wear on the weekend! Bemused, I was half sorry I'd kind of
agreed to have the pictures taken, and half intrigued and
flattered.

We did the pictures Saturday morning, which
was fortunate because Shane was still asleep, but she wanted them
done in the attic.

“It's pretty hot up there,” I said
doubtfully.

“I know. I want you looking hot and also
looking hot, if you know what I mean. A little sweat will add to
the realism.”

Who was I to argue?

We went upstairs and she hung a blue sheet
across from pegs she had already placed on the ceiling. I gathered
she'd done pictures of there before. She handed me a plastic bag
with several bathing suits in it and I looked around and said
“Uh...”

She grinned. “I've already seen you naked,
well, at least I've seen your boobs and butt. You can turn your
back to me if you don't want me to see anything else.”

“Uhm, I suppose,” I said, though it still
felt a bit odd to strip naked in front of someone.

“I can get naked too if you're feeling shy,”
she said in a teasing voice.

She was only wearing shorts and a tank top,
and now peeled the tank top up and off to reveal small firm
breasts.

“I'm not shy,” I said, irked.

Though I kind of was. Still, I peeled my own
t-shirt off and then shoved my shorts down and off. I removed my
bra, and then did kind of turn my back to slide my thong off,
feeling silly as I did. I pulled on the shimmering metallic blue
bathing suit bottom first – discovering it was a thong, then the
very small cups.

“I wouldn't wear something this small in
public,” I said uncertainly.

“Lots of girls would, though.”

“Where is this going to appear?”

“Probably on-line bathing suit stores. See,
I'll pose you against the blue backdrop, then on the computer it
will look like there's sky and surf behind you. It's really easy. I
just paste you into the shoreline pic.”

She had me stand with my back to the blue
cloth, and then hands on my hips. She roughed up my hair a bit to
make it look more wind blown, then stood back.

“I'm starting to sweat,” I said.

“Perfect. It's supposed to be hot in wherever
the fuck you are.”

I snorted in amusement and she took several
pictures from different angles. The only one which made me blush a
bit was when she had me turn my back to her so she could take a
picture of my butt on the thong.

“I thought they used high priced models for
this stuff and flew them to the Bahamas and stuff.”

“Are you kidding? Maybe Sports Illustrated
does that, but most of these suits are made in China and Malaysia
and they're not expensive. The online stores that sell them don't
make a ton, and they can't afford to pay to have high priced models
flown around. Besides, why bother when there's lots of pretty girls
and you can easily paste in the backdrop.”

The next suit was corral, with these cute
rings on the front sides leading to strings which went over my
hips. It too was a thong, but I was getting more easy about this,
especially since Andrea hadn't bothered to put her top back on and
was so casual as she moved around with her breasts bare.

The next suit wasn't a swimsuit but lingerie.
I looked at her in surprise and she shrugged.

“It's basically the same thing. I mean, the
black thong is a bit smaller than the ones you're wearing but the
cups are actually a bit bigger.”

Which wasn't untrue, so I agreed, and she
took a few more pictures.

The last thing was just a thong.

“I'm not posing topless,” I said firmly.

“Sure you are. I just won't take a picture of
your breasts.”

“Uh...”

The way she posed me was in the thong, with
my arm across my chest, looking sexy as I used my hand to cover
most of one breast and my arm to cover the other. It was a bit
risque but kind of sexy and not, I thought, slutty. The next one,
though, was a bit more, since I turned my back to her, and unlike
in the bikini shots, she had me rise on the balls of my feet and
lean forward a bit.

“Your face won't be in this shot anyway,” she
said.

And that was it. I got dressed and she went
downstairs and downloaded the pictures into her computer, then a
little later invited me to look at the pictures. I was really
impressed! I mean, not so much with myself, though I thought I
looked pretty hot, but in the way it looked like I was standing at
a beach in the bikini pictures.

In the lingerie one it looked like I was
standing in front of a bed, and reaching forward to grasp something
off a dresser. The pictures were flattering and it hadn't taken
more than twenty five minutes, and before next weekend she'd sold
the pictures and I made $200! That was more than I made working all
night at The Keg!

So you can be sure I was eager to do
more!

The next weekend we did some more, though I
was still a bit embarrassed at stripping naked in front of her,
though I didn't say anything. She must have noticed, though,
because, grinning, she peeled off her own top so that her breasts
were bare too.

“You don't have to do that,” I said.

She shrugged carelessly. “It is hot.”

It was! I stripped and put on the first
bathing suit and she focused the camera, then paused.

“You're not sweaty enough,” she said.

She pointed at the thing I'd taken for a
clothes rack.

“Can you do a few chin ups?”

“I don't know,” I said. “I'm not much for
chin-ups.”

“Try. It doesn't really matter if you
succeed. All that matters is getting sweaty doing it.”

I laughed and shook my head.

The top pole was perhaps seven feet off the
floor, but the one underneath was only six feet high. I stood under
it, grabbed it, and slowly pulled myself up, gasping and forcing
myself. Within seconds I was sweating a lot more! I did a couple of
chin-ups and she stepped forward.

“Wait one,” she said.

I felt her fingers undoing my bra clasp and I
gasped, instinctively reaching down to grab the bar.

“No, let it fall off. I want to take a
picture of your back.”

“My back!?”

“There are all kinds of niche demands for
models,” she said. “You have a really nice back.”

Well that was certainly the first time anyone
had ever said that to me!

So I did another chin-up topless, with her
taking pictures of me from behind.

“Perfect! Do another. It makes the muscle
texture show beneath the skin.”

I forced another chin up, and by then I was
certainly hotter and sweating more. I was also telling myself I
needed to do more exercise with my arms!

“Wait. Grab the top pole instead.”

I reached up higher. I'd been grasping the
pole which was about six feet high. I had to stretch a bit to grab
hold of the top pole.

“Spread your feet more, so you go up onto the
balls of your feet.”

I did so, more dubious, but hey, it was just
my back. Well, and my butt.

“Okay, spread your hands to either side on
the pole.”

I had draw my legs in closer to do that, but
then adjusted, gripping the pole with my hands apart, and my legs
apart, up on the balls of my feet.

“Excellent,” she said, snapping more
pictures.

“Draw your hands together again, but push
your butt out a bit.”

“Uhm... how do you mean?”

She moved in closer as I slid my hands
together on the pole, then put an arm around my waist and pulled my
hips back. As she did so I felt her warm, soft breasts against my
bare back, and felt this incredibly hot and liquid sensation of...
of eroticism.

It was only for a few seconds and, I was
sure, entirely innocent, but it started my mind thinking, and
tightened my chest a bit. She was a pretty cool girl and I wondered
if she'd ever done it with another girl? I'd been... curious...
about the idea for some time, to be honest, but had never explored
it for one reason or another.

Mostly I had no idea how to approach anyone
and wasn't about to risk my relationship with my girlfriends!

She took more pictures, and I started
wondering, like, when were we going to do it with the suits?”

“Could we do it without the thong?”

“No way!”
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She was very convincing, I'll give her
that.

“Please? It doesn't really hide anything from
the angle I'll be taking it, and your head will be turned! But it
will give me a fresh clean picture of your back.”

“And my butt.”

“Only a thin line between your butt cheeks is
hidden anyway!”

She had a point there, and I was feeling …
odd. I don't mean I was exactly aroused but that sudden burst of
liquid heat had gotten me thinking along those lines, you know, and
I was starting to feel a little fluttery sensation in my
stomach.

I shouldn't have agreed, but I did, and she
took several pictures, most from directly behind, but a few from
angles as I turned my head in the opposite direction. My face
wouldn't be in the picture, I told myself several times.

“Wait one.,” she said.

She put down her camera and then hurried
downstairs, leaving me there. I let go of the rack thing, feeling
more of that fluttery sensation. I mean, I was naked and alone.
What if Shane walked in!? I went back to my clothes to pick them
up, so they'd at least be ready if I heard his voice, but she was
back quickly, holding up a bottle.

“Suntan lotion!” she said. “It'll make your
muscles stand out more!”

“Oh I don't know,” I said anxiously.

“Come on! Your face won't be in them and it
will just be for the marketing guy to see if your body would look
good.”

“Just my back, though,” I said
doubtfully.

She pulled me back to the rack thing and I
started to reach for the bottle.

“Don't worry about it. Just hold the bar so
your body is positioned right.”

I hesitated, but did as she said, then felt
my eyes widen as I felt her hand on my back, between my shoulder
blades, spreading something slippery there! I licked my lips
nervously, but didn't turn around as her hand moved over my
shoulder blades, soft and warm, spreading the oil up over my
shoulders, then up and down my arms before sliding lower down my
back.

I felt my heart beating faster as her hands
moved down below my waist, along my hips, then up and down the
backs of my legs. She had to kneel down to do that and I felt my
face flush, wondering where her eyes were!

She stood up again and her hands moved over
my bottom. I flinched a bit, but kept my fingers tightly wrapped
around the high pole as she spread the oil over my bottom!, then up
along my sides.

“You have very soft skin,” she said in a
quiet voice.

My pulse quickened as her hand curved around
front, below my breasts, rubbing oil on my stomach and lower chest.
She didn't need to do that to take a picture of my back, I thought
anxiously!

The other hand moved around my ribs, too,
both of them spreading the oil over my stomach and lower chest,
then up.... I gasped as her small hands curved lightly along the
underside of my breasts, both taut because of my position. I almost
jerked my hands down to push them away, but froze!

Her hands moved very softly, then curved up
along the outer sides of my breasts, caressing them lightly, before
spreading straight across the center! I gasped aloud, feeling her
soft hands stroke across my very, very hard nipples!

“Your nipples are very hard for how hot it is
in here,” she said in a soft, teasing voice.

With my legs apart she was almost as tall was
I was, and I felt her bare breasts pressing into my back again, as
her hands rubbed gently over my breasts. I felt her lips against
the nape of my neck, and then one of her hands glided slowly down
my belly and abdomen, still slick and oily, and found my
clitoris.

I gasped again, jerking against her.

“Don't let go of the pole!” she ordered.

I had no idea why not! But my mind was
rapidly becoming more and more flustered, and I obeyed her as she
rained soft kisses along the side of my throat. Her left hand was
kneading my breast and rubbing my nipple between her oily fingers,
while the right was rubbing my clitoris!

I was incredibly... embarrassed! At the same
time I was incredibly aroused! I mean to the point of almost
shaking with the tremendous sexual energy building up within me! My
mind was drowning in heat and anticipation, swept by sensation and
excitement!

“Don't move,” she almost whispered.

She pulled back. I was panting, by then, face
flushed and almost trembling. It had been a while since I'd found
myself this aroused!

She moved away, then returned with some thin
strips of cloth, or what I thought were cloths. They turned out to
be leather cords, like you'd use in boot laces.

“Don't move,” she said again, in a firm
voice.

She doubled up one of them and then tied it
around my right wrist.

“Wh-what are you doing?” I gulped, trying to
keep my voice steady.

She didn't answer, but doubled up the second
and tied it around my other wrist. Then, before I quite understood,
she tied the first around the pole! I watched her do it with open
mouth and wide eyes, not even thinking to pull away or resist until
it was too late.

“Andrea!”

“Shh,” she said, giggling a bit as she
quickly tied my other wrist in place.

“What are you doing?!”

“Having fun. That's the purpose of life,
after all.”

Her arms slid around me again, pulling my
hips back further, then one of her hands slid down my buttocks and
I felt her fingers at my sex.

“Spread your legs wider.”

Gasping, heart pounding, I obeyed, as her
fingers pushed slowly up inside me! At the same time, her left arm
snaked around my hip and her fingers found my clitoris! I moaned as
they stroked me rapidly, my skin slick and hot as her other fingers
pumped in and out of my throbbing sex!

My breathing was becoming louder, more
ragged, as she forced a third finger into me. I moaned helplessly,
leaning forward, hips pushed back as her fingers fucked me and felt
my entire body starting to pulse with a wild, crackling sexual
heat!

And then it exploded, and I cried out in
helpless pleasure, my hips bucking back frantically as the orgasm
tore through me! It was an intense flood of sensations which sent
my mind spinning wildly, my muscles spasming as my head jerked back
and I twisted and jerked in wildfire pleasure!

“Ha. That didn't take long,” she said. “I
think you've been deprived. But you need to be depraved! Like
me!”

I gasped, stumbling, moaning, and she slid
her fingers out of me, then I felt her gripping my hair and tugging
sharply up and back.

“Oh!” I gasped.

Her fingers pushed against my lips and slid
into my mouth.

“Close your lips. Lick them.”

I did so almost automatically, without
thinking, and I gasped as I realized they were the fingers she'd
had inside me!

“Dirty girl,” she said in a purring
voice.

She squirmed around me, then grabbed my hair
and head, kissing me roughly, even brutally! Her small hands were
quite strong and I moaned as her lips crushed mine, as her tongue
slid along my tongue! We were breast to breast, and I was …
overwhelmed by everything which had happened, was happening, by the
shock, the delight, the wild heat of it all!

I started to hesitantly kiss her back,
feeling a sense of wonder as she pressed her body – now completely
naked – against mine, and her hands slid down my back and onto my
ass.

“Hot, sexy slut,” she said, drawing her lips
back.

Then she grabbed my hair again and I yelped
as she yanked it up and back sharply.

“Ow! Oh! Andrea!” I gasped in complaint.

But her own mouth was now on the center of my
breast! I gasped again as she sucked and chewed at it, her tongue
whipping across my engorged nipple! Her other hand shot down
between my legs, rubbing my clitoris, then the small fingers
finding my entrance and sliding inside me!

I gasped and panted and moaned as she sucked
and chewed on my nipples and breasts while her fingers squirmed up
inside me all the way to the knuckles!

She stopped and dropped to her knees quite
suddenly, staring into my sex, then forced my thighs apart and
closed her mouth over me! I shuddered, staring down at her as her
tongue started to work on me.

I was soon writhing in place! She was good!
She was better than good! She was better than anything I'd ever
experienced! Her soft tongue and warm mouth set my insides to
burning like fire! She sucked on my clitoris in a rhythmic fashion,
then licked furiously as her fingers pushed up inside me once
again!

I came again, and then again, and then again
as she licked me wildly! She had already spent more time licking me
than any guy I had ever been with, and I was weak-kneaded, sweat
pouring off me as I bucked and jerked and ground myself against her
skilled tongue!

She paused and slipped out from in front of
me, leaving me gasping and only able to stand up because of the
leather cords binding my wrists. I stared up at them stupidly,
dazed, and then felt her behind me again. I felt what I first took
to be her finger pressing against my back entrance, and my eyes
widened.

“Oh! Oh please! Don't!”

“Shhh,” she said.

It wasn't her finger, I soon realized, but as
her left hand slid in between my legs, rubbing my clitoris, the
thing pushed against me again and again, slowly forcing me open,
then wider. It seemed to get wider the deeper it got, stretching
me.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I moaned.

“What will make you come.”

“But I don't – oh!”

It suddenly got very wide, stretching me
almost to the point of pain, then it slid into me so that my
sphincter closed behind it! Only not quite. I realized something
was still there, something narrow, and something was pressed
against my body on the outside!

“It's a butt-plug,” she said.

“But – Oh!”

“This, on the other hand, is a dildo.”

I twisted my head around, eyes wild, and she
grinned at me, then held it up. It was long and thick and I moaned
as she rubbed it over my face, then my breasts.

“Nasty girl. I'm going to fuck your hot,
blonde body,” she said.

She pushed the heel of her hand up against my
pubic bone.

“Push your ass back further,” she
ordered.

I moaned and obeyed, filled with disbelief
but elation and heat, and her fingers resumed stroking my clitoris
while she slid the dildo into me from behind. It stretched me out,
but not to the point of real discomfort, then she began to pump it
in and out, going deeper and deeper.

When it was all-but buried inside me, she
slid in between my legs again, licking and sucking on my clitoris
as she pumped the dildo in and out, and drove me over the edge into
another orgasm, this one a monster that had me crying out more and
more loudly!

She fucked me right through the orgasm, then
climbed to her feet and moved away, leaving me feeling staggered
and dazed. When she returned, it was to pull back on my hair again,
and this time she shoved a ball into my open mouth!

“We want to gag you so you don't wake up
Shane,” she said.

Which made me gasp for I'd forgotten all
about him!

The ball had a thin leather cord, which she
drew together behind my head.

“Too late,” a male voice said.

My eyes went wide, and I cried out in shock,
jerking my wrists against the cord – to no avail, of course! I
twisted my head around, squealing as I saw Shane standing there
grinning. I mean, I was not only naked and had just climaxed – very
loudly – but I still had the dildo shoved almost fully inside
me!

“Might have known you were a screamer,
Chloe,” he said with a smirk.

I twisted my face away, mortified, feeling my
face literally throbbing with heat as he sauntered forward.

“Go back to sleep,” Andrea said.

She didn't sound terribly bothered, but then
again they'd already slept together!

“Like I'm gonna be able to sleep with that
kind of noise going on,” he said.

“She's gagged now. She won't be so
noisy.”

“But I'm too turned on now.”

He moved around in front of me and I jerked
my head away.

“Woah. What a body,” he said. “Nice
tits.”

He raised a hand and squeezed one of my
breasts and I gasped, but Andrea slapped his hand away.

“She's mine,” she said.

“Oh come on. You can share.”

“Maybe I don't want to share. Maybe I'm
enjoying having her all to myself. Ever think of that?”

She pulled back on my hair and I gasped as he
leaned in to lick a long trail up along the nape of my neck as her
other hand slid between my legs! I twisted and squirmed helplessly
as her fingers not only pushed at the dildo but stroked at my
clitoris again!

“I'm sure you can use a hand or two,” Shane
said, eyeing me with hunger.

“You think I need a man to help me? I've
already made her come four or five times.”

“You think I couldn't do better than
that?”

“Ha. I think I know my way around a girl's
body better than you,” she said, pumping the dildo slowly in and
out as her fingers stroked my clitoris.

I moaned into the gag, wanting to … to do
what!? I wanted to disappear! But I couldn't! I wanted to... to
protest, but what could I say even if I wasn't gagged other than
demanding she untie me!? So I started trying to say that, trying to
yell at her to untie me, but with the ball gag filling my mouth my
words were largely unintelligible!

“You can look but not touch,” she said
pertly.

And then she slid down to her knees again,
pushing on my thighs, forcing my hips back as she cocked her head
back and began to lick at my clitoris! Her other hand was between
my thighs, still pumping and twisting the dildo, which was deep
inside me!

I trembled with embarrassment, with
humiliation, as Shane watched us, dropping my head so that my hair
would provide a curtain between his face and mine! Somehow it
wasn't so bad if I didn't have to see him looking at me!

“Those are thirty-eights, aren't they?” he
asked, reaching in to cup and knead my right breast.

Her hand rose up and pushed his off.

“Thirty-six,” she said, briefly interrupting
her licking.

“They look bigger.”

This was so fucking bizarre!

I kept trying to jerk my thighs closer
together, and Andrea kept shoving them further apart, and finally
she made an impatient sound.

“Get me a couple more thongs.”

I didn't even understand what she was saying.
I saw Shane move away, though. He came back, but I didn't raise my
head, though I was starting to... adjust... mentally, to his
presence. I saw Andrea take another of those long, thick bootlace
things, and tie one each around my ankles!

“Tie them to the rings in the floor,” she
said.

I was open mouthed – and not just because of
the ball gag! I stared, feeling another rush of flustered
confusion, uncertainty, anxiety and... something darker and...
oddly sexual, as the cords around my ankles went taut, and tugged
my feet wider on the floor!

I turned my head enough to see that he was
tying the cords into metal rings I had not noticed before, set into
the floor to the side! He moved around to my other side, then
forced my ankle wider, and tied the cord there, as Andrea resumed
licking me!

I felt a sense of disbelief and... and
unreality! I could hardly believe this was happening! But at the
same time, as Andrea's lips sucked and massaged my clitoris, and I
started to get used to Shane watching, I began to feel a dark
thrill of something kinky and … and almost masochistic!

I was all tied up! Spreadeagled! And while it
was absolutely outrageous Andrea hadn't immediately untied me so I
could get dressed my insides were starting to pulse with an even
more powerful sense of heat than they had been before!

I squealed into the gag as I felt Shane's
hands on my hips jerking them backward.

“I should fuck her right now,” he
growled.

“You don't even know if she's on the pill,”
Andrea said from between my legs.

I was, of course!

“What a fucking body,” he sighed. “This bitch
was made to be fucked.”

I felt simultaneously threatened and excited
by his … crude but... well, highly appreciative words. And by the
tone of hunger and awe in his voice.

I felt his hand on my ass, caressing it,
stroking up and down, following the contours of my soft, round,
oiled flesh, and moaned into the gag. I wanted to scream at him to
make him stop touching me and yet... and yet a growing part of the
dark hunger inside me reveled in that touch!

As long as, and this is weird, as long as he
was doing it on his own. I mean, as long as I wasn't inviting it
or... or even allowing it or giving any sign of permitting it. I
don't know why that was important in my swirling, churning mind
right then, but it just made it that much more darkly
thrilling!

His hand slid up my spine then back down
again over my bottom as Andrea twisted the dildo and licked at my
clitoris. Then something changed, something I didn't quite grasp at
first. The dildo began to pump in and out with much longer strokes,
and Andrea's small hands gripped my thighs right below my crotch,
pushing my hips back further as her mouth enveloped my sex.

And I realized with a wild jolt that I was
Shane holding the dildo now! Fucking me! He was fucking me with it!
Shane was!

I again felt that churning, burning swirl of
emotions, of heat, outrage, indignation, embarrassment, and a dark,
burbling, crackling sense of .. masochistic arousal! I was very,
very aware of how helpless I was, how tied up, how at their mercy,
and while that made me wary, even a little fearful, it also
appealed to some dark, burning sense of desire I had hardly been
aware of possessing!

“What a bad girl,” he said.

Thwick!

I yelped as something struck my bottom! It
wasn't something hard, but flexible and thin and lightweight! I
twisted my head around to see him holding in his hand a couple more
of the leather thongs, doubled up. He swung it again and I yelped
again as they cut across my pushed-out bottom!

“Bad girl,” he said in a taunting voice.

Oh my God this was so kinky and dark and
nasty and hot and wicked and... and shocking!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

The thongs cut across my bottom again and
again as he pumped the dildo and Andrea licked at me. I felt my
mind sort of floating, as if this was all some kind of dark dream,
but my insides were churning more and more violently, the heat
building up inside me!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

The laces cut across my bottom again,
stinging me, as he laughed.

Then he thrust the dildo deep enough that I
cried out as it was stuffed almost entirely inside me! I felt his
fingers at the … the base, I guess, of the thing Andrea had pushed
into my ass, and pulling at it. I felt the thing inside pushing
against my sphincter, slowly forcing it out!

Andrea gripped the dildo and started to pump
it in and out as the thing in my ass was slowly pried free. Then
something else pushed into me, something which I realized with
horror and then a wild thrill, was Shane's cock!

I shouted into the gag, eyes wide, but my
mind was filled with a wild clamor of contrary emotions wrapped in
confusion and shock! I felt this heavy pressure against my opening,
of something too thick to enter, and yet, with the aid of the
slick, slippery oil it was doing just that, sliding slowly into me,
oozing into my body as it forced me wide!

The lips of my sex were straining wide, as
well, with the thickness of the dildo Andrea had inside me, and the
seething cauldron of pleasure and heat in my belly was making it
impossible to even control my muscles! I was trembling and jerking
spastically, my mind spinning like a top!

He was so big! He felt monstrous! He pushed
slowly deeper, a relentless pressure which ached, though I can't
say it actually hurt. The butt-plug had kind of prepared me, I
guess, and there was too much else going on in my body for the
muscles there to be clamping down in resistance.

His hands were holding firmly to my hips,
keeping my bottom back, and, and I could only stare at the shady
light coming through the distance window at the other end of the
attic as my body thrummed with energy and then exploded into
another orgasm!

It was badly timed, for how could I
demonstrate that I was unwilling to take part in this kinky
threesome if I had an orgasm!? I despaired at it as I felt it
begin, but then, of course, could not resist, and threw myself into
the oblivion of its howling storm of pleasure!

Andrea abandoned the dildo, jammed inside me,
and her hands rose to cup and fondle my breasts as I bent over
above her, squeezing them harshly and repeatedly as my body jerked
and spasmed, trembled and shook! I almost ignored Shane driving his
cock into my ass while the rush of pleasure had hold of me.

And by the time it eased he was already deep,
deep inside me! I moaned, feeling the unfamiliar fullness, feeling
it pushing higher inside me. I felt a sense of dazed awe at how
full I felt, both with that and the dildo that was all-but buried
in my pussy.

He was pumping in and out now, but very, very
slowly, using very short strokes, for as tight as I was and as
thick as he was he couldn't move himself very far nor fast. God, I
felt impaled on his huge cock! And his pumping might have been slow
but he pushed deeper with every stroke, until cramps started to
ripple through my lower belly as the head drove achingly high.

Andrea slipped out from underneath me and
disappeared for a long minute, during which I caught my breath and
focused more attention on the fact a guy I hardly knew was pushing
his cock way up inside my ass!

When she returned it was with what I thought
was another dildo, only she turned it on and it began to buzz. She
grinned at me and thrust it in between my legs, pressing it up
against my clitoris, and my hips jerked convulsively! My clit was
already hyper sensitive, and the vibrations were intense!

I squealed into the gag, for they were simply
too powerful! But of course, I couldn't express myself very well,
and now Shane was starting to work his cock in and out with more
authority, for the muscles inside me had relaxed somewhat.

I shuddered and moaned as he drew the huge
log of a cock back and forth inside me, gasping and crying out each
time he drove it especially deep. Andrea played the vibrator up and
down against my clitoris, pressing up firmly as to kind of squash
my soft flesh in against the dildo inside me.

This was all soooo incredibly dark and kinky!
And now I felt a sharp ache inside me, crying out, as Shane's hips
pressed firmly against my buttocks!

“Take every inch, slut. You know you want it
inside you!” Andrea taunted.

I didn't!

I gasped and moaned as he drew back and
thrust in again, drew back and thrust in. Somehow he'd found room
inside me, and now his hips were starting to slap against my
buttocks, jerking my body forward against the grip of his hips
pulling me back.

I felt utterly impaled! And that sense of
fullness began to be sucked into the rising churn of sensations
within me as Andrea ground the vibrator against me! It all morphed
and twisted and formed a dark, delicious sense of anticipation and
desire, an intoxicating brew of mind-altering pleasure that soon
had me crying out in pleasure, rather than ache, as Shane drove
himself into me!

Fire ran through my veins and the heat had
melted away all my inhibitions. There was nothing left now but a
feverish exhilaration as his long, thick cock thrust deep inside me
and my hips spasmed and jerked with growing desperation.

I came again, even more powerfully than
before, a searing explosion of overpowered sensations flooding my
mind as I cried out all the air in my longs then sobbed in dazed
wonder as I gulped in more! It was an all-encompassing orgasm that
shook me like a rag doll in the mouth of a tiger!

Oh God it was good! It was soooo good!

Every time I was impaled by his cock and his
hips slammed against my bottom another shock wave of pleasure swept
up through my quivering nervous system until I hardly knew where I
was nor cared!
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I was stunned. I think my eyes must have
glazed over because my mind had shut down. I was hardly aware of
what they were doing as my wrists were untied – or so I sort of
thought, insofar as I was thinking. But then my arms were drawn
back behind me and the cords which had tied them to the wooden bar
now tied them together as they lowered me to my knees.

I felt the dildo pulling free of my sex just
after Shane drew back from my ass, but then the dildo was
transferred to my back passage, and a moment later the vibrator was
shoved up into my pussy instead! I just groaned, eyes glassy, as
they undid the buckle of the gag and then pulled the gag out of my
mouth.

I coughed and groaned, gulping in air as
Andrea moved to stand before me. She gathered in my hair in two
hands on either side of my head then drew my mouth forward.

I gasped, startled as she rubbed my mouth
against her sex, my mind starting to waken again, waken to find
myself still tied, still... impaled, still naked, and now... now
being confronted with a demand I had no experience with.

Well, I did. I mean, Andrea had just
performed oral sex on me for twenty mind-blowing minutes or so, and
it wasn't like I was a virgin. Even so, it came as a bit of a
shock. It was the first time my face had been between a girl's
legs, and while I'd been toying with the idea of making out, even
of having sex with a girl, all my mental imagines had to do with
touching and kissing, not licking – down there.

But what else could I do? I mean, she'd just
spent the last twenty or more minutes licking me. Could I politely
refuse to return the favor? And my lips were already moist with her
juices as she rubbed me against her. That was, in a way, icky, but
it was also done.

She tugged a little harder on my hair and
glared down at me and, cowed, I started to tentatively lick at her
clitoris. I focused my mind, such as it was, concentrating, trying
to do this, remembering what I'd liked It was weird, though how
intimidated I felt with her standing way up there, glaring down at
me in the manner of one who was in complete charge.

True, my wrists were tied, and even my ankles
were still tied apart as I knelt before her, but it wasn't like I
couldn't protest and refuse – probably. But despite the incredible
orgasm I was still feeling hot, and I don't mean on the outside.
Although that too, of course. In fact, even if I wasn't coated in
oil I'm sure I'd have been glistening with sweat! It was so hot up
there!

But I'd just had the most intense sexual
experience of my life, and it had shattered my mind and was in the
process of altering all my preconceptions and ideas about sex and
sexuality. Especially what was proper, what was right, what was...
allowable.

I pulled my wrists against the leather cords,
amazed, anxious, but mostly darkly thrilled to feel how firmly in
place they were. They'd tied my wrists behind my back! There was an
incredible sense of sheer wonder and … awareness of that the
whole time I was licking Andrea.

Shane knelt behind me and I gasped as his
hand slid between my parted thighs, his fingers massaging my
clitoris. Another hand moved up my body to roughly cup and squeeze
my right breast. Then Andrea hooked a chair from off to the side
with her ankle, dragged it over, and sat down, spreading her legs,
slumping, and drawing my mouth in against her once more.

I moaned into her sex as my tongue licked
uncertainly.

“Harder, slut,” she growled.

I jerked at the name, then gasped as Shane
slapped my ass!

“Harder, slut,” he said in amusement.

I moaned, redoubling my efforts, knowing they
were, well, thinking they were play-acting, but still feeling a
sense of being intimidated, but in a kind of darkly excited
way.

Andrea was combing my hair up and together
into a mass above my head, holding it there to force my mouth in
more tightly, as her other hand reached down to grope one of her
own breasts.

Crack!

I moaned again as Shane slapped my bottom a
second time.

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Don't!” I gasped.

Crack!

“You don't give orders, slave girl.”

Slave girl! That was so nasty, so wicked, so
wild and kinky!

He rubbed my clit and roughly groped my right
breast, then prodded at my ass with the dildo there, then at my
pussy with the vibrator, jamming them deeper, then starting to pump
them in and out!

“Lick me, slave girl!” Andrea moaned,
slumping lower and drawing her knees up and wide.

These two were a pair of perverts! How in
God's name had I become involved in this?!

Andrea put her bare feet on my shoulders,
closing her thighs around my face as she held my hair tightly.

“Put your lower lip up against the bottom of
your tongue so you lick harder, bitch!” she groaned.

Crack! Shane slapped my bottom!

I moaned and obeyed, pressing my lower lip up
in support of my tongue, using my whole head now to lick at her as
she squirmed and started to gasp in pleasure.

My brain was sputtering like it had
short-circuited. I was overwhelmed by it all, and could only moan
and pant and lick as Andrea directed, as she ordered.

Crack! Shane slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Bad girl,” he said in a taunting voice.

I gasped as he began to pump the dildos, one
in, the other out, the first out, the second in, back and forth
inside me, using longer and longer strokes.

“Dirty girl!” Andrea groaned. “Nasty, dirty
girl!”

Crack! “Lick her harder, slut!”

God, this was so perverted!

Andrea came very loudly, crushing my face
against her as her hips bucked up spastically! She twisted and her
head thrashed as the orgasm swept her up in its embrace, and I felt
a sense of bemused satisfaction, a delight that I'd managed to do
that. I mean, I'd never given a girl an orgasm before...

*

I was seriously irked. I was indignant,
unhappy, even angry as I hung there suspended.

Yes, suspended! I mean, WTF!?

The two perverts had bent me over and then
had started to untie me, and I was feeling like, okay, this kinky
episode is over, thank God, and I can go to my room, have a shower
and then try and get hold of myself and wrap my mind around what
had just happened.

Instead, as they'd pulled the leather cords
off me they'd replaced them with these thickly padded leather
straps which circled my wrists quite tightly, but at least they'd
locked them together in front of me, not behind me, or so I'd
thought.

“Why are – ?”

That was as far as I got asking questions
before Andrea showed that damn ball-gag back into my mouth and then
buckled it behind my head, and no amount of glowering seemed to
catch her attention.

She and Shane helped me stand, untied my
ankles, but then she'd pushed the chair she'd been sitting in
forward and climbed onto it. Shane raised my arms high above me and
I looked up to see her drawing down a rope which hung from one of
the rafters. She slid it into the thick rings in the leather straps
around my wrists, then tied it off.

I stared at her in confusion and indignation,
and Shane walked away from me and over to the wall. There was a
hook there which had a rope tied around it. He unwound the rope,
and it turned out to be the same one, for as he pulled I felt my
wrists forced up higher.

Andrea hopped down off the chair as Shane
pulled harder, and I gasped, then cried out, as I was forced up
onto the balls of my feet, then onto my toes, and then... then I
was swinging free, hanging completely as he wrapped the rope
tightly around the peg on the wall and tied it off.

He grinned at me, ran his hand up and down my
body, then wiped the back of his hand across his sweating forehead.
“Fuck, it's hot in here!” he said, heading for the stairs.

My toes wriggled, barely shy of the floor, as
if I could stretch just a quarter inch to get some support.

Crack! Andrea slapped my bottom as I
hung there, and I swung a little.

“Nothing's too hot for a slave girl,” she
said in a teasing voice.

Then she left me there, too!

I thought they would be right back, of
course, and looked up at my wrists, high above, encased in the
thick, padded leather things. They ached, though it was certainly
bearable. My arms ached a bit too, and I was panting through the
gag at the heat in the attic.

They had not removed the dildo and vibrator
either. Nor were either likely to fall out since my thighs were
pressed in firmly against one and my buttocks against the other. I
still felt impaled, and the heat was not simply external.

As I hung there in the dimly lit attic I
found this, despite my indignation at them basically doing this
without even asking me, to be hopelessly darkly erotic. There was
no point in trying to hide or deny that to myself. I was
enthralled, fascinated, with the feeling and sensations, despite
how hot it was around me.

This was... forbidden, wickedly kinky and
absolutely not the kind of thing I could ever even suggest to a
lover, ever even hint at, really. And yet, here I was! God, it was
so kinky! I hung more or less limply, gasping, moaning, twisting my
head around a bit, looking around me, not that there was much to
see.

I could look down at my body, or up at my
arms. My body glistened, but the lotion was starting to fade, to be
absorbed by my body. That didn't mean I was glistening any less. I
was sweating a lot, and I felt a small drop of sweat trickle slowly
down my cheek to my chin, then drip onto my chest and continue
trickling slowly down.

My legs and hips began to be sort of divorced
from the rest of me, as if they were just a heavy, dead weight
pulling down on my body. My arms ached more, as did my wrists, and
I was breathing more raggedly as the time passed. It was getting
hotter, I thought at first.

Then I realized that no, it was me. Here's
the thing, you can't actually just dangle like a dead body. You
have to use your muscles to pull yourself up just a bit, to tighten
your muscles, before you can inflate your lungs. That gets very
tiring very quickly!

My feet scrambled for purchase on the floor,
but even stretching out the tips of my toes could just barely brush
the surface. I moaned weakly, panting and gasping and sweating,
turning slowly in place.

I bet that sounds awfully unpleasant. The
truth, though, was that I was gripped by a strange, dark sense of
masochistic excitement. I mean, I'd never thought of myself as a
masochist, of course, but the sheer outrageousness of finding
myself dangling naked from my wrists was impossible to grasp in any
way but as a kind of erotic victim of lewd captors.

Which was sort of, kind of the truth, or at
least, close enough for me to start my mind working up this
desperately dark fantasy of myself as a sexual captive being
tormented in a deliciously erotic way. I felt very, very,
very sexual as I dangled there, with those dildos inside me,
throbbing, or seeming to throb within my belly, the base of both
very noticeably firm between my thighs and buttocks.

And I had just been hit by the most intensive
sensual experience of my life, the most incredible orgasms I'd ever
had, the most wickedly exotic, kinky and thrilling sex a girl could
ever take part in! That had all kind of warped my mind about me,
sex, and, well, bondage and stuff.

So I very much had a 'victim' mentality, the
'poor little me' thing, but it was wrapped in a dark sexual hunger
and excitement over what they'd already done to me and was imbued
with the same forbidden heat and desire.

The thickness of the sex toys they'd thrust
up into me had me marveling, amazed, and deliciously outraged,
though I would never have admitted it to anyone. Everything they'd
done so far had the same effect. I was a helpless captive, but more
to the dark inner fantasies I'd had over the years, than to Shane
and Andrea.

That didn't mean my arms and wrists didn't
ache, or that I wasn't panting and moaning in the heat, but it did
mean that there was as much heat within my pulsing, throbbing body
as there was in the attic, and I was baking in it as I hung there,
my pussy squeezing tight around the dildo.

When Andrea came back up the stairs I felt a
sense of relief, but also a wary anticipation. She grinned at me
mockingly, and I flushed. She was dressed now, and I was, of
course, still lewdly naked, with a dildo and a vibrator inside me!
That made me feel even more... I don't know, intimidated.

“Nasty girl,” she said in a purring
voice.

She rubbed her hand up and down my sweating
body, caressing my breasts in a way which felt helplessly sensual.
She caught my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, rolling
and stroking them, pulling on them, squeezing and caressing
them.

“Let me down!” I moaned through the gag.

I don't know if she could understand me but
she ignored me. She reached down between my thighs and began to rub
my clitoris.

I fought to show no reaction despite the rush
of energy through my groin.

“Nasty girl. Maybe I'll take pictures of you
like this. I bet I could sell them,” she said. “Maybe I'll sell you
to some Arabs as a sex slave!”

I moaned indignantly.

“Arabs love blonde sluts,” she said in a
taunting voice.

She moved around behind me and slapped my
bottom sharply, then moved further away for a minute. She came back
with a long, cylindrical tube with a fat bulge near the base and
then a kind of little arm which stuck out from the base and curved
up and back in again.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I felt … irked, but also the need to show
some defiance, to at least pretend this dirty, perverted stuff was
not being done with my approval, and ignored her.

Crack!

“Obey your mistress,” she said sweetly.

I glowered at her and she slapped my bottom
again, then again, harder. I gasped at the sting, but refused to
comply.

“So, a defiant slave girl,” she said. “We
know what to do about that.”

She put the thing down, grinning, and undid
her belt. I wondered what she intended, and thought at first she
was getting undressed, but no, she was just removing the belt, then
doubling it in her hand. I felt a jolt of anxiety as she grinned
lewdly at me, then moved behind me.

Crack!

I squealed as the belt snapped in against my
bottom to cause a very sharp stinging pain!

“Obey your mistress, slave girl,” she
ordered

“No!” I yelled.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt was starting to hurt! My bottom
sparkled and burned hotter and hotter as she swung it, and I felt a
growing sense of desperation as the heat mounted! But with it came
a strange, crackling sense of shocked excitement, a sexual
electricity born of a sense of wonder that she was strapping me
like this! As I hung naked from my wrists!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was starting to really hurt, and
there was nothing I could do about it as I hung there suspended by
my wrists! The dark excitement grew within me, but the pain grew
faster!

Crack! Crack!

I gave in and forced my thighs apart. It
wasn't easy, let me tell you! It's hard moving your legs when
you're hanging in mid-air, especially when you were already tired
and hot!

“Good slave girl,” she said.

I fumed, my bottom hot, but kept my thighs
apart as she walked around in front of me and slid the vibrator
slowly down and out. Then she picked up the other thing, which was
a bit thicker, and slid that back into me. I groaned a bit, but
accommodated it easily until that final bulging part, which
stretched me really wide!

Then it slipped inside me and the lips of my
sex half closed behind it. The little curved arm arched up and in
to press against my clitoris, though, and when she turned it on the
thing began to vibrate powerfully! Then it began to move, not much,
but enough to kind of grind it about a quarter inch one way and
then the other.

That was more than enough, as the smirking
girl left the attic, left me, to hang there, letting my legs snap
closed, muscles exhausted, fresh sweat trickling down my body as I
moaned weakly.

This was so nasty!

I was bedraggled, overheated, and sore, but I
was still kind of simmering with a steaming, low level hunger, and
the vibrator quickly raised the heat on that! In short order I was
twisting and jerking, my muscles spasming, my hips bucking, and
then the orgasm hit and I cried out in hopeless, helpless pleasure,
the muscles in my belly spasming too as the orgasm rippled up and
down my spine!

It wasn't the last.

The vibrations, combined with the wild, dark
eroticism of being hung by my wrists naked, and all that wild,
kinky sex I'd had before then, kept my body in a state of
hyper-sexual arousal, and a string of orgasm lashed my senses, once
after the other, until I could barely breath, until I was sobbing
and moaning, drunk on pleasure, and maybe more than a little
overcome by the sheer heat of the attic!

I was... lost. I twisted and writhed, breath
sobbing through the ball gag as my mind sweltered in the heat,
energy drained by the wild rush of my blood and the pounding of my
heart as the sexual energy rippled back and forth inside me.
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I was dazed, light-headed, when they came for
me. I was too weary to do anything but groan when they finally
lowered my feet to the ground and the weight came off my wrists,
arms and shoulders. My ankles were untied, and the dildos were
pulled free of my body.

They unlaced the heavy padded leather straps
and my arms dropped wearily, but before I could think to do
anything with them they were drawn back behind me and some kind of
metallic something held them in place – handcuffs, I later
realized.

I didn't know or care as they led me to the
stairs, then down them to the mercifully cool upper floor of the
house. I groaned in relief, sopping wet with sweat, my hair a
bedraggled mess. They led me into the bathroom, then into the
shower, which they turned on, first lukewarm, which was wonderful
enough, then cooler, as Andrea stepped in, as naked as I was.

Shane disappeared as Andrea ran her hands
over my body and I slumped against the wall. She turned the water
gradually warmer, then off before pouring shampoo over my head. I
could do little about it, even if I wanted to, and I didn't really.
I was that drained. And it wasn't like I didn't want to be
clean.

She lathered up my hair then after a bit of a
pause I felt her hands sliding over my body, soapy. I couldn't see,
of course, keeping my eyes closed because of the shampoo covering
my head. Her hands stroked over my breasts, up and down my
shoulders and back, basically everywhere.

They moved softly but firmly enough,
lingering over specific areas which you can probably guess at. I
was too drained to really be provoked, though, and when the water
came on again and rinsed me off all I really wanted to do was go
and lay down for a bit.

The water was turned off and she quickly
grabbed a towel to towel herself off, then did the same for me. She
led me out of the tub and I blushed a bit as Shane came into the
room, grinning at me. She began to brush her hair, and to my
surprise Shane picked up another brush and began to brush mine
out.

Of course, as he did it he took the
opportunity to run his hands over my body fairly frequently. At
first, I blushed a bit, but then I got used to it. Andrea's hair is
shorter than mine, and she dried it quickly, then gave him the hair
dryer and he did mine.

She left the room and came back, dressed in
shorts and tank top. I, of course, was still naked, handcuffed and
gagged, and starting to recover some energy, starting to try to
signal Shane, and then Andrea, to remove the gag. They ignored my
gestures as if they hadn't noticed.

Then Andrea produced what I took to be a
thick, studded leather belt, until she wrapped it around my neck! I
tried to jerk back, instinctively, but Shane held me firmly as she
buckled it around me, and I stared at myself in the mirror, feeling
a sense of awe, once more.

It was one of those bondage collar things,
with the thick metal ring dangling from the center!

It looked outrageously hot!

They gripped my wrists, and wrapped similar,
if thinner leather belts around them, buckling them firmly in
place, then removed the handcuffs. But my wrists were still held
together by the leather things. Then they posed me in front of the
mirror so I could see myself, see how... how helpless and hot and
incredibly sexy I looked!

I refused to admit any sense of appreciation,
though, frowning and shaking my head and jerking my wrists against
the leather restraints to signal I wasn't a pervert like they
were.

They ignored me.

Shane snapped a leash to the front of the
collar, which gave me another wicked jolt of awe, and then tugged,
leading me out of the room and up the hall, with Andrea following.
We went downstairs, and into the living room.

“Kneel,” he said, pushing down on my
shoulders.

I wanted to show some sign of rebelliousness
but my legs were rubbery and weak, and I knelt with a groan of
relief.

“Knees wide. Sit on your heels, slave
girl.”

There was that slave girl nonsense again! But
it was hot and wicked!

They forced me to kneel in the proper
position, which was sitting on my heels with my knees stretched so
wide the tendons in my groin ached a little, and I scowled at them
as they sat down in front of me, again showing I wasn't willingly
going along with this perverted stuff.

“Would you like a nice drink of water, slave
girl?” Andrea asked.

Would I! I had been parched and desperately
thirsty for what seemed like forever! There was no way I would
pretend otherwise! I nodded my head rapidly.

“There are rules,” she said.

I stared at her in annoyance.

“If you speak one single word we'll gag you
again and you'll have to wait ten minutes to try again.”

I glared at her. Her kinky bondage game was
very definitely unimportant to me just then compared to how thirsty
I was!

Then she held up a big dildo, though it had
an odd round bulge at the base.

“Know what this is, slave girl? They use this
in porn videos,” she said, giggling a bit. “You ever see those
scenes of some cock shooting tons of semen? That's usually not
real. This can squirt stuff... including water.”

She demonstrated by squeezing the bulb on the
end, and sending a narrow stream of water spraying onto my
chest.

“The deeper this goes in your mouth, the more
water I'll squirt,” she said teasingly.

I felt annoyed. I was feeling tired and
thirsty, not sexy. I wanted to drink, not play games!

“Remember, one word and the gag goes back in
and we wait ten minutes to try again,” she said.

Shane reached behind me and unbuckled the
strap, then gripped the ball and pulled it free. Andrea then
reached forward with the dildo thing and I licked my lips, staring
at it doubtfully. She rubbed it over my lips and I reluctantly
opened my mouth.

I couldn't not feel a distinctly sexual...
awareness... as the dildo slid into my mouth. I mean, it looked
like a real cock, a big one, and the two of them were staring at
me. I was kneeling naked in front of them, though they were both
fully clothed.

I felt some water squirting from the head,
but only a little.

“If you want more, you have to take the dildo
in deeper, slave girl,” she said.

I gave an impatient mental snort and slid my
lips further down the length of the silicone cock, and more liquid
poured into my mouth, in the back of my mouth. I swallowed and slid
back up. Then, flushing, because I knew what she wanted, I slid my
lips back down again. Sure enough, more liquid squirted into my
mouth, and I swallowed thirstily.

Shane was giving me this look, like a hungry
wolf, and I flushed even more, feeling the heat rekindling within
me as I bobbed up and down.

“That the best you can do?” Andrea
sneered.

She pulled the dildo from my mouth and then
tilted her head back as she slid it into her own mouth, then down
into her throat! She took the whole thing in to the bulb at the
bottom, held it there, then slowly pulled it up and out again,
giving me a smirk at how easy that had been.

Slut, I thought.

“You're really good,” Shane said
admiringly.

“Fuckin' right,” she said proudly.

She pushed it into my open mouth again,
squirting a little as she pushed deeper. I pushed my lips down its
length once more, and then her other hand slid around behind my
head, pulling on my hair to tilt it up and back, and pushed forward
with the dildo.

I gagged and gurgled, my eyes going wide, as
the head of the dildo pushed into my throat! Before I could adjust,
other than to instinctively try to jerk back, she had slid it deep
into my throat! And the fact she was pulling back sharply on my
hair meant just jerking my body back didn't pull me free! In fact,
she had tilted my head back so that I was staring up at the
ceiling, and so was pushing the dildo straight down!

I felt a gush of liquid down my throat as she
squeezed the base, the squeezed it again, while I trembled and
jerked and shook to try to pull free. She slid the dildo back up
and out and I coughed violently and gulped in air.

“You'll thank me when we're done,” she said,
unscrewing the base and then pouring more water into the bulb.

“Y-You bitch!” I gasped, coughing.

Shane had moved off the sofa, though and now
knelt behind me, his hands holding my head tightly. He jerked back
on my hair suddenly and my mouth opened to cry out in startled
pain, and she shoved the dildo down into it again! I gurgled as it
pushed slowly into my throat, shaking violently in Shane's grip,
but unable to pull free.

“Swallow it. You're deep throating, Chloe!”
she said encouragingly.

I was angry at them, yes, but it wasn't like
I'd never seen or heard it done, at least on video, and now in
person, and it wasn't like I didn't want to be able to deep throat.
But I was panicking with my throat blocked! And fighting back
nausea!

She pulled the thing back and once again I
coughed violently, gasping for breath.

“You know you can do it. You just did it,”
she said. “And it would be great for you to learn it!”

“I-I..c-can't!” I gasped.

“Of course you can! I did it! And you just
had it in your throat! It's all just controlling your gag
reflex.”

She squirted more water into my mouth, which
I of course swallowed.

“Okay, we won't push it for now.”

She did make me take the dildo deep into my
mouth before she'd squirt more water, though, and did that
repeatedly. I was awfully thirsty, after all. But the had me sit on
Shane's lap while I did it, and his hands roamed my body freely,
rubbing my clitoris, dipping into the mouth of my sex, and then
wriggling in deeper, as he bent forward to lick and suck at my
breasts.

It was like I was some kind of sex toy for
them! And I was too emotionally and physically exhausted to care. I
mean, it's not like the feel of Shane's hands was unpleasant. It
wasn't. And I didn't even resist when they turned me around so I
was straddling him, facing Andrea, who stood facing the sofa, with
the dildo in hand.

I groaned as I slid down Shane's cock,
feeling it push deep into my belly. I should have objected, but the
truth was I didn't really want to. The best I could do was pretend
a kind of indifference, as I sucked on the cock Andrea held and
drank the water she squirted into my throat.

But his fingers were on my clitoris, and the
whole thing felt so darkly exotic and erotic that I began to feel
the thrumming heat of sexual pleasure growing within me again. I
rode up and down on his cock as Andrea held my hair wrapped around
her fist and pumped the dildo in my my mouth, squirting now and
then.

As the heat took me I began to bob up and
down on the dildo, especially as she held it now at her groin as if
it were a cock or a strap-on, her fist jerking on my hair. I felt
the heat spreading out, felt my nipples tingling, my body flaring
with hotter and hotter need and hunger.

I gurgled as she pushed the dildo down my
throat! I felt a shock, but not the same as before. I had wrapped
myself in that dark cloud of masochistic heat, that submissive
sexual victim fantasy, and the cock sliding down my throat played
into that. I gurgled dazedly around it, staring cross-eyed at the
bulb at the end as she pushed it right up to my lips, my hips
rising and falling on Shane's cock.

She pulled the dildo back and I cried out,
coughing, gasping, moaning, and then came helplessly, back arching
and body shaking as I plunged down on Shane's cock as hard and fast
as I could move!

*

They unbuckled the restraints, finally, and
let me go. I glared at them both and went up to my room, closing
the door and locking it. I removed the collar and restraints, then
threw the door open to head to the bathroom for more to drink. I
hesitated, there. There was no cup. I started to head down the
stairs to the kitchen, then realized I was naked, so hurried back
to my bedroom again and threw on some sweatpants and a tank
top.

I went back downstairs, ignoring them,
getting a bottle of water, and hurried back upstairs, closing and
locking my door as I opened it and chugged it down. God, I was
exhausted, but my mind was swirling and spinning over what had just
happened, and wouldn't stop.

Perverts! Sickos! I might have known! I had
certainly suspected, what with all those tattoos and piercings!
Freaks!

It was hard, though, to work myself up into a
rage at the way they had abused me given how intensely aroused I
had found that abuse. Fuck, I still felt it arousing! The memories
of what they'd done, of how I'd felt, resonated through my body,
like an echo. I had never felt so intensely aroused in my life!

And I had never felt so much raw physical
pleasure either, not from any guy I had ever gone out with!

That bastard Shane! He'd come up and pawed me
while I was tied up and then fucked me in the ass! That was so
gross and disgusting! But... the feel of his big cock moving inside
me had been breathtakingly thrilling! I could still remember how it
had felt, how full I had felt, how every time it slid up inside me
I felt this gush of wild excitement and heat!

What the hell was wrong with me that I got
off on that so much!?

My breasts... they had pawed and groped and
squeezed them, which is what every lover I'd ever had had done, of
course, but it had never felt so... arousing before. I mean, my
nipples had always been sensitive, but I'd never felt the kind of
outraged heat before.

And that was the trigger. It was the outrage.
It was the 'how dare they' shocked thrill of what they'd done, of
what we'd done. Had they just done stuff I'd always fantasized
about but never dared try? I think there was something to that.

Maybe it was my upbringing. I'd never have
dreamt of suggesting doing something that kinky with anyone, and
would instead have rejected it, even though, to be honest, I had a
fascination with the idea, with exploring that kind of...
thing.

I think I just needed to, in a way,
disassociate myself from those 'dirty' ideas by pretending that it
was kind of forced on me. Hey, it hadn't been my idea! I'd have
said no if that little bitch hadn't gagged me! Well, I mean, after
the initial orgasm, when Shane had come up, I'd have said no.

But would I have meant it?

God, he had shoved his cock right down my
throat! That had been difficult, and my throat still ached, but I
felt a sense of awe at having managed it, although obviously
imperfectly. I wasn't this deep throat queen like that slut Andrea,
but if I could have more practice I was willing to bet I'd perfect
it.

The next boy I dated would have his eyes pop
when I did that to him, that was for sure!

But how was I supposed to treat Andrea and
Shane now? I mean, given what we'd done? And how were they going to
treat me? Were they going to expect more of the same!? Probably!
Well, I would just refuse. Flat out. Though to be honest I didn't
find that idea very appealing.

What more nasty, kinky, perverted, wicked,
slutty things would they want me to do, I wondered, feeling my
chest tighten again with a sense of helpless anticipation. God,
this was so nasty! Thank God no one I knew would find out!

I had licked a girl's pussy! I had eaten her
pussy and made her come! That was amazing! Even more amazing than
that a girl had eaten me out and made me come so hard!

When you boiled it all down, I suppose, I'd
just had a threesome, which was kinky and exciting but not exactly
super shocking. I was pretty sure lots of girls had done it. Okay,
the bondage was different and kinky, and that business of strapping
my bottom had stung, but the rest wasn't all that unusual.

We could... perhaps... do something … similar
again, but maybe with me having more control, I thought. I mean,
it's not like I hadn't enjoyed it, even if it had been horribly
embarrassing, at first.

The thing is I'd always kind of thought of
sex as something you did with someone you were in a relationship
with, and by relationship, I don't mean roommates! We weren't even
friends! I barely knew them! That made the sex just that, sex,
without any kind of commitment or relationship, which made it
slutty, which made me slutty!

And I didn't want to be a slut! Mind you,
there was a kind of delicious sense of smug contentment at being
one in secret. I mean, if no one knew, it wasn't so bad. If the
people I cared about didn't find out, didn't start sneering at me
and telling stories, then I wouldn't mind, really.

I looked at myself naked in my bedroom
mirror, kind of posing again, and felt – transformed, in a strange
way. I had always known I was attractive, of course. But I'd never
felt so much like... like a sex object, but in a good way,
if you get my meaning.

But at the same time I'd never felt less
confident about just what I was supposed to do with that … status,
or how to behave, or what I wanted.
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Unlike the others, I worked that evening, so
went off to work with hardly a word to them, having recovered
sufficient energy by then. I still felt a little odd around all
those people at the restaurant, though. I mean, I felt like I had a
secret.

The girls were these little black dresses for
a reason, and it was to look hot and sexy. The customers, well, the
male customers, liked seeing sexy, pretty girls waiting on them. No
doubt they undressed us with their eyes at times, too, though most
were polite about it unless they'd had too much to drink.

But if they had any idea the kind of things
I'd gotten up to that day... boy, would it blow their minds! Anyone
who saw me, anyone who met me, if they had any idea what I'd done
their whole image of me would be completely changed, even my
friends and family!

But I couldn't bring myself to honestly
regret that it had happened. It had been too wild and hot and
exciting. After thinking about it much of the evening I had to be
honest with myself, at least, and admit I wanted more.

I wasn't going to admit that to Shane and
Andrea, though. I needed to... to... I don't know. I still needed
to pretend I was, well, normal, that I wasn't a perve like they
were. So, well, if they wanted to 'persuade' me into doing
something nasty, I might allow that, as long as it was clear I
didn't approve.

How to accomplish that, well, I wasn't
sure.

And my thoughts and emotions on the subject
weren't improved when I got home from work after midnight, found
the place empty, and found an email on my laptop when I checked it
briefly before bed.

Chloe, me and Shane gone out. Took some
great pics this morn! We need to do more!

I snorted at the words, then felt my stomach
clench as I saw she'd included some pictures. Most were what I'd
expected, though I blushed a little at the picture of me naked,
from the back and bent forward at the waist. My face wasn't in the
picture, though. And it was really quite stylish, quite... erotic,
as opposed to, well, pornographic.

The last picture, though, almost made my
heart stop! I hadn't even known she'd taken it! It was me in the
same position, tied in place, naked, bent forward at the waist.
Only this time Shane's cock was halfway up my ass! You could see it
easily as he stood behind me!

He had hold of my hair and had jerked my head
up and back sharply, but he was was chewing on the nape of my neck,
so his head hid my face. All you could see was my blonde hair and
part of my chin. You could also see my breasts as he pulled my head
back to arch my back, and see one of his hands on it!

God! It looked so... depraved! It looked
so... wild and raw and sexual! The light wasn't too bright, so it
didn't really look pornographic, despite the fact you could see his
thick cock from the side pushing into my ass! The picture was so
nasty, so animalistic!

My face burned the moment I saw it, but as my
eyes raced over it and I realized that you couldn't tell who the
girl was I began to breath more evenly again. Even if this picture
wound up on the internet it wouldn't cause me any harm.

That little slut knew how to take pictures. I
had to give her that. But I was going to have to be careful what
pictures she took of me! Imagine if my face was visible in this!
Ack!

I undressed and got ready for bed, though I
have to say I was still thinking about that picture. It was so hot,
so sexual, so wicked! My hands slid down my body beneath the
sheets, and for the first time I wished I had a vibrator like the
ones Andrea had used on me.

I rubbed my clitoris, drawing my knees up and
apart, feeling the rush of heat sweeping over me as I remembered
this morning, as my chest fluttered and my breathing grew more and
more ragged. It took astonishingly little time before the orgasm
swept over me.

Sleep came easily after that, but it didn't
last long. I was awakened by something... startled into
wakefulness, and then realized someone was in the room with me! I
gasped aloud, just as a shadow moved before my eyes, and then
something pushed into my mouth!

I opened my mouth to scream, though I had
almost immediately recognized it. It was that ball thing, the gag!
I jerked my hands up, or tried to, and found I couldn't! My wrists
and ankles were strapped to the corners of the bed!

The light beside the bed turned on and I saw
Andrea there, grinning at me. She was as naked as I was.

“Did you miss me, little sex slave?” she
purred.

I shook my head wildly, feeling my fear
fading and the dark heat which had gripped me earlier that day
starting to rise. I twisted my head up and back, staring at the
strap around my wrist, and realized it was the one I had removed
from the bed and put on the dresser! The same with the others!

I pulled at them hard, and glared at her but
she just smiled, sitting on the edge of the bed there, and laid a
small hand on my belly. I gasped, flinching at a jolt of energy and
heat, and her hand slid slowly up onto my left breast, caressing
and stroking it, then moving across to my right.

“What a body,” she said. “If I had your body
I'd be like, a stripper or something, and make a fortune.”

“Let me go!” I shouted through the gag.

Although to be honest I didn't want her
to!

Her hand trailed lazily down my body and in
between my legs, and I gasped again as her fingers found my
clitoris, then traced up and down along the line of my sex. I
stared at the closed door, wondering how she'd gotten in, but
really, probably shouldn't have. Of course she had a key. Duh!

She leaned in over my breast and closed her
mouth around the center, kissing it, then sucking rhythmically,
then closing her teeth in more and more firmly as she sucked
harder, her tongue sweeping around and over my swollen nipple. I
moaned and then cried out as her teeth bit in too deeply, and she
eased up and back, her eyes glinting.

“Hot, sexy slave girl,” she said.

I shook my head breathlessly and she leaned
over to suck and chew at my other breast, her hand rubbing
insistently between my legs.

She straightened and then shifted on the bed
until she was sitting straddling my lower belly, then leaned over
me. I saw her breasts push forward over my head as she reached for
something on the bedside table. It was a small glass bottle.

She opened it and poured a tiny trickle down
onto my chest, then let that trickle circle my breasts. She put
down the bottle and her hands began to massage some kind of oil
into my breasts, fingers kneading them gently, but at the same
time, firmly.

I moaned as her fingers rolled and stroked my
nipples, plucking at them, making them tingle and throb.

She scooted backwards further, and poured
more oil on my belly, then spread it over my lower chest and belly,
then lower still. I moaned helplessly as her fingers spread the
lips of my sex, then pushed slowly up inside me. One, then two,
then... then three!

She pumped them in and out as her thumb
stroked across my clitoris and her other hand massaged my
breasts.

Heat rose, along with a wild, almost giddy
sense of charged-up sexual energy! I was panting and gulping in air
through the gag as her fingers stroked and caressed me, pulling
feebly at the leather straps both to pretend I wasn't agreeing to
this... pervy sex... but also as a constant reassurance to that
dark side of my mind which was electrified by my own
helplessness.

I came in minutes, and couldn't hide it. I
twisted and my hips bucked up violently against her fingers as she
smiled and leaned in to suck and chew on my breasts at the same
time.

“Nasty sex slave,” she said in that same
purring voice.

She licked and kissed her way up along the
nape of my neck, sliding her naked body atop mine, now, rubbing her
breasts against mine so that the oil was transferred to her skin,
as well. The slick warmth of her soft skin massaging mine was
deliciously erotic!

She slid lower and lower and I shuddered as
she began to lick me down there, as her fingers slid up inside me
once again and her tongue sent waves of pleasure swirling up
through my body. I tried to pretend it was doing nothing to me, but
my determination to keep up that pretense evaporated with the heat
she was stoking in my body.

She brought me to another orgasm, and then a
third! God! And she was working her way up to a fourth when the
door opened and Shane wandered in.

I felt my face flaming at once as he grinned
lazily at me.

“You can't get enough of her, huh?” he
said.

“She's fucking hot,” Andrea said, not the
least embarrassed.

“So are you, babe.”

“Yeah, I know. I like how easy she is to
control, though.”

I wanted to protest that I was no such thing,
and jerked my wrists against the restraints.

“Maybe you're just that good,” he said,
coming forward to lean against the bed and watch her.

“She's very responsive. I bet you could make
her come in no time.”

He climbed into bed beside her as she scooted
over, and he grinned up at me, then bent and began to lick me! She
slid further to the side, off the bed, in fact, but leaned in,
giving him pointers in how hard and fast to lick me, and how to
alter the rhythm and direction.

“She likes it if you do long fast licks up,
but you have to get her used to the circular licking first,” she
said casually, as if discussing how to do any other routine
task.

I felt his larger fingers sliding into me and
gasped helplessly as he licked just the way she was telling him, my
embarrassment fading in the face of the rising heat. Once again
this was wicked, perverted and kinky, and I was rapidly becoming
intoxicated by the wild dark pleasure!

He brought me to another orgasm, one which
was even more intense, and I cried out, arching violently, my head
thrashing from side to side as his fingers plunged deep into my sex
and his tongue lapped furiously at my clitoris!

He slipped his jeans down and off, and then
knelt there again between my legs, leaning forward, laying his long
erection down along my belly. I stared at it, panting, gasping for
breath, flushed with heat. It looked so big, so thick and long
laying along my belly, showing me just how deep it had to go inside
me for him to bury it!

It seemed impossible, except that I knew he
had done it earlier that day!

Except that had been up my ass! Was he now
going to... of course he was! I trembled as he gripped his cock and
rubbed the head back and forth across my horribly sensitive
clitoris, then up and down across it and across my sex.

I moaned and laid my head back, but had to
see! I raised it up again, staring as he pushed that helmet head
against me. I moaned, feeling how thick it was, feeling how the
mouth of my sex was stretching and stretching as he pushed harder.
Then it slid inside me, the lips of my sex taut around it as he
pushed deeper!

I felt a raw white hot sense of sexual heat
as I stared at it, as I watched it sliding forward, felt it sliding
forward! He leaned in over me, then like Andrea had done, laid his
body over mine, his mouth finding the nape of my neck as his hand
found my hair and jerked my head up and back!

I felt totally helpless! And that made me
feel wild with heat and dark lust! His cock was pushing deeper and
deeper, filling me up, as he chewed and sucked at my throat.

“Hot little blonde sex slave,” he
growled.

I shuddered as the heat grew to a fever, my
legs jerking convulsively against the straps binding my ankles
down. I groaned as his cock pushed achingly deep, groaned into the
ball gag, biting on it!

Then Andrea bent over my head, removing the
gag as she climbed into the bed. She pushed him to one side,
straddling my upper chest, pushing her naked sex into my mouth!

“Lick me, sex slave!” she ordered
heatedly.

I shuddered, and obeyed!

Shane was thrusting slowly in and out of me,
using long, slow strokes, but then pulled out and stopped. I felt
his hands at my ankles, felt him undoing the straps there, then
gripping my legs and lifting them up and back, spreading them
apart.

Andrea slid further forward, gripping my
ankles, leaning forward as she pressed them down and back, spread
wide! She ground her pussy over my face as I licked frantically,
and Shane leaned in behind her, his cock pushing in harder and
faster now, until he had it buried inside me and his hips were
slapping against my upraised ass!

I came violently, sobbing and crying out as
Andrea's pussy muffled most of the sound by grinding back and forth
over my mouth!

“Eat me, slut!” she ordered excitedly.

The bed shook now as Shane's hips slammed
down against my upturned buttocks. I felt his hands on my breasts,
roughly groping and squeezing them as he fucked me, and every
stroke made my body shudder from the force of the impact.

“Lick me, slut!” Andrea demanded.

Oh my God this was insane!

I licked desperately, moaning and gasping as
her wet pussy was ground into my mouth, and then she squealed and
jammed herself into me as her own orgasm swept over her, clamping
her thighs around my head and riding my face for all she was
worth!

She rolled off me, and Shane took my ankles,
shoving them back even harder, crushing my body in two as he let
his weight down, his hips grounding against me on every third or
fourth or fifth stroke, then pounding against me, then grinding
against me.

I was staring up into his chest as he rode
harder, the backs of my feet pressed hard against the head-post of
the bed as he fucked me into yet another orgasm! My God, was I
going out of my mind! I cried out again and again and again, swept
away by a flood tide of incredible pleasure!

He came inside me as my pussy spasmed and
sucked and squeezed on his swollen cock, and then, panting, slid
back out as he softened, letting my legs unfold and fall back to
the bed again. Andrea promptly strapped them down again as he
climbed out of bed, yawning.

“That's the problem with men: No staying
power,” she said with a smirk.

He slapped at her ass but she dodged aside as
he grabbed his pants and headed for the door. Andrea climbed onto
the bed again, her hands caressing my body.

“Sex slave,” she said with a smirk.

“I'm not your sex slave,” I moaned.

“Ha,” she said. “With a face and body like
yours, you were meant to be someone's sex slave.”

She caught my nipples between her thumbs and
forefingers, rolling and stroking them.

“Call me mistress.”

I shook my head weakly.

“Sex slaves need to learn to obey,” she
said.

She pinched my nipples and gave them a
twist.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Don't!” I cried, straining
against the straps.

“Call me mistress,” she ordered coyly.

“No! Ow! Stop it!”

She pinched harder, tugging my nipples up
sharply.

“Mistress!” I cried.

She released them, giggling, rubbing and
stroking them gently again.

“Bitch!”

She pinched my nipples again, twisting them
and I squealed and cried out, thrashing beneath her.

“Call me mistress.”

“Ow! Mistress!”

She released them with another little
smirk.

“Do they feel hot?”

She reached forward to the bedside table and
picked up a small cup, then took an ice cube out and brought it
down to my breast.

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Don't! Take it away!” I
squealed, as she slowly rubbed it back and forth over my overheated
nipple.

“Ask nicely. Say please.”

“Please! Please!”

She let the ice cube circle my nipple,
melting against my overheated skin. Small droplets of icy water
began to trickle down my breast.

“Please mistress,” she said.

“No!”

She shrugged and I really squealed when she
slid the ice cube along my ribs!

“Don't! Oh! Please! Please, mistress!” I
cried, arching and twisting violently.

She giggled but stopped, leaning forward to
gently suck on my outraged nipples.

Her warm mouth felt incredibly good!

She climbed off me and it looked like she was
pulling on a pair of shorts or panties, but then she got back into
bed and I gasped! She had pulled on some leather straps which held
a big strap-on dildo!

I watched, trembling a little, as she fit the
nose against my entrance, then pushed it slowly inside me. It
wasn't quite as thick as Shane's cock, but it stretched me out!

“I know you love a nice cock inside you,” she
said.

She was kneeling between my legs, and now
began to work her hips slowly in and out, leaning forward to suck
and lick at my breasts and nipples. She slid it deeper, and deeper,
until she was laying fully atop me, her body soft and warm and
slick now with the same oil she'd rubbed into me, her breasts
pillowed against mine.

She kissed me, and like I said earlier, she
was a very good kisser. She ground herself against me, rather than
thrusting, the dildo deep inside. And I immediately felt like there
was a second part to the dildo, something which, when it was buried
inside me, lay between our bodies, grinding back and forth against
my clitoris as she ground herself against me!

Her tongue swirled and dipped and darted
within my mouth as her lips met mine, and her lower body rolled and
ground against me, twisting and shifting the dildo around in my
lower belly! I could only moan helplessly into her mouth as she
kissed me for endless minutes!

Every thirty seconds or so she stopped
grinding her hips and instead rolled them up and down to thrust the
dildo into me with long, slow strokes. Then she'd bury it inside me
and go back to grinding her hips from side to side and up and
down!

It was an incredibly erotic sensation to feel
her warm flesh against me, to feel her mouth on mine and her …
dildo inside me, and as her hands slid through my hair, sometimes
pulling it up and back so she could shift her mouth off mine and
down along the nape of my neck, I felt this odd sense of...
surrender.

I mean, I could do nothing but lay there! I
was completely at her mercy, and the thrumming waves of sexually
charged pleasure and heat which she was sending up through my body
were making my mind swoon and roll!

I lay there spreadeagled and helpless and
felt myself giving in to just doing... nothing, to just letting her
do anything she wanted to me. Why not!? It felt so good! I couldn't
resist anyway, even if I wanted to, which I frankly did not.
Although I continued to feel a sense of anxiety about trying to put
up at least some kind of show of resisting.

My heart began to beat faster as the pleasure
rose and the heat intensified, and my breathing got more and more
ragged as my clitoris began to throb with an incredible energy! It
was like the nerve endings there were supercharged!

The way she was grinding and rolling herself
against me was making it pulse with sensations that were flooding
up through my body! And every time she paused to thrust the dildo
into me I felt an incredible rush of sexual energy and
excitement!

She eased down a bit, chewing and sucking on
my breasts, on my nipples, her hands stroking over my body.

She raised herself up on her elbows then,
staring at me through dark eyes. She gripped my hair and jerked
back sharply, exposing my throat, and bit lightly along my
jugular.

“Do you want to come, little slut?” she
purred.

I only moaned. I felt her seizing my nipple
and twisting it.

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

“Please mistress,” she said.

“Please, mistress!” I cried.

She giggled and released my nipple.

“Do you want to come, slut?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” I moaned.

She released my hair and then slapped my
cheek. It was a light slap but it still startled me.

“Say mistress,” she ordered.

“M-Mistress!” I gulped.

She leaned in, sucking and chewing and
licking at my breast again, her hips thrusting into me, and I
closed my eyes, straining against the restraints, feeling the
sexual tension in my body get ready to explode.

“Do you want to come, slut?”

“Y-Yes... mistress,” I gasped.

“Say please.”

“Please, mistress,” I moaned.

“Say please make me come mistress.”

I felt a jolt of … discomfort but also a dark
sense of nasty excitement at the words.

“Please make me come, mistress!” I
gasped.

“Say please fuck me harder mistress,” she
demanded.

I moaned, but in for a penny, in for a pound.
The heat was rising, and the dirty words were exciting.

“Please fuck me harder, mistress!” I
groaned.

She began to do just that, using long
strokes, driving the dildo into me with hard, deep thrusts that had
me gasping and whimpering and moaning, and then exploding into a
powerful orgasm! I began to tremble and shake, arching back, my
hips jerking up against her, and she released my hair and instead
closed her hands around my throat!

I gurgled, my breath choked off, my eyes
bulging as the orgasm echoed back and forth within my skull,
threatening to blow the top off it! It seemed to grow even more
intense as my head throbbed and the orgasm shattered my mind!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


After she unstrapped me, Andrea put the
studded leather restraints and the collar back on me, locking the
wrist restraints together behind my back. Then she attached a chain
to the back of the collar and down to the rings in the restraints,
pulling them up a bit. For good measure, she went out and came back
with two more restraints, buckling them around my ankles!

Then she left!

“Night night, slave girl,” she said.

I was shell shocked again, though not as much
as the first time. Still, I was astonished at having gone through a
second incredibly exciting sexual... experience, in the same day! I
had come so many times today! It was unbelievable!

Finding myself laying in bed naked with my
wrists locked together behind my back was another unbelievable bit
of wickedness, and yet while a part of me was annoyed, another part
of me thought the idea was... hot!

Of course, it meant I had to sleep on my
side, mostly, but I often did that anyway. I felt unbelievably
sexual, with my nipples still throbbing, as I lay there in the
dark. I debated going and telling her to remove the bondage stuff,
but wasn't entirely sure she would, at least, not without my having
to beg, or get really angry seeming.

The amazing thing was I actually fell asleep.
I had some weird dream, though, some of them quite erotic, but they
faded when I woke, yawning, to find a new day, with light streaming
through the window. The realization I'd slept the night with my
wrists locked together behind me – wearing a collar – made me suck
in my breath and widened my eyes.

God! This was so slutty! This was so
kinky!

And now what!? I kicked off the sheets and
swung my legs out of bed, but there was no way I could remove the
restraints. I got up and looked at myself in the mirror, amazed all
over again, a little flushed as sexual heat began to rise within
me.

I stared at the door anxiously, but there was
no way I could cover myself with anything. I would have to go out
there naked. Hopefully Shane wasn't there anyway. I turned my back
to the door to get the knob, then opened it and eased out
warily.

Walking around naked like this was weird!
Especially with my wrists locked behind my back!

I went to her room but she wasn't in it.
Shane wasn't in his either. I went to the bathroom, which was
something I could do without much effort. Then I crept slowly down
the stairs, listening and looking warily for them.

Andrea appeared and I gasped.

“I thought I heard you getting up, slave
girl,” she said.

She was wearing shorts and a tank top again
and beckoned me down.

“Come on.”

I flushed more deeply, and put a frown on my
face as I walked down the rest of the way.

“Take these off,” I said, turning my back to
her and walking my hands.

She slapped my bottom and I yelped.

“You forgot to say mistress,” she said.

“Andrea!”

“Mistress Andrea,” she said.

“No way!”

She slapped my ass again.

“Ow! Don't!”

She gripped my bound wrists and pulled them
back – and up – which forced me to bend over.

Crack!

“Ow! Andrea!”

“Mistress Andrea,” she said calmly.

“No! Stop it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't! Ow!”

Crack! Crack!

“Mistress Andrea!” I blurted.

She released my wrists so I could straighten
up, but then gripped a fist full of hair behind my neck and jerked
my head up and back sharply, as I yelped in pain.

“Say it again.”

“Mistress Andrea!” I gasped a little
anxiously.

She marched me across the floor and into the
kitchen, and I flushed even hotter to see Shane sitting there clad
in sweatpants and t-shirt, grinning at me.

“Ow!”

She pushed me down onto my knees next to the
table.

“Spread your knees, sex slave.”

“I'm not a sex slave!” I exclaimed.

“Sure look like one,” Shane said,
grinning.

She tsked and released my hair, then marched
out of the room, but only for a minute, leaving me kneeling there
awkwardly as Shane grinned at me. I blushed hotter, turning my head
away, and starting to think about standing up again and being...
defiant.

But then she returned, marching into the room
behind me and kneeling behind me. I gasped as she jerked my hair
again, forcing my head up and back.

“Ow! Andrea!”

She pulled upward, forcing me to rise on my
knees, and I felt something hard and slick pressing against my sex.
Then she pulled down and I gasped as I felt the thing penetrating
me, felt it pushing up inside me as my body sank back down. It was
thick and long, and recognized the feel of the dildo again!

“Oh! Oh! Wait!”

I slowed my downward movement, but not by
that much. The thing pushed up achingly deep.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She reached around me to pinch my nipple and
I yelped, jerking my knees apart! I sank all the way down onto the
thing with a moan, and her fingers began to stroke my clitoris as
she held my head up and back.

The sexual heat percolating within me bubbled
up into a low boil, then a higher one, with shocking speed. And
again, I was very, very aware of Shane watching as the heat spread
over me!

“Here, put these on her,” she said.

I couldn't see what she meant since my head
was forced back by her grip on my hair! But suddenly I felt a sharp
pressure on first one nipple, then the other, and squealed in pain
as they were pinched tightly!

She released my hair and I started to jerk
upright, to stand up, but that got me nowhere! She had managed to
attach some kind of linkage between the wrist restraints and the
ankle ones! I couldn't stand up!

I stared down and behind me and saw two small
chains going from the rings in the ankle restraints to the ones in
the wrist restraints!

“You little pervert!” I gulped.

I stared at my nipples with wide eyes. There
were these uhm, round little rings around them. They were metal,
but could be constricted, pulled in tighter, by, I guess, the tiny
little screw I saw on each of them. The little rings had two inch
chains attached to them, and little metal balls dangled from the
chains, tugging at my nipples!

I was amazed and outraged! I was also at kind
of a loss, confused. I mean, did people do this!?

“Time for breakfast, slave girl,” she
said.

“I don't eat breakfast!”

“You do now.”

She held a spoon with some cereal in it out
to me and I glared at her.

“Take this stuff off!”

She pushed it forward to my mouth and I kept
my lips tightly closed.

“Someone is looking to get her butt
strapped,” she said.

She reached out and gripped the two balls,
then pulled them up and back towards her. Of course, that pulled on
my nipples, and since I couldn't stand all I could do was lean
forward. But then my nipples began to stretch and burn.

“Ow! Ow! Don't! Stop!”

“Mistress. Say it.”

“Mistress!” I cried.

“Are you going to be a good little slave
girl?”

I felt another of those wicked jolts of heat
and excitement arise out of the dark side of my mind at the
outrageous behavior.

“Y-Yes!” I cried.

“Yes mistress,” she said, pulling harder.

“Yes, mistress!” I cried.

She eased up on the pull.

“Say you'll be a good little slave girl.”

I flushed, horribly aware of Shane there! She
started to tug harder again and I cried out.

“I'll be a good little slave girl, mistress!”
I cried.

“Good.”

She let them go and the balls swung and
bounced against my chest a bit as she picked up the spoon, then
held it out to me. I eased my lips reluctantly open, blushing
deeply, angry, but... but hot, if you can understand that.

It was only cheerios with milk, but
still.

“You're going to have a lot of fun today,
slave girl,” she said, shoving another spoon in my mouth.

I glowered at her without speaking.

She spoon fed me cheerios. Each time she did
I had to lean forward a bit and open my mouth, then close my lips
on it as she drew the spoon back. And of course, each time I did
that the little balls shifted and swung and pulled at my
nipples.

I was also very much aware of the dildo
stuffed up inside me!

“Look can – .”

“Uh uh uh!” she exclaimed, holding her finger
up. “No talking without permission!”

I rolled my eyes. This was getting a bit
ridiculous!

“My knees hurt!” I complained.

She glared at me.

“She can sit in my chair,” Shane said.

He was sitting across the small round table
from her. He pushed his chair back a bit, grinning, then pulled his
sweatpants down to reveal a very hard, thick cock springing up
erect!

I felt a rush of heat and embarrassment, of
anxiety and anticipation. I dropped my eyes as he reached for
something on the table, butter, and then rubbed it on his cock. I
gasped aloud, and Andrea laughed, then stood up, bent over behind
me, and unhooked the wrist restraints from the ankle
restraints.

She pulled up on my hair, which of course,
forced me to my feet, and I squealed as she shifted me sideways and
over to where Shane sat. Then the two of them maneuvered me over
him, forcing my legs wide and then pushing back so that I sank back
down until the head of his hard, buttered cock pressed against my
back entrance!

“Oh! No! Don't! Please!” I gasped, as they
pushed me down onto it.

“You know you love it, slut,” Andrea
said.

Then she knelt and began to lick my clitoris
as Shane gripped my bound arms and pulled me down. I gasped and
shuddered and trembled as his thick cock slid up inside me, but the
way Andrea was licking and sucking on my clitoris sent a wild rush
of sensation through my lower body, distracting me enough that his
cock could slide quite deep before my muscles seized up!

Then it was just a matter of time, of
gravity, and my awkward position, until I slid all the way down
until I was sitting firmly on his legs with his cock buried in my
ass! The dildo, of course, was still in my pussy!

Andrea licked my clitoris until I couldn't
stop myself from writhing and grinding and moaning in pleasure,
despite the ache in my butt, and Shane cupped and squeezed my
breasts, which jerked the little round weights against my nipples
again and again!

But then they stopped, leaving me impaled on
his cock as Andrea sat down again and resumed feeding me.

Now Shane put his hands on my thighs to keep
me from moving up and down, as I breathlessly leaned forward to
accept each new spoonful of cheerios!

I felt cramps inside from how deep his cock
was, but the heat was making my entire body tremble, so a little
pain meant next to nothing!

Andrea started to tear a bagel into small
pieces, and feed those to me. That meant I had to actually lick the
bagel from her fingers, or sometimes she'd slide her fingers right
into my mouth! I that that was... really hot, for some reason.

Shane continued caressing the undersides of
my breasts, but his hands dropped to my thighs whenever I started
to move or grind myself against him.

God, this was freaking wild and kinky and hot
and nasty!

Andrea halted, holding a piece of bagel up as
I leaned forward with mouth open.

“Say please may I have a piece of bagel,
mistress,” she said.

I flushed, but licked my lips.

“Please may I have a piece of bagel,
mistress,” I gulped.

She put it into my mouth and I chewed and
swallowed it, then she held out another, and halted.

“Beg.”

I flushed again!

“Please may I have a piece of bagel,
mistress?”

She slid her fingers forward into my mouth
and I closed my lips around them, sucking the bagel off and licking
lightly at her fingers.

Shane squeezed my breast and pulled back on
my hair, then chewed and kissed along the nape of my neck.

“Do you like cocks, slave girl?” he
asked.

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Do you like my cock?”

I hesitated. “Y-Yes,” I moaned.

“Yes master.”

God! Another jolt hit me!

He tugged sharply on my hair.

“Yes master,” he said.

“Y-Yes, master!” I gasped.

“Do you like my cock in your ass?”

I hesitated again, another jolt hitting
me.

“Do you, slut?”

Another jolt! A mixture of wild emotional
turmoil which contained heat, excitement and embarrassment!

“Y-Yes, master!'

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said,
jerking sharply on my hair.

“Oh! I-I'm your sex slave... master!” I
gasped, my hips squirming and grinding down against him.

I yelped as I felt the balls being pulled
sharply forward, stinging and pinching and stretching my
nipples!

“Tell me you're my slut,” Andrea
demanded.

“I-I'm your slut, mistress!” I cried.

“Spread your legs wide, slut,” Shane
barked.

Gasping, I obeyed, shifting my knees
wide.

Andrea grinned and released the balls, then
slid down and knelt between my legs again. I gasped as her tongue
began to lick me.

“Ride my cock, slut!” Shane ordered, jerking
on my hair.

I did! I cried out weakly, forcing myself up
a bit, then sinking back onto his thick cock. I did it again, and
again, as Andrea licked hungrily at my swollen clitoris! I felt her
fingers at the base of the dildo, as well, pumping it in and out as
I rode Shane's cock!

“Nasty blonde sex slave,” he growled, roughly
groping and squeezing my breasts.

God it felt so incredible! I was riding up
and down on this thick cock in my ass while Andrea pumped the dildo
in my pussy and licked my clitoris! My nipples were burning and
throbbing as the weights swing and jerked against them, and my mind
was drowning in sensations and emotions!

The orgasm which hit me was shocking in its
power and strength. I cried out, again and again, my voice rising
helplessly, sounding more like screams by the end as I sobbed in
dazed wonder! I rode up and down on his cock without regard to my
aching leg muscles, plunging down frantically as Andrea somehow
kept pace, licking and sucking at my clitoris while I rode Shane's
cock!

I rode up and down, impaling myself, and
crying out every time I did so, overwhelmed by the power of the
sensations tearing through my body and mind. Because you see, it
felt so good, so, so good to slide down his thick,
stiff shaft, to feel it sliding in, in, in! Deep! It was like the
most erotic, sensation I'd ever felt!

Why? Because, because I don't know! I mean,
it was in my ass! Of course, the dildo in my pussy and Andrea's
mouth on my clitoris were sending me into overdrive, as was his
hands on my breasts and my stinging nipples.

But the whole scene, with the bondage stuff
and collar, it was... blowing my mind! It all felt so incredibly
wild and nasty and exhilarating! It was such a … rush!

After the orgasm passed I sank down with a
dazed moan.

Andrea gripped my head, staring at me from a
few inches away, then kissed me.

“Tell me you're my slut,” she growled.

“I-I'm your slut!” I gasped weakly.

She slapped my face.

“Mistress,” she said.

“I'm your slut, mistress!” I moaned.

I gasped as my hair was jerked up and back by
Shane.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, master!” I gasped,
panting.

Andrea kissed me roughly.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I-I'm your sex slave, mistress,” I said in a
moan.

“Tell me you love my cock, slut,” Shane
ordered.

“I love your c-cock, master!”

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

I shuddered and he jerked sharply on my
hair.

“Ow! Please fuck my ass, master!”

I felt Andrea's fingers rubbing my swollen
clitoris.

“Nasty little slut! Imagine begging a guy to
fuck your ass!”

I whimpered and moaned as Shane kneaded my
breasts.

“She's a slut. Aren't you? Say it, slut.”

“I-I'm a slut!” I moaned.

I certainly felt like one!

Shane lifted me up and shoved me forward so I
dropped, bent over the table, and he continued to thrust into me
hard and fast. Harder, now, his hips slamming against my buttocks
as I shuddered to the impact. I cried out again and again as he
thrust into me, and came again as Andrea's fingers rubbed my
clitoris hard and fast!
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After breakfast Andrea took me out into the
living room. She found another dildo to shove into my ass, then had
me kneel as she spread her legs, pulling off her shorts and guiding
my mouth in against her sex.

“Lick your mistress, slut,” she ordered.

Of course I did, without hesitation or
complaint. I was breathless and panting, but still gripped by the
sexuality of it all. She pulled at my hair and taunted me as her
bitch and her sex slave and her whore, and the dark sexual heat
swept through me, for this kind of kinky stuff was still all so new
and wild and thrilling!

She came fairly quickly, her thighs clamping
down around my head as she jammed my face against her and cried out
in pleasure, but forced me to keep licking, slapping lightly at the
sides of my breasts when I slowed down, making me lick her to a
second orgasm.

With that done she put showed me a strange
device. It looked like a sort of plastic circle with a strap
attached to it. I had no idea of its purpose until she worked the
circle, the ring, into my mouth, setting it up right inside my
teeth so that it held my mouth open! She buckled the strap behind
my head, then put a plug through the ring to gag me.

She put those rings around my nipples again,
tightening the screw until I cried out in pain. She and Shane
strapped my ankles to my thighs and then my wrists to my upper
arms. They put a leash on the collar and dragged me back into the
kitchen, making me crawl on all fours!

Again, a part of me was outraged, but that
dark sexual hunger, the thrill of the kinky and forbidden was upon
me, so the heat continued to simmer and boil within my mind.

“You're going to clean the floor, sex slave,”
Andrea said.

She filled a bucket with soapy hot water and
set it on the floor, then took what looked like a square sponge
attached to a short handle and knelt beside me. She popped the plug
out from the ring gag and then slid the handle into the ring, where
she snapped it in place!

“Now get to work,” she ordered.

I gaped at her, then at the sponge thing and
at the bucket. Really!? Was she kidding?!

She grinned at me and then walked out of the
room. I looked at the thing doubtfully, but heat was still seething
inside my mind so I tested it out. I dipped the sponge into the
water, then shifted over and bent my head, rubbing it lightly
against the floor.

Of course, doing that made the weights
dangling from my nipples swing and sway, tugging on them.

God, this was so sick! Yet even thinking that
I was awed and aroused.

Andrea returned and I gulped as I saw her
holding a thin, flexible rod of some kind. It made me nervous.

“Start in the corner, slave,” she ordered,
pointing with it.

I hesitated.

“You can move the bucket with your arm.”

I pushed my elbow against the bucket, shoving
it forward along the floor, moving awkwardly on my knees and other
elbow, the weights swinging harder from my nipples. Then I dipped
the sponge into the bucket and started at the far corner, rubbing
at the floor.

Crack!

I yelped as she swung the thin rod at my
bottom! It hit lightly, but with a stinging jolt!

“Faster, slut. You'll be all day like that,”
she ordered.

Gulping, I rubbed harder, which made the
weights swing harder. I had to use my neck muscles to do it, of
course, moving my head in and out to sweep the sponge along the
floor. It was only about six inches square, so this was going to
take a while!

Crack!

I yelped and rubbed faster, shifting to the
side, moving my head up and down, up and down.

Crack!

I yelped, and wanted to tell her I was doing
the best I could, but she smirked, enjoying herself, and I knew she
would hit me at any excuse!

I dipped the sponge back into the soapy
water, then brought it back to the floor, rubbing from side to side
this time. I gasped as I felt the rod thing slid between my thighs,
then stroke up and down across my clitoris.

“Dirty little blonde slut,” she taunted.
“We'll bring a hundred men by to gang-bang you later.”

I shuddered and continued to scrub the floor,
awkwardly, my nipples stinging, my neck starting to ache as I
continued. Fortunately, it wasn't a very big kitchen. Because
between the rubbing at my clitoris and the sharp, stinging blows
across my bottom she was starting to make me frantic!

Of course my elbows and knees were sore too,
and my neck was getting sorer, the more I scrubbed. Not to mention
my bottom!

When I finished she had me crawl back into
the living room, then unfastened the scrub brush thing, and instead
picked up a dildo and slid it into the ring, then in and out of my
mouth.

“You need to become way better at deep
throating, slave girl,” she told me.

She tilted my head up and back and then slid
the dildo all the way down my throat. I gagged and gurgled
helplessly as she held my hair, sliding it out again so I could
breath, then sliding it all the way in once more. She spent half an
hour pumping the dildo in and out of my mouth and throat, teaching
me how to do it, or at least, talking at me as she did it.

She blew my nose for me several times and
wiped the saliva off my chin as it dribbled out. It was not exactly
pleasant, but she rewarded me afterward by turning the vibrator on,
rubbing my clit, and giving me another orgasm.

Then she fucked me, using the strap-on dildo.
She forced my face and chest against the floor, raised my hips up
high, then rode me from behind, her slim hips slapping violently
against my upraised buttocks as she rode me to still another
orgasm, yanking on my hair and slapping my ass and calling me a
slut and a slave girl!

Then she and Shane took me up to the attic
and hung me upside down, spreadeagled, and left me that way for
what felt like hours! Of course, they did it with the dildo inside
my ass and the vibrator in my pussy, and that, and the heat
churning inside me, forced me into a number of orgasm before I just
became numb and exhausted.

When they took me downstairs I was dazed and
overheated and desperately dehydrated. They fed me water through
that dildo thing again, making me take it deep into my throat
before squirting the liquid out the tip.

And every time, before they would put it into
my mouth, they made me beg for cock.

“Please push your cock down my throat,
Mistress!” I had to beg Andrea, or “Please push your cock down my
throat master,” if Shane held it.

I did try to protest, but wearily, and that
got me a spanking, then another orgasm as Shane's fingers rubbed my
swollen clitoris as he slapped my bare bottom!

I had never had anything like that day of
sex! It was wild, kinky sex from as soon as I got up through the
whole day! My previous sexual experiences had always been limited
to an hour or two! I stayed naked and tied up all day, with them
using their mouths and lips, their fingers (or in Shane's case his
cock) along with any number of sex toys to drive me out of my head
with sexual fever!

It was outrageous, shocking, and exhausting!
But it was also mind-blowing and enthralling.

The day ended with me on my belly, tied up,
of course, eating Andrea's pussy as she sat back against my
headboard while Shane took me from behind, pounding his cock into
my aching pussy as he jerked hard on my hips and slapped my
upraised buttocks.

My alarm woke me the next morning. I was
bleary eyed. I had slept intermittently, tossing and turning, my
mind still too filled with amazement to settle down easily and
relax. I was off that day again so I wondered why I had set the
alarm.

Then I remembered and gulped, a rush of heat
and anxiety sweeping over me. Shane went to work at his midnight
job. He would be home before nine. Andrea had to leave for work to
get there at nine. I had been given … orders before they left
me.

I had to get up in time to wake up Andrea. I
was allowed to sleep untied, unlike the previous night, but had the
collar and restraints on, and I was to stay naked. In fact, I was
to stay naked at all times whenever I was at home.

I spent a minute or two with my mind spinning
trying to figure out what to do, whether to refuse this all as
nonsense, to put my foot down and tell them their sick little
pervert games went too far. The problem was that I was feeling
very... drawn to their sick little pervert games.

The collar around my throat and restraints
around my wrists and ankles made me feel deliciously sexual, like a
wild, wanton creature, a nymph, uninhibited and provocative, and
very much different than was my usual boring persona. I had always
gone well out of my way to ensure nobody thought of me as acting
slutty.

And now they insisted I act slutty!

But it was all our little secret, here within
the house, just the three of us.

I climbed out of bed and made my way to
Andrea's room, then, heart beating faster, pushed open the door.
She was sleeping on her back, one hand next to her head, and I
licked my lips then crossed to her bed, feeling that dark churning
sexual heat grow as I bent over her and... after hesitating, woke
her as I was told to.

“It's time to get up... Mistress Andrea,” I
said softly.

I flushed at saying it. But it was part of
the game, I told myself.

She cracked her eyes open and yawned, then
flung back the sheets. She was naked underneath.

“Get to work, slut,” she said, yawning
again.

God, that was so outrageous!

What was even more outrageous was the jolt of
heat I felt. I climbed into bed as she spread her legs and began to
lick her clitoris! I took long, full licks at it, my hands
caressing her thighs, then sliding up her body to knead her breasts
as she lay there.

“Lick harder, slut.”

I licked harder, and she was soon groaning
happily, her hips rolling up to meet my lapping tongue. I slid a
finger inside her, angling it up against her abdomen, pumping it in
and out, and then added a second as I sucked on her clitoris, then
licked, then sucked, then licked.

She came quickly, which was good, since my
tongue was still sore from yesterday.

She got out of bed and got dressed, then
picked up a leash and snapped it to the ring in the front of my
collar. She locked the wrist restraints together behind my back,
then led me downstairs and into the kitchen, then made me kneel as
she made breakfast.

As she had the other day, she fed herself,
and me. Then she put a dildo into my pussy, a butt-plug in my ass,
knelt me just inside the front door, and left.

Ten minutes later Shane arrived, and my heart
began to beat faster as he grinned lewdly at me.

“Are you happy to see your master, slave
girl?”

“Y-yes.... master,” I gulped, flushing.

He picked up the leash and led me into the
living room, then flopped down on the sofa and dragged me up by
leash and hair so I was kneeling next to him, leaning over his
crotch as he unzipped and brought my mouth to his cock.

I worked my mouth and throat up and down on
his shaft for a minute, then he had me turn around on the sofa,
pulled the dildo out of me, and mounted me from behind, much the
way he had last night, only jamming my face down into the corner
the way Andrea had done, fucking me hard – fucking me to an orgasm,
in fact, because of the quivering heat inside me.

Then he had me lay on the floor on my back
and masturbate while he watched. I had put up a show of refusing,
which got me a spanking, then, when my ass was as red as my face I
obeyed, pumping the dildo and rubbing my clit with my knees spread
wide as he watched.

I faked it for the first minute or so, but
the sexual heat seeped into my mind and body and within another
couple of minutes I was masturbating for real, panting and moaning
as the heat rose higher and higher, then ended in a towering
orgasm.

He had me fetch a straight backed chair,
then, unhooked my wrist restraints long enough to draw them
forward, then up and back behind my neck and clip them to the ring
at the rear of my collar.

“Sit, slave girl.”

Nervously, I sat.

“Right on the edge, legs spread wide, only
the balls of your feet touching the floor. Draw your elbows back
further. Arch your back.”

I obeyed and felt the swirl of emotions and
heat as he looked at me.

“Fuck, what a body!” he said, shaking his
head.

I felt a rush of pleasure at the obvious
admiration.

“What a perfect fuck toy.”

Again, though some might have found the words
insulting (I would have a few days earlier!) I felt a rush of
pleasure.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I love your cock, master,” I said,
flushing.

“Where do you love it, slave? Do you love it
in your pussy?”

“Yes... master.”

“Say it.”

“I love your cock in my pussy, master,” I
said.

“Do you love it in your ass?”

I felt another little flush of heat to my
face.

“Yes, master. I love your cock in my
ass.”

“Do you love it down your throat.”

I bit my lip but knew what I was supposed to
say.

“Yes, master. I love your cock down my
throat.”

He got up and moved away, then returned with
what I thought was the same short, slender, flexible rod Andrea had
used on me the other day,but then I realized it wasn't. It had a
thicker handle, and it had this... thin... rectangular flap of
leather, folded over, on the tip.

It was a riding crop!

He sat on the sofa in front of me and laid
that thin flap on my swollen right nipple, then slapped it lightly
and repeatedly before letting it slide down to caress the underside
of my breast, then my other breast.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, master!” I gulped a bit
anxiously.

He slid the thing lower, and I sucked in a
breath of air as it rubbed up and down against my clitoris, then
flinched as it slapped lightly against it.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, master!”

He slid the thing up again, rubbing it
against the underside of my breast, then slapping lightly at the
nipples. This time it stung a bit as he was hitting a bit
harder.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy.”

“I'm your fuck toy, master!”

He slapped my other nipple and I flinched but
didn't move.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

A hot little gush of heat swirled in my lower
belly!

“I'm your sex slave, master!”

He brought the crop down and rubbed it up and
down against my clitoris again. The soft leather made my legs
quiver, wanting to jerk my hips out.

“Blonde slut,” he said, sliding the thing
back up my taut body.

He slapped it against my nipple again.

“You need to be fucked hard and often,” he
said.

My nipple was burning and tingling and
stinging but my body was alive with a crackling sexual
electricity!

“You need to be fucked in every hole, every
day, all day.”

He slapped the other nipple, and I moaned
softly.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I need to be fucked in every hole all day
every day!” I moaned.

He rubbed the thing against my clitoris.

“Do you know why? Because you love cock. Say
it.”

“I love cock, master!”

“Again.”

“I love cock, master!”

“Again.”

“I love cock, master!” I gasped.

He slid the crop up and started slapping my
nipples with the tip as he leaned forward and let his fingers rub
my clitoris. I trembled and moaned.

“Keep saying it, slut.”

“I love cock, master! I love cock, master! I
love cock, master!” I gasped.

He gripped the leash still attached to the
front of the collar and sat back, yanking me forward and onto my
knees on the floor. He pulled me forward so I was over his groin
and guided my mouth to his balls. I spent long minutes under his
direction sucking his balls and licking them, licking my tongue up
and down his cock, taking it into my mouth and massaging it, and
making it grow into the thick, hard shaft that had just fucked
me.

Then I mounted him, riding up and down,
crying out in helpless pleasure as he sucked and licked at my hot
nipples and his hands dug into my buttocks to help me bounce harder
and faster!

He paused, panting, shoving me back so I fell
back across his knees, my arms still behind me, wrists locked to
the back of the collar.

“Slave girl,” he said, his hands moving up
and down my body. “Hot little sex animal.”

His cock was still deep inside me as his
fingers moved down to rub my clitoris, and I moaned and ground
myself against him, panting helplessly, my head hanging upside down
over his knees as I stared at the far wall.

“Sex slave,” he said, rubbing harder.

I shuddered, and then he gripped my chest and
jerked me upright again and I started riding him again, riding him
to a series of orgasms as I lost my mind to an intoxicating rush of
sexual heat, pleasure and delicious dark excitement!
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Shane went to bed, leaving me alone. I was
still naked and with the bondage stuff on, but aside from orders to
not wear anything I was free to do whatever I wanted. I was still
overcome with the wonder of what had been happening over the past
couple of days, and spent a lot of time trying to … adjust my mind
to this new dark, wicked sexual game.

I knew it went wildly against my inhibitions,
which were society's inhibitions, but I felt like I knew them both
now, and while what we were doing was … kinky, hey, it was wildly
fun and incredibly exciting. And you're only young once, right?

And besides, nobody else knew. It was
confined to us, and they didn't even know my friends and family,
nor anyone at work. So really, what I was doing was trading what
would otherwise be the boring part of my life, here in the house,
for a wicked, kinky, thrilling game.

And aside from that everything else in my
life would be normal. Which seemed to me to not be a bad thing. I
would go to work, meet my friends, talk on the phone, date guys,
and everything else. The only difference was I would have this
deliciously dark, hot sexual … thing... with Shane and Andrea
here.

I took off the collar and restraints and went
to work, as usual. Being a 'sex slave' didn't eliminate my need of
money to pay the rent, after all. As before I felt like I had this
smug, wicked secret which I kept from the other girls. God, if they
only knew!

They weren't the only ones in the dark, of
course. I was texting with my friends, and I had gone on Facebook
before coming to work to exchange posts with my parents, and
believe me I had no urge to tell anyone anything!

I started feeling a little tingle of heat as
the end of shift approached, though, wondering if Andrea would be
up, and what she would want me to do. Shane would be gone, I knew,
by the time I got home.

As soon as I got in the door I knew very
well. The collar and restraints were on the table just inside the
door.

“Take off your clothes and put on your
leathers, slave girl,” she called from the living room.

I bit my lip. Shouldn't she be in bed?

I stripped and put them on as she'd ordered,
then padded into the living room, face a little pink, chest a
little tight.

She was wearing her nightshirt, and had the
crop thing Shane had held as she looked me up and down.

“Kneel. Hands behind your head, back
arched.”

I obeyed, the tightness growing in my chest,
the thrumming in my stomach starting to turn to butterflies.

“Spread your legs, slut. You know you should
always keep them open,” she said.

I shifted my knees apart.

“Did you fuck anyone while you were out?”

“No... Mistress,” I said.

“Why not?”

“I was working, Mistress.”

“So? You'd get better tips if you fucked your
customers.”

I had nothing to say to that!

“You didn't want to fuck your boss or the
other waitresses?”

“No, mistress.”

“A nasty slut like you going all shift
without fucking anyone? That seems odd.”

She started rubbing the leather tip over my
breasts, then slapping it against my nipples.

“You're a filthy blonde slut, aren't
you?”

“Y-Yes, mistress,” I gulped.

“Say it.”

“I'm a filthy blonde slut, Mistress!”

“Is your cunt hungry for cock, slave
girl?”

I licked my lips. “Yes, mistress.”

“Come here, slut.”

I leaned in and she gripped my hair, jerking
forward. I gasped as she yanked me forward, up across her lap, then
slapped my bottom sharply.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I moaned and obeyed, and I felt her fingers
trace the line of my sex, then wriggle into me.

“Dirty slut,” she said.

Crack!

“You need a cock in you all the time, don't
you, slut?”

Crack!

“Don't you?”

“Yes, mistress!” I cried.

She worked a dildo into my pussy, twisting
and turning it, pumping it in and out as her fingers stroked my
clitoris and turned the thrumming heat into a pulsing fiery
hunger!

“Filthy animal,” she said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“You forgot to say mistress, slut.”

“Please, mistress!” I gasped.

Something else pressed against my back
passage, and a butt plug was pushed into me, then she pulled my
wrists together behind my back and locked the restraints together.
She peeled her nightshirt up and off and pushed me onto my
knees.

“You're going to lick your mistress, slut,”
she said. “And you better be good.”

She guided me in by the hair, and I started
licking her pussy, moaning and panting as she alternately squeezed
my breasts and twisted or pinched the nipples. I licked her to
orgasm, but she wasn't finished, ordering me to lick my way up her
body and suck and lick at her breasts and nipples, then lick my way
back down her belly, and then down her leg.

I licked heatedly at her thigh, then down
along her knee, but she ordered me to keep licking, and I felt the
darkness grow as I licked my way down her leg, down to her ankle
and then...

“Keep licking, you animal.”

I shuddered, my tongue licking lower, licking
along the top of her foot, then down along the toes. I sucked on
her big toe and licked at it, and then licked along the bottom of
her foot! I was astonished at how nasty it was, but my insides were
burning up!

“Dirty girl,” she said.

I licked my way back up her body and started
licking her pussy again, licking her to another orgasm, then she
had me kneel with my face against the floor and my bottom raised
high, put on the strap-on, and mounted me, fucking me to a
tremendous orgasm as she yanked at my hair, slapped my ass and
breasts, and called me a whore and a slut and a slave girl!

God! But it was a wild, shuddering, thrilling
heat! It threatened to fry my mind as she rode me hard and fast,
pounding her hips against my upraised buttocks and jamming that big
dildo achingly deep inside my burning hot belly!

Then she went to bed.

“Don't forget to wake me up in the morning,
slave girl,” she said.

As if I could forget!

*

The week passed like that, with kinky sex
with Andrea when I got home, then again when she wakened, and then
with Shane when he got home. I was basically naked the whole time I
was home, because I was either doing something kinky with one of
them or in bed. And I slept naked now because... it just seemed...
right.

The following weekend Shane decided he wanted
a lap dance from 'slave girl'. I figured, hey, any idiot girl can
do that, but of course it turned out I wasn't good enough at it,
and both he and Andrea then demonstrated – with her grinding
herself against him completely unselfconsciously, and demonstrating
that they still found time to have sex with each other.

So I found myself naked – except for the
collar and restraints, grinding myself down on Shane as he sat on
the sofa, grinding my buttocks against his erection inside his
jeans, and rubbing my admittedly thrumming pussy up and down
against the soft denim.

It was... hot, okay? I mean, being naked
while they weren't, and rubbing myself over Shane like I was some
kind of stripper, with him fondling and groping me... it was hot!
The music played, and I had this sexy look on my face, and was
rolling my hips as he groped me, and Andrea was standing behind me
– holding the riding crop!

That made me nervous, of course, since every
bit of instruction she gave arrived with a sharp, stinging blow to
my bottom. So I responded quickly whenever she said to do
something, naturally!

“Take his cock out, slut.”

I felt a jolt and slid my hips back a little,
my hands sliding down to rub his cock through the denim, then
undoing the clasp and pulling down the zipper. I was growing
breathless as I continued to move in time to the music, and felt
another hot little rush of excitement as my fingers folded around
his erection, feeling how hot and hard it was as I pulled it
free.

“Now rub it against your belly,” she said,
leaning in.

I held it up against my stomach, rubbing it
back and forth as I ground myself and arched my back, gasping as he
sucked and chewed on my right nipple.

Crack!

The crop struck my bottom.

“You want that cock inside you, don't you,
slut?”

“Y-Yes, mistress!” I gasped.

“Where do you want it, slut?”

“I... m-my pussy!” I panted.

Crack!

“Beg your master to let you put it in your
pussy, slut.”

“Please may I put your cock in my pussy,
master!?” I gulped, flushing darkly.

“Beg harder, slave.”

“Please may I have your hard cock in my
pussy, master!?” I moaned, rubbing it back and forth across my
belly.

I really wanted it in me, too! I was very
hot!

“Are you nice and wet, slave girl?”

“Yes, master. I'm nice and wet!” I said,
panting.

“Slide your hot little cunt down my pole
then, slave girl.”

I moaned and rose up, pressing the nose of
his cock against me, then slid slowly down, groaning in pleasure as
I slid all the way down in one smooth motion, feeling him push deep
into my belly!.

Crack!

“Ride his cock, slut,” Andrea ordered.

I started doing just that, my hands on his
shoulders as I rose up and down, as he sucked and licked and chewed
at my nipples and his hands groped my breasts.

It took less than two minutes before the
orgasm hit me, and I sobbed in pleasure, head rolling up and back
as I rode him for all I was worth. His hands dug into my buttocks,
helping me ride up and down, cursing softly as he thrust up with
his stiff, hungry cock!

After that, after he'd come, and after I'd
given Andrea a lap dance too – which ended with me riding a dildo
she strapped on, we went out for brunch, and to buy groceries. I
was a bit startled that they suggested it, though of course, more
than a week into this 'game' their suggestions weren't something I
could really say no to.

What I hadn't counted on was that Andrea had
decided what I would wear. She had found a forest green sweater
dress in my closet, one which I sometimes wore to clubs. It was
very short, and elastic tight – form fitting, in other words. It
was something to wear out, not something to really wear grocery
shopping!

She insisted, though, and insisted that I
wear high heels – and no underwear!

The dress had a large V – opening, which was
held together by thick green laces, or in this case, not held
together, since Andrea decided to tie off the criss-crossed laces
fairly loosely. That left almost half my breasts exposed! And no
bra meant my nipples pushed out pretty obviously against the thin
fabric!

“I can't go out like this!” I blurted.

“Of course you can, slut.”

“No, she's right,” Shane said.

He gripped the back of my neck and bent me
forward over my dresser, then tugged the hem up to bare my bottom.
I gasped as he slapped my bottom, then Andrea did the same,
giggling. A moment later his finger wiggled its way into my ass,
slick and lubricated with something. Then a butt-plug followed.

It was a new one, though, one I hadn't seen
before, one which was bigger than the other one he'd used! I moaned
as it stretched me wide, then pushed up inside me, leaving only the
small round base pressed against my wrinkled little back
opening.

Then they slid something else into my pussy.
It wasn't a dildo, for it was quite thin, like a magic marker, say,
or even a very thick ball point pen. It slid through into me
easily, but it had a clip, like they had used before with one of
the larger vibrators.

The clip was hollow, and served kind of the
same function as the spring clip on a pen. It slid up across the
top of my sex and pressed in to hold the 'pen' in place inside me.
Except that since it was hollow it neatly framed my clitoris,
making it feel swollen out.

In fact, as Shane's fingers caressed it it
definitely felt swollen out by the way the thin metal was pressing
into the flesh on all sides! It throbbed and I gulped
repeatedly.

He tugged the skirt down and pulled me
upright, and the two overrode my sputtering arguments, taking my
arms and leading me downstairs and then out the door – to walk to
the cafe!

Andrea was wearing tight black, low-slung
jeans with a midriff top, while Shane wore a checked shirt and
jeans. They both had tennis shoes on while I was wearing four inch
black heels. So I looked around a tad nervously as we walked. I
simply wasn't in the habit of showing much cleavage, even though of
course, I had a lot to show.

I'd been embarrassed when I got breasts
before other girls, you see, and teased a lot. So I'd always kind
of tried to hide them, not to accentuate them, especially as they
grew larger. I certainly never went outside without a bra, let
alone in a thin little sweater dress with a gaping front!

We walked several blocks to the cafe, with me
nervous the whole time, not just about showing off my body, but
about what they might do in public to embarrass me. The cafe was
trendy, and filled with hipsters and young urban couples having
snacks and conversations. We sat down in at a corner table which
had a chintz tablecloth of red and green, with me sitting nervously
between them.

“Spread your legs, slut,” Andrea said.

She said it low enough that no one would have
heard but us, but loud enough to make me even more nervous, so I
figured I'd better do it before she raised her voice. I pulled my
legs wide apart under the table!

Of course the skirt was short and elastic, so
spreading my legs slid it further up my thighs, and I felt Shane's
hand quickly slide down along my inner thigh and push it up even
higher as his fingers found my clitoris and stroked me.

She got a macchiato, and he got Cafe Verona.
They did not get a drink for me, which made me even more nervous.
They got butter croissants and cheese danish, and again none for
me, though they got extras for them.

I had not brought any money, and my skirt was
pretty much around my waist, in front, though I was still sitting
on the fabric underneath. They started talking about a movie, very
casually, enjoying the food and drinks, but would take turns
sliding their hands in between my legs to stroke me.

And then Shane tore a piece off his danish
and held it in front of my mouth. I took a deep breath, but at
least my back was to the shop, so I opened my mouth and took it in.
Then, of course, Andrea held out a piece of her croissant, and they
took turns like that, just like they were taking turns rubbing my
clitoris!

My nipples were very, very hard! I was filled
with anxiety, but also a shimmering, crackling sexual heat.

Nobody seemed to notice except a guy on my
left, whose interest had probably been piqued by my profile, since
my breasts were fairly obvious in the tight, thin dress. Andrea
noticed his notice, and smirked at me.

“Sit up straight, slut. Make sure those
boobies are very firm so he can admire them,” she said.

I flinched, but obeyed, again, worried about
what she'd do if I didn't!

When we finished – I having not had an awful
lot, but sips from their drinks, we headed further up the street
rather than back towards home. We went into a small grocery store,
where I pushed the cart as they fetched what they wanted.

Whenever we were in a semi-private position,
that is, without someone behind us, one or the other of them would
playfully pull my skirt up, which was pretty easy to do because it
was elastic, so if you slid it up over my bottom it would stay that
way until it was yanked down again. I yanked it down very fast,
believe m!

Except we had one aisle which was fairly
empty, and they walked right behind me and tugged my skirt up to my
waist and ordered me to leave it like that as I pushed the cart!
The cart hid me from the people in front and the two of them hid me
from the people behind, or mostly hid me, while my heart pounded
and my pulse raced wildly!

Imagine walking through the grocery store
naked below the waist!

At least they pulled it down when we reached
the end!

The groceries would be delivered that
afternoon, so we left the store empty-handed, but again strolled
further along the street. I had no idea where we were going, and
was increasingly flustered after the long period of anxiety and
stress.

Shane kept clutching my ass through the thin
fabric, kneading my buttocks. On my other side, Andrea kept rubbing
my thigh and her fingers kept hooking under the hem to tug the
dress upward so that I had to keep tugging it down.

We went to a sex shop! It wasn't one of those
grubby ones, but a kind of glitzy, brightly lit place with neon
signs on the inside, and actual shopping carts to carry
merchandise! My heart began to pound a lot harder as my nervousness
grew, but we passed right by the sex toys, and went to the leather
section.

“Now I see her in a pair of these,” Andrea
said, looking at thigh high leather boots with stiletto heels.

“Definitely.”

So I tried on several of these boots, which
had six inch heels, and they bought a pair which went up so high
that the edges almost touched my pussy!

Leather gloves followed, which were so high
they came to my armpits. Then came a leather G-string -sort of. It
was hard leather, very small, and had a PVC leather dildo sewn to
the inside along with a plastic butt-plug, with a small bump right
where a girl's clitoris would be.

They found a leather... uhm... bustier, sort
of. It was cupless. It was more of a shelf bra which raised my
breasts up from underneath, then curved up and around the outside
to squeeze them in against each other.

The straps on the edges, where the bra curled
inward, criss crossed my chest, and then a final strap cut straight
across the top to squeeze my breasts downward.

“What do you think?” Andrea asked.

“I like it,” Shane said.

We were in the dressing room, and I was naked
save for the cupless bra, and pulsing with anxiety and... dark heat
as the two looked me over and tweaked and rolled my hard
nipples.

I took it off and put the sweater dress back
on, and we left the dressing room, but they found a collar they
liked, one which was kind of thicker than what they had me wearing
earlier, and made me put it on out there in the store, where anyone
could see!

They also found a kind of strap on dildo I'd
never seen before. It strapped around your chin! And they put that
on me too! The purpose of it was obviously to slide it into a girl
while leaving my mouth free to lick and suck!

They took them off, then brought them up to
the counter and paid for them all, with me standing flushed and red
faced between them.

We returned to the house, and they
immediately had me put on the boots, gloves, collar and cupless
halter. Then they pulled the butt-plug and the little clip thing
out of me and put on the G-string, complete with dildo and
butt-plug.

Of course, then they put on the leather
restraints over the gloves and boots, and Andrea took pictures of
me like that in various poses! Then she ordered me to do housework,
like cleaning the floor, vacuuming, and doing laundry!

In that outfit, of course.

I was annoyed, but could hardly argue, not
after they put the ball gag in my mouth and used the riding crop on
my butt, anyway. But even as I did housework I was gripped by a
shimmering sexual heat. And my argument got the nipple rings put
on, which squeezed my nipples hard, and dangled the small round
weights.

My nipples stung as I moved around, but not
terribly. They also throbbed hotly, and the stinging was darkly,
thrillingly sexual, and when combined with the dildo and butt-plug,
the way my breasts throbbed because of how the halter squeezed
them, and the little round thing grinding against my clitoris, it
made me incredibly wet!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I was upstairs making Shane's bed when Andrea
came in behind me. She smirked, and turned me around, then drew my
wrists together behind my back. I didn't resist, of course, as she
locked the restraints together. Then she took what I thought was
the leash I was used to from her pocket.

Instead of hooking it to the collar, though,
what she did was to remove the little weighted balls which dangled
from chains attached to the nipple clamps, and attached the leash
to them!

“Come along, slave girl,” she ordered.

It wasn't like I had a choice! I had to
scurry along behind her as the chain tugged on my nipples, out into
the hall, then down the stairs and into the living room.

“Here she is!” she said.

I blanched, shocked, and tried to jerk back,
but squealed in pain as I was brought up short by the pain to my
nipples!

There was a man there! A stranger! A Black
man of perhaps thirty, with broad shoulders and a handsome, square
jawed face. He was sitting in the sofa, and my eyes went wide when
I saw him, then jerked away as my face flamed and I tried to
frantically turn away!

I could do nothing, of course, not even
really protest, as Andrea moved towards him, pulling me forward by
the nipples!

“This is our little sex slave,” she said.

“Not so little,” the man said.

“Nice tits, huh?” Andrea said brightly.

“Gorgeous.”

She led me right up in front of him!

“Down on your knees, slave girl,” she
said.

She enforced the order by tugging down on the
leash and I quickly dropped to my knees, gasping and moaning.

“Legs spread!” she barked.

Blushing furiously, mortified, I nevertheless
obeyed, almost instinctively, then blushed even more hotly, even
though I was at least wearing the G-string!

“Very, very nice. Very hot. Very sexy,” he
said, as I knelt, head down. “You are very lucky, Shane.”

Andrea giggled and kind of draped herself
across the arm of the sofa, then handed the black guy the leash. He
grinned at me, tugging lightly on it, making my nipples pulse.

“Her face is very red,” he said in
amusement.

“You should see how red she gets when she
comes,” Shane replied.

“Which happens a lot,” Andrea laughed.

“Yeah? You come a lot, baby?” the guy
asked.

I continued to stare downward, face burning,
but gasped in pain, jerking my eyes up as he pulled more sharply at
the leash.

“Look at me, slave girl,” he growled, tugging
on the leash.

I moaned, forced up and forward, leaning up
between his legs as he pulled harder on the leash, my nipples
burning and stretching forward!

“Look at me,” he said in a low growl.

I stared at him, blushing furiously, still
feeling a shocked sense of... humiliation! Yet as he looked at me,
as his eyes bored into me, and my nipples stretched out towards
him, I felt a jagged ripple of heat through my lower belly. This
was so intense, so dark and... and wicked and... scary!

He reached out and gripped my hair, and I
gasped in pain as he pulled it, forcing me to half crawl up between
his legs, rising up and bending over, my breasts hanging below me
as he stared into my eyes!

“Do you like black cock, baby, inside you?”
he asked in a low purr.

“I think she'd love black cock inside her,”
Andrea said with a smirk. “She sure loves my black dildo.”

My mind squirmed with further embarrassment
at her words, as my heart pounded, my mind spinning around in
circles with alarm, anxiety, embarrassment and something raw,
savage and wild! My heart pounded and my pulse raced, my stomach
churning violently as his eyes bore into mine.

It was... scary! But there was also a fiery
passion, almost an angry passion that promised something breathless
and forbidden!

“She's got a black dildo in her now,” Andrea
said.

I felt another rush of heat, and the looked
down, then released my hair, only to fold his big hand around my
throat! I gurgled, eyes widening, though he wasn't doing anything
to choke me. He held me like that, bent over in front of him,
panting, still staring into my eyes, then his eyes dropped. He
reached down with his other hand and gripped the front of the
leather G-string, then eased the front down so he could look
inside.

I felt my face burn anew as he pulled it far
enough away from my abdomen to see the attached dildo penetrating
me.

He raised his eyes, releasing the
G-string.

“So you like black cock inside you, baby,” he
said in a soft growl.

“Spread your legs.”

I shifted my legs apart on the floor.

He reached up with his free hand and undid
the straps going across my chest, then the buckles at the sides,
and the halter fell away! I blushed, though that made no real
sense. I mean, the halter hadn't covered my breasts at all.

“Nice,” he said. “Very nice.”

“Amazing how firm they are for their size,
isn't it?” Shane said.

He cupped my breast, his big, black,
work-rough hand squeezing gently, at first, a huge thumb stroking
across my swollen nipple in a way which sent crackling little
sparks of sexual energy through my breast and then into my
fluttering chest.

His hand slid lower, the big fingers dipping
into the thong and finding my clitoris. My hips jerked and I cried
out into the gag.

“You're a bad little girl, aren't you,” he
said in that same low growl.

I moaned dazedly.

Andrea slipped off the arm of the sofa and
disappeared behind me. I couldn't see what she was doing since my
eyes were glued to his, and I couldn't turn my head even if I
wanted to.

“You love that black cock, don't you,
baby.”

Abruptly, I felt the G-string pulled down!
First the leather material was pulled inside out, then the dildo
and butt-plug slowly pulled out of my body, slowly, as he watched,
as he rubbed my clitoris, as I burned with humiliation and a
strange seething sense of breathless heat.

They came free and someone pulled the
G-string away, leaving me naked save for the gloves and boots.

Then Andrea stepped up beside me, grinning at
me as I rolled my eyes towards her. She was wearing a black
strap-on, a huge one!

“That's almost as big as me,” the black guy
said with a dark smile.

“I bet you'd love that inside you, baby,” he
said to me.

Andrea slipped around behind me and I felt
the head of the dildo pressing against my sex. It pushed harder and
harder, and I was sopping wet. Even so, the dildo was almost too
thick! I shuddered and moaned even as the black guy continued to
gently rub my clitoris, and a wild, frothing wave of dark sexual
energy swept up through my body!

Heat enveloped my mind, and the pulsing
hunger grew by the second as Andrea slowly forced the dildo into
me, a half inch at a time, with me gasping and moaning with every
new push!

It wasn't even halfway inside me before the
orgasm hit!

My hips began to buck more and more
violently, and a helpless cry of pleasure seeped out around the
ball filling my mouth.

“That's it, baby. Come for me,” he said
softly, rubbing harder. “Come on my fingers.”

I couldn't help myself! I cried out, hips
bucking frantically back against the dildo as Andrea worked it even
deeper, taking advantage of the way my mind was melting down!

And all the time he held tight to my throat,
pulling my face in so it was less than a foot from his, staring
into my eyes!

His fingers continued to rub my clitoris, and
as the orgasm eased, I felt my legs get so rubbery I almost
collapsed, or started to. He pulled me forward by the neck, and I
gurgled, my knees going onto the sofa on either side of him.

But he still kept me bent over, held tightly
as Andrea worked the dildo deeper. I felt her gripping my hair,
jerking back on it, to force my head back, though only so I was
looking up into his eyes!

The dildo slid deeper, achingly deeper! I
hurt, but it didn't seem to matter much to the raging heat churning
within me! And every inch it pushed deeper seemed to rouse me even
further, into a strange, intoxicating sexual fever where nothing
mattered but passion!

“Do you like that black cock inside you,
baby?” he asked.

I could not answer, of course, gagged as I
was, for which I was grateful!

Andrea pulled back on my hair even as he
pushed against my neck, and I was forced back off him, to stand on
the six inch stiletto heeled boots again, bent over and trembling
as his eyes moved between my eyes and my breasts.

He stopped rubbing my clitoris, and his hand
dropped out of sight, then Andrea pushed down against my head, and
he shifted his grip on my neck so my eyes were directed down to his
now naked cock. His huge naked black cock! I gaped at it in
disbelief! It was enormous!

I moaned as Andrea thrust the final inch
inside me, then pushed harder on my head. I felt her undoing the
strap of the ball gag, and the black guy reached up to pull the
ball from my mouth as Andrea pushed me further down.

I had to shift my feet further apart on the
floor in order to keep bending forward without falling, then even
further apart, until my lips were pressing against the fat, hard
black cock! They pushed my mouth down, and I spread my lips wider,
then wider, and even so I barely managed to get it into my
mouth!

I moaned around it, sucking and licking
dazedly as Andrea started to pull her dildo back, then push it
forward, then push it back.

I was bent almost double at the waist, my
head tilted straight back as he took hold of my hair from Andrea
and guided it down further. I don't think I could have done it if
my head wasn't tilted so far back on my neck so that it was a
straight line from my straining lips to my throat.

He pulled me down so that his monster cock
slid into my throat, like... like putting your leg into a stocking,
stretching it out as your leg slid down its length until my lips
were wrapped around the base!

I couldn't breath, of course, even as Andrea
worked her dildo in and out of me with faster movements. My head
pounded and my eyes blurred. Then I was being pulled up again, and
came free, gasping, coughing, gulping in air, as he gripped my
throat once more and pulled me forward so I was kneeling on the
sofa straddling him.

The big dildo slid slowly out of my sex and
he guided his own thick cock to my entrance. I whimpered and
moaned, feeling the pressure against my opening, then feeling it
enter. It felt so... delicious compared to the dildo, which was
cold and lifeless.

No, this wasn't a toy! This was real! This
was a huge black cock! And it was pushing slowly up into my
quivering, overheated body!

It hurt going in, but not that much. The
dildo had kind of readied me for it, and I was sopping wet anyway!
I slid slowly down its length, aghast, but burning up with sexual
fever as it impaled me!

I felt something slick and slender against my
back passage, and whimpered as Andrea's finger pushed into me and
pumped in and out. At the same time, I was still sinking slowly
down the big black cock, yelping and moaning, eyes wide, as it
pushed impossibly deep inside me!

A second finger squirmed up into my bottom,
pumping in and out as I cried out, sinking down almost all the way!
But it was too deep! I had to rise, to ease the pain, shuddering as
I rose a little, even as his fingers started stroking my clitoris
again!

His mouth found the center of my left breast,
his teeth biting into it, clamping down as if to hold it in place,
as his big tongue stroked and twirled and lapped at my tingling
nipple.

“You want my cock inside you. Don't you,
bitch?” he growled.

He tightened his grip around my throat.

“Don't you!?”

“Yes!” I cried.

“Yes sir,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” I half sobbed.

I slid slowly down again, trembling with heat
as it pushed deeper. I squeaked, easing up once more, panting,
gasping for breath, chest fluttering, then sank down with another
cry, desperately needing to feel it all inside me! I wanted, needed
to be utterly impaled on it!

'Oh! Ungh! Oh!”

I sobbed as I had to back off, easing back
up, moaning and whimpering as Andrea pumped her fingers in my ass!
Then I slid back down again, eyes rolling up in my head at the
gushing heat.

Another orgasm hit me and I screamed, letting
myself sink all the way down, crying out in pain even as I was
screaming in pleasure, riding him desperately in short, frantic
movements as he closed his fingers around my throat, drawing them
in more tightly so that my eyes bulged!

The orgasm was an explosive force within me,
and I shook violently, my muscles spasming as my hips worked
dazedly and desperately to jerk myself up and down on his thick
shaft!

I whimpered, my mind blown by the force of
the orgasm, eyes slitted as I swayed, light-headed. He opened his
hand, releasing my throat, cupping my breast instead as he
continued to mouth my nipple.

Another hand gripped my hair and jerked my
head to the side, where I saw another cock staring me in the face.
It slid into my open mouth and along my tongue, and my lips closed
weakly around it as I moaned.

“Suck that cock, white girl,” he growled.

I moaned and obeyed, feeling his thick cock
pulsing inside my belly.

The big black hands slid under my buttocks
and pulled me up, then slid me down again as I shuddered and
squirmed. Again they pulled me up, then slid me down, and again,
even as my own spastic muscles began to take over, to ride him
slowly, sobbing with pleasure every time I slid down that thick
shaft!

Shane was pumping his own cock in and out of
my mouth, but not pushing it deep yet as I gasped and panted and
gulped in air, content to have me licking and sucking him.

I felt Andrea forcing a third finger up into
my ass, pumping them in and out, then they were withdrawn and I
felt the dildo pushing against me there! I shuddered as it slowly
forced its way in, my mind drunk on sex and heat and passion and
dark, wicked excitement as the black guy worked me up and down
faster and Andrea pushed deeper.

I screamed as another orgasm tore through me,
then another, then another and another, my body jerking and bucking
and trembling and shaking as I was gripped by a violent storm of
sensation that had my body racked by convulsions!

Shane's cock pushed deep into my throat, and
Andrea forced the dildo all the way up my ass, and the three of
them drove in and out of me, their hands mauling me as my mind
tumbled through endless blasts of animal pleasure!

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


It was just one weird aspect of how quickly
and completely I had changed that I didn't go berserk about what
had happened. Because somehow I read it in the context of our dark
game where I was the sexy sex slave, and where almost anything
goes, and because the parade of orgasms had almost shattered my
mind!

To have done something that... wild and dark
and carnal! Me! OhmyGod! My body didn't stop trembling for an hour
after he left! And I didn't even know his name! Nor would Shane or
Andrea tell me what it was!

Instead they just sent me back to work doing
the laundry, with my head buzzing and my stomach fluttering.

It was like, to them, it was no big deal at
all. To me it had been shocking, mind blowing, also humiliating and
thrilling in equal measure. I could hardly think about anything
else. I was being drawn deeper into their intoxicating game of
sexual freedom.

Which might seem odd given how often they
tied me up or restrained me in some way. But it was the freedom to
get involved with the kinds of wicked, shocking, forbidden sexual
antics most girls could only ever dream of which was so
enthralling.

I mean, I suppose I could have done such
things any time, but I had never been that brave! Now they were
presenting them to me as in ways I couldn't even really refuse!
Which meant I was rarely assailed by the sorts of guilt and shame I
ought to have felt at my slutty behavior.

Because I was just playing a role, the role
of a sex slave! And in that role wearing nothing and having sex
with strangers was not something to carry any particular guilt.

Andrea and Shane continued to treat me like a
sex slave, only with those kind of smirks and snickers which said
they weren't really serious and it was just a game. But even so,
the game was real in that I'd get spanked or slapped or even
stinging blows from the riding crop if I didn't do as I was
told.

Like if I forgot to call her 'mistress' or
him 'master'. It didn't take many days before I was not forgetting,
believe me! It's not like they really hurt me or anything, but the
blows to my bottom stung! And my sore ass was a great help to my
memory!

*

It was the following Friday night when Andrea
decided to dress me up for more pictures. I had just gotten home
when she met me at the front door.

“I want to recreate some pictures I saw.”

“What kind of pictures?” I asked
dubiously.

Her eyes narrowed and I licked my lips a bit
nervously.

“What kind of pictures, Mistress Andrea?”

“None of your business, slut.”

I jerked at the harshness of the word, but it
was part of the weirdness surrounding this new... game of theirs,
that her using it on me turned me on more than it insulted me.

“Take your clothes off, slut.”

Again, the word jolted me, as did her
confident and arrogant manner. I mean, I was bigger than she was,
taller. She couldn't boss me around! I wasn't afraid of her! But I
did feel... intimidated. Because if she didn't get her way she was
likely to spank or strap me, and I wasn't confident of putting up
much of a fight. I hadn't before, after all.

Not that I wanted to get a spanking or
strapping! I didn't! But... but I always seemed to find myself
surrendering and submitting when she got into her sexual persona as
'mistress Andrea', which was virtually all the time now. Maybe I
was just weak willed – or maybe I was just too controlled by the
dark, wicked sense of sexual thrills which I felt whenever she did
so.

I took off my clothes, anxiously, warily, and
she impatiently put the collar around my neck again, then grabbed
my arm and pulled me out into the hall and into the bathroom. She
combed my hair straight back, there, even using some hair gel, and
tied it into a tight pony tail behind me.

“Don't worry, slave girl, no one will be able
to recognize you,” she said. “Your face will hardly be visible at
all.”

She led me from the bathroom to her bedroom,
and I saw white ropes on the bed, along with white stockings and
other materials.

“Put these on,” she ordered.

I put on the stockings. They were thigh high,
with a fishnet pattern, but very opaque. What I had taken to be two
scarves were actually high white gloves that went almost up to my
shoulders.

“Here,” she said, indicating a pair of white
shoes on the floor.

They were white fuck-me shoes, with five inch
stiletto heels. The wonder was they fit me, though I was a bit
anxious putting them on.

I felt a little rush of adrenalin of
anticipation. I expected her to tie or bind my wrists together
behind me, but instead she gripped them and lifted them up high
between my shoulder blades.

“Keep them there.”

She tied a rope around my upper arm, then ran
it across my back to my other arm, wrapping it around that, and
then pulling tight. I felt my arms being drawn back further and
further, my shoulders starting to ache. She drew the rope back
across my back next to the first, wrapped it around my upper arm
again, then drew it back again, and around that arm, and back once
more, each time pulling tight.

There was a pause, then I felt her wrap the
rope around my wrist, then the other, binding them tight. It
circled the first wrist again, then the second, then the first,
then the second, until several layers of rope bound them tightly in
place, both to each other, and to the ropes crossing my back.

I stood there obediently through this, my
chest tight, my stomach thrumming with excitement, but also filled
with uncertainty and wariness about what she was going to do. As
the ropes tightened, though, and I became more and more certain of
how helpless I was to resist whatever that was I felt myself
getting more excited!

“All right, slave, let's go,” she said.

She took my arm and led me back down the hall
– to the attic. I gulped, but followed meekly along. I had to move
very carefully going up the stairs in those high heels, especially
with my arms so tightly bound behind me, but I made it, and she led
me across the floor to that odd coat rack thing.

“Stand here, slut.”

I flinched a bit at the words, but obeyed,
and she knelt and wrapped half a dozen loops of rope around my
ankle, then fed the rope about a foot forward to the lower
horizontal bar in front of me. She tied it off there, then rose,
apparently satisfied.

Which was weird. I mean, she'd only tied one
ankle there!

She muttered and went back downstairs,
returning with Shane. I immediately flushed, feeling even more
nervous and anxious, but the dark, seething excitement began to
burn higher and hotter.

“All right, slut, I want you to lean
forward,” Andrea said, and lift your leg up and back.”

I was mystified at her order, but Shane bent
and gripped my ankle – the one not tied, and I gasped as he lifted
it up behind me. Andrea took my shoulders and pulled me forward and
down so I bent way over at the waist, while Shane raised my leg up
even higher behind me!

“What-what are you doing!?” I gasped.

Shane was raising my leg way up high, and
bending it at the knee so my other foot came forward over my head
as Andrea bent me forward! My legs were almost doing the splits! My
left foot was on the floor, straight down, and my right was lifted
almost straight up!

I felt the back of my ankle come down across
the top of the upper bar, the one now over my head since they'd
bent me so far forward. Andrea made sure I was steady, then she
straightened up, and as Shane held my ankle in place, she tied
several layers of rope around it, binding it to the horizontal bar
directly above my head!

I felt fingers at my sex, and gasped,
realizing just how … obscenely displayed I was behind!

Andrea fed rope down from my ankle and tied
it around my wrists several times, then fed it back up around the
bar again, so that I was bound firmly in place. Then she measured
out more of the white rope.

My breasts, of course, hung almost straight
down below me, given how bent over I was, full and heavy. Andrea
carefully tied the rope around one breast, then began to slowly
tighten it, holding the loop right up next to my ribs as began to
squeeze in on my breast!

She fed it around my other breast and did the
same, pulling it slowly tight as she kept the rope near my chest
wall, then drew the rope up around behind my back, then across it
and back down to circle my left breast again, then my right, then
back around my ribs to do it a third time.

The loops were tight enough to make my
breasts throb, but not super tight. They did make them kind of taut
and hard, though, and my nipples were outrageously swollen and
hard!

I felt her playing with my hair, and it
turned out she was wrapping white cord around the pony tail,
weaving it in and out. I felt her pulling up and back on my pony
tale, and gasped as it raised my head up so I was looking straight
ahead.

I groaned at the pull against my scalp, but
she'd been very clever, and after some of the looser hairs pulled
free my pony tail was kind of evenly distributing the weight of
holding my head back.

Then she put a leather blindfold over my
eyes!

“Hey!” I gasped.

“Quiet, slut,” she said.

I felt a ball against my mouth and moaned as
it pushed into it, but this had something flat behind it, almost as
wide as the blindfold. The gag covered my lower face almost
entirely, from must below my nose to my chin, and up along my
cheeks.

I had no idea what was going on then, aside
from feeling hands caressing my breasts and plucking the nipples. I
couldn't see if she was taking pictures, or even video. But for
maybe five minutes nothing much seemed to happen.

Then I felt my pussy penetrated. After a
short instant I realized it was a dildo, a thick one, as usual. It
slid deep inside me even as fingers rubbed something slick against
my back passage. Then a second dildo, which felt the same
thickness, was pushed into me back there! The two of them pushed in
and out, sliding ever deeper, until I began to moan and tremble and
cry out as they pushed too deep.

God!

There was another delay. Then I felt hands at
my swollen nipples, plucking them. I felt something press against
the center of my breast, something round which encircled my nipple
and areola. Then there was this weird continuous... suction! I felt
my eyes widening behind the blindfold as the suction pulled against
my flesh, but only inside that circle.

The suction didn't get any worse but it
didn't go away, and whatever it was seemed to be now attached to my
breast, stuck on it from... the suction... like some sort of
suction cup, though I could only feel the edges, not the middle of
whatever it was.

A similar thing was pressed against my other
nipple. I felt more suction against my skin, against my nipple, and
then the thing remained in place. The suction was continuous on
both of them, and my nipples throbbed and tingled wildly!

Then the vibrator came on, rubbing back and
forth against my clitoris, and I moaned into the gag as my already
sexually tensed up body began to churn with an ever greater
pressure! The vibrator played back and forth teasingly, mostly just
lightly rubbing against me, but now and then rubbing harder so that
the muscles in my abdomen spasmed.

The dildo in my pussy slid slowly back out,
rubbed against me, then pushed back in again, deeper, if anything.
The vibrator tormented me! My nipples were tingling wildly! The
cord was pulling on my hair, on my scalp, sending tiny needles into
my head, but the sexual heat was too intense for me to care!

The vibrator halted, and I felt fingers at my
breast, then the suction abruptly ended and whatever she'd put over
my nipple popped off. The same happened to the other one. After
that, nothing happened for maybe a full minute. My nipples
throbbed!

Then I felt fingers on them, rolling and
rubbing and plucking at them. The sensations were intense! My
nipples felt twice their size, and were extraordinarily sensitive.
I cried out, gasping, moaning and whimpering as they burned with
heat and pleasure!

Then I felt something small circle my right
nipple and close tightly, pinching it! I cried out in pain, but
knew what it was. I'd felt it before, after all, the little round
ring with the ball dangling from it. Only the ball felt like it
weighed a lot more now!

A similar ring went around my other nipple,
the two balls swinging below me, tugging on my nipples, which
burned and throbbed and tingled wildly! The vibrator began to rub
up and down against my clitoris again and my body trembled and
shook as the sexual heat erupted into a full blown fever!

The dildo slid out, then pushed in deep
again, then pulled out again. And then... then something even
thicker, and much softer, pushed against me. I groaned at the feel
of warm flesh against the mouth of my sex, panting for breath as it
pushed harder, as it spread me open and then began to slide up
through my tight, but very, very wet sex!

This, I knew, was a real cock! The
realization made me that much hotter, even though I was a little
confused. I mean, Shane had a big cock, but this felt even thicker
than that! It was so thick it hardly fit! If I'd been thinking
straight I might have wondered more at that. As it was I just
thought it was the awkward position.

If I thought at all. Really, all I thought
was how incredibly hot it felt pushing up deep into my thrumming,
burning sex! It pushed in incredibly deep, then slid back out
again, then pushed in once more. I started to get a bit confused,
because it was so thick that it felt way thicker than Shane.

But my mind was enveloped in a dark,
glittering haze of sexual hunger, pleasure and lust, and to be
honest I just didn't care about anything outside the pleasure
crackling through my nervous system. I came... came violently,
screaming into the gag, sobbing, jerking and shaking in place as
the cock pushed I and out harder and faster!

The balls tugged and swung below, pulling on
my nipples, and the heat pulsed within me! The orgasm seemed to go
on and on and on as I sobbed breathlessly, and even when it finally
faded I was still dazed with heat and sexual desire!

The cock inside me pushed in and out, in and
out, and then the vibrator started rubbing against my clitoris
again! Another orgasm tore through me, then another, then a string
of them! I don't know how I didn't wind up losing my balance except
that with my arms and right leg tied to the bar up above me I could
literally hang in place even if my left leg dropped out from under
me.

Then the gag was pulled free of my mouth, the
ball gag dropping out, and I shuddered dazedly, gasping, gulping in
air. A moment later a thick cock pushed against my mouth, forcing
my lips wider, and I moaned as it slid forward, the head first,
then more and more shaft.

It pumped slowly in and out, and at first I
thought dazedly that it was a dildo, but if so it felt very
lifelike, even warm. It pushed deeper, then slid smoothly down into
my throat. And it kept pushing until firm skin pressed against my
chin!

Behind me, the other cock continued to pump
in and out, having loosened me up enough to move faster now. My
mind tumbled in confusion and bewilderment. The one in my pussy
must be a dildo, I thought, yet now I was feeling something
attached to it that struck my body as it buried itself in my
sex.

Was it Andrea wearing a dildo?! Yet it felt
so real! Was it that black guy!?

The vibrator played against my clitoris and I
lost my mind. My head exploded, unable to breath properly with the
cock deep in my throat, it was almost like that time Andrea had
choked me. It made my whole head pulse and pound, and the orgasm
redoubled in power!

After a time hands lowered me to the floor. I
was disoriented, sweating like a pig and exhausted as my weight
came down on my taut breasts. I felt my legs lifted up and back,
though, and then ropes were wrapped around my ankles and bound to
my upper arms.

The dildo was still deep in my ass, and
another one – no, the vibrator, the one with the vibrating tongue
thing which slipped up across my clitoris – was shoved into my
pussy. I was gagged again, though I didn't remember when they'd
done it.

And then... and then I was left alone. I
don't know how long it was. I was disoriented, like I said, dazed
and overheated. Another orgasm hit me, then another. I don't even
know how many. I was feverish with heat. My hips were jerking and
bouncing up and down, my hips grinding and rolling frantically.

The vibrator inside me made the mouth of my
sex bulge out, and grinding myself against the floor jammed the
tongue thing up and back against by soft flesh, and the vibrator
inside me. I sobbed dazedly, intoxicated by the endless storm of
sensation assaulting my senses, sweating like a pig but hardly even
aware of it as I trembled and shook there on the floor.

*

Finally, someone came and untied me. I
groaned dazedly, then gasped as I was lifted up, then carried
across the room and down the stairs. I was placed on my knees
somewhere, and the blindfold was finally taken away. I flushed as I
saw the black guy again! I still didn't know his name!

He smiled at me, but then pulled a leather
hood over my head! I blinked rapidly, confused, as he tugged it
down, pushing my hair up underneath. It slid down over my forehead,
over my eyes and nose, and then over my cheeks, curving in below my
jaw and down the back of my head. I felt the collar being removed,
then the hood was folded in around my neck and the collar placed
around it again.

I couldn't see anything! I could breath,
through slits under my nose, and through my mouth. There seemed to
be an opening in the hood for my mouth, at least. I felt the
gloves, the long leather ones this time, placed on my hands and
sliding up my arms, then the leather restraints put around my
wrists. Then came the leather boots, and the restraints around my
ankles there.

They pulled my ankles up against my buttocks
and strapped them in place, then lifted me up on my knees, raising
my wrists up high above my head. I felt the leather restraints
attached to something, then locked in place. A few moments later my
knees were forced apart and something locked them down.

And then I felt a cock against my lips. I
opened them, though I was still kind of dazed and weary, and a
thick cock slid into my mouth. I began to suck and lick it as it
pumped in and out. Hands slid behind my head and then pulled me
forward as the cock pushed down my throat.

I was still impaled by the big dildo in back
and the vibrator in front. The vibrator had stopped buzzing,
running out of batteries, I guess. I felt fingers drawing it down
even as the cock in my throat pumped slowly in and out. It was
quickly replaced by another, or at least, by something thick and
long.

The thing in my pussy didn't pump in and out.
It mostly just pushed in and was held there for a bit by someone,
then there was some sort of twisting and shifting of angles. My
hips were pulled forward a bit, though that bent me forward given
my knees were locked in place.

When the hands let go of me the dildo was
still in place but... it was as if it was much more solid now,
immovable, as if it was now attached to the floor. Of course, it
would have to be a couple of feet high for that given I was perched
on my knees with my feet up against my bottom!

The cock in my throat pulled back to let me
breath a little, though in truth I was becoming better at breathing
even with one in my throat. It pumped in and out of my mouth for a
bit, then pushed back down my throat.

Hands fondled my breasts and squeezed my
bottom, slapping it now and then. Fingers stroked my clitoris, but
most of my attention was on the cock in my throat, at least until
it started pumping harder and faster, then went soft.

It slid out of my mouth and I panted, gulping
in air for a bit. Then another cock (I assumed) pushed into my
mouth. I began to suck again, and it began to pump in and out, then
slid down my throat.

He came. It was unmistakable, really, since I
felt him soften. But then he pulled out and another pushed into my
mouth. Was it the black guy getting hard again!? I had no idea. And
did it matter? I sucked and he pumped and then he pulled away.
Another took his place. At least, it was dry, so it wasn't the same
one!

I started to feel a sense of foreboding, a
sense of shock, that maybe there was more than the black guy and
Shane there! Every time a cock pulled out, or softened and pulled
out, then a dry cock slid into my mouth I became more and more sure
I was right! But how many guys were there!?

Then I felt someone up against me, behind me.
The dildo pulled out of my ass, and a cock slid up inside me as
hands roughly groped my breasts! Was it Shane!? Was it the Black
guy!? Was it an entirely new stranger!? I had no way of knowing!
All I could do was suck and lick at the cock in my mouth, and very
carefully try to breath when it pushed down my throat!

How many? I lost count. I lost track of time.
I lost track of... everything. I was groggy, woozy, light-headed
from repeated lack of air. And things didn't get any clearer. After
they had apparently finished with my mouth they put a thick gag
over it – the one which had the round ball which filled it at the
same time.

Then I was lifted up and hung upside down by
my widespread ankles! Cocks slid into my pussy and my ass at the
same time! When they were done, two more took their place, then two
more, then two more!

At some point someone fucked my breasts,
squeezing them around his cock, then I was left on my own. Time
passed. How much? I had no idea. It wasn't like my mind was very
alert! But it seemed like a very long time!

Someone eventually let me down, onto hands
and knees. Well, onto my belly with my bottom in the air as I was
fucked, to begin with. Then on my hands and knees as I was pulled
along by a leash. The gag was removed, and another cock pushed into
my mouth – or so I thought. In fact, I soon recognized it as the
dildo with the squeeze bottle. It had juice, and squirted it into
me as I drank thirstily. When it was withdrawn I started to say
something, only two have two big fingers push into my mouth and
press down against my tongue as a thumb pressed up against the
underside of my jaw.

“No!” a male voice growled. “No speaking
unless spoken to.”

As if to emphasize the point I yelped at a
sharp blow across the bottom!

I didn't even recognize the voice! That was
scary! Was it the black guy!? Where was Andrea and Shane!?

Things were put in my mouth, small bits of
fruit and bread, and I ate it, realizing I was quite hungry. I was
also exhausted, so exhausted I wasn't up to really fighting or
complaining just then.

Then I was put back on my back, my legs
lifted up and back, and fucked hard for a few minutes. I had no
idea who it was.

After that I was made to crawl around led by
the leash, getting stinging blows from the crop whenever I failed
to do it properly. My head was pushed down until my lips were
against someone's boot and I licked it – after a few blows from the
crop on my upraised bottom.

Then I was made to crawl around a bit more
until someone brought me up short by grasping the leash. I felt a
cock against my lips. It slid into my mouth and I started to suck.
Hands jerked my thighs apart and a cock slid into my pussy and
started to fuck me as the other one pushed deeper into my
mouth.

I heard voices now, male voices, strange male
voices! They weren't coming from in front of or behind me either,
so there were more guys there! At least … two plus... it sounded
like two more. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, then mentally
decided there were at least four more! Then there were still more
voices! Male laughter, snickers and comments about my body, my
breasts, how big the cock in my throat was, or the one in my
pussy!

It sounded like a whole crowd!

Cocks rode me and pounded me, sliding into
one, two or three openings at the same time. I was lifted up, hung
down, turned, twisted, positioned by many large hands, as cock
after cock was plunged into my dazed body. I was used again and
again and again, how many times I couldn't even guess.

It all became a blur... if you can call
something a blur when you can't even see it.

I never got off my knees all weekend, unless
I was on my back with my ankles in the air. I never got the mask or
hood or whatever it was off my face the whole time either. Nor did
I say a word, for even if my mouth was free any attempt to talk got
a sharp blow across the bottom!

Strong hands turned and positioned and moved
me all that time, like I was a toy for their use. I was suspended
by the wrists, or by the ankles. Once I was hung from both at the
same time. I was tied spreadeagled to the bed, and led crawling out
into the back yard to be taken again and again and again.

When the hood finally came off I was in the
bathroom, with Andrea and Shane there. There was no sign of anyone
else. They removed the leather, all of it, and Andrea put me into a
bubble bath and climbed in with me, then spent some time stroking
and caressing and kissing me.

It felt so... comforting, so wonderful, so
bright and warm and … human. Instead of those rough hands and
voices in the blackness there was her soft body and warm skin and
soft lips and voice. I felt so incredibly … soothed, in her
presence.

I think that was when I started to fall in
love with her, feeling such a sense of warmth and even awe for her.
Over the following days and weeks I had sex with dozens of guys,
and behaved like a good little sex slave because that was the
game.

But the game, at least with Andrea, was fast
becoming real in that I hardly even thought to disobey anything she
told me to do. Whatever Mistress Andrea said, that was what I had
to do. It was like that was locked in tight in my head, so there
was no point in even questioning her orders.

If she told me to bend over and grab my
ankles while some guy I'd never seen in my life fucked me from
behind, that was what I did. No question. No indignation. No
resentment. No confusion. No outrage.

When Shane started bringing me to parties –
at Andrea's orders, I didn't question that either. The parties had
mostly guys there, though sometimes women, too. I was there for
entertainment, to give lap dances, mostly, but sometimes have sex
too, while everyone watched and laughed. I did a lot of bachelor
parties.

I knew, after a fashion, that they were
paying Shane for it, because I saw him giving the money to Andrea.
Just like I knew that some of the guys who came to the house to
fuck me were paying for it. But that really didn't concern me. All
that I cared about was doing whatever Andrea told me to do.

Because when you got right down to it, my
submission got me the freedom to lead the kind of sexually charged
life society forbids most other girls. I had sex dozens of times a
week, and it was completely uninhibited sex, with an awful lot of
orgasms.

I also preened at the way people looked at
me, at how hot and sexy and exciting they thought I was. It was an
incredible boon to my ego! And I knew I was hot and sexy and
beautiful! Why else would so many people be so excited and aroused
looking at me!?

They had me quit my server job, but that was
no big deal. In fact, it had become a drag since I had to act...
normal, and wear clothes. I much preferred being naked or nearly
naked all the time, and playing the part of the sexy sex slave!

Even if I was a little confused, at times,
about whether it was a role or reality.

Because after all, it was hot, thrilling,
exciting and filled with wicked sex and orgasms! And what girl
would want anything else?
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