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I'm an exhibitionist, to a certain extent. I
think most girls are, and of course, some take it to extremes. I'm
probably worse than some of my girlfriends, but I do, or did still
have a certain sense of decorum and modesty and dignity. I mean, I
wasn't going to wear something with gaping cleavage, for
example.

I wasn't always pleased to have people
looking at me. When I was an adolescent, I was terribly shy. Then
again, I had ugly glasses, was flat chested, and had acne and bad
hair. Of course I didn't want anyone looking at me, much less
looking at me naked.

But I dreamed about being beautiful, about
being sexy, which, according to the whole wide world, was what
every girl was supposed to aspire to and do her best to achieve.
When you're neither beautiful nor sexy but instead a gawky girl
inside and out, that failing can be painful.

No one had any interest in me as a sex
object, though, not even boys my age, so fantasies were all I had.
And I had a lot of them! I dreamed about being a beautiful fashion
model or actress with everyone gathering around to take my picture
and admire me for my perfect face, hair and body.

I dreamed about guys lining up to meet me and
try to get me to dance, and of course, of everyone thinking I had a
sexy body instead of boy's body without a penis, as one girl in
junior high had taunted me.

At thirteen I didn't even need a bra, just a
T-shirt. At fourteen, I barely needed one either. At fifteen, my
breasts started to rise out of my chest like bread dough in the
oven. At sixteen, my cousin Shawn convinced me to to have my hair
radically restyled. At seventeen my dad paid for laser eye
surgery.

By then I had a body that was a close
resemblance to many of those I'd jealously looked at on the
internet. I started to exercise, do yoga and weights, toning my
body, and as I got more and more attention from guys – and girls,
in school and in public, I began to feel a strange sense of
amazement and gratification.

People wanted me to be around now! Oh, I
know, that's so shallow! But we live in a shallow, lookist society.
I got invited to parties, and I started changing how I dressed,
wearing shorter and shorter skirts and tighter tops.

I admit it. I became quite proud of my looks,
becoming quite the showoff, though a careful one. I mean, I didn't
want anyone to know I was showing off. But I loved the attention
and approval of my looks. And it didn't matter if it came from
middle aged women or adolescent boys, or girls in my class, or hot
guys.

Well, I liked the approval of the hot guys
more, of course!

The truth is I found a lot of the girls to be
kind of shallow. I had spent much of my adolescence reading,
surfing the internet for information about the world, and being
alone a lot. I won't say I was more mature than them, but I think
my outlook on life, as pleased as I was by my looks, was
considerably more broad than theirs.

And I had an active fantasy life, very
active.

Most of it wasn't sexual, but some of it was.
I was a teenage girl, after all. Given how painfully shy I had been
I hadn't been able to seriously imagine some guy romancing me,
finding me beautiful, and then making glorious love to me. Instead,
I'd imagined rough guys abusing me and using me, forcing me, tying
me up, laughing at me as they did what they wanted.

When I turned eighteen guys were actually
romancing me, but those fantasies were still in my mind, though I
wasn't doing anything about them, nor planning to.

College was a Disneyland for me. No one knew
the old, quiet, meek, shy, ugly duckling. They only knew the
confident (on the surface) cocky, beautiful me! Furthermore, it was
a big college with a lot of anonymous people. What I did there
wasn't immediately going to make the gossip rounds.

I partied, I drank, and I lost my virginity
fairly smoothly (given I'd already broken my hymen with a hair
brush years earlier). I liked sex. It was wild and exciting and
new, and the guys I was with seemed to be so crazy over being able
to see and touch me they were practically half mad with desire!

That's a hell of an ego trip for a previous
reclusive nobody.

I almost dyed my hair blonde. That seemed
appropriate since I wanted to be seen as hot and sexy and sexually
sophisticated. The practical, grounded side of me, though, decided
not to based largely on the pain in the ass of keeping it dyed, and
the unfriendly chemicals in hair dye.

My hair wasn't bad, anyway, since I'd changed
my style. It was a very dark brown, and had once been waist long,
and completely straight, parted in the middle. I like long hair,
but it gets unmanageable at that length, not to mention heavy. Now
it was only a bit past my shoulders, the longest tendrils not quite
brushing the top of my breasts.

I parted it on the right, even though I'm
right handed, in a way which left my forehead mostly bare, but
often left shorter bangs spilling back across. It's not a hair
style which is really eye catching, but it frames my face nicely,
and I am, even if I say it myself, quite pretty. I hesitate to say
more though others have called me beautiful. I find that hard to
believe, though.

Since I'm just over five feet eight, I look
great in heels and short skirts, and I've always felt less
intimidated in showing my legs than in using cleavage to catch
people's eyes. It seems less desperate, you know, less like I'm
seeking attention, even if a strong part of my ego is pushing me
into just that.

I resist that only so far, as I don't want to
be seen by others as the kind of egotistical girl I used to see in
others. Like, I go to the gym regularly to keep in shape,
especially to keep my breasts and butt and belly firm. The three
Bs. But I wear sweatpants and a tank top, not those super tight
yoga things some of the girls wear.

Even thought I'd like to wear them! I just
feel that's so, you know, obviously wanting attention. At least in
a normal gym. Maybe if I did yoga I'd feel differently, especially
if everyone else was wearing them. Having been a sort of outcast
for years I have to fight the anxious desire to fit in, and act and
dress like everyone else.

I don't always succeed. I try to establish a
sort of compromise between my desire to dress respectably, as
befitting an intelligent, capable young woman in college, and as
sexy as I possibly can so that everyone admires how hot I am.

To that end, I often wore a blazer at school,
usually over something tight across the chest, like a ribbed
sweater or tight silk blouse. I was wearing a pale beige ribbed
turtleneck sweater in the cafeteria the morning Spring Break was
brought up, with a brown jacket over it and a short, but not really
short brown skirt.

I was sitting with Jessica, who was very much
like me in looks, if not personality. She was four inches shorter,
and wearing khaki pants and a black hoodie which didn't quite reach
the waistband, and had a pink letter L on the chest. Her hair was
currently brown but heavily streaked with pink on the sides.

Jessica was a bit of a tomboy and heavily
into sports. Since she was a phys ed student that was probably all
to the good. She was also my roommate. I had coffee and a bagel
while she was eating bacon and eggs.

Hannah dropped into the seat across from us,
interrupting our discussion of what we were doing that night. She
had dyed her hair a very dark red, and styled it so it covered half
her face, including her left eye, almost all the time. She wore a
ring in her lower lip, one in her tongue, and, she said, one
between her legs.

She was taking general liberal arts, stress
the liberal, and she was too into conspiracy theories and wild
reactionary politics for me to respect her intelligence, though she
had enough of it. She could be fun to hang around with, though, as
long as you didn't get her going on some political topic.

“Panama City, bitches,” she said, leaning
forward and looking at us intently.

Jessica and I turned and looked at each, then
back at her, probably with identical raised eyebrows.

“Spring Break is coming!” she exclaimed, as
if that meant everything.

“And?”

“And, you two are both good party bitches,
and have hot bodies,” she said. “Me and Ashley are going to head
south and have some wild times and you two are invited.”

Since it was snowing outside the idea of
heading off to Florida was attractive. But Hannah was
unpredictable, Jessica was a bit wild, and Ashley was kind of
slutty, and I wasn't sure.

“How much would that cost?” I asked.

“With four of us in a room? Practically
nothing!” she exclaimed.

“What's that in dollars and cents?” Jessica
asked, slipping the last piece of bacon into her mouth.

“And how do we get there? Drive?”

“We fly. $150 each, round trip, bitch!”
Hannah cried in delight.

“That's all?”

“Yup.”

“That's not much.”

“That's what I'm saying!”

“Where do we stay?”

“Shit, look at us! We'll have lots of guys
offering to let us crash with them!”

“Yeah, I'm sure,” I snorted.

“What happens in Panama stays in Panama,”
Jessica said with a grin.

“We get a motel room with a couple of double
beds,” Hannah said. “For sure at least a couple of us will be
sleeping somewhere else most nights...”

“Well, Ashley will,” I said.

“See? So if only one out of three of us gets
lucky the other two have their own bed to relax and sleep it
off.”

She smirked at Jessica. “Or they could share
a bed,” she said.

Jessica gave her her middle finger, but
didn't seem bothered. I wasn't entirely sure, but I suspected these
two had done more than the mock kissing I'd seen them engage in in
bars to turn guys on. Not that that was a huge deal. I mean, I'd
have been willing in high school myself, and the idea was a bit
intriguing now, even though I was more fixated on men.

We discussed prices again, and dates, and
then Jessie and I agreed to join Hannah and Ashley and go to
Florida. Yeah! Me in Florida doing Spring Break!

Yes, I know you can't technically speaking
get drunk in Florida until you're twenty one. Big deal. Nobody pays
any attention to that stuff, especially during a party.

“So what should I take?” I said, almost to
myself, when I was back in our dorm looking at my closet.

“Lots of condoms,” Jessie said from behind
me.

“Slut,” I replied.

“Yeah, you're a virgin,” she responded.

“I need a new bathing suit,” I said. “I
didn't bring one to school and I wouldn't wear the one I have at
home anyway.”

“You need more than one. I do too. Probably
have to spend more on them than on the flight. Isn't that
weird?”

So the following week we went out shopping
for bikinis. No other kind of bathing suit would do, of course. I
was trying on a simple black bikini when Jessie pulled aside the
curtain and came into the little change room.

“What do you think?” she demanded.

“Wow!” I said.

She had on a little pink string bikini with a
triangle cut top and a very low cut bottom in front. The turned
around and it was a thong!

`“Are you really going to wear a thong on the
beach?!” I exclaimed.

She grinned. “If I get enough beer! That's
nice.”

I was wearing a green bikini with a shelf
type bra. The bottom was low but not nearly as low as hers, and
there was more of it. It was also not a thong. It showed some
cleavage, but nothing nasty. I mean, you could sure see I had
breasts.

But it was pretty modest compared to what she
had on, and I didn't like that. It's not that we were in
competition – exactly, but a part of me felt we were.

“I'd love to wear a thong but I don't know if
I have the guts,” I confessed.

“Get one that has a thong bottom and one that
doesn't,” she said. “You know you look great in a thong.”

“Yeah but I'm not flashing my underwear to
anyone but you.”

Still, I didn't want to be outdone by her,
and Ashley would be worse, and possibly Hannah. If they were all
going to wear thongs then I didn't want to be the only prude! I
decided to stick with what I knew I looked good in and got a black
bikini with a thong bottom much like the ones I liked to wear as
underwear, with a very narrow triangular back and a string
waist.

The thought of wearing it outside was frankly
stressful, but more than slightly exciting, too. I mean, if other
girls were doing it I could do it without being thought of as too
slutty, and like I said, I loved it when guys looked at me and
thought how hot and sexy I was, just so long as I didn't seem
slutty.

Of course, the fact these would be guys I'd
never seen before and never would again meant for a certain degree
of freedom from worrying about what they thought of me or said
about me...

*

Two weeks later we were flying south on a
chartered flight filled with other college kids heading off to
party, and already being hit on by guys, both at the airport and on
the plane! I was actually wearing yoga pants for comfort, under a
loose hockey jersey, and was very excited to be heading to Florida
for my first Spring Break.

The flight was kind of wild, with a lot of
drinking, and the stewards and stewardesses trying to police the
bathrooms to stop people who wanted to join the mile-high club from
hogging them. Several guys hit on us, but Hannah told us not to get
into them much because they probably weren't even going to be near
our section of Panama and it was a waste of time to travel around
once there.

We gathered our things in Panama and took a
taxi to our hotel, not motel. It was very high and modern looking,
and we were on the tenth floor. For all intents and purposes it
looked like Panama city was about three blocks wide, and miles
long, all the tall buildings hugging the beaches.

There sure was a lot of partying going on,
though!

“Oh wow!” I said, dumping my bags and going
immediately out onto the balcony. “What a view!”

We were directly overlooking the beach,
facing it, and there was an incredible view of the ocean
outside!

“Time to get bikini ready and hit the beach,
bitches!” Hannah cried, stripping off her tank top.

Hannah, by the way, used 'bitches' as a
synonym for 'girls', which was only mildly annoying in a girl, even
if it would have been supper irritating in a guy.

And this, of course, was where I started to
get a bit nervous! Hannah began stripping at once, and Ashley
wasn't far behind. I was, of course, slower. I wasn't very used to
undressing in front of other girls, for one thing! I mean, I hadn't
been involved in sports in high school, and you didn't need to
change before or after going to the library!

Hannah and Ashley had no shame, though, and
it didn't look like Jessica was very shy, either, so I sure
couldn't afford to look like the virginal little prude. I told
myself I didn't need to be embarrassed about my body any more, and
that they wouldn't pay much attention anyway, even as I blinked a
bit to see that Hannah had two nipple piercings.

When she shoved her jeans down and off, along
with her panties, I saw she had one there too, though I quickly
looked away lest I be caught staring. I was putting on my best calm
and casual face, though I was far from that, as I stripped to my
underwear, then unzipped the suitcase that had my swimsuits.

“Didn't those hurt?” Jessica asked, as she
too stripped.

Hannah shrugged. “No pain, no gain.”

“What's the gain?”

“They make your nipples and clit feel more
sensitive.”

“Mine are sensitive enough,” Ashley said a
bit smugly as she too stripped naked and began to step into a
swimsuit.

It was a thong, damn it! And the one Hannah
was putting on looked like a thong, too! I could already see the
one Jessie had laid out was the one she'd shown me in the changing
room so I really didn't have much choice.

I stripped off my bra, feeling
self-conscious, even though the rest of the girls were naked or
mostly naked now and picked up the bikini bra.

“Nice tits,” Hannah said.

I flicked my eyes up, flushing a little.

“Mine are bigger,” Ashley said.

“Yeah, but hers are very – .”

“Firm,” Jessica said with a grin.

Jessie and Hannah both had small breasts,
while Ashley's were like Playboy big.

“Her whole body is firm,” Hannah said,
sounding impressed. “You must work out a lot.”

“Uhm, yeah, I said, still squirming inside as
I slid my arms into the bra straps.

Jessie reached over and put her hand on my
stomach, which startled me, then rubbed me there.

“Nice and toned,” she said.

“Let me feel,” Hannah said, moving
forward.

“You guys!” I protested.

Hannah's hand caressed my belly and abdomen,
then slid it up to squeeze my left breast!

“Hey!” I said, knocking her hand off as she
laughed.

“That's pretty firm too,” she said with a
grin, turning away.

“No groping each other till we're drunk,”
Jessie said.

I did up my bra and adjusted my breasts in
it, then slipped off my panties quickly, turning my back to Hannah,
and quickly pulling up the bikini bottoms. They were almost
identical to my panties except for being made out of different
material.

“Nice ass too!” Hannah said.

“That is a nice ass,” Ashley added.

I wasn't sure if they were legitimately
complementing me or just teasing me at that point.

“Toned like the rest of her,” Jessie said,
slapping my bare bottom hard enough to make me yelp and jump
away.

“I'm jealous,” she said when I turned to
glower at her.

“Oh please! Men are always panting after
you!”

“I didn't say MY ass wasn't great too,” she
said with a grin.

I put on a t-shirt and shorts and the others
added wraps or in Hannah's case a long football jersey, and we
gathered our things and headed for the elevator.

I was excited at the prospect of the warm
weather, beach and ocean, given it had been snowing when we'd left,
but daunted by the prospect of having to walk around in public in a
thong! I braced myself, though, with the thought the other girls
would be dressed the same, and none of these people knew me or
would ever see me again, so it didn't matter what I showed.

We moved quickly through the lobby, then out
through the big doors to the beachfront. There was actually a big
swimming pool closer than the beach, but the girls headed past it
with hardly a glance.

“That's for tonight,” Jessie told me.

We went down onto the beach, and the sand
felt so good underfoot I reached down and pulled off my flip flops
so I could feel it with my bare toes. I felt my spirit soaring at
how beautiful it all was, and that I was there! I was there as part
of a group!

Being mostly alone for years is something
that stays with you...

Hannah was the defacto leader of our group
and she led the way, moving a little further along before choosing
a spot. It was a spot near a bunch of guys, which I suppose didn't
surprise me, but it made being butt-naked a little more
anxious!

We set our thing out, our towels and stuff,
and Ashley, of course, was the first to strip to her bikini. I was
still adjusting my stuff on the towel, but I saw her kind of posing
towards the guys as she peeled her top up and off to reveal her big
breasts, and I could see them watching with interest!

In fact, I nervously realized we four had
attracted a good amount of attention from the guys around us! That
made me rush to strip simply because the other girls were and I
didn't want to be doing it alone!

I peeled off my t-shirt, not facing most of
the guys, and then casually undid my shorts and pushed them down
without bending over, though Hannah had seemingly found the need to
bend all the way over to shove her shorts down to her ankles, the
little tramp!

Teasing boys seemed to be a time-honored
thing, but I hadn't had a lot of experience at it yet. I was glad
to sit down quickly on the towel. Then I only had to be a bit
nervous about my bra cups, which were smaller than I would normally
wear, and so covered less flesh.

I liked my breasts. I was delighted to have
them! But I wasn't used to showing them off the way the others
seemed to be. Mind you, there wasn't much showing outside Jessie's
or Hannah's bra cups because they were smaller on top. Ashley's
boobs looked like they'd tear free of her little top if she moved
too freely.

Mine were comparatively safe, but nearly half
of them were visible, and that was a lot more than I'd ever showed
in public before.

I started putting on suntan lotion, as did
the others. The boys watched this with interest, too, and it took
very little time for the first of them to walk over to introduce
themselves!

From there we quickly intermingled, and I
felt... shameless, and excited, moving around in my thong! I mean,
my butt was virtually naked and these hot guys were all watching it
everywhere it moved!

But everyone was happy and everyone was in a
fun mood. Ashley actually oiled up her breasts and used them to
apply oil to Hannah's back! God! Of course, that had all the guys
getting hot and bothered right away, which was their plan!
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Several guys were pretty clear about coming
onto me. One, named Josh, was especially hunky and hot, and I liked
the way he touched me at every opportunity – casually, of course,
on the shoulder, on the arm, on the back, you know, not groping or
anything.

Then there was this guy called Rodrigo.
He was something else again, I just wasn't sure what. He
wasn't as broad shouldered as Josh, but he was lean and muscled,
and looked very strong. He was Hispanic, and had dark, brooding
eyes. But he had this incredibly sexy voice with a soft, Latin
accent that made something tremble inside me!

And sometimes I'd see him looking at me in a
way which made me feel... I don't know exactly, like he wanted me,
but in a more determined way than the other guys. Like he was going
to do things to me – maybe even whether I wanted him to or not! It
wasn't so much scary, though, as darkly exciting! I didn't really
fear he'd do anything bad to me, so much as that he looked...
dangerous in a strange, undefined way.

He was a few years older than me. The girls
were all older than me since I was just a bit over eighteen. Hannah
was twenty. The guys around us ranged from maybe nineteen to twenty
two or twenty three. Rodrigo didn't look old, but he had a sort of
gravity about him, a maturity that most of the others lacked.

When he asked me to go for a walk, well, of
course I said okay. It's not like there was anything dangerous
about the wide open, sunny beach! So I agreed. I was a bit
fluttery, because it meant walking along with just him, and walking
along in my thong, away from our little (now larger) group!

So we headed up the beach, chatting as we
went. He was going to Cambridge, and taking Law. That seemed odd to
me, since he seemed more the rebel type, and I didn't see him as a
lawyer.

“You know, I almost didn't get here,” he
said. “I asked my father's man to make reservations for me, and he
thought I meant Panama.

I looked at him curiously.

“I mean Panama city in Panama, in Central
America.”

“Oh,” I laughed. “Do they have nice beaches
there?”

“Not so much, no. There are some nearby but
they're not party places like here. They're beautiful, though. You
should go sometime.”

“Oh, I don't know,” I said. “I don't know
anyone down there.”

“I'm sure I could show you around,” he said,
slipping his arm around my waist.

I gulped a bit but didn't push him away as we
sauntered along.

“And I don't speak Spanish,” I said.

He said something in Spanish, and I looked at
him uncertainly.

“That means a woman of your beauty needs no
voice,” he said.

I blushed a bit, feeling a fluttery sensation
in my lower belly. For one thing, nobody had ever referred to me as
a 'woman' before! I didn't feel much like a woman, but mostly just
a girl.

There are a lot of hotels along the beach,
but ours was near the end, and past that the beach crowd thinned
out rapidly. Oh, it wasn't empty, by any means. You couldn't go
anywhere several people didn't have you in view, but no one would
hear what you had to say unless you yelled now.

And they wouldn't see what you were doing
very well either.

“Not that you don't have a lovely voice,” he
said.

“Thanks,” I said dryly.

And he used his arm, the one around my waist,
to suddenly swing me around so that I was facing him! Well, almost
facing him. He was a head taller than me, so I had to cock my head
back.

“I'm sure it would sound very... erotic
filled with passion,” he said.

I gulped, feeling a bit of a jolt pass
through me, but he only grinned and then eased his arm back,
walking forward again with me beside him.

“You think so, huh?” I asked.

“I'm quite sure it would sound like music, as
though you were singing the song of love and lust and pleasure,” he
replied.

I blinked. Who talked like that!? Okay, he
was older, and Spanish, but still. That was a bit... odd, but not
boring, that was for sure!

“Well, I guess we'll never know,” I said, a
bit tartly.

He swung me around again, just as abruptly,
this time so that my breasts were pressed against his chest. I
gasped again, jerking my head back, to see him grinning at me.

“Won't we?” he asked.

I felt my heart beating faster, and then he
kissed me, right out of the blue!

I had been kissed by guys before, of course,
but his kiss was so much more... startling in its passion! His lips
seemed to melt against mine, at first, even as his other hand, the
one not around my waist, slid up through my hair in back of my
head.

Then his mouthed pressed in more firmly, even
as it slid against mine, and his tongue flicked out. It caressed my
lips and dipped in against my tongue, in a way which was strangely
demanding but without being forceful! I don't quite know how to
describe it, except it wasn't like some guys who just mashed their
lips against mine and shoved their tongues deep into my mouth!

No, it was nothing like that, but it was
demanding anyway, and my heart beat faster and faster as his
fingers slid through my hair and his lips slid against mine and his
tongue became bolder! Then the hand around my waist slid downward
until it was cupping my bare bottom!

I had been slow to react, startled, at first,
but was now kissing him back, uncertainly, but with a growing sense
of … a kind of devil-may-care excitement. Again, I felt like, well,
we were out on a beach and there were no commitments or
anything.

When his fingers began to knead my bare
bottom I felt another hot jolt running through me. I'd never felt a
guy's hand on my bare bottom so early in a... well, before we even
had a relationship! But then again I'd never kissed a virtual
stranger while wearing nothing but a thong either!

The thought flickered through my head to push
his hand off, but I didn't. I was already deeply involved in the
kiss, becoming breathless with excitement, and feeling the freedom
of being on my own, away from any of my friends, in another whole
different state, where I didn't have to worry about what anyone
thought of me!

And I'd been feeling kind of hot, I mean,
aroused, simmering, since I'd begun to prance around in front of
all those guys in my thong bikini, to be honest. Now having this
attractive guy's hand caressing and kneading my bare bottom while
he gave me an incredible kiss was really heating me up!

He eased his lips back, leaving me a little
breathless, and his hand slid out of my hair, down my back, and
onto my bottom, with his other hand, still holding me firmly
against him.

“Won't we?” he asked softly, eyes very
intense as they bore into mine.

There wasn't even... humor in them! There was
this sort of demanding sense of determination that made me
gulp.

He eased his hands off my bare butt and
grinned, then slid one up around my waist again as he pulled back,
drawing me further along the beach.

“You're a … good kisser,” I gulped.

“I know,” he said with no modesty.

“Not very modest, are you?” I asked dryly, my
pulse still moving very fast.

“No false modesty. That's mostly a girl thing
anyway. You tell a beautiful girl she's beautiful and she denies
it.”

He shrugged.

He was heading away from the water, up
towards some scrub grasses. The beach angled upwards to them, and
then above them were what looked like low rise condos. He pulled me
down to sit on the little hill just below the scrub grasses, facing
the water.

“It's beautiful here,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said.

“And you're beautiful,” he said, turning to
look at me.

I gulped, and he drew me in and kissed me
again, a long, lingering kiss!

His left arm was draped across my shoulder as
we turned in towards each other, but slid up so his fingers could
slide through my hair again, turning my head in further. His right
hand slid along my cheek, then down along my shoulder and arm and
up to cup my breast!

That gave me another hot jolt of excitement!
God, this was happening so much faster than I was used to! I mean,
we hadn't even gone on a date or anything! But on the other hand, I
was in Florida on spring break and it wasn't like we had a lot of
time to have multiple dates or anything!

And his hand felt so good on my breast, which
began to throb hotly almost at once! I moaned into his mouth as we
kissed and his fingers kneaded my soft, thrumming breast, then
gasped and jerked against him as I felt his fingers tug the cup
aside to bare my breast!

“No one is near,” he whispered, his hand
already on my bare breast even as I gripped his wrist to shove it
away.

His hand felt incredible on my breast! And
even though I was pushing on his wrist with my hand it wasn't going
anywhere! And his tongue was still intertwined with mine, his other
hand in my hair holding my head in place!

Maybe I should have struggled more, pushed
him off, but I didn't really want him to stop. I mean, the only
reason I was struggling a bit against him was... was because I felt
I was supposed to! You know what I mean?

Oh God, my nipple was a hot, throbbing, hard
little ember of fire as his fingers began to stroke and roll it
between them! And then he pulled his lips away from mine, even as
his fingers tightened in my hair. He pulled my head up and back and
dropped his own head!

I gasped at the pull to my hair, back
arching, and then gasped again as I felt his mouth around the
center of my bare breast! Ohmygod!

I felt his lips melting against my skin
again, then his tongue circling, then sweeping across my nipple! I
felt him beginning to suck in a soft, rhythmic way that grew
rapidly stronger. Then his teeth closed in against my soft flesh,
almost to the point of pain – but not quite!

I almost expected him to growl!

I could feel a raw intensity to my own
arousal as it exploded within me, as he tilted my body back, still
gripping my hair tightly. Then his hand came off my breast, though
his mouth stayed on it, and his fingers slid into the front of my
thong!

I cried out in surprise, startled, and the
hand on his wrist jerked down to grab his other wrist as I tried to
pull my head away from his mouth. This was way too fast!

Again, though, it was like I had to stop him
because it was expected, because I was supposed to, and not
necessarily because I wanted to!

Because a second after his fingers slid into
my thong, fingers which were oiled by contact with my oiled skin,
they found my clitoris! And Oh! My! God! The feel of his soft,
slick fingers against my quivering clitoris was almost
indescribable!

The fingers in my hair forced my head back
even more, forcing me back onto the rough earth of the hill behind
me as his fingers stroked gently but rapidly across my clitoris!
Furious waves of sensual heat and energy flooded through my lower
belly and up through my chest to that there was this incredible
pressure inside me!

“Ro-Ro-Rodrigo!” I gasped in protest.

I tried closing my thighs, but his hand was
already firmly in place between them!

“Come for me,” he growled. “Come for me,
little gringo,” he said. “Scream for me.”

God! Did he actually think I was going to
come right there on the beach!? Was he crazy!?

Except that incredible pressure was building
up and up and his fingers were rubbing harder and faster, and his
mouth was... was like... feeding at my breast, sucking at my
burning nipple, chewing at my soft flesh and... and then I did
come!

God!

I felt the climax rush up through my body and
out through my open mouth, crying out softly, repressing it as much
as I could, with my hips bucking up helplessly against his fingers!
A wild explosion of sensation tore through me, and the muscles in
my hips spasmed and drove me up into him with desperate hunger and
heat!

His fingers slid off my hair, but I felt them
briefly at my neck as the string of my bikini went slack. I wasn't
paying much attention, though, though I gasped as he pulled my
bikini bra away from me and dropped his mouth to my other
breast!

The orgasm eased, but left me breathless,
chest heaving, face and body flushed as I continued to tremble
weakly. And before I could gain any control of my myself I felt his
hand pushing down. Since it was inside my thong, I felt the thin
string sliding down my hips and then down to my thighs! I gasped,
reaching for it, but he sat up briefly, tugging it down my legs and
off, then rolled over, grabbing my thighs and forcing them far
apart!

He didn't settle atop me, though. His mouth
settled between my legs! I cried out in astonishment, shocked at
the fact I was now naked on a public beach, even as his tongue
attacked my sex!

His thumbs, both of them, pushed against the
narrow line of my sex, and with the suntan lotion as lubrication,
slid into me! That was when I realized that I was incredibly wet
inside! Then his tongue began to lick at my clitoris and the breath
was strangled in my throat!

I was reclined on a low hillock overlooking
the ocean and beach. I dazedly raised my head up to stare anxiously
around, but no one was close enough to really know what was going
on. They'd see two people here, but would have to shade their eyes
and stare to have some idea what they were doing.

I hoped!

There were condos behind us but the tall,
scrubby grass should hide us from their gaze.

And though my clitoris felt incredible
hyper-sensitive, to the point his soft licks actually sent an
uncomfortably powerful flood of sensations through my body, I was
gripped, despite the orgasm, by a powerful and rising heat, tinged
with utter disbelief at how fast this had all happened.

And a sort of giddiness. For I was still
aware I was far from home and anyone I knew, and so, to some
extent, free of the inhibitions and social laws which bound me.

It took... I don't know, seconds, before that
discomfort feeling gave way to an incredible flood of pleasure as
his tongue licked at me. He pulled his thumbs free, his left hand
sliding up my body to grope my bare breast. His right index finger
pushed into me to the knuckle, then was joined by two more
fingers!

I moaned helplessly, fingers digging into the
earth, then, as spasms rolled through my body, my hands jerked over
and gripped his head, his hair! My breathing was ragged and getting
worse as his tongue drove me rapidly insane!

He pulled up and back, then suddenly I was
flung over onto my belly! I gasped dazedly as he gripped my arms
and jerked them up and back together behind me. Then something was
being wrapped around them, around my elbows, drawing them in
uncomfortably tightly!

I cried out again as I was rapidly flung over
onto my back, his strength, the way he was manhandling me, doing
something wild and dark and thrilling to my mind even as I
discovered I was now laying on my arms, and that my arms were
somehow... not able to come apart!

Then he was between my legs again, his
forearms holding my thighs spread achingly wide as his tongue
licked at me. His fingers slid into me again, all the way to the
knuckles, and pressing upward as if to harder the flesh under my
clitoris – where his tongue licked harder!

I realized with a sense of shock, fear, and
wild excitement, that he'd tied my arms together somehow! I knew it
wasn't so I wouldn't resist him, since I hadn't been, but figured
it was so I couldn't put my hands on his head again. Maybe I'd been
annoying or interrupting him?

I didn't know or care. All I knew was that my
body began to burn hotter and hotter and the air rushing out of my
open mouth sounded more and more ragged and passionate as he licked
and his fingers pumped inside me!

I came again, crying out, louder this time,
with fewer inhibitions, and less restraint, less control! The wild
rushing storm of sexual heat and pleasure swamped my senses and
bathed my mind in a fiery dark flood of raw pleasure that battered
my mind to mush!

Ohmygod! It was so good! It was so good! It
was sooo good!

I sobbed dazedly, my head thrashing, my back
arching as his fingers plunged deep into my sodden belly, as his
tongue licked furiously at my swollen clitoris, and fire crackled
along my spine!

And then, I was flipped over once more,
dazed, gasping, then yelping at a sharp, stinging slap to my bare
bottom!

Strong hands jerked my hips upward and then
another sharp slap to the bottom.

“Spread your legs, gringo,” he ordered.

Crack!

Another sharp slap and I cried out dizzily as
my knees jerked apart in the soft dirt. My face was pressed into
the dirt and grass of the hillock as I panted for breath.

And I felt him entering me. I felt the
pressure against the mouth of my sex, and felt it growing, felt it
thickening, felt the lips of my sex slowly forced in and back...
and back... and back. He was big, I thought dazedly, as the head of
his cock pushed through the mouth of my sex and began to spread my
tight, elastic sheath apart.

I moaned and trembled as he pushed into me,
slid into me, inch by inch, drawing back, then pushing forward,
drawing back, then pushing deep, then drawing back and pushing even
deeper! It ached but it ached wonderfully! My breathing became even
more ragged and I cried out as he slapped my bottom again.

Crack!

“Hot little gringo,” he growled.

Crack!

“You're going to sing for me, gringo.”

Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped.

But really, the little stinging slaps were
nothing compared to the feel of his cock pushing deeper into my
aching belly! That was a hard, dull ache, sometimes sharper,
forcing me open, battering its way into my body! Deep into my
body!

Crack!

“You're going to scream for me, gringo girl,”
he promised.

I could barely breath, so I doubted it!

Then his cock halted, and drew back in a long
steady motion, before halting again, just inside me and sliding
forward with the same sort of long, steady motion! I felt an
incredible rush of excitement which increased with every quarter
inch it moved! Then it was deep, deep, the head jammed against what
must surely be the back wall of my sex as I felt his hips against
my upraised bottom!

His hands slid up and down my bare back,
then, incredibly, slid into my hair, gathering it into a thick tail
and jerking my head up and back sharply and painfully! I cried out
dazedly, just as he started to pump in and out with hard, deep
strokes!

My breasts were sort of dangling below me,
for he'd pulled my hair so sharply it had not only yanked my head
up but lifted my shoulders and chest from the earth. But as his
hips began to strike my upraised buttocks with more authority my
breasts began to swing, and they were just close enough to the
grassy earth to be kind of rubbing back and forth across it.

Until one of his hands came under, scooped up
my breast and squeezed it hard, that is!

I was going insane. I mean, the continued
stroking of his thick cock – and I hadn't seen it but I sure knew
it was thick – into my body was doing wild and stunning things to
my mind! I gloried in every thrust, crying out every time his hips
crushed my buttocks, and the faster he thrust the faster I cried
out!

God! I'd never had sex this... hard, this
rough, this wild, this incredible! And with my arms tied so I was
helpless! That was doing weird things to my mind! It was bringing
back all those fantasies, or shadows of them, and filling me with a
dark hunger and heat!

Another orgasm tore through me, a massive one
that shattered my mind so that I was hardly even aware of the
sounds of my own voice as I cried out again and again!

He abandoned my hair, dropping my chest and
shoulders back to the ground, but then seized my arms, both of
them, where they were bound together by something, and yanked me up
and back by the arms. This forced my shoulders up and back and
lifted my shoulders from the ground again.

Crack!

“Sing for me, gringo,” he said, slapping my
bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sing for me, beautiful bird.”

My entire body was shuddering continuously as
his hard male hips slapped against me from behind, as his big spear
of flesh thrust deep into my quivering, burning belly again and
again! My head lolled dazedly as I gasped for breath, moaning and
sobbing weakly, dizzily as he continued to ride me.

Ride me. That term filled my swirling mind
for some reason, like I was... like I was some kind of female horse
being ridden by a stallion, or a bull! Because it felt like that,
like a wild male animal was riding me, and doing it roughly
and forcefully!

Crack!

I whimpered and moaned and gasped, as he
slapped my bottom, or roughly groped my breasts or even gripped my
hair again to yank my head firmly up and back, pulling me towards
him every time he thrust into me, redoubling the power of his
strokes!

It was incredible! It was wild! It was
intense! And I came again! I was crying out breathlessly as the
churning wall of sensations rolled through me, spreading out,
making every muscle in my body spasm violently as I continued to
shudder and tremble to his thrusting!

He dropped my hair and my arms, slapped my
bottom, and yanked back on my hips to raise my bottom higher, his
own hips still thrusting hard against my buttocks. His hands slid
down along my sides, pushing in beneath my ribs to cup and fondle
my breasts, then his body leaned in and over mine until I could
feel my arms trapped against his chest and belly.

I felt his warm breath against the back of my
neck, then his lips on me there as his hips gave a final flurry of
hard thrusts and then went still, pressed firmly against my
bottom.
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We weren't gone long enough for the girls to
have gotten suspicious of anything. I mean, I was still shocked at
how little time had actually passed given what seemed to me to be
the enormity of what had happened.

I guess that just shows how naïve I was. I
mean, it wasn't any big deal – except to me. We'd had sex, so what?
That wasn't something that required a lot of time. And people did
it all over the world every hour of every day. No big deal.

But it sure seemed big to me! I had let some
guy I barely knew fuck me right out in the open on a public beach
literally only having just met him an hour or so earlier! That was
so not me!

But more shocking was the way he had fucked
me. And I had no illusions about what had happened. There was no
way to say we had made love, or even 'we' had had sex. He had
fucked me, and done it hard, and rough and … and tied me up with my
own bra!

And I had come hard and repeatedly!

Sex, like I said, was pleasant, but it wasn't
blow-my-head-apart pleasant! Except it sure had been today! I felt
partly numb and partly giddy! Partly embarrassed too, to be honest.
I hardly knew this guy and he'd seen and touched me everywhere!

Now I was, despite my discomfort, trying to
make up for it, trying to get to know him, maybe in part to justify
what I'd just let him do. But he wasn't terribly forthcoming. I
knew his name and where he was going to school, but not very much
about him. He was American, but spent a lot of time in central
America because his father was a businessman born in Argentina.

Beyond that, it was hard to say.

I asked Jessica how to find out more about
him and she just smirked at me.

“He's cute, but he's Hispanic,” she said.

“What does that mean?” I demanded,
glaring.

“It means he has that Latin American macho
attitude about women. Women are good for babies, cooking, cleaning
and screwing, and that's that. You don't make friends with women.
You fuck them or marry them. And if you marry them you let them
look after the house and kids while you go do business or go out
with your buddies.”

I was annoyed by what she said but I wasn't
surprised. I mean, I kind of knew people were very old fashioned in
south and central America, and that the guys were pretty sexist, as
a general rule.

“Anyway, you don't need to find out all that
much about him. We're on vacation. We'll be thousands of miles away
in a week and so will he. If you like him, then party with him. All
that matters in spring break is this week.”

One week! This guy had just given me the
hottest sexual experience of my life, filled me with more passion
than I could ever remember, and he was going to disappear in a
week! Shit! That meant I had to hurry! But hurrying would make me
seem desperate, which I really, really didn't want!

And he wasn't showing a lot of further
interest in me. He was with his buddies drinking and laughing, and
I was blushing whenever they looked over towards me now, worried he
might have told them something.

Because what had happened sure made me seem
like a slut!

That made me uncomfortable, but at least I
didn't know any of them, and it wasn't like the girls I was with
were likely to judge me badly. At least two of them were pretty
slutty, and Jessie was, well, not exactly prudish.

I tried to ignore him and his friends and
enjoy myself with the girls. I still blushed whenever one of them
looked at me, wondering what he'd said. Then Jessie made me run
into the water with her, because she didn't want to alone.

That was fun. The water was clear and warm
and nice. We sure got a lot of looks when we were coming back,
dripping wet, though! Then me and Jessie and Hannah returned to the
hotel for dinner – Ashley having disappeared somewhere.

We didn't even dress, just threw on the stuff
we'd worn to the beach, and ate in the big patio attached to the
hotel restaurant. The patio overlooked the pool area where there
was a DJ setting up, and we ate quickly so we could grab some
chairs at the pool before it got too crowded.

It was a good thing we did because the place
was soon jammed with people! Almost all of them were spring
breakers like us, and the beer was flowing pretty freely even
before the music started to play. Half the fun was watching the
drunken guys doing stupid things, especially watching how many fell
into, were pushed into, or thrown into the pool.

Then there was a bikini contest on stage,
where Ashley showed up! God, she was such a little show off! She
didn't win, though, which I was kind of happy about. Her and her
big tits were certainly popular, though. A lot of guys shouted
“take if off” every time one of the girls came out on stage but I
guess they weren't drunk enough yet to fall for that.

As the sun set, though, the music began to
pound out and the place became filled with dancing – still mixed
with people jumping or being thrown into the pool. Frankly, I was
getting kind of breathless with the continuing dancing! I no sooner
sat down then another guy asked me to dance! It was kind of a
rush!

Especially since I was still only wearing the
little thong bikini! And lots of guys continued to stare at me
every time I got up to dance! Oh, it wasn't just me. They stared at
all the girls. It's like there was this thick ring of watchers,
almost all guys, who were just there to drink and stare at the eye
candy.

And I was eye candy!

And, to be honest, I was thoroughly loving
being eye candy! I mean, I wasn't Ashley, but I was still getting
an ego trip by all the guys looking and watching and … and wanting
me.. That interlude with Rodrigo had really reinforced how much of
a sexual … object, I was, I mean, how guys looked at me and … well,
I felt sexier now!

Because that had been so wild and
thrilling!

And then Rodrigo showed up! I felt this huge
jolt inside me when he gave me that cocky grin, but I frowned at
him, still suspicious he had told others about what had happened,
and not wanting him to take me for granted.

“Come dance with me, gringo girl,” he
said.

“You didn't say please,” I said.

Jessie was already dancing and Ashley had
gone to the bathroom, taking Hannah with her.

He grinned at me, and I felt my insides
starting to thrum.

“The man says. The woman obeys,” he said.

I stared at him in disbelief. “In what
country?” I demanded.

“Or she gets a spanking,” he said, leaning
over, “On her bare bottom.”

I felt my face flush even as a surge of some
dark excitement ran down my insides.

“Ha. Maybe it's you that needs the spanking,”
I said. “On your bare bottom!”

“You're welcome to try, little gringo girl,”
he said confidently.

And then he grabbed my wrist and pulled.

“But until then, you are dancing with
me.”

I was a indignant he thought he could make a
demand like that on me! But the truth of the matter was I wanted to
dance with him. And I sure wasn't going to make a scene by jerking
back or trying to anyway. There were enough drunken guys around
that if I made that kind of scene someone would probably jump him
and there'd be violence.

So I let him pull me into the crowd of
dancers. He was good, as I'd suspected he would be. But his hands
sure roamed a lot, both embarrassing me, though I didn't think
anyone could really see, and turning me on. I mean, squeezing my
bare bottom right in the middle of a crowd of people like that!

He was a good dancer but it was soon clear
dancing wasn't what was really on his mind. He maneuvered me back
to the fence on the side of a temporary wooden stand that sold
fruit juice. The light wasn't so good there, and he was soon
kissing me. Again, I was really uncertain about that. I mean, we
were far from the only couple making out, and it was mostly dark,
except for the flashing lights.

But it was also entirely public, with
hundreds of people around!

He was still a fantastic kisser, though, and
this time I was less... reluctant to enjoy that. I was also a lot
less reluctant to let my hands slide up and down his his chest and
over his shoulders! He was wearing a Hawaiian print shirt which
buttoned up the middle, with the two few buttons undone. I undid
more so I could slide my hands up inside. I loved the feel of his
soft skin against my fingers!

I was shocked, though, when he brought his
right hand in and pushed it into the bra cup of my bikini! His hand
shoved the bra right down to completely expose my breast! Of
course, his body was blocking the sight of me, but that still sent
a wild jolt of anxious heat through my mind!

Not to mention there was the rush of
sensation as his fingers kneaded my bare breast and his fingers
tweaked and stroked and rolled my nipple!

“R-Rodrigo!” I gasped, pushing at his hand.
“Someone might see!”

“And then they'd be jealous of me,” he said,
“And think of how amazingly beautiful you are.”

I was able to push his hand away, which
probably should have caused me to wonder why since he was way
stronger than me. His hand, though, only slid down my body and into
the front of my thong! I yelped, grabbing at his wrist, but too
late, and then his fingers were at my sex again, stroking against
me there in the corner as the music pounded out!

“Rodrigo!” I gasped.

His mouth covered mine, and his hand gripped
my hair again, jerking it back sharply as his fingers massaged my
clitoris! I cried out, but his mouth swallowed it, and everything
suddenly felt overwhelming as his big male body pressed me back
into that darkened corner, the music pounded around us, and his
fingers made my lower belly burn with a rapidly rising
intensity!

“I can make you come right here, little
gringo,” he whispered into my ear. “Come for me. Come right
here!”

God! That was such a shocking and wicked
idea! But it was also wildly thrilling! Imagine having an orgasm
right there at the pool!

“Come or I'll strip you naked and take you
right here,” he growled.

I gasped at the idea! He wouldn't dare! But
as shocking as the idea was it sent a hot jolt of excitement
through my mind and pushed me over the edge into orgasm! My hips
bucked wildly against his hand as he crushed my lips with his
own.

I tried to repress the sounds, but I still
gurgled and gasped and moaned pretty loudly. Fortunately, it wasn't
nearly loud enough to be heard by anyone nearby over the loud
music!

He chuckled softly as he drew his fingers
back, easing back from me a little. Then his fingers were on my
lips, and to my dazed surprise, sliding into my mouth, caressing my
tongue.

“Close your lips,” he ordered. “Suck.”

I moaned weakly, still gasping for breath,
but obeyed because... because he told me to. And only as I was
licking his fingers, as they were sliding back and forth across my
tongue did I realize that what I was tasting was my own juices!

I pulled my head back, licking my lips and
making a face and he laughed softly.

“Let's go somewhere,” he said.

I was still panting for breath, and not
really in a position to say no, as he took my hand and led me
through the crowd and down the stairs to the beach.

There were no lights along the beach, so the
further from the hotel we moved the darker it became. You could
still see, of course. The moon was out, and the light from the
hotel was very bright. In fact, all along the beach were other
brightly lit hotel areas where people were partying. And it wasn't
like the beach was empty of people, either.

But he was leading me away from the more
populated areas, back to where he'd taken me earlier that
afternoon! My heart was still beating rapidly and my pulse had sure
not returned to normal yet either! I was anxious, uncertain,
excited, filled with anticipation, and still.. well, horny!

I'd had a few beers but wasn't drunk, still,
I did feel a bit buzzed as he led me along the beach and the lights
faded further behind.

“Wh-where are going?” I gulped.

“Somewhere I can do anything I want to you,”
he said.

He slid his hand through my hair and gripped
it behind my neck, then jerked me around and kissed me fiercely! I
didn't mind the kiss, but my hands jerked up and back to grab at
his wrist because he was pulling sharply at my hair.

“No,” he barked. “Hands at your sides. Right
now!”

I dropped my arms to my sides. I'm not sure
why I did. I was trembly and excited and anxious, but there was
something in his voice and attitude which somehow I felt I had to
obey.

His other hand pushed into the front of my
left bra cup, and I shuddered a little as he kneaded my breast,
pulling it free of the bra. I kept my hands at my sides as my body
began to heat rapidly, my heart pounding as he freed my other
breast, letting his hand move from one to the other.

Then he undid the string behind my back.

“Hands down,” he ordered.

“But – !”

“Now!”

I gulped, heart thumping, as he undid my bra
and removed it! My head jerked from side to side, but I saw no one
in the darkness! He grinned at me, then gripped my thong and jerked
it down.

“Rodrigo!” I gasped.

“You don't need clothes. You look like a
goddess naked, strong and beautiful.”

Well, who could resist that kind of
praise!

But I was still extremely nervous and anxious
as my head swiveled from side to side, hyper alert to anyone coming
close!

“Come on! Give them back!” I begged, as he
grinned and held my mashed up swimsuit in his hand, raised high
above his head.

“Uh uh. I like seeing you naked,” he
said.

“How come you're not naked!?”

“Because it's all about what I like, not what
you like.”

“You... dick!”

He laughed. “Don't be rude or I'll have to
spank that pretty ass of yours, gringo.”

“You just try!”

He stopped and I gulped, heart thumping
wildly.

“Get on your knees, gringo,” he said.

I gulped and knelt down in the sand, pulse
racing.

“Knees apart, hands behind your head.”

“What? Why?”

“Because I said so,” he said.

He knelt in front of me.

“Because I order you to,” he said in a
growl.

I felt another jolt at his words, though I
knew he was kidding, but I shifted my knees further apart and then
brought my hands behind my head, arching my back, feeling... very,
very sexual!

He squatted low and ran his hand slowly up my
stomach and over my breasts, lightly caressing the curves of my
body, then back again, until his hand was between my legs, cupping
and stroking me there. His fingers rubbed against my clitoris, and
traced the line of my sex, then pushed slowly in between.

“Nice and tight, the way a man likes his
bitch,” he growled.

“I'm not – .”

He silenced me by putting his other hand over
my mouth, then his fingers rubbed against my lips and two of them
slipped inside.

“Suck, don't talk,” he said.

God, this was so dirty! And so... wild and
thrilling!

I sucked on his fingers, heart fluttering, as
the fingers of his other hand pushed slowly up through the tight
folds of my sex. I was wet again, of course, and I wondered, a
little embarrassed, if he'd think I was also a horny slut or
something!

My breathing was getting ragged as his
fingers pushed up to the knuckles in my pussy, then began to slowly
stroke in and out, turning and twisting within me as I sucked on
his other fingers.

“Hot little sex machine,” he growled. “You
have a fucking fantastic body, chicka.”

I moaned around his fingers as he pumped them
slowly in and out, just like the ones in my pussy. It was a weird
feeling, but a swirling haze of sexual heat and passion had
enveloped me and my body was beginning to pulse with hunger.

“Back arched more, chicka. Let me see those
tits of yours.”

I was already flushed, and felt another jolt
as I obeyed, as the hand between my legs slid out, leaving me
feeling a little empty. It rose, and the fingers in my mouth came
free, then were replaced by the ones which had been in my
pussy!

I moaned, sucking on them as his other
fingers kneaded my breasts and plucked at my hardened nipples.,
then dropped down between my legs and pushed up inside me
again.

“Nasty girl,” he said in a low, dark growl.
“Hot and nasty. Would you like to be my sex toy, gringo? I think
I'd like to play with you a lot.”

His fingers pushed up deep into my quivering,
thrumming pussy, then his thumb began to rub against my clitoris,
pressing in as the fingers inside me pushed out from inside me. I
shuddered hotly, gasping for breath as the muscles in my hips began
to spasm, wanting to push me out against that rubbing thumb!

The other hand suddenly closed on my jaw. I
mean, he had two fingers inside my mouth, but the others closed
against the sides and underside of my jaw, then pulled me forward.
I gasped as he jerked me forward off balance, falling on my
shoulders in the sand.

“Hands behind your back,” he said.

“Wh-what?”

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

“W-Why?” I gasped, doing it as he asked.

“So I can tie you up, of course.”

I felt another hot jolt of heat, but also of
anxiety. Then again, he'd tied me up earlier, with my own bikini
top! But still, this was … darkness! He could do anything to me!
But why would he given I'd already let him...

I gasped, heart pounding, as I felt something
being tied around my wrists. It felt too slender to be rope but too
thick to be cord. It wasn't my bikini top, at least. It closed
around and around my wrists quickly and firmly, tying them
together!

The instant I tugged and was unable to move
my wrists away from each other a tremendous rush of heat spread
through my body! I was tied up! Naked! On a public beach!

I felt him gathering in my hair into a thick
mass, then gripping it in one hand. I cried out weakly as he used
it to pull me back upright on my knees, then pull my head back
sharply so I was staring up at the sky over head.

“Knees spread wide,” he barked.

I obeyed, trembling slightly with both heat
and anxiety. There was something incredibly hot about the way he
was bossing me around, about the way I was letting him boss me
around! I felt his fingers tracing my moist sex, then pushing up
inside me, three of them this time, making me moan in heat and
pleasure.

“Nasty girl,” he said. “Dirty girl. I'm going
to make you come like a whore. Would you like that, gringo?”

I could only moan in response.

“Ride my fingers. Ride my fingers, you horny
bitch. Ride up and down on them,” he ordered.

I began to at once, not able to see them but
able to feel them inside me as I rose up and down and he held his
hand still beneath me. He left his thumb pressed against the top of
my sex so that as I slid up his long fingers it stroked down across
my clitoris. But of course, his thumb wasn't as long, so it would
slide free of me if I rose too high.

Until he slowly forced a fourth finger inside
me! I could feel it jamming against the tight entrance, and gasped
as I felt the strain, felt the ache. I didn't complain, though. I
was enveloped in heat and lust and passion, and the thought of him
putting four fingers into me gave me a shocked sense of
thrill and heat!

The ache became almost pain, but not quite,
certainly not enough to care about given the raging heat gripping
me. I groaned as the four fingers pushed into me, though.

“Ride me, bitch. Ride my fingers,” he
ordered.

I did! And though I couldn't see him I felt
his breath against my nipple as he blew on it. Then his tongue
licked lightly, then harder as my nipple pulsed and burned! His
lips closed on it, then spread out to envelope the center of my
breast, sucking rhythmically. Finally, his teeth closed on my soft
meat, and I again felt an ache, an almost pain as he bit into my
flesh.

I was riding jerkily up and down on his
fingers as his thumb stroked me, and my mind felt battered by the
flood of sensations pouring through me!

Then he abruptly stopped!

I shuddered as his fingers and mouth came
free, and he stood up, moving in front of me even as he jerked my
head forward by the hair.

“Now you're going to obey, aren't you little
sex toy? Otherwise I'll have to spank you,” he said.

He had his shirt half unbuttoned, and now
undid the rest and shrugged it off. He shoved his shorts down with
his other hand and his cock sprang out in front of me, naked and
hard in the soft moonlight!

I gasped, staring at it, open-mouthed! It
seemed so big, so thick! I marveled at the thought he'd gotten all
that into me so easily! It was circumcised, and he had removed his
pubic hair, just as I had. Without the hair it seemed even larger
as he guided my mouth to his balls.

“Suck my balls, gringo,” he growled.

I did so. It was weird that I felt no
indignation at how he was bossing me around the way he was. Somehow
it seemed only natural, only right. And something inside me seemed
to be really excited by that anyway.

I moaned as I sucked his balls into my mouth,
rolling my eyes up the length of his stomach as he held his stiff
cock up with his hand. My tongue licked at them as I sucked, and
the heat within me was raw and pulsing as I stared at his thick
shaft and imagined it inside me!

He held his cock up by the tip as I licked
slowly up and down it, then let it drop, pointing at me like a
spear of flesh. I moaned as I sucked on the head, slowly pulling my
lips down its length, sucking and licking as I rolled my eyes up at
him.

It was... weird sucking his cock like this. I
mean, with my hands tied behind my back. I mean, I used my hands a
lot when giving oral sex. And it gave me a measure of control over
things which I now lacked. Having my hands tied gave him all the
control, and that made me anxious even in my heat.

But it also was turning me on because it was
so new and kinky and hot! And it reminded my body of how it had
felt earlier that afternoon when he had tied me up and fucked me!
It reminded me of that wild heat and pleasure even as my body
burned with sexual energy.

He pulled on my hair, and his cock slid
deeper into my mouth. I gurgled a bit as it pushed dangerously deep
into the back of my mouth, moaning and rolling my eyes up at him as
I sucked and licked.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said, his other
hand gripping my head as well, and pulling me into him.

Slave girl!? That was so kinky!

And then his head pushed into my throat! I
gagged weakly, and my body instinctively tried to jerk back. But he
pushed his hips forward as he drew me forward by the hips and I
felt a surge of panic as I gagged again, as his cock slid deep into
my throat!

I was trying to control myself, for this
wasn't the first time I'd had a cock in my throat. Well, it was the
second. And the first time had been someone else's idea too! The
first time hadn't lasted long, though as I had quickly jerked back,
gagging and choking.

This time I discovered I didn't have that
option!

He had pushed down on my head, then back,
forcing my shoulders forward and down, at the same time. That meant
I had very little leverage. I couldn't simply jerk my head back
because of how he'd pushed my shoulders forward. My head was
already back, and both his hands were behind it!

And I was in a state of shock as I felt his
slick cock sliding down my throat! I didn't have time to react,
even as I gurgled and gagged, until his naked groin was right up
against my lips!

“Every inch, slave girl!” he panted. “Swallow
that cock like a good little sex slave!”

My hands were jerking frantically against the
rope binding them, of course, but couldn't pull free. I couldn't
pull free, and then my lips were jammed right up against his groin,
around the base of his thick shaft, my eyes huge as I continued to
gag weakly.

Weakly, though. I mean, it was like my
throat, being so deeply penetrated, feeling his thick, soft, slick
shaft filling it from top to bottom, had given up. I trembled and
shook, but he held me in place against him with an iron grip, as my
chest began to burn and my head began to pound.

“Good slave girl,” he said.

The words were meaningless to me in my shock
at having my throat blocked with his cock!

He slid his cock back, at last, inch after
glistening inch appearing before my crossed eyes until the head
popped out of my throat and I could cough and gasp for breath
again. I did so, violently, as he drew his cock back out of me and
a stream of saliva poured over my lower lip and onto the sand.

“You are so hot I want to fuck your brains
out,” he growled.

He dropped to his knees in front of me,
thrusting his knees forward beneath me, his hands abandoning my
hair to grasp my hips, my buttocks, and jerk me forward.

I was still gasping for breath, my face red,
a bit light headed, and throat sore as he rubbed the nose of his
cock against my pussy, then pushed it against me and pulled me
forward. I groaned dazedly as I felt myself penetrated, as his
hands my buttocks and slid me forward up along his thighs, impaling
me on his thick cock!

He was sitting on his heels, but his legs
were completely bent and flat against the sand, his feet folded
under him so he was a bit lower than me. My chest was still heaving
but I was starting to feel a rising sense of wondrous dark heat as
he pushed even deeper into my aching pussy.

His powerful hands scooped me up, digging
into my buttocks as he drew me along his thighs until every inch of
him was inside me, throbbing powerfully, filling me up, making me
throb in return!

I felt one of his hand sliding up my back and
into my hair, and cried out as he gripped it and jerked my head up
and back. Then his mouth was at my throat, chewing and sucking and
licking and kissing me!

His other hand was jammed in against my
bottom and I felt fingers pushing against... my ass! I gasped
dazedly, breathlessly.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” I moaned.

“Shut up, puta,” he growled. “You're my
bitch, my slave girl!”

I was neither but it felt incredibly hot to
have him say so like that, especially with his cock deep inside me
and me being tied up on the beach!

I felt the finger pushing up into my ass!
Guys had sort of asked about being allowed to fuck me there before
but I'd never allowed it. Why should I?

Rodrigo didn't ask! Rodrigo didn't ask about
anything! He just did what he wanted!

I cried out as he jerked my head even further
back, forcing my back to arch so sharply I would have fallen back
were it not for his arm pressed against the small of my back and
his hand on my ass. I felt his mouth on my breast then, sucking and
licking, shifting from one to the other as the finger pushed up
deep into my ass!

It didn't hurt exactly, but there was this...
pressure, this strong and unfamiliar pressure there, which was
uncomfortable, and yet... given the heat enveloping me, given the
excitement of it all, given the feel of his cock up deep in my
belly... the discomfort didn't seem to matter at all. If anything,
it added to the sense of being in a wild, out-of-control thrill
ride!

He was jammed inside me and my lower body
wasn't moving except to tremble and shake. I was straddling his
thighs, my knees in the sand, and my clitoris was kind of pressed
against the his pubic bone, grinding softly as he held me there and
pushed his finger deep into my ass!

“Tell me you're my slut!” he ordered.

I only moaned, and then yelped as he bit the
center of my left breast.

“Say it, slave girl.”

I gasped aloud, and then again as I felt him
bite the center of my right breast.

“Say it!”

“Oh! Ow!”

He bit my nipple and I yelped even louder

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I-I'm your bitch!” I cried weakly.

He jerked my head forward by the hair and I
found myself face to face with him, our noses almost touching.

“Say you're my slave bitch!” he growled.

God, he was crazy! But this was so
ferociously hot!

“I'm your slave bitch!” I moaned.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


The words … were electric. I mean, I didn't
really want to say them, because they were kind of degrading, and
because I wasn't used to saying stupid things just because a guy
'ordered' me to. But at the same time saying them sent a crackling
wave of sexual electricity through my body!

“Nasty little slave bitch,” he said. “I'm
going to make you come, slave bitch.”

He released my hair and then to my shock,
folded his big hand around my throat! It was big enough, and my
neck was narrow enough, to do that! He held me like that, pressing
in, squeezing, but not hard enough that I couldn't breath. He was
squeezing just hard enough that I couldn't ignore it, just hard
enough to make breathing slightly more difficult!

“Ride my cock, slave,” he ordered.

He squeezed his hand harder for a moment as a
threat and I gasped, then raised myself up a bit, sliding back,
then forward, then back, then forward, gasping for breath as I slid
along his thighs, as I jammed my burning sex down against his
cock.

The hand on my ass helped, pushing me
forward, then relaxing, pushing me forward, then relaxing, with
that finger in my ass! Then I felt a second finger slowly push its
way into me, and shuddered in heat. A raging fire was down in my
lower belly, rising higher and higher through my body as his cock
plunged up into me and then slid back.

“Sex slave,” he said in a taunting voice.
“I'm going to fuck every hole you have, and then I'm going to do it
again! You should have three men here, one for every hole, and when
they're done three more should replace them. A girl as hot and sexy
as you should be fucked all the time, every minute of every
day.”

His fingers were deep in my ass now, and his
hand helped slide me up and forward, as did the hand around my
throat, which kind of pulled on me, then pushed back in time to my
own movements.

The fire spread and grew more intense, and
then the orgasm tore through me! I felt my hips jerking, bucking
violently, even as I began to cry out. The cry was choked off as
the hand around my throat closed tighter, and I felt my eyes
beginning to bulge and my head throbbing as the orgasm raged within
me!

“Come for me, slave girl! Come for me!” he
ordered!

The hand behind me was thrusting his fingers
into my ass now, even as I ground myself desperately against his
cock, crying out again and again, or trying to, as a hurricane of
sensation raged within me, held in place, in a weird sense, by his
hand around my throat!

It was the most intense orgasm I'd ever had,
and the longest, seeming to have no end, even as I ran out of
breath and became light-headed, even as dots danced before my eyes
and I felt dizzy, as my chest burned and my head threatened to
explode!

I was grinding and bouncing against him
frantically as the orgasm roared within me, uncaring of anything
else until it finally, finally began to fade! Only then did he
release my throat so that I could gulp in ragged breaths.

He pulled his fingers out of my ass and then
leaned me back, dropping me heavily onto my back in the sand as he
landed atop me, still inside me. His hands shifted to my legs,
pressing them up and back, then letting his chest slide down on
them to press them back harder, up between his body and mine with
my thighs aching.

He was a dark shadow above me, with the moon
behind his head, and I was helpless with my bound wrists underneath
me as he gripped my ankles and straightened his arms. That raised
his chest off mine even as he shoved my ankles back hard over my
shoulders so that the backs of my feet were pressed into the sand
and my buttocks were elevated.

He held himself there and his hips ground
against me, with his cock buried deep. I whimpered and moaned at
the sensation, still catching my breath, my chest heaving. My legs
were pressed back hard against my chest as he began to raise his
hips and lower them, his thick shaft starting to pump inside
me.

It was … different than when I'd been riding
him, much more steady, and I was in a state of hazy, languorous
relaxation after that intense orgasm. I just kind of stared up at
the shadowy figure above me as I felt his cock moving inside me,
hard and deep, and starting to move faster.

“I'm going to make you come again, gringo
slave girl,” he promised me.

I wanted to say something like “God, you're a
pervert!”, though it would have come out more admiring than
accusing. But I had no breath to form words.

His body wasn't even touching me except where
his big hands pushed down on my ankles, and where his cock was
thrusting into me and his hips grinding against my buttocks when he
was deep. The tendons in my thighs strained as he jammed my ankles
back over my shoulders, the backs of my feet pressing heavily into
the sand as my bottom rose up to meet his thrusts.

And I couldn't do anything! I mean, nothing!
I couldn't kiss him, couldn't touch him, and couldn't move. My arms
were trapped and bound underneath me, and my body was folded back
tightly and held in place by his weight and strength!

Every time his hips struck my buttocks, every
time his thick cock buried itself in my quivering, burning belly,
the weight of him slammed down and forced my hips down into the
sand, stretching and straining my spine. Then he withdrew so that
my bottom sprang up to meet the next stroke!

But the whole focus of my attention was on
the feel of him inside me, his big cock punching into the center of
my belly over and over as his hips made my body shudder with every
blow. All I could do was gasp and moan as the pressure began to
build up once again.

The hot, suffocating heat and the glittering,
breathless passion charged my body with sexual electricity so that
my breaths became cries of pleasure, though mixed with startled
pain. His hips were striking hard, after all, and the nose of his
cock was punching deep inside me. But the pain was as nothing
compared to the fiery pleasure and heat and raw animal lust!

I had never had sex which was so...
submissive, so helpless. I mean, I had never simply meekly lain
there while someone pounded against me like that! The weird thing
was how freeing it was. I didn't have to think about anything,
including what to do. All I could do was receive what I was being
given.

And I loved what I was being given, which was
a hard, even savage pounding which was churning my insides to a
cauldron of bubbling lava!

It was so good! Sooooo good!

I came again, my cries growing more
passionate as my mind was swept by the burning storm of pleasure
and rolled tumbling end over end, bathed in the fire, swept by wave
after wave of glittering orgasmic ecstasy that emptied it of any
conscious thought but wonder and fulfillment – and a crazed animal
hope that it went on forever!

Of course it didn't, but by the time it began
to ease I was breathless and my insides were aching! I gasped for
breath, eyes glassy, as he continued to hammer down against me. But
his strokes were changing, had changed, slowing but becoming more
violent! I gasped with every blow, grunting as his heavy weight
slammed against my upraised bottom.

And then he slowed further, and stopped,
gasping and cursing softly in Spanish. He eased his tight fisted
grip on my ankles, and I groaned as he let my legs come up and
forward, then dropped them aside. I lay there in the soft, dazed
afterglow of pleasure, staring up at the moon and hearing the waves
wash gently ashore and tried to catch my breath.

Rodrigo was moving next to me, getting up,
but I was still staring up at the sky, chest heaving, knees
splayed, still a bit dazed at the intensity of the experience.
Because that had been... wow. I mean, what a rush! What a wild dark
rush!

Rodrigo was getting dressed. I noted it but
didn't think it was very important just then. I was wrapped in a
bubble of warmth and relief and relaxation. I resented it when he
reached down and gripped my arm, pulling me into a sitting
position, and gasped in pain as his other hand then gripped my
hair, twining a thick braid around his fist.

“You are not done yet, little puta,” he said
with a growl.

I felt a little shock, a little jolt of
anxiety at his words. And what did 'puta' mean anyway?

I felt the pressure as he pushed forward on
my head, forcing it down, then the pull on my hair which made me
gasp in pain, and forced me forward. I tried to rise but the pull
on my hair was inexorably forward. I couldn't rise up against it,
but had to stumble forward through the sand on my knees, head
down.

“Rodrigo!” I exclaimed in protest.

“On your knees, slave girl,” he said.

“Stop it! Don't!” I cried, still stumbling
awkwardly forward on my knees.

The pull changed, pulling up, and I was able
to scramble to my feet, and as he pulled my head back I saw we were
at the edge of the beach. There was a chest high wooden fence in
front of me, and beyond that, grasslands and then some lights
further off.

Rodrigo turned me around so my back was to
the fence, then jerked back sharply on my hair.

“Ow! Rodrigo!” I cried, starting to get upset
now.

“Don't worry, little slave. You'll enjoy it,”
he purred.

He had pulled my hair back so that I was
looking up at the sky, not directly up but actually behind me, with
my shoulders forced back across the top of the fence and my body
bowed a little. He was also reaching over the fence, doing
something with my hair.

“That hurts!” I protested. “Let go!”

And then he did let go, but my hair didn't
move. It was like it was attached behind the fence in some way!

“What are you doing!?” I demanded
anxiously.

I couldn't see him any more at all. All I
could see was the moon, and distant lights in the dark behind
me!

But I felt his mouth on my breast, then my
other breast, as his hands caressed and kneaded them. In the
position I was in my chest was pushed forward, of course, my back
arched, and he sucked and licked at my nipples as his hands moved
up and down my body.

“Rodrigo!” I moaned.

I didn't exactly mind what he was doing, but
at the same time I didn't understand why he'd put me in this
uncomfortable position, with my wrists still tied behind me. Of
course, I hadn't understood why he'd tied my wrists in the first
place really.

His mouth began to move down my torso, and
his hands forced my legs further apart, and then his tongue found
my clitoris. I moaned helplessly, for while this was weird and
perverted and I didn't understand it, the feel of his tongue on my
clitoris was unquestionably pleasurable.

I had not had a lot of experience with oral
sex, and what I had had hadn't necessarily been all that great. The
time he'd licked my pussy earlier that day had been the best ever,
by a long shot! And now as he started to do it again I could only
stand there in that awkward position and feel his lips and tongue
and fingers against me!

Despite the orgasms I'd already had, his
mouth roused me very quickly, and despite my barely having caught
my breath I was soon gasping and moaning and gulping in air as the
excitement and heat mounted. Then he flung me over the edge again,
his fingers thrusting up inside me as he licked strongly against my
clitoris!

And then he did it again, and again, and then
twice more!

He was turning my insides into a puddle of
goo! And my mind wasn't much better, let me tell you!

By the time he reached up behind me and
somehow unfastened my hair, then let me unbow my back, I collapsed
to my knees in dazed exhaustion, my mind having been blown out by
the howling strength of the orgasms which he'd inflicted upon
me.

He yanked my head up and back by the hair,
but I didn't care. It was like I was boneless, limp and numb. But
it opened my mouth, and it turned out he was hard again because his
cock slid right inside, and, before I could even focus my mind on
what that meant, he was pushing down my throat.

I gurgled weakly, but again, it caught me by
surprise, and my mind had just been dazed by what had happened.
Before I knew it he was buried in my throat and my lips were
pressed against the base of his shaft, wrapped around him.

I moaned and stared dazedly, and he began to
pump in and out, his hips working, his hands clutching my head,
using my mouth, my throat, fucking me. I remember feeling a sense
of astonishment at what he was doing, and an equal astonishment
that he was able to do it without my body reacting.

I mean, I wasn't really gagging or choking or
anything. My throat ached somewhat, but it didn't actually hurt. I
was just kneeling there, with his hands clutching my head, and he
was fucking my face, my throat, just as casually as could be!

Oh, and I couldn't breath. There was
that.

I started to twist and writhe against him as
the lack of oxygen began to make me more desperate, and he finally
relented, pulling free, letting me draw in great, shuddering gasps
of air as I coughed and saliva kind of dribbled over my lower
lip.

Not exactly sensuous, you know, but it seemed
like he didn't care about that. He just thrust himself into my
mouth and down my throat again and began to pump in and out just as
hard as I gurgled and my skull throbbed and my chest burned, and I
became even more dazed.

I was so dazed I was hardly aware of it when
he yanked me forward and I fell onto the sand. I groaned as he
slapped my ass, gasped dazedly as he yanked my hips up, and groaned
again as he slapped my ass again sharply.

My face was pressed against the dirt as I
gulped in air, but my hips were high in the air, and I felt his
slick, spit-wet cock pressing against me – against my ass. I didn't
care, though. I was so relieved at being able to breath again that
was all I could focus my limited attention span on.

When the immediacy of that began to fade and
my mind began to waken somewhat I realized that he was all-but
buried in my ass! That was a shock, but it was one of wonder as
much as indignation. I hadn't done that before, as I said. I had
assumed it would hurt, but it didn't, really.

I mean, I had this really full sensation, and
feeling of pressure as he pushed into me. It was uncomfortable, but
not painful.

“I want every one of your holes, you
beautiful slave girl,” he said from behind me.

Again with the slave girl thing! But then
again, my hands were still tied, and he'd sort of treated me as if
I was his slave girl, and it had all been pretty freaking hot so...
while it was weird and kind of freaky, I wasn't upset by it,
really. I was actually beginning to get into it, even.

And as his cock eased back, then pushed in, I
felt a renewed sense of amazement. Yes, I was a bit grossed out,
but only a bit. He was fucking me in the ass! Damn! I mean, wow!
And it didn't hurt! I was thinking, well, hey, this isn't that bad
after all.

Okay, when he pushed especially deep there
was that strange sort of pushing sensation, that discomfort deep
inside me, but here's the weird thing. That sensation began to turn
me on! I don't even know why! But this was, you know, kinky, at
least to me, and new, and a bit shocking, and it was starting to
turn me on.

Crack! He slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Ow!” I gasped.

“Bad little slave girl,” he said.

Crack! His hand stung me!

“Oh! Rodrigo!” I gasped.

Crack! He struck my other buttock!

“Take that cock, slave girl!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Nasty slave girl,” he growled.

Crack!

He was slapping my bottom again and again,
though not consistently. He'd thrust into me for long seconds, then
slap my bottom, then continue thrusting for twice as long before
slapping my bottom, then do it twice! The blows stung, but only
momentarily.

And again, the weird part is that, like that
uncomfortable deep pressure, that sort of cramping, the slaps began
to turn me on!

His slave girl! I let my mind float with that
notion, with that fantasy. I was a tied up slave girl on a
beautiful ocean beach, and my master was fucking my ass! I started
to think of how hot and erotic that was, and my body began to feel
charged with sexual electricity once more!

I let myself feel the freedom of being far
from home and anyone who knew me, of not having to care about what
anyone thought of what I was doing, and not having to care that he
might tell his friends – who also didn't know me!

I was having a wild, nasty, exciting, kinky
sexual experience!

Crack!

I gasped helplessly.

Crack!

“Dirty slave girl,” he said.

Crack!

He halted, deep inside me, grinding against
my buttocks. His hands seized my waist and jerked it closer to my
thighs, raising my bottom higher, but bending my back more sharply,
and, incidentally, grinding my breasts through the sand.

Crack!

He shifted his position a little, and then
his bare foot came down against my back and neck and the pressure
forced my head to turn aside so my cheek instead of my chin was
pressed into the sand. Then the ball of his foot was pressing
against my cheek as he began to pump solidly into my ass again!

It should have made me indignant, but instead
it made me shudder with this sudden sense of being... being totally
dominated! I mean, here I was tied up and helpless and bent over
and he was fucking my ass and slapping my ass and doing whatever he
wanted to me! And it made me feel this deep sense of appreciation
of how strong and virile and masculine he was.

I didn't even think the concept of
submission, but submission was exactly what I felt, just casting my
mind free and reveling in whatever he did, groaning and gasping and
grunting and yelping as he fucked me and slapped me and jammed my
cheek into the sand below, as he roughly used my body for his own
pleasure without asking me or giving a shit what I wanted!

And it felt so hot, so darkly thrilling, so
erotic that the sexual electricity crackled through my body, and
another orgasm tore through me. I wouldn't have thought you could
have an orgasm from being sodomized, but I did!

It wasn't as intense as the others had been,
but then again I was aching and exhausted by then. My breasts felt
swollen and hot as they were ground into the sand below, and my
belly ached as he jammed his cock into me again and again, but I
trembled to the strength of the orgasm, then went limp, moaning, as
he continued.

I was wrapped in that luscious afterglow
again, groaning, eyes slitted, as he pumped into me, not really
caring what he was doing just then. He finished soon after, and his
foot came off my cheek as his cock shrunk and slipped out of me. He
drew back and I stayed in position for a bit, then felt his hands
on my wrists.

He untied whatever cord or rope he'd used,
and lifted my hands and arms out to the sides, as if to balance me
there on the beach. He shifted my knees further apart on the beach,
as well, slapping my bottom lightly and giving my pussy a little
squeeze.

And then he was gone, believe it or not.

I didn't even realize it at first! I just
knelt there, panting, groaning, eyes closed, catching my breath,
recovering. When I finally drew my arms in and pushed myself up
onto my hands and knees to look around behind me there was no sign
of him!

I stared stupidly around, blinking, filled
with disbelief. I turned my head this way, then that, sitting back
on my heels. Where the hell had he gone!? I looked out to sea to
see if maybe he'd gone for a swim, but I didn't see him. Well, it
was dark and you couldn't see very far in any direction.

But I was shocked he would just... do all
that with me, well, to me, and then leave without so much as a
word! I was indignant, angry, and somewhat hurt! I was relieved,
though, when I saw my bikini behind me.

I picked that up and put it on, then made my
way back to the hotel, feeling used, at first, and hurt and angry.
But then I realized, well hey, it wasn't like he was my boyfriend
or was ever going to be my boyfriend, or like I'd ever wanted him
to be. This was about casual fun and sex, and nothing more.

And God knows I'd had that! But still, it
hurt my feelings and ego somewhat to think that the moment he was
done he'd just left me without a word! What an asshole!

I thought back to what Jennie had said about
Latino men, that all they thought women were for was fucking and
taking care of the house and babies, that they didn't treat women
as persons, as friends. I suppose his attitude fit with that.

I began to lose my anger, though some of it
remained. I mean, how rude can you be! But I began to focus instead
on how hot and erotic and nasty and exciting and kinky and
pleasurable the sex had been. He'd fucked me in the ass! Omygod!
That was so wild! And I'd had an orgasm while he did it!

How many orgasms had that bastard given me
anyway? Half a dozen at least! That was so wild! He might not be
boyfriend material but he sure knew how to turn a girl on! His oral
skills were superlative!

I felt somehow more sophisticated for the
experience, for the knowledge gained, not to mention for the
incredible intensity of the pleasure! I sure couldn't resent him
for that.

I rejoined the party, which had hardly
changed at all since I'd gone maybe an hour or so before but I
wasn't really feeling much like dancing. A little time and a lot of
beer changed my mind, though, and I started dancing with strange
guys again.

I felt more confident, somehow, and maybe
more cocky. Hands that stroked my bare bottom or fingers which
dared to slide along my breasts didn't really arouse me but didn't
bother me, either. I turned down numerous invitations to do more,
to go elsewhere, and stuck with the girls.

Until, that was, they went off with guys. It
turned out only me and Jessie went back to out room. She made a
joke that now we had to do like Hannah said and sleep with each
other. She might have even been half serious, given she'd had even
more to drink than I had, but I just wasn't interested in any more
sex that night.

“Hey, let me ask you something about sex,” I
said, as we were in bed – separate beds. I was laying in mine on my
arm and she was sitting in hers drinking a glass of water, which
she seemed to think would lessen the hangover in the morning.

“Have you ever had anal sex?”

She made a face, shrugged and nodded.

“Did you like it?”

“Naw. It doesn't do anything for me. Hannah
loves it, though.”

“Really?”

She lay back in bed and pulled the sheet up
with a sigh.

“She told me once about fucking these two
guys at the same time. First she was on her knees blowing one while
the other did her from behind. Then she was straddling one, facing
him, and the other one pushed into her from behind.”

“Wow!”

“She said it was incredible having two cocks
moving inside her at the same time.”

“Have you ever?”

She snorted. “No. For one thing. If one is
your boyfriend, well, is he going to get jealous of the other one?
And if neither one is your boyfriend, well, how slutty is
that?”

“Pretty slutty,” I said, as she turned out
the light.

But I couldn't help thinking about it. How
wild would that be!?

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Despite her water Jessie had a bit of a
hangover. I had a bit less of one. We got dressed next morning and
went down to the indoor cafe for coffee, both wearing sunglasses.
The other two hadn't come home in the night so we assumed they'd
gotten 'lucky'. I didn't tell Jessie how lucky I'd gotten!

I was very tempted, though!

We had all signed up for a boat tour which
would let us swim with dolphins, so we headed there, and met up
with Hannah and Ashley, who looked very smug, but even more
hungover than Jessie. That was okay. All we had to do was sit on
the boat and enjoy the salt air, at first.

Then they demonstrated the snorkeling gear
and we got to swim around with dolphins, which was incredible! It
made us all hungry for more, so we signed up for scuba lessons,
then had lunch on the patio by the hotel.

We splashed around in the hotel pool a bit,
then went down to the beach. Rodrigo was there with his friends,
which made me blush, since I was wondering what he might have told
them. They were looking at me, but then they usually were. Well,
not me exactly, but us. Lots of guys were, though.

We went to a surf shop along the pier,
though, and bought more bikinis. I guess I hadn't really considered
that I was going to see a lot of the same guys every day, and I
didn't want to wear the same bikini every time! Oh, I had the other
one but that was more modest, and after having gone a whole day in
a thong I didn't want to change to something less... sexy!

I made the mistake of getting into a kind of
competition with Hannah, though, and wound up with an even smaller
bikini! It was a micro bikini, with a very small inverted triangle
in front. Believe me, if I had any pubic hair I couldn't have worn
it!

The back was more of a string than a thong,
though I suppose the difference was more psychological than real.
The bikini was in a kind of dark green metallic color. The cups cut
diagonally across my breasts less than an inch from my nipples,
which was certainly smaller than the other one!

But when we went back to the beach I got a
lot of whistles from hot guys! Rodrigo looked at me with those
steamy dark eyes and that made my chest tight. Me and Hannah wound
up hugging and then playfully kissing and putting suntan oil on
ourselves to tease them.

I was getting hot from wearing such a
revealing suit and having all those guys leering at me, and saying
openly what a great ass I had and what a great body I had! I'd
never felt quite so much the little exhibitionist before!

Rodrigo wasn't saying anything, which made me
kind of turn up my nose at him, and play to other guys. I was quite
the flirt, and enjoyed myself immensely! But there was an
undercurrent of chest tightening anxiety and anticipation about
what he would do the next time we were alone!

I still felt the echo in my mind of that
thrumming heat and excitement I'd felt every time his big cock
pushed deep inside me and filled me up!

We went back to the hotel room and there was
a bit of a fight for the shower. Hannah and Ashley wound up in the
shower together! And there was a lot of giggling and stuff coming
from the bathroom which made me a bit, uhm, uncomfortable and
embarrassed, but I studiously ignored it.

I put on a little frilly chiffon skirt I'd
bought, shorter even than what I'd wear clubbing back home. I had a
crop top to go with it which sat low on my chest, had spaghetti
straps, and which, with some daring, I decided to wear without a
bra underneath!

That was daring! Especially since it sat low
on my ribs, too, which meant that my breasts would be partially
visible under my arms, you know, from the sides. I'd have to watch
how energetically I danced, but I knew it would be fairly dark and
crowded and noisy, so I figured I could get away with it.

Besides, Hannah was wearing a short dark
skirt and a bra top, and Ashley was wearing a sort of net dress
with a few strategic coverups. Even Jessie was wearing this tiny
slip dress.

We were going to The Castle, which was a
nightclub on the beach. It was really hot out, you see, and tonight
the breeze was from the west, not off the ocean, so it was humid,
too. We wanted to spend time indoors where it was cooler.

I was nervous, mostly because of the top. My
breasts were firm for their size, but the little light crop top
sure wasn't doing anything to stop them from moving as I did, and I
kept checking down to make sure nothing was close to coming
out.

Don't get me wrong here, the crop wasn't
actually showing much cleavage or anything. But it was very light
and loose, and I was starting to think I'd made a mistake since I
was moving around so much. And if I danced too energetically I'd
'bounce' up which could be embarrassing. The sides were also kind
of more open than I'd thought.

We took a cab there, though it was only about
six blocks away. Well, we all had high stiletto heels, so walking a
long distance would have been a pain, especially in that heat. Once
there, the noise was incredible, and even with the air conditioning
turned up, the number of bodies in there moving around so wildly
made it a bit hot.

The Castle had a main floor, where the DJ
was, and two floors above it, which were sort of like galleries at
the mall, you know, with the bulk of the center being open to the
floors below. You could have called them balconies, I suppose, but
they were pretty wide, each with a bar, lots of tables all around
and a dance floor at one end.

The lights were fantastic, and the atmosphere
was really exciting! It didn't take long for boys to show up and we
were soon dancing. The first guy who asked me had a shaven head but
an athletic body. His hands slid up and down my mostly bare back as
we danced, and he had a cocky look on his face that was just a bit
too close to eager to excite my interest.

He was cute, though, and a decent dancer. The
next guy was a football player type who couldn't dance much, and
whose hands kept grabbing my ass. The one after that was a black
guy who offered to take me out back and fuck me. I said no
thanks.

Then this Hispanic guy named Miguel asked me
to dance. He had something of the same sort of attitude as Rodrigo,
but was a bit taller and thicker in the chest. He had the same dark
eyes as we danced, and a sort of knowing look that made me
alternately nervous and uncertain.

But he had very talented and very fast
hands!

Like, my crop top was low enough he could
slide his hands up my sides and kind of hold me under the arms
without touching it. Which he did, no problem, right? But then as
we danced and he wound up behind me he did it again.

Only this time his fingers were in front, and
he had big hands. The kind of gripped me there as he leaned in
across my shoulders, our hips swaying and kind of grinding, and his
fingers slid quite naturally forward to gently caress the sides of
my bare breasts inside the top!

That took my breath away! His hands stayed
politely on my ribs, on my sides, but his fingers stroked lightly
up and down against the warm, sensitive skin of my breasts, causing
my nipples to almost instantly get hard as little pebbles!

That he was able to do this subtly, right on
the dance floor, also sent a thrill of wicked heat through my lower
belly!

He kind of lightly rubbed his face in my hair
from behind as he did, and whispered the word “bonita” which I knew
was Spanish for 'beautiful', then he inhaled softly and said
'delicio' and a moment later brushed his lips against my throat and
said 'delicia', which both sort of meant 'delicious' but in
different ways.

I was starting to get turned on!

“Let us go upstairs,” he said, as the song
ended.

I nodded, a bit tongue tied, and he took my
hand in his big hand and we took the escalators up to the top
level. There we danced again, but it was less crowded and darker up
here, and there was more privacy. Still, when he did that thing
with his hands again I felt my pulse rate shoot up!

And this time as we danced and ground
together, he chewed lightly on the nape of my neck, and his hands
slid further forward, right into the sides of the loose crop top
until he was openly cupping my bare breasts! OMG! He squeezed his
fingers in gently, then again, his lips kissing along my
throat.

He slid his hands out through, and took my
hand, winking at me as he led me through the crowd and then between
a pair of tall Roman columns and under an archway into a narrow
carpeted hall. I thought it was like the sort of hall which led to
bathrooms and stuff, but instead he opened this door – a padded
door, into this small round room.

It was lit by purple light, was maybe four
feet across, if that, and empty, with mirrored walls, and I was
just confused as he closed the door behind him. Then he wrapped his
arms around me and started to kiss me – hard! I kissed back, of
course! And as I did, his hands slid up and down my bare back, then
down onto my ass, and back up under the short skirt!

I wasn't wearing any underwear that night,
and his fingers kneaded my buttocks as we kissed. My breasts were
hot and felt swollen, and I was starting to wonder whether I was
going too far. I mean, I didn't know anything about the guy but his
name!

But we were in a disco, a club, and even if
we were in some sort of uhm, closet sized room alone, what could
happen? Well, that was the fleeting thought which went through me
as his hands roamed my body, but then he firmly took my wrists,
which were up by his shoulders, and lifted them up above my head,
pinning them together.

He grinned at me, then reached up and I
frowned uncertainly, cocking my head way back to look above me. I
felt a shock run through my mind and then my body as I saw him
taking what looked like a black strap which hung from the ceiling
and wrap it around my wrists, then buckle it tight!

I was … startled! And then before I could say
anything, you know, like, hey, what the fuck, his lips were on mine
again and his big arms were around me, pulling me against his chest
as his tongue pushed into my mouth!

My mind was still spinning through this when
I felt my skirt loosen, for his fingers had nimbly undone the clip
and zipped, and the skirt slid down my legs to pool at my ankles! I
twisted my head free then!

“Wait! What are you doing!” I gasped.

The music was still pounding loudly, even in
here, as he undid the ties on my spaghetti straps, and then slid
the loose crop down my body! I was fucking naked in this little
round closet, with a strange guy! And I was tied up again! I jerked
my hands against the straps, eyes wide, filled with alarm,
embarrassment, uncertainty and... well, yes, a sudden sizzling
heat.

“You are as beautiful as Rodrigo said,” he
growled.

I gaped at him, and then he was bending over,
sucking and licking at my nipples, his right hand sliding down
between my legs so his fingers could caress my clitoris!

“Oh! Wait! What! D-don't!” I gasped. “Untie
me!”

But I wasn't even sure as I spoke it that I
wanted him to! My body was starting to burn as his fingers stroked
my clitoris, and then, ignoring me, he dropped to his knees,
forcing my thighs apart. His mouth opened wide, and then like a
tiger it lunched forward and took my entire sex in his mouth!

He growled low in his throat, his dark eyes
looking up at me! Then his tongue began to work, sliding up and
down the line of my sex as his hands kneaded my buttocks! Holy
fuck! I twisted my head desperately, looking at the door! Was it
locked!? Could someone else come in!?

His tongue was squirming up inside me! I'd
never had a guy push his tongue that deep into me before, and
gasped in helpless rising heat!

His hands slid down, tugging my top and skirt
down from around my ankles so he could spread my legs wider. Then
he rose, suddenly, and I could see his erection inside the tight
white pants he was wearing! I could see the thick outline of it
angled down and to his right, reaching almost to the right side of
his thigh!

He undid the trousers and unzipped them, and
I gasped, mouth wide, as his cock sprang out, thick and hard and
pointed right at me! Fuck! He shoved his pants down and then
gripped my arm, roughly spinning me around so my back was to
him!

He stepped in against me and I let out a
helpless cry as I felt him pressed up between my buttocks! Then he
eased his hips back and his right hand slid around me and down my
abdomen. His left hand slid around me and up to cup and knead my
breast! And his cock pushed out between my thighs to where his hand
there could grab it.

I shuddered with the sexual pressure which
now gripped my mind! I'd never gotten so hot so fast before! He
gripped his cock and pressed it up against me from beneath, the
shaft sliding back and forth against my naked sex soon becoming
moist with my juices!

“You want my cock, gringo girl,” he growled,
his lips next to my ear. “You want it deep inside you.”

I fucking did! But this was insane!

He was holding the head of his cock and
angling it up so he could press it against my clitoris, and my body
was burning up with heat and energy to the point I was literally
trembling from the incredible pressure!

And then the door opened and Rodrigo came
in!

I let out a squeak of shock, then a
kaleidoscope of emotions cascaded through my shocked mind! I was
embarrassed, guilty, afraid, confused, anxious and alarmed as he
looked at me from hooded eyes.

“Did I give you permission to fuck someone
else, slave girl?” he growled.

His hand shot out and gripped my throat,
squeezing, though not enough to stop me breathing – with some
effort. My wrists jerked against the strap holding them, but to no
avail, of course!

“Your body belongs to me,” he said, leaning
in and then kissing me on the lips!

His hand was still squeezing my throat as he
did that, and his other hand came up to cup and squeeze my breast!
Meanwhile Miguel was still sliding his cock up and down against my
pussy from behind!

He pulled his lips back from mine, his hand
still squeezing my throat, his eyes dark and a scowl on his
face.

“You need to be punished, slave girl, for
disobedience,” he said.

He was wearing black pants, kind of khakis, I
guess, with a thin clothe belt. He undid the belt, while Miguel
continued to chew and kiss lightly along the nape of my neck and
rub himself against me, then slid the belt out of the loops of his
pants!

He said something in Spanish, and Miguel
eased back, sliding his cock out from between my thighs. Rodrigo
handed him the belt, and Miguel gripped my hips and pulled them
backward.

Rodrigo held my throat in his hand, and let
his other hand comb through my hair, then his right hand slid down
my belly and abdomen until his fingers were against my sex. He was
rubbing my clitoris while the heel of his hand pushed against my
pubic bone, forcing my hips further back towards Miguel!

“Bad slave girl,” Rodrigo growled.

And Miguel swung the little woven belt so
that it snapped down against my buttocks!

It stung, too! I mean, it was no more than an
inch wide, and made of cloth of some kind, but with elastic in
it

I yelped but the sound was nothing over the
pounding music.

“Bad slave girl,” Rodrigo said again.

The belt swept down against my bottom with a
second little stinging blow. It was soft sounding, sort of like a
'whissh!' but it did sting!

He kept his hand between my legs, but then
gripped my hair with his other hand, roughly jerking my head up as
he leaned in to kiss me hard!

“Bad slave girl,” Rodrigo growled.

Whish! Whissh! Whiish! Whissh! Whiish!
Whhissh! Whisssh!

The belt swung down again and again, so that
my buttocks started to get hotter and hotter, but that was no big
deal because my insides were flaming lava! This was the kinkiest
thing I'd ever even imagined in my life, and every time my
fluttering mind started to think of something I ought to do to put
a stop to it another wild rush of sensation would overwhelm me!

“Nasty slave girl,” Rodrigo said.

Whissh! Whissh! Whisssh! Whisssh! Whissh!
Whissh! Whiissh! Whissh!

I sobbed weakly into Rodrigo's mouth as my
body burned, as my nipples ached, as my hips began to grind
helplessly against his fingers! And then the orgasm swept over me
and I cried out, again and again, Rodrigo eating the cries as his
fingers rubbed harder against my frantically grinding pussy!

“Naughty slave girl,” Miguel said.

Whissh! Whissh! Whisssh! Whissh! Whissh!
Whissh! Whissh! Whisssh! Whissh!

Oh! My! God!

I felt something soft pressing against my
back entrance, something soft but insistent, something warm and
slick so that the pressure began to force it into me! I whimpered
helplessly, dazedly, into Rodrigo's mouth, as he held his hand were
it was and what had to be Miguel's cock slowly pushed up into my
ass!

“You have a beautiful ass, slave girl,”
Miguel said from behind me.

I felt that hot, tight pressure inside me,
again, an aching that was still not pain, and then he started to
sort of alter the pressure, drawing back, then increasing it,
drawing back, then pushing forward, and his cock slid deeper into
my belly.

Rodrigo eased his lips back from mine, while
still grasping my hair, then he released it, and I felt Miguel
grasp it from behind instead, jerking my head up more roughly.

“Are you a slave girl,” Rodrigo asked
sternly, his face a foot or so in front of me.

I gaped at him, gasping, moaning, shuddering,
as Miguel pushed his cock deeper! My mind was spinning!

He slapped my cheek lightly, but
stingingly.

“Say it,” he ordered. “Say you're a slave
girl.”

He slapped my cheek again, then again, and it
stung!

“I-I'm a slave girl!” I gasped.

He moved his face closer to mine.

“And what do men do to slave girls? What do
they do to sex slaves?”

I shuddered, the heat inside me boiling up
through my chest, and he slapped my face lightly again.

“They... they fuck them!” I cried.

“Because that is what sex slaves are for,” he
said.

And then his big hand circled my throat,
choking off the continuing stream of cries, gasps, moans and
whimpers I had been making! Like before, he didn't close his hand
so tightly I couldn't breath, but it was tight enough my head
started to throb as Miguel worked his cock deeper.

“Fuck her ass, Miguel,” Rodrigo said, leaning
in so his face was close to mine. “Show this slave girl what men do
with their pretty toys.”

And Miguel was doing just that! His cock was
now sliding in and out of me using long strokes. His hips began to
slap lightly against my out-thrust buttocks, then harder, so that
my body shuddered to the blows!

And I came again, screaming silently as
Rodrigo clamped his hand down around my throat, shaking and
twisting, my hips slapping back desperately against his Miguel as
his cock rammed up into me with hard, fast, deep strokes and
Rodrigo rubbed my clitoris!

An incredible eruption of raw animal pleasure
rushed up through my body and overwhelmed my mind!

Rodrigo kept his hand tight around my throat
while he leaned in to kiss me gently on the lips, a long, lingering
kiss as I gurgled and shook and Miguel continued to thrust hard and
deep into my ass!

I heard him speaking in Spanish, a gasping,
passion-filled voice, as he drove his thick up hard between my
buttocks. Rodrigo drew his lips back from mine and answered, his
eyes staying on my own, his hand still choking me as the orgasm
crackling through my body like an electrical charge.

Then Miguel stopped, halted against me, still
buried in my ass, the head so high I felt cramps. I heard him
chuckle as he said something else in Spanish. Again, Rodrigo
replied, then released my throat.

I gulped in air in deep, ragged gasps of
breath as Miguel pushed forward against me, straightening my body
up. Of course, he was taller than I was, but spreading his legs
aside allowed him to stand pressed against me, his cock impaling me
as his hands moved up and down my hips and sides and ribs, then
slid around in front to cup and squeeze my breasts up and in
together.

His hands slid down, then, both of them
together, until his fingers pushed in between my thighs on either
side. He gripped my thighs and then pulled them apart, lifting my
feet off the floor! He was half supporting me while the leather
straps above dug into my wrists more harshly, still leaving my body
taut as Rodrigo reached out and lightly rolled and caressed my
nipples.

“Tell me again that you are my slave girl,”
he said.

I was still gulping for breath, but he
pinched my nipples, twisting them and then pulling them up and
forward so that I cried out, back arching.

“I'm a slave girl!” I cried dazedly.

“No, you are my slave girl,” he replied. “Say
it.”

“I'm your slave girl!” I gasped.

He chuckled softly, his fingers easing on my
nipples, spreading out to knead my breasts.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you, slave
girl,” he said, leaning forward so that I could feel his warm
breath against my cheek.

Miguel's big cock was already buried deep in
my ass! And since so much of my weight was resting on his big hands
which gripped my thighs, my legs were spreading slowly further and
further apart as he sort of held me there in mid-air!

Rodrigo slapped my face and I gasped.

“Say it, slave girl,” he ordered.

“I want your cock inside me!” I gasped.

He slapped my face again, lightly, but still
giving me a little shock.

“Call me master,” he said with stern
look.

“Master,” I gasped, feeling a strange, but
intense wave of some dark thrill.

Again he slapped my face lightly.

“Beg for my cock, slave. Tell me you want my
cock inside you.”

“Please fuck me!” I gurgled. “I-I want your
cock inside me... master!”

It was embarrassing (in front of Miguel) and
kinky and dark and weird and yet a rush to say it, even as he undid
his pants and pushed them down. His cock sprang out hard and thick
and he stepped even closer, rubbing it up and down the line of my
sex.

I shuddered against Miguel, feeling his
throbbing cock filling my ass, and thought about what Hannah had
said. God! Was he really going to fuck me now!? With Miguel still
inside me! OhmyGod!

I moaned and writhed against Miguel as
Rodrigo let his cock rub back and forth against my clitoris, then
push slowly into the mouth of my sex. I felt my opening stretching,
felt the tautness of my flesh as he slowly slid into me, then felt
him pushing up through the sopping, elastic folds of my sex and
deep into my trembling, spasming belly!

And then his hips were pressed against me,
and his big hands seized my head, all-but completely covering it on
both sides, as he brought his lips in against mine. I felt crushed
between the two of them as his chest squeezed my breasts in against
my ribs, and every tiny movement let me feel the shifting of the
two big cocks inside me!

Miguel began to move his hips slowly in and
back, his cock shifting and pumping inside me, and then Rodrigo did
the same. The feel of them moving inside me was... indescribable!
My hands felt numb and my wrists were burning. My thighs ached with
how far apart my legs were, but none of that mattered worth a
damn!

My insides were being churned into a flaming
jelly as the two big men thrust into me. They weren't even moving
quickly, but the sensations were sweeping through my body and mind
with shocking intensity!

Rodrigo was kissing me more and more
passionately, his tongue invading my mouth, as I felt Miguel's lips
moving along the nape of my neck, kissing and chewing and
sucking.

And those two big cocks kept moving inside
me!

Around us, the floor shook a little with the
people dancing, the music still pounding loudly. It was like we
were in this little private booth, like a bubble away from the rest
of the world, and raw heat tore through my mind as another orgasm
tore through my body.

I writhed and jerked against them, between
them, sobbing dazedly as their cocks moved even faster inside me.
Rodrigo's hands abandoned my head, sliding down onto my ass, then
in to grip my thighs and take over holding my legs up and apart.
Miguel's hands coasted up my hips then around in front to fill
themselves with my breasts.

But their hips kept moving, kept thrusting in
and out, as my body shuddered and trembled and writhed, convulsions
wracking my body! Another orgasm hammered into me before I'd come
anywhere close to catching my breath from the first! A third and a
fourth swept over me, and then two more! God, I was going
insane!

Their hips moved faster, their cocks plunging
into me like two spears of flesh, tearing me apart and sending my
mind spinning wildly!

Miguel finished first, slowing with a gasp,
but Rodrigo wasn't that far behind. I was barely conscious, I
think. They dressed, and then dressed me, slowly, taking their
time, kissing me more gently, but still firmly controlling me by
grasping my arms or hair.

We left the booth, with me being half held up
between them. I was dazed and still gasping, stunned by what had
happened. I was barely aware as they led me through dancers and
then down the escalator. Rodrigo dropped away on the second floor,
and then Miguel led me back to within sight of the table where the
girls were.
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How long had passed? Half an hour? Less? He
kissed me on the back of the neck and slipped away, and I stumbled
over to the table and collapsed in an empty chair as Hannah gazed
at me doubtfully.

“Where have you been?” she asked.

“U-Upstairs!” I said, panting a little.
“Dancing.”

She smirked.

“Just don't go up to the top floor unless the
guy is hot. That's make-out territory.”

“I looked at her in confusion. Mind you, I
would have looked at her in confusion just then if she'd told me it
was dark outside. I was uhm, kind of bedraggled in mind and
body.

“The top floor is where couples go to have a
more... friendly dance,” she said with a smirk. “I should know. I'm
a friendly girl.”

“Okay,” I said, still breathless.

“They have booths there for couples to make
out. Only the walls are one way glass on two sides so that people
outside can watch.”

I stared at her, and only the numbed state of
my mind kept me from reacting as I slowly processed the
information.

“Why?” was all I managed to blurt out.

She shrugged, then grinned. “It's kind of
cool in a way. See, the booth entrances are on one side of the
floor, and the open dance area where the windows are, well, that's
on the other side. You have to walk completely around – ,”

She pointed up at the circular galleries
above.

“In order to get from one to the other, so
you can like, make out and then leave without even seeing the
people who were watching. It can be kind of a kick. I wouldn't go
too far in them, though, I bet Ashley has. I think she actually
gave a guy a blow job in one last time.”

She laughed in delight.

I continued to stare at her, then picked up a
random drink and swallowed most of what was in it.

Had there been people watching us!? Oh! My!
God! It was a good thing the bar was dimly lit, with all sorts of
odd flashes, because my face started to heat up!

Then Ashley and Jessie returned, and Hannah
went to get another drink, offering to get one for me too. Believe
me, I needed it! She returned and I took several quick gulps as she
and Jessie talked about a song, and then Ashley talked about some
guy she knew.

And then Hannah brought up the top floor
booths again! Ashley giggled and Jessie insisted on seeing it! I
wanted to run from the building! But at the same time, some part of
me desperately needed to see if it was true, if it was bad as
Hannah had said!

So we all went up to the top floor, and
Hannah pointed at the little hall where the entrance to the booths
were. Then she led us in the opposite direction, around the
gallery, the balcony, or whatever it was called, and in on the
other side, where there was a broad, open area about fifty feet or
so square.

And people danced, or sat around or stood
watching these three rounded windows! One was empty. In a second
one, a couple were kissing, though fully clothed. In the third one,
a girl was pressed against the far wall with her little skirt up
and a guy was fucking her!

The light was dark purple in the booths, and
the light around us was very dim, which allowed me to hope, if I
kept my head down, no one would recognize me! I was horrified, as I
flicked my eyes up at the couple! Seeking the slightest sense of
reassurance, I noticed that their faces were a little washed out by
the deep purple light, and allowed myself to hope my face wouldn't
be recognized!

The girls thought it was hilarious! And of
course, Ashley and Hannah had to show off, so they hurried around
to the other side and got into the third booth. Jessie laughed when
she saw them through the two way mirror. They both started kissing
with exaggerated passion, their hands sliding up and down their
backs and then squeezing each other's asses.

Ashley (of course) started things further by
flipping up Hannah's skirt so that those watching could see her ass
in her little thong, and grabbing that ass with her hands. Then
Hannah, who was always competitive, began to grope Ashley's
breast!

They were attracting attention, all right, I
saw around me, especially from the guys!

Ashley slid her hand up under Hannah's shirt,
then forced it up above her breasts, tugging down her bra to start
groping and then leaning in to suck and chew at her nipples! I
don't think they were really making out so much as showing off, but
they were clearly not the least bit shy with each other! Nor were
they shy about showing off parts of their body to the crowd they
couldn't see!

I was watching, but with a dazed feeling as I
imagined, with more than a little mortified horror, this crowd
watching ME when Miguel and Rodrigo were stripping and then fucking
me! God, what a show we must have put on! Thank God it was dark
here!

Inside the booth, Jessica had done Ashley one
better and peeled the blonde girl's semi-transparent dress right up
over her head, leaving her in just her thong! The two were still
lip-locked, except when one or the other brought her mouth down on
the other's breasts and nipples, but to me, it looked like they
were showing off less, and enjoying themselves more.

“They're drunk,” Jessie said in amusement and
more than a little scorn.

“They know people are watching!” I
gulped.

“They don't care. They're both show-offs, and
anyway, nobody here knows them. Well, except us.”

Hannah plunged her fingers into Ashley's
thong and Jessie shook her head.

“Let's go,” she said, turning away.

I hurriedly followed as we circled around the
gallery to the escalators.

“Are we uhm, going to stop them?” I
asked.

“Fuck no,” she said. “If they want to put on
a porn show for a bunch of strangers that's their business.”

So we went back to the first floor and since
I couldn't find an excuse to leave early we continued to drink and
dance. I felt kind of … shocky, though!

Hannah and Ashley came back about twenty
minutes later, smirking and giggling wildly.

“You two better hope no one had a camera,”
Jessie said.

I gasped aloud, but fortunately, the booming
music covered it.

“No cameras allowed up top,” Jessie said with
a smirk.

“Anyway, there's so many naked girls on the
fucking internet it'd be a miracle if someone you saw found yours,”
Ashley said. “I have a few myself that asshole Patrick uploaded. No
one I know has come across them.”

“Seriously?” Jessie asked.

“Oh, that one of you topless?” Hannah asked.
“You showed me that.”

“Yeah, and another one of me blowing
him.”

“Guys always want pictures of you when you're
blowing them,” Jessie said in annoyance.

“Fucking camera phones. You almost have to
take them away before you do anything,” Hannah replied.

Ashley made a face. “It's not a big deal
anyway. If someone sees a picture of me naked I'm like, so? I'm
hot.”

“How about a picture of you being fucked like
a bitch in heat?” Hannah asked, smirking.

Ashley shrugged. “I'm hot. I look great
having sex.”

“So long as your dad doesn't find them.”

“My dad doesn't surf porn sites. Neither do
his friends. And even if one of his friends found a picture, by
some wild coincidence, given there's billions of pictures and
videos of girls fucking around on the internet, and even if he was
sure it was me I doubt he'd send it to my dad.”

“Unless someone posts it with your name,”
Jessie said.

Ashley nodded. “Yeah, but you can usually get
those taken down. It's the anonymous ones you never see that stay
up forever.”

I wasn't contributing much to the discussion.
My mind was still trying to cope with what had happened upstairs,
and then with the shocking revelation that people, dozens of
people, had been watching the whole time!

Ashley soon left us to go somewhere else with
this hot guy she met. Then Jessie found a guy, and me and Hannah
wound up going back to the hotel alone. But then she met one of the
guys she'd been partying with the previous night, and went off with
him, leaving me alone in our hotel room.

And I have to say, now that there was some
distance from the place, and the anonymous people I'd never seen,
the fact they'd all been watching me was starting to seem a lot
less horrifying, and even kind of, well, hot.

I mean, that had been the kinkiest sex I'd
ever had! With two guys! Fuck! And the thought of a crowd of people
staring at us from only a few feet away was an incredible
thing!

God! I'd been completely naked! And they'd
fucked me in both ends! And I'd come loudly and repeatedly! I knew
the people there wouldn't have been able to hear, but they sure
would have seen my reactions!

I alternated between being horribly
embarrassed, and incredibly aroused at the thought! Was I sick or
what!?

In any event, I was the only one sleeping
alone that night, but I still had a hard time getting to sleep,
despite the amount of beer I'd drank after that strange, hot menage
with Rodrigo and Miguel. I met Jessie and Hannah the next morning,
and Jessie kind of apologized for leaving me alone.

“You need to find some guy, grab him, and
fuck his brains out,” Hannah said to me. “Stop being a virgin.”

“I'm not a virgin,” I said.

God, far from it!

“Remember you're thousands of miles from home
and this is party central! Don't worry about who says what! Just go
for it!”

I promised to 'just go for it', and we wound
up taking scuba diving lessons, and sliding below the mercifully
cool waters enjoying and exploring. After lunch we went further up
the beach where a collection of boats had anchored just offshore.
Some were only speedboats, while others were great big cabin
cruisers. They were in close enough to shore the water was waist
deep around most of them, and the party was already going on when
we arrived.

Tons of beer was flowing, and I was
determined to have a good normal time, without any kinky
stuff and being tied up and stuff! Me and the girls wound up on one
of the big cabin cruisers, mostly because we were hot and in tiny
bikinis, and danced there like we were dancing girls.

I mean, it was like we were on a stage, and
all the guys in the water below would look up and shout at us, like
telling us to take off our tops and stuff. We weren't the only
ones, of course. There were a lot of girls dancing on that and the
other boats. There seemed to be a lot more guys than girls,
though.

I couldn't forget the previous evening, and
even though it was extremely unlikely any of the guys around us had
been there watching me and Miguel and Rodrigo, I felt a bit
paranoid, at first. The beer kind of loosened me up, though, and
watching the girls dance and flirt with everyone around, and show
off, kind of got me feeling in a show-off mood, too.

That doesn't mean I was very happy when
Hannah, who was dancing with her front pressed against my back,
reached around and jerked my bikini top up! The guys watching
shouted approval, though, and after my initial embarrassment I kind
of felt myself basking in their adoration.

I still put the top back on, of course, even
as Hannah pulled hers off, prancing back and forth, showing off for
the guys below. Ashley had no problem flashing the crowd either,
the slut. Even Jessie wound up doing the same! So then I let Hannah
lift my bikini top up again and show off my boobs.

I'd had a few by then, and was feeling pretty
buzzed as I danced with her, even when she got into the fake
lesbian stuff to taunt and tease the guys. It felt weird, though,
having her fondle my bare breasts as all those guys watched and
hooted and shouted!

We didn't go further than that, though. It
was just play acting, you know.

But it turned me on, even while embarrassing
me. It turned me on to be topless in front of all those guys, with
the sun beating down on my tanned body, and all the guys shouting
approval!

Ashley wound up completely naked, dancing on
the stern of a ship to howls of approval. She was falling down
drunk, though, and Hannah had to go rescue her or else she'd have
fallen into the water.

I was pretty sure there would have been
enough guys to rescue her, mind you.

After that we wound up having dinner at the
hotel pub and sobering up so we could get ready for the party to
come, which was going to be at the pool again.

Until Rodrigo approached me.

As soon as I saw him my heart stopped! He
came over to the table where we were sitting, bent over, slid his
hands through my hair, and pulled my head up and back, then kissed
me on the lips, while the other girls looked on.

He eased up and back, but his eyes were still
locked to mine.

“I will pick you up at seven,” he said. “A
party, black tie. Dress... in black.”

He released my hair and walked away, leaving
me breathless, and the other three staring at me.

“Well, well,” said Ashley in delight. “What
exactly has been going on here, miss priss?”

“Uhm...”

“So who is that guy? I've seen him at the
beach,” Jessie said.

“I've uhm, talked with him a few times,” I
said.

“Done more than talk with him, I bet,” Hannah
said.

“And here I was feeling sorry for the shy
girl!” Ashley said with a snort.

“I don't know what you mean,” I said,
blushing.

“Honey, a guy doesn't do that to a girl he
hasn't fucked,” Hannah said with a smirk.

I blushed again and the other three gave each
other knowing looks.

“So tell us about it,” Jessie purred.

“There's nothing to tell,” I said firmly.

Then they started speculating about when and
where, and remembered I'd disappeared from the hotel pool a couple
of nights back, badgering me until I admitted we'd gone down the
beach in the darkness. I refused to give details though, other than
that he was a really good kisser.

*

I had brought one little black dress – just
in case. It was short, tight, and strapless, with a deep V plunging
down between my breasts. But it was a narrow V so that it didn't
really show a lot. It was a sexy dress, though. I had a green and
gold necklace that went with it, and, of course, high heels.

Roberto showed up in a tuxedo, believe it or
not, and he looked incredibly handsome! He kissed my wrist gently,
then led me into a cab which took us to a big house overlooking the
ocean. It seemed pretty quiet for a party, though there were a
dozen or so cars parked around it.

I could see people milling about through a
picture glass window, though, men dressed as Roberto was, though no
women, at least, not in that glimpse before he led me in through
the main door and then down a hall away on the other side.

We went into a small room, and then he took
me in his arms and gave me an incredibly long kiss that got more
passionate with every passing second! My toes began to curl up, and
believe me, my nipples were hard as rocks!

He stepped back, leaving me panting a bit,
and drew something out of his pocket. It was... I thought a
handkerchief, then as it unfolded, I saw it was like a long black
scarf – silk. I felt a momentary confusion, and then regret,
thinking maybe he'd bought it for me, but it wouldn't really go
with my dress.

But instead he turned me around and drew my
arms back behind me.

“Wh-what are you doing?” I gulped.

“Cross your wrists, slave girl.”

I felt a jolt that took my breath away, too
frozen to move as he crossed my wrists for me, then gently wrapped
the scarf around them.

“But... Rodrigo? What... what's going
on?”

“You're my slave girl,” he said, tying the
scarf firmly around my wrists, tying it, in fact, into a bow!

He turned me to a mirror so I could see, and
I stared, my head twisting around, still confused and stunned and
anxious and uncertain.

“But what – !?”

He kissed me again, his arms around me, and I
moaned anxiously into his mouth. I felt his hands sliding up and
down my bare back, as before, only this time they slid down to the
fabric of my dress, and pulled the zipper down.

The tight grip of the dress around my upper
body loosened, and then the dress slid downward as he pushed on it!
I moaned as my breasts popped free.

“Rodrigo!”

He pushed the dress down my legs and then
slid his thumbs into my thong and pushed it down as well! I gasped,
starting to hyperventilate a little as he pulled me forward, making
me step out of them, naked but for my shoes!

“What... what are you... what are we … ?”

He produced another scarf, just like the
first. He folded it over, then folded it over again, then again,
then he pressed it against my eyes! He drew the scarf around my
head and tied it behind me!

“R-Rodrigo!?”

I felt something going around my neck,
something leather, fastening there, and then he let go of me and I
felt a … a pull from the thing around my neck, and was forced to
lurch forward.

“Rodrigo!?”

“Shhh,” he said.

The pull continued, and I had no choice but
to follow it, as whatever was around my neck led me forward, then
tturned me, and I heard voices ahead! The voices grew louder as we
got closer, and shock gripped me. My wrists jerked against the
scarf behind me but to no avail, and I tried to backpedal, then I
heard the voices much closer.

Many voices!

The voices fell away and then... there was
applause! It wasn't wild applause, but even so I could tell it was
coming from many hands and they were all around me! I had no idea
what to do! I felt my face flaming as the murmur of voices erupted
around me – Spanish voices.

Male voices!

I gasped as a hand gripped my hair, and
pulled my head up and back. Then there was a hand caressing the
underside of my right breast! Another hand slid between my legs to
caress my sex, and another squeezed my buttocks. Yet another
fingered and plucked at my left nipple! Another caressed my taut,
trembling belly!

And all around me were male voices speaking
Spanish, young and old, but all male! There was laughter and snorts
of amusement, and hands were all over me as my hair was held
tightly back!

I was so shocked, so astonished and mortified
I was speechless!

I felt myself pulled back and to the side by
the hair! Something pressed against my thighs, blocking them, and
hands gripped my hips to lower me onto... onto... someone's lap!
Fingers stroked my clitoris and then I was raised up and forward as
what had to be a cock was pressed against my sex!

“Oh! Oh! Wait! Oh! Please!” I gasped amid the
laughter and comments.

But I felt myself lifted up and back by the
hair, felt the cock penetrating me, sliding up into my body! Hands
lifted me and adjusted me sitting firmly atop someone and my legs
were spread wide by the legs beneath me parting!

I gasped again as my head was again jerked up
and then to the side, and a cock pushed into my open mouth! At the
same time, I felt a tongue on my clitoris! I was … overwhelmed by
it all! I was in a state of shock, hardly able to think!

The cock in my mouth pushed deep into my
throat, and I gurgled dazedly as strong male hands held my head
firmly in position while the cock began to pump slowly in and out!
The tongue on my clitoris was licking harder now, as the man
beneath me began to grind his hips in a slow, circular motion, then
move them up and down.

My mind was fluttering wildly, gibbering,
more like, trying to understand. At first I thought it was just
Rodrigo and maybe Miguel and another, but there were too many hands
and voices! Then I thought it was all some wild and terrible
mistake! Rodrigo had mistaken my... my acceptance of what had come
before as my accepting I really was like... you know a slave
girl!

But I wasn't! I might have said I was, and
might have thought it was really a hot, thrilling rush to pretend I
was, but I wasn't! But men were gathered all around me, touching
me, and watching me while … while this went on!

I was so stunned all I could do was go along
with it, for my stuttering mind couldn't come up with any ideas of
what else I should do! I knew what I should have done! I should
have screamed and demanded they let me go the instant I realized he
was taking me in among other people!

But it was kind of late for that now!

I was so stunned that even my senses were
frozen and numb, at least, at first. All I could feel was how
flushed my skin was, and of course, the penetration of the cock I
was sitting on. I hardly paid any attention to the tongue licking
me, at first, what attention I had focused on the cock in my
throat, and on the shock of what was happening!

The only thought that consoled me at all was
that one which was becoming familiar. Nobody here knew me, and in a
few days I'd be thousands of miles away. Even that was a flitting
thought until the cock pulled free of my throat and I could suck in
deep, ragged breaths of air amid my coughing!

My head was turned to the other side, still
controlled by a tight grip on my hair, and another cock pushed
between my gaping lips, sliding forward along my tongue.

It all felt so... surreal! God! There were so
many voices around me! It sounded like there was twenty men there!
Surely that wasn't true!

My mind flashed to the wild, kinky sex in the
booth yesterday night, and the thought of all those people standing
on the other side watching me through the two way mirror! Here they
were right in the room!

Oddly, that thought was a kind of a comfort,
because it provided me with a previous example which was sort of
the same, which had given me an incredible rush of pleasure and
excitement. Of course, there I hadn't known until afterward that
people were watching. Here I knew the whole time! It made my face
burn with embarrassment, but... that was fading.

How long could you be embarrassed about the
same thing with the same people, after all? It was mortifying at
first, then only humiliating, while now it was fading to something
like deep, self-conscious embarrassment.

And besides, my mind kept getting completely
distracted by the cock in my throat. Nothing was more immediate,
more important, than being able to breath, you see. Everything else
was way lower on the scale of things, even being naked and having
sex in front of a crowd!

I was becoming light-headed because of how
long the guy fucking my throat was holding his thick cock inside
me, blocking my breathing. Coming on top of the shock and surreal
nature of what was happening it wasn't doing anything good for my
ability to think straight.

He pulled out and I gasped for breath, chest
heaving, even as the guy beneath me began to thrust up harder.
Whoever was licking my clitoris managed to get his lips around it
and suck in this hot, fluttery kind of way I'd never quite felt
before, almost making his lips seem to vibrate, and I felt the
first thrum of sexual energy from between my legs.

But it was almost unnoticed amid the chaos in
my skull, at least at first.

My head was turned to the other side and
another cock pushed into my mouth. I didn't know if it was the
first one, and it was taking turns with whoever was on the other
side of the chair, or if it was a new cock. And I suppose it didn't
really matter.

It slid down my throat until my lips were
mashed against his pubic bone, whoever he was, and I still couldn't
breath with it there! It pumped in and out for some seconds, then
drew out and I gasped for breath once more as the hand in my hair
pulled me forward more, kind of bending me forward on the guy's
lap!

I felt a slick cock rubbing against my left
cheek, and another against my right cheek, and then a third cock
pushed into my open mouth and down my throat! Hands continued to
knead and massage my breasts, while whoever I was sitting on began
to pump steadily up into me now that I was leaning forward.

Whoever had been licking my clitoris had
moved back, but fingers were rubbing me steadily, and I was feeling
a growing surge of sensations from down there.

And I was starting to... to... I don't know..
adapt? No, that's the wrong word. Accept? Yes, maybe. Maybe I was
coming to accept what was happening, to resign myself to it. The
continuing struggle to breath had pushed the importance of
everything else way down the scale.

But I was starting to conquer that too. I
mean, I had discovered, through continuous effort, that I could
breath, at least a little, around the cocks in my throat. It wasn't
easy and it wasn't fast, but it was possible.

Two big hands cupped my breasts as I leaned
forward, and squeezed them tightly, making me wince and moan. They
were practically using my breasts to pull me further forward, and I
found myself leaning so far forward my feet were once again on the
floor.
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There was movement around me, and I gasped in
pain as my bound wrists were lifted upward, bending me further,
forcing me fully up onto my feet, though bent sharply at the waist.
Whoever had been sitting down – at least I assumed it was him –
stood now, thrusting into me more sharply, his hips striking my
upraised buttocks so that my body shook to the force of his
strokes.

My head was held up and back by the hair, so
whoever was in front of me could fuck my throat. He pulled back,
though, and I had a few desperate seconds in which I could gulp in
air before my head was turned to my right so that another cock
could thrust down my throat.

It pumped for something like five to ten
seconds before pulling back, then my head was turned to the left,
and again I had a few seconds to gulp in air before another cock
pushed through my open mouth and down into my throat.

My breasts were swinging, at first, but soon
hands were on them, just as fingers were still stroking my
clitoris. My wrists were held high, forcing me to stand bent over,
and controlling my body as much as the grip on my hair.

Then whoever was in my throat softened very
suddenly, so I knew he had come. It didn't really make a lot of
difference, though, for as soon as he withdrew my head was turned
forward and another cock filled my throat.

I heard what had to be cursing from behind
me, as the man's hips slapped my bottom harder and faster, then
slowed and finally stopped. I could feel his cock softening inside
me, too.

I felt myself moved and turned, and my knees
hit the side of what felt like a sofa or recliner as I was bent
further over. My hair was released momentarily, but only to be
gripped by another hand which guided my mouth down onto a stiff
cock.

In the meanwhile, my legs were spread, and
another cock pushed into my pussy, thrusting hard and fast almost
immediately.

The shock was wearing off by now, and I was
becoming even more resigned to what was happening. I wasn't afraid,
though I was far from happy. I was still very embarrassed and
self-conscious that many eyes were on me like this.

A minute or so later, the man fucking me
finished, and pulled free. There was some ribald laughter, and then
I was yanked up again. It felt like... my body was completely
beyond my control. Everything that happened was outside of my
control. I was just bouncing along like a tumbleweed blown by the
wind.

Dazed, I felt myself raised upright, again by
the hair, and stumbled forward across the floor. Then strong male
hands gripped my wrists and untied the scarf around them. My wrists
were raised up and apart, each held by a strong hand, and then
straps fitted around my wrists!

I moaned helplessly, as my ankles were spread
apart, and more straps circled them!

Then there was a mouth at my sex again,
licking my clitoris as male hands caressed my bare back, then slid
around my ribs to cup and roughly squeeze my breasts, lifting them
up and together. The hands eased back, and then the conversation in
the room seemed to ease a little.

I heard a thin whirring sound, and then felt
a blow across my back. It was a very lightweight blow, from
something very thin and flexible, like... I don't know, not a rope,
for that was too thick, more like a shoelace, a leather bootlace,
perhaps.

But it wasn't a bootlace.

The weight was light but it stung, and I
gasped aloud at the sudden thin warm line which cut diagonally
across my upper back. It didn't especially bother me, mind you. The
main emotion I was feeling just then was relief, for I could
finally draw in continuous deep breaths of air with nothing
blocking my throat!

I heard the whirring sound and again felt the
blow, this time horizontally across my back, lower down. Again I
gasped, but again didn't really care. My mind was instead starting
to focus on the tongue licking my clitoris, for the sensations
coming from there were growing too powerful now to simply ignore
now that I was able to breath.

Again came the whirring sound, and again the
light blow across my back, though it stung more this time, hitting
harder. I gasped, and then my mind, starting to come out of its
dazed state, suddenly flashed onto what was happening.

It was like... like I was being whipped!

That was a shock! But it wasn't a horrible
shock, since the stinging blows were, well, they stung, that was
all. And suddenly, just as my mind had visualized the crowd of
people watching us in the little window, now I visualized a crowd
of people sitting and standing around while I stood naked and
strapped helplessly like this, as someone whipped me!

It was a strange, wild, and darkly thrilling
image, whose eroticism was no doubt helped along by the tongue
lapping at my clitoris.

Of course I was still, like, you know,
ohmygod, this can't be happening, but there wasn't anything I could
do about it!

The thing, whatever it was, cut across my
back repeatedly, making me flinch and jerk and gasp. Then there was
a brief pause, and then, without the whirring sound, I felt another
blow. This felt like a bunch of those thin leather laces, all
landing at the same time against my upper back!

My cry was louder, given I was startled, and
of course, it hurt more. Well, it hurt the same, but the pain was
now striking me in a bunch of places at once. But the shocking
thought that I was being whipped had transfixed me. I was aghast,
in a way, but also felt a rising sense of a wild dark high!

I mean, I was fucking being whipped! Naked!
In front of a bunch of men! Holy shit!

The multiple laces struck with a soft light
crack of sound as they hit my bottom, and that stung enough
to send my hips jerking forward into the face of whoever was
licking me. My thighs jammed around their head momentarily before
hands gripped them to hold me ecstasy.

Unless that was a guy with very long soft
hair, and I somehow didn't think so, it was a woman licking my
pussy, I realized with another shock.

I felt the multiple laces strike my bottom
again, sideways, and I yelped in pain, my hips jerking forward once
more. This time she was ready, and simply kept her lips glued to my
clit! At the same time, fingers pushed up inside me, and began to
pump in and out!

The laces went crack across my upper
back, harder, the pain sharper, and I cried out, back arching as
voices growled and murmured around me!

This was not happening! This was not
happening! Ohmygod! OhmyGod! OhmyGod!

They struck the center of my back, then my
buttocks, then my upper back again! Each blow sent a crackle of
stings through my flesh, and left me feeling slightly sore, like a
very light sunburn. And the more blows struck, the more sensitive
my flesh became, like a worse sunburn.

But more of my attention was now going to the
fingers thrusting up into me and the lips sucking on me and the
tongue licking so strongly against my clitoris, because the
sensations were growing more and more intense and sending a
shimmering rush of heat and dark excitement up through my body.

This was fucking insane!

The laces struck sharply along my back, but
this time horizontally, and the tips curved around my ribs to
strike at the side of my breast! I yelped even more loudly,
startled as well as aching! I felt a rush of shock, like, you he
wouldn't dare!

But then it struck again, this time on the
opposite side, the tip of the multiple laces curling around under
my arm across my ribs and snapping at the side of my other
breast!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I cried.

The laces struck my back squarely with a high
pitched crack of noise, but then the next one curled fully around
my ribs so that when they curled around my ribs to strike my right
breast fully!

“Ah!” I gasped. “Oh! Don't! Please!”

Crack! The next blow swung around the
other side to strike my other breast!

“If you do not say the word `master' then I
do not hear you,” Rodrigo said in a casual voice.

Crack! The laces curled around my ribs
to strike my right breast again!

“Ah! Please, master!” I cried.

Crack! They curled around under my
left arm to strike my left breast!

“Ahh! Please! Master!”

“But you are a naughty slave girl, and must
be punished,” he said in a mild voice.

“I'm not a slave girl!” I cried.

Crack! The laces struck my right
breast again, then my left!

“Ah! Oh! Please!”

“That you say so only makes you more
naughty,” he said calmly.

My breasts were getting... warm... sore! And
suddenly I felt fingers gripping my nipples and pinching them.

“Who is your master?” he asked from in front
of me as I cried out in pain.

“You are!” I cried, arching my back as he
pulled on my nipples.

“And this makes you the slave girl, yes?”

“Yes! Yes!” I cried desperately.

“You forgot to say master again, slave,” he
said in a sort of regretful voice.

He released my nipples, at least, but then I
felt the laces cutting across my breasts, from the front this time!
I cried out, then again, then again, as several more blows
followed, making my breasts throb and burn!

“Please, master!” I cried desperately.

“Are you my slave girl?” he asked.

“Yes!”

Another blow struck my breasts!

“You forgot to say master, slave girl,” he
said.

“Yes, master!” I cried.

“So you are a slave girl?”

“Yes, master!” I half sobbed, chest
heaving.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm a slave girl,” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ahg!”

“You forgot to say master,' he said.

“I'm a slave girl, master!”

“Whose slave girl are you?”

“I-I'm your slave girl, master!” I
sobbed.

“Would you like me to fuck your beautiful
body, slave girl?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped.

Hey, anything was better than having my
breasts whipped! Well, almost anything! That really stung!

Crack! A hand struck my bottom
stingingly.

“Push your bottom back at me, slave,” he
ordered, his voice now behind me

Panting, trembling, I obeyed, pushing my
bottom out as far as I could. I felt his cock sliding up and down
against my sex, which was warm, swollen and wet with the saliva of
whoever had been licking me. He pushed slowly inside, and I have to
admit I was kind of moist inside, too.

The girl – I continued to believe it was a
girl before me – continued licking my clitoris as his cock slid up
into me, and I shuddered, gasping, dropping my head low as I began
to feel a sense of relief from the anxiety and fear of the
whipping.

“So tight,” he growled behind me.

I moaned as he thrust deep, grinding his hips
against my buttocks. He gripped my hair and jerked my head up and
back, then began to pump into me with hard, deep, steady
strokes.

Which was fine with me. Again, it was way
better than being whipped, and I could breath, too. And, then the
raw sensations from the girl licking my clitoris began to reassert
themselves in a much more intense way.

This was just so... wild! Rodrigo was fucking
me and a girl was licking my clitoris, and people were watching
us!

From his position, the head of his cock was
forced up along the front wall of my sex with every stroke, which
was the same location he, and, come to think of it, the girl
licking me, had used their fingers to caress while licking me.
There was something about it that just sent shudders through my
body!

And then, like a warm rush of water, I felt
myself becoming genuinely aroused for the first time. It was a
strange, almost giddy sort of arousal, for I was still horribly
self-conscious about being naked and all those people around me.
But the strange thing was that since I couldn't see any of them I
felt almost... anonymous, as if they couldn't actually see me, in a
weird sort of way.

Or at least, my face.

And Rodrigo's cock was sliding up into me
again and again, the nose pressing strongly against the front wall
of my sex, then sort of bending up and back to slide up into my
belly, while the girl licked strongly at my clitoris!

I felt a hand on one breast, which I assumed
was Rodrigo, since his other hand was in my hair, and his hips
began to slap my buttocks harder as he thrust deeper. The arousal
spread and deepened, the heat growing so that I began to pant like
a dog in the sun, gasping for breath as he continued to thrust.

With all those people watching!

The embarrassed self-consciousness was still
very deep, and very strong, but now it seemed to twist in upon
itself, so that the realization that I was naked and the center of
attention of maybe ten or twenty men began to act like gasoline on
the fiery heat already gripping my mind and body!

This wasn't just the kinkiest thing I had
ever done! This was the kinkiest thing in the world, I thought
dazedly!

My cries became louder and more passionate
with every thrust, my breath coming in sobs as the heat built up,
as the sexual pressure grew more and more powerful. A sense of
something like euphoria gripped me as I felt myself sinking into
the erotic fantasy of being a slave girl.

A slave girl! A naked, chained, whipped slave
girl!

I felt every inch of Rodrigo's cock as it
sliced up between the tautly stretched lips of my sex, and drove
deep into my body! Then the hard thump of his hips striking my
buttocks, which were still pushed out as far back as I could!

And everyone was watching me! A whole crowd
of them!

My cries became even louder, breathless,
sobbing gasps and moans as he rode me, as he used me, as he fucked
me, and that tongue licked harder and harder against my clitoris!
It was all too much! I felt drunk on the heat and sexual energy,
and flashed over into a stunning orgasm!

I cried out again and again, ramming my hips
back as frantically as I could, glorying in every hard thump of his
hips against them, of pressure and sensation as his cock speared
deep into the spasming flesh of my belly, of that girl's tongue
licking wildly against my clitoris!

I writhed and twisted and thrashed in the
grip of a massive rush of pleasure, dazed and drunk on the flood of
sexual energy pouring through me! And I was intensely aware every
second that a crowd of men were watching me!

I felt the orgasm straining every muscle in
my body, my hips bucking back violently, and then, slowly, it
faded, and I went all-but limp. I would have collapsed were it not
for the straps around my wrists, and for long seconds they dug
deeply, even painfully into my flesh as I mostly hung from
them.

The pain caused my mind to waken enough to
brace my legs, but I swayed dazedly, groaning, my body still
shuddering as Rodrigo – at least I assumed it was Rodrigo –
continued fucking me.

He thrust harder, faster, in shorter strokes, then halted, and
after long seconds, eased slowly back.

The hand gripping my hair released it and I
groaned, my head falling forward. Then, almost immediately, I felt
a hard cock pushing against my entrance, and I knew it wasn't him.
In fact, it was a dry cock, where his was slick with my juices. And
it was thicker. It pushed deep inside me as I groaned long and low
in my throat.

Whoever it was pumped slowly, at first, his
arms coming around my ribs so his hands could fondle and grope and
knead my breasts. Then his strokes began to pick up speed and I
gasped weakly as my body began to shudder to the force of the blows
against my buttocks.

The girl kept licking me, softer, now, but
slowly picking up the pace, as well. I cried out as my hair was
suddenly yanked up, raising my head.

“Sex slave,” I heard Rodrigo whisper into my
ear.

I moaned dazedly.

The guy behind continued thrusting into me,
and while my orgasm had been intense, the sexual heat which had
gripped me had been wild. It began to rouse again very quickly, and
the realization I didn't even know who was fucking me was …
outrageous … and wildly thrilling!

Another orgasm shook me from top to bottom,
as I strained against the straps, crying out, arching and twisting
and ramming myself back at him. He too came inside me, then another
cock drove into me from behind. I went limp, gasping for breath,
but helpless to suppress the dark, glittering sense of eroticism
gripping me now.

He didn't make me come, but I came damn
close!

The next guy fucked my ass, which hurt, at
first, damping down the heat. The girl licking me soon raised it up
again, though, and I again came close to climax, before the guy
finished.

And then strong hands undid the straps from
my wrists, only to guide my wrists down behind my back and enclose
them in more leather. My ankles were freed and I was made to kneel
as another cock pushed into my mouth and down my throat. Strong
male hands gripped my head to control it as he fucked me hard and
faster.

I almost lost my dinner with the force of his
thrusting, but managed to control myself, barely, and then they
were forcing my face down against the floor and slapping my bottom
to raise it high, and someone else moved behind to fuck me.

I was again lost in heat, moaning dazedly as
I was used roughly, but still didn't come. Not until they lifted me
up again and made me straddle someone else who was sitting on a
sofa or couch. This time I was facing him, as they guided his cock
up into my pussy, and the heat made me ride him as he thrust up and
sucked and chewed on my breasts and nipples.

Then someone jerked my head to the side and a
cock pushed into my mouth, as someone else moved in from behind me.
I shuddered as another cock slowly worked its way up into my ass!
It was an outrageous, shocking scene, and it pushed me over the
edge into multiple orgasms as the three men used me like a … like a
sex slave!

I had one orgasm so intense it almost blew my
mind, then about a half dozen smaller ones that had me constantly
crying out and twisting and writhing between them.

I was lifted up and dropped back onto some
kind of table, my legs spread wide. Someone fucked me like that.
Then my body was turned sideways so my head and shoulders hung over
the edge of the table, and someone else fucked me as another guy
thrust himself into my mouth and down my throat.

Things got fuzzy after that. A combination of
stress, shock, repeated oxygen deprivation and blindness (the
scarf) made me more than slightly dazed. Things went on for some
time, though, as I was moved, shifted, lifted, turned and
re-positioned a number of times as men entered me in various ways
in various orifices, sometimes singly and sometimes two or three at
once.

I know there were more orgasms, and my hair
was pulled a lot, and then finally, the noise and laughter and
voices faded away and things got quieter. My head was pounding and
my body aching and sore, by then. My throat was so sore every
breath hurt.

I was carried somewhere, and immersed in
water, and bathed, including my hair, but I was groggy through it
all. And finally, the blindfold was lifted off my eyes and I could
see, though I don't remember that happening. I was semi-conscious,
I guess, but I remember my mind recovering somewhat as I found
myself in a quiet bedroom.
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I was laying on my back on a bed, with my
wrists still bound together with leather restraints and attached to
the headboard above me. The lights were low, but I could see
someone moving around. They reached across the bed and took my leg,
pulling it to the side, which was okay.

I was sore enough between the legs to want
them to be spread apart!

I groaned weakly as they strapped my ankle
down, then moved across to the other side of the bed, pulled that
ankle apart and strapped it down, too. They moved closer, and lit
several candles on the bedside table, then walked around the bed to
the other bedside table and lit more.

And I saw it was a girl. She was Hispanic,
with fine features and high cheekbones on her slender face. She had
short dark hair done in a kind of bob, and was tall and slim with
high, perky breasts.

She was entirely naked, except for a collar,
a thick black studded collar around her throat, and I could feel
something similar still around my own neck as she crawled into bed
between my now-spread legs and lowered herself to hands and knees.
I looked at her blearily, sore all over, feeling very battered and
bruised, and felt a sense of impending anxiety as she gazed at my
swollen sex, then moved her mouth closer.

Her tongue pushed out, amazingly long, and
then ever so gently licked across my clitoris – which was quite
sore. I hissed and moaned a protest, but the touch was not
altogether painful. There was a rush of … sensation, because I was
so hypersensitive there now, and some of that was ache, but some of
it... wasn't.

I assumed it had been her licking me before,
which meant she'd already had a hand in several orgasms I'd
experienced. It seemed churlish to resent this, or to feel
squeamish about her licking me now, when we were alone, but I did
anyway.

But her tongue had little of the urgency it
had possessed earlier, if it had been her. It moved in slow, soft
licks across the surface of my sex, then along my inner thighs. It
caressed me with a warm, slick, gentle touch that was partly
comforting, partly aching, partly … arousing, despite all I had
been through.

Her hands glided over my skin, caressing my
thighs and hips and belly, then moving higher to gently massage the
underside of my breasts. They both felt battered and bruised from
the rough handling they'd been given that night, and as I returned
to something approaching full consciousness I marveled at the flood
of blind memories which swept over me.

How many men... !?

I had no real idea. Some of the times I'd
been penetrated might have been the same man returning for a second
go, or a third.

The slender girl dropped her hands and her
fingers caressed the line of my sex her tongue had been lapping at.
Then they ever so gently eased in between my labia, as I hissed in
pain, and just as gently eased them apart.

Her tongue slithered down into the narrow
valley of my sex, stroking and massaging my pink flesh, caressing
the inner lips and dipping deeper and deeper into my body. The
tongue didn't hurt when it penetrated me, at least, not more than a
bit. The sensation of that soft, slick little tongue pushing into
me was wonderfully sensual and oddly comforting compared to the
big, hard cocks which had been shoved into me all evening long.

What time was it?

I had no idea. I had no idea where I was or
who she was, and my tiredness made me incurious about either as she
let her tongue turn and twist within me. I felt a rising flutter of
excitement seeping upward through my body as she continued.

She paused in her licking, sliding slowly
upward, kissing my abdomen, my stomach, then my ribs as she let her
own breasts slide across my lower body and up, until she could
gently mouth each of my nipples. They were both still very hard,
very sore, feeling raw from all the pinching and plucking and
twisting and groping.

Her mouth was soothing and gentle as she
sucked lightly, as her lips massaged the center of each breast, and
twisted the ache to something that throbbed excitedly and made my
breasts swell.

Her body slid higher until she was looking
into my eyes. My eyes fluttered and then looked away uncertainly,
but she leaned in to kiss me. I had not been kissed very much
during the evening, and not gently. Her lips were very soft, and
her tongue was graceful as it dipped lightly within my mouth.

I felt her small hard breasts against my own
as her body covered me. Her lower body kind of shifted a little to
the side, so that her legs straddled my right leg. That put her
pussy directly over my right thigh, and not coincidentally had her
thigh pressing against my sex, pressing in softly and repeatedly in
a rhythmic sort of fashion as she continued to kiss me.

The kiss seemed endless. I'd kissed girls
before, of course, but always either chastely, or in an exaggerated
fashion to tease some guys. I'd never had a long, soulful,
passionate kiss with a girl before, and it was... quite
something.

It was like her mouth was somehow softer than
that of a man, just as her body atop me was softer and smoother
than that of a man. There was no real hair on it to rub against me,
and the feeling was quite novel and … quite erotic, actually.

She was in constant motion, though that
motion was slow and easy. Her breasts ground softly against mine,
just as her thigh rubbed gently against my sex, and her own sex
against my thigh. Her fingers combed through my hair and her lips
slid and turned and pressed in and then eased back against my mouth
in a kiss which continued to grow longer.

My body, despite its exhaustion, began to
respond to her touch, a ripple of real heat moving through me as
her body eased slightly to the side and let her right hand drop to
my left breast. Her fingers were much more gentle than that of any
of the men who had used me that day, and despite how bruised my
breasts felt, despite the ache her touch caused, I felt my nipple
throbbing with excitement.

She eased her way slowly down my body,
kissing and licking and caressing me until she was once again
between my legs. Her tongue resumed stroking up and down then from
side to side against my clitoris, and the fluttering rushes of heat
grew more intense as my hips now began to grind and roll, my weight
shifting as my muscles spasmed weakly.

I suddenly realized I was smelling cigarette
smoke, but I was too distracted to really pay much attention. I
groaned as her lips sucked gently but insistently on my clitoris,
even as two long, slender fingers slowly pushed into my sex and
slid up deep within me.

My breathing had become fluttery and I gasped
softly at the ache of her penetration. Yet at the same time I felt
a blossoming of the sexual heat, which now began to crackle through
my body like electricity. My wrists and ankles pulled against the
restraints, and I felt the pressure building up within me as her
tongue and fingers skillfully roused me to full heat.

I noticed a small red light out of my
peripheral vision, and turned my head aside as I moaned softly. My
eyes blinked several times as I gulped in air, and then I made out
the figure of someone sitting on a chair off to the side. It was a
man, a man in a suit, and he was smoking a cigarette.

He was in shadows so I couldn't see who it
was, but the shape was wrong for Rodrigo. This struck me as a much
older man, though I couldn't make out his features. I felt a flush
come to my face, despite the fact that many men had watched and
touched me already that evening.

This one, though, I could see! Well, sort
of.

At first, his presence put a shocked damper
on the rising heat, but then that began to fade away. I was more
resigned to being seen in obscene ways by then, and the girl's
hands and tongue were extremely talented. My body's heat grew too
deep to resist, and my breathing became ragged and quite
noticeable.

The girl raised her head and then crawled
slowly up my body. She licked lightly and then sucked more heavily
on my throbbing nipples, then rose up and crawled higher, her knees
spreading apart to take her weight off me until they were pressing
into the bed above my head.

Her buttocks were posed just above my chest,
and her sex – her naked, hairless sex – that was just above my
chin.

“As I have shown you, slave girl,” she said
in a soft, accented voice.

And then she brought her sex in against my
mouth!

I moaned into it, but I was roused and
panting, and in the state I was in willing to try anything, well,
almost anything. I pushed my tongue out and tentatively licked at
the top of her sex. I knew very well I was a lot less skilled at
this than her, but hopefully she knew that too, and wasn't
expecting a lot!

I heard movement off to the side, from where
the man with the cigarette was, but couldn't see him because her
thigh blocked the view. She was slowly rubbing her pussy over my
lips and I licked harder, finding her clitoris and concentrating on
that.

I felt a sense of … marvel, that I was doing
this, that I was licking a girl's pussy! I mean, this was my first
real lesbian experience! And it was certainly entirely unplanned by
me!

And then it became something else as a lot of
weight pressed down on the bed, and someone – I assumed the man in
the suit, climbed into it. I felt his bare, hairy skin against me
here and there as he shifted position. His knees straddled my sides
as he moved further up and then the girl abruptly dropped forward
onto her hands, her abdomen pressing down almost against my
nose.

And then her pussy raised slightly from my
tongue and I saw his cock coming in from behind her, pressing
against the lips of her sex and then spreading them apart. He had a
thick cock, and it stretched her out as he slid up inside her,
exposing her clitoris more now as she lowered it to my mouth
again.

Feeling another sense of dazed amazement at
what I was participating in, I began to lick her clitoris again as
the man's cock pushed deeper, then began to pump slowly in and out.
I remembered, then that she had licked me as Rodrigo had fucked me,
and how intense the experience had been, and felt the need to
return the favor as much as possible.

I licked with more urgency as I heard her
breathing growing louder, and as the man fucked her harder. I heard
a crack of noise, a familiar noise, coming from the other
side of her body as I licked, and her hips jerked against my mouth
as she gasped.

Another slap to her bottom, and another as he
increased the pace, and I licked harder as her hips jerked in and
back, sliding her pussy up and down across my mouth. Her soft gasps
became cries, and then grew more intense and filled with passion as
his hips slapped against her buttocks.

She cried out and her body jerked violently
up and back. My eyes could see her back was arched, could see no
part of her head, so knew it was being pulled back by the man
behind her. Her pussy was still in my mouth, though so I continued
to lick as his cock ground in and out.

Big hands slid under her buttocks just then
and lifted her up and back, then away, as he backed himself down my
body. Another figure moved forward from the other side of the room
where I hadn't even been aware of his presence. It was Rodrigo! He
unshackled my wrists as the other man undid my ankles.

But then he attached a chain to the collar
around my throat and pulled me into a sitting position.

The man was now sitting on the foot of the
bed, and the girl was straddling him, her back to him, knees spread
wide, impaled on his cock as he held her head back painfully
sharply by the hair.

Rodrigo tugged on the collar and pulled me
forward onto my hands and knees, guiding me in between her
legs.

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom, and needed
no further message as I crawled in, lowered myself to my elbows,
and began to lick her clitoris once more.

This was all such a dark, kinky rush!

Crack!

I gasped at the second blow, as his hands
jerked my hips up higher and spread my legs. I moaned as I felt his
cock against me back there. I was still sore, though now slick and
wet and hot. Still, it hurt as he penetrated me, as his thick cock
stretched my sore opening and then pushed into the tight, aching
passage up into my body.

It took very little time for the arousal to
grow so deep I didn't care about the ache or pain. I gasped and
moaned just like the girl was as the man rode her up and down and
Rodrigo fucked me from behind. I licked excitedly at her clitoris
as she rode up and down until a hand gripped my hair roughly and
jerked it up and back, then down and forward.

Against his balls. I moaned weakly, licking
at them, sucking them, taking them into my mouth as she rose and
fell along the thick, glistening length of his shaft. I did
daringly move a hand up so that my thumb could stroke against her
clitoris, though.

The orgasm was comparatively weak, but still
made my insides ache, as if they'd already spasmed so much that day
that they were all worn out. But it was still an orgasm, and the
pleasure still cascaded through my nervous system as I wallowed in
the dark heat and rush of sexual overload.

*

I had little time to rest. The men made us
kneel on the edge of the bed, legs apart, wrists behind our backs.
The man... the older man, was quite frankly, very scary looking! He
was twice the size of Rodrigo, with a sullen scar across his face.
He looked easily capable of murder!

So I didn't dare to complain when he took out
a length of rope. It was not soft rope, or cord, let alone the silk
which had been used to bind me. No, this was hard, rough hemp rope.
Despite how big, and rough looking his hands were, they moved with
quick, deft motions as he bound the rope around my wrists.

From there he brought the rope down between
my buttocks, then between my thighs and up my abdomen, though not
far. Holding it in place with his finger, he circled my hips with
it, tying it in a tight knot that yanked the thick hemp right up
into the center of my sex!

I cried out, which only got me a sharp slap
to the bottom, as he further tied the rope, then gripped my hair
and yanked me upright on the bed, and stumbling backwards off
it!

The rope was thick as my thumb, and was
pressed up into my soft sex, but also circled my lower hips, not
above my buttocks, but across them about two thirds of the way up,
scratching and irritating my flesh more with every passing
second.

Though it cut across my hips so low it
couldn't slide lower because it was bound to my wrists. In fact,
any attempt to pull my wrists upward jerked on the rope and pulled
the strand between my legs up more harshly against my already sore
sex!

The girl beside me was similarly tied, and
then the big, harsh looking man took each of us by the arm and led
us out of the room and up the hall! I twisted my head behind to try
and catch Rodrigo's eye but too late. And then I was alone with a
guy, a big scary guy I didn't even know!

Well, not entirely alone, as the Hispanic
girl was with me, bound just as I was. We were both still naked but
the man had dressed in a tuxedo, and he brought us down another
corridor and out in front to where another man stood, grinning at
us.

I blushed anew, dropping my eyes, feeling a
growing sense of anxiety within me, but also a breathless rush of
dark, heady excitement, as if this was a wild, out of control (and
thus scary) adventure!

Which, in a way, was exactly the case.

The scary man took us through large wooden
doors into a dimly lit room with a wooden floor. At first I thought
it was a storage room. There was another man there, and he pushed
the Hispanic girl into his arms.

Ahead was another man who was speaking
continuously in a very fast voice, like... like an auctioneer. I
couldn't understand him because he spoke Spanish, but as the scary
man moved me forward I saw now that we were back stage, and out on
the stage was a naked blonde girl, bound as I was!

And there was a crowd of perhaps fifty people
sitting in chairs around the stage, some of them bidding on
her!

I was gripped by disbelief, more anxiety, and
also that same raw dark sense of anticipation and shocked
excitement, though now the anxiety was greater, and the
embarrassment rising.

The girl was led off and then the scary man
brought me forward into the light, and into the eyesight of fifty
people, almost all of them men in tuxedos! I felt a sense of
shocked embarrassment, and dropped my eyes to the floor as the man
led me forward!

He jerked down on my arm, forcing me to my
knees, then further down, positioning me so that I was sitting on
my heels with my knees spread wide. He jerked up and back on my
hair, then, to force my head up so all could see my face!

I was mortified! Even though probably a lot
of men had seen me earlier, maybe even these same men! Now I could
see them seeing me! My face was beet red, I'm sure!

The auctioneer stroked his fingers through my
hair as he began to speak, and I knelt there frozen in shock like a
deer caught in headlights! My heart was pounding and my pulse
racing as he continued so speak to the audience, who I did my best
not to see!

I mean, I couldn't very well miss them unless
I closed my eyes, but I resolutely would not meet anyone's
eyes!

I gasped as he gripped my long hair and
forced me up to my feet, then forced my head back again. Still
speaking, his other hand caressed my breasts as they were thrust
out, and lightly rolled the nipples. He turned me around and bent
me forward, slapping my bottom as he spoke jovially.

Then he straightened me again and took out a
very sharp knife! He slid it in between my belly and the rope and
sliced through it! The rope remained bound around my wrists, but
the part of it which crossed my buttocks and dug into my sex was
now loose, though he had to peel it away.

He pulled back on my hair again and kicked my
ankles further apart as he spoke, and then... there was a buzzing.
Something hard and cool pressed against my sex. The hemp rope had
made me incredibly sore and prickly feeling! Now a powerful
vibrator in his hand was pressed against my clitoris!

It was rounded and thick, like a baseball,
and the intensity of the sensations it wrought from the
hypersensitive flesh it touched made me cry out in response! He was
still speaking in Spanish as he ground the thing against my
clitoris, and unbidden, a wild rush of sensation flooded my
body!

Like a powerful drug, it spread through my
body and then there, before all those people, an orgasm took me so
that I cried out again and again, hips bucking frantically against
the vibrator!

After that came the bidding. Then I was taken
back stage, the rope removed, and leather restraints placed around
my wrists. The man pulled the leash to guide me around and down a
set of stairs, and then handed it over to a tall, middle aged man
in a tuxedo!

He led me away, down a narrow corridor, then
out the back door and into the back of a limousine! He spoke no
English to me and I, of course, spoke no Spanish. No words were
needed, however, as he put me on my knees on the floor as the
limousine moved off, then undid his pants and guided my lips to his
cock.

He was obviously in no hurry, and slowed me
several times, guiding me to his balls, causing me to suck and lick
them, to lick up and down his shaft, then to bob up and down
slowly, sucking the top part of his cock, then taking him deep into
my throat.

The oral sex lasted most of the ride. Then
the car stopped, the door was opened, and he led me out, again by
the leash, into the night air. I stared around dazedly, noting the
darkness, and the size of the building we had stopped before. It
looked like a big private house.

He led me inside, through a very luxuriously
furnished house and into a … well, I call it a living room for want
of anything better. It was an awfully large living room, though,
with twenty foot high vaulted ceilings. There was a huge fireplace,
and a clock on it which read Two O'clock.

And a woman there in a dress, reclining on an
antique sofa. She laughed softly to see me and I dropped my eyes as
the two spoke back and forth in rapid-fire Spanish.

And then the woman rose and stripped, came to
me, seized my hair, and guided my mouth to her sex as the man sat
down, poured himself a glass of wine, and watched.

The woman was rough, demanding, jerking on my
hair, her voice snapping at me several times as I licked her.
Finally, she yanked me to my feet by the hair and kissed me
savagely, our breasts grinding together as she used my hair to
control me the same way everyone else had that night!

She threw me on my back on a sofa and knelt
between my legs, raising one up and back and bringing her soft,
slick sex in against mine. She leaned into me then, grinding and
grinding as, despite everything, a soft, churning heat began to
rise within me.

She ground her pussy against mine until she
climaxed – and I almost climaxed, then dropped back with a groan,
only to drag me by the hair across her lap and start spanking me! I
had no idea why, though she spoke a lot while doing it! My bottom
was soon burning hot and no matter how I writhed and twisted and
begged she wouldn't stop!

Only when I began to sob did she slow the
spanking, her fingers dipping between my legs, stroking my
clitoris, piercing me, fingering me in between spanks. The man came
forward, then, hard once more, and thrust into me as the spanking
continued.

And I came.

The sex lasted until dawn, and only then was
I given my little black dress back, put in the limousine, and taken
back to my hotel.

We stopped along the way, though, for the
limousine driver to climb in the back and fuck me. I didn't say yes
or no. I wasn't sure I had a choice, and I was so exhausted I
didn't really care.

Only Hannah was there, sleeping, as I came
in, and I slid into bed fully clothed – well, minus panties, and
fell asleep instantly, staying in bed until after noon before
waking, groggy and sore, at the insistent prodding of Jessica.

They put my grogginess and lethargy down to a
hangover, though I'd had nothing much to drink. I didn't contradict
them.

How many people had fucked me last night? I
guessed somewhere between fifteen and thirty. I had no way of
knowing. I had been gang-banged in a big way, and the thought was
stunning, leaving me dazed. I was not, however, feeling
particularly traumatized. It had happened, and had been an amazing
experience, both good and bad.

I'd had many intense orgasms, and it had been
a shock to my mind with so many people watching, whether I was
blindfolded or not. I'd been sold at a sort of mock slave auction,
while naked, and made to orgasm with a vibrator in front of a crowd
of people! God! How do you adapt your mind to that sort of
reality!?

I'd come down here to have experiences, and
that had sure happened! I was too exhausted for more, though, at
least that day. Nor did I see Rodrigo again that day.

The next evening was something different.
That evening Jessie found a guy to sleep with. Ashley was, as
usual, doing the same, leaving me and Hannah alone in the room. She
appeared to be a bit sexually frustrated, and came onto me with her
usual teasing, taunting lesbian flirting.

This time I didn't say no. I let her do
whatever she wanted. I wasn't sure why, really, but we wound up in
bed together for my first normal-type lesbian experience. I was
still sore, but that just put a dark tinge to the sensations she
roused from my body with her fingers and mouth.

The next day she talked me into joining she
and Ashley on stage for one of those wet t-shirt contests, which,
as they often did, turned into a topless contest. I felt giddy,
embarrassed, and aroused as I paraded around on stage in nothing
but a thong, with hundreds watching and cheering.

And that evening Miguel came into the
elevator I had gone into alone, tore my panties off and fucked me
up against the wall for about ninety seconds, leaving me gasping
and overheated to the point that when I went back to the hotel room
I was easy game for Ashley.

So I had my second lesbian experience, not
counting the ones when I was a slave.

We flew home the next day, leaving behind all
those people who had seen me, used me, and changed my entire sense
of my own sexuality. I flew home feeling like a different person,
both sexually submissive, and sexually cocky and
exhibitionistic.

The sex I had over the remainder of the
school term was fierce, sometimes experimental, and plentiful. I
even got involved in an actual orgy. If college was meant to be an
eye-opening experience, it certainly succeeded with me! I grew as a
person, in … unexpected directions.

But after just a year I felt I was infinitely
more sophisticated and confident and brazen in going after what I
wanted. I was more like Hannah, in fact, and even got piercings,
though not on my face. Guys talked about my incredible talent with
oral sex with awe, and I was so responsive it aroused them even
more than would normally be the case.

I was, to put it mildly, a great lay.

And proud of it!

Next Spring break, Hannah has said we're
going to Texas. I'm both relieved by that and filled with
anticipation for what wild and incredible sexual experiences I'll
have far from home and tattling tongues!

But I'll never forget Panama, and my
introduction to being a slave girl. Maybe I'll find a way to
further explore that side of myself in Texas, and see just how deep
into the fantasy I can get.

 


END
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