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Chapter 1

The deal was done.

The terms had been set.

But... for a moment, no-one moved... Completely at a loss for how to proceed.

With a smile as sweet as spring; she stepped forward among them. Lightly whirling on the balls of her feet, she let her hands dance out. Ever so gently they hinted their presence upon each of the gathered young men. Delicate fingers teasing the rough surface of five covered groins, teasing instant stiffness beneath. Rolling all the way around: she settled with her back against Joe, of course. He-who-had-found-her. One arm rose up above his head, pulling a backwards kiss down upon her. The other hand settled confidently between his legs. Cupping his manhood without a hint of embarrassment.

He had met her in the campus bar... that had been the explanation. From out of nowhere she had approached. Brightly-coloured, strapless top flowing high above bared, olive legs. Curly, brown hair haloing a warm and winking smile. She played the ditzy socialite well; arriving with an offered drink and a problem: She had come back to her studies for a second year, just as they had... Only unlike the five young men of the house, she had failed to secure anywhere to live. For a week or so she had been sleeping on various sofas, but was looking for something a little more… permanent. She had spotted Joe and co out drinking the evening before and had decided they might be right for each other. Then she had simply waited for a moment to ambush one of them.

Joe had been, obviously, rather lost for words. Even in the retelling he couldn’t hide that, for a beauty such as this to notice him and his friends... not to mention approach with such frank discussion... was simply madness. Still, she persuaded him to bring her back and introduce her to them all. Even through his idiotic stuttering about the house being full.

Not that any of the others did any better... When she marched, confidently, into the lounge they were rapidly converting into a cave. In various states of hangover, undress and nerdity; There was a moment of united heart attack; To see a brunette bombshell in loose blouse and tight shorts walk in on them. Yet, there and then she made the offer... with twinkling eyes that gave no hint at the thoughts behind them:

‘If they would let her stay here with them, for the whole year of studies. Let her eat their food and use their facilities. All for no monetary payment. She would, in return, do precisely anything they wanted her to do. Wear anything they wanted her to wear. Be anything they wanted her to be. With no limits whatsoever… for the duration of her stay.’

The stunned silence which followed such an offer leading directly into that which began this story, divided only by a hurried and unanimous agreement.




Chapter 2

“Don’t be shy boys, I’m yours now…”

The young woman stood among them, arms calmly stretching out to shake her new hosts by appendages they were very much not used to.

“I’m just assuming this would be the first thing you wanted: to get better acquainted.” The words were soft and submissive, but her voice held a thousand undercurrents. Encouragingly teasing and edged with gentle laughter at their awkwardness. One of her wandering hands now stirring around between Joe’s legs. Clearly causing some strange and wonderful reactions within the boy, at least by the look on his face.

“But… we don’t even know your name…” Dean was the first to come to, clearly trying to shake himself loose from the obvious impossibilities of this situation. He, after all, had more than one reason to be nervous if they all didn’t wake up from this dream.

The girl chuckled. “Does it matter? You can call me what you like. Tell you what… why don’t I show you what you’ve purchased a bit better, then you can decide.”

With nothing more than that... She reached up and threw her blouse overhead, letting it sail away across the room. A swathe of skin was revealed with no bra in sight. Smooth round breasts, not huge, but pert and ample for her thin frame, bounced into sight. In barely a second second her shorts had received the same treatment, closely followed by a pair of black-laced panties. Suddenly their garbage tip of a lounge was occupied by a naked goddess. Her skin was pale olive, naturally, not burnt or painted. Her legs, long and arching. Her hair flowed, curling, to just below her neck. She stood open to them, without an ounce of fear and slowly turned and bent, letting their eyes scrawl along every curve and crevice. Her hands worked smooth patterns across her own form, ending up just gently spreading her bared vulva toward them. A finger winding through its small, trimmed patch of accompanying gold.

“Thought of a name yet?”

She directed the question at Dean, the one who had drawn attention to himself. The boy simply shook his head, eyes never leaving her body.

“Oh well, just call me ‘Girl’ I guess, until you think of something better. Meanwhile…” All while saying this, she had casually kneeled down in front of him. Unfastening his belt and staring up at him with warm eyes.

“I… I have a girlfriend!” He nearly choked while stating it, clearly trying to hold the compulsion back. She paused, her head inches from his now open fly. “That’s nice. I hope she likes your new purchase… Want me to stop?”

The shake of the head came quicker this time. She reached in and released his stiff cock from its straining imprisonment. None of the others had ever any desire to see their friend’s member... but were transfixed by the girl’s every move. She stroked her fingers lightly down his shaft, freeing the balls too and tugging gently on them to guide him closer to her. Swishing a tongue past half-bitten lips, she gave the veiny limb every inch of her attention. Staring it down hungrily as she placed a single kiss upon its head. Then looking directly up into Dean’s eyes she lay her tongue at its base and made a long, slow progression upwards. Reaching the top, she wrapped her mouth over and sucked him inside. Descending again just as smoothly.

Her tongue was incredible. A swirling vortex of warm, wet pleasure. Dean’s gasp as she consumed him told the others everything. Jake and Troy were the closest and couldn’t help but be drawn in to get a closer look. Her head bobbed up and down, swallowing their friend whole, then releasing him entirely. Spying their approach, the girl opened her arms in welcome. One hand for each of them crawled spider-like up the inside of a leg. Tickling fingers teased their inner thighs, then reached up to release another two more throbbing erections. She grasped the boys by these and pulled them in closer, then began stroking at a steady rhythm. The remaining two friends, Joe and Ted, looked across at each other and could share nothing but a shrug. Moving forward and unfastening their own belts. A wide smile crossed the face that had them all now standing to attention. Which she flashed back at Joe, her introducer to this buffet.

Slowly, she rotated her affections. Releasing Dean from her mouth to take Jake instead, but keeping the excitement ever flowing with her hands. Those behind her had only their own efforts for a while, but with her beauty and actions little inspiration was needed. Jake came after only half a minute or so of her suckling devotion, grunting and winding his hands into her hair as he sunk into her throat. She gulped his seed down happily and proceeded to suck him clean afterward. Moving round again, it seemed Ted also wasn’t ready for this pressure. Having warmed himself up too much he began spurting even as her fingers reached him. Giggling, she simply aimed what she could across her breasts. Licking her fingers clean of sticky gunk before offering them to Troy again. Dean didn’t take much longer. More experienced than the present virgins he might be... but clearly Tracy didn’t offer this level of stimulation very often. He rushed in as Joe was getting his turn of tongue lashing and the girl dutifully paused, directing his load onto her own face. The sticky trails splashed across her forehead, chin and hair. Hanging stickily off those shapely features. She lapped up what she could and caught a few running drips, but seemed perfectly content to leave half of it coating her: A glistening mess proving results from her handiwork.

Joe and Troy were different matters though. The lanky discoverer of this enigmatic cumfiend had found he had a pornstar’s stamina in his few sexual encounters so far in life. Still he had never experienced anything quite like the rations this mouth was laying upon him. It thus was with slight disappointment that he watched her turn round to set up shop on Troy. Not helped by the greedy looks she was giving the metalhead’s really quite impressive tool. He was left in the cold as her hands and mouth became wholly occupied with the last housemate.

However, he quickly realised this was not a slight. The curly-haired wonder glanced back at him over a shoulder. Lips never leaving cock, she leant forward. Arching her back and wiggling her curvy little ass invitingly. Needing no further hint, Joe moved in behind and knelt down himself. His probing fingers found a slit simply gushing with readiness, and he quickly tucked two inside, exploring her warm entry. Lining up, he gently eased his tip into her, meeting nothing but a tugging welcome from the tight muscles within. Her firm little ass cheeks bobbed back against him eagerly. Clearly delighted to have him amongst them. Still not quite able to parse how all this had occurred the young student slid himself into their new lodger’s depths, soaking in the pleasure of her.




Chapter 3

Those that had climaxed early gazed on in awe as their longer-lasting friends spitroasted the ethereal wonder. She gulped down Troy’s thick shaft with spluttering abandon, gazing up at him adoringly. This could only spur the long haired, gangly figure to slam himself further down her throat, pulling on her hair with every thrust. Each time he drew back she’d gasp for air, but then eagerly come forward, mouth wide for the next one. Behind this Joe was working just as hard, slapping his balls against her dripping entry. He kneaded her perfect, round rear as he did so, loving the way she backed onto him with every quick-caught breath. He rewarded each with a returned and heaving thrust, so that on every beat she had a cock buried somewhere in her depths.

After a few more minutes of this Troy began to gasp himself, giving one last scraping heave into her oesophagus. There he ground out his orgasm, pouring stream after stream of semen down her waiting gullet. She held on for all of it, going bright red in the face as he occupied her wholly. When he finally pulled out she coughed fitfully, threads of cum and saliva dribbling down her chin. She quickly regained that thankful smile though, kissing and licking the deflating penis before her. While still Joe pounded into her pussy, not at his maximum yet... but clearly tiring.

Looking back at him and pushing off the floor to bounce her hips the girl was clearly impressed by his stamina.

“Still not done yet? Most guys would’ve filled me up twice by now… Maybe we should try something else...”

With that she pulled herself free of him, with a wet squelch. Turning round she bore him over backwards, hands on his chest all the way down to the floor. Wiping another dribble of cum from her mouth she proceeded to lower herself back onto his cock. The smooth, soft feeling of her voluntary impalement sent a shiver through Joe's spine. Once he was wholly consumed by her body, the nameless girl began bobbing on her knees. Grinding her hips in spirals as she drew him in and out of her own depths. She closed her eyes in a look of pure contentment as he felt her slick passage welcome him, in and out, in and out. She ran hands through her tumbling hair. Breasts bouncing and face glowing with the sheer, simple pleasure of their rhythm.

The others were now drawn closer again, budding moths inflamed. Enticed by this bobbing siren with erections rapidly reawakening. Opening her eyes she leant out to gather them again, hands reaching out to grasp Dean and Ted’s rising members. Noting Jake’s disappointment she chuckled, nodding her head over a shoulder.

“I’ve got another hole that’s not been filled yet, lovely…”

The quiet, blonde boy looked like a rabbit in the headlights for a second.

“But… I can’t… I’ve never… In your...? Are you sure?!”

“Of course I’m sure honey, I told you… I’m yours now. All of me. To do with as you wish... I wouldn’t have made the deal if I didn’t want to! You can slide yourselves into me anyway you want. Anytime you want... From now on, okay?”

With a still doubtful-sounding “Okay…” Jake shuffled round behind her. Finally freeing himself from a half-caught leg of his pants. The naked cockfiend leant forward, still tugging at a penis with each hand and stirring Joe around inside her. Now there was plenty of room for a second slab of meat to slide inside her. Jake spread her asscheeks timidly. Revealing a puckered little star. Nothing in life to date had prepared him for such an offered view. Licking a middle finger he carefully probed it up inside her, feeling her body shiver in reaction. The clench of muscles inside was tight, but not rejecting, and the amount of juices flowing all around had lubricated the entire area. It felt so alien to be maneuvering a digit inside the dark, forbidden passages of another being. Feeling her flesh encompass and squeeze in upon him. Carefully he removed that finger and lined up his thick, if fairly short, manhood; pressing it up against her. With a heave, he stuffed it straight into her warm and waiting rectum. Instantly feeling the countering pressure of her internal musculature, fighting against all warnings that this was not where this was designed to go. Yet, soon enough, those pressures loosened. The girl arched her smooth back toward him, sighing happily. Clearly she wasn’t in any pain, delighting in the swelling fullness of her innards. Awed by this goddess of raw sexuality, Jake began sliding in and out of her, marvelling at how each push shook through her body. As inside he could feel her soft flesh rolling around the other stiffness grinding away at her.

The girl swayed and shook. Surrounded by their crowding forms on the lounge floor. Jake and Joe pounded up into her on alternating beats as she bounced herself back onto them. With every stroke she would angle her hips to better receive it, clearly eager to drive both cocks into her deepest regions. While above she alternated between Ted and Dean, messily gobbling down upon their members while caressing and cupping their balls. She lapped and sucked at them from every angle, saliva dribbling from her chin as she tried to keep pace with the staggered rhythm being drilled into her below. If the collection had had any doubt as to what kind of angel had dropped into their laps… now they were assuaged. The lust she displayed was bare and primal. She had known exactly what she was offering in their little contract, far more than they themselves had. There was little time to wonder what could have driven her to do so… but to admire the devotion with which she threw her entire body at them was a sordid pleasure in itself.

Finally Joe felt his climax coming... Gazing up at this bouncing vision as little drops of her dripping saliva landed upon his chest. The warm, wet softness of her pussy enveloped him again and again and again. Sucking him in as he felt Jake’s opposing thrusts pull out of her colon, then clinging to him as their directions reversed. Suddenly panicking, he realised there was no time to pull out. His thrusts up into her took on a final, erratic life of their own:  Pumping his hot seed into the very center of her with bucking force. Clearly this change in rhythm did for Jake too... He groaned through a last few spasming thrusts into her rectum. Their new friend rose up on the pressure of these two final bursts. Letting their force carry her hips up as both her passages were coated in their hard-earned gifts. A look of pure bliss ran across her face; one translucent thread still connecting her lips to Ted’s twitching dick. Smiling warmly she looked down with dazed eyes at her final triumph...

Noting the panic on Joe's face she chuckled blearily, with a voice now sounding far away and fairy-like… bouncing off clouds in singalong patterns:

“Oh, don’t worry… you can cum in me all you want Mr. Long-haul... I won’t get pregnant. You can all fill me up… Fill me up with lovely warm presents… Cover me in sticky magic… Make me into a messy little cumdumpster and then cum in me some more…”

She sank back down with these half-dreamed words. Looking completely spaced for a second or two as Jake pulled himself out of her ass with a wet pop. Then, noticing Dean and Ted’s cocks still held in each of her hands... she set straight back to work, swallowing Dean’s down. Joe also drew himself free, shuffling out from under her and watching with morbid fascination as a thick trickle of his semen followed: slipping out of her pussy and down, down to the carpet. He exchanged a glance with the resting Troy, who simply shrugged and trotted back over, taking up position where Jake had been. He grimaced slightly at the small trail of cum leaking out of her here as well, but lined himself up regardless.




Chapter 4

And so the evening progressed, as each housemate took their fill. Fucking their new roomie in every hole they could find of her, until they simply couldn’t cum any more. She was incredible, able to take cock after pounding cock. Rolling from one orgasm to the next with nothing but increasing eagerness. The boys switched in and out. Collapsing down breathless to sit and watch the next take their turn. While she just kept going… on top or below. Anal, oral or vaginal. By the end, she was more ragdoll than woman. Coated in sweat and dripping with cum. Crawling from one fuck to the next, but still begging for more. Till at last she toppled. Falling sideways from Joe's final efforts. Sinking onto the leather sofa in a stupor... white liquid leaking from her gaping ass and pussy. They fetched her a blanket, but left her there to rest. Each creeping up to their own bedroom to sleep like the dead...

That is until several hours later, in the dim light of dawn. Ted crept downstairs and into the lounge. He half expected to find no-one there, for it all to have been a dream or delusion. But no, there she was. The blanket had slipped off to one side, leaving all her naked beauty on display. Though that itself was tinted slightly by the clear patches of drying cum splattered all over her and catching the spreading light. She was snoring slightly, a soft moan and whistle. It all made her seem a little more human than the night before…

He tiptoed over and sat on the edge of the sofa, unsure what he had even intended coming down. He watched her sleep for a while, but soon couldn’t help gently stroking up her leg. When this gained no great reaction he gained enough courage to reach up to the bared slit between her thighs. It was still wet, and quickly got more so as he ran fingers up and down it, dipping in and out of its waiting entrance a little. He tucked his middle finger in up to its first joint and felt the soft flesh inside welcome him. However the girl suddenly gave a quiet, little whimper at this... and he quickly withdrew.

A voice more like a sigh drifted over: the speech of one still half enveloped in a pretty dream:

“No… don’t stop.”

He replaced the finger and continued gently sliding it in and out, circling what he presumed was her clitoris above with his thumb.

“Sorry, I… I thought you were asleep… I just had to check you were real. I mean… I couldn’t believe someone as beautiful as you would let us… I’m sorry… I shouldn’t be…”

She silenced his meandering with another soft murmur and a cool hand reaching out for him. “Shhh, I told you... I’m yours to do what you want with. I wouldn’t have come here if I hadn’t known this would be how it would go… The other one got it. I woke up with him already inside me earlier… you could’ve done that if you wanted…”

This revelation shocked Ted, who else had already had the same idea? But he felt more pressing matters boil up… He had her alone now… just to himself...

“Well I didn’t actually… you know… go in anywhere but your mouth last night... In fact I never have… With any girl… and it didn’t seem right to just do it then… With everyone else there… it all happened so fast.”

One of the girl’s eyes opened, its soft, green glimmer focussing on him. Seconds seemed like hours as he was caught in that perusal and the dim grey light.

“Who would you like me to be?”

“Whah-?” He didn’t understand.

“What would you like to call me, if you're giving me your virginity? What do you want me to be like? You want it to be special right? Well it is… I’m honoured that you're giving it to me... What can I do to make it perfect?”

He nearly felt tears in his eyes, it was too good to be true. “I don’t know… Tsuki maybe? That was a girl I always liked in a… tv show I watch…”

This seemed like an admission that embarrassed the short, slightly-plump young man. As if he was expecting anything he expressed a liking for to be stomped down upon and laughed at. He could help but give off an innocent glee as he furthered his specifications though…

“Can we just go slow and gentle and kiss and stuff… you know, like, childhood-sweetheart stuff… I think I kind of missed out on a lot of that sort of thing...”

The visitor from another world offered him her full, and confidence-boosting consent. 

“Of course! We can do that... Come and lie down with your Tsuki. Whenever you’re ready you can just slide inside me and get used to how it feels. It's an anime you watch right? No need to be embarrassed… is it one of those sexy ones, with like, tentacles and stuff?! I’d love to watch it with you sometime! I’m always looking for new ideas to add to the wank-bank”

Her smile was whole and honest. Without a hint of judgement over how this timid, little character had, or had not, got his rocks off up to this point. Reassured beyond belief Ted clambered up beside her, lowering his boxers to free his throbbing erection. For a while they just kissed. He nestled the head of his penis against her labia and felt the soft give as it bumped up against that patient entrance. He sucked upon her nipples and she nibbled on his ears, whispering sweet nothings. It wasn’t long before nature took its course, the young man felt himself slip inside her wet warmth. Enveloped in her, he slowly buried every inch he had. She gave him a great long kiss, pouring her tongue into his mouth, only to then suck his back into hers. The feeling of truly joining together was incredible. He could hardly tell who began moving first. But before long they were rebounding off each other in great sofa-shaking slaps. She moaned his name and ran clenching fingers through his hair as her hips rose up to meet his every downward press. He kissed her neck and groped her breasts, stirring them around as he leveraged himself in and out. He felt her walls clench. Waves of tightness grabbing at his pumping cock as she reached a gasping climax. His own came not far behind, finally pouring out where it belonged instead of the 3 loads he’d only coated her with before. As he drooped down into her arms he realised this year was quite probably going to be the best in his life.

The rest of that day and the next, a whole weekend, became nothing so much as a blur. The five housemates dragged a spare mattress into the lounge and kept the curtains closed. They ordered pizza for every meal, and quickly grabbed it inside to eat on the floor. All their time was spent fucking their new lodger, one after another, or several at once. They’d fill all her holes. Cover her with streams of cum. Pump out every inch of strength they had… and she’d still keep asking for more, playing with herself in front of them while they rested. They all spent that night downstairs, falling asleep with two cocks still inside her and one slipping from her lips.

In the early evening of that Sunday, it was clear they were all spent. They were an absolute mess. A shambolic collection of humanity at its rawest. Stinking of dried sweat and love juices... She most of all. Her hair stuck out at all angles, glued together by trails of cum. Her pussy and ass were gaping and red, half expecting their next invasion at every second. Her tongue lolled and her eyes rolled. She’d had hardly any sleep, hardly any moment without stimulation. She looked like a wild animal. A prehistoric wet dream... and still she was trying to vaguely lap at the nearest cock.

The owner of this, Joe, looked around and came to a decision.

“Right! We need to sort this out... We can’t just go on like this.”

He stood up and offered down a hand to help the girl do the same. The other housemates gave varied grunts of questioning from their scattered positions.

“We’re all a complete fucking mess. Especially you, errr... Girl… Would you like a hot bath? And then we can make some sort of plan on how we’re going to go on from here… cause it can’t be like this all year.”

She looked up at him shakily, eyes finally focussing.

“That does sound… lovely. But, whatever you want! I can keep going… I can…”

She nearly fell down again, but he caught her just in time.

“Right lads, get up! Help me carry her up to the bathroom.”

The house they’d landed for college was a grand, battered old thing. All rickety stairs and slant roofed rooms. It did however have one hell of a main bathroom: an echoing chamber dominated by a huge old-fashioned bathtub at its centre. One of them ran ahead and ran the taps, creating a steaming tank of bubbles for them to gently lower her into. There they crowded round, each offering to gently soap and massage her ravaged body. Give back a bit of tenderness for all the damage their lust had done. She lay back and let it all wash over her, relaxing fully as ten hands tended to her every inch.

Above, Joe shampooed her curls, maintaining his current position as man of decisions.

“We can’t keep just fucking her all day everyday, all at once... We’ll hurt her, or break her more like. If this is going to work, there’s five of us… Why not take a day each? Monday to Friday. We each get a day where we have sole control over what she does, where she sleeps, all that... Then the weekends we can have one day of whatever that madness was... free-for-all fucking. And one day like this… where we let the girl rest and do whatever she wants… It’s obvious this is what she was after when she offered to come live with us... Some sort of nymphomaniac endless wet dream. But I don’t think anyone can handle a year of that… Ever her.”

Ted piped up, still painstakingly rubbing foam across perky breasts.

“So… on our specific day, no-one else can fuck her? She’s just ours alone?”

“Well I guess we’ll leave that up to you... I don’t think I’d mind other people having a go on my day if we were just hanging out, not doing anything special…”

Dean was at the bottom gently soaping her feet with his hands.

“Sounds fair to me… but who gets what day? I’d need to avoid Tracy… so, like, Thursday’s her yoga evening. I take it you get Monday Joe… you found her…”

The girl listened with half an ear, melting into the water with a wide smile. It was all coming together, her slutty little fantasy. She let them handle the details... drifting away into a deep and needed sleep.




Chapter 5 (Monday)

The girl awoke late the next morning, in a soft bed no less. They must have carried her still asleep from the bath, everything still smelt slightly of soap. She shivered excitedly a little at the thought of them drying off her limp, naked body. Ten hands exploring her every crevice as they had when washing her. The room she was in was neat and simple, a few old posters, a few technical drawings. Not much to go on, but she already had an idea which one of them would have been first to offer his bed… and then not share it with her.

Easing her still slightly-aching legs to the floor she set off to find the bathroom, considered borrowing a shirt, then decided there was little point. She found the place easy enough: it was right opposite, but she was curious how empty the house seemed... There was not a soul to be seen or heard. Heading downstairs, she wandered into the only other room she knew. The lounge windows were uncurtained and open and she basked in the sunlight pouring through; loving both the warmth on her naked skin and the possibility that anyone on the street could glance in at that moment. Here at last she heard some sounds of life: the clatter of pans from a nearby open door.

She followed these through to find a wide kitchen/dining room, glowing with the light from two large patio doors. Stood with his back to her was Joe, busy scrubbing plates in the sink. Tiptoeing up behind him, she snaked her hands around his waist and caught hold of his precious bulge. He jumped a little, then relaxed into her teasing grope.

“So you’re finally awake then? I’m not surprised you slept so long after all that.. The others are all off on their first day of studies, but mine doesn’t start till tomorrow. How’re you feeling?”

The girl who was still, as yet, nameless… continued massaging his crotch. It seemed almost as if she found herself incapable of interacting with anyone without also working to arouse them.

“Mmmm… Much better thanks to that bath, that was lovely of you… and was that your bed?”

“Oh… yeah. I figured you needed it more than me. I just took the couch… after cleaning it up a bit of course.”

Joe could feel his own heart beating in the swelling pressure that this completely naked creature was building beneath his zipper. His questions of why would behave this way ever increasing in line with such. Yet, she had made it very plain already that answers would not be easily forthcoming. Not even a name had been granted, amongst all the more physical intimacies she had happily given freely. She seemed almost to use sex as a way to deflect against any stakes of personal interest.

“Well you should’ve just got in there with me! I don’t need a whole bed just for me, and it would’ve made waking up that much sweeter… for both of us.”

As if on cue: she began unbuckling his jeans now, sliding cool hands into his waistline and pushing his fly open from the inside.

“To make up for it, why don’t you let me take over there… and you slide in behind to wake me up properly.”

“Already? You really are insatiable aren’t you?” Joe chuckled, but could not refuse an offer like that. For all his curiosity, the urge to continue living out this fantasy and not ever risk breaking its spell was palpable. 

He dropped his pants to the floor and let her prime little rear squeeze in front of him. She got right to work on the washing up. Though also added more liquid than was quite necessary, stirring up an excessive amount of bubbles. The girl then proceeded to bend over into this, simultaneously coating her chest in foam and catching his swelling cock between her buttocks. He let her rock herself back into this for a little while, holding her hips as she rolled them against him. Tucking his dick under her, he could feel her juices already beginning to trickle down one leg; so let her torment herself a little longer by running those moist lower lips across the top of his shaft. Soon enough however, he could hardly hold back his own lust either... and slipped his throbbing head up inside her. She felt just as good as the first time, somehow still gripping him tightly after all that abuse and without the slightly off-putting feeling of wading through other’s leavings. He began pushing long, strong strokes into her as she continued to calmly wash one dish after another.

It became a silent game, she’d begin washing something and he’d slide in and out of her. Choosing just the wrong moments to thrust a little harder or deeper and send shivers up her spine. She didn’t drop anything though, and soon their pace was increasing, passing the point it could be ignored. He reached up and under her arms, stirring the foam onto her breasts and pulling against them for every thrust. The girl began giving little yelps of pleasure and bending over further and further, dipping her nipples into the warm water. Soon she had no choice but to give up on the illusion of washing, leaning heavily on the sink for support. He slammed her through an orgasm, feeling her curl up against the sink and dip her hair in the water as those yelps became shouted ‘Yes!’s’. Pulling out and flipping her around: he lifted her light frame up so she could sit on the edge of the water. Taking advantage of his height he drove straight back into her pussy as she wrapped her legs and arms around him. She pulled him tighter and tighter to her as he pumped back up to speed, whispering all manner of dark and hungry nothings, directly into his ear.

“Fuck me!” She said, her tongue spearing into his ear. Her teeth flickering tiny bites across his earlobe in between thrusts and whispers. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Fuck me like the little slut I am! I’m all yours now and I want you to fuck me everyday until I can’t even stand up... and then fuck me some more!”

He had no choice but to obey. No thoughts but to draw more of his flagging speed and strength into this pleasure. He slammed into her with everything he had, pushing her back and back with the force of each blow. Then, suddenly... He was cumming and she was falling. Toppling backwards into the sink, the naked, young beauty ended up with her back against the taps and her knees up in the air. His spurting cock shot cream across her belly and into the water between her legs as her bottom settled amongst the last few plates and cutlery. She sat like that in the afterglow, looking both ridiculous and incredible... till they both fell about laughing. He helped her out and offered a towel to dry off with, while discarding the remains of one very-shattered plate...




Chapter 6

“Well I’ve decided what to name you.” Joe revealed as they finished off breakfast, still naked and sat across the dining table from each other.

“Oh? And what’s that?”

“Bubbles!” he smirked. “That’s twice I’ve seen you covered in them.”

“I like it! ...and you can dunk me in more of them anytime!” The curly-haired masterpiece exclaimed through a mouthful of cereal. She had an aura of relaxed impoliteness that matched up well with her many other… unladylike qualities.

“So what are we going to do today? I seem to remember you boys dividing me up over the week. On Mondays I’m yours to play with right?”

“Err yeah, as long as you don’t mind us doing that? Do you have lectures you need to go to?” She shook her head and waved these questions away. “Well I thought we could go out for a bit… explore the city. It’s a lovely day, and we didn’t exactly get much fresh air over the weekend.”

Her face fell a little, clearly she had been expecting a suggestion along other lines... but she recovered quickly, laughing in that teasing way of hers.

“Okay! Like this? I’m happy to, but we might get arrested pretty quickly.”

“No Bubbles, we’ll have to put some clothes on… but that’s a point. You didn’t bring anything with you. And I’m not even sure where the ones you were wearing ended up… You got some stashed somewhere you want us to pick up? You’ll have to borrow some of mine in the meantime. They’ll be way to big, but I’m sure something’ll fit.”

A look of disappointment implied that their new home invader considered clothing a generally unnecessary obstacle… but she brought herself around to the idea with a clap of excitement: “Oooh, dress up time! What you saw was what you got with me I’m afraid… no accessories included. Me and clothes have a very... casual relationship. But is there anything in particular you want me to wear? Show off your new toy in all her finery?”

“Well, I can see that! But no, you go pick anything you can find that fits and I’ll clear this away...”

Joe got his jeans back on and entered the lounge, to find someone already waiting. The girl was dressed in one of his white shirts, plain and smart but more like a full dress upon her small frame. She gave a little twirl when she saw him though, and the ruse was revealed. The shirt was all she was wearing. It rose up a little as she span, unveiling those round little ass cheeks, so very barely covered. In fact when the light from the front window caught her, her whole curving form was revealed, silhouetted against the thin material.

“You’re coming out in public… like that?” Already he could feel his pants tightening at the thought of walking along with that beside him, knowing how little stood between her and polite society’s eyes.

All he got was a “Yep.” so he shrugged and unlocked the door, unable to resist staring as she bent over in front of him. Her puckered little anus and pink slit were on full display as she tugged her short leather cowboy boots on... This was going to be an interesting trip.

‘Bubbles’ bobbed along beside him on the sidewalk and the corner of his eye was transfixed. Every other step the open top button of that shirt would flap wide and from his vantage point he could see her naked breast held taut against the fabric. She knew he was looking, and he knew she knew. It was all just a game of momentary flashes. The streets were fairly empty, but he shot nervous glances at every stranger they passed. Would any of them notice? Would they react if they had? A few workmen down the way wolf-whistled… but he was fairly certain they would’ve anyway.

He led her to the local park, a wide swathe of open grassy hills and little wooded paths. Opening the gate for her she pretended to get a button caught on the fence. Offering a few precious, precarious seconds of her bare lower half unveiled to the world. No-one was close enough to see, but his heart was pounding nonetheless. She freed herself smoothly, but ‘neglected’ to do that bottom button back up. Causing the slightest breeze to now dance up the hem and flash a glimpse of buttock, or the very lowest edge of her well-trimmed mound. They wandered the open paths toward an ice cream van, where Joe bought them both a cone. Of course Bubbles popped another top button while waiting and gave the vendor a saucy wink. Her serving was considerably bigger.

Walking along in the hot sun this led to yet more convenient accidents. Her cone had a habit of dripping white cream down her chin; to then slowly progress down her neck and slip between her cleavage. A fact which she paid no notice to... allowing the sticky trails to simply run down from the corners of her mouth. A passing cyclist nearly flew off the path, clearly distracted by one of these drips. Then, they came to the fountains. Three-quarters of the way up a hill these occupied a wide, flat plateau. Small, synchronised spouts of water bursting forth from the pavings at regular intervals. The couple continued on between these into a small and shallow pool where larger and more powerful iterations spun and sparkled in mesmerising patterns.

With the ice creams finished, the girl innocently wandered over to clean off her sticky hands and face. Joe knew exactly where this was going, but had lost all hope of stopping it. All he had left was a steadily building lust and a morbid fascination for what she’d do next. The jet of water splashed up to just about her chest height. She caught handfuls of its shimmering surge and splashed them across her face and neck. Turning to wave him over, her shapely chest was now clearly visible. Nipples pointing out through clinging fabric, whose whiteness was rapidly transforming into translucence. He strolled over casually, enjoying the view as much as possible. A middle-aged lady walked past with her dog, they both waved nervously to her... She just smiled coyly and walked on.

Coming up to the girl he lost all resistance... he just had to grab hold of her and stick his tongue down her throat. She responded eagerly, leaning up into him and wrapping her arms up his back. Suddenly the kiss became a whole lot more intense. Her fingernails clawed into his skin and a great shiver ran up through her whole body. Her tongue coiled around his like a snake, before she broke off gasping. Looking down at her shocked face, Joe burst out laughing as he realised: Their embrace had forced her back a step, right over the fountain’s nozzle. A stream of presumably quite-cold water had just blasted up into her unprotected nethers. Even as the shock wore off and she began to laugh herself... Another spurt came up, shuddering her in his steadying arms. She seemed to enjoy this one a little more, now she was ready for it, and did not move away. Instead she resumed kissing him, allowing the periodical burst to drive their enthusiasm.

By now he was also quite wet and very, very horny. He dragged the girl away from her new favourite place and up a short, wooded path behind the pool. This wound steeply through the trees, to a little known observation tower. Here you could climb up onto a metal grilled deck and look out over all the city valley. She rushed to the railing and leaned out, clearly amazed by the view. His wasn’t bad either as her bare ass rose up to balance her, just asking to be driven into. Freeing his throbbing member he did just that, sliding all the way in immediately. She gasped and swung an arm back over a shoulder to grab his head. Closing her eyes and biting her lip. She’d clearly been as desperate for this as he had. He began thrusting a steady pace immediately... but she quickly stopped him.

“Wait! I wanna try something!”

Pushing him back a step, she ducked down. Then leaned her body out beneath the railing’s top banister, with her belly on the lower rail. Catching on he grabbed hold of her hips and slid back inside. She undid all her buttons and leaned out again, catching her feet back around his legs for support. Now, as he fucked her, she flew. Her arms out like wings and white shirt flapping in the wind. The nymphomaniac girl stared out at the city spread out below her. She could pick out a thousand miniscule figures and flashing windows. None of whom knew she was floating in the air above them, breasts bouncing as a cock slammed in and out of her, over and over. It felt incredible, even after a whole weekend of endless screwing.

After a while they turned her around, so the great expanse was behind her. Somehow it felt even higher: the adrenaline of hanging above an unknown drop only increasing the waves of pleasure. She watched the strangely romantic boy who’d brought here heave and huff against the blue sky as he stirred her insides around. Then she leant back and looked out at a world where down was up, and trees and buildings filled the heavens. A huge, mind-devouring orgasm shook through her, filling that clear sky with stars. She felt him cum at the same moment, splashing liquid warmth into her core and closed her eyes to bask in it. This was the sort of Monday she could live with… and she’d got a whole year's worth to come.




Chapter 7

It was in the freedom of that moment: As the girl hung out over the abyss that held the rest of the world; that the wind swept up around her freely dangling arms. One second Joe’s shirt was acting as the sail upon her otherwise naked ship... The next it was sailing off on waves of its own. It flew out and down, some 100 metres or more. Only to lodge in the very top of a pine tree, becoming a surrender flag to all restraints on her unveiled beauty. Joe pulled her back through the railings and simply held her. They panted their breath back in the afternoon sun, just watching that flag wave at them.

She stood near the base of the tree, arms crossed worriedly in nothing but her tan-coloured boots. Joe couldn’t help but notice a single drip of his cum slowly creeping down her inner leg, even from his precarious position. That looked magnificent... the prospects up here… not so much. He was barely halfway and already the branches were becoming far too thin. In the end he had to give in to her ordered retreat. Nature had reclaimed that scrap of its cotton.

Which left them with an issue: Before her outfit had been scandalous... now it was actually illegal. Though how anybody could possibly take offence to such a view was beyond him. He offered his own, now slightly torn t-shirt again, but she refused. That excited smirk of hers was returning. He got the feeling a new game was afoot.

“It’s a monday afternoon at the start of term. How many people are going to be out and about at this time? I bet a boy like you knows all kinds of shortcuts and back alleys he can take a girl down for a bit of privacy…”

He didn’t particularly like or resemble the insinuation… but it was true he could probably get them home by a mostly quiet route. If they were lucky. Very lucky. Shaking his head at how he’d ended up at this situation Joe took her hand and led her back up into the trees. At least getting out of the park should be fairly easy.

Which was an assumption that nearly got them caught immediately. Popping out onto a rarely used path he had to turn and grab hold of her in a flash. Hugging her bare skin to him as tight as possible he shoved his tongue into her mouth. It was useful her entire M.O. was to submit to such advances... As a little old man scurried past, fortunately too embarrassed by the snogging couple to look back at the details. Bubbles giggled at his receding back, giving Joe another quick kiss in return and then striding ahead on to the path. The little ass wiggle she gave him as she did so telling him all he needed to know about whether she was enjoying this.

They had no more encounters within the park, but at its edge was the most dangerous obstacle: A main road, two lanes each way, with no choice but to cross it. Traffic was sparse, but ever present. Some lights a little way along offering the only reprieve. They would have to wait till these changed, jump the fence, cross the road and get into the alley on the other side. All under the unavoidable eyes of those stopped and waiting. And... looking at the height of the fence, they would have to do it one after each other as he’d need to help her over. He explained the plan, got in position... and they waited for the lights.

As soon as he saw red they went for it. He heaved her up and nearly chucked her over. She landed well though and was already in the road as he toppled after. Except… disaster struck. Her boot caught, shaken loose by her fence vaulting. She stumbled onto the central reservation and had to quickly pull it back straight. Only the traffic was already moving. The stop had only been a pedestrian crossing pressed out of hand. Joe could do nothing but watch in dismay as he was cut off from his naked charge by a river of cars. For the first time since he’d known her, the girl looked genuinely embarrassed. Her face blooming a deep, blushing red as she squirmed to cover herself with her arms. In between two rushing walls of beeping horns and jeering calls she was just about the sexiest thing 40-odd commuters would ever see on a roadside. When the last vehicle had finally decided it couldn’t excuse passing any slower she belted across the final stretch. Disappearing out of sight on the other side. Joe caught up with her there, cowering behind a wall. She immediately latched onto him, head against his chest. Still, he couldn’t help noticing how sharply her nipples pressed into him, or the trickling dampness running down her leg.

Once the shock had subsided the girl looked up at Joe with fierce, if watery, eyes. As if that momentary lapse in her ‘happy-to-do-anything’ guise would be met with a direct challenge from him. The bemused student just tried to smile reassuringly… which clearly somehow made it worse. With a determined look she pulled down his pants and swallowed his cock, all in one smooth movement. Now it was back to Joe's turn to worry... They were barely 10ft from the road, only concealed by what was still a public alleyway. Bubbles was devoting her full attention to guzzling him down. Crouched down, naked, she worked as if she had pride to regain. She drove his meat down her own throat, tongue lashing about it as if possessed by a demon all of its own. Looking down on this scene, Joe felt overcome by the madness of it all. The sheer pleasure. The danger. The pure, unadulterated sexiness of this creature... It all became too much. He grabbed her hair and began returning the desperation. Shoving himself down her neck in huge, choking thrusts. She took hold behind his legs and only helped him slam into her deeper. Fighting her own reflexes to gulp down his entirety... For once Joe didn’t last long. Apparently these were the specific circumstances that got him going most. As he started to cum he let go of the girl’s hair, which let her spit his length out of her oesophagus, coughing. She caught his spurting member with her hand though... and directed its payload across herself. The amount he came was, quite frankly, ridiculous. Especially considering he’d already shot two loads into her already. Thick, goopy lines of semen coated her cheek, chin and chest, beginning their slow drip downwards. She stood up but made no effort to clean herself... clearly taking this mess as a badge of honour. Instead, simply beginning to lead the way home. Not waiting a second for him to catch up.

They made it the rest of the way without any specific incidents. Though, all the while, Joe wondered how many strangers glanced out of their back windows to see a naked girl dripping with cum. Walking along without a care. There must’ve been a few... They reached the house by the back gate, cutting through the walled garden. She looked around in amazement. He’d forgotten she wouldn’t have seen this little, private paradise of theirs. They crossed through quickly though, he needed the bathroom and she needed something else...

Coming in through the kitchen they found most of the others in the lounge. With the new excitement not around they had clearly reverted to old ways and were just playing mariokart. As they entered, Bubbles looked up at Joe in askance. He chuckled and nodded, heading off to have a shower. She immediately jumped into the lap of the nearest player: Ted, and proceeded to free his budding erection and impale herself upon it. He lost that race fantastically. They all eyed the cum dripping from her and asked innocently about her day... to which they received an over-excitedly, in depth rundown. In the meantime Ted lost again, the bouncing body on his lap proving impossible to ignore. This of course led to a challenge: They decided whoever won each race would gain the girl for the next, to fuck herself upon them in anyway she liked. This proved quite the handicap... With her ricocheting between their laps every few minutes. After a while she started to get annoyed at this, never quite getting going before being passed around. Chiding their manhood for being unable to keep her, she demanded a controller of her own. If she won: she got to pick whether she stayed or switched. Surprisingly, this changed things completely. It turned out she was fantastic at the game, even with a cock churning within her. Soon the challenge transmuted into trying to unseat her before she could gain an orgasm. Whoever was fucking her would up the tempo on difficult corners or quickly switch into her anus, all in an attempt to put her off. Still, she won herself several triumphant climaxes over the afternoon and collected a mess of sticky internal prizes from the defeated.

Their competition dragged on into the evening. Jake came in late with a bag of shopping, taking it straight upstairs. When he came down he simply walked up to the girl without a word and stuck his cock in her mouth. Passing pleasantries with the others over the top of her bobbing head. Meanwhile, Joe was taking his turn in the kitchen... a cooking policy they kept very similar to the one with their newest amenity. By the time they had eaten, night was well settled and Joe was yawning from a night on the couch and a day of adventures.

When the girl had gulped down her latest creamy dessert he declared “Okay Bubbles, time to clean up and head to bed!” To a general, but consenting ‘aww…’ from the rest of the group; he and she headed up to the bathroom.

When they got there she pinned him against the door with a kiss, thanking him for all the day's activities. “I haven’t had so much fun in ages! Want to make me even more messy before I wash up?”

He smiled tiredly down at the already rather cum-drenched nymphomaniac.

“I’m actually running pretty near my limit here Bubs... What did you have in mind?”

She was still buzzing with sexual energy, about to suggest some of her more dark and dirty desires. But she caught the look on the young man’s face… not tonight. Not with this one. Instead, she simply smiled.

“Nevermind then, we’ve got all year… Help me in the shower instead? Then we can just cuddle up in bed.”

This they did... and when she got there from the warm water the girl realised she was pretty exhausted herself. Running mostly on excitement and adrenaline. They lay together, naked under the covers and simply bathed in each other’s presence. Just before dropping off he whispered a question: “Where on earth did you come from?”

‘If you only knew…’ The young lady thought, letting sleep claim her too.




Chapter 8 (Tuesday)

Her dreams were sweet and pink, she drifted through clouds. Making love to the sky and being adored by the scurrying masses below. There was a roll of thunder on the horizon however... An invasion in her depths that rumbled and shook her. It felt rough and uncompromising, a storm beholden only to its own rules. Still, she understood that this was love too, simply another way of showing it.

She awoke face down in that same soft bed, but to a weight on her back and a throbbing inside her. Her rectum stung and groaned as something swollen and hot forced its way in and out. This was not Joe. She was coming to know the feel of them all enough to know that, which meant it must be…

“That’s twice you’ve woken me up like this now Jake… Y’know it’s considered polite to at least warn a lady before hopping into her ass!”

She felt the surprise at her waking comment rock through the boy… and of course therefore her. Turning her head she affixed him with a beady eye.

“Err… I’m sorry… Joe’s gone… and it’s my day now… I just thought… I thought you were a slut, not a lady. Didn’t you say we could do anything we wanted? I’m sorry… I’m not very good with these things…”

Never had the girl encountered someone balls deep in her ass so unsure of themself. He seemed genuinely confused by the etiquette. She couldn’t help but chuckle.

“I was only teasing Jake, you can wake me up anyway you like. I’m your slut, and certainly not above a bit of a rough awakening, actually I quite enjoy it. But never think a woman can’t be a slut and a lady: I’m one, the other and sometimes both.”

And with that she backed up on to him, pushing off the bed with her arms to give a little more resistance. She could almost feel him pondering her words as he resumed fucking her, her ass loosening up to begin enjoying its first visitor. He didn’t take long to cum, sending a few spurts of warm wake-up juice rattling into her bowels. Her horniness was now fully up and jumping and that would not be nearly enough… unfortunately other calls of nature would have to come first.

“Mmmm… Yes, you can wake me up like that anytime lovely. But you’re going to have to get off me now, I need the loo and don’t want to mess up Joe's room, not when he’s not here anyway.” She dropped a sly wink at this.

Jake hopped off and out of her, dick deflating.

“Err yes, sure, of course… errm can I come with you? And err.. watch? Is that weird?”

The girl rolled off the bed, trying to clench and keep all the cum in her ass from dripping out anywhere. She tried to look sultry for her new patron of the day at the same time, but wasn’t quite sure if she managed it.

“Why of course! Your wish is my command… master.”

It was a good line, and she noticed the glint in his eyes at that word. But matters were getting very pressing since being fucked in the ass very much felt like being repeatedly punched in the bladder, she scurried to the bathroom.

Sat on the toilet, she spread her legs and gave the quiet boy a full view. She had never quite got why that turned some people on… just another variation on ‘the dirty mystique behind closed doors’ thing she guessed. The unknown either frightens or arouses you, usually both, the lady as a tramp idea again. God, childhood fucks most people up. Well if this sheltered soul needed a crash course in debauchery, she knew just the harlot for the job.

“So why are you so interested in whether I’m a ‘slut’ Jake? You know most people take offence to that word right? Whether they deserve it or secretly like it or, in most cases, don’t.”

“I… I just never met one before… people were always going on about them, in school, in church. But the few girls I ever spoke too… were nothing like that, wherever they were from. I just never really understood what was so bad about having a person who let you use them to get all your bad thoughts out, who enjoyed all the things you weren’t supposed to so other people didn’t have to hold it all in…”

“So that’s it. So you’d like me to be your slut? A human toilet to flush all your dirty little ideas into?”

His blue eyes lit up like sapphires. “Yes! That sounds perfect! And can you call me ‘master’ again? And let me tie you up and punish you and make you do embarrassing things?”

The girl walked over and placed a finger on his lips to stop this excited tirade. “I can do all that and much, much more. But first, two things: One, this happens only on Tuesdays, the day I belong to you alone, the rest of the time I’m a lady and a slut, not just the latter okay? And Two: we have to do this right: normally we’d set up some kind of safeword… buuut I’m me, so I don’t think we’ll need one. More importantly if you’re the master, you’ve gotta act like one. No more asking “can I?”. Put me in the place you want me! Treat me like the dirty harlot I am! So first things first, I’m going to show you how disgusting I am… I’m going to climb in that bath over there and you’re going to piss all over me. And as soon as you see me like that you’re going to know exactly what kind of slut you now own.”

She said nothing more, simply walked over to the tub and climbed in. All the confidence and commanding sexuality seemed to just slip away from her as she did. Jake approached the bath slowly, only to find a wide-eyed girl curled up naked within. She looked anxious, but in a self-conscious way, as if more worried about whether she was doing things right than what he might do. As he opened his fly she moved closer, still keeping those big green eyes aimed up at his, but shuffling, unable to quite meet his gaze for any length of time. As he pulled out his cock she sat up on her knees, hands clasped behind her back, mouth open. Fighting back a complicating erection Jake angled himself at her face… and let loose. The golden stream splashed across her face, cascading down onto her tits below. She moved her mouth to catch it and let it pour into the back of her throat, gulping and spluttering as it filled her mouth. She coughed a lot of it back onto herself, but a good amount must clearly have gone down her throat. When it subsided Jake shook the last droplets into her face, then offered the head to be obediently lapped clean.

Looking down on the sorry bedraggled mess in his bathtub, the boy sneered in open disgust. “Clean yourself up and then come meet me in my room. You have five minutes and cold water only. Don’t be any longer.” Then he turned on a heel and left, not bothering to close the door. The girl coughed one more rasping time. Then quickly began unravelling the shower head, spraying its ice cold water straight into her mouth first, in a vain attempt to eradicate the taste.

Six minutes later the girl stood outside a closed door, still wet and shivering. She had made it here in time, and knocked immediately, but received no reply, despite the obvious sounds of movement inside. After another cold minute, the door was opened. Equally cold eyes studied her trembling body in painstaking detail, delaying the inevitable just that second more.

“You’re late. And wet.” The statements simply hung there, solid and unquestioning.

“There were no towels master… it’s really cold!” *Slap!* The hit had little weight to it, more noise than action. Still it turned the girl’s head and set her cheek a’glowing.

“I didn’t ask what the temperature was. In fact I didn’t ask you anything, I didn’t expect any better from a piss-drinking slut like you. From now on, you will only speak when I tell you too, except to say ‘yes sir’ or ‘thank you master’. Understood?”

“Yes sir.”

“Good, then come on in. You can drip dry as punishment.”

The slut followed Jake into the room. It was immaculate, very simply decorated and kept completely clean, tidy and ordered. Nothing covered the walls except a few shelves of books and a single wooden cross. On the primly set bed however there were a series of items, all lined up in a row, by order of size. Each one was a sex toy of some kind, as though picked out from a buffet as a taster introduction to a foreign food.

“Do you like my new toys? I popped into a shop I’d noticed on the way back from class in anticipation of having you to myself. The nice lady in there was very helpful, she talked me through all the ins and outs.”

The girl could only stare dumbly, shaken out of character for a second as she tried to imagine the quiet little christian boy innocently walking into a sex shop. That must have been why he’d been so late back yesterday…

*Smack!* The blow came to her ass this time and was considerably harder. She squeaked and felt the blurry red hand print blush itself into her cold, stinging skin.

“When I ask you whether you like the wonderful things I’ve bought you, a polite young slut will say ‘yes and thank you’ to her master.

“Yes master! Thank you master!”

“Good. But that’s twice now you’ve forgotten your place. Bend over and give your new presents a closer look… keeping that slutty little ass aimed at me of course.”

She did so, murmuring a ‘yes sir’ and laying her upper body among the strange and knobbly devices. She expected the strike when it came this time, but not the medium. He must have also bought a paddle of some sort because the hard surface spread warmth and pain across both her curving cheeks. Her knees buckled a little, earning a command of “legs straight!” After this she kept them locked out though, weathering 7 or 8 more hits, rotating unpredictably between one ass cheek or the other. By the last few the burning sensation had spread across her whole bottom and was tingling up into the rest of her, directly via her more private regions. It hurt yes, but the pain was tinged with something else… a distinct hunger for the next stimulation as the previous blow faded. Now her master slid the smooth varnished edge of paddle between her thighs, catching the moist dribble that had begun to flow from her slit.

“Are you enjoying this slut? From here your ass looks like a blushing bride, eager to be taken to a cheap hotel room and deflowered. Is that what you want? To have your master inside you?”

“Oh yes master!” She replied, it had been about an hour since her last fucking, quite a while by her recent standings. She could really go for a good…

The next few smacks came in quick succession, each one harder than the last. Somewhere among them she cried out in shock.

“What makes you think you deserve such a thing?! You’ve got work to do today hussy. And you’re not even dressed yet.”

Looking back at the scheming resolution in the boy's eyes, the slut realised she might be in for a more interesting day than she realised. Biting her lip in anticipation she forced herself back into character. She was going to have to be a good little slave girl to get what she wanted it seems.

Ass still stinging the girl stood meekly as her master fussed about her naked body.

“First we must get you dressed right. A little slut can’t be expected to do her job properly if she's distracting herself with her own lack of decency! Look at you! Leaving everything hanging out on display like a whore! We must cover you up! Starting with those pointy little nipples.”

Taking some items off the bed, he held up a pair of small bean-like vibrators and ordered her to hold them on her nipples. He immediately turned them on, there light buzzing pulses driving through her already aroused points. Then he approached her again, carefully cutting loose two strips of duct tape from a roll. Trying to hold the beans in place, one handed and working against their own movements and her sensitivity, was difficult. But she just about managed while he ceremoniously sealed the things to her. Now the buzzing became a background tingling, a taut constant tugging on her erogenous zones that constantly aroused and distracted her.

Next came an apron. Nothing particularly special about that, it was brown and simple, completely covering her front but leaving her rear exposed. It tied round the middle and here Jake tucked the bean vibrators’ wires and controlled, to hang at her hip. Once all that was secure her got her to bend back over, the other way this time so she had no support, nor could see what he was picking up off the bed. He pulled her hands up behind her back and tied them together with something rope-like. Then the insertions began. There was no warning before he shoved a thick, knobbly… something into her pussy. She reared up at the suddenness of it, earning nothing more than another couple of spanks. The thing was huge, stretching her passage walls uncomfortably to bear its own misshapen bulk. Of course this too was set vibrating and duct taped secure. The deep pulsing of its motor grinding up through the girl's soul as the tape settled painfully onto what little hair she kept down there.

The final part of her ‘uniform’ was handed to her behind her back, her tied hands struggling to hold its weight. It was a string of anal beads: cold, metal and heavy. They were also ridiculously sized, each smooth orb at least an inch and a half in diameter.

“Just pop them in your ass, won’t you slut? I’ll get your cleaning equipment ready.”

Obeying this command was an ordeal in patience, flexibility and a sphincter thankfully well practiced at welcoming foreign bodies. She was well aware he was watching every moment  as she stretched and struggle to push each freezing ball inside herself. Each one sucked up into her rectum added a stifling weight to her colon, constantly buzzing with the vibrations rolling through her fleshy walls from the other visitor. It took a full ten minutes to get the whole string of 5 inside, leaving her feeling bloated and uncomfortable from the very centre of her being. Worse, when she got to the end of the string she realised its small chain kept going a little way, to a ring that was apparently hooked into her hand restraints. Now any movement with her pulled back arms caused a churning reaction inside of her, shuffling all those heavy swellings.

Seeing the realisation dawn in her eyes brought a twisted smile to the face of her master. He ordered her to stand back up straight and she did so. The movement causing waves of discomfort, but also blossoming pleasure. Her legs shook with the intensity of it all. Gasping a little she looked up at him in fearful respect.

“But master, how am I going to clean anything like this?”

“Why, silly girl… with your mouth of course… what other good is it?”




Chapter 9

She worked for hours. With a feather duster held between gritted teeth she was ordered to sweep over all the surfaces in his room, high and low. Reaching up to shelves forced her to arch her back and stand up on tiptoes, driving the lumpy chain of beads up into her colon. Bending down to the floor was worse though, at that angle her bound hands were forced to tug away from her ass. The beads would be tugged out against her sphincter and slowly pop free, one by one. These short bursts of release would only intensify the next few moments and make it all the worse when a few harsh spanks signalled she had to push them back in. Soon her legs were streaming with her own juices, dripping down onto the floor behind her. He was always watching though, and as soon as she came even close to coming he would calmly walk over and turn down the vibrators for a bit, tutting as if she was a naughty child.

After his room was done, they moved to the bathroom. Her duster replaced by a toilet brush. She had to lean right into the bowl and hold the brush sideways between her teeth to get any sort of scrubbing deemed satisfactory. After that he made her crawl into the bathtub and lick it clean “in case she’d left any of her earlier mess”. Thankfully she had rinsed it down pretty well… but still the thought brought back the taste and reaching all the sides and corners put her in the worst positions yet.

It was when they got downstairs that the game changed. The slut was just about getting hang of operating without her hands. Tidying up the living room her nose rankled at the old socks and discarded beer bottles she had to carry back and forth, but crumpled up in a corner she found her own old clothes, which she considered a win. The constant stimulation from the toys was beginning to dull a bit too. She was still desperate to cum, but her body had adjusted to most of the discomfort and warmed the metal beads. It all came back into focus though when her head was roughly dragged back and the world went dark. Her master had snuck up behind with a blindfold, and now tightened it behind her head.

He led her through complete darkness to a chair, one of the dining room ones she guessed by its uncovered wood and encircling arms. Here he took off her apron and released her hands momentarily, getting her to sit down then retying them through the back of the chairs hollow frame. Sitting on the still present beads was incredibly uncomfortable, so she scootched forward to perch further back on her ass. Clearly this was what Jake intended because he then used more rope to tie her knees open, one to each arm of the chair. Sat like this she was completely open to approach, unable to move or see at all. The slut was left like this for minutes that seemed like hours, straining to hear the various strange sounds and movements around her.

Suddenly there was a burst of pain from her nipple as the vibrator and tape were ripped free. This was followed by the other in due course, though the time between them seemed purposefully extended to build anxiety. The sting burnt deep into her flesh, but then was equally suddenly quelled. Cooling wetness blossomed on each teat as her master held ice cubes against them. He soothed them tenderly, running small circles round each one, gently chilling and caressing. He even ran one across her lips and popped it inside her mouth to melt slowly away. Soon her chest was completely cool and nearing numbness, with icy water running down to settle in her belly button. This was all wiped up and dried with a soft towel, again gently and carefully.

Which made the first drip of hot wax so, so much worse. She shrieked in shock as it landed on her breast, a searing splash of pain and counter-temperature. Several more followed, in staggered, unpredictable rhythm. The splats quickly cooled and set, leaving white splotches across her tits, surrounded by red, glowing skin. As he continued to deposit these droplets he asked a series of questions:

“What kind of creature are you?”

“Eeek! I’m a slut, master! I’m a dirty nympho whore!”

“And who does your body belong to?”

“Aaaah, to you! It belongs to you… but please!”

“So who gets to decide what temperature it is?”

“ ...You do master… Ow! Thank you for doing so master…”

“Good. You’re very welcome.”

Jake beamed with how well his work had progressed, the shop owner had recommended the candles especially. They burned at a specific low temperature, painful but not damaging. And now he was blessed with this view, of the slut covered in hardening white splashes. Like a cum covering that could last for days, with beautiful red patterns spreading across her chest. It was almost a shame to ruin it… but he didn’t want to waste what he had left. Without another word her poured the whole heated bowl across her breasts. She screamed into half an orgasm just due the the intensity of the heat, pleasure and pain. The white liquid coated her entire chest and slowly settled, forming her into half a perfect white cast of herself. The feeling as it solidified was near indescribable a deep intense heat that squeezed across and into her. Through half a daze she felt him rip loose the other vibrator and pop an ice cube or two in her pussy. There was no specific difference between pain or pleasure now, just an overwhelming melting pot of temperatures, hormones and adrenaline inside her. She let it all course through her body, squirming in her bonds as it willed her too, rolling through an orgasm of her entire being. All she could do was yell, over and over: “Thank you master! Thank you master! Thank you masterrrrr!”

When the others got in, one by one, they found her still in position. Jake was nearby, humming to himself as he tidied up the kitchen and began cooking dinner. Occasionally he’d pop a bit of food in the slut’s mouth, or slap her across the face. Both earning eager thank yous. The could hardly believe the blindfolded, wax-coated and toy filled beauty was the work of their quiet housemate.

Ted was the first in. He approached flabbergasted, but unable to look away from her frozen solid chest, its bulging form smoothed by the white coating and yet still carrying all ths details of her curves and pointing nipples.

“What has he done to you?!”

She recognised his voice through the void and offered one of her unmistakable smiles in his direction. “Master has been very kind to me, all day. He’s let me be his slut and given me everything I deserve.”

“Errr… okay. As long as your happy I guess… c-can I still fuck her Jake?” The new found appreciation and slight fear of his old friend was clear in his voice.

“Of course! That’s what she’s for after all. Just take out whichever toy is in the way and pop it back in when you’re done… Oh and make sure she thanks you for letting her be your cumdumpster.”

The smaller boy still seemed a little unsure. But he couldn’t resist the pull of her tied up and waiting form. He cheered up as he felt her body welcome him even more eagerly than usual and even gave a chirpy “No problem” as she thanked him profusely for the sticky load he filled her with.

Each other housemate had a fairly similar encounter. None complained at her treatment, these had been the rules after all. They were just stunned by the fact it was Jake who had gone so far. After they fucked her and appreciated just how much more she was desperate for pleasure and eager to please them though… they each walked away with thoughtful looks about their own days.

By the end of the evening they had all fucked her several times in each hole, all except Jake that is. As night descended he ordered them stop and waited patiently till they’d all gone to bed. Only then did he approach her through the dark room. She was still tied, her body held open and waiting to be used. Her head lolled sleepily onto her waxy chest and her two lower holes gaped slightly, leaking a mix of juices. Sliding himself straight up inside her he grunted at the feel of other men’s cum welcoming him to her depths. She gave a long sigh and whispered dreamily “Thank you master.”

He began fucking her slowly, gently. Long smooth strokes that played to the tenderness of her passages right now. “Have you had a good day today little slut?”

“Oh yes master, it’s been wonderful… thank you so much for letting me be your plaything.”

“No. Thank you my little nympho, for showing me just how good a disgusting whore can be. I feel so much better now I’ve got one of my own. We’re going to have a lot of fun this year, you and me.”

His thrusts did not slow, quicken or falter, just the same steady waves of pleasure ran up through her. “Yes master. Your little slut can hardly wait, please teach her even more next time. And use her as your personal toilet or cumdumpster whenever you like! Her body belongs to you!”

He chuckle slightly and grunted as he came inside her, all the excitement of the day finally released. “Well that’s good. I think I will, though it won’t do to dirty you up on the other’s days, you’ll have to learn to be cleaner.” Shaking himself out of her, he kissed her tenderly on the forehead. “Well, that was wonderful slut. I’m tired from all that work though so… sleep well.”

She heard him walk out the room and up the stairs, turning lights off as he went. Leaving her alone on her chair, her limbs drooping against their restraints. It was going to be a long, cold and uncomfortable night. But her entire body still tingled with the excitements of the day, the feel of cum dripping from her sore holes sublime in and of itself. Letting her muscles relax as best they could she drifted off to sleep, dreaming up other ways her master might punish her next week.

Troy found her like this several hours later, when fetching a glass of water. Spotting the time he carefully untied her, letting her groggily come to and shake out her limbs.

“You shouldn’t have done this, master will be unhappy!”

He chuckled. “It’s after midnight foxxy, hun. If anyone, I’m your master now… but I’m not really into that crap. I want the old girl back tomorrow: bubbly, sexy and full of energy. We’ve got places to be and people to see. So why don’t you come up to my bed and get some actual sleep for a bit. I won’t even fuck you until the morning.”

Blearily catching up to his words she looked over at the clock and realised he was right. Whatever strange submissive spirit had possessed her, she woke up from it now and stretched her aching muscles. Smiling thanks and consent at him, she rushed off to empty her bladder before settling down next to him in a wide bed. Within minutes she was fast asleep.




Chapter 10 (Wednesday)

The girl woke up next morning feeling fully refreshed and surprisingly limber, clearly all that restraint had been good for her supple body. Troy was still snoring away next to her so she decided to wake him up properly. Diving carefully down under the covers she soon found the treasure she was looking for: his ridiculously large dick, already half swollen with morning’s vigor. She approached it tentatively, reaching out to caress it, then crawling closer. All the while doing her utmost not to wake the sleeping boy. She couldn’t resist her own hunger for long though and was soon lapping away happily at its purple head. Watching it grow and twitch at her attentions she chuckled to herself… it was quite nice to have just this object of her desire to play with for once, without all the complicated other bits. The boy was a deep sleeper too, he didn’t seem to wake up however vigorously she sucked him down. Going at her own pace she could enjoy every moment of the throbbing limb sliding down her throat without any worry of gagging or choking. Not that she didn’t enjoy being facefucked quite regularly. She was just remembering the last time he’d done so fondly when it started happening.

Troy awoke to the warm wet feeling of a tongue swirling around his cock. It had been the building pleasure that shook him out of a dream and he felt the need to cum rising quickly. All he could do was ride it into the day, grabbing the naked pair of legs protruding out of the covers in front of him and using them as leverage to thrust below. His orgasm came momentarily, the feeling of release as he spurted stream after stream into a gulping throat absolutely sublime. Pulling out a little so she could breathe he played with the pussy presented to him, already winking with excitement. They stayed like this for a while, the girl seemingly content to suckle away at his deflating member even as it still filled half her esophagus. Licking the sweetness from between her legs he realised this was almost definitely the only way he wanted to wake up in life.

Once they had righted themselves (and had another fuck, this time between her other lips) they opened the nearby window and let the morning sun and air rouse them.

“Well I’m glad you got breakfast for yourself foxy, most important meal of the day and all that…”

She licked her moistened lips. “Mhmm! And it was delicious! I might just have the same for lunch and dinner… depending on what we’re doing of course. What’s the plan Mr Wednesday?”

“I’m glad you asked little miss fucktoy! Because we’re probably already late… My band’s doing emergency practice all day because we’ve got a gig tonight, and I want you to help with… refreshments. Things tend to get a bit heated on gig day, lots of stress. I think they’ll love your particular brand of… relaxation therapy.” He gave her a sly sideways look to gauge her reaction to being used by strangers.

“Ooooh a gangbang by a bunch of rock’n’roll stars… I can hardly wait!” The earnesty in her voice and dreamy look in her eyes were priceless.

“Ha! There’s only three of us I’m afraid… and one’s girl, you cool with that?”

“I’m cool with that! I love pussy almost as much as cock, it tends to smell better too.”

“Oh she is going to love you. Right then, let’s get dressed. I think I’ll have something in your size…”

Oddly enough he did, a whole hidden rail in his wardrobe of various feminine clothes. The girl didn’t comment, but looked through them intrigued. She picked out a baggy but very short crop top that barely covered her breasts and even stated ‘slut’ across it in bright neon letters. Below this she wore a denim skirt that showed off her long legs nicely, easily shifted up to offer views of her pantyless ass. Then the pair of them headed out into the city, Troy lugging his heavy guitar case beside her.

“You’re late.” Was the flat first impression they received upon arrival. The garage was dimly lit and a bit smelly. Though surprisingly warm and comfortable, decorated with a vast array of posters from bands of a wide variety of genres. It was mainly occupied by a large dog-eared sofa, a massive drum set and a wall of complicated looking amps and sound equipment. Sat at the drums was a bald but bearded man of about 30, his shirt off and a thin but incredibly muscular chest already glistening with sweat. The owner of the accusing statement however was a tattooed girl with short black hair swept all to one side. She had a variety of piercings and, despite her only average stature, was cutting quite the imposing figure holding her heavy bass guitar. Clearly expecting no response to her first statement from Troy she moved on: “Who’s the self-declared slut?”

The girl was more than a little intimidated, but Troy just smiled as he unpacked his stuff. “She’s staying with us for a bit… likes to play the little slave girl routine. Thought I’d bring her along as a peace offering. Work out some of those twists in your panties before the show. Foxy, this is Maria, she might look and act scary but believe me she’ll fall to pieces for a girl as pretty as you. At the back there’s Bill. He don’t talk much, especially to strangers, but you’re unlikely to find a nicer guy anywhere.”

Maria simply harrumphed and returned to fiddling with her guitar. Though the girl noticed her eyes roaming up and down her body. She innocently let her curves roll into display by bouncing on the balls of her feet. The mysterious Bill gave only a shy little wave, but ‘Foxy’ returned this with a smile and found a place on the sofa to sit patiently.

As soon as Troy had got himself together the other two began playing, a dark, fuzzy-sounding rhythm that ground right into the back of your head. Soon the guitarist joined this with a lilting bluesy melody, strange but perfectly harmonious, dipping in and out of the lower sounds. By the time Maria stepped up to sing their one-woman audience was lost in the music, swaying mesmerised on her perch. The song was bittersweet and jagged, the dark-haired girls voice filling the small space utterly with her words and tied emotions. By it’s end Foxy had been drawn to her feet, basking in each wave of sound that rolled through her. This drew another smile to Maria’s lips, clearly enjoying watching the girls hips react to her bouncing bassline. She dragged the other two immediately on into another song, this one faster and more upbeat.

Foxy couldn’t help herself, she let the music take over and shake her body loose. Soon her lurid movements became a strip-tease, a slow shifting desire to free herself of the few borrowed garments she’d worn. Naked was how she felt best and she wanted to feel the shaking air prickling her skin. Now it was the bands turn to be drawn in, shifting their playing to extend and shape it around the beauty before them. The sight of her smooth and shapely form balancing on their own beats and melody was quite simply sex without contact. They bounced her between each other, taking the fore or sliding back as she reacted every note or thump. When the song broke they all simply stood in silence, staring at the exposed figure in astonishment.

“Now THAT is why I brought her…” said Troy finally.

“I want her babies…” was all Maria could manage.




Chapter 11

“Mmmmm… the girl knows her stuff…” Maria sighed happily. She was sat on a short, leather stool as they had a smoke break, passing a sweet-smelling roll up between them. Her tight jeans were discarded and there was a bobbing brunette head between her legs. She gently stroked through those curls as a lapping tongue weaved in and out of her, catching all the right angles. Her budding clit would be flicked tirelessly, then her slit and entrance delved at in an endless steady rhythm, much like the music they’d made earlier. The warming waves of pleasure rolled up through her belly making her sway a bit herself, much to the delight of the other two watchers. Troy was rolling another pinch of tobacco between papers while Bill was sketching onto a notepad full of half-finished lyrics. When the guitarist leaned over intrigued he was proudly shown a rough but very accurate illustration of the two women, under the title ‘Album cover?’. Troy laughed his approval and showed Maria, to another misty-eyed chuckle.

“Well it’d sell if it wasn’t immediately banned… How’d YOU land this perfect creature, ya skinny-shit asswipe? Come to think of it, that explains why that creepy blonde one of your mates came into work the other day… didn’t know I was setting him up for this...” She leaned down to pry the girl's chin up and meet her eyes. “You deserve better than that bunch of nerds hun, why didn’t you come live with me eh? I woulda never let you outta my sight, just spent all day playing with your lovely body!”

The girl smiled up at her current meal. “I”m sorry! I found them first… besides I don’t think any one person can keep up with me! No matter how delicious they taste. But maybe you can persuade the boys to lend me to you sometime?”

“Ha! Not a chance… unless you can offer something else to stick their dicks into for a while.” Troy interjected, lighting his own smoke then picking his guitar back up. “We’ve got quite addicted to filling up little Fucksy here every day, be pretty hard to go without now. Anyway, I’ve watched you roll through an orgasm already Mary-may, I know those rosy cheeks well enough. Time to get back to work! And why don’t you let the little nympho have a go on the old rollercoaster? I bet she’d love that…”

Maria gave the boy a grumpy look, but consented. While Foxy just looked a little confused: “Rollercoaster? What rollercoaster?”

Troy gave her a toothy grin. “Why don’t you jump up on old Bill here’s lap while he plays? It’s been a favourite game of quite a few young groupies we’ve picked up over the years…”

“Ooooh, sounds exciting!” The girl hopped eagerly over to the older man as he pulled down his own jeans and sat behind the drum kit.

Sliding into his lap she found a large erection already waiting for her and wasted no time in skewering it into her moist pussy. Facing him with legs astride they gave each other a greeting smile and nod. She hugged her naked body close to his slightly sweaty one and waited patiently for the others to get ready. After a quick count of four it began, the shock of sudden movement still driving right up into her spine. The feeling was incredible, bone shaking and rhythmic. Below her two legs pumped up and down on pedals with uncompromising strength and timing, causing her ass to be in a constant bounce from one to the other. The beat shook through her entirety as she was thrown up and down upon the stiff, pulsing rod inside her. She screamed with delight as the fierce pace only went from strength to strength, with strong arms blurring around her too. With clawing hands she pulled herself to the musician with all her might, squeezing her swollen chest against his. Soon she could find the rhythm needed to bounce her hips back in welcome to his thrusts, bounding through a first orgasm with ridiculous speed. The drummer clearly had no want for stamina though. As soon as the first song finished he led into a second, even faster one. The feel of his pumping legs below her drove the girl into fits of exploding desire. Shaking about with her tongue lolling at the intensity. She lost count of how many time her body squeezed itself tight through the clench of coming and could only let herself be swept along. They performed three songs back to back, what seemed like an eternity of constant pumping fucking for the girl. Finally, with the rolling climax of the last song she felt the cock inside her burst forth, filling her with shot after shot of hot cum. She grabbed the quiet stranger and poured her thanks down his throat as she felt each splash coat her innards. Never had she felt so full of echoing music, nor wanted to listen to all songs like this from now on. She kissed him long and deep and ground his sinking erection into her sticky depths, milking the last feelings out of that moment.

After a few more exhausting hours of practice, intertwined with each band member taking turns at fucking the girl, they were all tired and sticky. Clothes had been discarded awhile ago and they had simply worn their instruments naked. Troy had even extended his guitar strap round the girl and taught her to play a few chords, guiding her hands while he fucked the beat into her ass. Maria had claimed another few climaxes from the girl’s tongue and returned the favour, singing little nonsense lullabies into those well-used pink folds. Bill had used Foxy as a drumstick holder, impressed by how many she could hold, crammed into her ass and pussy and had rewarded her with another trip on the ‘rollercoaster’.

Now though they were all just collapsed in a naked heap on the old sofa. Maria was idly twirling the girl’s hair while, rather surprisingly, she let Troy slide in and out of her pussy. Foxy was in turn rolling her tongue around Bill’s member, playing gently with his balls. She watched the other two intently though, finally plucking up the courage to ask:

“I thought you were a ‘girls only’ kind of lady Maria?”

The other woman glanced down at her plaything and smiled predatorily. “I am, lovely. But Troy’s a special case… he was my first lover. Back in high school, before I’d got things… sorted out. We were best friends, inseparable, and one thing led to another. But I never really felt it… not properly. Until I began getting him to dress up in my old school uniforms… and tidying up that hair of his… Oh he makes such a pretty young woman if you dress him up right, and gets so shy and embarrassed! It’s wonderful! We never quite made it as a couple, but I’ve been taking him out as a girl and then fucking his brains out ever since!”

Troy did indeed look a little red at this admission, but recovered by suddenly fucking Maria much harder, much to her giggling delight. “You make it sound so one sided… I seem to remember someone begging me to wear their prom dress, then fuck them on their Dad’s car… that’s how you ended up kicked out your house and working in a sex shop!”

Troy pumped whatever semen he had left after all Foxy’s attentions into the depths of his old friend. She didn’t seem to mind though, grinding back against him to welcome the last few spurts. “And I haven’t looked back since… The look on that bastard’s face when he saw me in his old tux and you balls deep in his ‘princess’, with shaved legs and high heels… best moment of my life! Oh fuck… Now I’m going to have to nab another morning-after pill from work again though… you gotta stop trying to put a baby in me dude! I’m too fucked up to be a single mother!”

Watching the pair of them while she drew out her own gooey present, Foxy couldn’t help but laugh a little cum-bubble. It seemed she had found a good selection of deviants and sex fiends here, she’d been oh so right to pick Joe out at the bar… Gulping down salty warmth, she licked her lips. Things were only going to get better as she found more and more lovely people to fuck her in every way she they could imagine.




Chapter 12

Soon enough the gig was fast approaching and the band were forced to consider packing up and get ready. While the boys packed up the gear Maria dragged the girl off to help her get dressed. Clothes wise this didn’t take long, the dark haired girl had already set out a burlesque-esque outfit of black and red lace, needing only aid in tightening her corset. However it was after this that the real art began. It seemed Maria had made a habit of sketching elaborate patterns on to her face and arms in black liner for every performance, a habit that their fans now expected. Foxy was mesmerised as the other woman began deftly applying swirling lines to herself, using only a cracked mirror leaning against her bedroom wall. When offered a pen herself she timidly attempted to replicate the style across a bared shoulder, to varying degrees of much slower success.

Maria praised her work regardless, and soon caught up, spiralling intricate details down her neck and onto her arm, stretching around and still able to draw steadily. Once her right arm and half her face were complete she deemed herself asymmetrically perfect. However it did not stop there. She immediately took to scrawling across foxy’s naked form, delighting at the amount of extra canvas. Now the boys walked in, dressed in smart dark suits, though seemingly a little battered from wear. Spotting the task at hand, they grabbed their own pens and joined in. They weren’t without talent either, each bringing an individual style to the artistic mix. Soon the girl was covered in scrawling pictures, lines and words, trying desperately not to shake with laughter at the tickling pens and waxy makeup. It was an overtly sensual feeling, aided by the fact the three artists would centre their efforts around her various erogenous zones. Staking claims to her body like marking countries on a map.

By the time it was time to leave, she was a masterpiece. Covered in prancing impish figures, lyrics to songs and poetry, swirling hypnotic patterns and other such things of beauty. Then Maria pulled out the clincher: a sheer gossamer gown of translucent white. Wrapping it round the girl it drifted about her, covering her and blurring her form without ever truly hiding it. It made the drawings on her skin drift in and out of focus as she moved, turning her into an ever shifting and near naked gallery. They then covered this over with a much too large coat and bundled her and themselves into the waiting van.

The gig was in a seedy bar near the centre of town. Nothing much to look at upstairs; its lower floor was the drawing point. A wide and arching cellar stretched impressively out below the streets above, forming a wonderfully shadowed venue. Hidden red lights in delving alcoves and hanging silk curtains swathed the place in atmosphere. Backstage the owner greeted the band warmly, clearly a well known and respected friend to the local talent. He was intrigued by the newest addition to their roster, though slightly worried by what he glimpsed of her outfit. A quick blowjob seemed to assuade his nervousness though, while the band went through the motions of soundcheck. He sighed a happy jet of spunk into the back of Foxy’s throat then offered her a drink to wash it down with, telling her she was always welcome in his bar from now on, whatever she felt like wearing.

By now the crowds were gathering though, the girl ran with her drink to be hidden backstage. Careful not to let her coat fall loose. The band wanted her to appear like magic and dance among them as she had back in practice. Troy’s word was her law today of course, but she couldn’t help but feel a little nervous. Running around naked with Joe had been one thing, but this was a show she had to put on. Somehow it felt a lot more dangerous…

The music began tantalisingly slow and fuzzy. The stage in complete darkness, determinable only by the absence of the crowds shuffling whispers. Maria’s voice trembled across that distance, high and pure and simple. It rang through a sweet little melody, something childlike and innocent they’d heard a hundred times before. But when the spotlights burst forth, it wasn’t Maria they unveiled. It was a new girl, her hair curled gold under the light and drenched in a dark heavy coat. Still the music rose though… and the coat… dropped. Suddenly there was a curving form before them, dripping in strange artwork and bathed in smoky see-through fabric.

She began to dance. The rest of the band came into view as the song picked up pace, but the girl held all eyes. Her swaying form pulled at them, men and women alike. Whether they appreciated her sexual beauty or not, she was part of the music, the sound personified. Words and images flashed into being upon her veiled skin as the gown drifted round her upon a will of its own. It trailed in the air behind her swinging arms and sliding legs. Her eyes looked right back at all of them and devoured their arousal and attention. She weaved among the band, caressing them as she passed. They answered in music and snatched kisses, driving her movements with their talents.

For song after song this continued. Soon this ghost was drifting amongst the crowd. Stealing kisses and caresses from them too. She wrapped her silks around strangers and made them love her, man and woman alike. Soon the gown was lost, drifting out across the room. She was naked in a throng of lovers. When the music picked up so was she, lifted on a sea of hands. She surfed above them, her curving body held and cupped by palm after palm. Soon those hands became more bold, they grabbed and groped at her: some hard, some soft. Her breasts were tweaked and massaged, fingers slipped into her mouth and pussy. She welcomed them all, the pressure of so many probing presences building up in her head and heart. She was lost in wave after wave of new strangers, exploring her body from all angles from directions she couldn’t see.

At some point she was lowered down again, in the middle of the throng. A cock was offered, so she devoured it on instinct, swallowing it greedily while her hands reached out for more. She found a leg and crept her fingers up it, unfastening tight jeans. There wasn’t a penis inside, but neither her nor the owner seemed to mind. She slipped her fingers into a wet and waiting slit, stroking in time with the still surging music. Now she was truly engulfed. The crowd pressed into her and took over her. Her holes were filled and driven into, by cock after uncountable cock. Her hands were guided from crotch to crotch to mouth to breast, stroking and grasping and sucked on. Her throat was filled and freed, her vision obscured by balls or lacy panties. She tasted a hundred strangers upon her lips, her tongue lapping into sweetness and salty meat. Sometime it would be met by answering tongues and whispering declarations of love, amazement or sordid disbelief.

Where her body was not being made love to or violated; it was being scrawled on. Pens and lipstick appeared and were passed around, her artwork added to or defaced. Her skin was signed by name after name, her list of defiling lovers. Poems were composed to her. Upon her. And in the very instant the writers came inside her. Messages of support were interwoven with degrading insults. Demonic creatures with hearts and flowers. Then all would be blurred by a carelessly spilled drink or poorly aimed spurt of bodily fluids. She dripped with cum and alcohol and sweat and vaginal fluids.

When finally the show was over the band waded in to rescue her. She was semi-conscious, writhing among the discarded cups and cans upon the soggy floor. She didn’t seem to recognise them, still answering the thrusts of the last few stragglers fucking her. Her initial reaction was a confused tugging at their belts and pants as they picked her up and helped her back stage. Even when she did work out who they were and where they taken her she insisted on another round of sweaty lovemaking. Desperate to ride out the last trails of the evening’s feeling. Tired but shrugging, the band gave in to her arousing need. Confident this show would be one to be talked about for years.




Chapter 13 (Thursday)

By the time all this had come to a close it was getting pretty late. The girl was barely conscious, in some sort of overly-stimulated stupor. The band packed her up in the van with the rest of the equipment and headed home. Maria declared she wasn’t letting Troy drag the poor cum-drenched thing back to his ‘hole’ so instead made him and the girl stay with her. She ran a warm bath and once again Foxy found herself drifting off to the sensation of strange hands washing away her excesses. She slept cuddled up between her master for the day and his old schoolfriend.

The next day she awoke to find Maria had already left for work. Troy was still snoring away, but the girl suddenly realised where they were and shook him awake. A new day had dawned! She had to get back to the house for Ted’s turn with her! The sleepy guitarist did not quite understand or feel her urgency, but woke up quicker when she pounded his morning erection into the back of her throat. She used every trick she knew to get him to cum quickly, earning a breakfast snack for herself in the process. They got dressed to one degree or another and headed out the door.

Ted was waiting in the lounge when they got back to the house and didn’t seem particularly fussed by their lateness. Still the Girl dived straight for his crotch upon arrival, unzipping his trousers and swirling her apologies around his freed shaft. Troy shrugged and gave her a light pat on the ass to ‘pass her over’ before heading upstairs to get some more sleep. Leaving the smaller boy to simply lean back and enjoy the first moment of the day he’d been waiting for.

Once the girl had received her second sticky breakfast he took her upstairs to get changed. The clothes she was wearing were a tangled mess of what she’d taken yesterday, half inside out in her haste to get here. Laid out on his bed Ted already had another outfit prepared: a small and tight looking school uniform, though in a style the girl didn’t recognise. Japanese, she guessed, based on what she already knew of the boy. She started to put it on immediately, asking no questions as to why he had such a thing. She slipped into every piece as sensually as possible. First the shirt, wrapped round without a bra and buttoned slowly from the bottom, allowing a good view of her breasts as the fabric pulled taut across them. Then the skirt, slid up slender legs bent into eye drawing angles, then past a bare pussy already glistening. Next one long sock then the other, bent down for then pulled up feet waved high in the air, her ‘innocence’ flashing between every movement. Returning to the top, she got Ted to lean in close and tie the ribbon that held her shirt collar closed, all the while teasing him with half-meant caresses. Finally she slipped the pair of clean white panties up her legs, milking every moment they allowed before covering her decency. At last she was Ted’s little schoolgirl date ready to head out, smart black shoes and all. Though where they were going, she hadn’t a clue.

All dressed up and today answering to the name ‘Miku’ the girl walked obediently alongside Ted, chatting amiably about yesterday’s adventures. She didn’t really know what he wanted from her in terms of role play, so simply went with ‘coy high school teen’ as a safe bet. She skipped along in front of him on occasion and let her short pleated skirt ride up, but compared to the other outfits she’d worn this week, sexual teasing was a bit more of a challenge.

“We came along yesterday... to Troy’s gig.” This revelation by Ted caught the girl by surprise, she stopped skipping and looked back at him with an addled expression. He just laughed however.

“I didn’t think you’d remember. We were a bit late, and you were pretty into it. You were amazing though! That dancing was so beautiful… and then when you came out into the crowd…” He looked wistful, then almost guilty for a second. “I didn’t really want to join in when a bunch of strangers were around. But I came all over you at the end… you looked so happy blowing cum bubbles in all that mess!” Now he looked her right in the eye, a curious but determined look in his own. “Is it really that nice? To be used by everybody? Is that what you want?”

From anyone else the girl was sure there would be accusations hidden under those questions. Yet from this short, stumpy little man all she felt was genuine curiosity and worry for her well-being. She was determined to answer as truthfully as possible.

“Yes, Ted… It’s all I’ve ever wanted! The feeling of being passed around, of helping ten, twenty or a thousand people let loose all their pent up desires. Of being covered in their cum and sweat and juices… it’s just amazing! I want to try everything my body can handle, experience everything anyone can dream up. Live my life at the extremes of pleasure, or pain, or both. Where I come from… with my family… well let's just say we’re all a bit like this and I just want to take it as far as I can go! Which leads to the question: where are you taking me… Senpai?”

The uniformed beauty smiled coquettishly back at her owner for the day, timing that last addition perfectly to set his face alight with red embarrassed delight.

“There’s a shop Jake told me about… and I’ve got a bunch of birthday money left over… I thought we could look round for something interesting.”

“Ooooh, now that sounds interesting!” The girl exclaimed, her interest clearly piqued. “Lead on!”

The shop was in a seedy part of town, mostly workshops, bars and ‘massage parlours’. But it also wasn’t too far from the college, clearly catching a lot of its customers from that direction. The building itself was fairly large, but buried down an alleyway along a path of flickering neon lights. A nondescript door led into a dark room divided by rows and rows of tall shelves. Large simple signs directed you toward equipment for every fetish imaginable, all proudly displayed in discrete sections. The nature of this set up clearly designed so you couldn’t see from one aisle into the other or from the door.

When the pair entered there was no-one at the counter, which worried Ted a little. But turning to the Girl he found her staring round wide-eyed like a kid in a candy shop. She smiled eagerly at him and took him by the hand, tugging him along down the nearest aisle. Immediately she began pulling things off the shelves and giggling. This aisle seemed to be the dildo section, rubber phalluses of every shape and size leered in off the walls and shelves. Of course it didn’t take long for Miku to start playing with them. Running her hands along a line of bouncing plastic cocks, all suckered to the wall. Kneeling down she grabbed a handful of them and began fellating one after the other, asking Ted for his opinion on which veiny mould looked better between her lips. The boy again looked nervously around for the shopkeep or other customers, but could help absorbing some the excitement beaming up at him from his school-uniformed companion. He began giving her grades for which dildo matched her color scheme best or filled her throat the most sexily. He pulled out his phone and they took an array of posed photos as she pulled funny faces or tried to gobble as many at once as she could. Finally, at the end of the row, the girl’s eyes truly boggled at the sight of the biggest lump of black rubber either of them had ever seen. It stood proud upon the bottom shelf, a pillar of ridiculous proportions. The girl sat down before it and worshipped it like a holy altar. She entwined her hands around its base and climbed her way up its veiny length, kissing and licking it all the way up.

Ted watched in rapt attention as Miku devoted herself to this rubber idol. She now had it wrapped between her olive thighs, rubbing her revealed panties upon its textured sides. There was no way in hell its bulbous head would fit in her small mouth, but that didn’t stop her from trying, gorging down on it. Soon enough a visible dark patch of excited juices appeared on her white cotton panties. Noticing Ted had noticed this the girl stood up again, gave the still apparently empty shop a glance and dropped them to her ankles. Stepping one leg out she straddled the great dildo, letting Ted get a good look at her quivering pussy lips as they kissed its swollen form. The boy had seen those lips accept a lot of punishment over the past few days, but this was a whole new idea. He’d been inside there enough to know its tightness, there was just no way she could do this. And yet, with a look of deep, excited concentration she began to lower herself, squirming, onto the beast. At first it seemed he’d been right, her pink folds opened to allow entrance, but even with all her weight descending it would not squeeze in. Looking him in the eye with stubborn determination though, she began to rock her hips, using her hands to spread herself wide. Keeping up her squatting pressure and those undulating movements, slowly, surely, she began to descend. The great rubber lump began to slide into her, cm by cm, inch by inch, greeted by a hissing sigh from the girl's teeth. Soon enough the head was completely engulfed by her, her pussy gobbling it down and easing its way further. Once that was achieved, the going seemed easier, though only slightly. Ted could actually see the bulge rising up into her midriff as her shirt flapped open. She pulled this wide to watch herself as it dug deeper and deeper up toward her womb. Her eyes nearly rolled back in the waves of pleasure and pain as she accepted this ridiculous thing into her deepest self. Finally it reached a point beyond which it could go no further. Nearly sat on the floor again the girl simply held her position, letting her body adjust to this dominating incursion. Pulling Ted close she kissed him passionately, pulling his hand down to feel her abdomen. From her entrance to her bellybutton he could trace the great shaft inside her, a wide, lumpy swelling. Still kissing he tucked his other arm under hers and against the shelf behind. Slowly again, they began to work together to ease her back up, both feeling the movement within her. Then back down, in ever longer trips, impaling her in the slowest, deepest fuck imaginable.




Chapter 14

“Well, well, well. What do we have here?” The alien voice startled both Ted and the girl into an instant freeze. A well dressed and dark haired young woman appeared round the corner behind Miku, smirking threateningly. Still impaled on her rubber mountain, there was no easy way for one guilty party to turn around, while the other just gawped and stuttered.

“You know, normally it’s considered polite to buy a shop’s products before shoving them up inside you… even if you are giving the clerk a lovely show.” The woman pointed nonchalantly over her shoulder to a mirror in the corner. Through which the sales desk was clearly visible and therein through which she had obviously been able to watch their every move.

“If the manager or another customer had caught you, you might be in a world of trouble right now... however…” The young woman came forward a little more, cupping Miku’s face in her hand and turning it to her in a burst of relieved recognition. “However, I personally can’t get enough of this cute little schoolgirl and her saucy antics.”

“Maria!” That school girl exclaimed, joy cutting through her previous arousal and nervousness. “So this is where you work?!”

“That it is, my sexy little fuckbucket, nine days a week… or so it seems. Which makes this nerdy pervert your master for today I guess, I thought I recognised him as one of Troy’s cronies.”

Ted was clearly still lost, but managed to stumble out a “oh, errr hi…” followed by a “I watched your show… it was amazing!” Which clearly pleased their captor, though she was already busy sticking her tongue down Miku’s throat and encouraging her hips to start bouncing once more.

“Well thank you very much squirt, like I said, I’ve been enjoying yours as well. Though I’ve gotta say, going straight for the monster is a crude choice… You’ve gotta pace these things! I’ll tell you what, why don’t you two come out back and I can give you a private little taste session of what we’ve got here? We never get any customers at this time anyway.”

Ted and Miku’s eyes both lit up at the suggestion. But Maria hardly waited for a reply regardless. She took the girl’s hand and pulled her gently free of the great dildo, to a lusciously wet sound. Not checking if Ted was following she led them back down the aisle to the door, flicking its sign to closed as they passed. Then deeper into the bowels of the shop, through a door marked ‘staff only’.

They emerged in a dark, warehouse-like room, stacked with boxes and shelves. In its centre was a curious wooden frame, triangular but oblong, sort of like a gym horse. It’s top was covered in dark leather and chain manacles hung at floor level either end. Maria and Miku wasted no time in hopping the submissive girl up onto this and tying her down. With her short skirt ruffled up over her beautifully bare ass the way this equipment spread open her still dripping pussy was plain to see. While at the other end her shirt was open all the way to it’s last top buttons, letting her proud breasts rest free either side. To complete the setup Maria plucked a bright red ball gag from somewhere and strapped it snugly into place, stroking the girls cheek as her lips glistened with anticipation. Ted watched all this in awe, feeling the tautness in his pants grow ever more pressing as he watched Miku’s pussy slowly settle from it’s previous girthy occupant, ready for any number more.

“Seeing as you’re so obviously new to this, I guess I’ll take the lead.” Maria circled the restrained schoolgirl like a predator, but directed her speech at the hovering Ted.

“The first thing to do when you’ve caught a sweet little slut like this… is to wash her out. You never know what these pretty things will have been shoving into themselves. We sell various implements and syringes for that, but back here we just use this nice cold hose.”

Suddenly the dark haired woman was spraying ice cold water into Miku’s squawking face, soaking her blouse and breasts. Walking round and lowering the pressure she beckoned to Ted.

“Now, this hose has a special nozzle designed to slot into all her nooks and crannies and you can alter the pressure here. The trick is to fill her up almost to bursting, then let all the nasty gunk she lets people fill her with drain out. Don’t worry about the floor, it’s set up to drain this away. You get on with this and I’ll go collect some toys I think will fit your… tastes.”

With that she wandered off, leaving Ted holding the hose. Maria had already slotted it into the girl's puckered little asshole. Miku squirmed against her restraints as the cold water shot up into her colon. In her half-sodden school uniform and ball gag the effect was incredible. Ted couldn’t help but begin playing with the pressures and direction, watching her wriggling, muffled reactions. Then letting it all drain out of her in a magnificent rainbowing stream. As Maria suggested he tested the limits of how much the girl’s pussy and ass could hold, delighting in the bloated, swelling sounds she made, then the great gushing waves of relief. As the other water flowed out it seemed she couldn’t help but let a stream of urine go too, but it all drained away, leaving her clean and fresh.

By the time the other girl returned Miku seemed to have melted onto her frame. A cleansed and docile creature obediently awaiting to be played with. Maria nodded approvingly at Ted.

“Excellent work, she looks perfect, clean enough to be made good and messy again… Now, don’t be offended, but I took one look at you and knew you’d be the perfect customer for our special imports range. Straight from those genius perverts in japan. So, how about we get your little pet here looking even more the part…”

Smiling kinkily, Maria brought her hands from behind her back. In one she held a pair of soft brown cat ears, eerily lifelike and just the color of Miku’s hair. She slotted these into place and tickled the back of her neck. The other item she gave to Ted: it was a long a luscious tail, sturdy but flexible and covered in the same soft fur. At its base was a wide and long butt plug, segmented almost to the point of being beads. Ted wasted no time in sliding this into the girls waiting rectum, which secured each lump with a satisfying pop. Suddenly the schoolgirl before them became a creature of fantasy, a purring kitten lounging on the frame, her tail swaying gently. Ted had to just stand back for a second and admire this, lounging in a perverts salivating dream. Yet when he caught Maria’s eye, he was surprised to find she clearly felt the same. She winked slyly at him.

“Let’s mess her up!”

The next thing Maria brought out of the stockroom’s depths was particularly curious. It seemed to be a large container of some kind, that sloshed as she carried it. Of course Ted was slightly distracted by the fact that in claiming it the dark haired girl had stripped off her own clothes, walking around perfectly casually in nothing but her skin and a few tattoos. He woke up however when she handed him a large dildo, curiously attached to the container by a long tube.

“Now this one I expect will be a little out of your price range… but I’ve been dying to try it out. Gives me a chance to get a girl all sticky for once.”

Ted looked confused as the young woman strapped her own dildo onto a small harness around her waist. She chuckled at him.

“You’ll work it out honeybunch, just do what comes natural. Dibs on her head end to begin with though!”

With that she marched over to the tied up schoolgirl and began undoing her ball gag.

“Ready for a nice deep face-fucking my dear? I bet you’d love to have this nice big cock of mine down your throat.”

As the ball came loose Miku nodded enthusiastically, but could get no words out before her mouth was, as promised, full of plastic cock. Ted shrugged and plodded over to her pussy, shoving his implement in but unsure what all the fuss was about. The dildo was oddly made, with a squeezable pair of balls at its base for some reason. The pipe entering here also made it difficult to hold onto while sliding it in and out. After various options he took to simply grabbing onto the balls and using them to pump the thing into Miku's welcoming entrance. She seemed to enjoy this though, giving a strange little surprised squawk every time he squeezed the balls. At the other end Maria smirked across at him, but simply kept thrusting her ‘cock’ down the girl’s throat, enjoying the salivating gags that replied.

After a short while however, she began to make her thrusts even faster and deeper. Choking the drooling schoolgirl into red faced ecstasy and acting like she was building her own orgasm. At the peak of this she pulled the entire length out and aimed it straight at Mikus glowing face, reaching down to grab her own dildo’s balls. But when she squeezed these a huge spurt of sticky white fluid burst out of the dildo’s swollen head. The glistening trail splashed right across her targets gasping lips and was soon followed by more and more. With each clench of her hands she added another slimy coating to the tableau, painting that delighted face in sexy gunk.

Suddenly Ted understood. Looking down at what he had been doing for the past 10 minutes he realised there was a distinct stream of the same liquid leaking out of the pussy before him. Quite a lot was spilling out around his thrusting tool actually… just how much of this stuff had he pumped inside her without knowing? Reaching forward to feel her belly it felt stiff and even slightly swollen. A cum covered face at the other end turned to look at him with a gleam in her eyes.

“Wow!” he murmured, half to himself. “What IS this stuff Maria? It’s pretty damn realistic!”

“That’s a trade secret I’m afraid, my little pervert friend. All I know is cum-guzzlers like this one love it almost as much as the real thing. Look.”

Pulling that face back toward her by it’s rapidly gooeying curls she blasted a few shots of the spunk directly into a waiting mouth. Miku gobbled them down greedily then opened her drooling lips in an open beg for more. Maria happily obliged, sticking the head in and filling her cheeks before shoving back into her throat and shooting directly down there. Again the girl choked, spraying sticky white gunk everywhere and dribbling more down onto her breasts.

Back at Ted’s end he could wait no longer. He stopped pumping and pulled the rubber shaft loose in one fluid motion. A waterfall of white slurry poured out of the girl’s pussy, coating his jeans, her legs and everything in between. He didn’t care though, so magnificent was the display. Dropping those sodden pants he pulled his own throbbing erection free and drove it into the still flowing stream. Plugging that surging, gooey flow felt incredible and as he began fucking into it he could feel the ridiculous amount still sloshing around inside her. It added a whole other level to the feeling as slimy gloops leaked out between each of his thrusts. Her ass-mounted tail curled up and over his shoulder, tickling his ear as he pumped into that sloppy cavern. The amount of slime lubricating his every move made his build up the longest he’d ever known, a slow, dirty, messy slop of a fuck. Meanwhile Maria had claimed his dildo too and was simply coating Miku in the stuff, undoing her hand restraints so the girl could sit up and bathe in the stuff like a spring shower. Her slimy ass slapped back onto Ted with gusto and she leant her slippery body back into him so they both got covered in the stuff, kissing him deeply over one shoulder. Ted finally added his own slime to the collection slurping round her insides and all three of the simply ditched the frame to roll around naked in the rapidly forming pool of slime. Of course Miku began to get her own back, spraying the stuff all over and inside Maria. The other girl even slid her ass onto Ted’s reawakening erection, telling him strictly not to tell Troy for some reason then letting him and the now strapped on Miku to double team her into a gooey fit of orgasm. At long last, after a good hour of use, the container ran dry. Leaving the three of them squirming together in the mess they’d made, sticky and slippery and content.




Chapter 15

Which was quite a compromising position to be in when the door opened and a middle aged man walked in. Tall, thin and dark haired he studied the messy scene before him in stern silence. Ted and Miku huddled together under that gaze through several agonising seconds of shame and embarrassment before anyone broke the silence.

“Again Maria? You close the shop for an orgy again?! I thought we made a deal last time? And that stuff is expensive you know… is that going to come out of your paycheck?” The man’s voice was more exasperated than angry, but held a commanding tone nonetheless.

“Sorry boss… it got a little out of hand… Buuuut, the deal was I only got to do this with REAL special people right? Ones who might show promise for the other business? Well… I think you oughta meet this young lady and ask about her current living arrangements with nerdy over there. As for the money… well I’m sure these two wouldn’t mind you selling off the security footage of what they’ve been up to in here. I know you’ve got a market for that kinda thing.” The cheeky smile and offhandedness Maria was using on her presumed employer told the others volumes about the relationship between them, but the rest took a moment to process. He turned to them.

“Alright, you’ve got me interested… but let me hear it from them first. You kids really okay with that? Me selling your dirty little adventures on the internet? I’d need written permission.”

Surprisingly, it was Ted that piped up first. “Errm… what? So we’d be like porn stars? I’m not sure I could handle that, what if my Mom saw?!”

The stranger gave a pealing laugh that shattered the tension in the room. “Ha! No, kid, not quite like that. I’d censor your faces for a start, though to be honest our shitty cameras almost do that for me. To be honest, the people who watch that stuff go for it more if it’s all blurry and weird angles… adds to the mystery and realism I guess. Specially since I spy a school uniform over there… wait, you’re not underage are you love?” He directed this down at Miku of course, now sprawling a lot more relaxed in her slime coated skin.

“Nope, and that sounds fine… right master Ted? We could have our own little porno out there and nobody would know. It’s kind of exciting.”

Ted shrugged his consent and the older man clapped his hands together in happiness. “Excellent, well then that covers my losses. But what’s this ‘master’ arrangement I hear? I’m intrigued… come over here so I can get a look at you girl and explain.”

The girl obediently shuffled over, looking up at him from under her half askew cat ears with big, innocent eyes.

“Well Ted here and his four housemates have been kind enough to let me stay with them all year… In return I do whatever they want me too. Each day of the week one of them decides everything I do and where I sleep. Then at the weekend they all get me to share.”

“I see… and you set this up? You wanted this and will do anything they ask?”

“Oh yes! It’s only been a week so far but I’ve had LOADS of fun. They’re all so different, but all so kind too!”

“Hmmm…” The store manager leant down to get a closer look at the girl, turning her head this way and that. Then he stood up and began unzipping his trousers. Looking over to Ted he enquired “May I?” Ted nodded slightly anxiously, but Maria came over to wordlessly reassure him. Taking his own cock in hand as the older man offered his to Miku.

While she got to work gulping him down a measured smile crept over his face. He spoke directly to Ted over her bobbing head.

“Well I don’t know how you’ve done it, but you’ve snagged a helluva prize here kid. I work with a local group that would love to have talent like this pay a visit. Would you, or any of your friends I guess, consider coming along to one of our parties? There’s one a week from today.”

Ted was again caught off guard and a little confused, but also quite excited by the whole prospect. “Err... sure I’d love to… but I’m not sure I’d fit in… I’m not very good at parties…”

Again the man laughed. “Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that… I doubt you’ve been to anything like the kind of get together we put on. Besides, I expect Maria will be there waitressing, she normally is, and with this young lady on your arm you’ll be the toast of the ball, believe me.”

With that, the date was set. They both came in their respective offered mouths then set about cleaning up. Once everything was done, Ted and Miku signed away their film rights and walked away the proud new owners of a certain matching set, ears and tail. The still slightly soggy girl was so delighted she wore them both home, tail twitching out from beneath her skirt.

Getting back to the house that afternoon the girls new outfit was met with great approval all round. Ditching the still considerably sticky school uniform, she instead jumped completely into her role as a seductive feline. Prancing about on all fours, stark naked and with her bouncing bottom chased by its wagging tail. She climbed over all the furniture, basked in the sunlit windows and stretched herself out in long languishing form. Whenever another of the boys came back from college she’d wind about their legs, purring softly and teasingly. She’d curl up in their laps and lick herself, ‘accidentally’ massaging an erection into her comfortable seating place, then lapping that too. Troy put down a saucer of milk for her and she happily bent down for it, waggling her curving peaches for all to admire. At one point she headed upstairs to use the bathroom, but Jake hissed her down angrily… he led the abashed looking kitty out back instead, opening the kitchen door to the garden. Here a slightly red faced cat was forced to find a spot of flowerbed to squat over, to the bemused half arousal of the rest of the house. She made no complaint though, watering the plants in the setting sun with only the odd nervous glance at any overlooking windows.

Ted was proclaimed a hero throughout all this, the idea of their love slave being a housepet clearly resonating well with all concerned. Something about the alluring way she chose to move and the animalistic traits she took on just added to her allure. Her sleek body fit the character so well, and with out words to utilise her sensual teasing became a wholly physical affair. When one of them cracked and was forced to claim her she’d react in all manner of ways. Several times she forced them to chase her around the house, giggling as she jumped over and under furniture till they finally caught her and pinned her down to fuck. Then she’d writhe against them, half struggling, half encouraging while they pumped a throbbing cock into her pussy. Other times she’d slide herself onto them so casually, simply acting as if she was just stretching again and they were but a tool to her.

It was during one of these moments, as she pinned Dean to a chair in the lounge that all hell broke loose. Enjoying the last glimpses of sunlight dripping through the front window, they were both enjoying a slow, gentle fuck with her bouncing thighs offering all the movement, when a shadow loomed across them. Looking out they were stunned to see a young woman stood in the front garden, gazing in with a glare that threatened to melt the very glass. Dean jumped up immediately in horror, tossing the girl unceremoniously to the floor. As the new figure turned silently to leave he rushed out after her, failing to even do up his pants in his panic. Inside the house there was a pained silence as all watched the furiously gesturing figures and strained to hear their muffled yells.

“Well that’s torn it…” Said Troy, helping the girl back onto her knees. “That, my little kitty, would be Queen Bitch herself… Dean’s doting princess. I don’t think she’s very impressed with him!”

The conversation outside seemed to go on forever and become more and more animated, though not on Dean’s end. Even just in body language the balance of power here was obvious. Several times a resounding slap caused all those watching to wince, yet still the boy came back with pleading gestures. Eventually, the rage seemed to settle into a gentle seething and they both turned to come inside. A desperately awkward silence met their entry, but the smart dressed girl paid no attention to anyone but the naked cat.

Striding right up to leer down upon the kneeling creature she stared needles up and down her exposed body.

“So you’re the reason I haven’t seen hide nor hair of my dick of a boyfriend this week?” Her voice was cold, so cold. “Some sort of twisted little slut who gets her kicks out of being passed around like a cheap cigar…”

She grabbed the girl’s hair roughly and turned her face this way and that. “Or a little pussycat is it? A pretty little pet that you can also fuck whenever you want? I bet these sad little pricks couldn’t get enough… you must be full of nothing but nerd cum by now!”

The cat could think of absolutely nothing to say to fix this situation, so simply fell back on the character she’d been playing all afternoon. She let out the most mewling and admonished mew she could, combined with gleaming deferential eyes.

This drew a smile from her captor at least, albeit a cruel one. She let go of the cat’s curling mane, throwing her head down roughly. “Well if that’s all you really are, a disgusting little plaything, you’d better prove it to me too… lick my boots kitty! And you’d better do a better job than that sorry excuse of a man normally does!”

This was not what the cat expected, but it was at least a sign of hope. Mewling as pathetically as possible she did as commanded, rolling her tongue across black leather. Perhaps this situation could be recovered after all… she’d never wanted to cause Dean any trouble, especially before he’d even had his first day with her. The domineering presence leered down angrily, but it was clear that this was pleasing her. They were good boots too, high black things clearly bought to be shoved into whimpering faces.

After a few minutes of this, the intruder bent down without any shame and lowered her tights and panties. The invitation was clear and an order unnecessary, the housepet obediently sat up to attend to a waiting slit. Its folded pinkness was sweet but salty and was ground into her face by a hair-grasping hand. It hurt a little to be so roughly maneuvered but the cat was no stranger to a pussy either. She twirled her tongue around a swollen clit, teasing waves of pleasure up into that body. A contented sigh was her only reward, still a condescending and hissing affair though it was. She kept going dedicatedly until an orgasm was shoved raspingly against her still working mouth, when again she was thrown to the floor.

Pulling her clothes back up the invader then simply turned on her heel and headed for the door, dragging a terrified-looking Dean behind her.

“Very well then, you can keep your little pet boys. But you best have her cleaned up by tomorrow. If she’s going to mine and Deany’s once a week, we don’t want her smelling of you disgusting perverts.”

With a slam of the door she was gone. Leaving a darkening room full of stunned silence… followed quite shortly by a wave of relieved laughter.




Chapter 16 (Friday)

The girl woke up the next day next to a still snoring Ted. Sliding a now limp cock out of herself, still dribbling a little cum, she crept out of bed. The house was quiet but bright, it was clearly fairly late morning. Ted had kept fucking her late into the night, clearly trying to use his time alone with her to the fullest. She headed for the shower to clear up all the evidence of this, remembering the other girl’s threat from the night before. Tracy. That was her name, she remembered Dean and the others talking about her before… What sort of a girlfriend was she? An angry and jealous one seemed obvious enough. But as the water cascaded over her, the girl couldn’t help feeling a little excited, the taste of boot polish and pussy returning to her mouth.

Heading downstairs she grabbed some toast. No-one else seemed to be in or awake, she giggled to see her newly purchased ears and tail hanging up to dry. They'd been chucked in the wash last night after becoming… quite sticky. Suddenly a harsh knock at the door brought the morning into focus. Chewing the last of her breakfast she headed over, if it was the postman this would not be the first time she’d greeted him naked.

It wasn’t. It was Tracy… and a sheepish looking Dean. And three other strangers, all girls, two redheads and a short blonde. Tracy walked straight in and grabbed her by the hair, pulling the girl into the lounge while the others followed.

“We’re here pet! Here to take our turn at owning you! And I brought some friends to admire our new pussy. Isn’t she just the cutest little whore girls! Whore, this is Julie, Faith and Charlotte, they’re my bestest friends which means they get to share everything I own, dirty slutbags included!”

Two of the other girls came forward, making admiring clucking noises as they span the housepet round, pinching and stroking her like a piece of fine meat. Dean stayed back, still with a look like a wet rag. The short blonde did too, but her eyes did not, chasing up and down the naked body before her with an unmistakable spark. When she met the slut’s eyes though, she shied away, as if ashamed to be so eagerly staring.

Still, there was little time to think of that, Tracy was in full swing. One of the redheads asked “So, she’ll really do anything you want?” To which Tracy replied with a gleefully malicious “Of course!” and a hefty slap to the naked girl’s backside.

“She’s not a person really, just like a pet cat you can fuck. Which reminds me… Where’re your lovely ears and tail sweet thing? Ah, there they are, all washed for us. Well we can’t have you running around without them! You’d be naked!! Why don’t you go fetch them and whatever excuse for drinks this shithole can provide while me and the girls get settled.”

Obediently the pet trotted off, ignoring the further slap to her buttocks yet already feeling those cheeks reddening. She gathered together a tray of mismatched offerings, even she had to admit the boys kept a poor selection, not that she needed to drink much. It was surprising how long you could keep going on a diet of mostly cum… and Jake had taken enthusiastically to quenching her thirst with... other things. That’s where the odd shot of vodka helped, to cleanse the pallette and, hopefully, kill off any other ill effects. Still the pet felt her pussy begin to dribble a little at the memory of all those forceful trips to the bathroom. She couldn’t help feeling that Tracy was going to start calling to those darker parts of her sexuality too. Catching the still slightly damp tail and ears between her teeth the girl carried her tray back through.

The other young women had settled on the sofa, Tracy penned between the red haired duo: Julie and Faith. Dean and Charlotte apparently relegated to the chairs. All of them, except Dean, were wearing skirts or dresses and it now became clear why. Each girl had her legs spread as wide as possible and her panties dangled round one ankle, displaying a buffet of pink flesh. The pet handed out her drinks demurely, then her ears and tail when asked. Tracy slid the ears gently onto her head then got her to bend over double in front of them, spreading her curving ass. The three domineering sofa-sitters then took great giggling delight in admiring her. They tickled her lovely fluffy tail up and down her thighs and spanked a further blush into her perky cheeks. The pet could do nothing but enjoy the mixed sensations and stare across at the other stranger present. The blonde girl, Charlotte, was sitting uncomfortably in her light summer dress. Her panties were also round her ankle, but this clearly embarassed her, she kept fidgeting with the hem of her dress. Yet still… the pet caught that strange glint in those shy eyes, eyes that simply could not stop staring back at her. When those behind finally shoved the tail up where it belonged, its entire beaded length rubbing into her colon, she let loose a yelping smile. Charlotte seemed to jump almost as much, subconsciously biting her fingers below wistful eyes.

Now, of course, the re-confirmed catgirl had other matters to attend to. She was spun around and pulled down into an embrace of thighs, Tracy’s first of course. She lapped away eagerly at the slit and folds offered, quickly finding a budding clitoris waiting for her. Above the newcomers cooed at her enthusiasm and the demure, watery glances she let slip up at her apparent new mistress. The girl had to admit, she was slightly annoyed at this invasion of Dean’s day, but it was nice to have a pussy break in her near endless diet of cocks. She worked her magic as well as she ever had, raised as she had been, switching between the three whenever they passed her across. Soon the girls were play-fighting over her attentions, chatting away as if she couldn’t hear, or not caring that she could.

After a while Tracy held onto her long enough to build up a rumbling orgasm that echoed back up through the pet’s tongue. Sighing happily she said:

“Okay, I admit it. Dean, you’re off the hook, this slut was an excellent purchase… She’s even better than you, Charly-poo. Guess you won’t have to be our dedicated pussy-licker on a friday anymore.”

The current pussy-licker turned to see a blonde haired face looking surprisingly aghast at this news. Things were starting to become clearer about these four’s relationship.

Tracy laughed. “Oh, don’t look like that dear. I’m sure these two will still grab you in every other lecture and lunch-hour. You’ll always be our little timesaver. Here, try her yourself! This one’s not a useful friend like you, she’s just a toy to be used up and thrown away.”

Tracy lightly threw the ‘toy’s head toward the smaller girl, no more instruction was needed. She trotted over on all fours and set straight to work on an already gushing little slit. The girl tasted sweet and clean, a perfect meal of a pussy. Within a minute she was bucking through the small gasps of an orgasm, squirting little bursts of juice over the cat’s tongue. She wrapped her small hands into the soft curls between her thighs and pressed her hips forward with a desperate hunger. The housepet smiled up and responded in kind, happy to bring pleasure to this small, demure creature. She shoved her whirling tongue up into the awaiting sweetness and gorged on it, loving the wriggling response from the body above. All too soon she could feel another orgasm worming its way through the young lady’s body, shivering out onto her face.

“That was… amazing!” Came a voice from somewhere. “They look so pretty when playing together! Oh, we’ll have to keep bringing Charly round here, I never knew how cute she looks when coming!”

“It’s true… but all it makes me want is to have her back where she belongs, buried in between my thighs! Come on Tracy, get them both back to work over here so we can finish our drinks and have a good long gossip.”

“Sounds good to me. Come on sluts! Playtime’s over. I expect each of us will want to cum at least three times before we’re ready to go out… and yes, Dean, you can now fuck one of them if you want. Why don’t you stick it between their little feet as you like to so much. Just remember… don’t you ever get yourself a little fuckslave without sharing again. I need to know my man is only sticking himself in the best quality pussy available!”




Chapter 17

The morning wore on much as promised. By noon the two designated pussy lickers had lolling tongues, those soft, wet muscles worked to their limits. Dean used this to his advantage, finally getting a chance to shove his own lump of meat down their throats. He had previously followed Tracy’s advice and used their feet for his pleasure. This had clearly been a new experience for the pair of them, Charlotte had been clearly a little confused. Still, she only made efforts to accommodates, wrapping her soft soles together with the pet to form a whole new hole for him to fuck. Dean was a little embarrassed even by his own fetish, but simply could not miss out on the chance to cover those prim little toes in cum. He’d known that Tracy and the others had been making use of their submissive little friend regularly for a while, but this was the first time they’d let him utilise her. Clearly the housepet had not been a mistake after all. As he slid his shaft down the little blonde girl’s esophagus she looked up at him with watery eyes. Compared to her contemporary cock-sucker she clearly had less… or no experience with a penis. Yet the quiet, shy way she simply accepted whatever came her way was almost an attraction in itself. She seemed too innocent not to deflower in as many ways as possible.

Still, all good things had to come to an end. The sofa-sitters were clearly getting restless to begin the next part of the day’s activities. So Dean let himself pour a healthy, sticky load into the back of Charlotte’s throat. Pulling out, she seemed simply unsure of how to process this mouthful. An issue which the nearby housepet swooped in to rectify. She kissed the smaller girl deeply and intensely, her tired tongue clearly scooping and swirling the salty mess between their two mouths. This, at least, Charlotte appreciated, clinging tightly to the naked body encapsulating her and obviously prolonging the contact as long as possible. When they finally drew apart a shining string of cum and saliva dangled between them, drooping slowly as each one gulped her share down.

It was at this point that Tracy chose to unveil and apply her latest purchase. A bright red collar, complete with silver chain and hanging tag was smoothly clicked into place around the cat-girl’s neck. “Time…” she said in a dirtily mischievous voice, “for walkies.”

Without any further ado, the entire group was swept up and out the door. A small red car was parked just beyond the front hedge and gate and the group bundled in. The three friends, red and red and blonde, squeezed into the backseat. Tracy and Dean occupied the front. The pet, of course, found herself half in the footwell and spread across three laps. From here she had an excellent view out the window of all the people who might notice an uncomfortably and quite definitely illegally seated girl lying naked across three other young ladies, all who had neglected to put their panties back on. The danger could only arouse her, not hurt or hindered by the feel of the tail fixture rubbing up into her colon or the fact that all three of her bearers took every opportunity to grope her.

The journey was not long however, just a short trip through the suburbs to a small park. Unlike the one she and Joe had visited, this was low and wooded. All dark twisting trails surrounded by trees and a high outer wall. The group parked up and shuffled out, checking nervously for onlookers. Only Tracy seemed completely unfazed, tugging the pet out by her new lead and gently but firmly pushing her down to her hands and knees. It seemed that this walk was going to be done properly, with a trailing bitch scrabbling through the pine needles.

Surprisingly the strewn pine needles made for a fairly soft and forgiving carpet for the pet to crawl across. Still, she did have to contend with a regular supply of pinpricks down here on her hands and knees. The group waltzed along at no particular pace, enjoying the dappled sunlight and cool breeze. Occasionally flipping up each others skirts to catch such on their bare pussies then skipping off giggling. Each one had taken a turn of pulling the pet's leash, but once the rest had become bored it fell to Charlotte. The shy girl tugged her along obediently, but kept shooting nervous glances every which way, as if expecting to be jumped by an army of the prudish at any minute. Yet the glances she threw back at her naked charge were wholly different. Whenever she thought no one was looking innocent-looking eyes would devour those curves with ever more hunger.

It was due to one of these ever-lengthening lapses in focus that Charlotte didn’t notice when everyone else in the group had stopped. She simply walked straight past their frozen forms, tugging an also oblivious pet… straight into the cause of this suspension. Looking up confusedly at the old man she had softly collided with, arousal turned to confusion turned to horror across her face in a matter of seconds. She too froze solid, but in a much more compromising position, as the small dog on his leash trotted round to examine the strange sight at the end of hers.

For a near minute, no-one said anything. The wind blew, skirts were attemptedly and surreptitiously held down. The small fluffy dog circled its counterpart, sniffing amiably and the old man studied each of them with a calm but firm gaze. When those eyes returned to Charlotte and her dropped jaw of terror however… he broke out into a warm and reassuring smile.

“Why… what a cute little pet you have there, young lady!” His voice was crackly, but jovial, the voice a grandfather uses to support the young without patronising them. “It’s good to see a group of nice girls supporting the old ways… I’d thought the traditional use of this park had long been forgotten!”

He spread that smile round them all, but was only met with more confusion… except, that is, from Tracy.

“Phew… So, you’re a true local then old-timer? You took your daughter ‘out on the leash’ when she came of age, just like my daddy did with me?”

“Oh yes my dear, and my granddaughter too… since her father was too prudish. The traditions of this city must be upheld, whether modern society deems them ‘indecent’ or not! It does a girl good to learn about the appeal of her body as she becomes a woman. Though I must ask, this one’s clearly not your daughter… why’re you walking her so?”

“She has given herself to me… and my man here. Pledged her services to us for a year. I believe that was seen as a gain of a new daughter back then?”

“Oh! A true traditionalist! Marvellous! You really don’t see enough young ones giving themselves up to humility and discipline any more, bravo to you lass!” This last compliment was aimed down at the pet, who had spent most of this conversation trying to fend off the attentions of a yappy little ball of fuzz. Now she realised she was the centre of attention she looked up, smiling her most welcoming smile.

“What a beauty! The ears and tail especially, if only we’d had such things when I was young…”

He glanced back over to Tracy in askance: “May I?”

The grey haired figure hardly waited for the replying “Of course.” before pulling down his zipper and shoving the cat’s face full of man meat. She nearly choked on the surprisingly rough forwardness of him, but recovered into her natural welcoming habits. This was almost certainly the oldest cock she’d had the pleasure of swallowing, he had to be a good 70. However he’d certainly not lost his vigor down here. It just kept growing and growing as she swirled her tongue around it and relaxed her throat about it’s tip. He smelt musty, but clean, drenched in some ancient cologne, and grunted appreciatively as she swallowed his entire length. It seemed she’d have to do more to impress this customer though. Soon enough he seemed bored by her efforts, taking time to painstakingly admire the other girls while she gulped and slurped her hardest.

Charlotte in particular seemed to draw his attention, still holding tightly to the pet’s leash and therefore uncomfortably close to this old pervert. She bobbed from foot to foot nervously under his silent scrutiny, determinedly staring down at where his dick met soft lips. Suddenly she gave a terrified little squeak as a wrinkled hand reached out and lifted up the hem of her dress, revealing that beautifully bare slit.

“Ah-ha! I knew I could smell sweetness!” Once again the grey haired wonder spoke completely past his perving target at Tracy. “This one another of your loveslaves, miss? She has the demeanor of a cute little cumdump, that’s for sure…”

“No. Charly’s a… friend. Though…” Tracy left that word to hang teasingly in the air.

“Oh, you must let me fuck the pretty little thing! She looks just like my daughter did at that age. Absolutely delectable!” You could practically see the unsavoury way he drooled over that thought. “I’ll tell you what, young miss domineering. I’ve belonged to a few quite selective clubs in this town over my lifetime. The sort of groups that are only open to those in the know… and might be the perfect place for someone of your… predilections.... You let me fill this one’s adorable little behind with old man milk and I will give you all the introductions you could want!”

Charlotte glanced between the two of them in abstract horror. But the gleam in Tracy’s eye was more than enough of an answer.

“You really are a disgusting old pervert, aren’t you old man? I feel sorry for your daughter… but still… if you’re talking about what I think you’re talking about… I’m sure Charlotte would accommodate you… for me.”

Even the pet paused her sucking for a second to glance worryingly over at the small blonde girl, to see if she was really just going to accept this. But all there was to witness was a hung head and slumped shoulders. ‘This one’s worse whipped than me’ was all she could think, before returning to her head-pumping work.

“Not here.” Was Tracy’s only stipulation on the proposed deal, so Charlotte’s perky little rump was safe for a short while more at least. It took a good few minutes more slurping work for the pet to earn her mouthful of old man spunk. He patted her on the head appreciatively as she opened her mouth to show it to him before gulping the lot down. The slut had to admit she almost felt a little hard done by, with all this attention going Charlotte’s way. But she quashed the thought, she was just a cum-dump, poor ‘Charly’ was clearly at the other end of a very one-sided friendship. She gave the smaller girl what she hoped was a reassuring, if slightly gooey, smile. That did seem to help, but still those innocent little eyes kept slipping to the nobbly old penis that loomed between them. The pet began to wonder if this innocent little creature might even be a virgin… at least in the traditional sense… that would be a horrible prospect.

The group moved off as one, deeper down the trail. The two redheads playing with the little dog, Dean chatting amiably with it’s owner. Tracy led the other two ahead a little, tugging one by hand, one by leash. For a while she didn’t say a word, but on spotting a ramshackle grey building ahead she began rummaging in her bag and called back: “In there! Give me five minutes to get everything set up for you!”

The old man simply nodded, so she tugged her charges inside, slapping both their asses as the passed the doorway. It was a public toilet, of sorts, clearly built into some older original building. A set of urinals on one side stated that this was the men’s side, but Tracy appeared not to care. No-one else was present so she headed straight for the nearest cubicle. It was clean…ish and not too cramped. Pulling the toilet lid down she instructed the pet to sit on it’s edge and lie back.

“Now Charly, I know this isn’t really what you like, but I really need you to do this for me! I’ve been trying to get access to these societies for years! Besides, it’s about time you got some practice with a real cock, the sisters have filled you with enough strapped on rubber over the years. However I’ll try to make it as easy on you as possible… Kitty here is going to act as your cushion, and I’ve already seen the eyes you’ve been making at her. So climb on up and just pretend it’s going to be her nice big cock inside you, meanwhile I’ll get you nice and lubed up…”

Charlotte did as she was told, clambering up over the pet’s naked body and presenting her bubbly little ass to be lubricated. Tracy used the pet’s leash to tie both their hands together behind the cistern then set to work massaging a tub of jelly into her friend’s tight little holes. Staring up at the blonde’s face, the lower slut watched true bliss flow across it as the brunette’s fingers strayed inside her. Then… they were ready. Tracy left and a foreboding silence descended.

The footsteps came soon enough. Casual. Unhurried. Neither girl could see beyond their cubicle, or even much of that past each other’s body. So they both jumped when wrinkled hands suddenly grabbed hold of those perky little cheeks presented for them. “Beautiful.” Was the only word spoken as this unknown old pervert claimed what he’d been so desperate for. The pet watched those innocent eyes well up as a long, veiny shaft was clearly eased up inside. She did the only thing she could, leaning up and shoving her tongue into the other’s mouth. This was reciprocated immediately in a long, deep kiss. In fact they stayed like this for nearly the entire time. The pet could almost feel the pulsing energy as each thrust shook through the girl and into her mouth. She felt all the pain and tightness at its beginning and felt that slowly melt away into beating, juicy pleasure. They only stopped kissing to let the smaller girl gasp for air, little unrestrained yelps of excitement breaking out at this. The girl might not be a fan of men, but it was clear she enjoyed sex almost as much as the self-declared slut she was tied to. She crushed her tight little form against the pet, her light dress rolling up to let their bouncing tits embrace. Her perky little ass began rolling back against the invading stranger, pulling ever greater thrusts from his aging hips. When at last he finally came he was wheezing heavily, steadying himself against the door. Yet still his young target was moving, bounding out the arousal he had built in her and squeezing the last spurts of cum deep into her colon. When he pulled out and staggered off, the two girls hardly noticed, wrapped together in the warmth of the moment. They kissed away the ebbing pleasure, a small trail of sticky white goo dripping from one’s anus onto the other’s inner thigh.




Chapter 18

The pet could just feel the hot skin of the little body on top of her beginning to cool when the next intrusion came. They were lying together in semi-comfortable bliss when a voice broke the silence.

“Well I’ll be damned! They weren’t lying! Come look at this Bill, two naked pussies all tied up and just asking to be fucked!”

Charlotte woke with a start, lifting her head from its pillow of breasts and craning round desperately to see who was talking. The young man at the cubicle door already had his cock in hand, trousers dropping to the floor. His presumed friend leaning round to catch the blonde girl’s eye. She gave them one despairing look up and down, but then turned back without saying a word. Shuffling her knees back up to brace for what was coming she simply made sure to display every hole available. With the pet’s legs spread out either side of her the two new strangers had a line of four entrances to pick from, two dripping slits and two puckered stars, one still oozing a few drops of white goop.

The first man made no hesitation, slamming into Charlottes pussy straight to the hilt. The pet watched the evidence of this flash across the girl's face. If her previous guess had been correct, then this very moment, tied to a public toilet and invaded by a stranger, was how the small girl was losing her virginity. It wasn’t discomfort that she witnessed though, but a resigned pleasure... as in someone trying desperately to give up smoking finally cracked and gave in to their cravings. This was a true kindred spirit she realised, someone born to be a slave to other’s pleasure. Still, she could not help feeling bad for how the girl was being used and abused, tricked out of her shell rather than giving herself away.

As the stranger began thrusting away, pumping his own life’s frustrations into this one lucky break, the girls drew close again. They kissed, and could whisper in each other’s ears while behind and beyond their bodies were simply warm holes to be used. As the first man came heavily, spurting cum in and over them, the cat-cushion asked her slut-in-kind:

“Why do you let those girls do this to you? Call you a friend then use you like a toy?”

The next man clearly looked at Charlotte’s two already cum drenched holes and decided the better of it, shoving his cock into the other pussy available and swapping into her ass at regular intervals. He was quite large and clearly strong, making the pet go a little dizzy with every thrust, but it gave her companion some time to think of an answer.

“They ARE my friends… sort of the best ones I’ve ever had… Tracy and the sisters might seem a bit rude and mean, but they’ve always been there for me when I needed them. Uhm… when I went to school I never had many friends and when people found out I liked girls… well… I was bullied a lot. I thought it might get better when I came to college, but instead it got worse, some of the girls from school came too and just made life hell for me!”

The second man came in a pumping, grunting burst, tipping the pet into her own orgasm and halting their whispered conversation while she squealed this back down Charlotte's throat. A third man immediately took his place though, who knows where from. This one was less discerning too, forcing his way from one entrance to the next without any care for who’d been there before. In the background they could hear a muffled phone conversation as the first man apparently contacted some work colleagues. It would seem they were going to be here awhile.

Once the third man had got into a steady rhythm of fucking one then the other of them, Charlotte continued. “That is, until Tracy got hold of them. She saw them picking on me one day in the bathroom and just walked straight up and slapped one. When they started to make a fuss the sisters appeared and all three of them chased the other girls off. From then on they looked out for me in everything, made me realise who I really was!”

This last statement was punctuated by the little blonde girl shuddering through a climax of her own. The convulsions of which clearly set their current patron off, as another splatter of sticky semen landed on the lower slut’s stomach. This squelched between their bare stomachs as Charlotte again collapsed down from her muscle-tensing high. Neither were particularly surprised when this cock was barely gone a second before the next arrived. Whether this was another newcomer or one returning for a second helping, they were past caring. They simply welcomed its innards churning thrusts and continued their whispered conversation.

“It was quite a while after that, when they started playing with me… urgh! why do boys have such an obsession with my bum?! I’d fallen a little bit in love with Tracy… but she was already with Dean and told me she ‘didn’t really fall for girls… but would always have her legs open if I wanted a lick.’ It just sort of went on from there. I realised I didn’t mind not being her girlfriend as long as I could please her whenever she wanted. The sisters started setting little tests for me: hiding between their legs in lectures, wearing a vibrator in restaraunts, letting them fuck me with bigger and bigger dildos… and now this… Being fucked by a bunch of complete strangers in a toilet on top of the most beautiful and sexy girl I’ve ever seen! It’s amazing! It’s everything I’ve ever dreamt of, late at night, but would never have let happen on my own! That’s why I let them decide for me, because they know me better than I do, because I want to be just like you! But don’t have the confidence to do it on my own…”

With that the talking was done. The two girls gave themselves completely to the pleasures of the afternoon, draining cock after cock of stranger’s cum as they entwined their bodies together. They writhed in the sticky mess they were steadily coated in, kissing and gasping in the sweaty heat of it all.

The sun was well on its way to setting by the time the parade of horny strangers and all their local friends had been sated. The park warden had arrived at some point with various complaints and threats… but it had turned out he just wanted a bit of the action and to shut the gate on time. The redheaded sisters decided to ‘entertain’ him themselves, having gotten quite bored standing around outside the most popular toilet in town. Up to now the pair had made do with ‘warming up’ those waiting in line, teasing them with hands and mouth, but never quite letting the poor men cum. This probably led to quite how messy the two girls inside became, and why a lot of quite embarrassed punters rejoined the back of the queue surprisingly quickly for another go.

When all was said and done the warden had to chase off the last few stragglers. Dean and Tracy returned from a long walk and discussion they’d been having with the original old stranger and ventured in to free their submissive playthings. Both girls were a mess. Trembling legs barely holding up their cum-coated hips and asses. Each one had a pair of holes gaping and red from hours of abuse, leaking rivers of semen down their thighs. Charlotte’s dress was torn to shreds, grabbed and pulled as leverage by a hundred uncaring hands. Her eyes would barely stay open and she barely spoke a word, her entire body aching with tiredness. However it was a dazed smile that was pinned to her face and she still clung to her cat-like cushion like a child to her mother. In fact she had to be pried off physically with constant reassurances in order for the pair of them to be carried back to the car.

The next time the little blonde girl woke she was immersed in warm, soapy water. Looking up she found herself wrapped in the arms of the housepet, dozing in an grand, ancient bathtub. Sighing contentedly she snuggled back into the bosom supporting her head, letting the slowly cooling water drain away all the muck and pain from her day of pleasure. When they finally came downstairs, it was to the lounges normal occupants, plus Tracy, all sat watching a movie. The pet, though now without her ears and tail, got right back down to business as usual tiptoeing over to begin sucking the nearest cock: Jake’s. Charlotte, suddenly realising she was stood naked in a room of boys her age, nearly ran right back upstairs. Watching her idol lap greedily away at a master doing his best to ignore her however, placed a look of determination in the blonde girl’s eye. She marched right over next to the curly-haired beauty and pulled out the cock of the next boy over. Ted looked down with amazement as yet another mysterious unclothed female simply swallowed his manhood, twirling her tongue around him.

The pair of them worked their way around the room without a word, but to much unsaid praise from each grateful recipient. Only Tracy’s keen eye followed their progress, uninterested in a silly space movie, but admiring how far her little protege had come. She might have mixed feelings about the pet invading her boyfriend’s house like a sex-crazed parasite, but she had to admit the girl was an inspiration to other wannabe sluts. After the movie Tracy denied the other boys any further use of either girl, stating she didn’t want saggy cunted little fuckslaves, they had to have time to recover. There was some grumbling, but it was Dean’s day… and Tracy spoke for Dean, no-one doubted that. So instead all four went up to bed. Tracy and Dean made love then slept at the top of the king size mattress while their two pets simply curled up together at the bottom, asleep in minutes.




Chapter 19 (Saturday)

The next morning Charlotte woke up to find herself alone at the foot of the bed. Dean and Tracy were still fast asleep at the top of the bed, the latter snoring quite loudly, but her subservient companion was nowhere to be seen. The young lady shivered slightly, feeling a little cold in her absence. She still could not quite believe the events of the day before… it had all gone so far. Even now her poor little pussy and anus felt a little raw and sore, aching with the memories of who-knew how many strangers. Yet, when the curly haired girl had been there it had all been so exciting, so perfectly, dirtily sexy. Charlotte had known she would do anything for Tracy ever since the day they’d met, had fallen for the feisty brunette on sight. But after all this time she’d come to accept that the young woman would never feel quite the same way back. The love was still there, but felt directed and voyeuristic.

Now, for the first time, Charlotte felt she could see that clearly, think about it without getting all muddled in her attractions. It was obvious why. Olive skin and curling hair filled her thoughts. A lapping tongue between her legs, the sun gleaming of swaying buttocks on the end of a leash. The look of pure joy on her face as an unseen cock drove into that body restrained below. The blonde girl realised she was salivating a little and could already feel a soothing dampness between her legs. She had found a kindred spirit in debauched subservience, but one that was so full of confidence and allure. She had spent half a day and a whole night wrapped in those golden arms. She was in a strange house, completely naked and with no idea where her clothes might be. The owners were a pack of unknown men, some of whom she could still taste on her lips having introduced herself in the most embarrassing way possible. Yet somewhere out there was a sexual goddess who she was very much in love with.

The short girl climbed carefully out of the bed, anxious but determined. She had no idea where her target was, but she could imagine all sorts of things she might be doing. The idea of creeping round this half-dark building, in only her goose pimpled skin. Searching for an equally naked beauty, almost certainly in the throes of debauchery. It filled her with fear and excitement. Tiptoeing over creaking floorboards she made it to the door and slipped out. A dim and silent corridor stretched out before her, leading into the unknown. Her skin prickled and her pert little breasts rose to pointing nipples, but she couldn’t turn back now, her beating heart and dripping slit would not let her.

There was dim light emanating from the far end of the corridor, so this was where the naked young lady headed. The tense fear and freedom of her situation sending tingles across her whole body. She stepped as lightly as possible, approaching a door slightly ajar, just at the turn of the building. Peaking through the open slit she could see a wide tiled bathroom, dominated by a grand old bathtub. The main light was not on, but a smaller one clearly was, just out of sight further round. Heart beating in her chest Charlotte edged into the doorway, gently inching her viewpoint round. The door moved… slightly, but luckily gave no noise noticeable by those present inside. The short blonde girl knew this because she could now see them clearly.

Her target was there! In all her golden beauty. On her knees and waiting, she was looking up at the other figure with those round flirtatious eyes. She was also naked of course, and had her hands held obediently behind her back, her mouth open wide and inviting toward a cock held just out of her reach. The boy was also short and also blonde, the quiet one Charlotte had noted last night. The smile on his face was strange now though: half proud, half cruel. He aimed his member carefully at his subservient companions face, but made no other move… until.

Charlotte nearly gasped! Holding the sound back just at the last second. A stream of golden liquid had begun pouring out of the boy’s cock, splashing onto her new love’s face. The kneeling girl, in her part, moved eagerly to catch it in her mouth, gulping down the horrid liquid like it was precious nectar. She did so well too, hardly letting any escape. But it was an impossible task, splashes and drips began dribbling down her face and neck, rivuletting between her breasts. Charlotte had never seen such a thing, even among all her friend’s adventurous teasing. She was repulsed… but could not restrain a dark excitement too. For such a beautiful girl to be so casually abused, devoting herself to the task of being nothing more than a toilet for this man. The little blonde at the door could already feel the telltale tingle of excitement between her legs as she imagined being used in that way. Only instead of a strange man it was her golden goddess, showering her from above. She let a hand creep down to her waking pussy as she watched on.

Once he’d finished pissing the boy wiped his dripping cock across his slave’s face, slapping her with it as he let her lick it clean. He shoved it roughly down her throat, then just left it there… slowly choking her while he rummaged through the cupboards above. Slowly going red, then blue, the submissive girl still didn’t pull back, looking up at her master with pleading eyes while he completely ignored her. Only when he’d gathered all he needed: his elaborate shaving gear by the looks of things, did he pull out of that gasping esophagus. He let her draw a few wheezing breaths, then slammed it back in, bucking his hips a few times to instruct her movement. She got to work immediately, fucking herself in the face as deep as she could by impaling her throat on his throbbing cock. While above he ceremoniously lathered and trimmed she simply gulped him down again and again, worshipping his cock like an ancient god. Charlotte watched all this from the door, rubbing herself into a dripping mess as the voyeurism rolled through her.

After what seemed like an age the boy finished shaving. He also grunted lazily into an orgasm, pouring what must have been a huge but unseen load down the housepet’s throat. Once again he kept his member deep in her neck as he put his equipment away, letting the last streams of his cum ooze down the back of her throat. Then, without a word, he slapped her hard across the face… and left her there, wheezing on the bathroom floor. In sudden panic Charlotte realised he was heading straight for her door, but was too deep in her own pleasures to react in time. It did not matter however, the boy went straight past her. His cold eyes gave one glance to the naked young lady squirming with her hand between her legs outside his bathroom, then simply walked on to a door down the hall. Charlotte fell to her own knees as she watched his back, the built embarrassment of the moment and that callous uncaring look somehow building into her arriving orgasm and turning her legs to jelly. She simply knelt there, in that strange dark corridor, still playing with herself as she wallowed in self-disgust and arousal.

By the time Charlotte had recovered herself, the cause of her arousal had disappeared again. Standing up on still wobbly legs, she found the bathroom empty. The housepet must have cleaned up quickly and headed out the other door. Nervousness reinstated, the little blonde girl hurried in to deal with her own morning ablutions before scurrying out to resume the hunt.

Creeping down a infuriatingly creaky staircase she was relieved if surprised to find the lounge still devoid of life. It was midmorning on a saturday! Her own dorm of polite, well-raised young ladies would be a hive of wholesome activity by now… The thought of all those other daddy’s little angels diligently studying and sewing while she stood naked in a stranger’s house, her own juices dripping down one leg… it was weirdly encouraging. She could see into the kitchen from here, but there was no movement there either. Where had her golden beauty got too?

A breath of wind and carried laughter told her: the back garden. She tiptoed into the kitchen and peeked out through sun-filled windows. There she was, still naked and radiant, hanging newly cleaned sheets upon a washing line. One of the boys was with her: the tallest, friendly one, joking and teasing with her as if they were simply perfectly ordinary college friends. It didn’t take long for the other aspects of their relationship to shine through however. As soon as the last piece of washing was hung the girl leapt up at her companion, wrapping her long legs around him. She kissed him deeply and energetically, pouring herself into his mouth. She must trust him completely, because she let his arms hold all her weight, while her own scrabbled around at his shorts below her. It didn’t take long for a swelling erection to be found and freed, her hanging hips greedingly descending to meet it. Then they were fucking, as casually achieved in the morning sun as had been her lending a hand with the chores.

Behind her glassed viewpoint Charlotte was again washed over by voyeuristic glee. She could almost feel the wet slap of that bouncing pair, their unsteady balance drifting precariously, but never falling. She couldn’t help looking out at all the other glinting windows above and around this beautiful scene. The garden was enclosed, but not hidden from half a street of houses. How many others were watching this moment of passion? Were they feeling the all-consuming excitement that she was?

An answer came much quicker than she expected. With a gasp the horny little watcher spotted a kindred spirit pop up just over the fence. A grey and frizzy haired face peered in from next door, blue eyes twinkling in interest. Charlotte grew increasingly worried as a creased brow and stern look appeared, but the old woman simply watched for a good few minutes. The two lovers were completely oblivious to this. Or were, that is, until a half-restrained cough echoed across the distance. They both froze like rabbits in headlights, as opposed to the other rabbit metaphor they had been fulfilling to this point. Heads snapping round to the sound’s source.

Joe broke the moment first, falling back immediately on natural charm. “Oh, err… Hi Mrs. Watson… err sorry… about… this…” His head bounced between the naked woman he was in and the aging neighbour he vaguely knew with every word.

The old lady coughed again, clearing whatever had irked her. Before replying in a surprisingly cheery tone: “What?! Oh, no, don’t let me stop you honey. I’m sorry to disturb you! It just reminded me of better times, to be honest I was a bit worried about you boys… all those nice lads and hardly a young lady through the door? Good to see you know how to treat one!”

Joe looked baffled. “You mean you don’t mind?”

“Of course not!” The neighbour huffed out proudly. “I was born and raised in this town, before all these bloody bureaucrats came with their ‘public decency’ laws. My father took me ‘out round the park’ as they all used to do, god rest his soul, and my Ralphy used to hand me round the pub every friday. ‘Perks of marrying early’ he used to tell me. A good looking girl like I was could get five good cocks a day just wandering around doing my shopping! Course nowadays I’m lucky if he can get it up once a month and all my little toy boys have run off to younger girls… it’s hard to grow old you know…”

The lady sounded so dejected that even the housepet, still red faced and full of cock, let out a commiserating cooo. She piped up with a cheeky look at Joe however: “Would you like to watch us some more then Mrs. Watson? You could even tell my big stud here how you’d like him to fuck me. I’m sure we’d be happy to learn from your… expertise.”

The grin this brought to that wrinkled face was pure, and almost predatory, joy.

“Well first, young man, you can bring that pretty girl over here and spread her legs for me, so I can see what we’re working with…”

Joe complied, hoisting up the giggling housepet so her nethers were on full display for the old woman’s inspection. She even reached up and spread her own asscheeks to make things easier.

“Aha! That IS a fine young pussy if ever I’ve seen one… though you really should tidy up a bit after you’ve had fun dear. I presume that’s another man’s cum dripping out of you here… a nice gentleman like Joe here doesn’t want to be wading through that to get his morning jollies. I think you’d best stick it in that tight little asshole I spy from now on stud. A slut like this one needs all her holes scraping out regularly, else she’ll never be satisfied. Pop her on that nice stone bench over there and dip the tip in where I can see…”

Again, Joe dutifully followed orders. The housepet knelt down on all fours on the rough stone of the mentioned bench and offered her trim rear with an inviting wiggle. Lining his swollen cock up he gently squeezed its bulbous head into her puckered star. The ring of muscle accepted it with a grateful pop while its gold skinned owner bit her lip.

Mrs. Watson looked on proudly. “Not a word of complaint, excellent! So many of these modern young women don’t train their assholes properly to welcome a man. Why, back in the day we used to say ‘One hole’s for marriage, the other one’s for free!’ A proper lady might keep her virginity innocent till she found a husband for it, but she’d hardly complain if a few others popped in and out of her ass on occasion. Once you reached the right age you’d just consider it polite to offer your bottom to a respectable man in distress. I’ll have you know I was rather proud to be one of the few girls our old schoolmaster would keep back near every day… was even chosen to welcome the governor's meetings a few times. Got some dirty looks from the other gals for that, I can tell you!”

The old woman seemed almost to get lost in nostalgia for a moment, forgetting she had command of a current situation. She snapped back out of it though upon returning her gaze to the naked pair half coupled before her.

“Oh! I’m sorry dearies, memories of better times… Go ahead and start ploughing her young man. By the look of those eyes, if you don’t she’s liable to pop! All the way in mind you. A girl needs depth from a man, as much of her plugged as possible!”

He didn’t need to be told twice, hovering in the entrance to that tight passage had been a torture for them both, especially since they’d been halfway to climax already. Joe rammed in all the way to the hilt as instructed, confident in his Bubbles’ ability to take whatever was given her these days. She still cried out in the shock of it though, a tangled yelp of joy and pain. Grabbing the stone bench she was pressed down upon it by the force of each thrust. The rough surface scratched at her breasts as they were squeezed under her weight and his. The coarse, scratching feeling only increasing her arousal as sensitive nipples grazed themselves into a pointed frenzy. Mrs Watson smiled a contented smile as she watched the young couple ravage each other, her own innards echoing with lost feelings from past days.




Chapter 20

Meanwhile, back in the kitchen, Charlotte watched on… She had had to strain to hear any of the conversation, luckily one of the large windows had been open a crack and none of the speakers had taken a particular interest in whispering. For her own part, she was burning with horniness again. The old stranger’s descriptions of a world gone by coalesced so well with her previous thoughts for the one she’d grown up in. Her own old schoolmaster would never have touched her, or the young ladies under his charge. But they’d always known in his gaze that he’d wanted too. How many would have complained if it had just been considered the norm? Would she have? Even now she could feel his steely eyes upon her, all those years. Idly bending a ruler he was no longer allowed to use, but still he had not replaced. She almost felt him slip up behind her, not creeping, simply walking with the confidence of a man who can take what he wishes. She felt his calloused hands reached round to claim her…

Except... There were hands upon her. She opened her eyes from the dream only to feel it burning truth into her flesh. Outside her fixation continued to be driven down onto her bench, here in the shade cold hands rolled across her hot skin. They squeezed her, groped her, moulded her small breasts into whatever shape they liked. She had no idea who it was, no contact or communication beyond those wandering fingers and now: a hard pressure against the small of her back. One of the hands sunk down her small frame. Tracing every curving contour of her nakedness until it reached its inevitable destination. A finger slipped inside her waiting slit, then another, with no parade or warning. She could do nothing. Chose to do nothing. Did not want to turn around and break this spell. Whoever it was had claimed her body for their own and she would let them take what they wished, staring only out at her love in the sunshine.

The fingers inside of her churned, pulling rolling pleasure up and through her. She writhed with their attentions. The wet slap as they slid in and out seeming so loud and raw and lewd. The other hand crept up from her breast to her head. It pulled back on her hair, arching her back as her hips were crushed into those behind. She felt the heat and hardness of him, even through the fabric of whatever he was wearing. Felt the weight of his cock slot in so perfectly between her bare ass cheeks, as if they were made to hold it for him. Fingers crept now into her mouth, she started and finished with him inside, a puppet for his play. She sucked at them gratefully, learning his taste if nothing more.

This clearly pleased him, for a gift was granted. The wall of clothing between them was cleared, leaving her to feel the naked heat of his erection grind against her. She welcomed it with her hips, rolling them back onto it as all the while those fingers filled her. Her first orgasm began as that shaft was freed. It entered her just as the tremors began to fade. The intensity of that unknown shaft, forced directly into her colon as still the fingers worked. It drove her half mad with pleasure. Another climax hit, almost immediately, and then she was lost: riding the whims of this presence which had claimed all her holes as its own. All Charlotte could do was let wave after wave overcome her until she was spent. She sank down onto the cold floor, cum oozing out of her stinging ass, and listened to the stranger’s footsteps walk calmly away.

That was how Joe and Bubbles found the little blonde girl still, some 10 minutes later. She’d fallen asleep again, leaning in quite an uncomfortable looking angle against the under-sink cupboard. They woke her gently, but asked no questions, letting her come to herself without verbal assaults of curiosity. The three of them settled into the lounge to watch TV, cuddling together on the largest sofa. Wrapped in the arms of her idol, Charlotte didn’t think she’d ever been happier. Even when the other boys slowly migrated downstairs and each claimed at least on turn at fucking their lounging pet, the smaller girl simply enjoyed how every thrust pressed that perfect body into her. Most of the boys took the white trails drying near her asshole as an invitation to at least play with her pussy while they fucked the other, but none went further. She wouldn’t have minded, in that moment, as long as she could be close to the housepet. But the way she simply acted like they weren’t there put most of them off… and once Tracy came down there was clearly a pair of disapproving eyes upon them.

So most of the day went… it was the day of joint ownership of course. However, seeing as there had hardly been a day when everyone hadn’t got to blow at least one load in the pet, it didn’t seem particularly special. Sure, there was hardly a moment she didn’t have a cock in one hole or another, but it was all idle fucking. They had all got so used to the arrangement by now that it just didn’t seem right for one of them NOT to be inside her. While for her, she seemed to enjoy the change of pace, taking stray gulps of cock when they were offered her or roving fingers in and across her apparent new best friend. The housepet didn’t quite know what to make of this quiet little creature which had seemed to just appear out of nowhere and attach onto her world. But she was so damn cute, especially when squirming with pleasure, that just you couldn’t help playing with her. She kept at least two fingers or a tongue swirling around inside one of her tight little holes whenever they weren’t needed elsewhere.

As darkness began to fall and the evening slipped in, it became apparent Tracy was not happy, shocking all and sundry. She gained the attention of the room by pushing a startled Dean off the sofa they’d been sharing. This particularly caught the beleaguered boyfriend by surprise as up to that point he’d been cuddling up with his dick inside her, echoing the casual intimacy of the other sofa with what had seemed like some success. Clearly he had been mistaken.

“I can’t believe I’ve wasted a whole day in some sort of stinking hippy love nest with you bunch of nerds! What have we done all day except watch crap sci-fi movies while trying to ignore the wet slap of your parasitic little whore’s baggy twat, and Charlotte's creepy little moans?! It’s a saturday for fuck’s sake, we should be out living life! Not shooting squirt after pathetic squirt of it into that evolutionary dead end! I want to go somewhere and dance! And for want of anyone better, you’re all coming with me!”

And that was pretty much that, no-one really complained. They hadn’t really been out drinking since the pet arrived, so why not? Charlotte tried to apologise for her moaning of course, blushing furiously. But Tracy just snapped back “Of course I don’t think you’re creepy idiot, your noises are fucking adorable just like every other fucking thing about you.” Before dragging her off upstairs to get changed. The parasitic whore herself languidly stretched her body up from the sofa to go for a shower, being fairly full and/or covered in cum and juices by this point. A vague mention of having nothing to wear was put immediately to rest though. It would seem the whole house had bought her at least one outfit each over the past week and were just dying to see her in them. Laughing, she told them to lay them all out in the bathroom and she’d pick one at random.

Charlotte skulked in a dark corner near the bar, nursing the same rum and coke Tracy had bought her half an hour ago. She’d never been much of a drinker, of alcohol or soda… such things weren’t done much in her old social circles. Even the odd bottle of wine stolen from parent’s vast cellars she’d shied away from, blaming the sour taste despite actually quite enjoying it. The others had dispersed a little amongst the other shadowy figures. The taller boys, Joe and the long-haired one, were caught up in some heated discussion at the bar. Tracy and Dean were to one side of the dance floor, they were talking but even from here Charlotte could tell Tracy’s angry gaze was focussed elsewhere. It was the same place that kept dragging her attention of course: the housepet. Dancing.

She was swaying at the very centre of the dance floor, dressed in a hideously tight and thin black miniskirt and livid orange crop top. Clearly an outfit bought by one of the boys with no idea about size or style… yet somehow she made it look good. Like an 80s rave child sharing half her skin with the world. The fact that Charlotte knew for a fact there was no underwear underneath and any stray movement by the girl might reveal that to the world was terrifying and arousing her just by proxy. Yet the girl danced with such freedom, such confidence, caring so little about who she rolled her body against or took a drink off of. It was mesmerising and she was clearly not the only one who thought so. The crowd of men who followed her, surreptitiously or openly, grew by the minute. Headed certainly by the littlest boy from the house, Charlotte couldn’t remember his name. Which left only the strange blonde one unaccounted for from their group, Jake. She’d been unable to look him in the eye since he’d caught her watching him and the pet this morning and he’d ignored her in kind. It was kind of surprising he’d come at all, this didn’t strike her as his type of place either… but where had he gone?

Charlotte’s thoughts were disturbed by a huge shape looming over her, blocking her view of the housepet. It was a man, an enormous and muscular one at that. He grinned down at her in an extremely predatory fashion.

“Hey baby, you’re looking a little lost over here on your own. Can I help you find something?”

The small girl shook her head but could barely speak. He was so tall and wide! She backed up further against the wall but could barely encompass him in her vision. What did he want?! What should she do?!

“I know ‘bout girls like you. The ones who try to look all sweet and innocent but then hang around in the darkest corner of the bar where no-one can see what you’re up to, eh. You're just waiting for a fish to bite aren’t you baby? Well tonight’s your lucky night! Because my bitch ain’t been giving me nothing but lip all evenin’!”

Charlotte tried to shrink back into herself. She wasn’t doing that at all! She’d never even kissed a boy in a bar, never been to enough bars to know where to stand. Why couldn’t she say any of this? Why would her voice not work and just leave her staring up at this giant as he persuaded himself. With abject horror she watched him pull out his cock, right there in public. It was HUGE, veiny and purple and already swelling further. But she realised he was right, very few people could see, even if they happened to look over, no-one who worked here anyway. He put his hands on her head, surprisingly tenderly actually, stroking stray hair out of her eyes. The emphasis was clear however, he pushed her gently down and forward. His erection nearly bobbed up to her face height as it was, the musty smell of it danced in front of her nose.

The submissive young woman didn’t know what to do. She wasn’t one of whoever these women he was talking about were. She didn’t want to have that great, throbbing thing anywhere near her really. Not in public, in a dingy bar, with horrendously loud music beating through her skull. But… it would hardly be the worst thing she’d done in the past few days. Maybe if she just went along with him for a bit he’d be content and let her go… She looked up at him in pleading hope… then tentatively poked out her tongue.

Once she’d got past that first lick, it really wasn’t so bad. The size of this thing didn’t make much difference as she slid her tongue up and down it’s length. In fact it meant he almost certainly couldn’t shove it right down her throat like some of the other boys had. She tried fitting its wide head in her mouth just once, but it was simply a physical impossibility. So instead she just lapped circles round it with her tongue, using her two hands to work the shaft. She tried to just ignore the world around them and concentrate on her business, get this done as soon as possible. He seemed to enjoy it though, the huge hands upon her head massaged rough appreciation down upon her, building up a strange pride in her chest. At least she was doing a good job pretending to be some sort of cock-hunting bar slut. In fact it seemed very little time at all before she received a sudden mouthful of hot, sticky goop. Luckily she had been sucking on the tip at the time, so most of it she could swallow away, feeling it drip warmly down her throat. Still, there was an awful lot of it. There was nothing she could do to stop a couple of spurts splashing across her face as that huge cock jerked away. Nor anything she could do when a piercing screech split the room in two.

“Bitch! What do you think you’re doing with my man?!”




Chapter 21

The woman was 5 feet away and flanked by two others. They all wore low cut dresses, high heeled boots and furious expressions. Again Charlotte found herself unable to speak, just to cower back against her corner as a trail of cum dribbled from her mouth. Her original assailant tried to begin his protest, but was cut very short, caught with his pants down as he was.

“Hey baby! look me an her were just…”

“Cram it dickweed, I’ll deal with you later! And don’t give me none of that ‘baby’ shit! But first, I gotta teach this little slut a lesson!”

The avatar of feminine rage marched right up to them, terrifying Charlotte into sinking even lower. The woman closed in right up to the smaller girl’s face and grabbed the huge cock still hovering nearby. She then proceeded to pull it by it’s softening shaft and slap Charlotte square across the face with it. The meaty noise it made echoed through her skull and the impact caused another spurt of cum to smear across her cheek. It didn’t hurt so much as shock, humiliate and intimidate her even more so than she already was. It didn’t stop there either, the terrifying woman proceeded to punctuate every word she said with a hefty smack of this fleshy cudgel. It seemed the owner wasn’t wholly repentant for his sin either, because as the slaps went on he began to get hard again, increasing the impact they caused.

“This, Bitch, is my property! And I don’t like other people putting their dirty-whore-mouths on my property! You creepy little cutesy types always think you can take what you like and just get away with it by using those big puppy eyes don’t you? Well guess what Bitch! This time you’re getting what’s coming to you!”

The woman grabbed Charlotte by the hair and threw her violently into the centre of the room. Worse, she grabbed the back of the blonde girl’s dress as she did: tearing it from top to near bottom. This left the timid creature staring up at a growing crowd of onlookers, desperately trying to hold her destroyed clothing up and painfully aware of the slimy mess of tears and cum dripping down her face. They were not pitying eyes that greeted this, enough had been heard and the evidence was clear to pile up against her. Yet still she could not even try to defend herself. The words just would not rise past the knot and salty taste still caught in her throat. She was all alone in her shame, trapped in a dark place she knew nothing about.

Except… suddenly she wasn’t alone. She felt warm arms around her, and a sweet yet sweaty smell she recognised. Her golden goddess. She had forced through the crowd the moment she saw what was happening and huddled protectively over the stricken angel. The Housepet glared up at the attacker with fire in her eyes and Charlotte felt muscles clench. She might not look particularly muscular, but the smaller girl had been between those arms and legs before. A lifestyle of near constant physicality had done more than just hone her sexual confidence it would seem.

The other side had numbers however and their antagonist seemed inclined to solidify that. Her two lieutenants moved up to surround the pair as she asked:

“And who the fuck are you? This little slut a friend of yours? You going to stick your neck out for a backstabbing hoe? I’d think about that if I were you, people know me round here, the staff know me. I don’t think they’d mind if we left a coupla’ messed up skanks for them to sweep out tomorrow morning. It’d give them nice big bouncer boys something to fuck on their way home. Teach people what happens if you go around swallowing things that don’t belong to you!”

The angry murmur around the onlookers after this speech did not bode well. Even the Housepet’s motley collection of dance partners had mostly skulked off looking sheepish. All except for Ted, who just looked terrified. The tension in the room was just about to hit snapping point when…

A low, calm voice cut across the music’s now notable absence.

“Now Cassandra dear… you really shouldn’t make such a scene.”

Tracy stepped out of of the shadows near the DJ booth, wearing an icy smirk that could cut to the bone.

The change in the room’s atmosphere was palpable, what had been a very directed disdain became confused anticipation. Clearly Tracy was known around here too. The angry murmuring stopped without the music to hide it, ‘Cassandra’ was left to speak alone.

“Well, if it isn’t the wannabe ice queen herself. Shouldn’t you be tucked up in bed with your nerdy toyboy… or banging on the doors of places that won’t let you in? Thought you were too good for the likes of us these days?!”

The questions were full of accusatory bile, but they couldn’t hide a quaver of respect in her voice… clearly these two had history. Tracy’s reply remained calm and teasing.

“Some people go places other than to hand their ass over to dirty old men, Cass dear. Maybe I’ll see you next week? But on to the matter at hand… You said this girl had touched your property right? Well this girl is my property and I rather think that if anything has happened here it’s that she’s shown how well she’s trained. If someone shoves a cock at her, she looks after it, it’s as simple as that. It’s not like this is the first time your big-ol’ fella there has got tired of your bullshit and looked for somewhere else to stick his junk. I bet half the girls here have had that stinking lump shoved in their face at least once! I know I have… and it tasted even worse than it smells…”

Cassandra went bright red with fury. “Don’t give me any of that bullshit! Tyson’s got better taste than to offer it to a skank like you! And don’t act like this is some fucking free-for-all sex dungeon, where you and you freaky little slave-doll can run around doing what you like. You ain’t invited to those parties bitch, so don’t try and turn this place into your own sick little fantasy. This is real life! And your little dog has been sniffing round where she don’t belong! If your little miss fucking slave trainer, what are you gonna do about it?!”

Tracy looked down at Charlotte, her little head chasing this exchange from side to side in shame and nervousness. The blonde girl’s watery eyes gazed up at her full of pleading hope to be rescued from this situation. Tracy smiled a reassuring smile… but one tinged with something else, something ambitious and predatory.

“Okay then. You want her to be punished? And your boy clearly wants to let off some steam… why don’t we let them finish the job?”

“What?!” was Cassandra’s surprised answer, and the consensus of the whole bar, by the look of things. Charlotte gasped in horror.

“I’ll let your fella have another go at her, any hole he likes. Right here and now. He gets what he wants, you get to watch her have what I expect will be an quite uncomfortable experience, all these people get the kind of show they’ve so clearly come over for. It’s a win, win… as long as it’s okay with the staff of course… it’s gotta be late enough that no cop’s gonna wander in right?”

A vague shrug from the barman was all the answer needed there. Which left everyone staring at Cassandra. The woman was clearly wrongfooted, looking confusedly between Charlotte’s terrified face and Tracy’s confident smirk.

“Him. Fuck her. In any hole? Right here and now. You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me! He’ll rip her in half!” She laughed, cruelly. But all the anger fell out of her at the same time. “Go on then. She’s all yours Tyson. But if you want somewhere to sleep tonight I’d better see that little ass get reamed, you hear?”

The giant of a man also shrugged, not quite sure how he’d got away with this. He hadn’t put his humungous cock away during this whole exchange and already it was swelling up at the thought. The small blonde girl at the center of all this looked around. The housepet was still holding her, looking increasingly worried. But her closest friend and saviour only looked down at her with that grin full of confidence. With crestfallen resignation she let go of her tattered dress, letting it droop to the floor. Near naked, in front of a room full of strangers, she dropped onto her hands and knees. Looking back at the approaching giant she raised her little ass towards him and gulped. Just another step away from her past self.

The humungus creature approached his offered treat with confidence. He’d never been mistaken for a smart man… but he wasn’t exactly a cruel one either. His simple wants just seemed to get the better of him sometimes and upset the people around him. Love was especially difficult. Most girls were terrified by his size, and those that weren’t… well they always seemed to want something more from him, to be twisted up like Cassandra. So when he found what seemed like a lovely and kind little girl offering her cute little ass up at him… it wasn’t something he could refuse. He knelt down behind her and let his ridiculously sized cock rest on top of her ass and back, in some attempt to reassure and warm her.

Charlotte shuddered as she felt the weight of him upon her back. Added to the sticky air and prickling feeling of who knew how many eyes upon her naked skin it nearly made her retch in fear and embarrassment. If it hadn’t been for the housepet’s arms upon her she might have run out of the bar then and there. The more experienced slut clearly saw this, and was about to stand up and say something… only to feel a hand clench on her arm. A blonde haired head gazed up at her and shook. The girl had decided to face this trial of sexual submission, though she buried herself into the housepet’s lap as well, grabbing hold with both hands. Understanding this determination, the pet offered the only help she could: Leaning over the small creature and applying her tongue to that swollen cock. It’s owner smiled down happily as she coated it in as much lubricating saliva as possible. However this also somehow made the thing swell even further, bouncing up to meet her swirling tongue.

Soon enough she could stall no more however… the hunger in the man and surrounding crowd was obvious. Something about Charlotte just seemed to draw people in, make them want nothing more than to see the innocent little thing be violated. Even the pet had to admit the whole scenario excited her, painfully aware of the girls head burrowing so close to her crotch. Suddenly, it was happening. The giant pulled himself back, and lined his purple head up with Charlotte’s puckered star. It seemed impossible that such a thing could fit inside her at all, not to mention in that tight passage. Still, he began to push against it. Charlotte felt her body clam up against the attempted intrusion, her back arching and muscles tightening. But the pressure against her sphincter only grew steadily stronger, and she had nowhere else to go.

She forced herself to relax, to forget all the stranger watching and concentrate on the milky thighs she leant on. The warm strength behind her just kept increasing and she began to feel her body open up to it. Slowly, but surely she felt that huge presence squeeze into her. It hurt, a deep throbbing ache in her depths. But she began to realize she didn’t mind such pains; they even excited her a little. The raw feeling of this great wedge of meat forcing itself into her depths… it was one of knowing her place in the world. Maybe she WAS one of the girls he had talked about, acting innocent only to beg for her darker desires. Maybe she had really known what would happen if she hid in that dark corner… or hoped… she couldn’t remember now.

Because now she had everything she deserved. Inch by inch, that giant cock drove into her colon. She could feel it filling her, wall to wall. It kept going deeper and deeper, as far as it could, then would draw back out in one smooth motion. Then again, it would push forward, reaching more and more of her inner chambers. She swayed with it, her delicate frame hanging off that cock in the flickering bar light. The crowd watched entranced, catching the tears in her eyes but also the raw desire in her body. This tiny little angel was actually rolling her own hips back onto the demon ravaging her, doing everything in her power to draw him further and further in. It was everything Tyrone could have wished for. He was already far beyond the depth most girls would allow him, and there seemed no limit to her welcome. He began to pick up pace, truly thrusting in and out of her now. Marvelling at how her little ass parted to let him, its muscled ring sucking at his shaft.

He fucked her. Down into her friend's lap. Pulling back on those tiny hips as he rammed himself between them. Inside her felt her clench around him, even as her body adjusted more and more to let him have his way with it. Soon she was taking nearly the full length of him, letting out little squeaks as he churned her deepest places. He grabbed her thin arms and stood up, bringing her with him. Her body pulled back like some figure carved into the front of a ship; she stood on tiptoe. Her legs barely holding her weight as his cock carried and claimed her. Now his balls really did slap against her cheeks as she took in all of him, her cries no longer restrained but loud and desperate. He slammed them out of her harder and faster, the tightening feeling of her body responding unbeatable. Finally he felt his orgasm building. He reached down and grabbed her legs, hoisting her up into the air. She leant back against him and flew, bouncing on the pumping engine inside of her. She kissed his neck as he thrust up with all his tremendous strength and rode the wave of his cumming. In that moment of white light clarity she felt his load splash up into her darkest crevices. Charlotte looked out at all the strangers watching with her head in the clouds and a smile on her face. A room full of amazed eyes shined back at her, and it was Cassandra's she met last. Those cruel features frozen in stunned silence, the little blonde girl gave HER an extra smile before collapsing into oblivion.




Chapter 22 (Sunday)

The housepet woke up… and promptly nearly choked. She still had a flaccid cock halfway down her throat. How she’d managed to sleep like that god only knew, must’ve just been very relaxed and breathed through her nose. Well, she couldn’t complain, since moving in with the boys she’d barely had a moment without a nice, big lump of meat inside her. That was what she’d wanted wasn’t it? That was the plan. She stretched out the morning aches… and quickly discovered… yes. That was two more penises clogging up her lower entrances. How on earth had they all coalesced like this… The slut rubbed what was presumably dried semen from the corner of her eye and tried to recall last night’s drunken conclusion.

She’d been angry… angry at Tracy for making little Charlotte go through something. The small blonde girl had been semi-conscious and near naked in Joe’s arms, her poor little ass gaping and dribbling cum for all the world to see. Tracy had just been infuriatingly happy though, proud of her abused little slave for doing exactly as she’d wanted. She’d promised to take her home and clean her up, take her to a spa the next day, buy her a new dress. All very well and good of course, until the next time she decided to use the poor thing as a shareable toy. The pet didn’t even really know why this made her mad… it was no different than what she signed herself up for. But then Charlotte was different. So innocent and sheltered, someone from the real world, not the darker twisted one that this slut came from. It was clear enough that she enjoyed being treated like dirt… but maybe the question was should she?

Ah, well. Nothing to be done now. After the other girls had gone it had just been like old times: her and the five boys. They had got very drunk. Flashes came back of them fucking her in strange places: alleyways and the back of cabs. Then they’d got home and decided to drag a mattress into the lounge, like in those first few days that seemed so long ago now. So, here again she was, centre of a pile of man meat. Idly teasing morning glory into sleeping lengths of flesh. After all, nothing cured a hangover like a gangbang and a few mouthfuls of cum...

Once the morning enthusiasm had calmed down, and everyone had come in her at least once. They lay in the warmth of a sunday morning and friends grown comfortable beyond the strangeness of their relationships. None of the boys acted embarrassed anymore, they hung out naked watching crap tv and just poured a cock into her when they felt like it and there was a hole free. Even Jake dragging her off with him to the bathroom by the hair was barely met with a blink. She was theirs. A toy to share. And loved every second of it.

Eventually however, the question of what to do with the day emerged. It was, after all and as they’d agreed, the day she belonged to herself. Ted returned to nervousness at that, immediately asking if she wanted them to stop fucking her. The slut simply laughed at that and resumed gulping down on his cock. Once she’d finished that however she did give them a strange and reluctant look.

“Well… there is this… thing… in town. My, errm, Aunt is putting on an art show… exhibition… thing. She did ask me to come along… and bring any friends I’d made. But we definitely don’t have too!”

The tentativeness with which she said this, combined with a link to her otherwise mysterious background, did nothing but stoke the boy’s intrigue. As she’d very much feared it would. The decision to get cleaned up and go was made immediately. So it was that the housepet reluctantly found herself washing the last knots of cum out of her hair and dragging on some pretty summer dress they’d bought for her. It seems it was time her owners met Lisa… which would put the world she’d come from on a collision course with the one she’d made for herself here. How on earth would each react to the other? Only time would tell.

The exhibition hall was huge and cavernous, filled with all manner of strange sights and sounds. Well dressed and pompous-looking people flitted about everywhere, waltzing from section to section of displayed paintings and sculptures. It was clear where the main event was taking place though: A huge set of sweeping black curtains dominated the center of the room, declaring a wide section unviewable but also unmissable. A tall, thin woman in a smart, black trouser-suit guarded the entrance to this. The housepet led her retinue directly towards this intimidating 50-something with a smile on her face.

“You’re late Soph. Thought you might be going to skip out on her ‘big day’ altogether…”

“Yeah… Sorry Aunt Karen… we got held up. Has it started already?”

“No, you should be alright. You know she’ll be faffing about too… don’t know why I bother setting times for any of you…”

The short-haired woman sighed exasperatingly, but clearly without any real anger. She held up the curtain for them to enter, eyeing each one up and down as they passed. The space beyond was dark and echoing, full of the quiet jostle of waiting people. A wide and raised circular stage was the central focus, on which huddled a collection of shadowy figures buried in dark silk cloaks. The crowd was quite thick, but they could just about see another person running between these, whispering to each of them in turn. When she got to the last and closest one however, she scanned the crowd and immediately picked out their group.

“Siiiiis!” She cried out, in that excited, shrill manner of the overly enthusiastic. Leaping immediately down off the stage without a care for all the onlookers she had to push through to get to them. Not that the crowd seemed to mind, they parted before her like a sea: in this realm this particular woman could do whatever she wished. She skipped straight up to the housepet and wrapped her arms around her in a deep embrace. The boys shuffled awkwardly out the way, aware that all eyes had turned their way… but also slightly puzzled: ‘Sis’ not ‘Niece’.

They also began to take stock of this excitable creature’s appearance. Her hair was white as snow, clearly bleached and yet streaked with various hints of colour underneath. She wore a thin white shirt, so thin in fact as to be nearly translucent. But that hardly mattered, it was held in only one place in front of her chest and hung low, but not low enough to cover the fact she was wearing no pants. Everything this 30ish year old woman had to offer was on full show, and dressed to be as such. Her thin frame pressed a surprisingly large pair of breasts through their meager covering into their pet’s returned hug. Her legs were covered only by some strange spiralling white stockings that were more gap than material. But her naked crotch was on full display, a neatly trimmed patch of hair clearly also carved into decoration. The woman was clothed only to show off how naked she was, and yet moved among this crowd with complete confidence.

Once the hug had ran its length she kissed their housepet square on the lips then turned to admire the rest of them.

“And look what a delicious little bunch of young men you’ve brought! Oh, Sophie, I am glad you’re doing so well… and you came out to see this silly old woman’s show. You’ll have to introduce me properly in a bit. But first…”

The boy’s were just about absorbing their mystery slut having a name when this strange relative of hers reached up and clapped twice in the air. All eyes were torn then to the stage, where the 8 huddled figures had stood up, casting their coverings aside. 8 beautiful young women were revealed, naked as the day they were born. Each coated in swirling patterns of paint that seemed almost to crawl across them in the strange lighting. Each struck a curving and unmistakably erotic pose and held there as the lilting sound of a violin weighed in upon the moment.

The music began slow and haunting, the lights dim and white. The eight feminine forms upon the stage stayed absolutely motionless, bedecked in their own shadows. Then the drums began, soft but beating, like the hearts of all those present. Voices weighed in too, high and wavering. Weaving through the instruments from some unseen choir. Each figure had their own spotlight, each their own beat to move upon. And thus was the magic revealed… On each rotating thump of a drum one of those statues would move. But which and when and how was completely unpredictable. A limb would snap out, a hip roll seductively round, hair whirl momentarily. And every movement would be chased, be drawn through the air. For the girls were not simply painted, they were dusted with some strange glittering powder. Thus their stuttering dance lingered in the very lights they occupied. Those shafting beams now changing colour with every beat as well. It was mesmerising, entrancing and near impossible to look away from.

For their movements came faster and faster, as the beat of the drum directed. Naked they might have been, but now all were trailed by floating trails of glittering dust. Adorned by dresses that existed for just an instant. The overlap of one moving then another increased to the point where you were always catching one beginning in the corner of your eye just as the previous became still, pulling your attention this way and that. They were drawing closer together too: slowly, falteringly, but ever so surely. Two began to move at once, then three, then four. Whatever they had been dusted in was used up now, but it hung in the air still, filling the curtained space with stars. Their swirling coats of paint came to the fore now. Strange patterns that they’d seemed when alone now came to life. For those graceful bodies began to entwine around each other now. To swing into momentary embraces then spiral free again. Each time they did, those patterns of colour would join, forming one greater picture across two bodies. Or three bodies. Or more.

It was an incredible thing to bear witness too, especially when walked in on unprepared. The erotic nature of the performance was certainly not lost on the boys, nor at all hidden by those performing. The positions they joined together in became more and more bold, with thighs wrapping round faces and hands wandering where they pleased. Ted began to get distinctly uncomfortable in his boxers and looking around at twitching legs was fairly sure so were the others. Then he caught a glimpse of their housepet and her ‘Aunt’ and all hope was lost. The older woman had swept up behind her supposed relative and was holding their bodies tight together in the darkness. Her slender arms had crept around the submissive girl and were unmistakable buried under her dress, driving weaving, squirming movements through the slut’s body. They both stayed completely focussed on the stage, but were clearly no strangers to this situation, he had never seen the housepet so completely turn to putty in another’s hands.

Gulping audibly he tried to direct his focus back to the show on stage, only to find all pretense had been lost there as well. The girls were simply making co-ordinated love to each other now, dipping tongues and hands into dripping pussies. Their inner legs ran rivulets of weeping paint as sweat and juices blurred all lines together. Further in the crowd faint gasps were heard and Ted was now unsurprised to see several members bucking against each other. In fact, now he realised it, at least half the audience were playing with themselves or others, caught wrapt in the climax of this performance. Prim looking women in smart dresses would have their hands on a cock either side. Men in suits or waistcoats would be stroking themselves completely casually, then wander over to shoot a load on the stage. The performers knew too. They would swirl past and lap the floor clean, pausing just to smile at their meals previous owner. Or dangle over the edge so their fans could pour it directly into their mouths, while one of their co-stars dived between spread wide thighs. The whole thing seemed to devolve into a messy orgy of climaxing madness, so far from the perfect artistry it had began as. But now Ted realised this was part and planned as well, the music had followed suit, crashing through haphazard jazz riffs. The lights flickered at random, a jumble of colors at once. The perfectly aligned patterns of paint on the girls had blurred, streaked and smudged where they rubbed against each other, resulting in jarring 70’s like effects and patches of bare flesh. It was a perfect expression of the messy, heaving afterglow of good sex and suddenly nerdy little Ted acknowledged something… Some art, he could learn to appreciate.




Chapter 23

The five boys shuffled awkwardly in the ‘dressing room’ of the exhibition space. It was actually just another section of the hall curtained off from the stage area. ‘Aunt Lisa’ had led them there immediately after the show had ended and they now perched or sat on whatever miscellaneous objects they could find. The older lady was chatting away at them, asking about their lives and studies and each tried to answer as politely as possible. However after what they had just witnessed, all were a little distracted. Especially considering the woman still had their housepet in her arms and was quite casually fingering and fondling her as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Added to this the performers were slowly crawling in, clearly exhausted, but still wearing nothing but paint and hungry looks. They collapsed on and around the boys with equal nonchalance, like cats taking up residence in whatever spot seemed most comfortable.

“Oh, stop that girls! You’ll get the nice young men’s clothes all covered in muck!” Lisa vaguely batted the air at one of the young women about to settle her bare ass on Joe’s lap.

Joe was quick to respond to the other’s glares of insistence: “Err… No! It’s okay Miss… err Mrs… It’s fine really! We don’t mind at all.”

“Well… if you’re sure young man. I warn you though, they get quite excitable after going out there… you may well end up as colorful as them. Whether you like it or not!”

The lady laughed, light and friendly, as the collected boys found themselves suddenly open game. The multi-colored girls splashed themselves across them, crawling anywhere they could find purchase… and promptly began undoing the boy’s flies and shirts or kissing their necks. With eight of them and only five guests those who’d fallen short of a seat quickly found themselves compensated amply.

Joe coughed awkwardly as his personal art piece undid his belt and wordlessly began sucking down on him. Looking to the older woman for some sense of sanity.

She only laughed again. “I did warn you… they get so horny when we’re out on tour. It’s half my job just stopping them running off into the audience. You’ll be doing me a favour if you boys can burn off even half that energy, give them a good few mouthfuls if you can.”

Joe at last had to just let himself relax into the circumstances, burying a hand into the bobbing dyed hair of the girl in return for a smile. He still felt a need to keep the conversation going however, to find out as much as he could about how they had ended up here.

“But… sorry to ask this… who are these girls? And who are you? Bubbles said you were her Aunt?”

“Ha! Aunt! Someone’s been playing coy about our age-difference!” The woman clearly did something teasingly particular to the housepet at this point for the younger girl moaned loudly and arched her back up, before melting back down against her holder. “No, she’s my sister… or half-sister I suppose… We have quite a complicated family. Which is also answers your first question: so are all these girls. Sisters, cousins, nieces, daughters… some combination of them all… We have quite an overabundance of pretty little things in our home, so it does some good to get them out and about once in awhile. For instance that darling creature swallowing you whole is my eldest, I do hope she’s serving you well?”

Again Joe blanched in uncertain amazement, again the woman only laughed.

“Oh don’t be so prudish, stick it all the way down and cum in her throat: she loves that. As for me… well I’m either the world’s foremost erotic artist or the very devil herself… depending on who you ask. I set up a little art and video studio in our home a few years back and well… it grew to be quite popular. I believe we are now the biggest cam girl website in the world and quite renowned in the more highbrow arts world as well… You should see how well these girls go down at fancy parties…”

It was in utter disbelief that Joe poured his load down the neck of a girl he’d never exchanged a word with, while her mother watched on approvingly. Still she did indeed gulp it down greedily, before climbing up to lie against his chest, clearly satisfied with a job well done.

It was true, after 20 minutes or so of ‘polite conversation’ the boys were completely covered in smears of paint. It was rubbed into their necks and faces, splattered across their chests and ingrained into their clothing. Still, none of them were complaining. By now they were all deep inside their second young performer, a chorus of happy yelps resounding around their curtained space. What the shuffling feet beyond must have thought, or how they could get away with this was far beyond the nerdy groups thoughts right now. All they could focus on was the slapping bounce of toned little asses upon their laps.

Finally however, their personal link to this strange world of overt nymphomania managed to break herself free of her sister’s roaming hands and whatever orgasmic stupor she had been holding her in.

“Lisa! This was what I was worried about! You can’t just swoop in and drag these guys into our twisted world. They’re good people! Normal people, from normal families! I had my own thing going with them, but I was being so careful! Not using my name, not asking them to do anything they didn’t want to. Just use me to realise their own little fantasies!”

This outburst silenced the whole room, even placing a pause in the bobbing girls and their pleasures. When she realised this the housepet blushed bright red, caught in one of those rare moments of embarrassment that reminded them all that she was, in fact, still human. Not just a receptacle for their cocks and perversions. In fact, stood in the centre of this haphazard orgy, wearing a bright summer dress and glowing shyly, she almost seemed the most prudish person present. Every young man present was reminded how lucky they’d been when she’d walked through their door.

Her older sibling didn’t let her stew for long though. She looked up at the girl and spoke without any patronising tone.

“I’m sorry Sis... I didn’t realize you felt that way… I knew you’d come out here to get away, but should have guessed there was more to it than that. I was just so happy you’d found such a nice bunch of friends and wanted to offer them all the hospitality we are famed for… If you don’t want us to be involved and overbearing in this new life you’re building, that’s fine. However…”

Now her voice took on a more stern turn and she looked around at the concerned faces of each young man.

“However I think you are missing a point here little Soapy. It’s clear these boys adore you for what you’ve brought them. But they also want to know more about you. They don’t want to just use you like a toy, they want to learn about the woman who offers herself to them so freely. And if your original deal was to give them anything they wanted, isn’t that part of it? You say you want them to try out every fantasy they’ve had, well what about the ones you cannot provide just on your own? I think any young man worth his salt has probably dreamed up more than one woman in his time. So why don’t you see this as part of your deal. You know me and the girls are just extensions of you, we’re family! So, we’ll call you whatever you want, but why not, just for today, you let these boys come back to the hotel with us and find out what we’re really all about? Then we’ll be on our merry way and you can go back to your happy little home.”

The housepet stared back at her sister open mouthed, as if prepared to retort but without words to do so. Then her shoulders slumped… all argument deflated from them. With eyes still smouldering slightly she grabbed the nearest spare girl by the hair and shoved their head into her crotch. The naked creature seemed stunned by this for a second, but quickly got to work with her tongue. Drawing a consolidating smirk to her attacker’s face. The boys got back to their own business too… it would seem their afternoon had been decided.

The ride over to the hotel was an entrancing experience all to itself. They were swooped off from the exhibition in two long, black limousines. The girls and artist didn’t even bother putting clothes on, they simply swept through the hall on the arms of their new friends, walking faster than any comments could catch up. Then, before the boys could know it, they were packed away in those sleek, styled machines, watching the city slide by. The windows looked matte black from the outside, but were clear as day from within. This was certainly a good thing, as each of the young men found their plush leather seat accompanied by the bobbing head or slapping ass of another painted performer. It was a strange feeling to watch crowds of passersby stare straight at you without seeing anything, all while some strange fantasy slurped at your bared member.

Soon enough the ride was over though. They pulled up on the drive of a grand-looking building on the outskirts of town. Several well-dressed valets were waiting to open the car doors for them and help each passenger clamber out. They didn’t seem the least bit put out by the state of the naked beauties they offered hands too, nor the awkward collection of dishevelled nerds hurriedly zipping up their pants. It was only once the boys got inside they realised why.

The atrium was a wide and airy affair, all white marble and glass walls. You could see huge distances into the depths of the hotel as transparent room led to transparent room. The warping effect of this much clear glass misled the eyes, and stretched, sliced or magnified everything you saw. Yet what there was to see was unmistakeable. Women, naked and beautiful, they lounged and wandered everywhere, in all shapes, colours and sizes. Many had the deep red hair that had also been more common than you’d expect among their performing hosts, but blondes, brunettes and black-haired beauties were also scattered plentifully. The boys stared slack-jawed at every angle, catching lovers caught in a passionate embrace two floors up, or two of the younger redheads clearly teasing another of the valets down the hall, rolling their nubile bodies against him while he tried to remain calm.

Lisa spiralled before them, slapping a passing ass square across its rosy cheeks. “How do you like our home away from home gentlemen? It’s owned by a wonderful man named Klaus, he can’t even get it up these days unless he knows at least one stranger is watching, poor fellow. So he built the ultimate exhitionist’s retreat, where all the high and mighty can look each other in the eye while fucking their little hearts out. Of course when we come into town he cancels all other bookings, gives us the run of the place…”

The more the boys learned, the more questions they had about this strange woman and her powerful connections. Dean got there first: “You mean all these girls are your family too?!”

Lisa laughed her answer. “Well yes and no, young stud. A lot of them are more nieces, sisters and daughters, true, the red hair of our mother should be a clue. But over the years our family has grown much bigger than that. Why people come from the far corners of the world to join our little community back home, and when they stay long enough… well they’re just another lovable little pussy to fill. Now. I would advise you boys to head to the pool with those mucky little pups of ours, get them washed off in the showers. In the meantime if you leave your clothes here, I’ll have them washed and dry before you know it, clear off all those paint smears.”

So the household found themselves: nervously undressing at the entrance to a world of glass while all around the echoes of giggling onlookers came from every angle. Eyes watched them from every corner, a familiar hunger burning in them all.

Of course they could see where they were heading as their retinue of painted ladies led them down immaculate corridors. The centre of the hotel opened up into a wide spacious area, past rows of spa and massage rooms, bathrooms and saunas, all completely visible for inspection, their occupants smiling or uncaring. When they reached this central chasm its expanse galled them. Cool, yet steamy, it was dominated by two large and landscaped pools. Palm trees and ferns were strategically deployed everywhere, but then so were sofas, hot tubs, loungers and beds. Women were everywhere, swimming, sleeping, bathing and making love to each other, all naked as the day they were born. More leaned casually on balconies above: some dressed here, in flowing silks and sheer gowns, smoking or eating or laughing together.

The boys were led to a block of showers, completely see-through of course and backing on to another corridor, much to the delight of a gaggle of passing wanderers. There they needed no instruction to begin helping their guides wash away those smeared patterns that still clung to their young bodies. The rainbow colours swirled down over white tiles and away into drains, fresh, smooth skin revealed under working hands. The girls made a meal of it of course, demanding their assistants carefully attend to every inch and returning the favour, lathering everything in soap and bubbles. Breasts were used as sponges, hands wandered round every curve and crevice, and no two bathers were together for long. In fact, by the end the boys realised there were a lot more women surrounding them than they had come in with, a steady stream had simply joined the fun.

Then they split up, each enjoying the afternoon in an endless fantasy of different ways. Dean and Troy went for a massage, finding themselves soon coated in oil and stroking hands. Occasionally a whole naked body would climb atop them and rub itself across them, each curve of firm flesh working to relax them. Jake went for a swim, but soon found himself followed by a shoal of veritable mermaids. He began ordering them around and gained a sly smile when each began obeying happily without question. They formed a sort of erotic synchronised swimming team for a while, before getting bored and disappearing off to do god-knows-what. Ted found a curious bowl-like area, padded and full of cushions. A group of girls were lounging inside and beckoned to him. The next thing he knew more had joined, and he was at the centre of a writhing mass of bodies, swimming in a pool of multi-shaded flesh. He lost himself in this orgy for several hours, unable to find a way out… but didn’t particularly mind.

Joe walked over to the nearby bar, ordering a cocktail and unsurprised to find the barmaid was a beautifully naked and talented young latino woman. She made his drink with flair, then casually joined him in the hot tub. He needed a break, but she didn’t seem to mind, simply lying back in his lap silently. Under the water she slid his cock inside her, but then just lay in his embrace with her eyes closed, both of them enjoying the quiet closeness of it all. Joe watched the others split off and disappear, then spotted their housepet and her sister sat outside a cafe high above. The two women of different ages were smiling and laughing, chatting away as family should. It was the most normal thing he’d thought he’d seen Bubbles do. Somehow that made him immensely happy, to see that their erotically deviant goddess was human after all. It had been a strange week, and one he doubted he’d ever forget. Finishing his drink, he kissed his companion a thank you to her forehead. Then fucked her with all he had.




Chapter 24 (Monday)

Joe woke blearily into the dim light of monday. The housepet was nibbling at his ear gently, whispering all sorts of sordid temptations as she lay naked across his chest. They had got back from the hotel late, and dog tired to a man. So no one had complained when she had simply followed Joe to his room and slipped into bed with him. The next day was his, after all. They hadn’t even fucked anyway, just lay together in comfort till sleep claimed them. Joe realized it had probably been the longest time he’d spent with her, but not inside her. It had been a nice change of pace actually…

But now it was monday. His day. And clearly she was excited about it.

“Wakey, wakey mr monday! It’s a whole new week! I can’t wait to find out what you boys are going to do to me now you’ve had a bit of practice! Where are you going to take me and fuck me on this bright, sunny…”

The golden skinned girl had leaned past him during this speech and now flung the curtains wide, only to falter mid stride. “... summer’s day.”

The rain became a presence in the room all of its own, beating down against the glass. He couldn’t believe she hadn’t heard it, so obvious was the patter now. The world outside was a grey wash, an endless, vertical torrent. Joe chuckled to see the wind fall out of her sails so quickly.

“Didn’t you look up the weather? They’ve been mentioning this coming all week, 2 or 3 days of it… non-stop.”

Bubbles turned to look at him, childlike desolation on her face and bottom lip aquiver. “I don’t really catch much news past all the cocks in my face… How are we supposed to go out now?! I’ll be sneezing cum bubbles for a month if you take my clothes off in that!”

It was impossible not to laugh at the girl’s odd sense of priorities, acting like a child unable to go out and play with a new toy. Joe had an answer however:

“Well, fortunately I didn’t have cocks in my face all last week, so I came up with a plan for this… Though I don’t know if I like being so predictable that you knew we were going out again. Here, let me grab a little present I bought you.”

The lanky young man rolled out from under the housepet and over to his wardrobe. What he pulled out from it set the intrigued slut’s eyes alight and her mind a whirring. It was a raincoat, but a see-through one, made of thick, clear plastic with just the outlines of its shape and pockets picked out in black. She rushed over to try it on.

“It shouldn’t be cold out, just wet… so I thought with this you could splash about all you like and still be basically naked. Heck, with that downpour I bet we could go anywhere without seeing much of anyone, and at a distance it’ll just look like a grayish coat.”

It fit perfectly, stopping just at the point the housepets perfect bump of an ass became her long, smooth legs. In the warm dry room you could still see everything: from her small, dark nipples down to her trim little triangle of pubic hair. He was right though, this simple little one piece outfit could turn the day into the best chance they had to run round town without a single fear. Complete with a short and colourful pair of wellington boots and a matching umbrella, Bubbles was raring to go, barely able to contain her exhibitionary excitement. Joe flung some vaguely waterproof clothes of his own on and grabbed his coat, chasing her out the door.

Stepping out into the street was like walking into another world, an underwater expanse being driven down upon by the heavens. The housepet could feel every splattering rain drop as it thumped against her thin plastic shell, the impacts pressing the slick material onto her bare skin. It was a wonderful feeling of both exposure and protection. Cold, wet air and splashbacks rose up around her bare legs and pussy, but it was a wonderfully refreshing experience against the humidity. She twirled in the street, with not even a car in sight, the grey haze of the rain drawing their whole world down to a 20ft radius. Then she turned to look at the young man who had provided her with all this, already hungry for him to claim his reward.

They headed into town. It seemed the only right way to go. Bubbles splashed in every puddle, dancing and skipping in her rubber boots. Joe followed just a little way behind, admiring the misty impression of her naked form swaying within its plastic covering. The rain poured down her in streaming rivulets, causing an ever changing landscape of translucency over her golden skin. Stray too far back and she seemed almost decent, anything could be under that coat. Close up though, her beautiful body was almost magnified, every inch of her available for visual consumption. The first few cars that passed, she shied away from. Making sure a parked vehicle or some other obstruction gave her cover. However, soon enough her confidence grew, and she would surreptitiously twirl to the edge of the sidewalk as they came near. Offering every chance a stray glance would be gifted with her entirety.

There were still a few other pedestrians too, though most were too in their own hurrying worlds to notice anything. One old lady nearly bowled the girl over with an angry grunt, stopping neither to check if she was alright nor to mention her unsuitable outfit. One man did stop and stare, but Bubbles danced past him with a winning smile and gained nothing more than a tipped hat in return… which left the confused fellow with a wet head for his troubles. Joe chuckled again as he passed, giving the man a polite nod and knowing wink.

Soon enough they were in the town square, a wide deserted plaza dominated by a grand set of ornamental fountains. The housepet skipped straight to the centre, swinging round lamposts to a familiar refrain:

“I’m singing in the rain, just singing in the rain. What a glorious feeling, I’m naked again. I'm laughing at clouds, so dark up above. The wind’s in my pussy and I’m ready for love.”

She reached the climax of this perversion of a classic by swooping up onto the edge of the fountains, balancing up upon the edge of their shallow pool. Only the curved stone was clearly a little more slippery than she expected… swing her legs open with that last line she immediately toppled backwards. Joe rushed forwards to check she was okay, only to find her guffawing. With her legs spread wide over one side of the wall and her bare bottom submerged on the other she just splashed away the shock of it. Holding her arms out to him, the young man could hold out no longer. He dropped his pants and heaved her back up to him. Sat on the edge of that fountain he slid between her soaked thighs, entering a vagina even wetter than usual. She grabbed hold of him and pulled herself up tightly, pressing their wet coats together. They kissed deeply as she pulled his warmth up into her, wrapping her bare legs behind him. Joe needed no encouragement to begin fucking her hard and fast, the slap of their meetings lost in the watery sounds of everywhere else.

He lifted her up, off the fountain wall and into the rain filled air. She kissed him even harder with delight and began catching his thrusts with her own swinging hips. They hung there, at the very centre of town, screwing each other with every ounce of their strength while the torrent poured down upon them. Bubbles shook her head free of its hood, smiling up at the weeping sky with a look of pure delight. The raindrops splashed across her face as inside her Joe’s semen splashed across her passage. He kept thrusting though, squeezing every inch of this moment up into her grateful hips. It was another wonderful feeling of freedom, as had been their previous mondays exploits. She felt truly alive and connected to the world, here at the centre of their little corner of it, gushing with the weather.

Which made the two shadowy figures approaching seem that much more intimidating somehow.

They materialized out of the grey rain haze like shadows strolling into life. Looking over Joe's shoulder, only the housepet saw them approach, but the shudder that went through her reached right to his cock. He turned, still holding her, then hurriedly considered turning back to hide their shame. It was too late now though… the girl’s bare ass and legs dripped rivulets out in plain sight, and the clear raincoat hardly hid the rest of her when up this close. All he could do was stand stunned, two rabbits caught in the headlights, having just been embodying everything else said about such rodents. The strangers outfits were instantly recognisable, blue and black, the colours of harsh authority. Police officers: one youngish man, one slightly older woman.

“Well, well, well. Here’s a new one for you rookie… you seen much in the way of public indecency before?” The woman spoke first, in a stern tone that still couldn’t quite hold back a background of laughter.

The man’s voice, however, was just full of embarrassed confusion. He didn’t seem to quite know where to look. “Err… no. Not like this anyway… just a few crazy old men and stuff… is she? Oh. She’s naked under there too. Isn’t that cold.”

“Ha! Not when you’ve still got a man inside you I imagine. Been watching them go at it since halfway down the street, you oughta get out more kiddo, you get to see a lot more than just old man balls in this town. I mean look at that young lady! If I had an ass like that I’d be showing it off too… the raincoats a nice touch…”

Clearly the one in control here, the female cop finally looked the panicking couple in the eyes, putting some sighing command into her voice.

“Alright you two, come on over to that alley, out the rain. I don’t think any of us need to get any wetter right now… heh. Feel free to carry the young lady though, wouldn’t want to ruin that special cuddle you got going there.”

The other officer looked distraught. “Sergeant! You can’t make jokes like…”

But she had already started leading the way, waving his complaint off with a “In the alley rookie, I’m fed up with this goddam flood already.”

Joe and Bubbles looked at each other with raised eyebrows, what level of trouble were they in? Only one way to find out of course… Joe began walking after the lead cop. He did carry the housepet, if only because actually it hid their shame a little, though it could hardly get much worse. Once there he put the girl down and moved to do up his fly, but the female officer had her baton out and lightly stopped his hand with it, the implication clear.

“Well atleast it’s a little more dry and private over here. Now, you two kids. I’m sorry to say that as of the county council’s ‘systemic public indecency rulings’ of oh, twenty-odd years back the kind of behaviour you were just exhibiting is illegal. And as I’m sure my colleague will tell you it is punishable by:...” She looked over at him expectantly.

“Err… up to a $500 fine and a permanent mark on your records.”

“Which is a bummer of a thing and will probably get sent over to your college and parents…” The thin and 40ish looking woman gave them that stern look again, all humour gone, pressing the point home. “However... it is wet as all heck out here, with no-one other than us stupid enough to be tromping around. And I’ve gotta say I’m a little impressed by you kids’ balls and style. You warmed me up a little on this shitty-ass day and can’t be doing anything but good for this uptight little partner of mine.” Again, she waved down his rising complaint. “So. I’m willing to let you off with just a warning… on two conditions. 1. You don’t let me catch you doing this sorta thing in the middle of town again. And 2… you warm us both up a little more before running off…”

Her confident smirk burnt out at them without a hint of ashamedness. While her partner nearly choked on his aghast inability to find words. Joe and Bubbles simply looked at each other and shrugged into a relieved smile of their own.

“Sergeant! You can’t do that! That’s worse than taking bribes and I know you fired Corporal Jenson for doing that just last week!”

“Oh fuck off rookie! That piece of shit was letting murderers get away, this is completely different… Look at these two, they’re just a couple of kids being adventurous at the height of their lives. Tell me you don’t look at that little lady with cum dribbling down her thigh and know she’s everything you ever dreamed of as a young lover!”

“I… well… err.”

“Exactly! She’s a girl in her prime, enjoying all of life’s pleasures. Nothing wrong with that at all. Why, there was a time in this city when an officer of the law could expect a bit of loving off every other young beauty they saw. It was a respect thing. A thanks for all the hard work. You saved someone from a mugging? You’d get at least a night of reward out of it. I signed up after having sucked or fucked every man and woman down the station at least once for what they done for me. Course the bloody council brought in their bloody law not 2 years later, changed the game completely... Now I’m going to drop my pants, lean against this wall and have that young stud fuck all those years of frustration out of me. You on the other hand can just have a staring contest with little miss nothing-underneath if you like, see which of you goes cross-eyed first!”

True to her word, she did just that, pulling a ruffled box of cigarettes from her pocket as she did, lighting one up as Joe approached. The lanky boy looked sheepishly at the other officer, but the man was just staring the housepet up and down, gulping audibly. Chuckling a little again, Joe lined his hardening cock up against the older lady’s offered rear. Her ass was impressively toned, clearly maintained by an active lifestyle. Her pussy was wet and waiting, a soft fuzz meeting his exploring, sensitive head. He got the distinct feeling she was a no-nonsense sort of woman though so slipped himself in as soon as he found the entrance.

Meanwhile Bubbles stalked towards the other cop, a wicked grin on her face. The young man even took a step back in fear, gulping again as a raindrop dripped down his face and her breasts visibly pressed against their plastic prison. She slipped down to her knees in front of him, reaching out to run her hands delicately down his sides. Then she reached for his fly, slowly and carefully sliding it open, all the while looking straight up at him with those wide brown eyes. He couldn’t stop her, faced with that look no man could. The housepet found an erect shaft waiting for her and teased it out, daintily meeting it with her tongue. She lapped at it like an alley cat, measuring his twitching responses. Then all of a sudden she had swallowed it whole, sucking down with an intense pressure while those glassy eyes continued to offer nothing but innocence.

To the side Joe was getting into a solid rhythm, the lady officer answering appreciatively with her own bouncing hips. She stopped him for a second and turned to face him, her long muscular legs stretching open before him. She wrapped one of them around him, and her arms about his neck, pulling him back into her. He might be the one inside her, but she made it quite clear who was in control, varying his speed and strength by the pressure of that wrapping leg. All the while she smoked her cigarette, glaring the boy down with a challenging look that continually asked ‘is this all you’ve got?’. Not one to let a lady down, Joe rose to every level she demanded, thrusting harder and faster, harder and faster. At last the woman seemed content, closing her eyes and riding the wave of his efforts. Just as he felt both of his heads were about to burst with exertion Joe felt a clenching orgasm begin to take over her body. She spat out her cigarette and pulled him in, driving her tongue into his mouth. The smokey taste of her filled him as he in turn filled her with a salty load, cumming deep inside her.

To their right the second officer was also at his limit. He gasped heavily as his own cock began spurting white ribbons. The housepet had felt this coming and let it pop out of her mouth at just the right moment. Now she received a rain shower of another kind as trails of semen splashed across her begging face. All the while she continued to stare up at the young cop, showing her slutty appreciation. Her tongue darted out and lapped up a stray strand of salty goodness, which she openly savoured the taste of. The man looked apt to faint, falling back against the alley wall. But she still followed after him, gently and dedicatedly cleaning his penis of every spare drip.

“Mmmmm… that was just what I needed!” The female officer sighed deeply, not bothering to pull her pants up yet as she lit another cigarette. “You, young man, are a good fuck. I shall have to look out for you on my rounds from now on.” She glanced over at her partner, who was now furiously pounding himself into the housepet’s ass as she pressed herself against the alley brickwork. “And it looks like even stick-in-the-mud’s loosened up a bit, found what’s important in life. But, I think we’d better finish this up now kids… the rains stopped.”

The rookie cop finally slowed his furious pace, slamming the spurts of his orgasm into the plastic-wrapped girl with deflating gusto. Then looked up to the sky as if searching for a revelation. A few drips of water splashed onto his face, but it was true: far above, between the buildings, a patch of brilliant blue was appearing. He quickly returned to panic, pulling out and shuffling his belt back together. Bubbles just basked in a ray of sunshine that pierced down on her, enjoying the feeling of cum dribbling out of her asshole.

The sergeant helped Joe pull up his own pants, making sure to pull him close and grasp his ass in the process. She gave him one last deep kiss before slapping them both on their way. “Go on then you two, get out of here before little miss raincoat gives someone a heart attack and I actually HAVE to arrest you! Just remember, if you ever do get caught… ask for Sergeant Maygreaves. We’ll see if we can’t figure something out…” Somehow, the teasing way she said that last line sounded more threatening than the prospect of being arrested. But the young couple smiled and took her advice, cutting out the other end of the alley to head for home.

Shafts of sunlight sliced down, turning half the world to rainbows. Reflections bounced from every window and oily puddle. And people were rapidly appearing, in every direction, like roaches from rotten woodwork. Joe looked nervously at Bubbles’ see-through attire… but then laughed aloud. See through it might be, but it was getting less so by the minute: The warmth of the sun and her body’s recent exertions had caused the cold plastic coating to mist up completely. Droplets ran their own little pathways of vision down the inside, but overall it looked more like the rainstorm had simply crept in to hide from the sun amongst the clothing of its new priestess-lover. Of course, there were still cracks in that armour. Every one of those mirror-like puddles she skipped past gave Joe a flashing view of her naked pussy… and she had made no particularly great attempt to clean the strings of policeman’s semen that clung to her hair and face.

Yet, passersby paid so little attention, rushing to get whatever business they had done in this brief respite from the weather. They barely registered the completely naked girl hidden behind nothing more than a curtain of condensation. She flaunted it, dancing round them and occasionally ‘accidentally’ pressing her chest or hips against them, offering a dangerous few seconds of smeared clarity. Joe chuckled and followed, absorbing every moment of his pet at her teasing best. He’d give her everything she deserved when they got home, the pounding love such a glorious little slut demanded. As, he was sure, would all the others. Today had been another good day.




Chapter 25 (Tuesday)

The housepet woke to a very curious sensation. Her blinking eyes fluttered away twisting dreams of scaly coils enveloping her. Strange, serpentine imaginings that almost slithered into reality with her as she felt thick bonds tightening into her skin. Movement was difficult, but she twisted her neck, the blindness of sleep finally unveiling. She was on the sofa, where the boys had left her once she’d collapsed from the evening’s fuckfest. Jake was looming over her, looking quizzically at a piece of printed paper while holding a length of rope taut. The rope led right to her pussy, wrapped round between her legs and up to catch on an earlier loop of its course. That course happened to wind itself round the entire rest of her body, crisscrossing her naked form in an intricate pattern of gaps and loops. It was the source of her restriction, yet surprisingly little discomfort, somehow fitting into the natural curves of her body in a way that almost seemed like they belonged to be there. With a grunt Jake obviously worked out whatever direction he was following and tugged the rope tighter. The housepet couldn’t see where he pulled it to, but felt it rub between her labia as it was dragged up behind her. He attached it somewhere very near her wrists, which were also bound together behind her back. How she’d slept through all this preparation she did not know… though they had been still fucking her quite late last night.

Jake ordered her to stand, so she did so. Shuffling off the sofa without the use of her arms was a tricky affair and the ropes reached right down to her ankles, those these were not bound together at least. The genius of the whole complicated tangle was revealed as she did so however, in all its peculiar glory. It moved, or at least great swathes of it did, specific knots and hoops allowing the various lengths of twisted cord to slide through and past each other. And the movement was very specific too. Whenever she moved her arms or stretched a leg the whole system would tighten, but two loops under her breasts would do so more, pushing them up and out while also squeezing them like a groping old man at a waitress. There were several small knots in the loop that pulled up between her slit, she now also realised. Whenever she moved so did these, sliding across her most tender entrances and rubbing on her clit. The whole affair sent electric shivers through even as experienced a slut as her with every slight change of weight on her feet.

Jake stalked round her, admiring his handiwork. He tugged and tightened various knots and sections, nodding appreciatively at the sharply-drawn breaths these drew from the bound beauty. Finally satisfied, he threw a white swirl of cloth over her. It was a plain dress, long and quite demure really. It covered her ropework and nakedness completely, though the fact that her arms did not come out through their specified holes must have looked rather strange. Next he attached one of her previous presents: the simple leash and collar, the black leather simplicity seeming to fit in with her current attire perfectly. Once attached, Jake pulled her roughly to her knees by this, offering a face full of his crotch. The housepet gasped as her bonds were again pulled tight, digging heavily up into her now wettening slit. Her owner for the day had still not exchanged a word with her, but she didn’t need telling to know what was expected. Somewhere above her master was apparently calling a cab for them. Down below the slut used her teeth and tongue to undo his fly and extract a waiting cock, already eagerly awaiting her breakfast. Jake smiled as the operator asked if a 15 minute wait was acceptable, he’d expect the whore to be working at least that long if she wanted a salty meal before they went out.

The cab driver was a little put out when he saw one of his passengers tugging the other behind him on a leash and almost refused to be associated with that kind of nonsense. He changed his tune however when the young man offered to let his ‘pet’ ride up front to keep the man company. By the time they’d reached their destination the cabby was beaming and offering to give them a lift anytime, while the housepet gulped down her second round of breakfast for the morning.

Looking around the slut realised they’d arrived on some sort of suburban business park, all warehouses and private workshops. Bangs and clatters echoed from various angles, but very few people could be seen, all hurrying from one shed to the other with little interest in the two young strangers. Behind her Jake tipped the driver then led the way straight into the nearest workshop. At least he seemed to have some sort of knowledge as to where they were. A dingy entrance full of all kinds of miscellaneous junk led into a wide open space, dominated mostly by further piles of said junk. A tall thin boy, younger even than Jake, waved at their arrival, hollering over to another man, this one short, portly and balding. The pair of them approached Jake with clear recognition.

“Hello again, young master! Me an’ Ralph were placin’ bets on weva you’s was actually gonna turn up or weva the ‘ole thing was just a wind up.” The older man’s accent was thick, but jovial, clearly a man who took life as it came, clients turning up or not.

Jake however seemed taken aback. “Of course I came! I made an appointment! You did get started on what I asked for, yes?”

The younger man was picking his nose and openly staring at the housepet. The older one noticed this and gave him a quick swipe round the ear, quite a stretch for him. However, he immediately began picking his own ear afterwards while replying to Jake.

“Course! No offense meant mister, no offense meant. It’s just not a stretch a’ work we get asked about very often, y’see. But young Ralph here’s been squirreling away for ya all last week, aintcha Ralph?” He didn’t wait for a reply, but none seemed likely to come either. “He’s very good with these things is Ralph. Works it all out in between those big ears of his… and he got quite excited about this little project I gotta say… Though, like we told you, the last bits o’ measuring an’ setting up like, will need to be done with your… err… model on hand. I take it this little lady is the one?”

Jake looked back at the housepet as if in afterthought, completely oblivious to how distracting she was for the other men. “This is my slut, yes. Oh, you can take the dress off now slut… these men are going to need to use you for a bit. Mind you don’t get it dirty though, let me have it here. Then follow them and do whatever they ask.”

The housepet obeyed, meekly and silently, wriggling herself free while Jake tugged the dress over her head. The other two openly drooled at the sight of her rope-crossed nakedness, staring with an unashamed lust that was almost arousing just by its vulgarity. She shivered at the concept of being at their beck and call. Jake handed the portly one her leash and the man simply stared at it in wonder, like it was some long lost holy relic. He recovered quickly though and began to trot away, gleefully tugging her round the corner, while the others followed behind.

The housepet tried to take in her surroundings, but it was difficult when every step caused a rippling of tension and pleasure across her body. The knots between her legs were a source of constant, nagging arousal. Rubbing her clit at such a regular, teasing interval that her skin prickled and hairs stood on end, the very precipice before she’d slip down into the build up of an actual orgasm. It didn’t help that, for quite a tubby man, her leash-holder was waddling at quite a pace and behind her she could feel the spotty youth’s eyes boring into her bare ass, split and presented as it was by her bindings.

They arrived at last into a garage area of sorts, large metal doors not quite preventing a cold draught slipping across a flat concrete floor. The expected piles of junk and rubbish were still present, but the only item of real note stood at the very centre of the room. It was a large wooden framework, almost like a double gallows really, hung with all manner of ropes and pulleys. The constituent parts had clearly originated in any number of the various junkpiles in this place, yet somehow even looking at it you could understand the meticulous care and attention that had gone into it’s construction. It was smoothed, coated and varnished, every pulley wheel gleaming, every rope hanging free. The housepet was half stunned.

“There she be! A fine bit o’ work if I don’t say so meself. Ralph really put that brain of his to work on this one, got all the ropework sliding, smooth as you like!”

Jake was clearly impressed. “You have outdone yourselves, Mr. Pickwick, it looks exactly as I imagined! But will it work? Can we test it?”

“Ha! Aye, that we can young’un. We’ll just have to get the young lady over there and measure up a few things, make sure it’s safe an’ all. Wouldn’t want to catapult the poor lass out the door after all haha!… or pull such a pretty thing apart.”

The tied-up slut was not entirely sure she liked the jovial way the man put out such ideas, or the way he casually reached out and tweaked her nipple while doing so. But today she was Jake’s plaything and the boy had clearly gone to great lengths to make the most of that. She followed them over to the contraption and stood where she was told, right in the centre of its framework. The younger workman, Ralph, had still not said a word since their arrival, now buzzed around her like a whirlwind: measuring this, attaching that, tightening the other. She felt his long, calloused fingers play across her body, openly taking advantage of the opportunity to explore her nakedness. But the touches were gentle and the boy was clearly just as interested in trying out his invention and showing it off well. He double checked everything, hooking her personal ropes onto those of the device at various strong knots across her body. He even slyly re-did a few of Jake’s knots while the other youth was busy talking to Mr Pickwick. Finally, he stepped back, running one last eye over the ensemble. It was ready.

The housepet gulped a little as the youth disappeared behind her. She could no longer see his tweaking actions, but she could feel the various ropes attached to her twitch and tighten. Then suddenly, without any warning at all, she found herself lurched into the air! The knotted rope between her legs pulled taut, dragging the breath out of her in a startling wave. She half expected the whole thing to dig right into her, strangling her body at every angle, then collapsing on top of her. Yet… it didn’t. In fact, once she had a few seconds to adjust, the perfect balance of the thing felt quite incredible. She hung about 2 foot off the ground, swaying gently. The various bands of rope around her body dug into her flesh, squeezing her tightly, yet never painfully. Each held enough of her weight to support the others and yet the brimming tension of the whole thing felt almost like a buzzing vibration. It was like she was bound in a musical instrument’s strings, and every slight movement sent an echoing shiver across all her most sensitive areas.

Jake and Mr Pickwick stopped their conversation in awe and stared at her. Somewhere behind the silent Ralph was beaming with pride. He reached out and pulled a couple of waiting ropes…

The housepet felt her body move on its own, but it was so smooth and gentle she could hardly tell the action wasn’t voluntary. She simply watched her own legs be raised and spread before her, her back being gently supported back to accommodate. Her crotch was brought up to eye level, her slit, dripping from the knotted rope’s attentions widened for viewing pleasure. The tubby little man in front of her leered in, accepting the welcome that her body was being forced to offer. He licked his drooling lips disgustingly at the sight presented for him. She was a puppet for these three now, she realised, adjustable to their every whim. Ralph was still in control at the moment however, and it seemed he didn’t want his boss getting the first taste of his workmanship either. He released a rope and pulled another, the housepets legs swung shut, barely an inch from Mr Pickwick’s nose. The older man looked angry at this for a second, but was quickly distracted by the magnificent ass rising before him. The naked girl’s hips just kept rising, following her long legs skyward and offering fine views of pulled-wide ass cheeks and a puckered little anus with a knot pulled half into it. The slut’s back and head now rotated backwards and down, till she was completely upside down, a pillar of inverted beauty. Still she rose though, until head head was hovering at crotch height, her feet high above.

She could see Ralph now, his array of adjustable pulleys all diligently labelled: ‘legs up/down’, ‘spread/closed’, ‘breasts tight/loose’, ‘pussy open/closed’. He locked those he’d been moving with a brake and came towards her, indicating a question to Jake. The reply must have been yes, because he wasted no time. The housepet found her upside down world filled with an unzipping fly then a bobbing free’d penis. She opened her mouth simply in habit and was unsurprised to find it was quickly filled. A pair of half-haired balls slapped against her eyes and nose as she swallowed the cock down. Or in this position, swallowed it up. It was a strange feeling, to be hung like a butcher’s carcass, swaying against the young man’s thrusts as he shoved his length further into her throat. Blood rushed to her head and made her dizzy as she grabbed short breaths wherever she could. She felt the boy reach around behind her, between her bound elbows, swinging her whole body against his thrusts. The angle was perfect for him to slide in and out of her esophagus, fucking her face as easily as any of her other holes. All she could do was concentrate on snatching oxygen whenever possible, forcing back the urge to gag as her vision faded back and forth between black and red. He reached so deep into her throat and kept her so close to choking that it felt like a dizzying age until he came. She felt the warm spurts shoot up into her, though whether toward her lungs or stomach she couldn’t tell. As he finally pulled out and let her draw great rasping breaths she felt the gooey liquid dripping back down her raw gullet, almost soothing in its way. Above and beyond her Jake was shaking Ralph by the hand, congratulating him on his handiwork. But the houspet could hardly focus on that. All she could see was Mr Pickwick’s pants, swaying around his ankles below her, as another foul-smelling cock bounced against her lips.




Chapter 26

The housepet lay back and listened to Jake’s conversation with the plump little workshop owner. She could still taste the man’s cum in the back of her throat. As a basically professional slut she had grown almost used to recognising a man by the taste of his meat and seed. She still couldn’t say any cum was particularly delicious, except perhaps pineapple-flavoured… but the sordid, salty warmth of it was always a twisted delight in it’s own way. Mr Pickwick’s load had been foul, the taste of a man with near to zilch interest in personal hygiene, somehow worse than Jake’s occasional use of her as a human urinal. Yet with the choking, tied-up degradation of the whole situation, all the dirt and filth just seemed to be turning her on more and more. She knew she had volunteered to be nothing less than a walking cum-dumpster, but sometimes her own levels of fetish surprised even her.

Between her hung-spread legs Ralph himself pounded away, swinging her hips back and forth into his. He wasn’t a particularly good fuck. In fact she had half a feeling that this was his first time, ploughing into a strange girl he’d never talked to while she was hung up from a frame he’d diligently designed just for her. Still, the wet slap of their bodies meeting and the feel of another new cock exploring her vagina in ever so slightly different ways to all those before it. She simply couldn’t hold back the shivering joy that gave her, the rising pleasure in her gut. All she wanted in life was this simple happiness, to be a collection of wet holes and sparking nerves, open for anyone to enjoy. She felt Ralph shudder wheezingly into his climax and leave yet another few spurts of warm, sticky gifts inside her. She wriggled her hips back at him as best she could in appreciation.

“... well… i suppose we can knock a few numbers off the end there, if you let me an’ the boy knock a few more into your little lady there, heheh.” Mr Pickwick waited a hopeful moment to see if Jake would laugh at his joke. He didn’t. “Specially if you were to keep us in mind were you to have any other ideas for ‘er. T’is very inspiring work this, sort of thing a man would be happy to make a business out’ve.”

“I’ll remember you, sir, don’t worry. You’ve done a fine job with what I asked. Now how about delivery? Can you get it packed away and sent over to me?”

“Weeeelll. Clever young Ralph did design it to fold together. But it’s still a heavy bit of kit. Though, you know what? I bet the boys across the way’d do it for us in their van… if’n you’d let them have a few rounds with her as well, o’course.”

“That sounds acceptable, when can we meet them?”

“Oh, now! I should ‘spect. I’ll just open the garage and give ‘em a yell, like!”

The housepet heard all this and felt her passages begin lubricating themselves all over again. She watched upside down as the balding workshop-owner wobbled over to casually unveil her naked humiliation to the world at large. Then whistle over to 5 or 6 scruffy-looking mechanics across the way. They wandered over immediately, drawn like leering flies to a rotten fruit. Ralph, clearly afraid he might be about to lose sole access to his prize, switched holes and quickly forced his way back in. The slut didn’t mind. She let her ass relax to welcome him and licked her slightly drooling lips in anticipation. Soon she’d have a few more salty mouthfuls to savour.

When all was said and done the housepet hung limply from her ropes. Lying back half-horizontal with her legs still higher than her head, she watched a watery drip of cum slide its way down her stomach. It slipped through the gaps under her criss-crossing bonds and left a slimy trail behind it. It dodged the little pool that had formed in her belly-button and found its way down into the crevice between her squeezed-out breasts. There her tired breathing rocked it gently through and up towards her neck. She reached forward and lapped it up as reward for the thing having travelled so far, relishing the salty, sweaty taste. Her whole body ached, and her throat was as sore as her rectum. The mechanics and strange little pair of odd-job men had used her to completion. Spinning her round and round in the contraption to fuck her from every angle possible. Each of her holes had been pounded, again and again, none of them treating her as anything more than a toy for their amusement. Again and again she nearly choked as a throbbing cock was forced up and down her throat at some ridiculous angle, only allowing her snatches of breath then almost coating her lungs in sticky cum when she thought it was finally finished. Again and again she had came shudderingly as her other entrances had received similar treatment, the men laughing and joking, but paying no attention to the effects they were having on her body. They would just fuck and fuck, driving her right through one orgasm into another until they poured their personal gooey deposit to join the rest sloshing around in her. She could feel it all still, the slowly cooling slime forming puddles inside her, dripping its flavour back up her throat as she dangled at this unnatural angle.

Then towards her walked Jake. Having worked out the details of delivery he came back to collect his other property. He leaned down and kissed her, tenderly, completely catching the housepet by surprise, especially considering the state she was in. She must reek of sweat and cum. Still, he let her gently down to the floor, then carefully helped her up on to shaking legs. He ran his hands over her body, still tender from its exhilarations and the return of blood to its usual hangouts. Here and there he re-tied or reset her bonds, making sure they settled back into an equal spread of pressure. He replaced the knotted rope under her reddened pussy, pulled aside as it had been to gain entrance. It dug in a little painfully and she could already feel some of the semen inside her leaking out around it. But compared to the extremes of feeling she’d just been subject to this little sting was nothing. Then he released her arms, getting her to raise them up to allow the simple white dress to be draped back over her. It felt strange to have such movement again, almost as if they weren’t her arms anymore. She was just 3 soft points of entry for other’s pleasure, what did she need these for? She held them behind her back again, subconsciously, standing meek and dishevelled in her little choir girl attire. If it wasn’t for the completely ruffled look of her hair and the small trails of cum still trailing across her face and down her legs, she’d look the very picture of innocence. Jake was clearly pleased with this, he smiled warmly as he took her hand and led her out to another waiting taxi, this one black and grand-looking.

The firm leather seats were cooling against the housepet’s bare backside, though they pushed those uncomfortable knots up into her sore entrances with every bump in the road. The taxi was certainly not your usual fare, all pristine interior and faux-wood inlays, and the direction they were headed was definitely not back the way they arrived. Where could they be heading? A glance over to silent Jake, staring nervously out the window, told her not to bother asking. Somehow he seemed more like the nervous young boy who she’d almost certainly taken the virginity of, barely a fortnight ago. Rather than the callous master persona he’d been enjoying lording over her since. Instead she watched the city go by and tried to fix what had become of her hair. She’d walked these streets completely naked, but somehow felt more self-conscious now. With this modest white dress hiding the fetishistic rope work and left over evidence of yet another parade of strangers gangbanging her to completion.

When they pulled up her anxiety skyrocketed and made her small efforts with her hair seem altogether futile. They had arrived at one of the fanciest restaurants in town, the kind you had to book weeks in advance. She stared open-mouthed and flabbergasted as the driver helped her out and offered her arm to Jake, but her owner for the day was still close-mouthed and absent… as if preparing himself mentally for something. A smart dressed waiter came out to meet them and led them straight inside. He gave the housepet an inconsiderate glance up and down, but she got the impression he would have whatever she was wearing. The tables full of high-society inside were another matter entirely however. The girl with a taste of cum welling back up her throat had never felt so naked as when winding through that dimly-lit room, trying desperately not to meet any sneering eyes as the bonds under her clothing tightened and pulled. In horror she felt her nipples rise to points and her slit begin to moisten once more. How could her body find this arousing?! Surely someone would notice how little she belonged here right now and throw them back out.

No such saving grace occurred though, she and Jake were led to and deposited at a central table. Across from them sat a middle aged couple, both thin, gaunt and angular, with the blond hair and blue eyes of her current master. The man was stern-looking and proud, with a glint of fire in his eyes and a finely-tuned moustache. The woman barely looked up from the table, maintaining the most demure and polite aura possible, broken only when she smiled warmly at Jake.

“Hello Father, Hello Mother.” he said, a forced calmness filling his voice. Then they were seated, every member of the table hiding behind large menus and exchanging only the smallest of pleasantries.

The meal went pleasantly enough. The housepet had no guidance on what was appropriate to order, having not even been introduced to the couple who were presumably paying. So she just chose the meal she felt was least likely to end up all over her hideously clean white dress. The food arrived quickly and they ate in near silence, with the previous conversation having simply been factual discussions of Jake’s studies. He was studying fine art, it turned out, the housepet realised she’d never asked any of the boys what their non-sexual interests were. Nothing seem to be expected of her for the moment, so she began to relax. Though the rub of her ropes still caught her on occasion and she was terrified there would be a very obvious little puddle on the seat beneath her.

Once the food was done and cleared away however, the atmosphere changed. Over a steaming china cup of black coffee Jake’s father suddenly stared her right in the eye and asked: “And just who is this little strumpet you have brought along son? I believe now we have finished eating it would be fair to ask why a girl who appears to be desperately flaunting her chest at us is present?”

The housepet felt like a rabbit in headlights, pinned down by the man’s stare and only more aware of her tender nipples pointing back at him. Jake, however, took a moment to blow over his own coffee and take a sip, before answering.

“Oh, she’s our household slut Father.”

The silence was deafening. It seemed to boil out across the entire room, then contract with an indrawn breath from the older man. Rage clearly streaked through him, white-hot, made only more apparent in the forced control in his voice.

“She’s your what?!”

Jake maintained his feigned ambivalence well, though it was clear this was the moment he’d been anxious about all day.

“She’s our slut, like a whore, but completely unpaid. She does whatever we wish. Changes ownership daily. But mostly just satisfies the needs of whoever wants her in the moment. It’s all quite simple really.”

For a second, even the old man seemed taken aback. Unsure how to address such calm announcements.

“... and you think this is acceptable? To rut around with this… creature. Committing every sin imaginable and then…. And then BRING HER HERE! Parade her around in front of your mother and I as if such an arrangement is completely natural?! Did we not raise you right boy?! Did we not keep you away from all the debauchery of this modern world and clean in the eyes of God so that you wouldn’t be infected with parasites like this?! YET WITHIN A MONTH… within a month you have already succumbed.”

The housepet was appalled and terrified by this tirade. The man was half standing, leaning across the table to yell at them. Whenever he described her as something horrible he looked her squarely in the eyes and cast his furious spittle down toward her. So forceful was it that she leaped up to her feet simply out of reaction, unwilling to be borne down upon by such anger. Jake stood up too though. Still calm, and almost exactly the height of his father, to look the man level in the eye.

With one fluid motion he whipped the housepet’s dress off. Leaving her stood frozen, shocked and exposed. The elaborate ropework across her body was plain for all to see, along with every private inch of her nakedness. The room at large gasped, delighting in the drama at its midst. Without the muting dress the so-declared slut was unveiled in all her embarrassed beauty, golden skin and drawn-out curves. It would have been a fool who, among all those expensive dresses and elaborate suits, didn’t declare her still the best dressed there.

The entire restaurant was struck silent. The housepet felt her skin prickle with the very weight of their eyes. She instinctively tried to cover herself as best she could, but there was little point really. Her entire curving form was on display, to be picked apart by all who dined here. The criss-crossing ropes only served to accentuate her nakedness, propping up her breasts and drawing attention down toward her dripping slit. Jake’s father’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets as he gazed over her with a furious interest.

“What do you think you’re…”

Jake didn’t let him finish.

“Look at her father! Look at her devotion! She has willingly given herself to be roped and bonded. To be used by any who need her. You are always talking about the whores who lead men and women from their true paths. Of the dark desires we all must face down. Of the sacrifices needed to lead the good road. Look at her! She has chosen to be the ultimate slut! To let anyone and everyone take out their most sinful whims on her beauteous flesh. Doesn’t that strike you as the purest expression of what you’ve talked about all these years? I’ve listened all along father. Though I’ve seen the world around us change so much. Only when I met her and she offered her body to me did it all make sense. She has given herself to the world, father, so that the rest of us might be better for it. How can you deny such dedication as that?”

The older man fell back against this argument. He sank down into his seat. He looked his son up and down, at first incredulously, then with doubt… and finally with what could almost be pride. He looked the housepet up and down once more, without fury or scorn this time. He looked at her young, smooth skin and embarrassed sensuality. The girl almost felt the change in his appreciation of her, felt his eyes linger a little longer upon her delicacies.

The head waiter approached their table… tentatively. He made straight for the older gentleman and whispered hurriedly in his ear. The reply was barked with no such coyness.

“I don’t give a damn whether your other customers might be offended. I am dealing with a family matter right now. If they know who I am they’ll know better than to mention this anywhere outside this room! Still… I’ll offer to pay for all their meals, even at your ridiculous prices. WIll that curb their blessed little hearts do you think?”

The waiter looked nervously round a room that had suddenly found itself hurriedly moving their attention back to food… or a surreptitious look at further menu options. Relieved at such apparent satisfaction, he scuttled off to be anywhere else at all.

Jake’s father pinned the housepet back in his glare. He wordlessly beckoned to her. Shivering in that stare, she obeyed.

“So you are a martyr for physical love then?” The man finally asked, his hand confidently reaching out to roam her. “I suppose I could see the logic in such a thing…” His hand reached her breast and pinched its nipple cruelly. “Prove to me your spirit then.” He pulled her forcefully to her knees by the back of her neck. Presenting her face to his pants. This, at least, was a scenario the girl knew how to deal with. Though in the middle of a crowded, high-class restaurant was a new situation for her. She got to work immediately, unzipping his fly and swallowing down the waiting erection. His hand on the back on her head loosened slightly in satisfaction. But quickly tightened again under her diligent efforts. He could not help but pull her further down upon him it seemed as she sucked and swallowed with all the skill she’d built up over the years. Above she heard sighs of relaxing appreciation as she worked, the release of years of held back desire perhaps. She even met the eyes of her mouthful’s wife for a moment. Surprisingly they glittered only with an intrigued encouragement. As if witnessing this moment was a long-awaited breath of fresh air and freedom for the silent and homely woman.

It wasn’t long before the housepet found herself lifted up onto the table by surprisingly strong arms. Surrounded by rattling crockery she was laid across the expensive white tablecloth on her back, with bare legs spread along the edge of the table. The old man made no hesitation in sliding himself into her, the rough thrust of his intrusion scraping into her soul. She gasped as she stared up into his cold eyes, but she could not meet that steely gaze for long. Nor did he seem to have any interest in forming such a close connection with her. His glare simply roamed her tied and naked form as if she was another cutlet of meat, an after-dinner cold-cut that he could take or leave, but may as well enjoy when it was offered. Instead she rolled her head back to scan the room at large, her viewpoint rocking as the cock inside her began to pump in and out.

Nigh on thirty faces stared back at her, or pointedly did not, as she was ravaged in their midst. Some smoldered with disapproval, some shone out with pity. Many gleamed back with re-whet appetites, clearly wishing they could order the same course as this clearly influential gentleman. Some switched between all these emotions, unable to quite restrain themselves from watching this strange tableau unfold. Through it all the housepet felt her own pleasure increasing, the intensity of the moment building up in her head and gut. The rough and callous pressure of each thrust, the exhibitionist thrill of her position, the twisted pleasure of being used as little more than an after-meal treat. All these things built up in her permanently lustful self. At first she tried to restrain her moans of pleasure, but soon it hardly seemed possible or worthwhile. She let the waves overtake her and rode them, quickly succumbing to an orgasm. Not that her invader seemed to care for her pleasure. He simply ploughed on through her tensing muscles and yelping cries, driving her on into further realms of ecstasy.

Gripping the sliding tablecloth with white knuckles the housepet craned her neck right back staring behind her with widening eyes. Through the blotting gaps in her thoughts caused by each shuddering plunge into her depths: she saw Jake and his mother. They seemed to be chatting quite earnestly and contentedly. The most comfortable and amiable she’d seen either of them. Somehow the scene touched her heart, as a moment of true family, free’d from unmentioned restrictions held for a long time. The older woman noticed her looking and smiled warmly down, as if in thankful welcome. Just as at the other end of the table her husband pulled out with a grunt, shooting streams of glistening semen across the young girl’s belly. Beckoning the waiter over he handed over a smart, black credit card, wiping his deflating penis against the housepet’s thigh before tucking it away.

“And take enough to pay for this one’s taxi home.” He called, with a cheerful whistle. “We’ll leave her for you to clean up. Me and my family have got some sightseeing to do!”

And so the housepet was left. Feeling her skin cool and the trails of cum dry as she lay, naked on a table in the centre of a rustling room. Eventually she was helped down and ushered off by the head waiter. Still dazed in her afterglow, she was hardly surprised when she was taken to the kitchen out of sight and presented with his cock as well. In fact she must have been used by the majority of the working staff in the building by the time they shuffled her into a taxi. Strangely enough she recognised the smiling face that greeted her as the one who had first given her and Jake a lift that morning. Which at least meant she didn’t have to try and draw up the address from her addled mind as she dozed against leather seats and his lap. One more load of sperm to swallow on the trip home hardly seemed much of a price for such a kindness, especially since he half carried her to the door to hand back into the arms of her other owners.




Chapter 27 (Wednesday)

The housepet awoke feeling strangely empty, curled up on the lounge sofa. She realised it was the first time in a long while she had woken up without at least one of the boys inside her. It was a cold and lonely feeling, even under the blanket that had been thoughtfully laid across her. The kind of feeling she’d began this arrangement precisely to avoid. She was THE perpetual slut, the lover of every comer. To spend a night alone was wasting her potential.

Still… it did give her a chance to stretch out a little, flex and relax those muscles so often pulled taut against another’s frame, or shuddering through the tensions of her own pleasures. Sliding down from the cushions onto a scratchy carpet she knew well; she basked her naked form in the glass-amplified sunlight. Her hair felt matted and knotted, her skin itchy and sticky. The boys must have put her straight to sleep without bathing her whenever she’d been dropped off last night. The slut couldn't really remember much of the evening's end, tiredness must have really overtaken her after the whole restaurant affair. But she felt pretty refreshed now… maybe a full night’s sleep HAD been in order. The dirty, creepy feeling of waking up still caked in yesterday's excesses being an odd delight of its own. She idly picked at a patch of dried semen on her belly, wondering which stranger had left it there and where else he’d deposited it. There were rarely enough answers to such questions these days though, she simply saw and serviced too many cocks to remember each one’s specifics.

To shake herself out of this daze the housepet began stretching for real. Running through an old ‘sensual yoga’ routine her mother had taught her. Now THERE was a woman who knew how to keep a body supple and fuckable. Even into the advent of her fifties that red-headed bombshell could drive a young man half her age into the ground between milky thighs. Meeting Lisa, Karen and the other’s had brought a host of memories swirling round the housepet’s head. Some good, some bad. All of them better off forgotten. The naked young woman strained to pull herself out of the past by sheer muscular flexibility, rolling her body through all manner of lurid shapes. It was no fun without an audience though…

Fortunately a short glance backwards caught the glowing red face of a young postman who just so happened to have been passing their window. Grinning evilly to herself the housepet pretended not to notice, continuing to prostrate and present herself to the world at large. The man was frozen to their pathway, mouth agape. He must be new to the area… she was pretty sure she’d swallowed down several deliveries from all the regular door-to-door visitors. She flexed and wove her way through several complex motions. Revealing ever more of her bodies supple maneuverability and secret alcoves, until the stranger was assaulted by a full open stare between her legs. She let her little star of an anus wink at him for a second before swinging her head down to do the same. Letting him know full well she’d been aware of his presence the whole time. Then she stood up and walked to the door, wondering what he wanted to deliver her now?

When she had done swallowing the postman’s sticky appraisal the housepet sent him on his way, plucking his delivery out of shaking fingers. Then she went upstairs for a shower. ‘It must be Troy’s day’ she thought, as the hot water washed out the dregs of yesterday. Only he slept in on his day of ownership. Everybody else seemed to wake up early just to take as much advantage of her as possible. But then Troy was an odd one… even by their standards. Another thought she mused on, munching on some toast, downstairs and much later. Still, when he did awake the first thing he did was groggily bend her over the dining table, sliding straight in, to the hilt of his impressive instrument. She still had her slice of breakfast hanging out her mouth, trying to keep from dropping it as his thrusts made her bite down harder. Inevitably it dropped to the table as he shook through her, bearing the much shorter girl down into its crumbs. The housepet nearly choked as she swallowed her current mouthful, the force of his presence inside her shaking every passage. The scratch of it in her throat met by the thudding pleasure of his cock. She melted with it like butter, basking in the joy of her first fuck of the morning, so much later than normal, but worth the wait. She stayed like that, splayed out across the table, as he came shuddering inside her then yawned mightily. Semen dribbled out of her pussy as she spread out smiling, listening to the sounds of him making coffee. She wondered what fun they’d have today. How many more times she’d be dragged to the brink of ecstasy and how many more splashes of thanks would be cast inside her.

Oddly, the outfit Troy pulled out for her to wear that day was Ted’s, the prim yet saucy schoolgirl uniform ordered from some depth of the internet. It didn’t quite fit her, squeezing her bust up and out and flashing her buttocks with every sway of its skirt. Kind of the point she knew, but it was still an odd choice considering what they’d got up to last week. Still she didn’t complain or asked questions. She liked to keep the anticipation of each days activities swelling as long as possible. Her whole life was a series of climaxes after all. Thus she simply skipped along amiably as Troy led her out into their suburban paradise, smelling flowers in the hedgerows and flashing her underwear at strangers as they passed. It was a delight to be a cocktease.

The route and destination were no particular surprise to the housepet, Maria’s slightly run-down looking house and garage drifted into view. The 3 figures juggling with heavy-looking cases outside however, were a new unknown. The leader, carrying considerably less than his partners, waved a relieved looking greeting.

“Oh thank goodness! We’ve been trying to get in for ages Troy, but your girl is making an awful racket in there and I couldn’t stand dropping the equipment in all this… filth.” The campy disdain with which he uttered that last word seemed a little overdone to the housepet. There was certainly a good amount of mud left from the last couple days rain, and the front yard was one of those which featured more than the average number of rusting piles of who knew what, but it was hardly a bombsite. Still, Troy laughed amiably as he replied: “Well if you think it’s bad out here Snaps, you’re really not gonna enjoy…”

He was immediately cut off by a squeal of delight from the effeminate young man as he rushed over to the housepet “Oh! and here’s our star! The harlot! The Starlet! I’m such a fan! I was mesmerized by your dancing last week! We all were! And I even heard from Troy here that you know Luscious Lisa personally?”

It took the engulfed slut a second to realise there was a question imbedded in all the enthusiasm and hugging. “Err… yeah… she’s my Au- elder sister…”

“Oh. My. Goodness. She is, without doubt, my greatest hero! You have got to introduce me sometime! Maybe show her the masterpiece we’re about to make? Or no. Will it be too beneath her? Oh, I’m so nervous already! Quick, meet Lud and Thud before I panic too much.”

With that he swept away to help Troy, who was unceremoniously kicking at the garage door. Leaving his two helpers to shamble forward and offer more reassuring smiles. “Hi! Don’t mind him, he always gets like this before a shoot. He ‘snaps’ y’know, hence the name. I’m Lu and that’s Theo.” The rather gangly and short-haired girl shrugged a shoulder at her wide and muscular companion.

Glad to have re-entered calm conversation the housepet smiled a “nice to meet you.” at them both. It turned to a blush quite quickly when the girl replied: “Ha, well we’ve met before actually. You stuck your tongue inside me while ol’ Thud was filling you with cum at that last gig…”

“Not that I blame you for forgetting.” She laughed. “That was a hell of a night!”




Chapter 28

This time the housepet did wake up with a cock in her mouth. Not exactly an unusual situation… but this was not a young man’s bed. It was Maria’s, and surprisingly feminine: rose coloured sheets and stuffed animals aplenty. The camera aimed directly at her was a new addition too. It zoomed slowly out as she sat up and stretched, catching the rest of the scene. The band were all around her, curled upon the bed in various states of undress, panties and ‘used’ condoms lay strewn everywhere, hanging off light fittings and bedposts. She jumped up and stretched, slipping on her skimpy school outfit. The band followed, collecting their handily-placed instruments. Foxxy the newly appointed video star delighted in allowing the film crew a while to collect several candid angles of her dressing. Selective editing later would arrange this to pointedly show her lack of underwear and a few cheeky smiles.

Then they headed downstairs. The kitchen/dining room was arranged to look as suburban as possible. Maria’s boss from the shop was sat waiting, clearly having been recruited to play the man of the household. Another older lady bustled about in a dressing gown but nothing else, while Snaps played some sort of uninterested sibling. The housepet skipped up and kissed her ‘father’ on the cheek, only for him to pull her head down into his lap. She sucked at him eagerly while he read the paper, while the band filed in and played from the background. Neither mother or son of this imaginary household gave a reaction to any of this, even when the older man bent the housepet over the breakfast table and casually fucked her brains out. The scene ended with this innocent young daughter gulping messily down a bowl of milk and cereal while both her immediate male family members came across her face. She held out a tongue full of milk and semen. Onto which was carefully arranged the title of the song, spelt out in colourful cereal letters. With a kinky wink she gulped the whole lot down.

Next they headed outside, into thankfully unpopulated suburban bliss. She skipped past prim cut hedges and manicured lawns, short cut skirt flapping ever higher. An old man sat waiting at her bus-stop, an ageing actor who knew a role that paid for itself when it was offered. He smiled brightly at the approaching young harlot, and patted his knee expectantly. When she was within range he flicked her skirt up expertly with his gnarled wooden walking stick, earning a feigned blush and indignant pout. There were no complaints, however, when he hooked her golden thigh and pulled it over and across him. The housepet found her face full of grey moustache and her cooch full of calloused fingers in no time at all. She lay back into this groping assault as the band sidled in behind the plexiglass shelter. Another old pensioner appeared at the other end of the bench, though whether she was part of the act or not the slut had no idea. She simply tutted at the pair of them and gripped her large handbag, snatching entirely un-sly glances every few seconds. The old pervert apparently didn’t give two hoots about her presence, for he unzipped his trousers and drove a surprisingly virile cock right up into his captured prey. The dressed-up schoolgirl was treated to a furious ramming as her legs spread wider and wider across his knees. She was practically kicking their disapproving neighbour by the time a bright yellow schoolbus turned the corner. Foxy found herself thrust up and towards its door just as the vehicle stopped and opened, her pussy gasping and dribbling with a fresh load of cum. She half-fell up the short stairway inside and was only half surprised to see Charlotte. The little blonde girl had her hair in pigtails and was dressed in a matching uniform to her own. She was also sat facing the wrong way in the driver’s seat, straddling the middle-aged man himself, who was quite clearly buried inside her to the hilt. She gave a shy little wave as her companion grunted, shutting the doors and pulling away.

The cramped confines of the bus were made rather more so by the ever-moving presence of a film crew. Still, they’d slid into the front few seats and found the perfect spot to record the housepet’s reactions as she got on board. Regaining her feet from her stumbling entrance she smiled a greeting to her returning partner-in-debasement. The little pervert had really come a long way in the last few weeks, now riding around public streets being fucked by a stranger and looking happy as hell to be doing so. Standing up, the more experienced slut felt the doors slam behind her, pinching her bare bottom slightly. With a gasp she realised her miniscule skirt had become caught in them, an accident, but a genius one. She leaned in to kiss Charlotte’s cheek and heard a satisfying ripping sound. Acting none the wiser she walked on into aisle, only stopping to look embarrassed when she’d felt the whole thing rip away. She made a token effort to cover herself, one hand over mouth, one over bare naked slit as she faced down the buses contents: Schoolboys. Or at least a large number of young men dressed like them. They crowded every seat and loomed, drooling at her like a pack of hungry dogs. Wearing only a shirt and a cute pink satchel the pet actually felt slightly vulnerable, very aware of what was sure to happen next.

They rushed forward and claimed her like a tide, clearly having been made to simply wait and watch as Charlotte acted as only the driver’s property. The housepet was dragged into a sea of hands, tearing her shirt open and pulling her limbs every which way. Away went her little pink satchel, her smart black shoes and long white socks. Every inch of her was groped and prodded, tongues shoved in her mouth. It was bare minutes before the first erection was shoved in her face, hands, holes and feet finding others. Heck they began fucking every nook of her they could reach, sliding between her thighs, her elbows, her armpits. Dicks were tangled in her hair, fingers shoved up her nose, it was a rampage of youthful enthusiasm, not a gangbang of experienced lovers. She would have screamed had she a second when her throat was not in use. And all the while the camera rolled, capturing the whole carnal scene. After the initial rush was spent however, Snaps stepped in, beginning to arrange the shots he wanted. The band was allowed through to play in the back. A few early cumshots were caught in glorious detail, splashing across the girl in slow motion. Then the clever work began, the college level director began swapping his players positions, bouncing them around a stop-motion scene. First the slut would be bent over a seat on the left, then bouncing on top of a boy on the right. Sucking off two in the aisle then hanging upside down from the luggage rack as her throat became a pussy. The band would move as well, playing their instruments while in and around the action. Bill would play her ass cheeks like bongos, her breasts like snares. Troy would rest his guitar on her as he pounded her anus then Maria would sing down to her as she buried her tongue in a juicy slit. It all culminated in an exhausted slut sprawled open-legged against the back seat as boy after boy splashed cum over her.

The bus had been driving in pointless circles for quite awhile by this point, so they pulled over in a quiet park layby for a lunch break. Everybody else filed off for offered sandwiches and drinks and to look over the footage so far but the housepet stayed where she was. Sat naked on the dirty floor of the bus she just dozed gently, feeling the trails of cum dribble across her skin and the sunlight waver between a tree outside. She listened to the murmurs outside as those still with some energy jokingly fought over whose lap Charlotte would sit on. She felt filthy, used up and ragged. A toy played with so roughly because it was so loved. It was wonderful, but there would be more yet to come. So she took these few minutes to recover, in quiet and tranquility. When the others returned there was no more lovemaking, they searched and scrambled for the remains of her outfit and stroked her head fondly as the bus trundled the short way to its destination. The camera began rolling once more as she staggered back down the steps, no longer needing to act so much as be her character. Her plaited skirt was tied back together with a shoelace, hardly covering her semen-dripping holes. Her shirt was simply tied round itself, knotting under her breasts. Her satchel hung loose in her hand, her socks left uneven. Her hair was matted and tangled. With watery eyes she looked up at where she’d come to… as the school bell rang.

It was the end of their day, not the beginning of course. But the real students were milling about enough that, cleverly edited, this would not be obvious. The housepet found herself suddenly thrown into a pit of embarrassed nostalgia. The thousand eyes of teenage life burnt into her as a strange and half-dressed invader arriving just as they were leaving. College aged and free from all this she might be now, but she wasn’t dressed as such. Old memories of arriving at her own school, similarly bedraggled and judged by every bitch who felt like it surfaced over and over. She tiptoed through the throng, constantly tugging down her far too short skirt and trying to pull the last knots of cum from her hair. Her entourage had faded and dispersed, leaving only the camera to follow, walking backwards in front of her and drawing even more stares. Snaps beckoned encouragingly, but was clearly delighted by her sudden blushing awkwardness. Whether he knew it wasn’t an act or not, this was clearly the shot he’d wanted.

Then, suddenly it was over. She hurried up a few concrete steps, earning a quick wolf whistle from those below and was inside. Wood paneled hallways spread out from a wide concourse, but the sp number of students still surrounding her dwindled rapidly, all hurrying out into the sun. She sped up to a jog, as expected of one late for class due to a rather turbulent bus ride. The film crew led her on, clearly knowing their route into the bowels of the building. Until they halted in front of a door, one the girl hastily bolted through, nearly stumbling again over her one unlaced shoe.

“Miss Delaney. Nice of you to join us…”

The name was not her own, but the housepet knew who it was directed at as she gazed up into the glasses of a stern, middle aged woman. The teacher perched sidesaddle on the edge of her desk, brown hair tied neatly in a bun, arms crossed, but with a wooden cane bouncing lightly across one. In front of her sat an entire class, half made up of the boys she’d arrived with but now joined by an equal contingent of girls. They chuckled at her menacingly.

“Late and untidy as always… you really are a troublesome girl. What excuse do you have for yourself this time?” The woman accentuated words like daggers.

The housepet felt yet another nostalgic blush blooming. She stuttered. “I was… my father… then the boys on the bus…”

“Ha! Feeble excuses feebly put- Mandy! How many times did you pleasure your father this morning?” She turned to a haughty looking girl in the front row.

“Three times Miss, as always.”

To her brunette neighbour: “And Ceri, did you have cheerleading practice this morning?”

“Yes Miss Hargreaves. We serviced the entire football team.”

“Good girls both, doing their duties for friends and family. Yet, they do not look like they’ve been thrown through a pig pen, clothes torn apart like some two-cent whore. Is that semen I see dribbling down your leg?! What a disgusting waste!”

The woman stood up and flicked her cane out, lightning fast and terrifyingly accurate. She caught the housepet a stinging blow to the inner thigh. Just where a small, slimy trail had indeed ended with a large white drip. This pearly bead was brought up for inspection on the very tip of her stick, gazed at thoughtfully for a second or two, then sucked between pursed lips. The teacher seemed to lose focus for a second as she savoured its flavour, twisting the thin wood in the corner of her mouth. But soon enough her gaze returned to pin her lacklustre student down.

“You shall have to be punished… right here and now. To serve as an example for all these other bright little souls. A girl must know how to behave in this world, else she lose herself in pursuit of dark pleasures…” She trailed off again for a second, as if remembering something fondly.

“Up! Now! Bend over my desk!” The returning snap was an order unrefusable. The housepet scurried to obey, her legs shaking. She had a feeling this was going to hurt.

The music began again. The same tune that had been surrounding the housepet and her compatriots for this entire adventure. Snaps had insisted it be played at all times to ensure the beat lined up with everything they filmed. Leaving only this short lull to catch ‘Miss Hargreaves’ dialogue. The band could play in time whatever of course, but somehow having the music playing just made everyone instinctively link their actions up to it’s signature. The housepet had noticed it throughout, as it was fucked into her or bounced through her skull and soul. But now it was scored upon her, written like a song sheet onto her stinging ass. With a swish and a flick the thin rod left another red mark, another line of fire, another crashed cymbal. It hurt, but not badly, the woman clearly knew her trade. Timing her strikes perfectly and painting delicate patterns across her rosy, round canvas. The beleaguered schoolgirl could not see these, but could feel their echoes through skin and muscle. She watched the faces of her ‘classmates’, some wincing, some smiling, but all drawn in. None could look away from the tableau before them, the classic kink, but played out so casually and carefully. Hands crept under desks and pencils were sucked on as the sexuality of the moment grew beyond any feigned punishment.

The red-bottomed slut felt the blows cease, the dextrous educator now running the cane ever so slowly up her inner leg. It was little more than a tickle, but with her skin now on fire and senses alight she could mark every inch of it’s path. It was a teasing caress, arching round the curves of her open thighs, moving inexorably upwards. When it reached its destination it paused so delicately, wooden length resting between tender lips. There it waited, knowing exactly the burning pressures it was building inside. The housepet’s hips had no option, they lifted and opened, backing up onto tiptoe to beckon the one who had just been causing such pain. She NEEDED more stimulation, whether pleasure or otherwise, the smarting blows had awoken that base animalistic want in her. The teacher smiled wickedly, pulling her stick free and watching those hips follow, begging for more. She lifted it to her lips again and licked off another taste of the younger girl’s sweet juices. Then yanked her sharply upright by the hair, holding her upright to face her classmates.

Without a word, she stripped the girl. Unfastening the hastily fixed clothing with more flicks of her favourite tool. As her skirt hit the floor, the class was now a shuffling mess of barely restrained horniness, clothes loosening, legs widening. At the center of it all the housepet could do nothing but gulp, eyes watering as her body was stretched out and presented before this hungry throng. The teacher began swishing her cane across the girl’s body, pointing and prodding at all her tender recesses. She had complete command over her subject now, with just a small application of pressure to she could demand any limb be moved, any view provided. She made her puppet move robotically, still to that throbbing beat. Turning, bending, stretching, drooping. The naked being was displayed from every angle before class and camera, her privacy shattered as every part of her was given away to be perused. Only then, when the world at large had inspected her entirety, was she deemed worthy of service. The older woman rested one thigh up on her desk and dragged her puppet to its knees. Allowing it access to lap desperately between her legs.

The housepet’s world became simple again. Gone were the nostalgic fears, the flashbacks to youth’s uncertainty and isolation. Back then she hadn’t known herself, had doubted her dark longings and felt shame in other’s judgements. But she was no longer that little slut in hiding. She was sexuality itself, the daughter of lust and wanting, the hole for any lost soul. Before her lay a crevice needing loving, she would not leave it unfulfilled. Miss Hargreaves gasped at her onslaught, caught pleasantly off-guard by her pupil’s eagerness to serve. A wry smile crossed her lips at a beast well-broken. She let her eyes wander across the rest of her flock, all seething with passion now, their young bodies burning up at this sight. Below thin wooden desks panties were dropping, flies were un-popping, all for her delight and approval. This was education at its finest, mass masturbation, learning by sharing. She lay her head back and let the waves of pleasure rise. The girl really was rather good…

Rather TOO good, the domineering teacher felt her knuckles tightening. She clutched the desk hard as her clitoris began throbbing, gushing its appreciation at the tongue that encircled it. Experienced or not, the older woman could not help but pull her students head in closer, burying the girl between her thighs. Her hand clenched at golden curls, so conveniently ready to be wrapped between fingers. The class was getting out of hand now, clothing becoming scattered, mouths latching between neighbours. In the corner the band played, faster and faster. It was all becoming a little hot and wild, not the tightly controlled erotica she had been spinning at all. She had better take charge again or they’d be spilling out into the halls. She tried to lift her cane, still trapped between fist and desk. But another wave took her, the skill and energy attacking her pussy too much to bare. The thin wooden rod dropped to the floor with an unnoticed clatter. Miss Hargreaves took the schoolgirl’s head in two hands and moaned, pulling the working head deeper between her legs. Around the rest of the room bodies were writhing, bent over desks and bouncing off walls. Girls were pinned down and poured into, boys were torn down and ridden on. Textbooks fell and pens and pencils were shoved where they had no right to be. In front of it all Miss Hargreaves convulsed and yelped, a huge great orgasm tearing through her. She arched her back and torn at her own chest, desperately wrenching as much stimulation from the moment as she could…

Then the music stopped. The song ended. The room fell back to earth with a thump. The teacher opened her eyes to a room of shattered chaos, blinking and breathing heavily. Students lay tangled amongst each other everywhere. A picture fell off the wall. Somewhere down below a dishevelled head appeared, smiling somewhat sheepishly and licking the last juices from it’s lips. An unseeable voice said “aaaand, cut.” The camera stopped rolling. The band put down their instruments. The film crew huddled over their footage. Everything was just shuffling aftermath.

Another voice appeared at the door. Miss Hargreaves turned blankly toward a familiar figure. “Ah, you’ve finished… good! So nice of you to offer your room and expertise to these… *ahem*... young artists Harriet. Though I do hope you’ll make sure it’s all tidy again before you leave.” The school’s balding headmaster shuffled impatiently at the doorframe, clearly not wanting to look at the wreckage too hard lest he seem culpable for it. She had wondered how on earth young Snaps had persuaded the old pervert to allow this, but the question answered itself. A young blonde girl with her hair in pigtails stood next to him, steadied by his hand. She was looking particularly dazed and uncomfortable, as if her ass was still smouldering slightly. The teacher had seen similar looks on younger colleagues who’d gone looking for a payrise. They rarely got what they’d been promised.

“Well anyway, best be off. I was just showing this little angel the way, toodleloo.”

He disappeared, leaving his payment to stumble forwards into the arms of the main starlet. Fixing her own clothing the teacher was amazed to see how chipper that slut still was, round ass still peeking out and striped red. She watched the two of them hug out their separate experiences with the eye of a veteran nymphomaniac. Here were two girls heading down the very darkest paths of depravity, yet clearly devoted to the joy of it. The older woman set about fixing her classroom while thinking about her own past excesses… she was almost jealous of them really. Maybe it was time to dig out some of her old outfits and contacts…

The teacher eye’d two sleeping schoolgirls in her rearview mirror. Slumped dozing against each other, innocently tired out by a day of learning, you could almost believe they were the real thing. It put a darker twist on all the tears in their uniforms and trails of drying cum though. They were both so YOUNG, at least from her ever greying viewpoint. Had she really looked the same, all those years ago, when she first started pushing the boundaries of her body and sexuality. How many cocks had they sucked between them? How many times had some complete stranger bent them over and plunged inside, without so much as a ‘how do you do?’ It was a pointless question. How many had she herself serviced? Even now she’d been forced to re-enter society and play the perfect little bachelorette and educator… Well… nearly perfect. She was more than aware that a lot of her male pupils looked forward to her classes just because of the length of skirts she preferred to wear. Parents and colleagues too she supposed… aaand what she’d had to promise that horny old bastard of a headteacher to get the job. Okay. So she was still a slut. But she knew where these two were headed, and having come out the other end, she wasn’t sure she’d recommend it. Being bought, sold and owned was a tumultuous life.

She turned her attention to her other passenger in the front seat. Troy, an old pupil and nice enough boy. She felt kind of responsible for leading him and the perpetual partner in crime Maria down the tracks they now followed. At least with those two it had been a choice though. Where on earth had he found these submissive little angels? Maybe she could probe a little.

“So I’m taking all three of you back to your student house then?”

The long haired young man stopped staring out the window. “Yeah, I guess so. I don’t actually know where the little one lives… but she’s Tracy’s plaything so I expect Dean’ll know what to do with her.”

“...and the other one?”

“Oh, Foxxy? She lives with us. Turned up about a month ago offering to do whatever we wanted in exchange for a place to live.”

“And you just accepted? Free sex for a roof over her head. None of you questioned that?”

“Not really. Seemed to good to be true at the time, then it just became normal… she’s our housepet. We feed and clothe her, she plays with us. That’s about it. She’s started to let us know about her family and stuff a bit but… I think it’s all a bit complicated y’know, we don’t wanna push her. She’s ours. She gave herself to us. We don’t wanna disrespect that by forcing the why’s out of her. Besides, I get the feeling she’s a lot more hardcore than any of us… she loves all this stuff. It’s like second nature to her.”

“So when you get home you’ll just, what, pass her over to the next young man to use and abuse?”

“Nah, we each get a whole day. She’s mine until midnight. Think I’ll just tell the others to let her sleep. Apparently her and Ted have got invites to some fancy party Maria’s working at tomorrow.”

Miss Hargreaves nearly swerved off the road. “Wait! She’s going to the Mayflower Ball with one of your nerdy college friends?!”

“Oh, yeah. That’s the one. Why? Do you know it? Is that a problem?”

The older woman recovered her composure but still looked pensive. “Yes, I know it. I’ll also be working there with Maria… I just hope your friend knows what he’s in for. That bunch’ll chew through any normal person and spit them out the other side. As for her…” Another flashed looked at the drooling slut. “If you want to keep hold of your precious housepet, don’t let her go anywhere near that manor house… Those wolves will spot her a mile off, and they’re not the sort of people who don’t get what they want.”

The car pulled up outside a familiar little house, green hedges and closed curtains. Troy got out and gently shook the passengers awake. “I’ll pass on the warning Teach, for old times sake. But I think Ted can handle it. There’s more to that tubby little fella than people realize.”




Chapter 29 (Thursday)

They shared a taxi, much to the anger of Tracy. She insisted it stop round the corner and they walk in separately. The pure fury that Ted and the housepet had been so off-handedly invited to an event she’d begged and bargained for to attend clearly still pulsed through her. She’d dressed up lasciviously, all dark silks and body-tight fitting, like a film noir spy with an exhibitionist fetish. Charlotte was pimped up even more so, all golden curls and angel-gothic frills. A Victorian outfitted doll, but with all her offerings up front: her small breasts bounced free and her skirt split front and back to allow full view of ass and pussy. The girl seemed happy enough though, excited by the adventure in her timid little way. She waved to them as she was dragged up an elaborate drive and out of sight.

Stepping into the entrance hall was like a dreamed view of history. The whole interior shone with bawdy magnificence. Red silks and gold everywhere, yet with dark walls and low, sensuous lighting. It was like stepping back in time to a brothel from another era. Everywhere there were people and everywhere there was exposed flesh. It was a smorgasbord of fetishry, but on a level far above the cheap and dirty you might imagine. These were the elite, dancing around each other in revealing clothing worth more than some houses. Everywhere there were men and women on chains and leashes, crawling along with diamond studded collars. Their masters would be more dressed, bedecked in flashing waistcoats or swathes of colourful, shimmering silk. Yet they too were flaunting their sexuality liberally, letting sheer robes hang loose over naked forms or unzipping cocks to offer to passing tongues. It all seemed so natural. They all seemed so confident. As if this was the real world, the proper way of things, and everything outside was just the dream. Suddenly Ted’s ill-fitting suit and the housepet’s mostly naked cat attire seemed far too modest.Ted tugged the housepet forward on her littler red leash and just stared wide-eyed, the pair of them stunned interlopers in a place they’d never imagined. That is, until a familiar face drifted into view.

Maria walked up to them smiling. She was carrying a tray of drinks and wearing a posh waitress outfit, all white frills and black lace. Or at least her top half was… Ted blushed to see that where the trailing rim of her top ended it was laced directly to suspenders and tights. Her entire crotch and ass were bare to the world, revealing a delicately shaven pussy above long, black boots. She greeted them warmly and offered him a drink.

“Well don’t you two look like fish out of water… Don’t act so worried or people really will believe you’re not supposed to be here. Boss invited YOU, don’t forget!”

This did not seem to ease Ted’s mind much, he still gulped nervously. Clearly wondering why he’d been the one to end up here out of all their slut’s owners… It had been the housepet who’d really been wanted after all. He was just… her handler for today.

Maybe Maria couldn’t know all of what was going through his head, but she caught the gist of it. She huffed and pouted, but gave the boy another reassuring smile. It seemed she was a soft heart after all.

“Oh fine! I can’t chaperone you around all evening, I’ve got work to do… but I might know someone who would look after you, show you the ropes. Follow me.”

With that she flipped round, slipping the empty tray under one arm and sipping the last bubbling glass as she went. Ted followed as best he could, juggling his own glass, navigating the narrow corridors and splayed out people and catching distracting flashes of Maria’s prim round ass cheeks as she walked.

Eventually they turned off into a smaller, lounge-like room, opening back out into the gardens at one end. Around the sides were a variety of large, luxurious sofas and deep-looking armchairs. Various figures lounged about the room but Maria headed straight for one particular sofa. A red-nosed portly man in his 50s sat there, shirt hanging loose from his jacket. Lying across him, her legs splayed and straddling, was a ginger girl who must have been half his age, if that. She was wearing nothing but a thin and completely see-through dress and was clearly riding his cock in a slow, gentle rhythm. This continued even as Maria approached and the man beamed openly, tugging her close for a welcoming kiss on the cheek and grope of the ass. He pulled her down to sit on his knee, just behind the slow-humping girl, while accepting the half empty glass graciously.

His voice was warm and jolly when he spoke, like an old pervy uncle to the world at large. “Ah, Maria my beauty! So good it is to see you again, in all your ample glory! Have you come to accept my offer?”

Maria gently prized an exploring hand away from her well-trimmed slit, catching it at a higher, slightly more respectable, position on her thigh. This was done with a teasing familiarity however, as if an inside joke between old friends. She replied with a similar tone. “As much as I’d love to be one of your little pets, locked away in a zoo. I’m still going to pass again Master Humphries, I’ve got more I want to do with my life.”

“Ah, shame. Shame, shame, shame. You wouldn’t be locked away you know. I’d buy you a house, you could go where you’d want. You’d just have to let me put a little baby in your belly. Oh! What beautiful daughters you’d make me.” He raised her top a bit and stroked around her bellybutton at this, which Maria allowed.

“All as well, it's just not my style old man, which is why you made friends with me in the first place. You said I had grit in my smile and swish in my step and shouldn’t let any of these pompous young men boss me around. So now I’ve brought you a new project, a non-pompous young man in need of a bit more pomp if anything. This is my friend Ted and his little housepet. I think you’d like to meet her if nothing else. Now let me get back to work before someone insists I deserve a whipping for wandering off.”

She slipped off his knee and left, chased only by the words: “They will anyway, my dear. Seeing red stripes across that magnificent bottom of yours is too delightful to pass up.” And then she was gone, leaving Ted in the hands of this slightly tipsy old lech.

He beckoned the pair closer to have a seat next to him. “So you’re the young blood eh? And you’ve won the trust of our most ferocious waitress already? Not bad. Not bad at all. What’s your name son?”

“Err, Ted… Sir… Mr Humphries… Sir.”

“Ha! Then I suppose for simplicity I should be ‘Uncle Teddy’. Can’t be both running round with the same moniker! No need to be so formal though young man, we’re all equal here! You’re either holding a leash or on one, nothing else divides us. No matter how much shine you try to put on that leash.” The old man glared at an even older lady passing, her trailing crowd of young men absolutely covered in diamonds. “If you belong here, you belong. That’s as much as there is to it. Now may I inspect that little slice of perfection you’re dragging along? I must introduce my wife as well, of course. Gracia, say hello to young Ted. What do you think?”

The young redhead rolled her head round languidly across her husband’s chest, to fix this newcomer with a cold green eye. She looked him up and down slowly, still rocking her hips up and down the erection inside her. “Hmmm. Needs work, but I’d fuck him.” Was all the greeting given before she rolled back around.

‘Uncle Teddy’ laughed heartily. “Good enough for me! Isn’t she a wonder? Was the daughter of an old friend of mine. He was quite upset about the whole thing, but couldn’t do too much seeing as he worked for me! She insisted that I let the whole factory fuck her in front of him for the ceremony. Such a blessed charitable soul!”

Ted handed the older man the housepet’s leash… with just a fraction of hesitation. The drunken lech ignored this and tugged her immediately closer, reaching out with probing fingers. He wasted no time in squirreling those sausage-like appendages all across her body. Yet his exploration seemed surprisingly dextrous, turning her this way and that, thoroughly testing the smoothness of her skin and strength of her muscles. When he reached her pussy the slut gave a little gasp and visibly bucked forward into his hands, clearly being pressed in all the right spots. Her nipples poked sharply to attention and entire being was clearly putty upon his touch.

“Hmmmm… very nice. Very nice indeed… You have caught yourself a small slice of perfection here my boy!” The fat creature drew his fingers out from between the girl's legs and sucked them thoughtfully. “May I test her oral skills?” He enquired, quite casually, as if asking to borrow a pen. Ted, returned a look of doubtful incredulity.

“Hohoho! Don’t look so dubious my boy, we share and share alike here. It is the only way to properly show how well we have trained our little pets after all! You may, of course, use my little Gracia for anything you wish in the meantime…”

Ted returned to focus on the ginger headed creature, she once again pierced him with one of those languid green eyes. She was rather beautiful… in a strange and threateningly mysterious way. He nodded, slowly, and she immediately lifted herself off the impaling penis of her husband. She crawled off him, more beast than woman, thin, wiry limbs moving with eerie grace. Without a word she spun Ted round and pinned him to the next seat of the couch, bringing her face just inches in front of his. Staring straight into his skull she bit his lower lip, lightly but enough to generate pain. She tugged this downwards with her as her head descended his body, letting go just a second after he would have liked. Then she was at his fly, tearing it open with her teeth and devouring what she found within. Ted found his most delicate part half assaulted, half worshipped by a swirling vacuum of tongue and teeth. It was like nothing he had experienced before. He could do nothing but lie back and let it occur, still unsure whether it was the most terrible or wonderful thing he’d ever experienced.

“Ah, she really does like you!” Uncle Teddy was watching amused, as he pulled the housepet’s head up and down onto his own crotch, gagging her visibly. “She's rather special, isn’t she? My Wife of the Wilds. No other girl would I bear to marry, however many I may keep. For she is a slut in a million, born with primordial lust sewn into her veins. Not that this precious thing of yours is untalented, swallowing me whole without a squeak of complaint! Wonderful!”

Ted could only nod, and let the complex feelings down below wash over him. Somehow this experience helped jump him into focus of where he was and what was occurring around him. Before he had been drifting through a dream, now he was part of it. Just another deviant among hundreds, having his cock sucked by a demon in full view of all passers by. He watched them come and go, these high class whores and madmen, so full of lust and confidence. While beside him his guide to this world droned on, describing the history and majesty of this collective. Surreptitiously unveiling all the patrons accolades and rumoured fetishes as they passed. This man kept so many girls… but preferred it when they took him from behind. That lady was known to claim a husband in every state… and a well hung gardener in each as well. This one attended each party as a different gender, with a parade of doting servants who did the same, but opposite.

It all washed over the younger man, and yet filled him. This was a world he’d never even dreamed existed. And yet, cumming heavily into the back of Gracia’s throat. He realised he’d never felt more comfortable, less socially outcast by the world at large. Tugging her up to play with the redhead’s pussy as she chewed on his neck, his life and wants seemed to finally just to click into place.




Chapter 30

Sometime later Ted found the constant stream of wine was beginning to go to his head. Of course the intoxicating woman on top of him wasn’t helping either. Gracia had slipped his erection into her own anus almost as soon as it had returned to vigour. She bounced now, legs splayed into his hands, in no particular hurry but with a steady rhythm that squeezed him up into her tight passage. Beside them the housepet was receiving a drilling of her own, surprisingly vicious for a man of Mr Humphries build. She seemed to be enjoying it thoroughly though, eyes closed and moaning as his dick slapped up into her gushing pussy. The old man kept talking throughout, as if fucking a young lady to climax was just second nature to him now. He fell silent however when one of the innumerable passersby in fact stopped, right in front of them.

“Hello Ted!” Came a nonchalant and instantly recognisable voice. Ted himself was stunned beyond reply to find Jake stood before him, in his normal smart-casual attire. The strangest of their housemates was accompanied by two identical blonde bombshells, clearly twins and almost entirely comprised of long, luscious and lust worthy legs. They were both considerably taller than Jake, but were dressed only in an elaborate array of chains and straps. The young man had hold of a few of these that clearly pulled taut on various piercings through the girl’s nipples and clitorises. He idly tweaked these from time to time, sending shudders through their perfect bodies, but neither of them ever let out a sound.

“I didn’t know you were coming to this? I was invited the other day by one of my Father’s friends. Said he'd seen us in the restaurant the other day and thought I might be interested… Handed me his two daughter's at the door too. Though they’re rather dull I’m afraid. They just do whatever you ask them too and thank you for every slap. More dolls than sex toys at this point. I shall have to recommend he let them have a bit more freedom outside, to keep them interested in being tied up.”

Ted managed to draw his view away from the twin’s bodies long enough to catch their eyes after this. They were both fixated on Jake with watery adoration, clearly to them HE was a breath of fresh air. What on earth must their family be like?!

“Their Father just GAVE them to you? Dressed up like this. Their REAL Father?”

“Oh yes, the Colonel is very strict with his family. When he came to visit my own Father would always compliment him on his levels of discipline, though he was less pleased with his insistence that sinners show their shame to the world. He has a ranch a few miles out of town and a huge family of daughters. He’s always chaining them naked to ploughs and such, making them work the fields when he’s caught them messing around with the farmhands or each other. It was quite fun to watch, growing up.”

The more Ted learnt about Jake’s childhood the more his quiet weirdness made sense. But Ted had always appreciated how down to earth that seemed to make him. Even here, in a neat sweater and slacks, surrounded by leather and flesh, the boy didn’t seem to feel out of place in the slightest, nor think Ted did either. It was all just business as usual for him.

“Well I’m going to have a look around, I hear there's a very good art gallery somewhere in here, full of historical prints deemed unfit for decent public consumption. Might give me a few ideas for our housepet. I’ll see you later Ted, too-de-loo!”

And with that he was gone, dragging his angelic escorts along behind, their bare asses hurrying to keep up.

“Well, it would seem you are not the only new face joining us this time young Ted.” Mr Humphries drew Ted’s attention back just as he finished up inside the housepet, sighing heartily as he pumped her full of semen. She fell back against him in a daze, clearly having enjoyed his attentions immensely. “And for a man of that age to be blessed with the Colonel’s ear… it would seem you have friends in higher places than I thought lad, a dark horse indeed!”

Seeing the milky trails leaking out of his own companion suddenly reminded Ted that he was, in fact, still fucking Gracia… or at least being fucked by her. The wisp of a girl had been very politely keeping out the way while he talked to Jake, though had not at any point stopped shoving his cock into her colon. The realisation seemed to bring with it all the built up pleasure of the past few minutes, causing him to instantly climax heavily. The wife of his mentor seemed to find this hugely amusing, giggling as she wiggled her little ass down into his lap, coating her innards with his ejaculate. Then there they rested, two inside two… riding out the warmth of their joinings.

Having suitably worked up an appetite Mr Humphries declared it time for lunch, heaving himself up from the well-accustomed couch and out of his new protégé’s pet. Ted followed behind, feeling a little dizzy, both from the wine and from Gracia’s rigorous attentions. The two girls followed behind, the aforementioned delighting in tugging at the taller housepet’s leash. They wound through several lush carpeted corridors, joining an ever-increasing stream of half dressed people. Many of whom were now dribbling little trails of semen from various orifices, just like the wife and pet were.

The dining room had space to accommodate all though, a huge open area, made into a veritable labyrinth of long, wide buffet tables. Each of these was draped in long white cloth but more notably punctuated by naked bodies, laid lengthways down the centre in perfect stillness.

Ted had a sudden moment of fear as he saw the guests crowding round each of these, forks flashing and tongues lolling.

“Uncle Teddy! They’re not eating them are they?!”

The portly man burst into laughter at this outburst, while several others nearby gave amused or condescending looks.

“You’ve had too much wine my boy! Look closer…”

Ted let the room settle a little and peered again through the crowds and haze. The patrons were prodding and poking at the offered bodies with varying utensils, or their fingers and tongues in some cases. But it was the culinary delights they were laden with that received the majority of chewing punishment. Each one was being used as a platter for a different type of food, painstakingly laid out across their skin and replenished by ever-hovering wait staff dressed much as Maria was. Some certainly seemed to be a little seared when still-steaming hor-d'oeuvres were placed upon them, or prodded by an over-enthusiastic fork, but none seemed in undue pain.

“We were once vilified by the press and authorities as a group of just such unholy tastes as you mentioned young man. This… has always been our little joke at that expense. It also makes a meal just that ever little worth more savouring too, having something pretty to nibble it off. Come on, let’s dig in!”

So Ted followed on into the meandering throngs, timidly plucking the odd morsel from a nipple or navel when he drew close. The meat servings were even more gothicly tongue in cheek. Truly human forms had been carved from varying slabs of pork and beef, then laid out with a human head at their top, though their true bodies were clearly secured beneath the table. These servant servings would delight in thanking patrons for carving up and devouring their selected ‘flesh’, especially if the diner looked a little green and uneasy as Ted did. Still the food was all delicious, cooked to perfection, and the newcomer soon found himself flitting from table to table in the swing of things.

Trailing behind Gracia and the housepet were also having fun. The little redhead had clearly decided that her new friend served as a mobile platter. Scooping strange and confusing combinations of food off other bodies to lay on her’s and then lap of at some later point, or persuade some passing stranger too. This resulted in them having quite the gaggle of supporters following along, joining in the fun, watching or just surreptitiously using the chance to grope at the two beauties exposed curves. One young and smart dressed patron seemed to take a particular interest in the housepet, following quietly along with his own slave struggling behind, eyeing up both her and her swaying master all the while.

The trouble began when Gracia had taken to feeding the housepet off of random volunteers cocks, which she delighted in seasoning with whatever she could find. The hungry slut would gobble it all down regardless, earning more than one extra serving of man-cream for her troubles. All was fine until the redhead found a large pepperpot, which she doused her deepthroating companion in just as she was swallowing her latest sticky load. With a ferocious sneeze she ejected the cock along with half a ton of spunk from her nose. The laughter was raucous as she stood up dazed with two dribbling white trails running down from each nostril. That is until the quiet stalker stepped forward, his fine blue suit stained with a dripping mix of food and semen. The fury on his face was palpable and a deathly silence descended as he moved sharply in and slapped the housepet, throwing her down against a table with vicious intent.

Ted turned to see his pet upon the floor and the young stranger approaching for another blow. He leapt between them with an agility that surprised even him. But the other boy took a second to even register his appearance, snarling straight past him at the shocked slut.

“You bitch! How dare you make a laughing stock of me! This suit is worth three lifetimes of a cheap poorly-trained whore like you! Do you even know who you’ve spat cum over?!”

Ted desperately tried to get a hold of the situation. “Look, I’m sorry mister, but it's not that bad. We’ll help you clean it off, but there was no call to hit her! You should apologise at once.”

Now he had the boy's attention… and the full brunt of his fury. “No call to… Does this little hag belong to YOU? You fat, miserable little piece of shit! No wonder she can’t even swallow a load properly if you don’t know how to punish her! Apologise?! Either you pay for a new suit right now or I demand you give her to me to learn a lesson or two, a week in my dungeon will decide whether she’s fit to prance around here like she belongs, not that you ever will!”

Ted found he was losing all interest in mollifying this raging bully of a rich kid. In fact it may have been the wine but he was growing an increasing urge to punch the guy right in his smug scrunched up face. “Look, friend. It was obviously an accident, I’m sure she’s very sorry. But I can't afford to buy you a new suit and I’m not going to let you anywhere near her again. Besides which she has every right to be here, we were invited specially because she is the most perfect slut imaginable. As all the people following her around here prove! You can insult me all you like, but don’t say another word about her!”

A sly smile played quickly across the raging boys face, a predatory lapse before he changed tack to an icy seething voice. “You think so? Then prove it. I demand a trial by weight, your slut against mine, in the custom of this ancient hall you have no place in. Do you accept?”

Mr Humphries quickly tried to push through to Ted and whisper in his ear, but the throng was too much, the muttering too loud. Gracia was crouched by the housepet, hugging her tightly and staring up at the stranger, a low feral growl passing her lips.

Ted knew he was being lured. But couldn’t stand the daring look on this pompous boy’s face. They must have been nearly equal in age, but this arrogant prick held himself like lord of the manor. “Fine, I accept. I’m sure Mr. Humphries will explain what we need to do to wipe that smug grin off your face. Now go wipe your precious suit off, it’s beginning to smell.”

The boy let that one slide, clearly having got what he wanted, though he did run off in the direction of the washrooms.

Uncle Teddy finally pushed through as Ted helped the housepet up. “Oh my dear foolish boy, you have been baited: hook, line and sinker. Surely you could tell?”

“I could. But I couldn’t let him get away with this.” Ted offered a cool, damp cloth to the housepet, only half surprised to see it was Maria who’d appeared and handed it to him. “What is this trial thing?”

“Oh, a traditional way of settling disputes, rarely used seriously these days, just for entertainment. It’s quite simple really: each party gets a bucket and an endless stream of male volunteers. They have an hour to fill their bucket with as much semen as possible. The buckets are then weighed and the participants have to drink the contents. The winner is whoever fills the heavier bucket, but if either fails to drink the lot they are disqualified… It's all rather crude, being from the old days. They even use the same steel buckets, washed out of course.”

The older man was quite clearly dancing round the point, hopping from one foot to the other even as he did so. “The problem really is the stakes… and who you’re up against. A traditional trial, like he’s challenged you to… means the loser forfeits all ownership of their competing slave to the winner. All very dubious seeing as our little pets are only self-willing property these days, but there's a considerable amount of pride involved, you would find life quite hard in this town should you run out on it… And as for HIM… That boy is the son of one of the society’s founding members… or at least this modern iteration of it. After his Father’s death he became the Heir to a considerable estate of working girls, slave trainers and business partnerships. Including the woman he clearly intends to set against you: His own Mother, and one of the finest escort-slaves ever to walk among us. She has served royalty and visiting presidents, been sent round the world by private order and learned techniques in love from every corner of the world. They say since the business fell to him he’s hardly let her out of his sight or near another man except to put her up for these humiliating little games of his. You will not be the first victim of his backhanded little schemes I’m afraid, he’s become well rehearsed in taking offence and seems to be leading a new generation of young upstarts down the same path. Ah, what ailing times the Mayflower society lives in…”  The older man looked truly wretched, clearly blaming himself for what he saw as inevitable. But Ted and the housepet had eyes only for each other, a mutual spark of fierce determination building.




Chapter 31

An hour later they were stood on a stage; a wide gallery overlooked by the floor above and raised up for those standing below, perfect for any sort of theatrical performance. Earlier it had held exotic and erotic dancers, flexing their way through elaborate routines. Now it held only two buckets, equally spaced and ugly in their brute steel simplicity. Ted, the housepet and Maria waited at one end, silently watching the growing crowd. Mr and Mrs Humphries waved down from above, one seeking consolation in the other by pressing her against the banister, sliding in and out with little enthusiasm. Ted felt his faith waver slightly, now that it came to it. He trusted his slut. Never had he met a being more devoted to her purpose. But this place was different to the outside world, here all her life of debauchery was just one among many, a place where all sordid roads met. Even Maria looked nervous, the dark-haired beauty sporting several red welts across her bare behind, just as Uncle Teddy had predicted she would. Only his pet looked calm. Eyeing the rising throng of volunteering men with that deep and hungry look of hers. It gave him hope, that image, as she bit her lip and absent-mindedly lowered a hand to her crotch. This was just another challenge to lower herself to, he realised. She was always digging herself into pits, trying to find the bottom, the dirtiest she could feel. Would being the torture toy of some rich sociopath really phase her so much? Perhaps she was almost hoping to lose…

There was no time to dwell on such thoughts though: for here swaggered the enemy. The pompous little psycho was wearing a completely new suit, the devil knows where acquired. He sauntered up onto the stage and spat theatrically into his bucket, looking straight at Ted with a knife-like smirk. Following close behind SHE appeared, drifting into view as if from heaven. Long brown hair was swept, waving to one side, like a diva from a lost age of noir nights and swinging hips. She must have been nearing forty, but her skin refused to care, embracing her in smooth perfection as every onlooker longed to. In a room full of the half-naked and barely-clothed she wore a full dress and still seemed to be showing more than any dared hope for. Yet as she reached the platform's top she let it drop in one fluid movement, stepping into nudity as one does from air to water. Ted’s jaw hung loose and flapping, the housepet half stepped forward, as if pulled by pure desire. Maria blushed, beet red like a schoolgirl, just because this vision’s vision brushed across her; and all the while that smirk remained on its bastard. No such derision reached that beauty’s face though, out of her master's sight she offered only a look of deepest melancholic sympathy. She was as trapped in this as they.

And then it began. Whispers would be told of this competition for years to come, in that secret world of balls and base desires. But to be there was its own invention, somewhere between a performance of angels and dance between demons. The men lined up: slaves, masters, servants. The two women beckoned to them, then devoured them completely. At any one moment each was raised into the air, with a cock in each hand, at least one in their mouth and of course two pounding their way into ass and pussy. They would stop only to switch partners, to spit more precious cum into their bucket or squeeze it dribbling from their innards. An hour is not so long as you’d think, at least not for those so seasoned in mass pleasure. Yet those participating were queued up so long watching, awaiting their turn, that when they arrived at the girls they were already fit to burst. They came, they came and they went. Returning to the sidelines to rest, then joining the line for the other competitor.

Ted was expected to join in too, ‘in the name of fairness’. He was so nervous he came all over the opponent's chest before she’d barely touched him. The older woman smiled warmly at him though, and took a moment to free a hand, delicately scraping a taste of him to her tender lips. The opposing boy was not so gentle, staring him down as he choked the housepet with his cock. Still, he barely lasted any longer, the girl’s compliant skill earning a stomach load of semen. Though of course, in there it could not reach the bucket. Round and round they went, as each competitor became drenched in sweat and misfired loads. Until… a bell rang.

Clean and clear, it echoed across the chamber. Declaring the time was done. Those still inside the two celestial cumdumps were allowed to finish off. Then the girl’s themselves, though clearly bone-tired, were allowed to make what efforts they could to scrape and squeeze out any precious wasted pearls. The housepet blew a great globule from her nose, reminiscent of how all this began. Even the goddess opposite looked a little dazed and unsettled, teasing out the small river that had collected between her voluptuous breasts. With great ceremony and baited breath, the buckets were collected. Carried by gorgeous waiting staff toward a great golden set of scales, clearly devoted solely to this purpose. Ted held up the housepet, her legs shaking slightly. The goddess stood alone, her master lounging in feigned uninterest on the balcony above.

The universe hung in balance, pinned to this moment. As the buckets were placed and the shining metal arms were set free. It was close. So very close. Each cold, steel container of hot, swirling goop teetered in a tease of success. But gravity holds no favours. One side sank, and sank… and stayed. With a clunk of finality, the winner was declared. Ted stared on amazed, his housepet’s head dropping to his chest…

With a smile of great relief. She had done it. The surrounding masses fell silent, then erupted into thunderous applause. Started and supported by a whooping couple in the upper balconies. Maria rushed in to embrace the exhausted couple. Through her arms Ted spotted a smiling Jake, applauding as well, while his twin companions waved and yelled. Even more surprisingly he also spotted Tracy and Charlotte, the former wearing as near to a heartfelt grin as ever he’d dreamed her capable of. The latter little blonde clearly whispered an askance for permission, for at a nod she ran steaming up to join their embrace. Up above Uncle Teddy bowed low to them, forcing an exuberant Gracia to do the same, lest be crushed by his belly.

Only one person stood alone and desolate. Ted glimpsed the goddess woman staring up at an empty sofa, where her son and master had been. As if feeling his eyes she turned to him, with a look of such dismal encouragement as to nearly break him. She was happy for them, truly so. But her own world had just fallen apart… The crowd closed in and he could see her no more.

With yet more great ceremony the housepet’s bucket was brought back. Triumph was hers, but only if she could stomach it. The golden skinned heroine took up her heavy victory, savouring the weight of it. Then she tipped it to smiling lips, gulping down the blessings of a hundred different strangers. It was mouthful after mouthful of salty, lukewarm slime, but never had she tasted anything so sweet. She swallowed it all, wiping silver trails from the corner of her mouth with a flourish and earning yet more waves of applause. The moment was stolen however, by a commotion across the stage.

The challenger had reappeared, cold fury seeping from him in torrents. He seized his mother’s bucket from the scales and stomped forward, the crowd parting before him like sand. She stood before him, head drooped, naked and admonished. Taller by several inches yet cowed by his very glare. With a swift and brutal movement he hurled the bucket’s contents over her, coating the woman in dripping goop. Then he threw a piece of parchment at her feet: old, thick and now heavily crumpled. He turned that gaze to Ted and spat out several words:

“Here! Keep the pitiful bitch! I have no need for an aging slut who can’t earn her keep. You deserve each other, it sickens me to look at any of you!”

Then he turned and left. Leaving the room to turn to muttering. The older woman watched his back, standing tall till he was out of sight… but then sank slowly to her knees, left sitting in the sticky puddle she’d earned for him…

Ted approached her, the others following behind. All unsure of how to manage this situation. She was old enough to be a parent to them, a true adult to their childish pretences in both the real world and this twisted sexual mirror of it. Yet through their petty squabbles she had been brought so low, how could they possibly make up for that. Gingerly, Ted reached out for her shoulder. She turned to look up at him with tears in her eyes… and smiled, with that same radiance under which she’d first descended.

“Well I guess you’re my Master now… my Father wrote out that contract long, long ago. What would you like me to call you?”

Ted picked up the sheet of parchment, covered in writing  far too spindly to easily read here. “Ummm… Ted. But. You don’t have to be my slave or anything you know? You could just go home.”

“No, Ted. My home is wherever my Master is… just as it always has been. My name is Jayne May, look whose signature is at the bottom of that sheet.”

The boy squinted down to the bottom of the page in his hand. Sure enough, in the same ornate and spindly hand, was marked that very name. Devotedly written long ago, by a girl who had just wanted to be used by any who wanted her. He looked from the housepet to his new property and for a moment understood how time and people circled each other. Then he helped the woman to her feet, naked and dripping with other’s pleasure, just as she’d always wanted to be.




Chapter 32 (Friday)

The housepet wandered naked through a waking household, wondering who she’d find first. Ted she’d left in the hands of his new slave, the older woman insisting she take care of his early morning needs. They’d all got back late from the Mayflower ball, having been allowed to wash up in a great steaming bathroom. Ted, Jake, Tracy, Mr Humphries… and all their associated pets, wives and toys, drinking wine in nothing but their skin and hot water, laughing the night away. The staff had even booked a limo to bring them all back home, a reward for ‘providing the evening with such grand entertainment’. The housepet had the distinct impression that humiliating young Master May had gained them yet more friends in high places.

The slut was suddenly struck by how far they’d all come, in so short a time. She had picked out this group in that dead-end college bar for they very reason of how safe, tame and normal they’d all seemed. A group of quiet, nerdy friends unlikely to pluck up the courage to leave their comfort zones and even to TALK to a female stranger. She’d wanted to be part of that, hidden away and shared between them. Just a pet in their home they could play with at will. A safe and cosy way for them to try out their desires, loosen their virginity. She wanted it to be boring, almost. What had happened to that dream? Was it her? Had she corrupted them with her presence? Lured them into wickedness as the priests and preachers always yelled she would when she passed them in a skirt too short. Or was she simply wrong in thinking such innocence existed? Was everyone just a twisted sex fiend deep down, just waiting for someone to let them show it?

This had been her project. Her escape. Her dividing line between the childhood she’d left behind and whatever the future might hold for her. And it was already failing. She was still a slave to her own dark desires. Still incapable of holding back from finding the shadowiest corners of the world and throwing herself into them. Still unable to separate love from lust, friends from lovers, her family from herself. She couldn’t help it. She let people into her body because she let them into her heart. All of them. They were too fascinating as animals, as minds, as souls, to not explore how they might want her. How they might touch her. How they might bend her to their will…

With a sigh the housepet realised she was never going to be able to hide in normality, at least not completely. Neither by limiting and dedicating herself to a single lover and a grey little life and career, nor by being a ‘slut’ in the traditional, uncaring ‘one-night-stand with posturing strangers’ sense. She might take love from many people she would never meet again, but she gave it just as freely and unconditionally. She devoted herself to every cock, pussy, hand or mouth that approached with an innocent desire for pleasure. She loved watching those who bent her over this way or that grow in confidence and skill. She adored the changing tastes of them. The sticky mornings finding herself in strange places and strange objects in herself. This was who she was, and meeting a kindred spirit in Jayne, who had been locked away for far too long, had only made that certainty stronger.

The housepet would never have beaten that goddess, she had realised right away. Not if the woman’s son and master had let her be who she was supposed to be, a queen of subtle delights for those with exquisite tastes. Instead he’d spat on her talents, kept her all to himself and only let her free to play cruel tricks on newly started amateurs. That was no way to treat a slut of such perfection. She had withered and lost confidence. Desperate to obey his wishes but becoming increasingly unable to do so. That was the true torture, to crave creating other’s pleasure and be restricted from doing so. The younger harlot shuddered at the thought. She must never let that happen to her. Shaking her thoughts away she quickened her pace. Someone in this household would be awake and wanting to fuck. And if she was going to have more experienced competition from now on, then she best get in all the practice she could.

Ted finally came downstairs to a lounge absolutely full. It was technically Dean’s day but in fact it was Troy and Joe who were inside the housepet, rolling around on the carpet as they double penetrated her. It took a moment to actually find Dean, he was laid out on one of the sofas, but buried under Tracy’s two redheaded friends: Julie and Faith. The group hadn’t seen much of them lately but the sisters seemed to have no qualms in grinding themselves down on the poor boy’s face and cock. In between, and leaning back on his chest, Tracy herself sat open legged and relaxed, while of course little Charlotte buried her face down below. Finally Jake sat casually in a leather armchair, the two blonde twins from yesterday perched on each armrest and were constantly kissing his neck and whispering to him. Apparently their Father had neglected to retrieve them, leaving the submissive pair to a night in the quiet boy’s ‘care’. Patting him lightly from behind, Ted’s own new acquisition insisted she head to the kitchen and make him some breakfast, leaving him to settle on the remaining sofa. All eyes followed the older beauty’s bare ass as she strolled confidently past. She had arrived without any clothes save her ball-dress after all, or any other possessions for that matter. No-one spoke anything but passing pleasantries as they listened to her clatter around the kitchen. Simply watching the boys fuck their housepet senseless or surreptitiously trying to work out what on earth the blonde girls were endlessly murmuring to Jake... It sounded beggingly sordid.

Jayne returned with the most elaborate dish possible from their less-than-well-stocked kitchen. She presented Ted with a garnished plate of eggs and toast, and everyone else with a good long admiration of her legs and pussy.

Ted gulped, staring at her bosom and still not quite able to believe she was his. “Didn’t you make yourself anything?”

“Oh I had mine earlier…” The teasing brunette licked her lips and gave a heavy wink. “Though I may have grabbed a few extra bites while I was cooking. A slave has to worry about her hips at my age. Though I must say, you boys should keep more food in the house! You can’t live on pussy alone… and I should know.” This last part was delivered to the room at large, with a motherly pout only slightly ruined by everyone drooling over her naked body. Then she settled down next to Ted, carefully avoiding some of the worse stains on the sofa but sitting close-legged and patient.

Joe and Troy were just finishing up in the housepet, no doubt helped by the vision before them. So they too settled down on the carpet, with the girl lying idly across their laps and licking the last of her juices off Joe's cock. He was the first to pluck up the initiative to speak.

“So err… you’re going to be living with us from now on? Mrs…”

“Miss May, but you can call me Jayne, handsome. And yes… I will live wherever master wants me to. Do anything master wants me to. Fuck any of you he wants me to… though I must be clear here, I belong to Ted only. I know you have a shared contract with your wonderful little pet there, but I obey only him.” Her words danced between joking and serious, while still managing to sound like a visiting aunt, flirting with the family’s growing teens. “Of course I certainly wouldn’t mind you young studs using me while he's out at college, as long as you don’t get in the way of anything he’s asked of me. I’m going to recommend you tell me to clean this house up top to bottom first for instance, Teddy dear.”

The boys all looked ashamed at once, glancing around at the pit they dwelled in. Tidying generally only occurred when you needed to clear some space to lay the housepet in. The girls all shared a glance of ‘thank goodness for that’, even the housepet, who was perfectly happy to be rolled around in a den of fast-food wrappers and beer cans… but preferred to have SOME space to stretch out in.

“I can see you are going to be a very good influence on our boys here, Jayne” Tracy spoke up, gently drawing a distracted Charlotte back to work between her legs.

The older slave turned her attention over, with just a small, but distinct drop of charm in voice compared with talking to the young men and housepet. “Ah, I take it you are miss Tracy… which would make that poor lad you and your friends are sitting on, Dean. I saw you whispering in the ears of quite a few important men last night my dear. You even let my son cop a feel of your ass before you realised he was not the kind of person you wanted to do business with, no?”

Tracy actually blushed beet red. Clearly not expecting to be called out by the keen eyes of this experienced madam. “I do what I have to do to get them to listen… but then, that's why I’m here.” She took a deep breath. Then dropped all the pent up pride and bitchiness that had always just defined who she was.

“I’m finally starting to make some progress towards where I want to be… only… Only I’ve realised I’ve only made that progress because of being around you lot. I’m sick to death of having to cosy up to pervy, pompous old men, just because they're the only ones who control anything round here. Comparatively you guys are… well… the only friends I’ve got really. I know I can be a bit bossy sometimes. But I just really want to get somewhere in life and… and I need your help to do it.”

The room was stunned. The queen of bitches had fallen… and in her place was some strange, sincere girl who just happened to enjoy using others as sexual playthings. It was quite a difficult thing to react to.

“How can we help you?” The self-doubt in Ted’s voice was as clear as the earnestness, the boy who had probably suffered the most of Tracy’s disdain being the first to offer her aid. His naked new slave drew herself a smile at this, clearly appreciating the differences to her previous master. She backed down from her interrogation of Tracy and settled into his lap, caressing the kind heart that had won her.

“Ted… I don’t think you fully appreciate the position you’re in… Last night you somehow managed to not only befriend one of the most well-established and respected members of the Mayflower society. But you also gained ownership of it’s most iconic and valuable assets. Miss May here was the first girl to sign herself over to voluntary servitude after the public decency laws came in. She is the genuine original poster girl for organised sexual deviancy in this country. At one point people would pay millions just to spend a night with her and the fact that she has been off the market since her father died has most likely only increased that worth. You now owning her basically legitimises anything you do in that world from now on. I expect you’ll begin having ridiculous offers for her contract almost immediately, not least from that half-crazy son of hers. He's run the business into the ground since he took over, but he still owns nearly half this town and a whole army of escorts and voluntary slaves.”

“...But why?! Why is Jayne worth that much?” Ted looked at the older woman guiltily as he said this, but she just smiled and went back to playing with and lapping at his cock. “I mean she’s amazing but… millions? And why is this whole town run by sex fiends and crazy people?! I didn’t know any of this existed before I got here…”

Tracy bit back whatever put down had automatically sprung up to this ignorance. With a sigh she realised a history lesson was in order. “Look, you must have realised by now, talking to the locals, this town used to be very… different. People used to walk their daughters around the park naked as a tradition, policemen were rewarded with sexual favours for their hard work, people would just have sex with each other’s wives in bars. That was just the way things were, up until TV came in and the college got famous. The town had just been ignored by the government till then, pretended it didn’t exist, but as soon as people all over could see what it was like here… well the angry prudes got involved. The old town council was kicked out, a bunch of new laws brought in, the whole place was forced to be like everywhere else…”

Tracy sighed again here sounding wistful. “Many people left, my family included. It was my grandma that told me about all this, she used to get sooo angry… See people from around here have always had a bit of an over the top sex-drive, at least by other people's standards and we’ve always had a tendency toward having more daughters than sons. Apparently it's all down to one scottish clan that settled here with like, a hundred redheaded daughters. As shown off by my two lovely cousins here.” She winked at Julie and Faith, still remorselessly grinding themselves down onto her boyfriend.

“But not everyone from the old council left. Miss May’s Father was the son of one of the old council members and he came up with a new plan. Getting his daughter to sign her life to him as an example, he’s started to collect all these lost little nymphomaniacs like her who had been so used to fucking everybody they couldn’t deal with living in the modern world. He started to train them to be dedicated sex slaves, then rent them out to other people in the town in secret. Long story short, it worked incredibly. He made so much money and so many connections that his semi-legal business ended up owning half the town and being used by all sorts of celebrities and politicians. He turned what used to be just normal life in town to a secret underground enjoyed only by the rich and famous. Other groups also followed suit, but his ‘Mayflower society’ was always the biggest, with his own daughter being it's flag almost. The ‘Flower of May’, the lady you currently have sucking you off.”

The girl gave this a moment to settle in, before continuing. “Only then he got old, like all the other members of these hidden little clubs have, and died, like many of them seem about to. All that hard work is falling to pieces because it's left in the hands of a group of old men and women who can hardly get it up anymore but are too stingy to let anyone else take over. Or their kids, who have grown up so spoiled they don’t need to even think about running their businesses. So normal folks like us, who are slowly coming back to the town our families ran away from, can’t do much more than hang around in shitty little clubs like we went to last week and fight about who's least likely to get invited to those real balls and parties… It’s all very sad.”

History lesson done, the dark haired girl finally tugged Charlotte’s chin up from between her legs and gave the blonde a long, deep kiss. Settling the blushing creature on her lap.

“So what's your plan, little miss ambitions, to right the wrongs of my generation?” Jayne fixed Tracy with an intrigued eye, clearly still not particularly impressed by the girl, but willing to listen.

“Simple, really. We start our own business, our own network of deviancy. For those outside the main society's’ interest or payroll, normal people, not just millionaire douchebags. We’ve already seen there’s an interest in it: Look how well lanky-boy’s band is doing now, and how many people turned up to Luscious Lisa’s little ‘art show’, she was just a normal camwhore 10 years ago. Now people treat her and her family like some sort of religious cult to open sluttiness.”

The housepet smiled at the realisation that Dean must not have told his overbearing girlfriend that she in fact belonged to that very family. But she couldn’t really be offended by any of it… it was all true. Tracy continued oblivious.

“I’ve been training Charlotte and Dean, my cousins here were born to be escorts, they’ll fuck anything that moves. I thought I could start out just small like that, with maybe the pet as an added bonus on Dean’s day, but it won’t work. We need more assets, and some way of getting our name recognised. Which is, of course, where all you come in, especially Ted. Your new toy there could bring us instant recognition, she's worth a hundred other girls by name alone. I’m pretty sure her old master will try to trade her back for such even. Either way I’m sure your friend Mr Humphries could send us some spare girls or boys, he’s renowned for getting bored of them quickly. While for the rest of you… your housepet is amazing, I’ve never seen a girl draw in perverts so quickly. But you’ve also each come up with some pretty fucked up things to do with her, if you were willing to share her once in awhile I’m sure you’d all be useful in coming up with business ideas… So, yeah. That’s what I’m proposing: we set this thing up together, as partners. Equal share and equal say.”

Once more, the first voice to cut across the room was it’s most experienced. “And what would your role in this business be? It seems you would be handing out everybody else's body or property, what are you providing? Just… vision and leadership?” Jayne’s emphasis on those last two words cut deep.

Again Tracy blushed, a beautiful red flash of embarrassment. “No… I’m not like that, I told you, I’m fed up of these overlording people who never do any work themselves. I… would also be an asset for the company… and the partners may of course utilise any of the assets whenever they want… as long as it doesn’t stop them going out and pleasing others.”

The boys all exchanged stunned glances. Free use of Tracy? Like they had with the housepet? The idea was almost terrifying in itself. Jayne however, seemed finally appeased, she lay back upon her master, happy he would be getting a good deal. Casually remarking, “Well if that silence means they agree, I guess all you would need now was a name and a target audience. I don’t suppose you got that far?”

The room fell quiet once more, save for the gentle squelch of various sex pests doing their work. That is until Joe, looking down at the golden beauty swallowing his cock and stroking her magnificent curls, said: “What about ‘College Housepets’.”




Chapter 33

Joe's proposal hung in the room like a sun, so obvious in its brilliance. So much so though that the young man felt he needed to fill the space with further reasoning. “I mean, you said it yourself: the college is what has made this town what it is today. Tons of new, rich students come here every year. I bet most of them would pay half a fortune to have what we have, for just a night, or a week even! I wouldn’t wanna lose Bubbles too often, but I’m sure we could spare her once in awhile… Give her a taste of other people's dreams and fetishes. I bet you’d like that wouldn’t you babe?”

The housepet gave an enthusiastic nod from her position in his crotch, sucking her approval down onto him.

“That's… brilliant.” Tracy looked genuinely impressed, turning to gaze at the little blonde toy on her lap. “We could set up a website and have them book whatever flavour of pet they’d want, just like ordering takeout. Deliver them to the door of their dorm, then pick them up next morning. We’d have to be careful not to draw too much attention with the college authorities or police, but I have some contacts in both. More importantly, it's a completely different customer base to the societies, so they shouldn’t complain. Heck, the lanky one's band has basically already started advertising for us with their little movie and rock show. It all seems so… perfect…”

She pinched Charlotte’s cheeks and then started playing with her small breasts. “Would you like that, my slutty little angel? To be dropped off at some group of strangers' house and left at their mercy all night? Just think what sort of perverts would ask for a shy little thing like you!”

Charlotte squeaked unintelligibly as her perky nipples were twisted and bitten, but a small and excited “yes!” was definitely hidden among her giggling squeals.

“Oooh, sounds exciting… I bet there'll be all sorts of freshmen virgins for us to play with…” Faith, the older of the two redhead sisters licked her lips in a sinister fashion. “That’ll much better than all the old men professors we normally work with.”

“Noooo! Don’t say I’ll have to give up my lovely grey foxes?! I’m on track for perfect grades in every subject!” Her younger sister seemed genuinely upset at the prospect of not sleeping with every man or woman who’d ever taught her.

“No Julie, it's fine. You can still roll around with your balding weirdos… it might help us to have such devotees in the long run.” Tracy was a calming voice between the two perverts.

Now one of Jake’s twins piped up, apparently having been following the conversation despite all their grovelling about his person. “This all sounds like a lot of fun? Can we join in too Master Jake?! I bet me an sis would make great pets for these city folk, we know all about animals!”

Jake gave the speaker a weary eye. “I don’t know… your father told me to look after you, not sell you off to strangers… besides doesn’t he need you on the farm? Miles out of town?”

“Oh, he doesn't need us, out of 12 daughters he says we two ain't good for nothin’ but cumrags. That’s why we’re always being punished for playing round with the farmhands. Besides, he’d do anythin’ for you, he’s desperate for your daddy’s approval so he can marry our sister. Says ‘the folks in government might not accept it, but as long as that damn preacher does I’ll know God’s on my side!’ So, can we, Master Jake? Can we stay with you and play with all these city boys? We won’t be no hassle. Anytime you want you can just tie us up an’ shut us away, we don’t mind hanging around for a day or two. It’s how daddy makes us sleep in the barn when we’s been naughty.”

Jake let interest escape across his brow, with an equal dose of doubt.

“Ah, I wondered what the old Colonel was after… Well I can't promise Father will let a man marry his own daughter, specially not just because he’s given me some small favours. But if you’re willing help my friends here, I suppose I can ask at least…”

The two long-legged blondes bounced for joy at this, smothering Jake with kisses. “Yippee! Oh, but don’t worry too much. We don’t much care if that old coot actually gets his hands on Daphne or not. As long as it means we get to be free out here with you!”

Tracy looked around at those gathered. “So: me, Charlotte, Julie and Faith, Dean, the twins… whatever your names are... the original housepet (when available) and Miss May (with your permission Ted). That’s nine assets to start off with. Not a bad collection of misfits and nymphomaniacs really. I’m starting to think this might actually work…”

After all deals had been made. Ideas shared. Plots thickened. The day spiralled down out of hand into it’s only inevitable conclusion. This group were so comfortable with each other now, so accepting and free with their sexual natures. New faces might have arrived, old enemies changed in tune and rolled on through. But the core simplicity of the house was what had pulled them all together: those who needed to express their desires… could, without complication or judgement. With more souls who constantly ached to be filled, all this was only made easier.

Joe rose out of the rolling mass of bodies for a moment, searching for a patch of cool air. He still heaved himself in and out of whoever he was inside though, tired and sweating or not there was a courtesy to follow. Looking down he realised it was in fact Tracy he was pounding, she glanced back at him with those cunning but grateful eyes. Once upon a time she wouldn’t have looked twice at him, being a man she had no control over. Now here she was, bucking back onto him while reaching out to… yes, swallow down Ted’s shrinking cock. Cleaning the boy off after he had cum inside his new bed-warmer for god knows what number of times. The older woman also looked back at this and shared a smile, clearly recognising the significance of Tracy’s swallowed pride, presumably now mixed in with several gulps of semen.

Around about the mass of bodies writhed. Jake had his twins grappling with Charlotte, pinning the girl down while he played with her ass and pussy. The smaller girl looked to be in torture, but only because they were keeping her out of reach of the plethora of treats on offer. The threesome clearly had her balanced on the edge of orgasm, driving the little nympho wild with a lust to be properly fucked by someone.

Troy was inside Faith, clearly earning the redheads approval as he shoved his impressive length into her anus. Opposite them Dean was getting his revenge on the other sister, driving her down into the carpet for the amount of time he’d had to spend buried under her’s. Joe realised how little he knew about these two girls, considering the amount of time they’d spent with the group. He hadn’t even known they were Tracy’s cousins until today, just assuming she had a natural talent for finding sluts and sex fiends. He resolved to get to know the both of them if they were going to be working together, not least because of the pure unadulterated enthusiasm they were putting into being fucked by his friends.

With a heaving grunt that almost made him light-headed, Joe released his load into Tracy. The girl’s gasping reaction, both from lungs and pussy told him she was as grateful as him for a chance to catch some breath. Who knew how long this orgy had been going for now? She was certainly not the first girl he’d come in so far, and he’d already spent half the morning with the housepet…

Which led to a realisation. Where was the housepet? She was nowhere to be seen amongst the sweating mass. It was entirely unlike her to skip out early on any chance of physical pleasure. Heck she was normally left dry-humping whoever was most conscious when everyone else had collapsed from exhaustion. Pulling his softening shaft out of Tracy he stood up to go find her, carefully stepping over entangled piles of flesh.

He found her in the garden, stood in the lawn and enjoying the cool breeze against her naked form. He silently joined, letting the wind dry off some of the sweat and other juices coating him. Somewhere nearby he could hear Mrs. Watson the neighbour digging in her garden, a steady rhythmic scrape. He was sure she’d have at least peeped over the fence once by now, but it did no harm to let the old biddy voyeur admire them.

“Do you still need me?” Was all the housepet asked, listening to the faint sounds of moaning coming from inside.

“Of course we do. All this is only because of you.” Was the boy’s immediate reply, reaching out to place an arm around her.

“Alright then…” The gold-skinned girl didn’t seem convinced. But she stood there with him: Head against his breast. Naked in the sunlight. As they watched the clouds roll past.


Addendum 1 (The Menu)

College Housepets ™

Here at College Housepets™ we exist to bring you the very best in dormitory companionship. Our wide range of beauteous human toy’s can fit any of your darkest fantasies, whether you wish to tie them down, share them around or simply play for a day. All are eager just to fulfill your needs. For a simple fee you can have a day or night like no other, exploring all the freedom that your entrance into true adulthood deserves. Or you can book a weekend, a week, a bi-weekly subscription. Try out the farthest stretches of your imagination on these most willing of subjects. All you have to do to achieve this is pick from the list below:

(Please have your housepet ready for collection by the specified time after your booking. Please ensure they have been cleaned thoroughly, inside and out, and that any items of clothing they arrived in are returned or replaced if damaged irreparably.)

Menu

The Original Housepet:

Available only on certain days and with advance booking, our golden goddess is a diamond to be rough with. She is the original progenitor of this business, having handed herself off to a group of strangers purely for the joy of it, until now. You may well have seen our little star on a recent music video or on stage at local venues. She is the ultimate exhibitionist, a slut with no limits. Simply draw up your darkest fantasy and she will fill it, bringing it to life with her ever so supple body.

The Angel:

Our sweetest little thing, this angel is the shyest petite, blonde bombshell you will ever meet. She simply exudes innocence and obedience like a perfect little doll from another time. Don’t be too fooled however. The girl has swallowed more cocks and lapped at more pussy than you can even imagine. She adores being controlled and humiliated, lusts after having her every hole filled and ravaged. She is still learning the depths of her own desires, but wants nothing more than for each of you to force her down to a new low.

Julie and Faith:

You well have met these two local sisters, in some dark corner of a grimy bar. They have become, shall we say ‘very well acquainted’ with a lot of people, growing up here. Both have the fiery red hair and insatiable tastes of true Glenmayen descendants. Not to say there are no differences between them. Julie, 19, loves to sit on a boy or girl's face for hours, while reading or combing her hair. While Faith, 22, prefers to grind a man to dust under her wonderful thighs. Together or separately, my darling cousins are not to be taken lightly. But if you wish for a genuine and traditional local experience, these two are your girls.

The Twins:

If you prefer the wholesome love of the countryside, and the wildflowers that grow there then these two long-legged beauties are for you. With hair like golden sunlight, these two also come to you as a fantastic deal, being as each refuses to work without the other. Thus any booking with them brings you two nearly identical blue-eyed wonders who just love to be tied up and put in their place. They will do anything they are told and anxiously look forward to learning any new ways they can be played with.

The Boytoy:

My darling man was not born to this game. He is a sweet thing, an innocent soul. But I have been training him for several years now and finally he is coming into bloom. Currently our only male offering, he nevertheless comes with my own personal stamp of pride. Any young ladies looking for an easily molded slab of meat to wrap themselves around for an evening are very welcome to borrow him. Any boy's looking for the same thing… well we might be able to make a deal, if the money’s right.

The Feral:

On special loan from the great master Humphries, man of a hundred mistresses. He gifts you: his very own wife. Mrs. Gracia Humphries is a strange girl of 19 years, born only to be a beast of dark pleasures. She is no tamed pet, but rather a wildcat, dancing on whims all of her own. She will make love to you, certainly, will grapple with you and devour you whole at any moment. But you may have to chase and catch her first, or beat her in a staring contest… or pull her down from the mantlepiece. (College housepets™ accepts no responsibility for damage to property or persons when hiring Mrs. Humphries, choose at your own risk.)

The House-Mother:

A name among names. Our Miss May is a living legend in the circle of servitude and pleasure. Offered to you here, a far cry from the gilded hotel rooms and ambassador suites where she has spent so much of her time on her back. She chooses to be offered to you here, far below her worth, because she is tired of being on the chain of withered men. She wants to feel young blood beating inside her once more and guide the next generation in the arts of love and lust. She will mother you, teach you, play with you and clean up afterwards, all because of her deep, wholesome love for each new master or mistress.

The Manageress:

Those of a more discerning taste or professional mindset can book a meeting with me, our CEO and founder. I am a dark brunette in my early twenties and no stranger to the worlds of physical pleasure. However I will not answer to your beck and call as some of our other assets are minded to. I am an ambitious woman with work to be done, pets to train and places yet to go. If you are someone who lusts after such a person, then I am happy to provide my services. Providing that you are useful to me in turn.

Addendum 2 (A Page of History)

A Memorandum: A history of the ‘Mayflower societies’

The large town or small city of Glenmayen, (lit. a corruption of the Scottish term ‘Glen’ or valley of maidens) has a long history of differing views to the rest of the country. Its simple geographical location, buried high in the midwest mountains, meant that even the original tribes that lived there did so quite cut off from the other cultures surrounding them. When the first settlers made it there, reportedly a collective of several Scottish clans renowned for their numerous daughters of ‘fiery red hair’, they maintained this divide, apparently integrating with the native population far better than most other colonial groups. From their arrival onwards records in fact become decidedly clouded. Rumors of a valley entirely comprised of redheaded ladies who refused to wear clothing and participated in all sorts of lurid tribal customs spread far and wide. But few seemed to know precisely where this location was or take stock of the fact that a female only colony would hardly exist for long.

The next solid historical account of the area comes from a wandering poet and writer, Patrick G. Delphod nearly 100 years after the first settlers were recorded travelling. He writes of a ‘Grand Parade’ whereby the ‘flowers of May’, an ‘excess of beautiful young daughters’ were led down from the mountains in late spring by their Fathers, in order to ‘lure suitable husbands back to their hidden dens’. He writes in varying disdain and entrancement of the fact that they ‘wore no clothing at all, nor seemed to even know the meaning of modesty’ delighting in teasing potential suitors with various ‘unsuitable acts for virgins’. He must have gotten over his discomfort of such things though, for his later writings indicate he himself followed this parade back up into the mountains. However his time there certainly seemed to change the man. Following the course of his journals is an effort in chasing an increasingly addled mind. He seems to have great difficulty reconciling his pastoral view of the world with life in the valley. Falling madly in love with one woman after another, proposing marriage and receiving confused reactions and rejections he finds humiliating. It becomes apparent that the over abundance of daughters born in the valley resulted in a complete breakdown of traditional ideas like marriage, with families and clans instead mixing and pairing much more freely. It is also in these later writings of Delphod that first allusions to ‘secret groupings and blood rituals’ are made. Though considering the writer’s deteriorating clarity of mind, what truth there is in such things is unknown.

The original rumors of tribal customs and these further, darker indications were certainly still echoing many years after Delphod’s death and the subsequent publishing of his works. Words like ‘witches’, ‘deviants’ and even ‘cannibals’ were floated through the local consciousness, to the point that the annual ‘flowering of May’ stopped descending, making the community even more insular. As modern times crept in and travel became easier, still the town remained mostly unmentioned in political discourse or lawmaking of the state. It was only notable in its absence or exception really, where statutes would specifically leave open loopholes for ‘practice of traditional customs’ in legislature surrounding the town. Certainly no law demanding the wearing of clothing nor any constrictions regarding marriage or prostitution ever made it into the townhall’s filing system, through all the outside world’s progressions.

Nowhere can remain hidden from modernity forever however. In order to survive the valley had to let outside influences in, businesses and regulators. It was the building of the local college that truly placed the town on the map. Originally very modest and selective, the facility soon gained a reputation for extremely high levels of student satisfaction and the high levels of confidence and success those graduates achieved. As the sixties began and a wave of ‘free love’ began rippling, a place where academic ideals could be pursued without even the need to put on clothing became a huge draw for the wealthy wishing to also be enlightened. This ironically spelt doom for the town where ‘free love’ was hardly something that needed demanding. With so many eyes descending, gaps in the law books could hardly be ignored any more. The old powers in the town were ousted and newer, cleanlier councils put in place. Traditions such as the still present ‘flowering of May’ were upturned, now a televised event where beauty pageant girls from all over wave from corporate-sponsored floats, fully clothed and plastered with fake smiles. As the decade turned Glenmayen became just another town, notable only for its still present 60-40 female to male birth rate and a museum that oddly requires entrants to be 18 or over.

Yet still some rumors persist. That a few of those old clans and societies remain, led by the sons and daughters of the old town’s leaders. That the arrival of ‘civilised society’ in fact reinvigorated groups and rituals that had been fading to insignificance before such secrecy was needed. That by offering ‘specialist services’ to men and women of power the world over, there is now a underbelly of great wealth and excess in this growing town, far darker in ambitions and tastes than the original ‘free love colony’ ever was…

Addendum 3: Letters from Loved Ones

Dear Jakob,

Hello son. I am glad to hear of your recent successes in entering the world of business. While I do not wholly approve of the acquisition of wealth via the sins of others our last meeting has opened my eyes to the fact that I must now trust in your judgements as a man. Content that you will follow a path of righteousness as you were raised to. If as you say, these ‘incurable whores’ of yours can be used to divert the trespasses of others, then I shall agree you are doing His work.

I am glad you have received the aid of Colonel Barnett, long has he been a friend to our family and I was greatly saddened to hear of his late wife’s passing. I will assume it is the grief of this that has led to his less-than-savory request. Nonetheless I will search the text’s for a precedent for him, I find my eyes have been opened to a new clarity these days and I am seeing the Lord’s lessons differently than I have before. A new light is upon me.

The clearest indicator of this change for the better is your mother, who sends her love from below my writing desk. Long have I watched her wilt from the intensely spiritual creature she was in youth, becoming ever quieter and more timid. But seeing you and your ‘pet’ seems to have filled her with love and light once more. She has dedicated herself to cleansing lost spirits just as your pet did for me. With each of my sermons she now joins in at the front, kneeling to receive our parishioners pent up desires with a devoted mouth. Many other wives of the parish have begun joining her in this diligence and many more sheep now run to our flock on hearing of this. Why by the last hymn of any day she will be servicing 3 or 4 confessors at once, taking their unkempt desires into herself and freeing them of all sin. I will return several hours later to find her lying on the wooden floor, dripping with spent seed and still trembling with the light of her devotion. Never has a more honest sight been granted.

I must go now, the girl’s choir have arrived. The young women of the parish are particularly fond of this new path we are following and insist that they be taught to perform as your mother does. For the moment I have them wear only gossamer robes while singing, to give them practice ignoring the uncouth eyes of our flock. However I have also taken to selecting one of them to join me on the podium each day, to let her cries punctuate the love of our Lord.

May your latest venture be blessed my son,

Your Father,

***************************

Dear ‘Snaps’,

Thank you for your… enthusiastic interest in mine and my family’s work here. 20 letters in 3 weeks is certainly a way to draw our attention, though may I just mention that due to the bulk of mail we receive it usually takes us that long to read and reply to one letter. Getting the recommendation of our younger sister was also fine, but I anticipate insisting she sign every single one would be the reason her compliments of you become… less enthusiastic over the period. As for your hopes that she would contact us directly… well we spend months at a time hoping the same thing I am afraid.

But anyway, on to business. Yes we were quite impressed with your video. The idea was a little cliché and the budget clearly lacking. Yet your skill at framing and accentuating our sister's natural talent was clearly visible. I have shown your work to our head of production, Aunt Karen and she has offered to give you a chance. Should you and your camera crew be free this weekend you may travel down to visit us at the manor and film one of my rehearsals for an upcoming show. Should you do well, we may talk about a more permanent arrangement.

Due to the nature of our business you will be aware a certain degree of diligence will be required. You will have to sign a waiver before arrival guaranteeing you will speak of nothing you see within our grounds to anyone. This is to protect the specific lifestyle our family and followers have come to enjoy over the years without outside judgement. A car will pick you up at the airport and provide you with a welcome escort, please feel free to make use of them as you wish and state beforehand your preference for males/females/both.

We look forward to working with you,

Love (Luscious) Lisa,

***************************

Hey Troy,

Sorry for missing band practice the last two weeks… As you probably guessed I felt the need to go on one of my spontaneous road trips. Hence the postcard from… wherever this is. Still, it’s be exactly what I needed: just me, the truck and whoever I pick up to keep me warm that night. It’s great out here, coastal roads remote enough that I can drive along wearing nothing but an unbuttoned shirt. Feeling the sunlight on my pussy and my bare feet on the pedals is bliss. Oh and the locals! Chill dudes and dudesses every one, all too happy to trade a bit of food for a lotta lovin. I met this one little daisy duke farm girl who was an absolute riot. Damn near drove us off the road she was so eager to get between my legs. I was sorry to leave her at a truck stop, but she had a gang of bikers she needed to pay off a debt too. So, anyway, running outta space here, just thought I’d better tell you I was still alive. Be back in time for practice next week I think, unless the glint of the sea keeps me.

Hang low big man,

Love Maria,

P.S. Say hi to your pet and little Ted for me, I miss them more than you!

***************************

Dear Joe,

Thank you for sending those flowers on my birthday, it was Stacy who dropped them off too, so nice to see her again. I have them potted up nicely in the kitchen, pride of place.

I’m so glad to hear you are still getting on alright at college. I’d love to meet all your new friends, particularly this ‘Sophie’ I see you so coyly mention. One girl living with all you boys? Why how the city life moves on, she’d have been chased by rumors from one end of town to the other here not ten years back. Still I hope you all aren’t fighting over her attention. A young lady needs space to figure herself out at that age.

Anyway I’m afraid general life advice is not the reason I’m writing… it’s your Father. I’m sorry to say he’s taken a turn for the worse again. The Doctor says there’s no immediate danger, but he’s been consigned to bed or his chair for at least the next few weeks. I know you’re busy with your studies, but if you could find even a few days to come visit? I’m sure you’d brighten his whole month. You know how he gets when he’s all locked away and bored.

Perhaps you could even bring this young Sophie of yours to visit… my mother's senses tell me she might be more than just a ‘friend’ after all. I’m sure seeing a bright young thing would cheer the old perv up to no end at least, remember how he used to act around Stacy!

Either way son, we’re proud of you, and neither of us are about to drop dead just yet.

Hope to see you soon,

Mom

***************************

Dear ‘Ted’,

As you have failed to reply to all of my previous letters you will notice I have tattooed this one to the back of one of my sluts. She will stand naked upon your doorstep calling for your cock until you provide such and while doing so give her an answer to return with. I imagine your neighbours might find this distressing, however she knows precisely what will happen to her if she does not receive your answer and therefore will not give up, even if the authorities are called.

It has been a month now since that whore mother of mine betrayed me and I am sure you have worn her sagging cunt through enough to be sick of her. You must be aware that she lost the contest purposefully as some sort of ill conceived scheme to upset me. All I ask is the opportunity to punish what is mine for such a breach of trust. As such I am willing to provide even someone like you an honest trade for her contract. Surrender my property at the nearing Mayflower ball and I will allow you to pick any three assets from my extensive collection to take as your own. Surely a even a poorly-raised wretch like you can see the value in three pretty young things over one old and overused cumbucket. Do not give up this flash of good fortune just to spite me. It was by luck alone that she landed in your lap, but as a businessman I am willing to let you build that into an investment.

I await your answer impatiently, as does the letter itself.

Do not disappoint us,

T. May. Esq.

A few chapters from College Housepet Volume 2

(As yet unfinished, possibly never will be)




Chapter 1

Ted woke up to the usual comforting feeling of his slave’s tongue, swirling around his cock. The older woman looked especially perfect in this morning light, her long curling hair out of kilter as it flowed down past those voluptuous breasts.

“Good morning Master. The time is 9am exactly, do you need to urinate?”

The blunt, secretarial nature of her still stunned him. “Errrm… thank you Jayne… but I keep telling you, I’ll just go to the bathroom… it can’t be good for you when I…”

“And I keep telling YOU Master, why stumble down the hall when you own a perfectly good toilet right here. Urine is sterile, and I take great efforts to maintain my hygiene, diet and cleanliness so that I will never be unpleasant to use or absent from my duties due to illness.” There was both a motherly teasing and definite pride she let shine through though. “The vice-president himself and several arabian princes used to refuse to go anywhere else, claiming I was the cleanest urinal they’d ever known!”

Every morning was the same argument. Ted was sure a proper slave wasn’t supposed to fight with their owner so… but that was the crux of their relationship after all. She’d do anything he’d ask of her, his middle-aged angel, but it was her who was really teaching him the ropes… and he always had so much more to learn.

Still… for once the bathroom did seem far too far away, and he was now so relaxed in the company of this naked woman almost old enough to be his mother… He relented with a sigh, to be met with that sly smile she always gave when he’d shown a growth in confidence. The late-thirties bombshell gulped his half-flaccid length to the back of her throat and waited patiently for him. With a grunt he managed to release his morning pressure down her gullet in a hot stream. She gulped it all down ably, not letting a single drop splash out onto the bed sheets. Then she painstakingly licked him clean, rolling her tongue inside his foreskin, before sliding back up to embrace him.

“Mmmm… Now which of my holes would Master like to utilise this morning? I have lubricated them all in preparation and washed out your friends leavings from yesterday. If Master would like to get me pregnant I am due to take my next pill this morning.”

Again the teasing casualness with which she said such things still caught Ted red-faced from time to time, and well she knew it. But he took no extra moment to select her anus this time and slide in like it was a second home. How many times had he fucked this goddess over the past month? It seemed such a natural thing now, simply what he did to collect his thoughts and talk to the woman who had rapidly become his closest confidante.

“I don’t think I should get you pregnant… I got another letter from your son yesterday… This one written on an actual girl. She’s stayed the night with Joe to get a meal and soft bed before I reply... He’s clearly still very upset, demanding I trade you away at the next ball.”

Her reply was fast and sharp. “What my previous Master wants is not of my concern. He lost me to you fair and square by his own folly. You are under no obligation to answer his demands at all and I assume whatever he is offering is far below my worth.”

“Well yeah… but… I feel a little sorry for him. He clearly cares a lot about you… whatever he writes in those letters. Don’t you miss him at all too?”

Jayne sighed heavily as her soft-hearted Master slapped his balls into her asscheeks, a steady, comforting rhythm that she let fill the room for a few seconds.

“Ted, let me tell you about my son…”

“When he was born, I was over the moon. I saw it as my ultimate service to my Father and Master to make an Heir for him in my belly. Someone to take over the great empire he was building, hidden away from the restricting authorities at the time. I was so young, naive and eager to please back then. The perfect little slave-daughter, happy just to do whatever I was told to and fuck whoever I needed to fuck to see Daddy’s plans grow into fruition…

But as he grew older it became clear that there was little space for a young boy in those plans. He was too young to be allowed near the family business, yet must have always been aware of it. Known to some extent what my long absences meant and why he had ever so many beautiful girl servants and babysitters. His Father had no time to be entertaining a growing boy, the business was everything, and while I spent every second I could with him… well, I had to obey my Master and I was his most valuable asset.

When he came of age he of course began to utilise the girls of the house, bending those who’d once played board games with him over his bed and boasting to his school friends that he could get them all blowjobs if they came over. Our joint Father put his foot down once or twice about overindulging and risking exposing our ‘delicate legitimacy’. But by this point there was little real risk of that, the whole town was in our pocket and I think he was actually a little proud of his son's confidence with the girls. Of course it was about then I started noticing my boy looking at me differently too. Now he could see me in my true form, ever dressed up and on show, my offerings on display.

I caught him watching once or twice, through key holes or door cracks, when I was with Father or others. I tried to talk to him about it, but he just brushed me aside, said I was imagining things. Then I began to wake up to find trails of cum on my face or chest, not particularly unusual for me of course, but this was at times I’d be sleeping next to Father, or alone. Eventually I took to pretending to sleep and watched through my eyelashes as he moved aside my quilts and masturbated over me. I still remember shivering as his hot load splashed across me, glueing my eyelids together and leaving salt on my lips. I just lay there in the dark as it cooled, realising this was now part of my place in life.

Then Father’s health began failing. His huge ambitions were realised but the toll of them was claiming him. The business ran itself now, so all he wanted was to lie in bed with me and his other favourites, drinking himself away from the pain. He no longer had any control over our son, nor could see what was happening in his very own bed. My boy’s daring grew, and he caught me watching as he made his nightly entrance. Now he made sure to stare right into my open eyes as he jacked himself off, wiping his last dregs across my lips. I met them with my tongue. I couldn’t help myself. I am a cumrag. From then on a blowjob was expected, or a titfuck, or to slide his cock between my thighs and fuck the gap if he caught me changing. He’d look over at his Father’s wheezing, unconscious form and slam himself down my throat. I took it all without a word, I’m a tool to be used after all, and Father was no longer well enough to use me.

Then… Father died. Quickly, quietly, modestly. His dreams had been achieved. The entire town attended his funeral. Slaves and masters alike. When we got home my son led me straight upstairs to the master bedroom. He told me to take off my black dress. Then he fucked me until the sun came up. Until my ass and pussy were red and stinging and my legs could hardly hold me. He lay there naked next to me, his cum oozing out of my slit as he called all the servants of the house in. He told them that the business was his now, including all its assets. That I was now retired from my escort duties and if anyone asked for me they were to be sent away. I was his, and only his, to do with as he saw fit…”

Jayne’s voice trailed off here and Ted suddenly realised he was still sliding in and out of her, their bodily meetings having punctuated the whole story. He tried to stop out of embarrassment and respect, but of course her hips simply took over the motion themselves. They finished off in silence, him absorbing her tale even as she took in his seed. Then collapsed together, for once the younger man embracing his willing property and offering her the support she’d given so much to him over the previous weeks.




Chapter 2

Dean approached the house cautiously. The first time he visited a new customer was always a bit nerve-wracking. This was clearly a student dorm too, the last sorority party that had ordered him in had nearly killed him. Those drunk madwomen had had him hidden under the table the whole time, lapping at an endless stream of offered pussies while their jock boyfriends walked by unawares… and that was only the beginning. He much preferred when the lonely middle aged professors called him in, as their husbands drifted off to conventions or on golf tours and they just wanted a nice gentle fucking from someone who listened...

This wasn’t your average dormhouse though. It was small and old and miles out from the normal student quarter. More the area of town associated with retirement bungalows and old folks homes really. A sign on the gate sternly stated: ‘No cold-callers, window-cleaners or unaccompanied young men. This building is a blessed sanctuary’. Dean checked his address again… could this really be the right place? It was, so he knocked, expecting to meet some stern faced old woman and be turned away immediately.

Instead, the door was opened by an equally anxious looking young girl. Dressed in a long white dress and with her light brown hair tied up in an elaborate, if haphazard and medieval-looking, fashion. She looked him up and down with hungry eyes, then right past him, up and down the road as if scouting for danger.

“Are you him? The pet?! If so, quickly come inside before somebody sees you!” She pulled him bodily through the door, closing it quickly behind. Putting her back against it when it was shut and breathing deep, as if she had just performed and got away with some great plot. “Sorry, but the neighbours are a bunch of curtain-twitching busybodies and they would tell matron in a second if they saw a man lurking round our door… next time we shall have to use the backdoor…” This last part she muttered under breath to herself, then simply stood, her hands and back still attached to the door, staring at every inch of him.

Dean was a little perturbed by the intensity of that stare, he shuffled awkwardly from foot to foot and tried to break the silence. “So you uh… have a matron normally huh, who wrote the whole ‘no boy’s allowed sign? I take it she’s not here right now?”

“No… she’s away for the weekend. You’re the first man under fifty to step inside this house in a hundred years… isn’t that exciting! Come, you’ll have to meet the others.”

With that she whisked past him, the hem of her white flicking out from her ankles and headed down the corridor. Dean followed behind, nonplussed and slightly intimidated by the furiously dull and restrained nature of the decor. Everything was bare wood and greying colours, nothing more exciting than fading pictures of fading fruit. Everything was small and cramped, everything except the room she led him too.

This room was wide and open, a slatted wood floor dominated by one great decorated rug. One grand leather sofa sat opposite the door, but the rest of the furniture was just short wooden stools, uncomfortable and unstable looking at best. Sat or stood among these were five other girls, all dressed in identical floor-length white dresses. Each looked more nervously at him than the last and each had clearly also tried to make an effort with their hair, to similar levels of success as their leader. They looked like a painting of pilgrim daughters, staring fearfully out at this trespasser from the modern world. All except one. Hiding herself carefully at the back, Dean almost choked to see a short blonde bob he knew very well indeed. Charlotte smiled at him coyly, but then carefully shook her head. The meaning was clear, he did not know her, not as far as these girls were concerned.

From behind him a boastful voice popped up, the girl from the door. “Well here you are girl's, I told you I’d deliver! Our very own man-pet, ours for the whole weekend.”

“Take off your pants then.” The order came straight away, catching Dean as much by surprise as the rest of the room. The girl who’d let him in just tapped her foot expectantly.

“Wait, aren't we going to introduce ourselves first? Maybe try a bit of kissing or something?” The girl who said this was also a brunette, but had her hair platted in two long, long pigtails, reaching almost as low as her dress.

The leader pfft-ed this suggested away with scorn. “Introduce ourselves? To a pet? I don’t think you understand what we have here. If you wanted to try kissing you could have done it in the back of sunday school like the rest of us. This man is just a sexual animal, a tool for us to use. It says so right there on his advertisement. Who knows when matron will go away like this again? We don’t have time to waste kissing!”

Another girl piped up, black hair and eyes as dark. “And where did you see this advertised? How did you pay for this service? You just jumped all this on us last night after matron left, Chastity, without any room to argue. Now we have this strange boy here and you’re telling us he’s some kind of… what? Man-whore?”

“I found the flier blowing around in the leaves out back, after matron caught me smoking that cigarette and made me spend the night out there naked. I paid for it using one of my Father’s credit cards, he will just think it's another of mother's spending sprees. And I am kindly offering to share what could just be our only opportunity to learn about how a man works before we all get sent off to whatever prospective husbands our families deem worthy of us. Now, does anyone actually have a problem with that, because you can always go hide upstairs!”

She glared round at each of her dorm-mates in turn, but none of them moved. “Good. Well in that case.” The brown haired girl stepped round to the front of Dean. Unbuckled his belt, and in one clean movement, pulled down his pants and boxers. He stood there like an unveiled museum exhibit and felt his balls shrivel under the glare of six pairs of eyes. The leader was barely inches from where his flaccid cock drooped towards her, but she too just stared enraptured. The silence was only broken by one of the other girls stating:

“It's sort of smaller than I imagined…”

“You have to wake it up, everyone knows that!” The leader snapped, as if it were her body being assessed like a cut of meat.

“How do you do that?” A nonplussed question that only received a similar look in answer. Chastity diverted attention from her own ignorance onto another.

“Ask Charlotte, she hangs round with those whores from college. They must have let her watch their fornications once or twice, the amount they do.”

Charlotte blushed at this, which seemed confusing to Dean considering the amount of ‘fornication’ he’d seen her partake in. He’d cum heavily in her anus just yesterday himself, all part of Tracy's ‘dedicated training regime’.

Here though she seemed a background character, just another timid young thing among a crowd of them. “Errm… you’ve got to play with it… I think. Rub it and kiss it and things like that.” She squeaked her lines perfectly, sounding completely unsure about the entire idea. But Dean spotted that other spark in her eye too, she hadn’t glanced away from his cock the entire time it had been unveiled. He felt a cool hand reach out and grasp him, tentatively but firmly.

“Like this?” The poorly-named leader girl stared up at her hired pet, looking for some judgeable reaction in his face as she ran fingers up and down his shaft. It didn’t take long for him to feel his body react, blood pouring rising twitches into her unsure advances. Gasping in delight she watched it swell, bringing soft lips forward to kiss its purple head. Then giggling again as this sped its transformation. The rest of the room drew in, entranced. Marvelling at this wonder they had only heard of in rumour until now. 

Stood awkwardly as the centre of this learning experience for young virgins, Dean didn’t really know what to do. The main girl, Chastity, who had paid for his services seemed to have made it clear she didn’t want his input, besides in a fleshy sense. So he simply stood still, hands behind his back and let them explore the realm of possibilities on their own. The group had gathered down for a closer look, bending or kneeling to watch Chastity play. She wrapped her thin fingers around his shaft, tickling them up and down it. She moved down to his balls and cupped them, squeezing with surprising tenderness as she admired their weight and the carefully trimmed fuzz that coated them. The others reached forward now too, tentatively resting fingers upon his cock as if it was a stray animal wandered in and injured. Dean felt a strange excitement at these dainty, inquisitive caresses. Here he was, acting like nothing more than a biology demonstration animal in high school, but also being the very first entrance for these girls into the world of sexuality. It was all very odd.

Chastity was gaining confidence now, she batted away a few of the other hands to lean in close and run her tongue up the entire length of him, drawing her tongue in only as she reached the very tip of his now unveiled head.

“What does it taste like?” One of the others asked, seeing her washing the flavour round her mouth with her head leaned to one side inquisitively.

“Kind of… salty… and meaty… Not as bad as you’d think considering all I’ve heard about boy’s hygiene practices… I still don’t get what all the fuss is about though, I wouldn’t give up chocolate for it.” She giggled to herself absentmindedly.

The other girls all leaned in for a lick of their own at this, a barrage of wet tongues that sent shivers up Dean’s spine. Charlotte went last, and, seeing the look on his face, cheekily popped her mouth over the tip for a second, sucking tightly and winking. Chastity didn’t see the wink, but she did see the action.

“What did you do there, Charlotte? You took the whole end of it in your mouth!”

Back came the false awkwardness and piety. “Oh… err… I, err… I heard from Tracy it’s called a ‘Blowjob’... Though you don’t actually blow… I just thought it looked sort of like a toffee apple you know, that end bit. I had the sudden urge to suck it…”

The rest of the group stared at her with mixed awe, disgust and interest. Clearly there were dark and terrifying secrets she had learned from hanging around girls outside their little bubble. Chastity just ‘hummphed’ as if the smaller blonde had stolen first go at her idea. She shuffled forward with a look of determination and drove her mouth down onto Dean’s penis. It was a toothy experience at first, as the girl misjudged the girth of him. But he was quite impressed by how much of him she swallowed at first go, clearly driving herself down in stubbornness and inexperience. The haughty figure gagged slightly at her own over-exertion, looking surprisingly endearing as she embarrassedly backed this up, wiping a string of saliva from her lips. She proceeded to take it straight back in though, winding her tongue round Dean's meat and sucking with all her might. The next few minutes were a trial by errors for both of them as she slobbered up and down his shaft in every way she could think of. Dean, being used to girl's who had spent years practicing their technique, was surprised himself when he felt an orgasm rising. But not as shocked as Chastity was when she suddenly received a mouthful of salty goop. She jerked back suddenly, only to find this made things worse as the next few spurts of semen landed on her face. All the indignant pride flew out of her as she was left kneeling like a rabbit in headlights, sticky trails dripping from her features.
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