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All my life I've had to be careful about what
I wear and what I do in case people gossip about it. I come from a
fairly small town, and my father is fairly well-known. I'm also
very blonde and very attractive. It feels kind of weird just saying
that, but I mean, I don't see any reason for false modesty.
Everyone has been calling me hot and sexy and beautiful for
years.

In the summer, I'd walk down the main street
of Carmichael, Colorado, and guys would look at me, smile, often
say something like “Hey, Emily,” or “How's it going, Em?” or
“Looking fine there, Emmy,” or “You are hotter than the day,
babe.”

When they were polite. When they weren't it'd
be comments about my butt or my boobs, or some of the jerks would
try to grab my ass when I went past. That was mostly at night,
though, when people had been drinking some.

I can't say I ever really thought that much
about all the attention I got. I just took it for granted. And I
didn't usually mind it. I mean, I liked to dress nicely, which
meant little booty shorts and a tank top that showed off my figure
and flat stomach. It would have been strange if nobody noticed I
looked so sexy. I would have wondered what was wrong with me.

I'm used to being thought of as sexy, as hot.
I'm used to guys wanting me, even grown men two or three times my
age. I'm used to feeling kind of... turned on by that. I mean, it's
an ego thing, you know? It's also a bit scary hot... like, I know
what they want to do to me! Oh yeah! I know what they'd do if they
had the chance!

I've seen the internet!

Not to mention more than a few guys have told
me exactly what they'd like to do to me, and exactly what dirty
fantasies they have had about me.

But I left Carmichael a virgin. And that was
incredibly frustrating. Because I surely did not want to be one! I
had all sorts of thoughts about what some of that hot, steamy sex
might be like. And God knows there were plenty of offers!

But there were also bets at school about who
would get to pop my cherry. There was a lot of gossip about me. I
was virtually certain that if I ever had sex with anyone the whole
town would be talking about it!

So despite an awful lot of curiosity, and a
lot of sexual frustration, I kept my virginity – at least
technically, until I got to Colorado State. I say technically
because I had fooled around, and I had, in lieu of actual
intercourse, refined my oral sex skills so as to keep guys from
complaining too much.

I had also used a variety of objects to pop
my cherry and explore what it felt like to have things sliding in
and out of that fascinating little orifice down between my legs.
Both of them, actually. I was really curious about all kinds of
sex!

Finding guys at Colorado State to have sex
with was as easy as opening my door to see who had come knocking.
Because it seemed the seniors there made it an active part of their
lives to see what freshmen girls had arrived, which were hot, and
which might be seduced by more sophisticated seniors and even grad
students.

Now you might think that's awfully predatory
of them, but I'm used to being prey. I'm used to guys coming after
me, being nice to me, trying to flatter and seduce me. So that was
nothing new. The only new thing was that at college the age
difference widened.

I mean, when I was a freshman in high school
it was considered bad form for a senior to try to go after a
freshman girl. College was nothing like that. Me being eighteen did
not in any way make the guys four or five or six or seven years
older think they shouldn't go for me. In fact, I think some of them
preferred it – thinking me being younger would mean I was more
innocent and easier to impress.

What these guys wanted, the seniors and grad
students who looked up the freshmen girls, was sex, pure and
simple. Nothing more. Not a girlfriend, so to speak. Not a
relationship. They wanted to carve a notch on their bedpost and
then move on to another girl.

Which, as it happened, was almost exactly
what I wanted too! I wasn't looking for a boyfriend. I wanted to
experiment in sex, and how was I to know a particular guy would be
any good at it? I needed to have sex with different guys to find
out.

Jacob was my first, only two weeks into my
college life. He was hot, sexy, slick in how he talked, and had the
body of a swimmer. I let him basically do whatever he wanted with
me. I got to feel a guy's tongue on my pussy for the first time,
and I got to feel what it was like to be on my back with my legs
spread wide and a guy atop me pumping inside me.

And I liked it!

I came almost as soon as he had buried his
cock in me and started to thrust and grind! I was that excited!

A week later it was Michael. He was kind of a
snob, and kind of arrogant, probably because his parents had money
and he was good looking. He introduced me to doggy sex. I liked
that a lot! It felt like his cock went sooo deep! And being taken
from behind like that felt very carnal, like I was an animal!

A few days later, Joshua taught me how hot I
could get if a guy knew what he was doing with his tongue and spent
some time licking me. OMG! I came like three times before he
climbed up and drove himself into me!

I don't want you to get the idea I was just
giving myself to any guy who wanted me, by the way. There were a
lot of offers. I was picky about which I accepted. And besides, I
was making up for lost time! I was fairly sure most of the other
freshman girls had had sex with more than three guys in their
lives.

Not that that was the sort of thing you
talked about with people. Certainly not back in Carmichael. And I
hadn't yet gotten to know any girls at Colorado State well enough
to talk about personal stuff like that.

Anyway, I'd enjoyed the sex so far. I didn't
feel any particular reason why I should stop exploring it.

And then I met Matthew. Though it would be
better to say Matthew introduced himself to me when I was in the
library. He was good looking, though older than any of the guys I'd
been with so far. He was a second-year law student. Which meant he
was in his sixth year here, since you have to take four years of
pre-law first.

He had these strange, dark, mesmerizing eyes,
like they were boring into me to see what I was like on the inside.
He was tall and strong, with broad shoulders, a lithe, athletic
guy. He was also slick and outgoing. That didn't really impress me,
mind you. I mean, if I was looking for a boyfriend I would have
dismissed him as too arrogant and cocky, too sure of himself.

But I was looking for a good lover to further
explore sex with.

He was a member of a fraternity, and said
they were having a party on Thursday. He invited me because, he
said, he liked to help freshmen meet new people. Yeah, right. I
wondered how many freshman guys had been invited. Ha.

Maybe I was kind of innocent, but I wasn't
naive. I knew this guy just wanted to fuck me because I was hot.
What else would a guy who was probably about twenty-six years old
want with an eighteen-year-old freshman girl?

But that was okay. Like I said, I was still
exploring sex, and he looked like he might be a good guy to further
explore it with. He was different than the previous three. He
wasn't just older but... well, more openly predatory. There was
something hungrier about him, something more determined. Not eager,
which is kind of pathetic, but determined.

This was not a nice man. But I figured that
didn't really matter if I went into things with my eyes open. If he
was the kind of guy who was gonna fuck me hard and then dump me,
well, that was fine. It wasn't like I was gonna fall in love with
him.

So Thursday evening he picked me up in my
dorm. It wasn't that far to fraternity row, but he still picked me
up in a Mercedes. I thought that was cool. I'd never ridden in a
Mercedes before.

I'd worn a fairly simple, inexpensive, but
sexy dress. It was mostly just a little black dress, quite a short
one. I mean, I'd never have worn it back in Carmichael. And I was
experimenting with wearing sexier clothes here than I could get
away with back home just like I was experimenting with sex.

Anyway, this was kind of tight, black, simple
cotton, with white trim along the cuffs, white bands along the
upper arms, and white trim going down the middle, where the dress
buttoned together. Nine gold buttons held it closed. And if you
unbuttoned the top one you got a tantalizing but not slutty amount
of cleavage. So that was what I did.

The dress left part of my shoulders and all
my upper chest bare. So I wore a little locket on a gold chain.
Underneath, I had a black thong and a lacy black triangle cup bra.
I have nice breasts, and always wore a sexy bra on dates just in
case I got to do a 'great reveal'. Guys are always impressed when I
do. My breasts are deceptive when covered, and it seems to surprise
guys how big and firm and round they are.

I was looking forward to surprising Matthew,
because he acted so suave and sophisticated, and was already
talking down to me like I was some small-town rube (which I was,
but that didn't mean I liked it). Anyway, he sure appreciated my
bare chest and the cleavage he got to see. Not to mention how short
the dress was, especially when I sat down in his car.

It was a very nice car. But that didn't make
me more impressed with him. I was sure HE hadn't bought it, after
all. So what if his dad had money. That didn't mean he was anything
special.

The party turned out to be smaller than I had
expected. It was nothing like those movies you see where every room
is jammed with dozens and dozens of partying, half-drunken people
and music is blasting from every corner of the building.

There were only two other couples there when
we arrived. One was a cheerleader and a football player, a tall,
broad-shouldered guy who immediately made me think I should try a
football player. I mean, what would it be like to have a
monster-sized guy like this fucking me?

His date was a pretty girl a couple of years
older than me with long dark hair parted in the middle. I liked her
hair, though I preferred my bangs. Also I thought having hair all
the way down to your belt was a bit much to take care of. Mine came
to about my shoulder blades. Her name was Hannah, and his was
Andrew.

The second couple were black. He was very,
very black. Not brown. He had a thin mustache which curved down
around his upper lip on either side, and turned into a small beard
that just covered his chin. He had dark, brooding eyes.

His girlfriend was white, a girl I kind of
dismissed as a bimbo almost at once. Her boobs were really big, and
bouncy, and she had a sort of milkmaid figure, very lush and round.
She giggled a lot, and she was blonde, but unlike me, her blonde
hair had obviously come from a bottle. She also had dark streaks at
the top of her head.

His name was Desmond, and hers was Amy.

Of course, since none of us knew each other
our first topic of conversation was what everyone was taking. After
that came where we were all from. Then where we were staying and
what that was like. I'd come to recognize how predictable that was
in the almost four weeks since I'd been here.

Desmond and Andrew lived in this fraternity.
Amy was another freshman girl who lived in one of the dorms – not
mine. Hannah was in her third year and shared an apartment just off
campus with a girlfriend.

Another couple arrived, then another. There
were lots of beers and other drinks around, but I had never liked
beer and wasn't about to risk getting drunk at some frat party, so
I stuck to Pepsi. And I opened the bottle myself.

Like I said, I'm not particularly naive. In
fact, I'm kind of a cynic.

It didn't take long, anyway, for Matthew to
give me a 'tour' of the frat house. Which was okay. It was a big
house, and pretty nicely done up too. It had a huge kitchen, and
downstairs in the basement was a giant rec room with a pool table,
dartboard, ping-pong, and pinball games.

“You ever play pool, Emily?” he asked.

“Not much,” I said.

“It's easy. Let me show you.”

I was okay with that. Guys liked to 'show me'
stuff to show how knowledgeable they were. I usually let em. It can
tell you a lot about the guy.

Matthew was smooth, I'll give him that. It
didn't take long before he was pressed up against me from behind
with his arms around me 'helping' me to guide the pool cue, and
with his mouth right behind my ear.

We played a little pool, which was kind of
interesting, and kind of fun in that I got to tease him. I mean,
the little dress was real short. So if I bent over a lot it kind of
slid up my thighs until it was barely below my butt. I pretended
not to know that while he stood behind me.

Of course, he wasn't born yesterday either.
Nor was he very shy. I was leaning over the pool table lining up a
shot with my butt stuck out when he kind of laid his hand on my
back and kind of rubbed it gently.

I took my time making the shot and his hand
slid down onto my butt. That wasn't too shocking, but him gripping
the hem and tugging it up was a bit much. I straightened up and
turned, frowning at him as I tugged it down again.

He grinned. “Couldn't resist,” he said. “You
got a beautiful butt.”

“You think so, do you?”

“Definitely. Beautiful everything, in fact,”
he said, moving in close.

I leaned back against the pool table a little
and his eyes flicked down into my cleavage.

“That's a really nice dress,” he said.

“Why thank you,” I said ironically.

“Too many buttons done up, though.”

“I wouldn't want to be accused of showing
off.”

“Oh I would never accuse you,” he said. “I'd
congratulate you.”

“Uh-huh,” I said as he carefully let his
fingers brush the top button that was closed.

That button was just about at the level of my
nipples, and the next button down was under my breasts. He popped
the button and I just kind of stood there, well, leaned back
against the pool table. The dress parted enough to show my bra and
he licked his lips.

“That's a very nice bra,” he said.

Then he picked me up, reaching down and
squeezing my butt first, and dropped me on the edge of the pool
table. I had no time to react to this before he started kissing
me.

Well, that was okay. How a guy kisses you can
tell you a lot about how good he is. Too rough is bad. Too shy is
bad. Matthew was a very confident kisser, a stylish kisser, a guy
who'd practiced his kissing. I kissed back while analyzing its
quality with approval.

We kissed for a minute, with his tongue
dipping into my mouth and his hands caressing my back through the
thin dress. He didn't rush things too much, but it didn't take long
before one of his hands slid off my back and was stroking up and
down along my side, and then sliding around in front to cup and
squeeze my breast.

I was enjoying myself, sitting there with my
knees apart and him pressed against me. His kiss had never quite
stopped, and was getting stronger and more... passionate as his
fingers kneaded my breast. Then his hand dropped low onto my bare
leg. With me sitting like I was and my legs apart there wasn't a
lot of skirt on my thigh, and he slid his fingers up under it to
brush against my pussy through my thong.

That sent a hot jolt through me. I couldn't
close my legs, and I didn't want to shove him back or anything, but
I couldn't help wondering if I was going a bit fast. Then he leaned
forward, which forced me to lean backward, and the next thing I
knew I was lying on my back on the pool table with my butt on the
edge and him atop me.

His left hand was in my hair while his right
slid up and down, now squeezing my breast, now sliding down along
my thighs. And he was still kissing me.

This wasn't exactly a private space, and I
was getting a bit anxious about that, but I was also breathing
heavily, starting to get turned on, and feeling a little frazzled
and hot. And then he straightened up suddenly, grinning down at me
in a cocky sort of way.

I licked my lips and then started to sit up,
but he suddenly gripped my legs just above the knees and jerked
them sharply apart. Like... wide apart! That forced my little dress
right up along my thighs until most of my thong was visible.

Startling me, he dropped to his knees then,
and then moved his face in and licked me right up along my pussy –
through the thong.

“Matthew!” I gasped.

He grinned and licked again, and again, long,
hard licks that I felt even though the crotch of my thong. He
opened his mouth wide, then closed it on my whole pussy, basically,
his lips and teeth kind of massaging me. Then his tongue licked out
again, faster and harder, right up around where my clit was.

“Matthew!” I gasped again, looking back
towards the stairway.

But it sure felt good! My chest was
tightening and my heart was beating faster at the feel of his
tongue licking and rubbing at me. Then he jerked my thong aside and
my pussy was bare to him! I gasped and reached for him but then his
tongue licked strongly up the line of my sex, then again and again
before I could really even think of what to do!

And boy, the sensations that came from his
tongue were like... incredible! I think it was because it was so
much stronger than him licking me through the thong. So much
more... delicious! I hesitated in pushing him back. I grabbed his
head, but the more he licked the less willpower I had!

“Someone's gonna come down!” I moaned.

He just kept licking, and I fell back with a
gasp, my chest heaving now as his lips sucked on my clitoris and
made me want to squirm and twist at the rush of sensation.

His hands had been on my thighs, pinning them
down, but I hadn't really noticed as he had shifted that job to his
forearms, letting his hands move in closer to my pussy. I also
didn't notice when he began to undo buttons at the bottom of the
hem. As he undid them the dress began to part, and his fingers
worked their way higher and higher until the dress was completely
open and spread out on the table on either side of me.

I didn't really care, though. I was focused
on the rolling waves of pleasure coming up from my pussy as his
tongue and lips worked on me. I kept rolling my eyes back towards
the stairs in fear someone else would come down, but I was really
getting excited now. Matthew's oral skills were better than anyone
else I'd slept with!

His hands slid up my body to knead my
breasts. And since my bra had a clasp in front he popped that open
and freed my breasts.

It felt so... wild... so hot... so darkly
exciting and daring to be like this on a pool table in a sort of
public place with people moving around upstairs! I could hear
voices sometimes when they came near the door! So to be laid out
like this practically naked was... electric!

It didn't seem to matter that he eased back
long enough to jerk my thong down my legs and off. I mean, he'd
already been licking my pussy so what did it matter? He spread my
legs wider after that, so wide the tendons in my inner thighs
strained and stretched and ached.

But that produced a kind of sharp achy
sensation which seemed to resonate in towards my pussy as his
tongue worked me over, and just added to the intensity of the storm
of pleasure building up inside me.

He slid a finger into me, then, followed by a
second finger. Unlike the other guys who'd done it he didn't just
push it in like it was a little cock. He worked them in slowly,
with the pads of his fingers angled upward, and then as he moved
them in and out he pressed up, like he was rubbing me there, just
behind where he was licking.

That made his licking feel even more intense,
and my body began to thrum with sexual energy as I gulped in air. I
felt so hot and wild and charged up with excitement as my hips
began to grind up against his mouth.

He straightened up suddenly, and I dazedly
looked down the length of my body to see him holding a very big,
hard, thick, red cock in his hand! I shuddered as he rubbed the
head against my pussy and clitoris, then pushed forward.

It was thick, thicker than any other cock I'd
had, and I moaned in pleasure and heat as it stretched me open. I
was wet and hot, though, and I didn't care about the aching. I just
wanted him inside me! He pushed in and pulled back, pushed in and
pulled back, working himself in deeper.

He gripped my arms and then lifted me up into
a seated position on the edge of the table, then shoved the open
dress back over my shoulders. He pulled it down and off, followed
by my bra, and I was now completely naked!

Then he lifted me up, his hands under my
butt. I curled my legs around him, letting out a little cry as his
cock drove the rest of the way inside me! My arms were over his
shoulders as I kissed him, and he backed up several steps, then sat
down on a big stuffed chair.

The three previous times I'd had sex with
guys it had been in beds. This was just so... exciting and wicked!
First on the pool table and now on a chair! And also I'd never done
it like this, like... straddling a guy and being on top of him.

His cock felt so big and thick and deep
inside me like this!

His face was about level with my breasts, and
he took full advantage of that! He closed his mouth around the
center of my breast and began to suck, his teeth closing in firmly,
if gently, kind of softly biting me.

His hands were under my butt, and they lifted
me up and then let me down. I gasped at the feel of his cock
sliding out then back in, and began to move, gripping his shoulders
and rising up and down, up and down, up and down!

The more excited I got the faster I rode, and
I was getting super excited! And then the orgasm hit me and I cried
out – briefly, then gurgled as one of his hands shot up and closed
around my throat! I didn't fight him. I recognized that I needed to
keep from making too much noise with people above us.

Not to mention the full rush of the orgasm
was hammering my brain around then and all I cared about was riding
up and down hard and fast! Then his other hand dropped down and
found my clitoris, rubbing me hard and fast!

Oh boy! If I could have yelled I would have
then! The pleasure redoubled and my mind seemed to roll over and
over in helpless confusion as I bounced atop him! My head jerked
back and my skull threatened to explode! I was getting
light-headed, too, unable to breathe, but didn't really care about
that!

I collapsed against him and he released my
throat so I could draw in great, ragged, shuddering breaths of
air.

He drew his legs up, putting his feet on an
ottoman and raising his knees, then pushed me so I kind of fell
back across his knees, moaning and gasping for breath.

“You like that, baby?” he asked, his hands
sliding over my taut breasts.

I only groaned in reply.
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He chuckled, his hands gliding over my body
as I recovered, not neglecting my pussy, where they rubbed lightly
against my swollen clitoris. He pulled me upright again, and began
to suck and lick at my nipples. Then his hands slid down and lifted
me up before letting me sink back down on his cock.

I groaned and began to ride him again, more
slowly this time, in a kind of relaxed, languid manner. I rose up
as high as I could without him coming out of me, then sank all the
way down again.

It felt so fucking good to slide down his big
cock! I moaned, putting in the work to rise up, then groaning in
pleasure as I slid back down. Again and again and again. I was
getting hot again, especially since his mouth was sucking hungrily
on my super-sensitive nipples and his fingers were rubbing my clit
again!

I started to ride faster, gasping and moaning
as the heat built up inside me, flushed and overheated as my
excitement mounted.

And then I heard a sound nearby, behind me! I
gasped and twisted around, or tried to, as a guy stepped off the
stairs! I tried to throw myself off but Matthew had his hands
around me so I was kind of locked in place until it was too
late!

“Hey, brother,” the guy said.

I hadn't met this guy. It was a black guy. He
was... fucking big! He had dreadlocks, and huge shoulders. I
wondered if he was another football player.

“Hey, brother Darius,” Matthew said
lazily.

“I see you're having a good ol' time,” Darius
said, grinning as he looked me up and down.

I was beet-red, of course! But as long as I
was sitting on Matthew, with my arms across my breasts, all he
could see was part of my butt. If I moved he'd see...
everything!

“Yeah, I'm teaching this little frosh all
about how to have fun,” Matthew said.

“That's a valuable lesson,” Darius said.
“Nothing more important in life.”

He moved past us then and opened a door
before going through.

“Matthew!” I hissed anxiously.

“What? You shy? Don't worry. Darius has seen
lots of naked girls. He's not shocked.”

“I need my clothes!”

“No you don't. You need to start riding my
cock again, baby.”

“But he'll come back!”

“So? You realize what a hot little babe you
are? You got nothing to be embarrassed about.”

He slid a hand down between my legs and his
fingers began to rub my clit again. The other hand moved up and
circled most of my throat again, pulling my mouth in and down
against his!

I moaned into his mouth, my mind swirling and
churning anxiously. I'd never been caught having sex before! Or
even naked! At least he was no one I knew! I mean, I wouldn't be
running into him again and he couldn't tell anyone and... but I was
still sitting on Matthew's cock and naked!

I pulled my lips back from him.

“Wait until he leaves!” I whined.

He was grinding himself against me and kind
of thrusting up in slow, short strokes as I straddled him.

Then the black guy came back, only now he'd
removed his shirt. He was just wearing sweat pants, and holy shit
did he have a powerful body! I mean, whoa! I jerked my eyes away,
then looked again, then jerked my face away, flushing hotly.

“Needed to wash my shirt,” he said as I heard
the sound of a washing machine coming through the open door.

“Cleanliness is next to Godliness,” Matthew
said.

Darius came over to stand next to us again
and I jerked my head away, my heart beating faster as a sudden
thought sprang, or maybe I should say exploded into my mind. Had
Matthew set this up? Had he arranged this in advance!? Or was this
something these guys did a lot? I mean, you hear a lot about these
horny frat boys and what they're capable of!

Did they expect me to have sex with Darius
too!?

The thought was appalling! Scary! And yet, I
suddenly felt this intense shock of something like awe and wonder
at the idea. To have sex with two guys at the same time was like
something out of a dark fantasy! It sure wasn't anything I had
actually expected to ever do – even if I had, of course, thought
about it in the past.

But now... now... oh my God, just the thought
of it was stunning!

“You didn't introduce me to your date, man,”
Darius said, grinning down at me.

“This is Emily,” Matthew said. “She's from
Colorado.”

“Yeah? A cowgirl, huh?”

They both laughed at that for some
reason.

“Yeah, she loves riding.”

Now I got it! My face burned hotter!

My mind was spinning wildly! I had no idea
what to do or what to think. I had a dark, thrilling image of me
fucking both of them, which was followed by a sense of shocked
outrage at the very idea! That would be so slutty! But it would be
so wild and hot! But they'd think I was a whore! Well, so
what!?

That's really nice blonde hair,” Darius said,
sliding his fingers through it.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! They want me to do them
both! Aaagh! What was I supposed to do!? I couldn't possibly agree
to that! But shit, the thought was so fucking hot! Embarrassment,
indecision and a dark, roaring heat had my mind spinning its wheels
even as Matthew began to thrust up into me harder and more
obviously!

His hands slid onto my ass, lifting me up and
dropping me and I cringed under Darius' eyes even as heat poured
through me!

He reached down, gently, given how big his
hands were, and let the tips of his fingers slide along my lips.
His big fingers dipped into my mouth then, sliding over my
tongue.

My eyes must have been huge! I had no idea
what to do or say!

Then he pulled his hand back and jerked his
pants down! His cock sprang up thick and hard and long and pointed
right at my face!

I gaped at it even as he slid his fingers
through my hair again. I started to jerk my red face away but his
fingers tightened on my hair and forced me to turn back. Then he
pushed his cock in and the fat, helmet-shaped head began to rub
along my lips the same way his fingers had!

Oh my God!

I trembled and moaned and his cock pushed in.
I didn't so much open my mouth as didn't fight to keep it closed.
His thick cock pushed slowly forward, forcing my reluctant lips
apart, then pushed into my mouth!

He was standing on my right. I felt Matthew's
hand on my left arm, prying it away from my breast. Then he was
sucking and licking on my breast again!

Darius' cock pushed deep into my mouth.

“Suck,” he said.

Moaning, I obeyed, sucking his big, thick
cock, licking the underside as he began to pump it slowly in and
out! My mind was a screaming mix of confusion as I sucked. I felt a
sense of helplessness, felt the pressure they were putting on me.
At the same time I felt this wild sense of awe once more, that I
was doing it, that I was doing something this... this...
slutty!

I let myself surrender to the inevitable.
Even though I wasn't sure what that was yet. Okay, I would blow
him. I'd blown guys before, lots of them, and not just the three
I'd had sex with. In fact, if I blew him he'd be soft again and
that would kind of eliminate the danger of... something more!

So I began to actively focus on sucking him,
on getting him off even as Matthew rode me up and down on his cock.
I still had my right hand over my right breast, which was kind of
pointless. So when he reached down and took my arm and pulled it
away I didn't really resist.

He brought my hand up under his balls and I
felt another dark jolt of heat, closing my fingers and massaging
his balls as he pumped his cock in my mouth. Then he reached down
and his hand began to knead my breast! That sent another wild
psychic jolt through me!

I mean, holy fuck! One guy was sucking one
breast while another was squeezing the other! This was insane!

And then he pulled more firmly on my hair,
forcing me forward. He moved around to stand behind the chair we
were on. Then Matthew lifted me up and aside and kind of slid out
from under me! In seconds I had gone from riding his cock to
kneeling on the chair with my belly against the back and my head
and shoulders leaning across the top.

I gasped at a slap to my bottom, then felt
Matthew's hands jerking my thighs apart! A moment later I felt his
cock rubbing up against me, then pushing into me again! Darius
pulled on my hair so I had to lean even further forward, then
pushed his cock deeper into my mouth!

Well... okay. This was, in a way, a better
position. At least my head wasn't tilted sharply to the right any
more. I sucked on Darius as Matthew began to fuck me again, and the
heat started to build up inside me. I'd had fantasies about
something like this but never expected to be doing it!

Matthew gripped my arms and pulled them down
along my hips, jerking me back to meet his thrusts while Darius
gathered in more of my hair and pumped deeper. He reached in and
filled his other hand with one of my breasts, kneading and
squeezing it, then suddenly pushed his cock deep!

I mean deep! It pushed right into my throat!
My eyes widened, though deep-throating was something I had more or
less mastered. I had never tried it on a cock this thick before,
though! I felt his cock sliding down my throat, the veins caressing
the straining walls of my throat!

I instinctively tried to jerk back, but
couldn't with his strong grip on my hair and Matthew behind me! And
his glistening black cock pushed all the way down my throat until
my lips were wrapped around the base!

I was shocked, appalled, and aroused all at
once, even as my body shuddered to the hard thrusts coming from
behind me. I was focused so hard on the thick cock filling my
aching throat, on coping with that and not choking or gagging, I
didn't even notice much of anything else!

Like Matthew drawing my wrists back behind
me, crossing them, and then tying them together.

I mean, he'd been holding them and jerking me
back to meet his thrusts so it wasn't like they had been free
anyway. And he was still gripping my lower arms and jerking me back
to meet him. Only now my wrists were tied.

I was focusing too much on that huge, thick
black cock buried in my throat, and how hard it was to breath to
really care. Even when he pulled back I was locked on the
incredible sight of that thick, glistening black cock appearing in
front of me, inch after inch after inch!

Then I was focused on breathing, gulping in
air, gasping for breath. I wasn't even really aware my wrists were
tied. It wasn't until Matthew let go of them, gripping my thighs to
jerk them apart again, and Darius gave me time to breathe while
rubbing his spit-wet cock over my face that I became dimly aware my
wrists were together and couldn't be pulled apart.

I grunted and gasped dazedly as Matthew
fucked me. He jammed himself into me to the balls and ground
himself against me, then reached around my hip, his fingers sliding
down to rub my clitoris.

Darius jerked on my hair to tilt my head up
and I gaped up at him and his dark eyes, still panting for
breath.

“You like my cock, baby?” he asked in his
deep, rumbling voice.

I was confused. Did he expect an answer? Was
I supposed to talk?

I gasped as he jerked my hair and forced my
head back more.

“Tell me you love my cock, baby,” he
growled.

What?!

He rubbed it firmly over my forehead and down
along my cheeks.

“Tell me you love my black cock.”

Crack!

I gasped as Matthew slapped my butt.

“Say it,” Darius growled.

“I-I... I love your... black cock!” I gasped
in confusion.

What was he...? And why wouldn't my hands
come apart...?

He fed the head into my mouth, then pulled
back, pushed it in and pulled it back.

“Tell me you love black cock,” he said.

That was... nasty! But I felt a hot little
charge of sexual electricity surge through my chest.

“I... I love... black cock!” I gulped.

Matthew slid out of me and I couldn't feel
him for a few seconds. Then I saw him move around to stand beside
Darius. He reached out and took my hair from Darius and Darius
moved away.

Confusion!

Matthew pushed his cock into my open mouth,
and then right down my throat! I gurgled and moaned around it. It
was a big cock! Not as big as Darius but still. It was big. I felt
big hands on my thighs, then something rubbing up and down against
my pussy.

Another psychic jolt rippled through my body,
and I shuddered as Darius began to work his cock into my pussy!

My hands were tied together somehow! What the
fuck!?

Darius' cock stretched me even more than
Matthew's had, and I moaned as it pushed slowly up into my body! It
was like pushing a foot into a stocking, stretching it out all
along the way so that it was taut and tight and straining around
his thick cock!

He absolutely filled me! And then some! OMG!
He pumped slowly in and out as Matthew fucked my throat, pumping
slowly in and out there! The two of them had me wildly distracted
and confused and dazed!

Darius pulled out and then I felt his lips on
me instead! He caught my clitoris between them and began to suck
hungrily and rhythmically in a way that made the muscles in my
belly spasm and force my hips to jerk back against him. His tongue
licked wildly at me, then his lips sucked, then his tongue took
over, and my entire lower body began to pulse with energy!

He pushed into me again and began to thrust.
That big, thick cock was sliding deep into my abdomen, the nose
punching against the back wall of my pussy. Only this time his hips
began to hit my buttocks. I felt a shudder as I realized he had
managed to shove that whole thing inside me!

My body trembled and shook, and I felt a wave
of sensation crawling over my skin. Then I came, dazed and
screaming – except that my mouth and throat were filled with
Matthew's cock! My hips jerked back against him, trying to impale
myself on that thick black spear, and he responded by thrusting
harder and faster!

It.. hurt! But I didn't give a damn! I was
wallowing in a churning wild flood of liquid heat that threatened
to drown my mind! Oh my God it was so fucking good! Every hard
thrust of his cock was making the head jabbing me deep inside! But
the thump-thump-thump just added to the intensity of the storm of
pleasure washing over me.

I was drunk on the dark, heady passion, the
wild churning emotional confusion, and the storm of raw, carnal
sensation that howled through me for long, long, long seconds!

When it faded I was... oblivious. My eyes
were slits and my body felt limp and boneless. The afterglow made
me want to curl up and sleep. But my body still rocked to the hard
thrusting from Darius behind me, and Matthew's cock was still
pumping in my throat.

Darius came inside me, so deep I didn't even
taste his come as he poured it down my throat, and that left me
able to breathe freely at last, gasping and grunting as Darius
finished pounding me from behind.

God that had been good, I thought weakly.
Wow! The most incredible sex I'd ever had.

You see, I had this idea it was over...

I mean, they'd both come. I'd come. Fun all
around, and now, back to something else? The party? Dancing? I
didn't know or care. I was still kind of dazed by it all. I groaned
as Darius jerked me back and then pushed me over. I fell onto my
side, and he gripped my legs and yanked them up and apart so I was
basically lying on the sofa with my butt on the edge.

Then he knelt before me and started working
on my pussy again with his tongue and lips and fingers. I gazed at
him in confusion at first, my eyes blinking. My mind was starting
to come back to me and I looked past at the pool table and beyond
it at the stairs wonderingly.

I was fucking naked, after all. And what was
more my hands seemed to be tied together behind me, under me. What
the hell was that all about? I wanted to complain, to suggest we go
somewhere else, to remind them anyone could come down – again.

But I was still kind of breathless and dazed,
the intensity of that orgasm having left me shell-shocked. The way
Matthew had been fucking my throat had left me a bit light-headed,
too. But then the sensations Darius was giving me began to
register, like a slow rising river moving faster and higher.

He was fucking gooood!

And that tongue of his! It was big and it was
soft and it was long and it was agile. And his big lips also felt
amazing. I stared at him, my mind being washed by the sensations,
and felt the heat building up again, especially when his fingers
started pushing into me.

I couldn't help myself. The muscles in my
lower belly began to spasm, and my hips began to jerk up against
him as my nipples felt like sparkling live wires in the middle of
my swollen breasts. Every time his big hands slid up my body to
squeeze my breasts I let out a helpless moan of pleasure!

And then Matthew appeared from some other
room. He was dressed again, and had a couple of beers in his
hands.

“Hey, man,” he said.

Darius looked up and then stood up,
profoundly disappointing me as his tongue came off me. Then Matthew
gripped me by the hair and, firmly, if not roughly, made me sit up
and get off the sofa. He and Darius sat down and then clinked beers
and had a drink.

Matthew put his down on the side table and
unzipped, pushing his pants down a little, then pulled me forward
by the hair.

“Get to work, blonde girl.”

That was pretty fucking arrogant, to say the
least, but I was feeling very... hot, and filled with sexual
energy. I leaned in, well, he pulled me in, and my breasts pillowed
out against the sofa as he drew my face in against his limp
cock.

“I need my hands,” I complained.

“No you don't.”

That confused me.

“You're our prisoner,” Darius said
calmly.

“Yeah, our sex slave,” Matthew said with a
smirk.

“Oh please.”

“And if you don't make your masters happy
you'll be strung up and... whipped.”

“Flogged,” Darius said.

“Or spanked anyway.”

“You guys!” I complained.

“I think she should be spanked anyway,”
Matthew said.

“Why?”

“She's a bad girl,” he said with a smirk.

I snorted.

“Well, she's a blonde,” Darius said. “Blondes
are all bad girls.”

I hadn't been involved in this sort of, uhm,
sexual game playing before, but I kind of understood it, and felt a
little ripple of excitement.

“Blondes should all be sex slaves,” Matthew
said.

“Definitely,” Darius agreed.

“You wish,” I muttered.

“Suck my balls, slave girl,” Matthew
ordered.

I gasped as he jerked on my hair, but my lips
were right there, so I did just that, licking and sucking them into
my mouth, feeling a strange, hot thrill of excitement as I knelt
there.

I mean, fuck! There were two guys here and I
was naked and tied up! Holy shit! This was crazy!

I sucked his balls, working them around in my
mouth, then licked my way up and down along his cock. I was able to
take it all into my mouth and suck as he fondled one of my breasts.
Darius reached down and fondled the other, and I felt a strange
sense of wildness taking hold of me.

Darius got up and went into the other room,
then he returned and knelt behind me. I felt something rubbing up
and down against my pussy and moaned, spreading my legs. It didn't
feel like his fingers, though. And it didn't feel like his mouth.
That was a bit confusing.

Then it began to push into me. It was thick,
if not as thick as him, but moved fairly easily given how wet I
was. I moaned as it pushed deeper, inch after inch after inch,
until suddenly something stopped it, like... like a branch that
angled up across the top of my pussy. Or in this case down.

Then the thing began to vibrate and buzz! I
yelped, trying to jerk my head up and around, but couldn't because
of Matthew's grip on my hair.

“What is that!?” I exclaimed.

“You don't get to ask questions, slave girl,”
Matthew said. “Just suck my cock like a good little girl.”

His cock was starting to harden and I gasped
and licked at it as whatever the fuck that was inside me continued
to vibrate so strongly. The... the whatever it was that hooked up
across the outside was grinding against my clitoris as Darius moved
it around, and the sensations, uncomfortably powerful at first,
were morphing into something shocking!

Then I felt pressure against my back opening.
I squealed around Matthew's cock, but he pushed my head down and it
slid deep into my throat. What felt like Darius' finger, or maybe
this thumb was prodding at my ass, and sinking slowly into me!

He was grinding the vibrator against me even
as his thumb pushed deeper, dipping in and out. Then that started
to sort or wiggle around inside me too!

My hips jerked and bucked and ground back
helplessly as the vibrator was pumped and ground against me, and as
his thumb drove into me to the knuckle and pumped in and out! Every
now and then he'd slap my bottom too, which stung! But I couldn't
complain because my mouth was full of Matthew's cock!

Crack! His hand slapped down on my
bottom sharply.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said.

“We should find a collar for her and chain
her up in the basement.”

Crack!

“Mmmph!” I cried around Matthew's cock.

I was gasping and overheating when they
traded places. Now I sucked and licked Darius's balls while Matthew
worked the vibrator into me and pushed his thumb down into my ass.
Darius played with my breasts more, though, and as he got harder he
shoved my head down faster so that his thick cock drove deep into
my throat with aching force!

“I wanna do this bitch,” Matthew said.

Darius got up and then Matthew sat down, only
then he turned sideways on the sofa and lay down along it. He and
Darius pulled me up by the hair and put me on the sofa straddling
him, and Matthew guided his cock up against my pussy as the
vibrator was pulled out.

I shuddered as I slid down its length,
moaning in pleasure as he fondled my breasts.

He gripped them in his hands, pulling them
down so that I bent over. Then Darius got onto the sofa behind me.
A moment later I felt his helmet-headed cock pushing against my
back opening! I felt strangely slippery back there, so maybe
someone's thumb had had some kind of oil or something on it. But
Darius couldn't jam his cock into my ass easily!

He slapped my bottom sharply several times,
and every time he did it seemed to make my sphincter muscle hiccup
and let him drove his big black cock deeper!

I was gasping, wide-eyed, amazed, never
having even thought of this! The feel of Matthew's big cock inside
me was amazing enough – new as I was to sex. Feeling a second, even
bigger cock pushing up into my abdomen was shocking!

“Ohmygod!” I cried, gulping in air.

Matthew was keeping still except for fondling
my breast. But he pushed a hand down between my legs to rub my
clitoris as Darius worked his cock deeper into my ass.

I had fooled around a little with anal when
masturbating, but I'd never had a guy do me before! And now I felt
utterly stuffed as two big cocks were forced into my slender belly!
Where was there room, I thought wonderingly!

I gasped and cried out and moaned and
shuddered as Darius got his cock so deep I felt cramps. My moans
and gasps and cries were becoming louder, until Matthew closed his
hand around my throat again and then I could only gasp and
gurgle.

Darius began to slowly work his cock in and
out of me, and then Matthew began to thrust up into me, too! He
eased his grip on my throat and I gasped for breath, dazed, my mind
flooded with heat and sensation as the two of them fucked me
together.

The sexual heat became a firestorm, and I
felt as if I was being boiled in my own skin, gripped by a sexual
fever-like nothing I'd ever experienced! My hips were trying to
work themselves up and down on Matthew's cock as he thrust into me,
but the feel of Darius inside me confused me and made it hard to
understand how to move.

The orgasm tore through me like a hurricane,
and Matthew's hand closed around my throat again after my first cry
of pleasure. I let myself go, dropping all inhibitions. I mean, it
didn't even matter how I reacted or what sounds I made now, and my
mind just totally gave in to the howling flood of sensation that
poured over me.

“Hot fucking whore!” Matthew exclaimed.

He was rubbing my clitoris hard even as I
gurgled and trembled and spasmed helplessly.

“This little slut has got a tight ass!,”
Darius growled.

Oh my God, my brain was melting!

I trembled and shook, convulsions wracking my
body as the orgasm went on and on. It was overwhelming my body and
mind as the two continued to thrust into me.

I barely came out of it, gasping, heart
pounding, eyes glazed, when my hair was gripped again and jerked
forward. A cock slid into my open mouth and I gurgled blankly,
unfocused and confused. What? Who? How?

There was a guy there, standing right at the
side of the sofa, right behind and over where Matthew's head was. I
had no fucking idea who he was, but it didn't seem to matter. I
felt a small rush of embarrassment and confusion, but didn't really
care as his cock pushed into my throat.

At least it was a more manageable size than
the other two!

He reached down and groped one of my breasts,
while Matthew groped the other and fingered my clitoris. Darius was
sliding his cock fairly freely in and out of my ass now, but he was
still slapping my buttocks from time to time.

The world had gone insane!

“Fuuuck! She swallows like a pro!” the new
guy said.

My body was still churning with heat and
sensation, the passion and lust drowning my mind. I could at least
breathe around the cock using my mouth and throat – if imperfectly.
After Matthew and Darius it was even easy to swallow.

“She'll make a great sex slave,” Matthew
said.

Another orgasm swept through me, then
another! The heat was suffocating!

A final orgasm almost blew my brains out, so
intense I forgot to breathe, and just quivered like a plucked
guitar string for endless tens of seconds before slumping
half-conscious.
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Well, I had known Matthew was not a nice man
when I'd accepted his invitation. So I had only myself to blame.
But I wasn't really doing much of that. I was... annoyed, or maybe
indignant at what I figured was probably something they had cooked
up in advance. At least him and Darius. I didn't know about the
third guy.

But I couldn't exactly feel traumatized about
it. That had been by far the most intense rush of excitement and
pleasure I'd ever felt in my life. All that heat and all those
orgasms and the incredible, wicked, kinky excitement of having not
one, not two, but three guys fucking me at once would stay with me
for the rest of my life!

And wasn't I here to experiment, to see how
much fun I could have with sex? And it wasn't like anyone back home
would ever hear about it.

I kept reliving the incredible sex I'd had,
awed and amazed as I remembered different moments. And often as I
did that I felt a throbbing down low in my abdomen, and my nipples
tingling with excitement. Sometimes my chest tightened and I became
breathless as excitement filled me.

I had done that! Me! Fuck! Wow!

Yes, I was indignant, but at the same time I
had to admit I'd never have had the courage to try something like
that if I hadn't been pushed into it. It had been just too slutty
and wild! Not to mention stupid! I was lucky they hadn't
gang-banged me!

I let my imagination go back to replay that
scene, only this time there were a dozen horny guys standing around
the sofa watching, waiting to take their turns!

Aggh!

Only... as scary as that thought was, it was
also freaking hot! Well, as a fantasy anyway. That didn't mean I
was ever actually wanting to be gang-banged like that!

I was also confused about the tying my hands
part. It sure hadn't been necessary. But somehow that feeling of
helplessness had added an even sharper edge to the dark thrills
which had filled me at the time. Their prisoner! Their sex
slave! Yikes! That was so fucking hot!

My wrists had red lines around them from the
ropes because I'd jerked and pulled my wrists so much. It hadn't
even been that I had tried to pull my wrists away. It had just
happened because of how wild and crazy I'd been, and how my whole
body had been jerking and shaking!

A tied-up slave girl! Yow!

It was hard to focus on my classes the next
day. And it was impossible to forget given I had these visible
reminders on my wrists, my throat was sore and gravelly from being
fucked by big cocks, and I was sore inside for the same reason.

I wasn't sorry, though!

And anyway, what happens at college stays at
college. This was a different world, and nobody I knew would ever
know what a slut I'd been. And even here, well, the student
population was almost ten times the population of Carmichael. I'd
probably never even run into those three guys or anyone they
knew.

Except, of course, I ran into Darius that
very day after class.

“Hey, blonde girl.”

I turned my head and my heart spasmed as I
saw him sitting in a car at the curb. I gulped, my face flushed,
and I looked around before walking over to him.

“Finished classes for the week, huh?”

“Yeah,” I said, annoyed that my face was
red.

“Maybe up to a little more... fun?”

I gulped and my pulse shot up.

“Uh, I don't think so,” I said as firmly as I
could.

“Why? You seemed to have enjoyed yourself
yesterday. I know I did.”

“I... I don't do stuff like that,” I
said.

“Of course not. How many girls do you think
do? Of course, the question is how many would like to but never get
the chance, or never work up the courage. Girls might have
fantasies about it but that's all they ever get to do –
fantasize.”

“I uh, have to study,” I said.

He snorted derisively. “You got all weekend.
How about you learn something instead?”

“Learn what?”

“About yourself.”

“Like what? That I'm a slut?” I demanded.

“What does that word even mean, really?” he
asked. “A girl who sleeps with a bunch of guys? If that's it then
every guy I know is a slut, including me. The guys who aren't sluts
are the ones who can't get girls. And they ain't exactly happy
about it.”

“What do you want?” I asked doubtfully.

“To play a little game with you.”

“Uh-huh. Strip poker?” I asked with a
smirk.

“No. Something... hotter than that. Something
more exciting.”

“Like what?”

“Like... Master and Slave.”

I felt a jolt and gulped, looking around.

“You want to be a slave, Darius?” I
asked.

He smirked. “If you can tie me up, babe. Then
I'm yours.”

I was thinking of that long, glistening cock
from yesterday and imagining that inside me again. That was making
my chest tight and my lower body thrum with anticipation.

“What would I have to do in this...
game?”

“Why, obey your master, of course... slave
girl.”

I felt another rush of heat.

“I want to see how many orgasms I can give
you.”

I gulped, feeling my breasts throb.

“Maybe you can't give me any.”

“Yeah, I think based on yesterday you're one
responsive little blonde. I bet I can give you a dozen or more. You
rather sit home in your dorm and watch TV?”

I hesitated, caught between anxiety and
excitement.

“Get in.”

I gulped and got in and he drove me back to
his frat house.

We went inside, and straight downstairs
again.

“Is this where you guys take all the slutty
girls?” I asked.

“Naw, the slutty girls usually go up to our
bedrooms.”

“Why am I so special?”

“Because you are so fucking hot and
sexy.”

And with that he peeled my shirt up and over
my head before I could really even react!

He reached down, his dark eyes boring into
me, and undid my jeans, opened the belt, and shoved my pants down.
Then he abruptly spun me around and bent me over the pool table. He
yanked my pants and panties off hard enough to pop my shoes off
too! Then he undid my bra and took that from me!

Naked! Again!

“Put your hands together behind you.”

Oh fuck!

Breathlessly I complied. But instead of tying
them together I felt something like a leather strap going around my
wrists, first one, then the other. Two leather straps? But when he
pulled me upright they wouldn't come apart. He slid something
around my neck, another strap! It tightened, but not enough to
restrict my breathing!

Then he gathered my hair into a thick braid
and jerked back sharply.

“Ow!”

I cried out, my head jerking back, and he
pushed something against my mouth! It was so fast that the pressure
made me instinctively open my mouth wider, and then something
pushed into my mouth, something round!

It was too big, pressing down against my
tongue and up against the roof of my mouth, but I couldn't close my
mouth after it! He drew a pair of straps back along my cheeks and
then behind me, fastening them to hold it in place. And I realized
it was some kind of gag!

He jerked on my arm and led me across the
room to a door, then opened it and led me through.

The house was kind of old. The finished part
was nice. But past the door the floor was of stone. There was a
laundry room on one side and a bathroom on the other. Past that
were storage rooms, then a furnace and boiler, and past that was a
heavy wooden door with a small, closed window in it!

He opened it and pulled me inside and I found
myself in a room the size of a large closet, maybe eight feet by
eight. The walls were rough stone, and there was no window. There
was a full-length mirror on one wall, though. And against the
opposite wall – thick chains hung down!

“This is where we put our sex slaves,” he
said in a mock nasty tone.

He did something to my wrists, and while the
straps stayed on they came apart. He pushed me back against the
wall and lifted my wrists up and together, then quickly attached
chains to rings set in the... straps? No, they were like thick
leather bracelets, studded leather. Bondage stuff!

He grinned at me, then made me spread my legs
apart, and I looked down, heart pounding, to see there were more
leather restraints there attached to chains. He slipped them around
my ankles, then stood aside and let me look at myself in the
mirror.

I stared, spellbound! I had this... ball in
my mouth! A ball gag! I had a collar around my neck, with a ring
dangling from the front! And I was... chained, spreadeagled to the
wall!

“Now I can start to torture you,” he said in
an evil-guy voice. “I want to make you... scream.”

I was half afraid that this was real! It was
like a... a dungeon! What if he was crazy!? What if the frat house
was full of white slavers or something!? Would I be gang-banged and
then... and then what? Disappear!?

His big hands began to slide over my body,
but they were gentle, stroking and kneading and caressing me.

“You got fucking perfect breasts, baby,” he
sighed, bending to lick and suck and chew on them.

And he was very good at that! Despite my
anxieties the way my breasts were starting to throb and burn was
making my lower belly thrum with excitement. When one of his hands
slid down there and his fingers started to rub my clitoris I felt
the heat rising higher and higher.

He stopped, then, and he caught my whole head
in his big hands, tilting it up to look at him.

“Now, just in case you want something to
stop, or anything becomes too much for you, what you do is give me
the finger.”

I stared at him in confusion.

He eased back and reached up to caress my
fingers.

“Give me the finger and I'll stop.”

Oh. I understood. It wasn't like I could say
anything!

Him telling me that was deeply reassuring, at
least. I mean, I didn't really think he was a crazy man
but... you never know!

His lips returned to sucking and licking and
chewing on my breasts. His left hand slid up and down my body,
while his right was working on my clitoris. And he soon got two
biiig fingers up inside me, pumping them in and out as he brought
the pad of his biiig thumb in against my clitoris!

My breathing became more ragged. My fears
eased and I began to get into this dark fantasy. My back and
buttocks were pressed against the rough stone and I was... chained
in a dungeon! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

I stared over his head at the image in the
mirror and felt another wave of dark heat! This was sick!

His fingers pumped faster and my hips began
to grind helplessly against them. My muscles started to spasm and
contract, and then the orgasm hit and I cried out – into the gag –
my hips bucking as my back arched violently, the howl of pleasure
tearing through my body and flooding my mind!

And he was just getting started!

He dropped to his knees before me and started
to work with that incredible tongue! My hips were soon grinding and
my back arching and my entire body twisting and writhing in heat
and lust and passion!

Two orgasms later he undid the chains on my
ankles, then lifted them up and back, up high, and back against the
wall above my head! He fastened them there to other chains, which
left me hanging by wrists and ankles, my pussy and ass just...
obscenely displayed!

Not to mention completely helpless!

He dropped his pants and pulled out that
beautiful cock I remembered, rubbing it up and down, up and down
against my sopping pussy. Then he slowly sank himself into my body
as I trembled and moaned and stared. I watched it stretch the lips
of my pussy, and watched it slowly sinking into me!

He started to fuck me, his big black cock
moving in and out, in and out, in and out. He had me perfectly set
up for him like this, and was able to both fondle my breasts and
rub my clitoris. And with that big cock churning up my insides and
my body already burning to start, well, the orgasms began to roll
over me like freight cars in a long train!

It... ached! But I didn't care! I wanted him
to pound me with that big black club! I wanted him to drive every
inch inside me, no matter what it took! And he did, his hips
slapping against my upraised buttocks as he impaled me again and
again!

He came inside me, gasping, and I shuddered
and moaned and twitched, gasping for breath, dazed after multiple
orgasms. He grinned at me.

“Just the start, sex slave,” he said.

I moaned around the gag.

He did something under me, bending, picking
something up, and like, screwing it into the wall or something. I
had no idea what it was. I could feel something pressing against me
just below my tailbone.

He reached up and undid the chains from the
leather restraints around my ankles, then carefully lowered them.
Not all the way, though. When they were at waist level he turned me
around in mid-air so I was facing the wall! Then he carefully
lowered my feet to the floor and spread them apart.

There was something... in the wall. No,
against the wall, like a big round stone. Only it wasn't as hard.
It felt like a half a baseball or something was stuck to the wall
right where my pussy was. It kind of forced me to push my hips back
a few inches as he chained them down and apart.

I cried out as he jerked back on my hair.

“Now it's time to start your torture,” he
said.

He bit into the soft flesh at the nape of my
neck, then turned and left, closing the door behind him, leaving me
confused and gasping.

Wha?

Suddenly the round 'ball' against my pussy
began to vibrate! I gasped and jerked, but I couldn't see it. My
breasts were pressed firmly to the rough stone, my wrists locked
above my head, and my ankles shackled apart. I couldn't really move
back much without rising onto the balls of my feet.

Fuck!

My pussy was already hot and wet and excited.
Feeling the vibrator against it made my body squirm at first, but
then, just like the other day, took hold of my nervous system and
began to pump a flood of sensation up into my body.

No way could I stand still! My hips began to
grind myself against it, and that ground my breasts against the
rough stone!

I was in a dungeon, like a sex slave! That
was so hot and nasty and wild! Add in the vibrator and I lost
myself to the pleasure and heat of the fantasy. Until the door
opened again.

I jerked my head around, gasping, eyes wild,
and recognized... the third guy from the other day! My face heated
and I tried to remember what his name was, but couldn't.

“Is this where the sex slaves are kept?” he
asked.

He walked up behind me and his hand moved up
and down my bare back, then slapped my bottom sharply, then
again.

“Such a bad girl,” he said.

I moaned helplessly as I heard his zipper
going down. There was a pause, a delay, then I felt something
pushing into my ass. It was slippery, and hot and hard, and I
shuddered as I let myself go. I started grinding myself against the
vibrator again as this guy drove his cock deep into my ass and
started to fuck me!

I came, crying out again and again, dazed,
mind blasted by the intensity of the pleasure, by the shocking
wicked passion as a guy I didn't even know fucked my ass while the
vibrator drove me out of my mind!

The orgasm faded, leaving me moaning, eyes
slit. He was still driving his cock into my ass, though, and my
eyes fluttered weakly as he continued. I started to heat up again,
despite myself, but he finished and drew back.

“Such a bad slave girl,” he said.

Crack!

I gasped and moaned.

“Bad slave girls need to be punished,” he
said.

He slapped my butt again, then left, closing
the door behind.

Holy fuck this was insane! I groaned dazedly,
laying my forehead against the wall, feeling the rough, uneven
stone against my soft, swollen breasts. I was too tightly bound to
move my hips back out of contact with the... ball, or whatever it
was, though. Nor did I really want to.

I shuddered, grinding myself slowly against
it again, my body crackling with sexual heat. Wow! Talk about
exploring sex! This was so fucking hot!

The door opened again and I gasped, turning
around, to see Matthew standing there smirking.

“Well if it isn't a sex slave, all chained up
in a dungeon,” he said in amusement.

He came in, closed the door behind him, and
then began to run his hands up and down my body.

I cried out as he gripped my hair and jerked
my head up and back, then moaned as he reached a hand around my
chest to grope my breast. He leaned in to chew his way along the
nape of my neck above the collar too, then eased up against my
ear.

“Sex slave,” he whispered.

He moved back, shifted and bent then
straightened as I looked at the wall in front of me.

And then something hit my bottom! It was...
like... thin... laces. Like a bunch of them snapping down across my
butt. None of them hurt much because they were really lightweight.
But there were a bunch, and I jerked my head around, trying to see
what the hell he was doing.

He was holding some kind of whip! My eyes
widened in shock to see it!

“Sex slaves have to be whipped,” he said as
if that was the most obvious thing in the world.

He swung it again and I cried out as it
landed across my back!

Whipped!?

I mean, it didn't hurt that much, really. The
little laces were fairly lightweight and just stung a bit. But the
idea that I was being whipped, now that was fucking hot! That they
stung, even a little, just made it hotter!

I gasped and moaned as he swung the whip down
again and again and the thin laces cut across my bare back, up and
down, then against my buttocks!

And meanwhile, the vibrator was still buzzing
away against my pussy!

My mind was swimming in liquid heat! I moaned
and ground myself against the vibrator as Matthew swung the whip
down harder, gasping and wincing as the thin laces hit and stung
more and more against my back.

He chuckled and then stopped. He reached down
took the chains off the ankle restraints, then jerked roughly on my
hips to pull them backward. He reached around in front of me and
did something to the vibrating ball thing, and was able to actually
pull it out from the wall about a foot. Like it was on an
extendable little arm or something.

I moaned as he spread my legs again, which
put my pussy, the top of my pussy anyway, right up against the
vibrator once more. Then I heard his zipper going down.

“Sex slaves don't have to be asked,” he said.
“They don't have a say in who fucks them. All they can do is obey
their masters.”

Like hell, I thought. But my mind was still
drowning in heat and I whimpered, then gasped in pleasure as he
pushed his thick cock up into my pussy from behind.

“I know what a hot little blonde sex slave
needs,” he said, leaning into me. “She needs cock, and lots of
it.”

God, did I ever! His thick cock pushing up
inside me felt glorious, especially as I ground the top of my pussy
against the ball! My body felt like it was burning up inside and I
grunted and gasped and moaned as his cock began to move in and
out.

Another orgasm tore through me, one that made
me lose control of my muscles, not to mention my mind! I cried out,
bucking helplessly against him, grinding myself feverishly against
the vibrating ball as he jerked on my hips and drove himself hard
into my spasming pussy.

The orgasm was like a tidal wave of
high-intensity pleasure, and it just swamped my mind as my body
trembled and jerked and my muscles spasmed uncontrollably. I lost
myself to the flood of ecstasy, tossing and turning in the churning
flood, not caring about anything, even breathing.

Matthew fucked me all through it, for what
felt like something close to a minute! Or at least, more than half
a minute! It was the longest orgasm I'd ever had! I felt completely
stunned afterward even as my body continued to shake to his hips
smacking against my buttocks.

He stopped, though, stepping back, leaving me
bent forward, my breasts against the wall again, gasping for breath
around the ball gag.

He did something to the vibrating ball,
tilting the arm down, then he spun me around once more and I
all-but hung against it, moaning, head back, gulping in air as he
worked with the ball once more. He tilted it up and in and I moaned
as he was able to bend the arm back so that the ball was jammed
into the mouth of my sex again.

It was just big enough that it couldn't quite
enter my body, but it could force its way up into the mouth of my
sex and buzz like crazy against my clitoris! And those vibrations
were such that I almost instinctively tried to sort of push my butt
back, to angle it back so that I could grind the top of my sex more
against the ball.

Which arched my back, which I didn't even
notice until a grinning Matthew picked up his whip again and then
swung it, sideways, so that the thin laces swept down across my
swollen breasts.

He was swinging it lightly, even negligently,
so they barely touched me. But the light sting still jolted my
mind, and I raised my glazed eyes, staring at him, panting and
moaning. I watched him draw the thing back and swing again, and
gasped as the thin, sharp little slices of pain appeared across my
breasts.

He swung again, and again, and again, as I
continued to desperately grind myself against the vibrator, wincing
and gasping at every blow. A wall of heat enveloped my mind so that
even the sharp little stings of the laces were absorbed into the
overload of pleasure.

He swung harder, and harder, and I cried out
again and again, but I kept grinding back against the ball until
another orgasm tore my already fractured mind apart.

He cursed, then and lifted my ankles up and
back, chaining them to the wall above my head just as Darius had
done. Then his cock drove into me hard and fast, pounding me as his
hands roughly squeezed my breasts. He used me savagely, and all I
could do was tremble and shake and gurgle and grunt.

Like an animal!
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He put a black silk scarf around my head over
my eyes and then left me standing there, not shackled at the
ankles, the vibrator had gone somewhere. I was just standing with
my wrists locked above me to a chain bolted to the wall – still
gagged.

And trying to recover from an incredibly hard
fucking. Not to mention being whipped! Not to mention being fucked
in the ass by Darius. Not to mention... everything! This was sick!
It was perverted and kinky and I was an incredible slut to have
allowed it!

But I had and now I was stuck with my
decision. I could demand they release me, I supposed, but hey, I'd
already done the hard part, right? I was curious about where they
would take this next. Not to mention, despite those incredible
orgasms, turned on.

It was like this. I'd lived my whole life
under a set of rules which had always frustrated me. Those rules
were all about what a good girl could do and not do. I had to dress
reasonably modestly, and not show off my body, and protect my
'virtue' to a certain extent, and never do anything with a guy
unless he was respectful and we were considering or in some sort of
relationship.

And here it was like I was on another planet,
far from home, which didn't have any of those rules. Or at least, I
didn't have to pay any attention to them because violating them
didn't have the same penalties as it would have back home.

I picked up my head as I heard the door open,
then close. I turned my head as if I could see, or as if that would
let me hear if someone was inside with me. I gasped as I felt a
hand under my left breast, felt it squeezing firmly and casually,
then felt a thumb rubbing my stiff nipple.

I don't even know who this is! I
thought wildly.

Another hand cupped and fondled my other
breast, then a mouth came down on one, sucking and licking, chewing
on the surrounding flesh as a hand slid down between my legs.

It could be Darius again, I thought wildly.
But no, the hand wasn't big enough! It could be anyone! Maybe the
whole fraternity was going to come down here and do me up against
the wall, one after another after another! All fucking night!

That thought was appalling but had a dark,
nasty tinge of excitement too.

A hand slipped up around my throat and
squeezed softly, but hard enough I couldn't breathe. I gasped
helplessly around the ball-gag, trembling against the wall, feeling
a wave of helplessness.

The hand released me, then gripped my hips
and spun me around to face the wall. Hands jerked my hips back,
then caressed my buttocks, kneading and squeezing them.

Crack!

I winced at the sharp slap, my pulse rate
shooting up as a hand continued to squeeze and fondle my butt.
Another hand slid down under my hip and fingers found my
clitoris.

Crack!

I winced again at another sharp slap, even as
slippery fingers rubbed firmly against my clit!

Probably it was Matthew, I thought, moaning.
But maybe not! Maybe it was a complete stranger!

Crack!

I moaned at the sharp, stinging slap.

Then a voice whispered right up next to my
ear.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I didn't recognize the voice!

Maybe it was that third guy! But it didn't
sound like him!

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

I moaned and shifted my legs apart.

Crack!

“Push your beautiful ass back more.”

I pushed my butt back, even rising onto the
balls of my feet.

The hand glided over my bottom, up and down
and then in between, fingering my pussy. Two big fingers spread my
lips apart and slid up inside me as his other hand continued to rub
my clitoris.

“Nice and wet and tight and hot,” he
whispered.

Grinding myself against the vibrator had made
my clitoris feel even more hyper-sensitive than usual, and the
warm, soft fingers felt delicious against it as they rubbed
skillfully. The two fingers inside me were joined by a third,
pumping smoothly in and out, pressing forward against the front
wall of my sex as my hips began to involuntarily roll back against
them.

Then a fat finger – his thumb probably –
pushed slowly up into my ass! It squeezed in against the fingers in
my pussy and took turns with them pumping in and out.

“What do you think, slave girl, should we
bring over the whole football team to use your sexy body?” the
voice whispered.

I could only moan in response.

I trembled, deliberately grinding my breasts
against the wall as my hips rolled back hungrily. Those fingers
were thrusting up into my pussy faster now and my body was getting
hotter.

Then the fingers stopped, and instead went
behind my head. They undid the strap there and worked the ball
slowly out of my mouth.

A moment later the fingers pushed into me
again from behind and the other fingers slid down my abdomen and
began to rub my clitoris.

“What's your name?” the voice whispered.

I moaned weakly, and the fingers pulled out
and then I gasped at a sharp slap to my bottom.

“What is your name?” he demanded.

“E-Emily!” I moaned.

Crack!

“No. That's not your name.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Your name is Slavegirl.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say it.”

“S-Slavegirl!” I moaned.

The fingers pushed up into my sopping pussy
again, pumping in and out.

“Again.”

“Slavegirl,” I gasped.

“Do you enjoy being a sex slave?” he asked
softly.

I moaned dazedly.

Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

“Do you enjoy being a sex slave?” the voice
asked.

“Y-Yes!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

“Say yes master.”

Fuck off! I felt a jolt of heat and gasped
aloud.

Crack!

“Say it, Slavegirl.”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Do you want me to fuck your tight little
pussy, Slavegirl?”

I closed my eyes and trembled. “Yes, Master!”
I gasped.

Crack!

I cried out in pain.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slavegirl.”

“Please fuck me!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say master.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I whimpered.

His fingers pushed up inside me, twisting and
turning as his other fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“Beg me.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped
breathlessly, grinding myself back against him.

His fingers pulled out of me and then I felt
something thicker and longer push in against my pussy from behind.
It rubbed up and down along the dripping wet line of my sex, up and
down, up and down, then slowly penetrated me. Hands jerked my hips
back and then a thick cock drove deep into my trembling body!

He fucked me hard and steady, using long,
powerful strokes that got faster and faster and drove me into yet
another massive orgasm! God, this was so fucking wild! I cried out
in helpless, overheated pleasure, jerking my hips back to meet his
hard thrusts.

I lost myself to the orgasm again, turning
into little more than an animal, with no care for anything but
pleasure and pain. And with no inhibitions, I soared on the howling
winds of pleasure.

He chained my ankles apart once more, gagged
me, and then the vibrator ball thing was pressed up against me and
the door opened and closed as he left.

Fuuuuuck!

I was going to go out of my fucking mind if
this continued!

And it did.

Because I was feeling kind of shell-shocked
and overwhelmed I tried to ease myself back from the vibrator. But
I could only do it by really straining my hips back, and I couldn't
do it for long. After a minute or two I had to relax and my pussy
jammed against the vibrator.

And before long my body was crackling with
sexual electricity once more and I was grinding myself feverishly
against the vibrator.

The door opened. Someone came in and fucked
me in the ass. I don't know who it was. It didn't matter. I didn't
care. I came again.

After then what felt like two pairs of male
hands undid the chains from the restraints and pulled my arms down,
and then back behind me. The restraints were locked together there.
Then I felt another pair of leather straps or restraints going
around my upper arms. A moment later I heard the clink of chains,
then felt a... a pull between the two armbands, drawing my arms
back a little.

A chain hung down my back from the back of
the collar, and it was somehow attached to the chain between my
arms and then dropped lower to the restraints around my wrists.

I felt a pull, then, on the collar, pulling
me forward. I was being led out of the 'dungeon'.

Naked, I shuffled down a hall, being pulled
by the collar.

Like a slave!

What was going on?!

I passed into a room with carpet on the
floor, then hands gripped my arms and pushed me down onto my knees.
They pulled my knees wide apart, then released me as I sat on my
heels.

Where was I? And who was there with me!?

The ball gag was undone and the ball removed
from my mouth. I gasped in pain as a hand gripped my hair and
pulled my face up and forward. Then a cock pushed into my
mouth!

“You know what you're here for, Slavegirl,” a
voice said.

I recognized it, with some relief. It was
Darius. But he wasn't in front of me. He was to the side. Who was
in front of me?

It didn't matter.

I sucked on the cock in my mouth, licking and
bobbing my lips up and down as the hand held a tight grip on my
hair. The cock pushed deep into my throat as I was held firmly by
the hair, and I gurgled around it as a second hand pulled on my
head to keep me from moving.

For long seconds, I was held there, trembling
and moaning. Then I was pulled back, gasping and moaning. Two pairs
of hands lifted me up to my feet and half-carried me somewhere,
then I was lifted up entirely and set down on my knees on... on
what felt like a bed.

Atop someone who lay there. Someone male.
They had me straddling him, and I felt his slippery cock rubbing
against my pussy, then it pushed up inside me. I felt hands on my
hair, pulling me forward, making me bend, and a cock pushed into my
mouth. I felt someone behind me, and another cock was worked up
into my ass!

All at the same time!

Fingers rubbed my clitoris. Hands kneaded my
breasts and rolled my nipples. And three cocks pushed in and out of
me as I sank into a daze of dark, sexual heat and passion.

Oh, God! To feel two big, hard cocks buried
deep in my belly at once again! It was incredible! It was too much
for my mind to cope with and it half shut down, floating along on
the churning liquid heat as they used my body and drove me into
orgasm after orgasm until I was barely conscious!

There was only so much of that I could take
before I became almost catatonic. Then someone carried me somewhere
and set me down on my knees. My face was pushed to the floor and my
bottom raised up high, my knees spread. I expected more sex.
Instead something thin pushed into my ass, and then warm liquid
began to pour down into me.

I was... confused, to say the least.

But then again my mind wasn't exactly
functioning at top speed.

My abdomen began to swell and ache, and I
belatedly realized I was being given an enema! That should have
mortified me, but given the state of my mind it was only...
embarrassing. It got worse when I was placed on a toilet and
expelled the water.

Then I was placed on some other sort of
toilet, and warm water shot up against my pussy and ass! I fraction
of a memory told me it was a bidet. I'd never seen one in person,
much less used one, but I couldn't think of anything else it could
be.

I was carried and set down on tiles again.
The leather restraints came off, including the collar, and then the
blindfold came off. Only the ball gag stayed.

Matthew was there and I was in a large
bathroom. In a large shower stall, on my knees. Matthew was there
naked. He was holding a hand shower, which he was using to soak me
with. He put it down, then picked up a bottle of something and
poured some cool liquid over my head.

Shampoo. He shampooed my hair, which made me
close my eyes. Then he began to soap up my body. He pushed me
forward so I was on hands and knees, and his fingers slid over me,
caressing me, soaping me, stroking me, including over my very
tender pussy.

When he was satisfied he turned on the hand
shower and rinsed off the soap. Finished, he drew me to my feet and
toweled me off. I didn't object. By then, after all that had
happened, I was physically and emotionally exhausted.

He put the leather armbands around my upper
arms again, then the ones around my wrists. He drew them together,
then put the collar around my neck. A chain dangled from its rear
down to the wrist restraints. Then another locked my armbands
back.

He picked up a hairdryer and brush and
brushed out my hair as he dried it. That done, he bent me forward
and had me spread my legs. He picked up a... a thing. It was like..
a pink powderpuff attached to a mushroom. The mushroom went into my
ass, stretching me achingly wide, then disappearing into me. It
held the powderpuff against my buttocks.

I realized what it was when he put rabbit
ears on my head.

He attached a leash to the ring in the front
of the collar, grinned, and led me from the bathroom.

“It's time for dinner and I bet you've worked
up an appetite,” he said.

Suddenly I was ravenous!

I was led into a kitchen, where four other
guys were sitting around a table, and a fifth was at the kitchen
counter. I recognized Darius and the other guy, but not the other
three. That made me blush hotly, and I wondered which of them had
fucked me. All of them!? God!

“Kneel, Slavegirl,” Matthew ordered.

He pushed me down onto my knees on the floor,
then onto my heels, and made me spread my legs wide as all the guys
there looked on.

God! This was fucking unbelievable!

“So here are the rules, Slavegirl,” Matthew
said. “You will only speak when spoken to. And you will answer yes
master, or no master. If you say anything else, you'll get
this.”

He held up a three-foot-long black... stick,
wrapped in leather.

“This is a riding crop. And you'll feel it
across your beautiful ass if you're a disobedient slave girl.”

I felt a surge of indignation, but it was in
keeping with this dark, dirty game so I supposed I shouldn't be
surprised.

“Remember, not one word,” he said, as he
undid the straps and then pulled the gag out of my mouth.

To be honest I don't know what I would have
said anyway. I was still embarrassed in front of these three
strangers! Talking to them was not high on my list!

“Keep your shoulders back and knees wide,
Slavegirl,” Matthew ordered.

“We like to see that nice little pussy of
yours,” one of the strangers said with a leer.

I felt my flush deepening.

“And those gorgeous tits,” another said.

Matthew sat down and the third of the
strangers carried over a plate and set it in front of him, then
another in front of an empty place. He sat down too. My mind was
squirming. Here were six fully dressed guys sitting at a table and
I was naked and kneeling on the floor with my legs spread! Fuck
me!

And they probably already had, I thought.

Matthew held his hand out towards me, with a
piece of something... meat in it. I blinked, looked up at him in
confusion, then realized his intent and flinched. Seriously?! I
mean, really!?

I gulped and leaned forward, with them all
watching me, and licked it out of his fingers.

OMG!

It tasted like steak. I chewed it and
swallowed, feeling a little dazed by this as Darius held his hand
out. I shifted a bit sideways on my knees, leaned forward and
licked another piece of steak from his fingers.

Fuck!

Six guys! Six! All of them sitting there
looking at me! Was I crazy for going along with this!?

Another guy motioned me over with a piece of
steak and, flushing, I rose and shifted over on my knees, then took
it from his fingers even as he groped my breast. Then Darius
motioned me over in front of him.

“Open your mouth wide, Slavegirl,” he
said.

I blinked in confusion and then opened my
mouth.

“Wider.”

Gulping, I opened my mouth wide and tilted my
head back and he reached over, then when his fingers were several
inches away, tossed the piece of meat into my mouth.

Several of them laughed at that, and my blush
deepened again. This was soooo degrading! But somehow or other in
my twisted mind that also made it incredibly kinky and hot!

I had to move from person to person,
sometimes licking food from their fingers, sometimes having them
toss it to me. Until one guy I had never met finally said. “Fuck
this.”

He gripped me by the hair and stood up,
dragging me to my feet, then roughly bending me over the table. I
gasped as he shoved my legs apart, and I heard his zipper. A moment
later I felt his cock pushing into my wet, overheated sex!

I squealed helplessly as his cock drove high
inside me. His hands still gripped my hair and also my hip as he
began to thrust.

Around the table, the other guys looked on in
amusement, still eating.

My mind was swept by outrage, embarrassment,
uncertainty, confusion and also a wild, animal heat! This was so
dirty, so wicked and nasty and hot! I gasped and moaned as he
thrust into me, as his cock churned up and down inside my steamy
lower belly.

“You know there are rules about what you can
do at the table,” one of them said.

“I don't think we put fucking girls on the
list,” Darius replied.

“Well, we didn't have a slave girl then.”

“When you have to come, you have to come,”
another said.

“Yeah but I just cleaned the slave,” Matthew
complained. “Now he's getting her all dirty and sweaty again.”

“Yeah and how many of you bastards have
hard-ons again?” the guy fucking me snapped.

He jerked up and back on my hair and I cried
out in pain, forced up off the table, bent sharply backward as he
continued to thrust into me. His free hand roughly groped my
breast, then bent me forward again. He let go of my hair, but held
my bound arms, using them as levers or handles while he continued
to thrust into me.

Bent over just above the table, my breasts
wobbled and shook as his hips struck my buttocks, and one of the
other guys there reached over and fondled one.

“Love her tits,” he said.

The guy fucking me stopped, panting, and his
cock slid out of me.

“Well that didn't take long,” one of the
others sneered.

“I don't want my dinner getting cold,” the
guy replied, to laughter.

I had to kneel on the floor again with my
knees stretched wide, and continue to eat pieces of steak from
their hands. Only there was a very real physical problem with that.
The guy who had just fucked me had come inside me. And he hadn't
used a rubber.

“Hey, your come is leaking on our nice clean
floor,” one of the others complained.

“So clean it up,” the guy replied.

“Go fuck yourself.”

Matthew got up and I felt his hand gather in
my hair behind my neck. Then he pulled so I rose off my heels and
slid backward. A moment later he bent me forward.

“Lick it up, slave.”

I gasped at the order, staring at the white
semen on the floor.

Crack!

“Obey your master, Slave,” he said.

Crack! Crack!

“Now, Slave!”

I shuddered as he pushed my lips right down
against the come, and then, reluctantly, began to lick. Almost
immediately I felt the same psychic surge I'd felt before at doing
something absolutely outrageous and kinky and degrading!

“Long licks. Get every drop,” he ordered,
slapping my bottom stingingly again.

Crack!

Moaning, I licked the come off the floor, and
when he was satisfied it was clean, he lifted me back upright and
set me on my heels again.

One of the guys tossed a piece of meat, but
it bounced off my lip and onto the floor.

“Lick that up, Slave,” he ordered.

Gulping, heart hammering, I bent awkwardly
forward and licked it off the floor.

There were low curses from the table, and
then another one tossed his piece of steak off the floor, then
another. I had to crawl over and lick them up!

Another one cursed and slid out of his chair
as I was doing so. He knelt behind me and thrust himself into me,
riding me hard and fast, his hips hammering against my upraised
buttocks.

How the fuck had I come to this, I thought
wonderingly.

But as much as my mind squirmed at how
degrading and outrageous it was my body burned with a dark,
thrilling hunger and passion.

After he finished with me I was dumped on the
edge of the table on my back and Darius drove his giant cock into
my pussy. One of the others tilted my head to the side and pushed
his cock into my mouth and down my throat while hands roughly
groped my breasts. I couldn't not come. It was just too scaldingly
hot!

My hips bucked violently up at him as he
drove himself into me, and my body flared with a long, incredible
flood of pleasure. It was like sexual electricity crackling through
my nervous system, through my body, through my mind!

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


After dinner Matthew took me up a flight of
stairs and into a small room which had evidently been set aside as
a sort of den. It had a half dozen heavy upholstered chairs covered
in buttoned leather, with similar looking ottomans before them.
There were also gleaming dark wooden side tables next to the
chairs, bookshelves covered in books, a gas fireplace, and a
big-screen TV on the wall.

Matthew made me kneel on one of the ottomans
as he sat in the chair before it.

“Slavegirl,” he said, rolling the riding crop
in his fingers, “Tell me who owns a slave's body?”

The riding crop was long and thin and had a
flat leather flap on the tip. He ran that flap slowly down my body
until it was rubbing against my clitoris.

“I... I don't know,” I gulped.

He snorted and raised the crop, then let the
flat tip slap down against my right nipple.

“Ah!”

“The slave's body is owned by the slave's
master. Just the same way as one might own a dog or a cow or a
piece of furniture.”

He rubbed the flat tip against my nipple,
then slapped it down again and I winced.

“Isn't that true?”

“I-I guess.”

He slapped it down again, more sharply and I
gasped in pain.

“Yes master,” he said.

“Yes, Master!” I gulped.

“If you own something you can do anything you
want with it, isn't that right?”

He was rubbing the thing against my clitoris
again.

“Yes, Master!”

He reached down beside his chair and came out
with, well, a cock. No, it was a vibrator. I hadn't seen it before
but I had little doubt it was the one he'd used on me before. It
looked like a big, thick cock, except that it had a branch that
curved up and in right near the base.

“Rise up,” he ordered.

I sucked in a breath of air and rose up off
my heels, and he set the base down on the ottoman, then told me to
sink down again. I did, and moaned as the tip of the silicon cock
pressed against my entrance, then pushed slowly up inside.

I slid down, inch after inch, my heart rate
picking up despite all I'd already gone through, and felt the nose
jammed against me high up.

“Keep going.”

“I-It's too big,” I gasped.

He picked up the crop and slapped the tip
against my nipples several times.

“You forgot to say master,” he said.

“Ow! It's too big, Master! Ow!”

“A slutty little slave girl like you can take
any size cock. Ride that cock until it's all inside, Slave.”

Moaning, I rose up and slid down, rose up
slid down. He turned the thing on and I gasped but kept riding it,
and slowly I slid down further, until the whole thing was inside me
and that... branch thing was pressing against my clitoris!

“Stop. Just sit there.”

Panting, I did, as he rubbed the tip of the
crop over my breasts.

“You love cock, don't you, Slavegirl.”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Master!”

“Louder.”

“I love cock, Master!”

“Where do you love cock, Slavegirl?”

“I... In my... my pussy, Master,” I
gulped.

“And where else?”

“In my ass, Master!”

“And where else?”

“I... in... in my mouth, Master!”

“Such a slutty little slave girl,” he said,
rubbing the tip of the crop against my rigid nipples.

“Are you my slut, Slavegirl.”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

He slapped the tip down against my
nipple.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

I was starting to squirm as the vibrations
made my clitoris swell and tremble, and as the big cock inside me
vibrated away deep inside my belly! Not to mention how deliciously
outrageous and sick this conversation was!

“A sex slave is a fuck toy, isn't that right,
Slavegirl?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy.”

“I'm your fuck toy, Master!” I exclaimed
helplessly.

“In fact, a sex slave is everyone's fuck toy,
or at least, anyone her master allows to use her. A sex slave
doesn't get any say in the matter. Her body is owned by her master,
after all.”

The door opened and another guy came in. He
wasn't one of the ones from dinner, and I felt my already flushed
face darkening as heat rushed to it. I almost jerked my knees
closed but he brought the crop down between them and slapped it
back and forth against my inner thighs.

The guy looked at me eagerly, then just
unzipped his pants and brought his cock out. He gripped my hair and
tilted it to the side and pushed his cock into my mouth!

I moaned around it and started to suck as he
cursed softly and groped my breast.

He pushed himself down my throat until my
lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft and held me there,
then eased slowly back, pulling himself free as I gulped in air. I
felt my hair pulled and my head was jerked in the opposite
direction and I saw another new guy standing there, also with a
hard-on!

He pushed his cock into my open mouth,
pumping in and out.

My pulse raced wildly as Matthew sat back
watching.

The two guys took turns, turning my head to
left, then right then left, pushing themselves into my mouth and
down my throat. Then one of them pulled up on my hair to lift me
off my heels and then moved in behind me. He'd slid a second
ottoman in against the first, and straddled it, then pulled me
down. He pulled the butt-plug out of my ass and guided me down onto
his now-slick cock!

I moaned as it pushed up inside me. Then I
had to ride up and down on it as a third guy appeared. My head was
twisted to the left and to the right as they took turns fucking my
face, while I rode up and down on the cock under me!

The guy behind me leaned back, and then one
of the guys I was sucking moved in front of me and they all
re-positioned me. I gasped as my legs were lifted up and back, and
one of them thrust his cock into my pussy! A fourth guy appeared,
and my head continued to be turned first left, then right, while
the guy under me thrust his cock up into my ass and the other guy
leaned in and drove his cock into my pussy!

It was all so fucking unbelievable!

I was impaled on a cock, with another pumping
inside me, hands mauling my breasts. And then someone picked up the
vibrator where it had fallen and rubbing it against my clitoris.
That drove me into a massive mind-blowing orgasm that had me
screaming into the cock filling my throat as my body was wracked by
convulsions.

Gang-banged. I'm being gang-banged! I
thought in dazed wonder.

I could see other guys standing around, now,
all strangers. When the guy whose cock was thrusting into my ass
came they lifted me up as the guy in my pussy sat down on one of
the big chairs. I slid down his cock and another guy fucked me in
the ass while my mouth continued to be turned from one side to the
other.

Whenever someone came, he was replaced by
someone else. It was all just a blur of hard thrusting cocks and
balls and eager, lusting male faces. Someone kept using the
vibrator on me, though, whenever I was in a position to do so, and
hands raced over my body, squeezing and groping!

I came a number of times. It was impossible
to keep track. Time seemed to have stopped. The world was somewhere
else. I was... somewhere else.

The two I was sucking timed it and both came
together – in my face. That drew a lot of laughter. Someone managed
to gather in my breasts around his cock and pumped wildly until
coming there. More guys came in my face, others in my pussy and my
ass. I have no idea how many times. It seemed like dozens and
dozens of cocks.

I was dazed to the point of exhaustion,
hardly thinking, my mind not able to comprehend anything. At some
point someone had me in a bathroom and washed me off – and out,
including another enema – just as Matthew had before, though this
wasn't Matthew.

And then I woke up in a cage.

I woke up sore all over. My breasts had been
sucked and groped and squeezed, my nipples bitten and pinched and
twisted and rolled, my throat fucked by so many cocks. And of
course, my insides felt hollow.

I was lying on a fluffy rug made of super
soft material. That was atop a small mattress. But I was still in a
cage, one meant for very large dogs, perhaps, or lions. I seemed to
be in an attic, based on the slanted ceiling.

My arms and wrists still had the leather
bands on, as did my ankles, but they weren't chained together. I
moaned and stretched, gasping at aches and relief. The cage wasn't
big enough to stretch out in easily. However, on my back, I was
able to slide my bare feet up the bars towards the top of the cage
in the opposite direction, and straighten my body with another
groan of relief.

My feet slid back down again and I pulled
myself into a seated position, staring at the bars, then staring
through the bars.

I'm in a fucking cage! I thought in
awe.

I had some slight memory of being brought
here last night, and ushered in. I could see the door had a padlock
on it, so there was no way I was getting out on my own.

I saw something that was slightly familiar on
the side of the cage. I'd owned a hamster once, it had had a bottle
on the outside, with a tube which curved in through the bars so the
hamster could drink. This was a big cock, a dildo, but a hollow
one, and it was angled through the bars.

I shifted myself and examined it, tried to
pull it free, but couldn't. But when I squeezed it water trickled
out of the little hole in the head. I shook my head wonderingly,
then, because I was thirsty, slipped my lips around it and sucked.
The water felt wonderful against my sore throat.

What a bunch of perverts, I thought in
amazement.

I let my mind fill with the images of the
previous evening.

Gang-banged! I was gang-banged! Fuck!
Fuck! I can't believe it! I thought.

Not that I had much regret over it. It had
been an amazing thing! Yes, I'd felt totally out of control,
totally helpless, and yes some of them had been rough, but God,
what an experience! Total sex for I don't know how long! So many
cocks!

I drank more from the water bottle – or water
cock. My throat was sore and gravelly.

I tried to figure out how many guys had done
me. It was impossible since I knew some had done me multiple times.
But I figured at least fifteen. Thank God no one at home would ever
know or hear about it!

I needed to pee. And that need was getting
worse the longer I was in here. I clenched my thighs together and
thought about yelling out, or maybe banging on the floor with my
fists.

And then the door opened, and Darius stood
there. He was shirtless, just like the time he'd fucked me a couple
of days ago, and I licked my lips as he walked over, his face
stern.

“Are you ready to start your training,
Slavegirl?” he growled.

“I need to pee,” I said.

He scowled at me. “Did you forget to address
me as master?”

I licked my lips, and just barely kept from
rolling my eyes. I mean, today was morning. That sex slave stuff
was in the dark, right? But...

“I need to pee, Master,” I said.

“Hold it.”

“But...”

He unlocked the padlock and slid the door
aside.

“Crawl out, Slavegirl.”

I did so, but felt his hand on my head as I
tried to rise.

“No, stay on all fours.”

“I really need to pee, Master Darius,” I
complained.

He slapped my butt stingingly and I
yelped.

Then he snapped a leash to the collar and
tugged.

“Crawl, Slave bitch.”

Slave bitch! Fuuuuck! I felt another of those
emotional jolts that made me temporarily breathless even as I
lurched forward under the pull against the collar. He led me across
the floor and through the door. There was a hall there, and then a
bathroom, thank God.

He didn't lead me to the toilet, though.
Instead he led me into the shower. It wasn't a fancy bathroom like
the one the other day. This was more like the shower you'd find in
a gymnasium. The tiles were institutional types and the shower was
open, with just a plastic curtain on a rod and a showerhead
overhead.

“Sit on your heels, knees wide,” he
ordered.

“But – .”

He slapped my butt again and I winced and sat
on my heels, my knees spread wide.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched.”

I did, but it was hard not to squirm even
though he had the riding crop in his hand. I licked my lips as he
let the tip slide back and forth over my breasts, mostly rubbing my
nipples. My nipples quickly got hard, even though he started to
slap the tip down in light, but fast little slapping motions.

My nipples started to burn and I moaned in
complaint as my abdomen ached fiercely.

“Tell me you're a slave girl,” he said.

“I-I'm a slave girl, Master!” I gulped.

“Tell me you're a sex slave.”

I felt another jolt.

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

“Tell me you're a fuck toy.”

“I'm a fuck toy, Master!”

“Do you want to pee, Slave?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Beg.”

I blinked, felt another jolt at this
outrageous order, and then obeyed.

“Please may I pee, Master?” I asked.

“Yes, Slave. You may. Right there, on the
floor.”

I stared at him, my eyes widening and
jaw-dropping. Whhhhat!?

He slid the crop down and let the head rub
against my clitoris.

“Now, Slave.”

“But... but...”

He slapped the crop against my clitoris a few
times lightly, but I gasped at the sting anyway.

“Obey your master, Slavegirl,” he
growled.

He brought the crop up, then leaned in to
jerk my hair and force me to arch back more.

“I'm about to show you what the crop feels
like on those beautiful breasts,” he said. “Unless you obey.”

Moaning, my mind churning, I let go, and my
pee shot out onto the floor of the shower!

While he looked down at me, watching!

“Good, slave girl,” he said.

OMG this was perverted and sick!

He gave me another enema, and I had no choice
about that either. Then I was washed again, rinsed off, and had my
hair blown dry. He put the rabbit ears on again, and shoved the
butt-plug with the puffy pink rabbit tail into me. Then I had to
crawl out of the bathroom and further up the hall into what looked
like a kind of home gym.

I flushed, for there was another guy there.
Another black guy. Like Darius he was big, and heavily muscled, and
also shirtless. Had he fucked me last night? I didn't know. I
didn't recognize him. But then, I hadn't been looking at faces
much.

Darius had me sit on my heels with my knees
spread again, then pushed a ball gag into my mouth and did up the
straps.

“I don't need you talking. I only need you
learning to obey.”

I suddenly realized the other black guy was
holding up a camera, just as it snapped a picture. I gasped and
jerked out of position, trying to cover myself.

“What the fuck you doing, you blonde
airhead?” Darius demanded.

He jerked forward on my hair, pushing my face
to the floor, then brought the thin shaft of the crop whistling
down across my buttocks three times. It was a lightweight thing,
but it stung when it hit and I yowled into the gag before being
yanked back upright and put back on my heels again!

“Hands behind head!” he growled.

Moaning, I obeyed, feeling... confused... and
intimidated. That crop had stung! And he was... well, he was big,
muscular and had a deep voice!

“If you think no one took pictures of you
yesterday you were really out of your mind like a bitch in heat,”
he said.

Suddenly I did remember the sight of cell
phones pointed at me as cocks pushed down my throat, as guys fucked
my ass, as I rode up and down on other cocks! Fuuuuuuck! What if
they wound up on the internet!?

“Don't worry, Slave. The brothers have all
pledged that what happens in the frat house stays in the frat
house. Those pictures and videos they took are for the brothers
alone. Anyone who lets them get out is gonna get his ass booted
from the frat for life.”

The other guy took several more pictures.
Then Darius made me stand up, with my feet apart and hands still
behind my neck. The other guy took more pictures, going down on his
knees in front of me, too, to shoot up my body.

“On your hands and knees, Slavegirl.”

I gasped as the crop flicked lightly across
my butt, dropping down onto my knees, then onto my hands and
knees.

“Head up and back,” he ordered, slapping
lightly against my butt.

The other guy moved around me taking more
pictures while my face flamed and my eyes rolled anxiously.

“Down on your elbows, and spread your
legs.”

I gulped but obeyed, and the other guy moved
around me, taking more pictures. He'd drop down on his knees, then
rise again, taking pictures from every angle!

Darius had put a butt-plug into me after
giving me the enema. He pulled it out, now and slid a thick black
dildo into my ass, pumping it in and out as the other guy took more
pictures. Then another realistic-looking black dildo was pushed
into my pussy.

“Down on your face. Keep your ass high and
legs wide,” Darius ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, and the other guy took
more pictures. I began to resign myself to them after that,
because, like, how could they get worse?

Darius had me kneel and then suck his cock.
That was how they could get worse. The other guy took lots of
close-ups of me with that thick black cock sliding in and out of my
mouth. Then I was back on my face with my ass in the air while
Darius fucked me, then sodomized me, all while the black guy took
more pictures.

He put the camera down, carefully focused it,
then knelt in front of me and pulled me up by the hair so I was on
all fours. He took the gag out, and he fucked my face as Darius
fucked my ass – while the camera took snaps every few seconds.

“Hot, sexy, slutty little white girl,” the
guy said, groping my breast.

“Blondes should all belong to black men,”
Darius said from behind me.

This was sick! But I was heating up again
with Darius' big cock thumping away inside me and the other
muscular guy driving his cock into my throat. They were both big,
muscular, intimidating and rough. All of which was filling my mind
with a dark, breathless sense of thrilled outrage.

Slave girl! Sex slave! Prisoner! Completely
at their mercy!

Once again, I was able to feel as if I was in
another world, an entirely different place where all the existing
rules had disappeared! Here I was just a helpless sex slave being
used by powerful men! And while I wouldn't want to live in that
world it was a delicious dark fantasy!

So I knelt there on hands and knees, gasping
and jerking and shuddering as Darius drove his thick cock into my
aching, overheated pussy and his hips smacked against my bottom. I
gasped as the other one held my head up by the hair, ignoring the
stinging in my scalp as his own black cock pumped in and out of my
mouth and throat!

Their big male hands mauled my breast,
pinching and rolling the nipples, and their cocks were like one big
cock completely piercing me from head to tail! I felt my eyes
turning glassy, my vision unimportant as all my senses focused
inward and heat threatened to melt my brain!

Crack!

I moaned around the cock in my mouth at the
sharp slap to my bottom.

“We own your white ass, blonde girl,” Darius
growled.

Crack!

Another slap.

“You better learn to obey your black masters,
white girl.”

Crack!

“Hot little white sex slave,” the other guy
said, roughly groping one of my breasts. “Gonna fuck her brains
out.”

Crack!

“She don't need no brains,” Darius said.

Crack!

“She just needs to obey.”

Crack!

“And worship that black cock!” the other one
growled.

Fuuuuck!

I came as Darius thrust faster, my eyes
rolling back in my head, my hips bucking back against his ruthless
thrusts as the other guy fucked my throat.

My mind swam in heat and sex and passion and
lust and a violent flood of pleasure that overpowered my mind and
left me completely dazed.
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After they came inside me Darius took out
some soft white rope and then began to tie loops around my breasts
as they hung below me. He drew the ropes up firmly against my ribs,
tightening them bit by bit until they were squeezing my breasts
taut – but not too taut.

In fact, he and the other guy had a long
discussion about how tight to make them. The other guy wanted them
so tight my breasts bulged hard, but Darius didn't want the skin
over them to get all red and ugly. He just wanted them nice and
taut. Darius won, in the end.

He made me kneel and draw my arms back behind
me, lifting my wrists up between my shoulder blades before locking
them together. He had me stand and then tied another rope to the
wrist restraints and threw the rope in the air.

I looked up to see it falling over a beam
there, and then falling down again. He caught it, then showed me
something with a smirk. I had no idea what it was. It was a kind of
stainless steel pipe except it curved sharply up near the bottom,
and grew thicker, ending in a round ball.

He pulled the powder-puff butt-plug out of my
bottom, and then slid the round end of the pipe into me instead! I
gasped as the curved pipe slid in – and up! It sort of hooked under
my tailbone on the inside! He tied the other end of the pipe to the
rope and then pulled.

I squealed as the pipe pulled my butt up and
out, bending forward both because of that, and because the rope was
also pulling my wrists up between my shoulder blades!

“Oh! Wh-What are you doooing!?” I gasped.

Crack!

“Slave girls don't get to ask questions,”
Darius said.

Then he pushed the ball-gag into my mouth
again!

The other guy brought over a much thicker
pipe and set it into the floor right under me while Darius pulled
my ankles apart and tied them that way. Then they attached some
kind of device to the thick pipe. It was probably a vibrator, I
thought. It had a round ball on the end of a handle, and they were
pushing the ball – the size of a baseball – up against the top of
my sex as I leaned forward.

They plugged it in, and the vibrator started
to … vibrate!

The black scarf went over my eyes, and then
that was it. I was left alone for some minutes. Given I was already
turned on and filled with a glittering sense of wicked anticipation
it didn't take long before I was helplessly grinding myself against
the vibrator.

Crack!

I cried out in startled pain at the thin,
sharp sting that rose across my buttocks! It felt like some kind of
belt or strap! It stung! But it didn't sting enough, not given the
heat inside me. And it reinforced the thought of myself as a sex
slave, as a helpless victim of cruel, lust-filled men!

Black men! I was a white slave! Another nasty
fantasy!

I shuddered, grinding my very wet pussy
against the ball.

Crack!

I cried out at another blow, whimpering
around the ball in my mouth

God, I was sweltering in my own heat! I
wondered if they were both there or if there were lots more guys
watching! Maybe the other guy was taking a video too! Maybe there
were a bunch of guys there taking videos on their phones!

Crack!

I cried out again as the strap snapped down
across my bottom.

Crack! Crack!

My bottom was starting to get hot now,
throbbing with the pain of the blows. Then I felt something.
Something was pushing into my pussy. It wasn't a cock, but probably
another dildo, I thought. I moaned as it stretched me wide and slid
up, up, up until it was almost completely buried inside me. I could
feel the lips of my sex closing – but not completely. Just like my
mouth, they couldn't quite close behind it.

And then it started to vibrate too. It
vibrated inside me, quivering and pulsing even as the other one
vibrated against my clitoris and the mouth of my sex!

I shuddered and ground myself harder and
harder, the heat scalding!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was on fire! But the heat inside me
was even hotter! I trembled and shook, gasping for breath around
the ball in my mouth, then climaxed, crying out in wild, wanton
heat as I jammed myself down against the ball, ignoring the blows
from the strap!

The orgasm faded and I gasped dazedly, then
cried out at a sharp pinching on my right nipple. A moment later my
left was also pinched! I felt them being pulled forward,
stretching. It wasn't by fingers. It was like something was clipped
to them!

The pain was sharp for a minute, then faded
to a dull throbbing.

The vibrations didn't fade, though, and I was
soon dazedly grinding myself against the ball below me as the
sexual electricity crackled through my body and brain. The strap
snapped down across my bottom repeatedly, but another orgasm, then
another tore through me.

Every time I jerked and shook and rolled my
hips it pulled my nipples against whatever was holding them, adding
yet another source of sensation to the flood overwhelming my mind.
Were they trying to drive me insane!?

The vibrator was pulled out of me – the one
inside, that is. Then a cock slid up and started to fuck me. Again,
the movements jerked my aching nipples against the clips, but
somehow my body twisted even that into a dark pleasure, and I came
again. I came again when that cock was replaced by another, then
twice more on the next.

The clips were pulled from my nipples and
replaced by mouths that sucked and licked and chewed. Then, after
another orgasm, the ropes were removed from my arms and the curved
pipe was pulled out of my ass.

Hands lifted me into the air, then lifted my
ankles up and back above my head, then lowered my head so it hung
upside down. My ankles were lifted up and wide apart, and then
released so I hung like that. My wrists were still locked together
behind me and I had no idea what was going on as the blood rushed
to my head.

A cock pushed into my pussy and another into
my ass and they pumped into me as I hung there. Sometimes they
pulled out, and then thrust in again. Sometimes I could tell that
the new cock was a different one, but sometimes I just didn't
know.

A vibrator began to grind against my clitoris
as I was fucked, and my mind melted down once more until I just
hung there semi-conscious, twitching and trembling and
spasming.

At some point my nipples were pinched again,
even worse, and I cried out weakly. I was once again taken
somewhere and washed inside and out, then carried somewhere else
and set on my feet. My arms were lifted up and apart and tied that
way. My ankles were pulled apart and also tied, and then the silk
scarf was pulled off my head.

I was in that same room, only now there was a
large mirror in front of me so I could stare at myself. Darius
walked out and left me alone for a time, standing dazedly, half
hanging by my wrists, eyes blinking at the sight of myself
stretched out and helpless and naked and gagged.

I wondered what had happened to the rabbit
ears...

This was all getting to be more sex and more
kinkiness than I thought I could handle. My body ached all over
again, especially my insides. My nipples... my nipples... had been
pierced, not pinched! I stared at them in the mirror, then looked
down at them, then stared in the mirror again.

Each was pierced by a stainless steel ring.
They were perfect circles, without the usual little balls to let
you unscrew them. And I wondered how they came off. They seemed
larger than most such rings, too, nearly the size of quarters. My
nipples throbbed and ached around them.

After maybe ten minutes or so Matthew showed
up. He had one of the vibrators with him, the one that had the
branch near the bottom. I moaned wearily and shook my head but he
only grinned as he worked it up inside me. Straps had been attached
to it, so that when it was jammed up inside me – and against me –
the straps were pulled up across my bottom and around my hips to
fasten together in front and keep the pressure on.

Then the scarf went around my eyes again and
I stood there in silence and darkness, moaning around the gag. I
would have thought I was too weary to get turned on again, but the
vibrator definitely had an effect and my hips began to jerk and
twist as the sensations grew inside me.

The ropes around my breasts were untied and I
moaned in relief. Soft hands caressed them, small, soft hands.
Other small soft hands were on my buttocks and stroking my hips as
the vibrator was withdrawn and a mouth began to work on my
pussy.

Darius and Matthew had really taught me to
appreciate having my pussy licked. But this person made them seem
like amateurs! And given how soft those hands were and how
delicious the tongue was I began to realize it was a woman licking
me! Two women! OMG!

Their hands stroked and caressed my body as
the tongue worked on my hyper-sensitive clitoris. The vibrator had
made it swell and quiver, and now that delicious soft mouth sucking
gently and rhythmically as the tongue licked over me made me want
to scream and jerk my hips forward with desperate heat!

How many guys are watching? I wondered
helplessly.

A dildo slowly pushed up into my ass, and
when it was deep I felt soft, smooth flesh against my buttocks,
along with leather straps and buckles. Soft arms were around me,
soft hands kneading my breasts while a pair of soft lips kissed
their way along the nape of my neck.

I shuddered and trembled and strained against
the ropes as my body pulsed with heat. I was going to come!
Again!

And then the scarf was pulled off my
eyes.

Darius was there, and the other black guy, as
well. There were two more large black guys leaning against the wall
watching, leering. And in the mirror, I saw four more behind me!
The girl kneeling between my legs was short, petite, and very
black. The one fucking me was taller, but also black.

White sex slave! OMG!

All those eyes on me! All those strangers
watching me like this! All those men wanting to fuck me!

I was intimidated, embarrassed,
self-conscious. I dropped my eyes, moaning. But it couldn't last
long, not with the skill of the woman kneeling in front of me, not
with the way the one behind was kneading my breasts. The kneeling
one slid two fingers inside me, then a third, pumping them in and
out, turning and twisting as she licked and sucked.

The heat turned feverish, and I was as lost
to it as if I were stoned or drunk. It melted my inhibitions and
made me not care about anything but my own animal pleasure. Having
all those guys watching was intimidating and daunting, but it also
inflamed my mind.

I came, crying out in helpless, wanton
pleasure, my body twisting and writhing and straining against the
ropes, my hips bucking against the girl's mouth and tongue and
fingers as the one behind drove her big black cock up into my
ass!

Convulsions wracked my body as my muscles
spasmed again and again, and I shuddered and jerked in the grip of
an all-encompassing orgasm that almost drove me into
unconsciousness.

The dildo in my ass slid out, and then pushed
in again, only this time it wasn't a dildo. I cried out as a hand
jerked back on my hair, and a much larger mouth came down on the
nape of my neck. A very male hand roughly groped my breast as the
cock pumped in and out, working its way up deeper.

Then the girl before me moved back. Another
male body was pressed against me as a cock pushed up into my pussy.
I was squeezed between two powerful male bodies as they thrust up
into my aching belly, their mouths on either side of my neck. Hands
squeezed my buttocks, jerking me in to meet the thrusts from in
front while other hands squeezed my breasts.

I floated, or at least my mind did, even as
my body jerked and trembled and shook. When they finished with me,
two more took their place, then two more. I came again, I think. My
mind wasn't working very well by then.

The girl began to lick me once more, and the
dildo pushed into my ass. The girl's fingers pushed up into my
sopping pussy, pumping and twisting as she licked and sucked. By
then I was so drained I just wanted to collapse and rest.

But she was very skillful. And her fingers
got thicker, twisting and turning. The mouth of my pussy began to
ache as it was strained by the thickness. I moaned a protest into
the gag at how wide I was being stretched. Then I realized her
entire hand had been pushed into me!

NO! Yes! OMG!

I trembled as I felt her hand push deeper,
the individual fingers weaving and moving and stretching up inside
my abdomen! Her hand turned slowly one way, then the other, then
back again, then the fingers drew back down and into her palm and
the hand – fist – pushed deeper!

I felt the vibrator against my clitoris
again, grinding and rubbing and as the fist moved higher my mind
just... melted. I remember screaming into the gag as a colossal
orgasm hit, but not much more than that. It was too much for me and
I lost consciousness – or as good as.

I didn't really come to until I was back in
the cage. And I had no idea how long that was. I had been washed
again, though, inside and out.

Fuck!

I looked down at my body. It looked...
normal. But my breasts felt sore and bruised, and I winced when I
gently cupped them. The rings in my nipples were... thick gauge and
wide and I fingered them curiously, trying to see how they came
off, how they were unscrewed. I didn't see anything.

What the fuck were these guys doing!?

I got my first jolt of anxiety, then, as I
wondered if somehow they didn't think this was a game. I mean, if
they thought I was really their sex slave, well, they could do
whatever they wanted to me, right?

Because it was freaking outrageous to pierce
someone's nipples without even asking! Even if you were playing a
kinky sex game! But if they thought it was real then... but no way
they could think that! Could they!? Could Darius?!

I was not happy as my anxiety grew. In part
that was because I was sore all over, inside and out, from my
throat to my pussy.

So when Matthew showed up I threw off the
whole sex slave thing and demanded the collar and restraints be
removed.

“I'm leaving!” I exclaimed. “I mean, who the
fuck do you guys think you are piercing my nipples without even
asking me!?”

“They go with being a sex slave,” he said,
shrugging.

“Don't give me that, shit! They hurt! And if
I'd wanted to have my nipples pierced I'd have had it done
myself!”

“You would have gotten your nipples done if
you hadn't been afraid of being embarrassed by having them pierced
and hadn't been afraid of the pain,” he said confidently.

Which pissed me off because he was right! I
mean, okay I hadn't really thought seriously about getting my
nipples pierced because the thought of letting some stranger fool
around with me there was just too embarrassing.

That was back when I could be embarrassed by
such things! Before the insanity of being gang-banged – twice –
happened! I still couldn't believe I hadn't even realized they were
piercing my nipples!

Getting gang-banged took a lot of out you!
It, and the multiple orgasms, were exhausting.

Anyway, I refused to be convinced that this
was just fooling around and demanded my clothes, and then left. I
was relieved when they let me go because I'd been half fearing they
wouldn't! I mean, I had no phone and nobody knew I was there. They
could have kept me locked up in a cage to use as their slave and
fuck toy forever!

I went back to the dorm, and spent some time
in the bathroom examining myself in the mirror. I took some Tylenol
and did research on the internet on how to keep recent piercings
clean. But I never seriously considered taking them out.

I mean, now that they were done I figured I
might as well see what it was like with them. The nipple rings
looked sexy and felt sexy.

I got some rest, did some studying – or tried
to, and played around on the internet. I did some shopping, then
came back and watched some TV, then I went to bed early. None of
that was terribly exciting but it did remind me I was a human being
and a college student, and not a 'sex slave'.

The thought of what I'd done, though, kept
flitting through my mind, often with chest-tightening, nipple
hardening results as heat swept over me at the memories.

The next day I was feeling less sore and less
exhausted. The memories didn't disappear, though. They couldn't. I
started to get emails with pictures taken of me at the fraternity.
Videos too. They simultaneously horrified me and excited me. They
were good quality pictures, showing my body at its best and most
erotic and desirable.

I looked really gorgeous in those
pictures!

But they were so baldly, bluntly obscene! I
mean, especially the ones with dildos and showing me having sex!
Like me kneeling on all fours with Darius and the other guy on
either side. It didn't show them above the hips, but it sure showed
all of me!

The videos were worse! Because they not only
showed me being fucked, or masturbating with dildos, but had me
moaning and whining and crying out in pleasure, especially when I
came. They also showed me scenes that I hadn't seen myself because
I'd been blindfolded, which was bizarre! I mean, seeing what had
happened to me when I hadn't been able to see then!

They didn't all come together. They came
every hour or two. And I couldn't not look at them. Nor could I
really control my reaction to them. Which was anxiety on the one
hand – in case anyone I knew saw them – and a dark, breathless heat
at seeing myself in such incredibly wild, kinky, and outrageous
sex!

I watched myself being fucked in the ass and
the pussy and the throat at the same time! And believe me, it was
shocking to watch from this side of my body! I looked so... hot!
And my face and upper chest were so flushed and when I came I just
trembled and shook as my eyes rolled back!

Fuuck!

I had to masturbate to some of them, even
though I was angry at them having taken them and even though I was
anxious about who might see them. I just looked to incredibly hot
and erotic in them! And watching guys fucking me two and three at a
time was insane!

Watching that girl shoving her whole fucking
hand up inside me was even worse! I stared, appalled, fascinated,
and horribly aroused to the point of trembling with heat as her
wrist and arm moved up and down, fucking me, fist-fucking me.

The weird thing was that nobody called me or
sent me any texts or anything. Even the emails had no words. No one
asked me to come back. No one threatened me. No one taunted or
insulted me. No one said anything.

But those pictures and videos kept filling my
mind with images of me as a sex slave, even when I wasn't watching
them. It was like watching a movie, only the character in the movie
was me! And I was a naked sex slave!

I watched at least a few of the videos every
day, mostly when I was alone and could masturbate to them. They
never failed to fill me with intense heat, nor make my orgasms
powerful and easy to achieve.

But they also, I guess, kept reminding me
what a hot, sexy slut I was, and so I kind of came to think of
myself as one. Rather than shame I felt a sense of almost arrogance
about it. I guess it swelled my ego. And I became more aware of the
looks I got from guys when I passed them.

I became much less concerned about wearing
tight tops or pants. I wanted guys to notice me, after all. I liked
it when they noticed me. I liked the reminder that everyone thought
I was hot and sexy.

I liked BEING hot and sexy!

I thought about calling Matt a number of
times. I didn't have anyone else's number, after all. And I sure
wasn't just going to go to the frat house and present myself as
ready to be gang-banged or something! But I didn't. I was still
wary.

And then one day, about a week later, there
he was standing out front of the building as I left my last class,
leaning on his Mercedes.

I felt my chest tighten immediately, with
both anxiety and anticipation, hesitated, then strolled over to
him.

“So what are you doing for the weekend?” he
asked.

“Why?” I asked, putting as much suspicion
into the word as I could.

“Well, I'm flying down to Texas for the
weekend.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“In my dad's jet. Gonna have some nice heat
and sunshine by the pool for the weekend.”

He reached out and gripped me by the scruff
of the neck – by my shirt, and jerked me in close.

“You can be part of that heat,
Slavegirl.”

“I-I'm not your slave girl,” I gulped.

“We can be there in ninety minutes and it's
eighty degrees out.”

“I uhm... I don't know,” I gulped.

It was an exciting idea. I mean, going to
Texas for a weekend holiday! On a private jet!

He kissed me, and like I said before, he was
a very good kisser. My resistance melted more the longer he kissed
me, and I wound up getting into his car.

We drove straight to a private airport, and
like he had said, there was a private jet there. Holy shit! I
hadn't realized just how rich he was! Or at least, his family
was.

As soon as we got on the plane took off. Just
like that! There were no customs, no security lines, no
nothing!

“We're not leaving the country,” he said in
amusement at my pointing this out. “No need for any of that.”

He looked at me thoughtfully. “On the other
hand, I think you should be strip-searched. Just to make sure of my
safety.”
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There was a small cabin in the back with a
bed. Matthew stripped me there and then his skillful hands glided
over my body until I was gasping and writhing in heat. Once he'd
turned me on enough, he didn't get much resistance to putting on
the collar and restraints.

Then he strapped me down, spreadeagled to the
bed and started to work me over with his fingers, with his hands,
with his tongue and lips, and a vibrator. Only after I'd come three
times did he drive his cock into me and fuck me hard and deep until
he came, and I came a fourth time!

And by then, the airplane was landing!

He had put the ball-gag in my mouth at the
start, so my cries of pleasure wouldn't alert the pilots, he said.
So I wasn't able to ask any questions or make any complaints when
he unstrapped me and helped me to my feet. I would have, because
then he drew my wrists back behind me and locked them together. He
attached a chain to the back of the collar, dropping it down to the
wrist restraints, then another pair of chains which linked to it
and which drew my arm restraints back tighter.

He slid the vibrator back up inside me, the
one with the straps that went over my hips to jam it firmly in
place. He also pushed a large butt-plug up my ass, one with one of
those powder-puff tails that rested against my buttocks. This one
was black, though. He had a pair of rabbit ears, too, and slipped
the wire over my head, then brushed my hair over it to hide it
while I looked at him in confusion.

Why was he doing all this if we were done and
getting ready to leave the plane?

He had me sit on the bed then took out a box.
Inside it was a pair of black leather boots, the highest I'd ever
seen. They were thigh-high, and I mean thigh, as in maybe two
inches from my butt! They also had five-inch stiletto heels.

“Got your size off your shoes back at the
frat house,” he said with a grin.

Then he pulled the boots over my feet and
slid them up my legs! He had me stand up, which I did, unsteadily,
and he drew them up all the way to just below my groin as he zipped
them up.

He grinned at me.

“Sex slave,” he said.

He got dressed, but not in the clothes he'd
been wearing. Instead he put on a very nice looking suit, complete
with vest and silk tie. He turned and grinned at me when he was
done.

“Do I look impressive enough, Slavegirl?”

He did but I scowled anyway, wondering what
he had in mind.

He attached a leash to the ring in the front
of the collar, then jerked me forward. I almost fell on my face,
not accustomed to five-inch heels, but he steadied me, then opened
the door. I gasped, my eyes going wide as I realized his intention,
but his pull on the leash was strong and I stumbled out of the
cabin and into the main part of the plane – naked!

Worse than naked! I mean, the vibrator wasn't
entirely buried inside me. About an inch stuck out, with the
attached base jammed up against me. The powder-puff tail kind of
hid me a little but no one seeing it would be in any doubt about
how it was staying in place!

He pulled me to the open door and then down
the stairs onto the tarmac! I couldn't believe I was being led
naked out in the open like this! The pilot, or I figured he was the
pilot, stood by the stairs, smirking at me. I jerked my face away
as Matthew led me past and across the tarmac to a small
building.

I have to admit I was kind of in shock,
stunned by being out in the open among people! Granted, there were
almost no people there! But still! There were cars and other things
moving around in the distance. We were at some kind of small,
private airport and it wasn't very crowded.

But Matthew was leading me right towards a
pair of glass double doors to the small building, and I cringed,
dropping my head low as the doors hissed open. I mean, what else
could I do? Try to pull back? And do what!? Run around on the
tarmac naked!?

We went into a sort of waiting room, with low
tables and comfortable chairs around. No one was waiting there,
though. We walked right through it, down a corridor and out through
another pair of glass doors onto the street!

We were in some sort of industrial area.
There was no traffic. Across the street was the blank wall of a
large building that had no windows. Some kind of warehouse. There
was a limousine standing at the curb and a driver smiled at Matthew
and opened the rear door.

I dropped my face again but I figured he was
certainly getting a long look at me!

Matthew got in the car and pulled on the
leash. I ducked down, and the driver put his hand on my head to
push my head down more, then gave me a slap on the bottom that sent
me sprawling across Matthew's lap!

Both men laughed and the door was closed
behind me as Matthew pulled me in and began to fondle my bottom.
The driver got in the front and the car started and pulled away
from the curb.

“I see you've got another one,” I heard the
man say.

“Yes, a very special one this time.”

“She certainly has the looks and body.”

“She's gorgeous, Joe.”

I cried out as Matthew used my hair as a kind
of lever, pulling me up and back, and grabbed my thigh to place me
seated across his lap. Then he turned me so I was basically sitting
on him with his legs between my thighs. He spread his legs, then,
which forced mine apart, and jerked back on my hair to pull my head
back and make my back arch.

“What do you think of these?” he asked.

“She's certainly well-equipped for the role,”
the driver said.

Matthew laughed, his free hand kneading and
squeezing my breast.

“You don't know the half of it,” he said.

Then the vibrator started and I gasped in
surprise.

“She's very responsive,” Matthew said. “And
she has the right kind of... mentality.”

“You mean she's a nympho?”

Matthew laughed. “Maybe not quite. But she's
getting there.”

You would think this would be mortifying, but
being exposed to one strange guy in an enclosed car was not as big
an issue to me as it would have been before I'd visited the frat
house last week. Being outside where everyone could see me was
another thing. This was actually a relief! I mean, the windows were
nicely tinted too. So I didn't feel so exposed.

Yeah, yeah, I know that sounds pretty fucking
strange since I was naked sitting on Matthew's lap with my legs
spread, but it was better than being outside.

Which meant that as I calmed down, the
vibrator... not to mention the wild, dark, perverted sexual thrill
of what was happening, began to have an impact on my body – and
then on my mind. Or maybe it was the other way around...

This was the first time I'd been in a
limousine before. It was impressive! I mean, the private jet had
been even more impressive, of course. But somehow it was the long,
black limo with the driver which got me thinking about just how
much money his father must have. Maybe because airplanes were just
so... out there, while cars... cars I understood.

The limo drove through the streets as Matthew
ran his hand over my body and the vibrator buzzed against me and
inside me. My body began on a low heat, bubbling... simmering...
then began to heat up further as my embarrassment and discomfort
with the driver faded.

The car turned down a steep incline and went
into an underground garage.

It drove through the garage, then stopped and
the driver got out to open the rear door. I blushed as he and
Matthew eased me out of the car, dropping my head low as the driver
inspected me.

“She's some kind of hot,” he said.

“You don't know the half of it,” Matthew
said.

He jerked on the leash and I stumbled before
catching myself. He led me to a steel door and then through it into
a narrow hall with an elevator.

God, this was so fucking crazy! I tried to
catch his attention, to tell him to take out the gag, but he just
smirked at me. The elevator came and he led me inside!

“Don't worry, Slavegirl, you're going to
enjoy this,” he said.

The elevator went up and up. There were only
two lights on the elevator wall. One said B and the other said P. I
thought that was strange since we were obviously going up some
distance. Then when the elevator stopped and the doors opened he
led me out not into a corridor but into a large, luxurious
lobby.

The lobby had a twenty-foot high ceiling, and
plants and small trees which reached almost that high. It had water
streaming down one wall into a kind of catch basin, and corridors
leading off in several directions.

More importantly to me it had another
stranger, a middle-aged man in a suit who smiled at Matthew.

“Mister White,” the man said. “Good to see
you again.”

“Good to be here, Alfred,” Matt said.

“Mister Simon suggested the Den.”

“Sure.”

I kept my head down, then almost stumbled
again as Matt led me down a corridor. We stopped and turned into a
largish room that had dark wood bookcases and a number of very big,
thick old-style leather-covered upholstered chairs.

There was a leather-covered coffee table
sitting in the middle of the room. I mean, it was sort of like an
ottoman, but too big. Anyway, Matthew led me there.

“Kneel here,” he said.

Since he was pulling on my arm and the leash
I didn't have a lot of choices. I knelt awkwardly on the low
leather table – or ottoman – and he made me sit back on my heels.
Or really, slide down so my heels were on either side of my butt.
That put the base of the vibrator down firm against the lightly
padded leather table and made it jam even harder against me.

He had turned it off when the car had
arrived. Now he made me spread my legs wide and found some thin
straps. He attached one to ring set into the outsides of the right
boot, running it under the table then back up the other side where
he clipped it to a similar ring in the other boot. He did something
with a shorter strap in the back, attaching it to the wrist
restraints to pull down a bit more.

Then he turned on the vibrator again.

I shuddered as it came to life inside me. It
was even more powerful since I was jammed down so firmly atop it
now!

A man came into the room, then. He was
probably in his late forties, wearing an expensive suit and looking
like a rich, powerful guy.

I dropped my eyes again, flushing hotly.

“Well, well, so this is her,” he said.

I gasped as Matthew jerked back on my hair,
forcing my head up.

“Beautiful,” the man said. “Beautiful body,
too.”

He reached out and cupped one of my breasts,
then gave it a squeeze.

“Top quality,” he said.

Another older man came in and joined him,
standing in front of the table and looking down admiringly at
me.

“She's really a find,” he said.

He reached out to fondle my breasts, too!

Then a third man came in!

They sat down, and the guy who had answered
the door came in with a tray carrying drinks. He handed them out as
the men all examined me.

“I knew she was incredible from the videos,”
one of them said. “But she's even more remarkable in person.”

“Definitely one of the most beautiful little
slave girls I've seen,” another said.

“Those breasts are perfection,” said one of
the others.

“The complexion is excellent too,” said the
third.

This was so fucking weird! They were talking
about me like I was a horse they were thinking of buying!

Another middle-aged guy came in.

“Sorry I'm late. I was printing out her
file,” he said.

He couldn't resist giving my breast a squeeze
either. Then he handed the others a folder and sat down on another
of those big, high backed leather chairs.

“Aside from physical traits, which you don't
need a file to see,” he said, “We know she's eighteen, born in
Carmichael, Colorado, population twenty-seven hundred. Father runs
a farm supply shop. Mother mostly doesn't work. One brother, works
in the same shop as the father and likely to take it over
eventually.”

Why the fuck would they care about that!?

“She got decent grades in high school, but
nothing special. She just barely got into Colorado State where
she's taking general liberal arts.”

Two of the men snorted at that.

“She's only been at Colorado State a bit over
a month so it's hard to really see anything. Her marks thus far are
unremarkable. She seems to be a viable candidate.”

Candidate for what!?

They sipped their drinks and eyed me, then
Matt got up and came over to me. He combed back the hair on one
side, and then put something into my ear! It felt like... an
earbud! The wireless kind! And he put another into my other ear.
They both began to play classical music, which basically made it
impossible for me to hear anything the men were saying.

I figured that was the idea.

This was soooo, soooo freaky!

My initial discomfort and self-consciousness
faded a little with familiarity. I mean, I'd already been exposed
naked to lots of guys in the last week. Four more weren't that
shocking. Except they weren't guys. They were men. There was a
difference! They were wealthy men in power suits!

I felt another jolt at the thought they were
taking this 'sex slave' stuff seriously! Was I going to wind up in
a Texas version of some harem, never seen and heard of again!?

They seemed too... I don't know, civilized
for that, though. Rich men didn't have to force anyone to do what
they wanted. They could just buy them.

It was very weird kneeling like that, legs
spread, with the vibrator buzzing inside me, watched by four
strange men in suits sitting in a semi-circle facing me! I couldn't
hear what they were saying anymore either but I knew it must be
about me!

Matt had let go of my hair at some point, but
there didn't seem a lot of reason to keep my face pointed down
anymore by then. Then I realized he wasn't even in the room! I
looked around, turning my head this way and that, and didn't see
him.

What I did see, out of the corner of my eyes,
was a big screen TV on the wall which had come to life. And now I
noticed the men were looking at me, then up and beyond me at the
wall. I turned my head more, and flushed hotly, because I saw that
it was me there! It was one of those videos! I was masturbating
with a dildo! Holy shit!

My face burned again as the four grown men,
all of them more than twice my age, looked at me and looked at the
video! They must think I was an absolutely incredible slut!

And I was! There really wasn't any denying
it! I mean, to begin with I was kneeling, sitting here like this!
That was enough to convince even me I was a slut! But of course,
the kinky, slutty things I'd done last weekend were ten times more
than anyone would need to call me a slut!

It was horribly embarrassing, at least at
first. But, weirdly, there was also something kind of freeing about
it. I mean, when there was no doubt in anyone's mind, when you
couldn't possibly deny it, when it was right out in the open – like
I was – well, you had to just accept it.

So I'm a slut, I thought. But I'm an
incredibly hot, beautiful, sexy slut. They all said so!

I turned my head enough to see what was on
the screen now. It was me being gang banged!

God!

After some minutes I began to think of this
place as I had the fraternity house. Like, as being another world,
with different rules. It certainly didn't look like any of the men
was either surprised or disgusted by what they were seeing, that
was for sure!

And them accepting it so calmly helped ease
my embarrassment.

And that in turn let me feel the way my pussy
was impaled on the big vibrator, and the way the vibrator was
making my nerve endings feel like live electrical wires! It didn't
take much pressure or movement on my part, much grinding against
the little branch below my clitoris to send crackling waves of
sexual electricity up through my body.

And as my body started to heat up again that
heat seeped through to my brain, I guess, and I began to see this
more and more as a dark, kinky, thrilling sexual game. Yes, it was
embarrassing, but it was also desperately hot!

The heat built on itself, influencing my
mind, and then my mind began to influence my body. Heat pulsed
through me and I almost unconsciously, at first, began to grind
myself down against the vibrator.

The more aroused I got, the less I cared
about inhibitions or pride or how utterly degrading this was. In
fact, the more that added to how deliciously kinky this all
was!

As the heat rose I realized with a sense of
wonder that I was nearing an orgasm! The thought of having an
orgasm here – like this – while four middle-aged men in suits
watched me calmly and sipped their drinks – was just so... so...
outrageous that it pushed me over the edge.

The orgasm flashed through me and my body
stiffened and began to tremble and shake. My hips jerked
convulsively as if to ride the vibrator jammed inside and against
me! I jerked my head back, moaning low in my throat, trying to hide
my reaction as much as I could.

My hips quivered and jerked me against the
straps and I felt the howl of pleasure take control of my body and
mind so that I began to jerk and shake uncontrollably. The more
intense the pleasure became the less I was able to control my
reactions. The more I reacted, the more obvious that I couldn't
hide, the more I knew they were watching me come, the hotter I
got!

The orgasm shook me and then left me panting
for breath, chest heaving. I dropped my chin low, embarrassed anew
by having put on such a … show for these men!

One of the men got up and came over to me,
then pulled the earbuds out of my ears, and went and sat down
again.

“So here's what's going to happen,” another
of them said. “You're going to drop out of Colorado State. There's
nothing you're taking there that's of any value anyway. Instead
you're going to enroll in a two-year college course for executive
assistants. It will teach you how to be... useful, as an executive
assistant to a senior business leader.”

What the fuck was he talking about!?

“You're getting ahead of yourself, James,”
another of the men said. “Emily, we here are the senior directors
of the Alpha Ipsalon Pi fraternity. You might not be aware of it
but once you join the fraternity you stay a member for life.
Fraternity brothers stay in contact and help each other out
whenever we can. That includes giving each other preference in
jobs, business contracts and the like.”

“Now you can stay enrolled in your liberal
arts course at Colorado State,” another said. “You're doing it on
borrowed money, and will come out owing tens of thousands of
dollars. You will probably eventually get some kind of job, but
it's unlikely to be very high-paying, and you'll be paying back
your student loan for many years.”

“On the other hand,” another of them said,
“You could become an executive assistant and we would pay for your
schooling, pay off your existing student loan, and guarantee you a
job here, or in Houston or Dallas, or Denver or New York or LA if
you want. That job would be in the upper tier of salaries for
executive assistants, which is generally between eighty and ninety
thousand dollars. Plus tips.”

What the fuuuuck?!

“You would also be supplied with a nice
apartment paid for by whichever firm you went to work for,” another
of them said. “So you wouldn't have many bills to pay with that
comfortable salary.”

“I imagine a lot of travel would be part of
the job, too,” said the first, “New York, Los Angeles, Rome,
London, Paris, Tokyo... all paid for.”

“There would be some added training in
addition to the office administration courses,” another said.

“Yes, some dancing, massage, bartending,
modeling – to teach you how to walk, dress and present
yourself...”

“Which we will arrange and pay for.”

“And why should we do all this for you? I
think you know. You have something which every man, however
wealthy, wants. That's a beautiful face and an incredible body. You
also have an enthusiasm for sex that we admire.”

“Important men work long hours and have many
responsibilities and a lot of stress,” one said. “They need some...
relaxation, someone to release that stress so they can be at their
best. You can be the person to do that.”

“The jobs will come with guaranteed benefits
and pensions, of course,” said another. “If you keep yourself in
shape you can likely take part in the ahm, sexual parts of the job
for at least another twenty years. By which time you should have
managed to put away a considerable amount of money.”

“Not to mention by that time you'll have the
experience to command a job as a senior executive assistant to a
CEO who isn't interested in sex anyway.”

“Not all our members are horn-dogs,” one said
with a smile.

“Some just want an efficient, capable,
reliable executive assistant.”

“Think about it,” another said. “A life of
excitement, economic security, travel around the world, versus
perhaps working in a cubicle for thirty years processing insurance
claims.”

They all got up and left, and I sat there,
the vibrator still thrumming away inside me and beneath me,
astonished and confused and wondering. I mean, me as some kind of
corporate secretary fuck babe?! The money sure sounded good! But
what else would I have to do? I mean, sex, obviously. But what if
the guy I was fucking was ugly!?

Then again, it hadn't seemed to really matter
who was fucking me lately...

Matthew came back in, and another guy our age
was with him. The other guy looked at me with considerable interest
as they reached the table.

“Wow, she's fucking hot!” he said, groping my
breast.

They unstrapped my wrists and ankles from the
ottoman and then each took an arm and lifted me off of it onto my
feet. Then they led me out of the room and further up the hall. I
continued to be bewildered, wondering what the hell was going
on.

We went into another room, one which looked a
lot less comfortable than the one we'd just come from! This one had
all sorts of nasty looking crops and switches and flogs on a rack
on the wall, and some odd-looking frames and table scattered
around, along with chains dangling from the ceiling!

They lifted me onto a narrow padded bench and
strapped my ankles and legs down, then leaned me forward and down.
There was another padded bench – though it was really too narrow to
be a bench – at right angles to the first about a foot and a half
in front of it. Matthew and the other guy lowered me until my
shoulders were pressed down against it.

They unlocked my wrist and armbands, pulled
my arms out to the sides, and strapped them down along the second
narrow bench. This left my breasts hanging free beneath me. A
moment later the 'bench' my legs were strapped to was pulled apart.
That is, it was actually on a hinge near the front, and they pulled
the two parts open so my legs were wide open.

Matthew put a belt around my waist and
cinched it tightly down onto the bench while the other guy kind of
combed my hair back with his fingers, then wound it into a loose
braid. I gasped as I felt him pulling back so that my head was
lifted up and back and I was facing forward. Something was holding
my hair back as if it was tied!

The pressure on my scalp pulled my jaw open,
though it was already partly open because of the ball gag. A moment
later a black scarf was tied over my eyes before the ball gag was
removed. Then those earbud things were pushed back into my ears and
all I heard was classical music.

That halted. There was silence, then I
started hearing moans and groans and cries of pleasure, and girls
begging people to fuck them. And then I realized the voices were
mine! It was me crying “Please fuck me, Master!” and “I'm a sex
slave, Master!” and “I'm your slut, Master!” and “I'm your
fuck-toy, Master!” and other shit like that!

This was all pretty fucking overwhelming! But
all I could do was kneel in place while the vibrator buzzed away
inside me and against me, gasping for breath. Then I started to
feel hands sliding over my body. Everywhere!

I moaned and gasped helplessly, wondering who
was touching me and how many of them there were! I was in this
completely vulnerable, obscene position, with my butt high and my
legs spread, and people – men – were touching me all over!
Again!

I shuddered as the straps holding the
vibrator in pulled back. A moment later a real cock slid into me
from behind. Then another cock pushed into my open mouth. Hands
reached under me to squeeze and fondle my breasts. And all the
while I could hear my own voice moaning and crying out in pleasure,
and begging 'master' to fuck me!

Not being able to see or even hear any of the
people fucking and touching me made things seem surreal. It was
like I was in some strange dark fantasy! Then a vibrator was pushed
up under my belly and found my clitoris. My body jerked violently
and I cried out, only to have my voice muffled by a cock pushing
down my throat.

The world had narrowed to sex and touch, to
pleasure and pain, to raw sensation – and instinct. And as the cock
fucked into me from behind and the vibrator rubbed against my clit
and fingers kneaded my breasts and the whole wild, outrageous
sluttiness of it all swirled within my mind, my body began to
crackle with heat again.

I let myself relax. No, wrong word. I felt
myself give in, surrendering to the sensations, to the sure
knowledge I couldn't do anything and that nothing was expected of
me anyway. All I had to do was kneel there – and I had no choice
about that given the straps – and experience it.

The first orgasm shattered what was left of
my mind, and I don't even remember how many more came after that. I
don't know how many times a cock pushed down my throat, or how many
times I was fucked or sodomized. I don't know how long it all
lasted. I had at least a dozen orgasms, but I was kind of exhausted
after that and I'm not sure how many more might have battered my
mind and body.
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We didn't stay in that... place, wherever it
was. I supposed it was some sort of clubhouse for the fraternity
graduates. After I was cleaned up, Matt took me back to the limo
and then we drove to a large mansion with several acres of
grounds.

And a high wall.

So I did get to lay around a nice swimming
pool in the sun. Naked, of course, save for the collar and wrist
restraints, which had been changed to metal ones. The only people
there besides us was another of those 'manservant' types, and
another frat boy, a guy named Colin, whose father apparently owned
this place and a nearby ranch.

“The way it works for this fraternity,”
Matthew told me, “Is that we are brothers for life, and take care
of each other. No brother is ever out of a job. The other brothers,
many of them high up in businesses, will see to it he gets
hired.”

“That also means you will never be out of
work, as long as you commit to the fraternity.”

“A fraternity doesn't have girls,” I
said.

“Not as a member, but as an uhm,
employee.”

“Employee, ha. You mean sex slave.”

“Sex slaves don't get to say no and they
don't get to leave. You can do both at any time. But you will be
acting like a sex slave. That includes being spanked or strapped or
flogged if you act up.”

“And getting gang-banged every other
day!?”

He grinned. “No. First of all, you should be
aware that everyone who joins this frat gets tested first to make
sure they're all clean. And we all continue to be tested from time
to time, including the alumni. Nobody wants to pick anything up, if
you get my point.”

“How do you know I'm clean?”

“Because they accessed your last physical,
which you took before going to college. And because we've since
taken blood to do another.”

“When the fuck did you do that?!”

“When you were kind of out of it,” he said
with a smirk.

“So I'm a sex slave but not a sex slave?”

“For all intents and purposes you're a sex
slave. Because you won't have the will to say no or leave.”

“How do you know that!?”

“Because we're making sure you won't,” he
said. “You're going to be so addicted to hot, nasty sex that the
idea of giving it all up to go hide in a dorm and masturbate every
night will prevent you from ever leaving.”

“You think I can't get hot, nasty sex from
anyone I ask?” I demanded.

“No. I think most guys would be confused,
wouldn't give you a rough enough ride, and would be kind of vanilla
and boring after what you're getting from us. And you know, Jeff
wasn't wrong when he pointed out you could spend your life in a
cubicle processing boring paperwork or you could be having wild,
kinky sex, travel around the world, and live it up. I mean, your
life would be way better with us.”

“And how would I explain to my parents why
I'm switching from a university to a community college?”

“It's way cheaper. And they have a guaranteed
job offer for all graduates.”

“Do they?”

“For you they do,” he said.

“And where would I even live? I mean, if I
leave college I have to leave my dorm. Am I supposed to live in
your frat house and get gang-banged every day? Because I don't
think I could survive that.”

“Probably not,” he said. “But it's a small
fraternity. We only have fourteen members here. So we'll set up a
schedule where you fuck four or five different guys every day.”

“Are you insane!?”

“No, but you love cock. You even said
so.”

“You made me!”

“You do love cock,” he said.

I did.

“And you love sex.”

I did.

“And we've still got some training before you
become the nympho we want you to be.”

“What kind of training?” I demanded
suspiciously.

“We want to fuck your brain some more, turn
you into a masochistic nympho slut,” he said in amusement. “That
takes more time. Besides, you need more training in things like
giving massages, and dancing.”

“I know how to dance.”

“Lap dancing, and pole dancing.”

I snorted.

“Luckily, we know just the girls who can
teach you.”

“You mean those black girls,” I gulped.

“Uh huhhh. They can also help teach you the
proper sense of... obedience... and submission.”

I know it all sounded insane, but to be
honest, the courses I'd been taking had bored the shit out of me,
and I had no idea what sort of job they would even lead to. The
idea of doing them for four years and then owing tens of thousands
of dollars and then TRYING to find a job didn't sound nearly as
interesting as the offer I'd just gotten.

So I agreed. Hey, I could always change my
mind. Unless, of course, they brainwashed me into being a nympho
sex slave, which was exactly what Matthew said they wanted to do. I
laughed off the idea, though. I did what I did because I wanted to
do it, not because anyone was mind-fucking me!

So I moved out of the dorm and into the frat
house, into a small room in the attic. Not, I was relieved to find,
into a cage. And I registered for the Office Administration class
at the nearby community college.

Fucking the frat boys was no big deal. I
liked sex – a lot – by then. And they were eager enough, and didn't
take a lot of time. The courses at the college were way easier and
more practical than the ones I'd been taking at the university.

And then there were the other 'lessons' I was
given.

For example, they all had their favorite
drinks, and I had to learn how to make them all. Then I had to
learn how to give a massage, as well as an 'erotic massage'. The
black girls – Asia and Jasmine taught me that. With the frat boys
volunteering their bodies to be used.

Some of that massaging was done with hands
and fingers. But some of it was just like, oiling up my body,
straddling their body, and then sliding my body up and down against
them. Certainly rubbing my oily breasts against their erections got
them off pretty quick! Sometimes we had to replace the dummies
every few minutes!

The same went for lap-dancing, which they had
down to a fine art. Guys kept coming in their pants and had to be
replaced. Pole dancing was harder because it required a lot of
muscles. Boy I ached like crazy before my body got fit enough to do
it the way they did it!

But the first lesson they taught me, along
with Darius and Matt, was submission. It also wasn't a lesson I
understood they were teaching me. Not really.

Matt brought me to that room, the empty one
in the attic and had me sit on my heels with my legs spread and my
hands behind my neck. Then he left. That was when Jasmine and Asia
showed up. Petite Asia, who had fist-fucked me, and taller, sleeker
Jasmine. They were both fully dressed and holding riding crops.

My face went hot right away. I had seen them
before, of course, but I was gagged then, and there were a lot of
other people in the room. Now I was alone and naked and they were
fully dressed and not at all friendly looking!

Asia came up in front of me and thrust the
crop out, brushing the blonde bangs back from my forehead.

“Listen to me, slave,” she said. “I am not
your friend. I am your mistress. Do you understand?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I gulped, terribly
self-conscious.

“You will obey me at all times. Any
disobedience. Any questioning what I tell you, any hesitation in
carrying out my demands will be punished. Do you understand me,
slut?”

I gulped and flushed again. “Yes, Mistress!”
I gulped.

Boy! She sure seemed to be taking this stuff
seriously! Maybe she was just a good actress.

The other one thrust her crop in under my
chin, lifting it up.

“Does it bother you to be called a slut?” she
asked. “You are a slut, after all. Or are you going to lie to
yourself?”

I hesitated and she drew the crop back and
snapped it lightly against my breast!

“Answer me, slut.”

“No, Mistress!” I gasped.

“No, you're not a slut?”

“No... I... I... I am a slut!” I gulped.

She snapped the thing down on my breast
again!

“Mistress,” she said.

“I'm a slut, Mistress!” I gasped.

“You damn sure are. You're a nasty little
blonde slut. And you're going to obey us or else. Understand,
slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

I was embarrassed and anxious, but despite
that I felt the familiar sense of heat and hunger rising within
me.

“All right, slut, let's see you on all
fours,” she said.

Gulping, I dropped forward onto my hands and
knees, gasping as I felt the crop rubbing up and down against my
pussy. She slapped it lightly and I winced as the other one moved
around in front of me.

“Head back, Slave. Now crawl. Crawl like a
slutty little sexual animal,” she said.

Flushed I crawled awkwardly forward, my head
up, wincing when the crop rubbed my pussy again.

“Nasty little sexual animal,” Asia said.
“Press those big tits of yours into the floor and raise your ass
high. That's it, slut. Now spread your legs wide.”

I obeyed, my breasts aching as they pillowed
out below me, my mind squirming even more as I positioned myself
so... obscenely in front of women!

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I... I love cock, Mistress!” I said
unwillingly.

The other one, Jasmine, had been lightly
slapping my pussy with the flat tip of the crop. Now I felt the
shaft pressing in along the line of my sex and sinking between my
lips, then sliding up and down as she angled it in and forward.

“Do you love black cocks too, Slave
girl?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gulped.

“Say it, slut.”

“I love black cocks, Mistress!” I
exclaimed.

God, this was so embarrassing! So
degrading!

But the heat was rippling through my mind,
making me feel the blood pulsing inside me as it roiled my
mind.

Asia walked to the side and came back with a
long, thick black dildo. She bent over and rubbed the head against
my face, then pushed it into my mouth.

“Show me how you suck black cock, Slave.”

I moaned around the dildo as it pushed deeper
into my mouth, and kind of awkwardly sucked on it as she pumped it
in and out. She pushed it deeper, and I gurgled as it was forced
down my throat. She kept pushing until she held the base between
her fingertips, almost even with my teeth.

She pulled it back and I gasped as it came
free.

“Tell me you love black cock, slave.”

“I... I-I love black cock, Mistress!” I
gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

She moved behind me and the crop was pulled
back. Then I felt the slick, round tip of the dildo pressing
against my opening. It turned and twisted as she pressed it harder,
and I felt myself slowly being forced open as the thick dildo
pushed into my body.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Dirty little blonde slave slut.”

She twisted and turned the thick dildo,
working it deeper, as the tip of the crop pushed in under me to rub
against my clitoris.

She pushed it almost fully into my body, then
released it.

“Reach back with one hand and pump that cock
in and out, slut,” Jasmine ordered.

She brought the crop snapping down against my
bottom as she said it and I gasped in pain, reaching back quickly,
wincing in embarrassment as I had to grip the dildo and pump it in
and out – while they watched me!

“Tell me you love black cock, Slave,” Asia
demanded.

“I love black cock, Mistress!” I moaned as I
pumped the thick dildo slowly in and out.

“Hands out in front of you, slave.”

I released the dildo, moaning, stretching my
arms out ahead of me, then gasped in pain as I felt pressure on the
base of the black cock. I twisted my head around and saw Asia
putting her foot against it. Then she brought the crop whistling
down against my bottom with stinging force.

“Face forward, Slave!”

I cried out in pain but obeyed.

“Are you a slave girl?”

“Yes, Mistress! I'm a slave girl, Mistress!”
I moaned.

Jasmine put on some straps, tightening them
around her groin, then moved behind me. I felt the dildo easing
back, then her hands gripped my hips and she started to fuck me.
Asia moved around in front of me.

“Are you grateful to us for giving you the
hard black cock you need so much, Slave girl?”

“Ye-Yes, Mistress!” I panted.

She shoved her foot in against my face.

“Show your gratitude to your mistress, Slave.
Clean my boot off. With your tongue.”

I whimpered, dazed, my body shaking as
Jasmine fucked me hard. I cried out as Asia brought her crop down
against my back.

“Now, slut!”

I grasped her foot and began to lick it, then
gasped in pain at another blow.

“More enthusiasm, slut.”

I licked harder, my tongue sliding
desperately up and down along her leather boot as Jasmine drove the
dildo into me with hard, powerful thrusts. Her hips were slapping
against my buttocks now, making my whole body shake and
shudder.

She reached down under my hip, and I heard a
buzzing sound, then felt a small round vibrator rubbing and
grinding against my clitoris.

Fuuuck! I was going insane with this
shit!

Crack! Asia brought her crop down
against my back.

“Lick harder, slut!'

I licked harder, my tongue licking wildly up
and down her boot, then the other one. I had to hold onto her
ankles as my body shuddered to the impact of Jasmine's hips and the
deep spear of the dildo driving achingly high inside me!

It was all so dark and kinky and it made my
mind burn with a blistering heat!

I came, the breath sobbing out of me, my hips
jerking back against Jasmine and her dildo as the orgasm sent a
crackling wave of sexual electricity tearing through my nervous
system. My brain practically dissolved in the scalding liquid heat
which washed over me, and I gurgled and moaned and sobbed, grinding
my aching breasts against the floor below me.

I cried out as Jasmine gripped my hair and
yanked my head up and back. She used enough force to pull me up off
the floor, and I pushed myself frantically back as my scalp burned.
She detached herself from the dildo, and attached something else to
it – a suction cup.

She drew back, raised me upright on my knees,
then jammed the suction cup against the floor and had me sink back,
impaling myself on it, my legs wide. She drew my wrists back behind
me and locked them in place as Asia removed her pants.

Then the smaller black girl wound my hair
around her fist.

“Now you're going to demonstrate what you
know about pleasing women, Slave. I don't expect it's much. But
we'll teach you, and beat you until you learn.”

Jasmine exchanged the crop for a flog and
stood behind me, and Asia guided my mouth and lips and tongue to
her smoothly-shaven sex as my dazed mind tried to pull together
what I remembered of oral sex from the receiving side and turn it
around.

Jasmine swept the thin laces of the flog down
against my back quite a few times as incentive to learn fast, and
Asia twisted and jerked on my hair as she 'instructed' me in how to
please her. They also made me ride up and down on the dildo as I
licked and sucked.

I eventually succeeded in making her come,
thank God, then I had to crawl again, then lay on my back and
spread my legs and masturbate with the dildo while chanting that I
loved cock. And, humiliatingly, I came powerfully, unable to stop
it and unable to hide it as they smirked at me in contempt.

I put myself back into position on my knees
and chest while Jasmine worked another big dildo deep into my ass.
Then she used thin laces to hold both dildos in place while I
crawled around again, begging for cock! I had to crawl back and
forth between Jasmine and Asia, licking their boots and begging
them to fuck me!

They had me kneel and attached the suction
cup back to the dildo in my pussy, then I had to ride up and down
on it as I licked Jasmine's pussy. After that I crawled some more,
with Jasmine and Asia taunting me, and tossing little chocolate
rosebuds onto the floor. I had to crawl around and lick them
up!

Like an animal!

They pulled the dildos out of my body, then,
and the frat boys came in to deliver real cock, which added to both
my humiliation and my heat. First I had to give them lap dances
while begging for their cocks. Then I had to suck their cocks, then
I had to kneel with my bottom up and beg for cock until they fucked
me.

It was soooo degrading! And sooo breathlessly
thrilling and hot!

The crop stung me dozens of times, too many
to count. They didn't hit me very hard, not hard enough to leave
marks that lasted. But the stinging was sharp enough you better
believe I began to act instantly on whatever order they gave
me!

It wasn't always them doing the teaching.
Sometimes it was Matt and Darius, but the teaching always
emphasizes instant obedience, whether that was licking shoes, or
positioning my body in an obscene way, or masturbating, or licking
pieces of chocolate off the floor.

Oh yes, crawling around on the floor naked
licking up little pieces of chocolate as they threw them around!
Talk about degrading!

All the crawling did make my arms stronger,
though, which helped when they installed the pole and the girls
started teaching me how to dance around it.

It certainly was a wild and crazy school
year!

I went home in the spring, but not to stay.
The fraternity had gotten me a summer job as a clerk at a law firm
in Denver. And as an example of what I could look forward to, it
paid thirty-five dollars an hour. Not bad for a summer student
job!

It turned out that there were three
fraternity alumni at the firm, out of six partners and twelve other
lawyers. Only they were in on what my extra duties were. Mister
Goodrich, Mister Forbes and Mister Ellings all had large private
offices, of course. And they all wore the fraternity's ring.

No one had explained this to me, exactly. I
had suspected sex would be a part of the job, though, especially
when I was told the salary. And so when Ellings motioned me into
his office when no one was around, came in after me and closed the
door behind, I wasn't particularly surprised.

He showed me his ring, and then basically,
without asking, just began to kiss and grope me.

I had been conditioned by then to not resist
at all, but to go along with whatever was done to me and do
whatever I was told. So I was soon straddling him as he sat down on
the sofa, giving him a lap dance. That ended in me kneeling and
giving him a blow job.

That was super easy as it only took a few
minutes. Then I was back to work with no one the wiser. Later on
Mr. Forbes brought me into his office over lunch where I sucked him
and then he bent me over his desk lifted my skirt up, and fucked me
hard.

Then in the afternoon, Goodrich had me strip
completely naked before giving him a lap dance. I wound up pulling
his cock out and then riding him as he sucked and chewed on my
breasts.

They were all men in their fifties, but by
then that didn't bother me. It was my duty, my job, and I didn't
think twice about it. I'd been conditioned not to hesitate, taught
with pleasure and with pain. And I liked it! I loved making them
happy! And I loved feeling a stiff cock sliding up into my always
hot pussy!

I lived in a nice condo in Denver, all paid
for by the fraternity, so I got to keep most of the money I was
making. The actual work as a clerk wasn't hard at all, if a bit
boring. I didn't at all mind being interrupted by a horny guy
wanting to give me cock.

The only problem was they didn't last long,
those middle-aged guys, and once they were done they were pretty
much done. They didn't want me to take the time to suck them erect
again in case someone wondered what was going on.

That would have gotten to be kind of
frustrating except some of the younger frat guys were in Denver
too, some of them on summer jobs. Including Darius. And Darius was
never brief or gentle when he fucked me.

Early on he also took me to a strip club – a
black strip club. That was weird, and shocking, and jarring to my
poor brain! I'd been seen naked by groups of guys before, though.
But not by dozens and dozens at once!

It was intimidating, scary, and scaldingly
hot all at once! I had to strip completely naked and swing around
the pole, crawl around the stage spreading my legs and giving them
the most intimate possible views of me, and then do lap dances!

Yow!

I did that every Friday night, and got to
keep the tips, which were substantial. It also reminded me what I
was, a fuck-toy. The only problem was when one of them told me to
suck their cock or ride their cock in those little champagne rooms
I instantly obeyed. And the management got worried about the cops
and fired me.

Fortunately, some of the guys dropped by my
condo after hours and on weekends, to keep reminding me I was their
slave girl, and give me the hard, rough sex I had come to be almost
addicted to.

Darius also continued my 'obedience training'
as he called it, and sometimes Asia and Jasmine showed up to give
me more of that, too, and to continue my education in pussy eating.
My tongue got to be stronger and I got to be better at it, of
course.

The next semester started at college. I also
started taking modeling lessons, which taught me how to walk and
pose and do makeup properly and make myself look my best in all
situations. I got more experience in erotic massage, more
'obedience training', and only had a couple of gang-bangs.

I mean, I wasn't counting just two or three
guys at once as being a gang-bang any more. My standards had
shifted.

No sooner had I graduated from college when I
was offered a job working in the office of the CEO at a big oil
company in Houston for eighty thousand a year! The job came with a
nice apartment on the thirtieth floor of a nearby condo.

And it came with Larry Tatte, the CEO, who
wanted blow-jobs every noon, and to fuck me across his desk at
least three or four times a week. He also sometimes loaned me to
major customers, and I'd go to their hotels and do whatever they
wanted, which usually wasn't anything difficult.

But it hardly occurred to me to question
whatever I was told to do sexually anyway. It wasn't exactly like I
was a 'slave girl' but I just... just never really thought about
refusing, about saying no. I just did what I was told to do
whenever I was told to do it.

After a year I wound up in Los Angeles,
working for a banker who liked me to call him 'daddy' when we were
alone, liked to spank me, make me beg for forgiveness, suck his
cock, and then ride him in his executive chair.

I was making ninety thousand already.

Now I know some people will think I should
have stopped all this before the first gang-bang, and that I
certainly should never have agreed to put my life into the hands of
the fraternity. But I also knew that what they had told me was
right. I'd wind up in some boring job working in a cubicle pushing
papers and trying to pay back my college loan.

This, on the other hand, was not only better
paying, but the jobs were more interesting, and I got to meet more
people. And the sex was, if not glorious, certainly not something
which ever bothered me. I mean, sex was as normal to me as
breathing by now.

I treated being asked for a blow job with the
same degree of shock as being asked to check for messages or get a
cup of coffee. It was just a part of the job. And I'm willing to
bet most girls would enjoy my kind of work a lot better than what
they're doing now!

One day I'll be a millionaire. My whole life
is ahead of me, and it isn't likely to contain dull, low paid
drudgery. So I don't regret that first date with Matthew, or
letting myself explore the darker side of sex and all the forbidden
things good girls aren't supposed to do.

Bad girls have more fun!

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!



cover.jpeg
Educating Emily

BYDArguS ,






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













