
		
			[image: fittobetied-1400.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: fittobetied-1400.jpg]
		

		

		

		

		Fit To Be Tied

		

		C.K. Ralston

		

		

		Fit To Be Tied

		Copyright © 2021 by C.K. Ralston

		Licensed material is being used for illustrative purposes only, and any person depicted in the licensed material is a model.

		Cover & Book Design by KMD Web Designs

		All rights reserved

		No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from C.K. Ralston

		Published in the United States of America

		This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental

		

		

		

		Contents

		

		
			The Interview
		

		

		
			Hired
		

		

		
			Getting Ready
		

		

		
			Jimmy
		

		

		
			Something Out of the Ordinary
		

		

		
			True Humiliation
		

		

		
			Second Night
		

		

		
			Valuable
		

		

		
			Storm Clouds Gathering
		

		

		
			Becoming Even Closer Friends
		

		

		
			New Arrangements
		

		

		
			Even More Interesting
		

		

		
			The Storm Breaks
		

		

		
			Team Claire
		

		

		

		Prologue

		

		Claire Lacey Walters knew she was a bit of a strange girl. It was inevitable, she supposed: her mother and father were not your normal couple.

		Daddy had always had his little eccentricities; his odd, all-encompassing pursuits that bordered on dementia; and mother, dear mother, had always put up with them, indeed, encouraging him where other, more even-keeled women would have drawn the line! There was a guitar collection in the basement that was worth a couple of hundred-thousand dollars. Daddy had become obsessed with blues guitar, then classic rock riffs, buying Fenders and Rickenbackers from the sixties, and Gretschs that had been rumored to have been owned by famous, long-dead rock and roll legends.

		He played well, though not often, now; getting out an old six-string that he particularly liked once in a while to serenade Claire and her mother while singing along in his thin, reedy alto.

		When Claire had been a little girl, he’d played in a variety of local bands. He was always changing groups because his style had been too bluesy for the hard rock people and too rock and roll for the bluegrass and folk crowds.

		Then had come his fascination with homebrewing beer and making his own wine. The family had spent a small fortune on securing just the right glass carboys to brew the perfect batch of beer, and then her father had slaved away out in his hobby shed, developing and maintaining the proper culture of yeast, to make sure every batch was as perfect as it could be! At eighteen, Claire was technically still too underaged to have sampled the fruits of all his hard work, but she had sneaked out into the shed with several of her more adventurous, mischievous girlfriends and gotten a buzz on from Dad’s stash on several occasions! He had known who had gotten into his liquor cellar immediately, of course—all the bottles had been carefully catalogued and numbered—but he hadn’t punished her: “Good beer and superior wine are meant to be consumed!” he’d told her. “But always responsibly!”

		He’d given her the fish-eye as he’d asked, “Were you and your little friends responsible in your consumption?” She’d lied and said that they were, but in truth they’d been no more responsible than any fourteen-year-old girls who’d gotten a hold of forbidden alcohol! They’d drunk too much, too fast, made themselves sick; made fools of themselves, and been hung over to beat the band the next day! At least they hadn’t caused any damage, except to their own girlish heads and stomachs.

		One thing that both Mom and Dad had gotten into and not given up on was physical fitness. Living in the small, rural town of Badgers Pass, in Northern California, you wouldn’t expect to find a large, well-equipped gym like Fitness Frenzy. Claire’s father had been curious about it when it had opened, curious enough to work out there on a complimentary guest pass. He’d liked it so much, he had dragged Mom along on another guest pass when he had joined, and she’d been just as taken with the huge, well-appointed workout facility as he’d been. Claire had been barely fourteen then, it was just after the ill-fated beer and wine incident. And, not wanting to leave her home by herself, they’d enrolled her in the Teen program for fitness. She hadn’t been enthusiastic about it at first, but she’d proved to have an amazing natural facility for athletic training and sports of all kinds.

		Now, at eighteen, four years later, she was universally recognized as the strongest, fittest girl in her high school, a tall, self-confident beauty with the best figure in school, the longest legs, the shapeliest ass, the flattest stomach and the leanest body in the whole student body, possibly the whole county! Her feats on the athletic field were the stuff of legend; she had informally shattered the school record for the female javelin throw the first time she had picked up a javelin and heaved it experimentally, narrowly missing the current Olympic record in the event, according to her shocked track and field coach’s measurements of the monumental toss.

		She had won a gold medal in this year’s Regional Gymnastics competition in the All-Around category, and played forward on the girls’ basketball team that had swept the finals down in San Jose last winter. The athletic scholarships to prestigious colleges and universities were piling up—and that was a good thing, since Daddy had frittered away both his and Mama’s trust fund dividends on his somewhat foolish hobbies and personal pursuits—and it looked as though Claire was going to have to manage her higher education expenses mostly on her own.

		That was why she was so happy when she spotted the small, typewritten ad on the bulletin board at the gym. Some wealthy couple in town was advertising for a housekeeper, and they were paying top dollar!

		It was a live-in position, and Mom and Dad probably wouldn’t like that, but since Claire would no doubt be living away from home next fall, when her college career started, she didn’t see a lot of downside to moving out a few months early so that she could pad her meager higher education fund a little!

		“Must be fit and flexible” the ad said.

		Well, if anybody’s fit and flexible, it’s me! Claire said to herself as she ripped off the little tab beneath the ad containing the phone number and address and put it away carefully in her wallet. I won the damn All-Around best gymnast award, so nobody is more flexible than me!

		Clyde Tibbet, the man who managed Fitness Frenzy, had a Bod Pod on the premises, an expensive machine that measured a person’s body fat percentage accurately. He had insisted on measuring Claire’s a month ago and it had registered at an amazing fifteen percent! He had told her that twenty-one to thirty-two percent were considered in the healthy range for an in-shape female. Fifteen percent was nearly unheard of, for a normal, healthy teenager.

		He’d looked at her tall, curvy young body in her workout togs and had shaken his head in disbelief as he’d commented, “If you didn’t have that chest and that ass, you’d probably be even lower! Titties are nearly all fat, in reality, and even though your butt is nothing but sheer perfection, I suspect it isn’t all muscle!”

		Claire had turned red and stammered, “I like my titties! I know I could get them smaller if I worked out harder, but I don’t want to!”

		Mr. Tibbet had muttered something about not blaming her and turned away. She’d suspected then and she suspected now that Mr. Tibbet wanted to…fuck her! But then, that was normal. Almost every man and teenage boy she met wanted to fuck her. But only her Jimmy, her boyfriend got to do that. And even he didn’t get to do it very often!

		Rob Blankenship, her boyfriend from her junior year in high school had desperately wanted to fuck her too, but she’d successfully held him off. He’d also begged her to suck his cock, so she’d reluctantly given in and done that while he’d squeezed her bare nipples. That had felt too good to resist, once she’d tried it. Not as good as Rob or Jimmy sucking on them or teasing them with their sharp teeth, but good, especially when there was the added thrill of slobbering over their very erect teenage penises!

		Claire had done a study of the male sex organ on the internet and found that both Rob and Jimmy’s were normal sized, at about six inches. She understood that they’d probably be longer when they got older and were full-grown men. As of now, she had only let Jimmy’s relatively small penis inside her, and, as a result her…pussy was perfect for it and it was perfect for her pussy! It fit just right and it felt so good sliding up and down in her on those rare Friday nights she’d consent to open her legs for him.

		Mostly, they’d done it in the front seat or, occasionally, in the rear seat of his folks’ Buick. They had an SUV, and it was awkward doing it in that! The back seat was better, but you had to get out and climb into it when you were already hot and breathing hard, with your saliva-glistening titties hanging out and your pants half off, with your panties often down around your knees! So, Jimmy and Claire had settled for a more cramped union in the passenger seat more often than not, with Jimmy climbing over the console with his hard cock waving around and his jeans and jockey shorts down around his knees. Some of the time, Claire would let him sit down in the passenger seat, while she faced him and rode his prick with her arms around his neck and her bare tits pressed against his shirtfront; other times, he’d maneuver his cock between her juicy lower lips and she’d spread her thighs as far apart as her pushed-down panties and jeans would allow her to and he’d fuck her that way; huffing and puffing as he drove his condom-covered dick in and out of tight opening.

		The first time they had done it, on Jimmy’s birthday, back in October, it had hurt so much that Claire had momentarily doubted her decision to give him her virginity for a birthday present. But now it was nothing but sweet, even though she was sometimes not turned on enough by his hot kisses and his attention to her nipples to orgasm when he fucked her.

		Claire shook her head, as if to clear it of Jimmy and his perpetually hard dick, and turned her attention back to the ad on the bulletin board. She usually wasn’t a devious girl, but after looking around and making certain no one was paying her any attention, she yanked the ad off the board, wadded it up and deposited it in a nearby trash can, making sure that no one else would answer it after she did!

		She wanted this job. And she intended to get it.

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		

		The Interview

		

		The house on Mulberry Street looked kind of creepy, sitting all alone at the top of a hill. It was at least a hundred years old and looked deserted or haunted, or both!

		Claire knew that it wasn’t. She’d talked to the house’s owner, a Mr. Teichert, only an hour ago on the phone and he’d told her to be here at four, for an interview. Mr. Teichert had sounded nice on the phone, younger than her Dad’s forty, but not too young; like he was in his early thirties or something. Claire put the kickstand down on her bike and left it in the driveway as she walked up to the old house. She knew her parents would have let her drive the family car to the interview if she had asked them, but Claire preferred to bicycle everywhere, whenever possible. It was good exercise and it was easier on the planet. Claire was a big believer in doing her part to reduce carbon emissions wherever possible.

		“Well, hello, aren’t you lovely?” a gorgeous blonde woman of about thirty said in answer to Claire’s knock on the front door. “You must be Claire! Ken said you were coming at four to interview about the housekeeper job. I’m Paula, Mrs. Teichert.”

		Paula Teichert wore a pair of form-fitting white yoga pants and a loose tank top that was the color of a ripe peach. Claire could tell right away that she wasn’t wearing a bra under it; the pretty blonde’s nipples were making twin pokies in the front of the thin top!

		She was a little shocked that a grown-up woman like Mrs. Teichert would go around with her nipples prominently protruding, like some high school slut who didn’t know any better or was just out to make boys notice her! Claire knew girls like that, of course; skanks who just wanted to attract male attention at any cost! She didn’t hang with them. Her girlfriends were all from the sports or student government or cheerleading worlds. She had gone to grade school with several girls who had turned into “easy girls” --girls who’d fuck on the first date with anyone who’d ask them out--Girls who’d suck a boy’s cock and swallow it all for him when he came in her mouth!

		Claire had only done that once, for Rob, during her junior year. They’d been parked out on a lonely road and he’d been squeezing her bare nipples while she nursed at his stiff prick. Rob could usually last a long time, doing that, but on this particular night, she’d really been going after his cock with her teasing tongue. All at once, he’d gone as rigid as his dick and croaked out the words, “I’m coming!” just before he’d unleashed a torrent of salty, hot spunk down her throat! She’d swallowed, because she hadn’t known what else to do and he’d been urging her to do just that, as soon as he’d started squirting the awful stuff into her mouth!

		She’d never repeated that embarrassing, unpleasant experience. Claire had broken up with Rob just a few weeks after that unintentional blowjob, and she’d told Jimmy that she’d suck him to make sure he was hard enough to make love, but that if he ever lost control and came in her mouth, it was all over between them!

		It seemed for a moment that Mrs. Teichert could see into her thoughts when she asked, out of the blue, “You’re awfully young, baby, do you even know how to suck cock or to fuck a man properly? I mean, you’re a real knockout, no doubt about that, but how experienced with men are you?”

		“The ad said, housekeeping; nothing about that!” Claire managed to stammer back in shock.

		“Fit and flexible,” that’s what it said,” Mrs. Teichert recited. “I ought to know, I wrote it!”

		The blonde woman gave her shoulder-length hair a flip and went on to say, “You look fit, I’ll give you that!” She gave Claire a stern look as her eyes swept up and down that long, curvy body and continued with: “How flexible in your attitude are you? That’s what I’m trying to figure out. How old are you, anyway? Have you even graduated from high school?”

		“In two weeks; I’m eighteen, just turned,” Claire admitted.

		“Well, then; that’s okay. Ken and I aren’t cradle-robbers. We like fresh meat, but we’re not into seducing underage girls!”

		“Paula, I think you’re about to scare young Claire away, with all this talk about sex! That isn’t all there is to the job, after all!” Ken Teichert’s manly voice rang out just at that second. He was about halfway down the nearby stairs leading up to the second floor, and it was obvious that he had stopped in mid-descent to listen to their conversation.

		Ken Teichert was as handsome a man as his wife was a lovely woman. Tall and lean, he had on a light sweater over a white dress shirt, sans tie. His slacks were forest green and his oxblood loafers matched the color of the belt peeking out from below the baggy sweater. A carefully-trimmed mustache graced his upper lip, it being the same color as the light brown hair he wore cut in a conservative businessman’s style, with a rifle-crease part on the left side of his head.

		“Claire, it’s a pleasure to meet you!” he said, smiling broadly, revealing a mouthful of perfectly white teeth as he stuck out his right hand for her to shake, descending the stairs two at a time. “Thank you for answering our ad. Can you load a dishwasher; run a vacuum? Dust a table?”

		“Anyone can do that!” Paula Teichert admonished her grinning husband. “The blowjob stuff is more important to get an answer to. Look at this gorgeous kid! If we have someone as beautiful as her around the house, you’re going to want at least a BJ once a day, if not a fuck!”

		“Me! What about you, my dear?” Ken Teichert shot back good naturedly. “With tits like those and an ass like that? You won’t be able to keep your tongue away from her or your hands off of her!”

		Paula smiled at her husband lasciviously and said, “You know me too well, dear. Almost as well as I know you!”

		He shifted his beaming visage from his wife to Claire and asked, “Now for the really important question. How do you feel about bondage and discipline, my dear?”

		“I…I don’t know anything about it,” Claire admitted.

		“How delicious! A newbie!” Ken exulted, looking pleadingly at Paula. “Can I have her? Can we get her, please, love?”

		Paula looked Claire over again appraisingly, from head to foot, rubbing her chin as if thinking about it.

		“When can you start?” she asked at last, breaking into a lustful smile that matched her husband’s.

		

		****

		

		And so it was that Claire Lacey Walters became a finalist for her very first paying job at eighteen. The whole thing made her head spin! Especially the part about the Teicherts, Ken and Paula, asking her to come back the next afternoon at the same time to demonstrate how well she could keep house and how adept she was at “other requirements” they had! She parked her bicycle in the driveway, just as she had yesterday.

		She was wearing a pair of loose-fitting workout shorts, a tank top that was two sizes too big for her, with a bra that was loose-fitting as well. The Teicherts had told her to wear clothes that were easy to get out of, as she’d be required to remove them, and she had. Her heart was nearly beating out of her chest as she climbed the front steps leading up to the old house for the second time! She wasn’t a take-your-clothes-off kind of a girl under normal circumstances! What was she even doing here?

		There was something about the open sexuality of the situation that intrigued her; something about Mr. Teichert’s unabashed infatuation with her, about the way Mrs. Teichert overtly lusted after her as well, that, when taken with Claire’s fiercely competitive nature--she was determined, for some reason to get this job, her first ever attempt at employment--that completely drew her in. There was no explaining it, most men and teenage boys wanted to…be with her, in a sexual way, and she had seen the same kind of interest on the faces of some of her female schoolmates in the showers as they eyed Claire’s enviable body, so she knew there was lesbian interest in her too.

		But Claire had never been tempted to go down that path before! It would have been easy enough for her to do so. She just would have had to smile a certain way at the gay girls who openly ogled her in the locker room, invite them over for an all-girls sleepover some weekend, and before she knew it, she’d have had some girl’s tongue up her pussy or in her mouth as they kissed!

		Claire shuddered at the very thought. She resumed her climb up the steps as she thought about Paula Teichert and how different she seemed from the adolescent muff-munchers who lusted after her at the gym or at high school. Paula seemed to her to be a sophisticated, older lady. Not the type to go all gaga over teenage girl’s fit body! Like everyone she knew, Claire had seen lesbian videos on porn sites. She’d watched them out of curiosity, but hadn’t been the least turned on by what she’d seen. Disgusted was more like it!

		The idea of shoving her face into another girl’s lust-slickened crotch seemed so…grotty that she couldn’t imagine herself ever doing it or wanting another female to do it to her. Even the notion of a boy, like Jimmy…eating her pussy pretty much grossed her out! No one had ever tried that yet—back seats of SUVs weren’t ideal for such advanced sexual maneuvers, after all—but she couldn’t imagine herself enjoying it if it ever happened! Mouths on her nipples felt wonderful, and one on her sensitive little clit might too, she supposed, but she couldn’t envision that ever happening!

		“Right on time again!” Paula said, flinging the front door wide open at Claire’s somewhat tentative knock, a huge welcoming smile on her beautiful face.

		The blonde woman was dressed in yet another pair of yoga pants, burnt orange this time. And today she wore a white, short-sleeved sweater-blouse, again with no bra—the pokies were right in front of Claire’s nose again as he stood on the front porch. The screen door swung open as well, held open by Paula, and Claire stepped up and into the old house.

		Ken Teichert hurried in from the living room, a warm welcoming smile upon his face. He placed his hand upon Claire’s back and directed her toward the staircase leading up to the house’s second floor. “We may as well get started with our little show and tell session. The Pleasure Room is upstairs. We’ll skip the housekeeping demo; anyone can push a vacuum sweeper around!”

		The handsome home owner led her to the second door in a long hallway. Claire glanced behind her at Paula, who was carrying the white sweater-blouse crumpled in one hand now. She must have slipped it off coming up the stairs! Claire watched the other woman’s large tits roll and jiggle on her chest as she walked down the hall; the nipples were the same red-pink color as Claire’s own, but they were much larger and jutted out a good deal further. The areoles were the same shade but they were as big as half-dollars, while Claire’s were relatively tiny, barely larger than her small but just as erect nipples.

		Ken took out an ancient-looking black key and fitted it into the keyhole below the door handle. Both the key and the handle were old, looking as if they dated from when the house had been built. He swung open the dark-stained door proudly and flicked on the lights in the darkened room. “We keep this locked, except for when we’re using it, for obvious reasons,” he told Claire with an embarrassed-looking grin. “We don’t have any other servants or any kids, but you never know when someone’s going to break in and go snooping around.”

		The room was like nothing Claire had ever seen before; ever imagined! It had no doubt been formed by knocking down he wall between two of the old guest bedrooms, creating one big room that was ten feet wide and twenty feet long. The walls had been painted a soft gold color, and there were whips and crops and paddles mounted in heavy, black plastic brackets on all the walls! An exposed beam ran down the center of the room, connecting, Claire supposed, to the main beam supporting the roof that was up in the attic. A heavy steel ring had been screwed into the beam and a length of silky-looking, thin, black rope hung down from it all the way to the floor. And that floor was completely covered in thinly-padded mats that were the same as the mats in the wrestling room of the gym in Claire’s high school.

		“I see you’re fascinated by the Stretcher Ring,” Ken said to Claire, glancing up at the ceiling, following Claire’s eyes. “That’s a good place to start.”

		He strode over to her and said, “You’ll need to take off your tank top and bra for this part, Claire.” He looked over at his wife and commanded her to “Help her, if she needs it, dear.”

		“Do you need help getting naked?” Paula murmured to her as she approached, her own big breasts swaying gently.

		“N-No, I can handle it on my own, thank you,” Claire mumbled back, pulling her loose tank top over her head and reaching back somewhat self-consciously for her bra snaps.

		“Mistress, you must always call me Mistress in this room.” Paula informed the clearly nervous teenager. “And you must address Ken as Master!”

		“O-Okay, Mistress,” Claire murmured doubtfully, as though the word were some foreign one she wasn’t used to pronouncing.

		“That’s better, sub-girl; that’s short for submissive,” Paula smiled back triumphantly, reaching out for the thin strip of fabric separating the now-loosened bra’s cups and pulling insistently on it.

		“Ooh, what cute titties you’ve got, sub-girl!” Paula exclaimed delightedly as the bra came away, revealing Claire’s juvenile breasts in all their naked glory.

		Claire looked down and saw that her nipples were protruding as if Jimmy had been nursing at them for ten minutes! She made to cover them with her hands but Ken stepped in and stopped her, taking her wrists in his strong hands and holding them aloft so that he could loop the soft black rope around them. His movements were sure and deft, and in no time, Claire was bound with the rope from her forearms to her hands on both sides, a neat, unmovable knot at the top of each wrist. She tugged against the rope, using all of her considerable upper body strength, but it was no use! The professional-looking knots only got tighter around her wrists as she pulled against them.

		“Now the fun begins!” Ken said gleefully as he ran over to a wench-looking contraption and fed the remaining rope into it. He pressed a red button and the electric motor sprang to life, tightening the rope and drawing Claire’s arms up toward the shiny steel ring above her. Ken kept depressing the button until Claire was totally stretched out, with just her sandaled toes remaining on the blue wrestling mat, her proud, naked young breasts thrust out on her chest, her nipples spiking even fuller now!

		Ken admired her helplessly-on display body for a moment before walking over to a highly-polished black chest of drawers, opening the top drawer and taking out a white candle and a throwaway lighter. “I think hot wax first; then we’ll see where we go from there, don’t you, love?”

		“Always a good way to start a newbie out,” Paula agreed, her gorgeous face breaking into a big smile again as Ken lit the candle.

		“Hold her steady for me, will you?” he said to his beaming wife. “This is bound to sting a little, and I don’t want her jerking around.”

		“The sting is the whole point!” Paula said, placing a palm on Claire’s ribs on both sides of her half-nude body. “We want to see how she reacts to pain, as well as pleasure!”

		Ken nodded agreement as he brought the lighted candle up above Claire’s left nipple. He tilted it expertly and a thin stream of melted wax waterfalled down onto her pink nubbin.

		Claire sucked in her breath as the hot wax coated her nipple flesh. She thought about screaming, but it didn’t really hurt that bad and she somehow sensed that her weird employers would be disappointed if she showed too big a reaction to such a small tweak of pain. Paula’s blue eyes lit up as she watched the inexperienced girl wriggle about under the taut rope but refuse to cry out.

		“She doesn’t mind it that much!” Paula whispered excitedly. “I think the little bitch may even like it!”

		“We’ll see how big a pain-slut she is when we get to the cat!” Ken said disparagingly to his wife, moving the candle over to Claire’s right breast.

		He dumped some more hot wax on her unprotected nubby and she again drew in her breath sharply but didn’t scream. Ken watched her closely, then blew out the candle and told Paula, “I’m tempted to give her the clit test, but we can save that for another time.”

		“Yes, that would be fun, but I’m too anxious to sample these luscious titties to wait much longer!” Paula agreed, leaning in so close to Claire’s exposed chest that she could feel the other woman’s breath on her wax-covered flesh.

		“Join me in tasting her, why don’t you, darling?” Paula said to her husband as she moved even closer. Claire felt the woman’s lips engulf her waxy nipple as she finished speaking and held her breath as she felt the husband’s lips surrounding her right nipple at the same time!

		The two had obviously done this sort of thing before, because Claire felt their lips sucking at her throbbing nippies and then she experienced the incredible sensation of the wax being pulled free at the same time from two sets of teeth clamping down on the edge of the wax and tugging the splotches of melted candle wax. The married couple turned their heads in unison and spat out the white balls of wax onto the wrestling mat before turning their heads back to Claire’s bare nipples and kissing both of them at the same time!

		“Oh, my God! That’s so goooooood!” Claire moaned, twisting on the rope, frantically shoving more of her teenage titty mounds into the sucking mouths, reveling in their hungry tongues and their soft, needy lips on her super-sensitive nipple flesh! “I’ve never had two mouths sucking on them at once!”

		Paula sighed in sympathy at the inexperienced girl’s enthusiasm and touched Claire’s flat, hard-muscled little tummy underneath her heaving breasts. She caressed the suntanned flesh lovingly with just her fingertips and worked those fingertips downward towards the loose shorts Claire wore. She made short work of the stretched out elastic waistband in the old shorts, flicking it downward and out of her way, leaving Claire clad only in a sheer, red thong. Paula likewise flicked the thong’s elastic waistband out of the way, and Clair felt it gliding down her long legs to puddle around her sandal-clad feet.

		Claire saw Paula flash her husband the smallest of signs with her blue eyes, and then both of them were biting down softly on her nipples as Paula traced her middle finger through Claire’s close-shorn pubic patch and down into her gushingly-wet pussy slit, dragging her finger over Claire’s very-aroused little clit as it entered the overflowing pink furrow.

		A wave of white-hot orgasm as intense as any Claire had ever felt swept from her pulsing clit up to her jerking titties! Paula stayed with her, finger-fucking her expertly, until the last of the super-orgasm drained away. And then she did something that set Claire’s pussy to clenching again. The stunning blonde woman raised her glistening middle finger to her lips and licked all of Claire’s pussy juice off as she watched!

		“Oh, baby; she’s just as scrumptious as I knew she’d be! I’m desperate to lick her clit!” Paula murmured to her husband in a throaty, hungry-sounding growl.

		“Later; we need to whip her first, and I need to fuck her, now that’s she’s fully stripped!”

		“Aww, you get to have all the fun!” Paula protested teasingly.

		“That’s why I’m called the Master!” Ken grinned at his wife. “Now fetch me the cat, and we’ll see how she reacts to that!”

		Paula squirmed out of her yoga pants first—leaving herself as bare as Claire now was—and then scampered over to the far wall, where she yanked at black, whip-looking thing with easily a dozen tendrils of thin leather jutting out from a braided leather handle from the clamps holding it against the wall. Flicking the menacing-looking thing fondly, Paula recrossed the room to where Ken and Claire stood, an expectant smile on her face as she handed the whip to her husband.

		“When am I going to get to whip her?” Paula demanded of Ken. “After all, I am the mistress around here!”

		“Maybe next time,” Ken told his wife absently, “You’re not reliable! You let yourself get too carried away! We don’t want to scare her off, now do we?”

		“We sure don’t! I think I could really go for this one!” Paula said, grinning at Claire as she reached out and gently touched her right cheek with her fingertips.

		“You could go for anything that had a nice pussy or a sweet set of tits,” Ken told her disparagingly, “Or a big cock, for that matter, you little slut!”

		“Who couldn’t?” Paula surprised Claire by answering her husband without embarrassment.

		“Cunt,” Ken whispered under his breath, but Claire was pretty sure that Paula had heard him as well as she had!

		Ken busied himself by dangling the soft leather of the multi-headed whip over Claire’s bare ass cheeks. She was painfully aware that she was stark naked before these two relative strangers, but the whole situation—being hoisted onto her tiptoes by her bound wrists, her saliva-gleaming nipples fully erect and throbbing, her…pussy both bare and as wet as she could ever remember it being, and her butt! The two softly rounded mounds of muscle and fat felt so sensitive as the velvety-feeling tendrils of leather draped themselves over has ass again and again, as Mr. Teichert teased her with them.

		All at once, he ran the stiff handle of the whip across her steamy snatch! She felt the raised, braided much-stiffer leather of the handle gliding across her wetness as he put the handle between her open legs and dragged it along the juicy pink furrow of her pussy lips as he moved his right hand around in front of her dangling body to grasp the whip handle and finish pulling it through the vee of pelvis! Now the feathery-light tentacles of the whip itself were trailing across her most intimate flesh and a shiver gripped her whole body as they kissed her very erect clit and caressed it on their way through!

		Ken Teichert grinned triumphantly, threateningly as he finished dragging the tendrils through her cunt lips and tightened his grip around the whip’s handle with his right hand. He reached around behind her and, with a flick of his wrist, brought the silky-feeling leather straps down on her unprotected ass flesh with just enough force to cause her to jerk in her restraints. Her feet did a little dance of discomfort and she trembled all over. Her handsome employer/torturer snapped the whip again and the thin strands of leather—which now didn’t feel soft at all—raked across her butt cheeks once more, with a sharp snapping sound.

		“Lovely,” Paula gushed excitedly, staring down at Claire’s stinging ass. “She’s going to have a bright-red, cross-hatched little ass in no time at all!”

		“You bet she is!” her husband agreed eagerly, lashing Claire’s bottom twice more with the whip. “And that’s not all!”

		He brought the whip around to the front and lashed her across her thighs a few times in rapid succession, one of the snapping thongs of leather catching her across her upraised clit! A furious pulse of sensitivity—somewhere between an orgasmic throb and a severe pain—flashed through Claire’s body and she moaned loudly and said, “N-Not my cunt! Leave my clitty alone!”

		Ken jerked back as if she had somehow gotten her hands loose and slapped him across the face. He snapped the whip menacingly a few times and then barked, “Silence, slave! I’ll whip you wherever I want, as hard as I want; and you’ll take it and beg for more!”

		With that, he brought the whip down across her breasts, lashing her protruding nipples most cruelly as he struck. A jolt of pleasure/pain even larger than the one before it crackled through Claire’s uninitiated body and she once again shuffled her feet in an involuntary dance of discomfort and mortification.

		“Oh, my tits! You hurt my nipples!” Claire shrieked.

		“Poor baby! Let me make them feel better!” Paula offered enthusiastically, leaping forward.

		She took Claire’s unfettered breasts in each hand, holding them gently, as she leaned in and licked at both nipples and then slowly began to suck at them. Claire closed her eyes and mewled helplessly. She didn’t really want to let another female suck her tender nipples—she wasn’t a lesbian, after all! –but the other woman’s lips were so soft and comforting as Paula nursed hungrily at her titties! And besides, she’d sucked them before, along with her husband…

		Claire hung in her ropes as Paula changed from tit to tit, like a honeybee seeking the most pollen-rich flower. The heavenly sucking went on and on, and when she opened her eyes slightly, Claire noticed that Mr. Teichert’s cock was getting hard behind his slacks as he watched his wife gobble up titties!

		Her great-looking employer put the whip down on top of the black chest of drawers and started to unbutton his sweater. He peeled it off and placed it next to the whip, then set about undoing the buttons on his white dress shirt. Soon, it too joined the whip and the sweater atop the black-polished wood and Mr. Teichert was opening his slacks and undoing his belt.

		Claire was tempted to open her eyes all the way, so she could see Mr. Teichert better! He had the single most amazing body she’d ever seen; all nut-brown and tan, without a hint of a tan line, and strong, but not overly-muscled, like a bodybuilder’s. Mr. Teichert had long, ropey muscles, like a gymnast or a track and field guy. They weren’t all lumpy and…bulging, like a football stud or a weight-lifter.

		Mr. Teichert was down to his boxers now. He had a narrow waist and the cock that tented out the front of his underwear was clearly something quite impressive. He winked at Claire—he seemed to sense that she was watching, even though she had been careful to keep her eyes thinly slitted, as if they were still closed—and eased down the boxer shorts. His pubic hair, what there was of it, was the same light-brown color as his cute little mustache and the hair on top of his head. It had been buzzcut into a small triangle above the biggest, thickest cock Claire had ever seen in real life! Mr. Teichert’s shorts slid down his slender legs, revealing his prick and heavy ball sac in all their naked glory! The fat cock was throbbing with excitement, growing stiffer and more erect with each hurried heartbeat as he watched his naked wife flit from nipple to nipple, bending over to suck them, her perfect, heart-shaped ass presented to her husband’s leering view.

		“Got to fuck you, babe,” he whispered gruffly in Paula’s direction. “Rather fuck this kid, but you’ll have to do for now!”

		Paula sucked in her breath as her husband moved up behind her, spread her legs open a little further with his knees and took her in one long thrust. Claire jumped at the sound of the big dick sluicing up into Paula’s clearly very wet pussy and she felt Paula’s sharp little teeth bite down momentarily on her left nipple as he rammed himself home in his wife’s cunt!

		They’re fucking! Claire told herself excitedly as Mr. Teichert rutted up into Paula again and again and she felt the woman’s huffed-out breath puff against her sensitive breast flesh with every lunge. She hadn’t ever seen anyone fucking before, except on the net, on porn sites, and that didn’t really count, it was all so staged and phony-looking. She had glanced down and caught glimpses of Jimmy’s sheathed-up dick going into her as she’d ridden it in the front seat of his parents’ Buick, of course. But that didn’t really count either somehow, because she really couldn’t see much.

		She couldn’t see much now either, just Mr. Teichert bulling behind Mrs. Teichert, but it was exciting! Because of her restraints, she couldn’t move around much so that she could see more, but it was neat, just the same; watching Mr. Teichert throwing his hips forward and knowing that his long, thick penis was burrowing into Mrs. Teichert every time he thrust like that! Claire knew that Paula was loving it too, from the way the woman’s gorgeous face lit up each time he slammed into her!

		Maybe Jimmy and I should try getting out of the car sometime and doing it like this? Claire thought to herself, imagining how it would feel to take it from behind while leaning against the front fender.

		Jimmy would love it, she knew. She could picture him reaching under her and grabbing a free-swinging breast in each hand and squeezing them as he fucked her. As if reading her mind, Ken Teichert leaned forward just then and slid his palms along Paula’s ribs, moving them down in unison to capture her bobbling, bouncing titties as he continued to hammer his big cock into her. Paula made a little cooing sound as her husband squeezed her big tits and fucked her even harder.

		“This little bitch loves to have her nippies sucked,” Paula whispered as she let Claire’s nipple slip from her lips just then. “But I bet I know something she’ll love even more; follow me down! And, whatever you do, don’t stop fucking me!”

		With that, Paula ran her lively tongue down a surprised Claire’s taut tummy until she came to her bellybutton. She tickled the tiny indention with just her tongue tip and Claire giggled at how weird that felt, having a tongue toying with her there! And then she stopped giggling and sucked in her breath as Paula bent lower, the naughty tongue wriggling through Claire’s close-cropped patch of pubic hair. The tongue glanced over Claire’s half-erect clit on its way down her wet pussy slit and she couldn’t help but moan at how nice that felt!

		“Well, this will feel even better, submissive-girl!” Paula murmured almost under her breath as she dropped to her knees in front of the tied-up girl. Ken Teichert muttered as if disgusted, his dick having slipped out of his wife’s pussy as she knelt down. He waited until Paula had reached around in back of Claire and grabbed one of the startled teenager’s sleek ass cheeks in each palm and urged her forward, until Paula’s face was mashed against her juicy pinkness, before getting down behind her and getting her up onto her hands and knees, doggy-style, so that he could once again reclaim his wife’s cunt with his needy dick.

		“Omigod!” Claire sighed as Ken began to fuck his wife from behind as Paula ate pussy like a confirmed lesbian! Her tongue was all up and down Claire’s waterfall-wet slit and inside it, too. The woman was like a voracious predator, when it came to eating cunt! Her magic tongue was all over Claire’s pussy; lapping at her clit, swiping up and down the length of the small slit, plunging inside as deep as it could get, wriggling around like a trapped snake, driving Claire absolutely crazy with heady new sensations!

		Claire’s long, coltish legs tremored with a new level of excitement! She flashed back to her earlier thoughts about lesbianism and how gross it was. Paula’s talented tongue and lips were rapidly changing her mind about such things! She moaned and leaned forward, offering up even more of her girlish pussy for Paula’s oral explorations, mashing her clit eagerly against the other woman’s slithery tongue.

		The orgasm that suddenly tore through her lower extremities utterly caught her by surprise! She yowled and shook and pressed her exploding cunt up against Paula’s hungry mouth. Waves of fiery release engulfed her restrained body: the fact that she couldn’t get away made it even more explosive, somehow! Paula nuzzled her lovingly, her tongue clearly seeking more of her girlish come-nectar! Claire had never come like this in her life! She’d thought her orgasms with Jimmy and his boyish cock had been the height of ecstasy, but she realized now that they’d been nothing next to this!

		“Oh, eat it, you hot bitch! Eat my little pussy right up!” Claire screamed, hunching her hips up against Paula’s shiny face and mouth.

		Mr. Teichert rammed his meat all the way into his wife’s pussy and moaned, “She’s a hot one! I knew she would be; I can always tell!”

		Paula shivered through her own orgasm and drew a deep breath, moving her lips away from Claire’s sopping cunt to do so. “Do you want to fuck her now? I think she’s more than ready!”

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		

		Hired

		

		Jimmy would have been ready right away—Claire that knew from experience—but Ken Teichert was in his thirties, not his teens. He needed to rest a little while, having just emptied his balls into his wife’s snug little snatch.

		He used the time to untie Claire’s wrists and catch her as her knees immediately gave way and she tumbled into his strong arms; her own arms felt as if they’d been dipped in lead, heavy and tingling from being hoisted above her head for so long by the taut rope. Ken Teichert lifted the limp girl easily and strode across the big room to what looked like a gynecologist’s exam table, complete with metal stirrups for her feet and a fresh paper cover for her to lie on. He arranged the unprotesting girl on the table, her sandaled feet now in the stirrups and stood between them, her youthful pussy still shiny-pink from her arousal and Paula’s saliva.

		Claire noticed that his floppy cock began to stiffen a little as he stared down into her pussy hole and ogled her still very erect nipples.

		He gripped it in his fist and ran the loose skin up and back a few times as he nudged her pinkness with his thick cock head. A little warning voice in the back of her mind called out to her that she should stop him. He wasn’t sheathed up, as Jimmy had always been. But she reasoned that, even though his prick was sticky with come--from his recent orgasm inside Paula—his little swimmers would have a long swim from her pussy lips to any egg she might have inside her, way up in her womb!

		Her fears were further alleviated moments later when Paula squatted down on her haunches and frog-walked between the base of the examination table and her husband’s legs, lining up her mouth with the head of his cock, while murmuring, “Here, baby, let me help you get hard for our new friend!” as she licked and sucked at the rapidly-firming cock meat. Claire got up onto her elbows to watch Paula suck cock. She could only see the blonde head going in and out in front of Ken’s loins, but she could hear the unmistakable sounds of sucking and a sloppy blowjob, and see the grin on Ken’s face as his wife orally pleasured him!

		“Suck it, you little whore!” He moaned down to Paula. “Get me good and hard! I want to fuck this little cunt so bad!”

		Paula cooed and moved her head in and out even faster, clearly spurred on by his lewd words, not offended at all that he had called her a whore or that he wanted to ravish Claire and not her! The slurpy sounds continued for at least a full minute more, and then Ken put a palm against his wife’s pistoning forehead and halted her in mid-swallow. “Enough! I’m ready now; get out of the way!”

		His wife gave a little whine of disappointment, but moved aside readily enough. “Here; let me,” she murmured as she got quickly to her feet and reached out for her husband’s fat dick. Claire felt the smooth, marble-hard cock head nudge against her pussy lips, and then Paula moved it down slightly, lining it up with her opening and heard the other woman urge her husband, “There! Right there! Just push a little and you’re in her!”

		Paula was right on the money about that! As Ken Teichert leaned into Claire’s reclining, stirrup-restrained body, she felt her girlish folds parting and his thick cock plowing its way into her most private depths. He quickly passed the spot where Jimmy’s six-inch prick usually stopped and kept right on going! Three more inches in length doesn’t look like a lot, but it sure feels different! Claire realized as the longer cock stretched her open wider than she had ever been and punched deep into her near-virgin pussy!

		“Jesus! This girl is tight!” Ken huffed, berthing himself all the way in her. “It’s lucky you got her really juicy for me, or I doubt I’d be able to worm my way inside her little cunt!” he breathed to Paula, who was watching his progress intently, her bright blue eyes wide with fascination.

		“She’s just a kid; I doubt she’s been fucked much more than a dozen times,” Paula whispered as she observed all of her husband’s big dick pressing into the girl’s pussy.

		That’s about right! Claire realized with a start. Jimmy and her had only been going steady since fall, and she hadn’t let him go all the way with her before that night in October, his birthday.

		Her experience with boys’ cocks in her pussy was only a few months old. But Ken Teichert seemed to be intent on making up for that right now! He drew his pussy-stuffer of a prick back until the head was the only thing left inside her, then bulled it all the way into her again, hard! Claire would have protested, but she found she didn’t have enough breath left to waste any on useless protests. Every time that Mr. Teichert rammed his battering ram-like length into her, he forced all the air out of her lungs! And he was now fucking her like crazy; slamming the big cock into her as if he couldn’t get enough of her slick, hot little pussy!

		“That’s it, babe; fuck the little slut hard. I think she’s loving it!” Paula urged her frantically-rutting man.

		I Don’t love it! Claire wanted to scream out. It hurts! That huge thing is killing me—but wait! Maybe it’s not so bad!”

		She had shifted her weight around just slightly, raising the man’s angle of penetration a little. The gliding ramrod of a cock was now pressing up against her clit with each lunge and withdrawal, and that was starting to feel really nice! She groaned and called him “Master” as he fucked her, and his dick went even deeper, even faster! “Oh, fuck me, Master! It feels so good! So good to get it from a real man, like you!”

		Intrigued by her sudden, undisguised enjoyment of what was happening to her, Paula came closer to the examination table and leaned over it, staring down inquisitively at Claire’s small nipples, which were thrusting up out of her barely-there areoles like a pair of pink little spikes. The sexy blonde wife brought her lips down on the left one and began to gently suck. The high school girl whined with pleasure and quickly brought her hands up to tangle them in Paula’s shoulder-length blonde tresses, tugging her sensual lips down even tighter on her throbbing nippy!

		“Bite it, you hot bitch! Bite my nip while the Master fucks the shit out of me!” Claire murmured aloud, giving vent to the unfamiliar sensations raging through her adolescent body.

		“You should have bound her,” Paula admonished Ken, releasing her liplock on Claire’s juvenile tit for a few seconds. “I think she’d have enjoyed it even more!”

		Paula turned her attention back to Claire’s pulsing nipple, biting down on it roughly as she sucked and Ken buried his dick in the girl’s juicy little cunt at the same time. Claire squealed with excitement and ground her exploding clit against her Master’s thickness.

		“Oh, I’m coming! Being a part of this perverted scene is making me come so hard!” Claire found herself shrieking as her pussy opened and closed around Ken’s impaling cock and her tit jerked inside Paula’s nursing lips.

		She came so hard that she couldn’t catch her breath for several long seconds. Ken paid that no mind; pinning her writhing body to the table again and again with his massive dick while Paula changed tits and went after her right nipple in the same famished way she’d gone after the left one!

		Claire made noises she’d never made before—noises she didn’t even know she could make--as she wriggled beneath him on the lightly padded table. A wellspring of hot lubricant was bubbling up out of her speared pussy lips, coating his prick in her hot young juices, and her right tit jerked so hard in concert with her cunt snapping closed around Ken’s dick that her nipple was nearly ripped out of Paula’s mouth as she sucked! Staring up into her Master’s blue eyes in ecstasy, she felt her blood suddenly run cold. He was about to come in her! She’d seen the same triumphant, apologetic look in Jimmy’s eyes just before he’d filled the condom with his hot come too many times for her not to recognize it!

		“Pull out and come on my belly, please! I’m not on the pill! I’ll get pregnant for sure!” she whispered to him urgently, her right hand snaking up to his flat stomach, pushing him away.

		He hung there for a second—clearly wanting to come in her so badly he could taste it—before ripping his ready-to-spurt cock free of her clingy pink tunnel and jacking off on her taut little stomach. The big jets of male come were thick and pearly white against her tan skin. The puddle was large. He’d have knocked me up for sure! Claire thought to herself as Paula moved back out of the way and she stared down at it. He’s a macho, fully grown-up guy, and he comes a ton, when he shoots!

		She thought back to the one time she’d jacked Jimmy off in her fist, instead of letting him fuck her. They’d been making out in his folks’ Buick out in front of her parents’ house and it was getting perilously close to her curfew hour—the time she had to be inside the house and getting ready for bed or her parents would really come down on her hard. No more dates with Jimmy; no more dates at all!

		Jimmy was hard as a brick inside his jeans; he’d been squeezing her tits through her blouse and bra as they kissed, their tongues gliding together, sending sparks of sexual excitement through both of them. She’d glanced at the dashboard clock and saw that she had less than ten minutes left—not nearly enough time to scramble into the back seat, lose enough clothes for a good fuck session, then put them on again so that she could go back into the house on time! A perfect solution would have been a blowjob; one in which she swallowed his come, but Claire didn’t do that, and she didn’t want to start now!

		“Jack me off!” Jimmy had suddenly begged her, fumbling with his belt and zipper to free his ready-to-explode dick.

		“I…I’ve never done that,” Claire confessed, taking his swollen rod into her hand.

		“It’s easy; just fist me a little and I’ll go off like a fucking volcano erupting—you’ve got me so turned on!” Jimmy breathed hotly, moving her hand up and down on his rigid manhood to illustrate what he wanted.

		Claire had pumped the soft, velvety skin up and down, kissing Jimmy passionately once more. His prick had felt so neat in her hand—his skin soft and smooth, but the muscle just under it as hard as steel! She longed to feel it with her tongue, but she’d been afraid that if she did that, Jimmy would come immediately in her mouth and she’d remembered how awful her last boyfriend, Rob’s had tasted that one time when he’d done that, so she’d just kept on teasing his tongue with hers and stroking the firmness of his young cock frantically. All at once, there had been an explosion of super-heated, slippery male ball juice—just like Jimmy had said there would be! It splashed up against her neck and under her chin, and then ran down onto her still-gripping, still-moving fist. She’d kept on pumping, until Jimmy had begged her to stop, saying his nuts were empty and his cock was too sensitive for more stimulation.

		Jimmy’s spunk had covered the back of her fingers just the way Ken’s now covered her tummy! It had been hot and gooey and thick, just like Ken’s was!

		Claire had kicked herself mentally many times since that night, wishing she’d had the nerve to at least taste Jimmy’s before she’d wiped her hands with the paper napkin from the glovebox he’d handed her after a while. Maybe his wouldn’t have been as pungent and strong as Rob’s had been that other time, and she could have taught herself to blow Jimmy and swallow for him, instead of just having full-on fucks or a handjob as an option for situations like that night in front of her folks’ house!

		She urged herself not to make the same mistake twice. Claire coated a finger with the rapidly-cooling jism pooled on her belly and thrust it into her mouth, before she lost her nerve. It wasn’t awful! Not nearly as yucky as Rob’s had been!

		The fluid itself was slippery and sort of gross to swallow, she admitted to herself. But maybe it would have been easier to deal with when it had been fresh from Ken’s heavy balls and still hot? Now, it had cooled to room temperature, making it harder to swallow.

		Ken beamed at her and said, “That was hot—the way you tasted my come and swallowed it. Don’t worry, girlie; there’s a lot more where that came from for you to eat!”

		He backed away from the exam table, tucking his now-limp cock and well-drained nuts back into his boxers and pulling up his slacks, still grinning at her. He gave Claire a lascivious wink and got zipped up and rebelted. “Next time, until we get you some birth control pills, I can pull out at the last minute and come down your throat! I didn’t know you were so hot to swallow a big load, or I’d have done it this time!”

		Oh, God! I’m glad you didn’t! Claire thought to herself desperately. Who knows if I could have swallowed it or not? Just because she’d thought that the slimy stuff might have been easier to swallow when it was still hot didn’t mean it necessarily was! It might not have tasted as grotty as Rob’s but it still wasn’t what Claire would call…good!

		He went over to another chest of drawers—this one was painted white and had six fluffy, folded up hand towels stacked atop it—and took up one of the towels, shook it out, and tossed it on her spunk-covered tummy.

		“Clean up and get back into your clothes,” he said to her. “We have to get on this birth control thing right away. Who’s your family doctor? We’ll make you an appointment for Monday. You can start Monday, can’t you?”

		“You…you mean I’m hired?” Claire sputtered, thinking about all that would mean if it were true! She’d have to tell her folks, pack her bags to move out, tell all of her friends…lots of stuff to consider! She nominally had a few weeks of high school left to finish, but since she was a senior, about to graduate with honors, and she had already completed all of her finals, that shouldn’t be a problem.

		“Baby, you were hired the first time he saw you naked!” Paula said with a grin.

		She gave Claire’s body a final up and down glance and then added, “It’s quite a sight. I’ll have to admit that!”

		Claire shivered atop the table. It felt weird to have the totally-naked, voluptuous blonde woman ogling her. She remembered how enthusiastically Paula, Mrs. Teichert…her new Mistress had gone after her titties; how eagerly she had feasted on Claire’s juicy little…pussy slit! How Ken, Mr. Teichert, her new boss…her new Master, had lashed her backside, her nipples, her clit with that whip. And how oddly good that had felt, experiencing both pleasure and pain at the same time and loving it!

		She wiped the semen off her tummy and tossed the white towel on the blue mat beside the exam table. She thought about how wonderful her Master’s cock had felt in her pussy, fucking her right up to Orgasm Heaven, and how much she had wanted to let him pump all of that fiery-hot come of his into her belly as they both came!

		That last candid thought brought her back to reality. There was no way she could ask kindly Doctor Fletcher her family’s doctor, for birth control pills! He had delivered her, treated her for all of her childhood afflictions, plus, he was a good friend of her Daddy’s! She couldn’t ask him for birth control pills! She just couldn’t!

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		

		Getting Ready

		

		Dr. Leonard Haskins was a general practitioner that Claire had never met before. He was Ken and Paula Teichert’s physician and he prescribed six months’ worth of birth control tablets after a thorough physical examination and a blood work-up that Monday afternoon.

		Just before he left the examination room, as Claire was getting back into her clothes, the doctor told her, “You’re very wise to get on birth control medication, Claire. It was obvious, when I examined you, that you’re no longer a virgin and that you’ve been sexually active. Condoms, which you said you’d been using for birth control up till now, have their uses, but they tend to get in the way of spontaneous sex. And when you’re eighteen, all sex tends to be spontaneous. Be careful of S.T.D.’s, however; Sexually Transmitted Diseases, condoms can protect you from those, but the pill can’t.”

		“I’ll remember that, and use both wherever I can, Doctor,” Claire assured him, knowing talking about such things was probably making her blush, but not caring. If you couldn’t talk about sex with a doctor, who could you talk about it with?

		She had thought about giving Jimmy a little treat and letting him fuck her without a condom for once, but now she didn’t know. Who knew what Jimmy was doing when he wasn’t with her? Maybe he had another girl on the side who’d fuck him, and who knew what sort of things a whore like that might get up to when she wasn’t with Jimmy!

		Mister Teichert had assured her that he was fucking only Paula, and now, her! So she’d felt safe enough about engaging in condomless sex with him. But now she wasn’t so sure, thinking about it. And Paula was a red-hot babe! She wasn’t shy about admitting her attraction to other men with nice dicks! Who was to say she didn’t ever fuck them, and who was to say that those other men might engage in sex with other hot women whenever they got the chance?

		Claire hurried back into her tee shirt and shorts. So much to worry about all of a sudden! The sex in her life had always been so simple, before now.

		Paula picked Claire up in front of the doctor’s office all by herself. Claire had been expecting to see both Teicherts seated in the new Caddy, with Mr. Teichert doing the driving, the way they’d been when they’d dropped her off an hour and a half ago. She asked Paula where her husband was.

		“He’s back at the house, practicing knot-tying. You don’t think a guy gets to be a Rope Master like my Ken is, without practicing your craft, do you?” Paula replied, putting the car in gear as soon as Claire had gotten into the passenger seat and fastened her seat belt.

		I never thought about it before, Claire admitted to herself. I never knew there were such things as Rope Masters before I took this crazy job!

		That’s what she thought to herself. But she didn’t say that to Paula, of course. She said, “I guess not.” And turned on the Cadillac’s radio, bathing the luxurious car in the sound of Classic Rock as they negotiated the residential streets leading back to the Teichert mansion. The Eagles performed Hotel California and Neil Diamond sang Sweet Caroline, a song Claire’s father had sometimes sung to her and her mother when he played his six-string for them in the evenings.

		She’s miss those nights, with the three of them lying about in the living room, the television switched off, and Daddy seated on the ottoman in front of his big chair, plucking the strings intently, his head thrown back as he sang song after song for their mutual enjoyment. She wondered what her life at the Teichert mansion was going to like. She doubted there’d be much singing.

		Just the song of the whip! She thought as she shivered against cold blast of the Cadillac’s air conditioning and the powerful car climbed the hill toward the mansion.

		

		****

		

		“I’m glad you’re back!” Ken Teichert greeted them with a huge smile as soon as they walked in the front door. “I’ve been working on something special for Claire. Come up and see it!”

		Giggling at his apparent excitement, the two women followed him upstairs, which he took two at a time, in his enthusiasm to get to the top of the stairs and down to the Pleasure Room. He unlocked the door and flung it open dramatically, motioning toward a small coil of thin rope on the exercise mat part of which had been tightly wrapped around a Styrofoam head that might have once held a woman’s wig. The rope was curled around the head tightly, like hood that covered the whole head, front and back. Two strands of the rope protruded from each side of the head, like handles, and hole had been left over each of the head’s eyes and around the mouth.

		“Ideally, I should have crafted this using your skull, your face, since it’s going to be yours,” Ken told Claire, pointing at the bizarre creation on the mat. “But you weren’t here. You were at the doctor’s office. How did everything go, by he way? Did you like Dr. Haskins?”

		“He was okay, and he gave me a prescription for six months’ worth of The Pill,” Claire answered him casually, eyeing the head on the floor warily. “What’s this for?”

		“No time like the present for a little demonstration; take off all your clothes and I’ll show you,” Ken said, slipping into the deep Master-voice he used when he was using her sexually. He continued speaking as Claire walked over to the white chest of drawers and put her unbuttoned blouse on top of it. She shrugged out of her bra as soon as she had unsnapped it and placed it on top of the blouse. “I can’t come inside your pussy for something like seven days, after you start taking the pill,” Ken Teichert said somewhat gloomily. His face brightened as he turned back to his newest rope creation and he added, “But there are other things we can do that are almost as much fun. Finish undressing and I’ll show you!”

		“What do I need to strip all the way down for, if my pussy is off limits?” Claire asked semi-defiantly, her hands hovering over the button that held her jean cut-off shorts closed and her zipper.

		“A man likes to see it all, even if he can’t have it all, when a girl is as stunning as you, Claire!” Ken told her with a smirk.

		Claire had found long ago that she didn’t mind showing off her body to strangers, she had pranced around in tight gymnastics costumes for years, and she hadn’t minded at all when Paula and Ken had demanded that she strip down inside the Pleasure Room that first time. Claire took off her shorts and panties for her two employers and sauntered back over to them, strutting like a long-legged fashion model on a runway, carefully putting one foot in front of each other.

		“God, what a body!” Ken muttered under his breath, stooping to retrieve the foam head and its rope covering. He carefully slipped his handiwork off the stiff foam head and turned toward Clair with it in his hands. “They sell latex versions of this in sex toy stores, but I like the rope version better. It seems sturdier, somehow.” He said as he put his hands on her naked shoulders and urged her closer to him so that he could wrestle the stretchy, thin, rope covering over her brown hair and down onto her head.

		“Hey, watch the ears!” Claire protested as her boss tugged the close-fitting hood into place over her face. Her eyes lined up with the eye slits and her mouth was just behind the slash-like hole in the contraption where the Styrofoam head’s lips had been.

		“Perfect fit! Do I do good work or what?” Ken asked Paula in a jovial voice as he fitted his creation over Claire’s features.

		“The one you made for me, back in the day, fit pretty good too, as I recall,” Paula told him with a wistful little smile. “I wonder what happened to it?”

		“Lost in some move, over the years, no doubt,” Ken replied. “You don’t need it anymore, anyway; you suck cock like a pro now.”

		With that, Ken turned back to Claire and gripped the rope handles over each of her ears and said, “Down on your knees, like a good little slave girl. You don’t have to suck or use your tongue if you don’t want to; just remember to keep your mouth open wide and I’ll do all the rest!”

		

		****

		

		His fat cock was already almost hard when he unzipped his trousers and undid his belt. As the slacks slid to the mat around his shoes, Ken Teichert reached into his boxer’s fly and extracted his thick, heavy dick and mashed the wide head into the hole in the rope and into Claire’s mouth. He jerked her by his handholds, up and back, using her mouth and throat like a hot, wet sex toy, skull-fucking her as she knelt in front of him, her solid young tits jiggling wildly on her chest as she was pummeled again and again by his flying prick!

		Oh, God; he’s going to come in my mouth, now that he can’t use my pussy! She thought to herself in despair. Paula had slipped over to the white chest, opened a drawer and extracted a weird-looking set of fluff-lined handcuffs, with a spray of pink boa feathers around the inside of the cuffs. The blonde woman knelt down behind Claire and cuffed her hands behind her back as Ken sawed away at her mouth. “Just so you won’t get any ideas about going anywhere,” Paula whispered into her ear as she snapped the cuffs shut. “Take my advice and don’t struggle, or they’ll tighten up!”

		“There, you can fuck her little mouth as hard as you want, darling,” Paula told Ken as she rose to her feet behind the kneeling girl.

		Ken gave an evil-sounding little chuckle and increased the tempo of his thrusts into the helpless girl’s mouth, yanking the rope handholds even faster and harder, so that he could penetrate all the way into Claire’s throat. Spit flew from her mouth as he abused her, spattering onto his balls, down onto her tits, and onto his slacks and shoes. “That’s the way to fuck her!” Paula encouraged her husband. “Fuck that little whore’s mouth!”

		Claire whined as he mouth-raped her. She couldn’t help it! She had enjoyed sucking her first boyfriend’s cock a lot—until he had made the mistake of shooting his come into her mouth when she hadn’t wanted it! And she loved giving Jimmy head, confident that he wasn’t going to make the same error. But Ken was going to cream her throat! And any second now, from the frantic way he was yanking at the handholds, ramming his long dick into her mouth as deep as he could get it, huffing and puffing excitedly as he did it; like a guy who had just completed a series of wind sprints!

		“Swallow it alllllll!” Ken screamed suddenly; his head thrown back in ecstasy. “I know there’s a lot, but swallow every drop of it, you hot little cunt!”

		There was a lot, as the thick cock began to spew out its fiery load! It was swallow or drown in come, so Claire swallowed as fast as she could; gulping down the super-heated jism as if she couldn’t get enough of it!

		“Look at her gobble it up!” Paula squealed delightedly, clapping he hands in excitement and jumping up and down like a little girl on Christmas morning as she opened her presents. “She’s a natural-born cocksucker, this one!”

		Something really weird happened just as Paula made that comment: Claire looked over at her and realized that there was a full-length mirror on the wall right behind Paula. She saw herself, completely naked, kneeling on the mat with her hands cuffed behind her and the Master’s large-bore dick still in her mouth, a big stream of white jizz leaking from her lips and down the rope hood. Claire felt a buzz of excitement in her untouched clit, spreading all throughout her unstimulated pussy and crackling up her spine through her sensitive titties. When the hot stream of Ken’s come dripped from the base of the hood, right onto her very aroused nipple, she climaxed; shivering all over with the intensity of her unsuspected release!

		“Ugh!” She moaned aloud, letting his fat dick slip from her come-covered lips as she spoke, her orgasm gathering steam as it went on. “Oh, oh, Master! I love being used like this! I love being…abused by you and the Mistress!”

		Ken Teichert’s eyes lit up as he reached down and stuffed his limp but still leaking come cock back into her mouth and looked over at Paula as he said, “I told you she was a hot one! There’s just something about her eyes! I can always tell!”

		“Yeah, yeah, you’re always right, except when you’re wrong!” Paula said, hurrying out of her clothes and running over to the wall to unsnap a riding crop from the plastic brackets holding it in place on the wall.

		She whipped it back and forth in front of her, as if getting the feel of it, and smiled at the way it cut the air. Claire shivered at the thought of the stiff leather against her tender skin and wondered how badly Paula would hurt her with the crop before making her feel all better with her magic tongue and lips?

		

		****

		

		“Just be calm: be in control! Don’t let yourself get carried away and really hurt her!” Ken cautioned his wife as they stood behind the kneeling, helplessly handcuffed girl.

		“Oh, I’ll hurt the little cocksucker, alright!” Paula gave an evil laugh and swung the riding crop through the air, just above Claire’s naked back. She felt the breeze from it and heard the cruel sound of it snapping through the air. “Just enough!”

		Paula brought the crop down on Claire’s shoulder just then and it burned like fire! As she was still shivering through the pain of that first stroke, Paula bent down lower, so she could lash Claire’s ass. “Oh, oh, fuck; that hurt!” Claire gasped involuntarily.

		“I’ll show you hurt, sub-girl!” Paula promised as she stepped around in front of Claire. She slashed downward with the riding crop, catching Claire across both breasts, just behind the nipples. Claire screamed in pain and twisted away from her torturer, attempting to keep her throbbing tits away from the awful caress of the stiff leather. But with her hands cuffed behind her back, she was unable to keep Paula from lashing her sensitive tits again and again, the last time right across both nipples, which for some reason, were sticking out as far as Claire had ever seen them stick out!

		“Oh, my titties! My nippies!” Claire wailed despondently, a gargantuan wave of pain, and, oddly, pleasure rippling through both breasts just then.

		“Show me your cunt!” Paula commanded the confused girl, smacking her lightly across the shoulders with the crop for emphasis. “Show me your little girl cunt, or I’ll skin you alive!”

		The weird fire dancing in Paula’s blue eyes as she stared down at the terrified girl frightened Claire so much that she scrambled onto her back, lying uncomfortably atop her cuffed hands and brought her knees up to her damaged, pulsing nipples and let her legs fall open, baring her excited pink pussy to Paula’s hungry stare. Paula leaned down closer and smiled, seeing the pink furls wet with lubrication and looking as if they wanted a fat cock or a good tongue-lashing more than anything!

		What they got was the crop, brought down smartly across Claire’s fully distended clit and her juicy slit, twice, in rapid succession! Claire screamed with pain, and with something else! Paula seemed to hear her excitement, as well as her discomfort, and dropped the crop onto the blue mat and got down on her hands and knees above the reclining girl and lowered her cunt down onto Claire’s face as she drove her own head between Claire’s open legs and pushed her wriggly tongue into Claire’s abused cunt!

		The forced, obscene sixty-nine went on and on. Claire couldn’t resist Paula’s entrapping pussy slit, as it was plastered right up against her mouth! And the other woman’s lips and tongue once again felt so good against her own tortured pussy that she couldn’t find it within herself to fight Paula’s talented little tongue or her pussy juice-sucking mouth as the woman licked and kissed and slurped at her strangely-excited cunt.

		Oh, fuck, but she’s sweet! Claire told herself as the clear pussy nectar rolled out of Paula’s depths and down Claire’s hesitantly-exploring tongue. Pussy didn’t feel grotty at all! Pussy felt slick and hot and wonderful against Claire’s lips and cheeks as Paula ground herself against Claire’s open mouth!

		Claire found a relatively comfortable position for restrained hands and settled onto them to feast on Paula’s succulent flesh as Paula feasted on hers. Claire licked and licked the smooth, ultra-slick lining of Paula’s cunt and reveled in flicking Paula’s fat clit with her tongue tip, drawing an endearing little squeak of joy from the other woman, as well as an answering tongue flick on her own clit at the same time.

		She was really getting into the mutual pussy licking when Ken’s once again hard cock made a reappearance at the gates of Paula’s fleshy lips! He ran the fat, mushroom-shaped cock head up and down his wife’s slit and bumped it into Claire’s tongue suggestively. The relatively inexperienced teen didn’t know what to do at first, but caught on soon enough. She let his cock slide down into her mouth and polished its head with her tongue, the way she had been polishing Paula’s clit. Soon, Ken was fucking her lips for a few strokes, then pulling free and letting his dick penetrate Paula’s pussy for a few more.

		From her vantage point below Paula’s lower body, Claire watched the thick cock penetrate the lust-slickened pussy all the way up to Ken’s hairless balls as the wrinkly sac drug across Claire’s nose and mouth.

		Experimentally, she licked the masculine pouch a few times and was rewarded with hearing the Master groan with pleasure as he fucked his wife faster and faster. All at once, he stopped, drew his formidable length all the way out of her, and rested his gleaming cock head against her anus. Claire had never paid any attention to Paula’s asshole before, of course, but now she saw it was like a tiny pink rosebud, all closed up and seemingly without an opening.

		Master Ken pushed forward insistently, however, and now Claire saw that there was an opening! A tiny little hole at the very center of the rosebud that got bigger and bigger as the Master’s prick nudged into it.

		“Oh, yeah! Fuck me there!” Paula murmured excitedly, thrusting her ass back to meet her husband’s small lunges, raising her lips from Claire’s juicy pink furls for a moment.

		Amazingly, Paula’s tiny hole gobbled up the Master’s fat cock head, seeming to nibble it up slowly as the miniscule hole got bigger and bigger, right before Claire’s eyes! The older woman gave a final huff of breath as the plum-like head popped all the way inside her, and then her mouth descended on Claire’s teenage cunt again and began to lap and nibble at it. Claire made an ecstatic little purr as the heavenly pulses resumed from her well-pummeled clit and went back to tonguing Paula’s sex as more and more of the rigid cock sunk its way into Paula’s stretched-open asshole. The Master’s ball sac slid across Claire’s nose and lips once more as he rammed his dick all the way into Paula’s ass and Claire licked the wrinkly, hairless sac once more every once in a while, drawing another sigh of contentment from its owner.

		Master Ken was fucking Paula’s forbidden hole hard. His thick cock was really reaming it out and Paula was oohing and aahing into Claire’s pussy as she got ass-fucked!

		I wonder what it would feel like to take one back there? Claire found herself wondering as she watched the frantic coupling. She had watched anal videos on the web a few times, wondering how those porn sluts stood having a man with a huge dick sawing away in their tight little asses, but she’d never imagined anyone she knew doing it! Jimmy and her previous boyfriend, Rob, had never even hinted at that, but both of them had remarked numerous times about how pretty and tight her butt was!

		Claire had always turned up her nose at the notion of butt-sex, but then she’d been foursquare against the idea of girl-girl hook-ups before, and here she was with her tongue up inside a pussy and that woman’s mouth on her own cunt! Maybe taking it up the ass wasn’t so bad after all! Paula sure seemed to be enjoying it—hunching her sleek ass back to meet the Master’s strokes, pressing her bare tits down into Claire’s belly as she got sodomized, and babbling like a crazy woman down into the well of Claire’s teenage pussy as her joy mounted and mounted!

		“Aghhh! It’s so hawwt!” Paula suddenly whined, raising her mouth up out of Claire’s cunt and throwing back her head. “His come is so fucking hawwt in my butt!

		Claire felt for herself how hot it was a few seconds later, when a torrent of super-heated cock cream leaked out of Paula’s violated ass, ran down across her pussy lips and dripped into Claire’s licking mouth!

		She couldn’t believe how delicious it tasted, mixed with Paula’s cunt juice and ass secretions! Claire gobbled it right down, despite the heat Paula had remarked on, reveling in the nastiness of what she was doing.

		Master Ken seemed to like that too, saying “Here, you little minx! Have a taste straight from the source!” as he eased his prick out of his wife’s ass and fed it down into Claire’s lips. She sucked at it tentatively and was rewarded with a big jet of come, tinged with the taste of Paula’s ass! To her shock, it wasn’t that bad, and she swallowed it right down, much to her Master’s delight!

		“This kid is unbelievable, babe! She’s sucking my cock straight from your ass!”

		Paula shuddered above Claire and the girl knew her lover was getting off even stronger from that mental image. Paula disengaged from the torrid sixty-nine and sat back on her knees beside Claire and watched her finish sucking her husband off.

		“You were so right, baby. She’s one hot little bitch!” Paula said approvingly, leaning forward to stroke Claire’s cheek while she swallowed the last mouthful of Ken’s pungent ball juice.

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know why you can’t stay here at night and just go over there every morning to work,” Claire’s father exhorted her as she busily packed her suitcase on the top of her bed. “It’s not that far away! Mulberry Street is only a few blocks from here, after all.”

		“I’m more than a housekeeper…I’m more like a personal maid to Mrs. Teichert,” Claire lied to her father. “She’s a spoiled, somewhat lazy woman who wants to be waited on hand and foot! If she wakes up during the middle of the night and wants an aspirin or something, she doesn’t want to get up and get it herself.”

		Reading the disapproval of such a lazy, pampered bitch on her father’s face, Claire rushed to add, “That’s why they’re paying so much! I could make five grand by the end of the summer, Daddy!”

		“Well, I still don’t like you living there. I want to meet these people, before you move over there.”

		“If you really think that’s necessary, I’m sure I can arrange it,” Claire told him. “Just give me a few days to set it up.”

		“I think it is necessary! Who are these people, and why do they have such money to throw around? I never heard of them before.”

		“They’re new in town. They’ve only lived here a few months. They bought the old Collins house at the top of Mulberry Street and had it totally refurbished,” Claire explained to her father.

		“You’re going to be living in that big old barn of place?” Father asked her quizzically.

		“It’s nice! I told you, they had it all gone through, modernized and refurbished,” Claire insisted. “My new room is a lot bigger than this one!”

		Claire finished packing. She left a lot of her clothes hanging in the closet and folded in the drawers. The Teichert’s house was only a five-minute bike ride from here. If there was a pair of jeans she found she just couldn’t live without, she could always ride over and get them! It wasn’t like she was moving out of town.

		Her stuffed animal collection looked up at her from her old bed. She thought about packing them in a cardboard box and taking them along, but decided that was juvenile. She couldn’t see herself cuddling up with Mr. Bumby, the faithful pet rabbit in the bowler hat--who had gotten her through the pain and trauma of having a rotten tooth pulled when she’d been ten--after one of the Master’s rough and tumble rope-hood blowjobs in the Pleasure Room. She was a grown-up girl now and she should act like it!

		She hefted the packed suitcase, deciding that it would balance just fine on the handlebars of her bike if she was careful, and marched past her distraught father, kissing him lightly on the cheek as she left the bedroom. Claire did the same to her Mom, who stood wringing her hands in the hallway just outside her old room.

		The ride back over to the Teichert’s was a lot more strenuous that the ride home had been, because the Teichert’s place was mostly uphill and the bulky suitcase balanced across her bike’s handlebars was both awkward and heavy. But she made it at last, parked her bike around by the side of the detached garage, where Paula had indicated she should park it, and made her way up the front steps lugging the heavy suitcase.

		

		****

		

		“How big is your boyfriend’s cock?” Ken Teichert asked her at dinner that night.

		The three of them, Mr. and Mrs. Teichert, and Claire were all sitting around the big round dining table in the dining room, Paula and Claire having set it and brought the various bowls of vegetables, potatoes and gravy out and arranged them on the table before calling Mr. Teichert to the table. He had been sitting in the living room, enjoying a scotch and soda before dinner.

		And it had been a normal, convivial dinner before his question about Jimmy’s cock size. The last thing he had said to her concerned her room and if it was adequate and if she was settling in alright.

		“N-Not big,” Claire stammered an admission, looking down at her dinner plate, avoiding Mr. Teichert’s keen stare. “I mean, he’s eighteen, like me, so he isn’t really a full-grown man yet.”

		“How long is it? How big around?” Mr. Teichert queried her.

		“Oh, I don’t know; six inches long, maybe, and not nearly as thick as yours,” Claire finally blurted out. “Why?”

		“Because I’ve decided that I need to fuck you in the ass until those birth control pills kick in,” Mr. Teichert explained patiently. He looked over at his wife and asked, “She took the first one alright?”

		“Right down the hatch; I was watching her like a hawk,” Paula assured him.

		That was certainly true! Claire thought to herself. Paula had helped her unpack and hang up her clothes when she had returned home from her folks’ house earlier, and then she had extracted the new packet of birth control pills from the medicine cabinet in Claire’s private bathroom and handed her one of the little pills that were to make such a difference, with a small glass of tap water and demanded that Claire swallow it while she watched.

		“Good, good; you seem like an upstanding young woman, Claire, but a man can’t be too careful: Paula and I have learned that over the years!”

		“We had one housekeeper, a few years back, that tried to fool us that she wouldn’t get pregnant,” Paula agreed eagerly. “She wasn’t taking her pills, hoping that Ken would get her pregnant so that she could sue us for support for her and her little brat!” Paula sounded hurt and angry as she spat out the words. “But her little plot didn’t work! She miscarried and the baby was born dead, and the miscarriage nearly killed her as well!”

		“Luckily for her, full medical coverage was in her employment contract, and, technically, she was still in our employ,” Ken finished with a headshake, to emphasize just how he felt about the housekeeper’s deviousness.

		“She didn’t do anal sex, so that wasn’t an option for poor Ken,” Paula also shook her head. “How about you, Claire, are you against taking it up that cute little ass of yours?”

		“I haven’t thought about it. Jimmy—that’s my boyfriend—and I have been content with regular sex so far,” Claire murmured in a voice so soft that it barely carried across the broad table.

		“Well, we’ll soon change that, if I have anything to say about it!” Ken announced gleefully. “Jimmy will be pounding his small cock up your ass soon, loosening it up for me!”

		“What night do you usually see him, dear?” Paula inquired brightly.

		“Fridays; Jimmy and I usually see each other on Friday nights,” Claire told them a little reluctantly.

		“Good,” Ken said again. “You two will be having dinner with us this Friday night, followed by a little fun and games up in the Pleasure Room. Do you think young Jimmy will like Paula?”

		Claire looked across the table at the radiant blonde woman and thought sullenly, Any guy who isn’t gay would like Paula, with those tits and that face!

		Paula smiled charmingly at Claire, who could see-in her mind’s eye—Jimmy’s cock sliding between those gloss-covered lips…

		

		****

		

		“I’m worried about tonight, Paula!” Claire told her companion as they lay naked on their respective loungers out by the pool.

		It was ten in the morning and they were working on their all-over tans, as they did every day. Claire had vacuuming and dusting to do once they went back inside, and probably a blowjob to give the Master, but Paula would no doubt go back upstairs to the master suite, take a shower to get all the tanning oil off her lovely body and go back to sleep until Claire brought her lunch tray up at one or so. Then Ken would slip into the suite and drag his nude wife off to the Pleasure Room; Claire would sometimes accompany them, depending on whether they required her services as a pussy-licker or cocksucker or not.

		She was then free to do whatever household chores needed doing; laundry or bathroom cleaning or such, until it was time to help Paula in the kitchen when it was time to prepare dinner. Then they would all relax in the living room for a while before adjourning to the Pleasure Room, where Ken, or sometimes Paula would torture Claire until she was begging them to fuck her or eat her or whatever else they had in mind for that night. And then they would all go to bed.

		The next day would be pretty much like the one that went before it, with a little shopping or a workout at Fitness Frenzy thrown in for variety. Ken didn’t have a job as such; he sat at his big desk in the room downstairs that had once served as the mansion’s library and watched the stock feed on several big screen televisions, buying or selling as the spirit moved him, when he wasn’t busy whipping Claire or tying her up in elaborate rope restraints or both.

		“It’s only sex,” Paula replied to Claire’s worried-sounding statement. “And I thought you said this Jimmy of yours liked sex.”

		“He does, but he’s only an eighteen-year-old boy from a hick town! He won’t know what to make of ropes and chains and whips and the like!” Claire protested.

		“Well, he’ll know what to make of these, or he’s not like any eighteen-year-old boy I’ve ever met!” Paula said, raising up on her elbows off the lounger so that her large bare breasts hung down enticingly, a big smirk on her lovely face.

		Claire eyed the luscious tits she’d sucked so many times since moving in here and thought, Yeah, Jimmy will go nuts over those alright!

		But she was still worried that her inexperienced boyfriend would blab about his big night of awesome sex to all of his buddies around town and that the story would get back to her family, somehow. She said as much to Paula, ending with, “Mama and Daddy would be awfully disappointed in me, if they ever found out about all the things, I do with you and Master Ken in this big old house!”

		“God! There’s just no way to win!” Paula groused, rousing herself off her chaise lounge and slipping on her flipflops, drawing the towel she had been spread out on around her nakedness. “Ken and I moved up here so we could live as we pleased, but NO! Small town morals and gossip get in the way. We should have stayed in Beverly Hills!”

		“Why did you decide to move up here, to Badger Pass, in the back of beyond?” Claire couldn’t help asking her friend/employer/torturer.

		“My mom was from here!” Paula replied after a moment of further cussing and fidgeting with the towel. “She was born here, just like you! But she moved down to L.A. when she was about your age and became a party girl, fucking all sorts of men for coke and yacht parties and the like. I never knew who my father was and neither did she. We didn’t care! We just wanted to enjoy Beverly Hills and the beach and being beautiful! My mom’s still beautiful, not as pretty as she once was, but pretty enough to still get invited to the best parties. I met Ken when I was barely older than you and he showed me a side to myself that I never knew existed.”

		Paula smiled at Claire and said, “I’m considered to be very unusual in BDSM circles, did you know that? I can revel in taking the whip but I can also dole it out! I have a dom side and also a sub side. Ken was entranced! He still is!”

		She paused for a moment and said, “Oh, he loves to play with other women; girls like you. Who could blame him—you’re lovely, Claire! That little ass, those titties…that face…you’re irresistible! I love to be with you, too! But Ken is in love with me; I’m his soulmate! We were meant for each other!”

		The blonde woman flashed Claire a beatific smile and hugged the towel to herself, clearly reveling in what she shared with Ken, The Master. Claire envied her in that moment and wondered if she’d ever find such a perfect love herself. Then she cleared her throat and asked again, “Why did you move up here, to Badger Pass?”

		Paula roused herself from her near dream state and looked at Claire as she replied, “It was all my Mom’s fault. She kept going on about how cheap it was to live in Northern California, outside of San Francisco—that place is as expensive as L.A.—so we checked it out and found that it was true. Ken and I made right around three-hundred thousand a year in L.A. buying and selling real estate and with him fooling around in the stock market. That’s a fortune up here, but it’s chickenfeed in Beverly Hills. Even this old wreck of a house would have cost us over a million dollars in southern California, depending on where it was. Here, we got it for a song, and got it fixed up just the way we wanted it for pennies on the dollar!”

		“But it’s in Badger Pass, and people in Badger Pass aren’t like people in Beverly Hills,” Claire finished for her, understanding for the first time how a couple like the Teicherts had come to reside in her little hometown.

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		

		Jimmy

		

		“Uh, yeah, sure…I guess!” Jimmy stammered as Ken asked him if he’d care to join him in a cocktail before dinner.

		Claire almost giggled at how out of place Jimmy looked, sipping bourbon out of the highball glass The Master handed him in the living room moments later. Ken was drinking his usual scotch and soda, but Jimmy had wanted bourbon, so Ken had poured him a glass of Wild Turkey, hundred-proof, over ice. Now he stood awkwardly with the unfamiliar, very strong drink, trying to look at ease as he nursed at it while Ken showed him the fancy crown molding he’d had installed in the living room when the workmen had redone the mansion.

		`“Looks real nice, Mr. Teichert; real elegant,’ Jimmy said as he examined the fancy wood work.

		“Glad you approve, Jimmy, and you must call me Ken,” Mr. Teichert told his young dinner guest. “We’re all friends here, and I suspect we’re going to become much closer friends soon.

		“Oh, I hope so!” Paula Teichert burbled, coming over and taking Jimmy’s arm. She was wearing a very diaphanous gown, that made her delicious breasts nearly visible though her gauzy bodice. Jimmy’s eyes grew bigger as he eyed the nearly naked treasures and it was all Claire could do not to giggle as Paula rubbed them against Jimmy’s coat sleeve. Paula looked over at Claire, who was wearing her formal maid’s uniform, black knee-length dress with a prim and proper white collar, and smiled imperiously as she said, “Your young Jimmy is so handsome, Claire. I don’t blame you for falling for him!”

		“Yes, Ma’am,” Claire smiled back subserviently and bowed her head in Paula’s direction, “Should I bring out the dinner now?”

		“Please do,” Paula said, turning her attention to Jimmy once more, leading him into the nearby dining room by the arm she had appropriated.

		“Claire doesn’t usually eat with us, of course, being a servant,” Paula said to Jimmy as they approached the round table. “But tonight is different, with you two going out and all.”

		That’s a fucking lie, about me not eating with them, Claire told herself as she went into the kitchen to fetch the food platters, But Jimmy doesn’t know that, so it’s okay.

		“Beef Bourguigon, it’s a delicious beef stew sort of thing that Mrs. Teichert taught me how to make,” Claire lied to Jimmy again as she sat a steaming tureen of the beef dish right in front of him. Paula had actually made all the dinner, with her helping out as best she could. Paula was a great cook. Claire wasn’t—not yet—but she was learning a lot from watching Paula and helping.

		Claire went back out into the kitchen and brought in a large bowl of cooked pasta and a basket of freshly-cut French bread, still hot from the oven and a big carafe of red wine, along with butter and some mixed vegetables to accompany the stew and pasta. She sat down next to Jimmy, when all the food and wine was in place, and Mr. Teichert rose and poured everyone a big glass of wine.

		Jimmy gulped down the last of his cocktail and tasted the wine. “This is okay, I guess, but I like the whiskey better,” he said, after choking down a mouthful of the wine.

		“Nonsense! Red wine goes with red meat, my boy!” Ken Teichert chided his guest jovially, toasting him with his own wine glass. “We can have some more cocktails after dinner, if you’d like!”

		“That’d be great, Mr. Teichert…Ken,” he quickly corrected himself, setting down the wineglass and dishing himself up some penne pasta.

		Jimmy drank several glasses of the dark, heavy red wine with dinner, warming to the unfamiliar beverage as the meal went on. He looked at Claire questioningly as he tasted the beef and whispered, “Did you really make this? It’s terrific!”

		Claire grinned at him, drank some of her wine, and said, “I did, with Paula’s help. She’s more than just a great pair of tits, you know?”

		Jimmy flushed at the word “tits”, but couldn’t stop himself from glancing across the table at Paula’s nearly naked breasts in the outrageous gown.

		Claire’s boyfriend, who was more than a little drunk by the end of the meal, didn’t say a word about having to leave soon to get to the school dance he was supposed to take Claire to when she and Paula excused themselves from the table and went upstairs, arm in arm to do God knew what. Ken Teichert helped him out of his chair and led him into the living room for yet another round of cocktails and started talking about all the work it had taken to get the house into the kind of shape he wanted it in.

		When several minutes had gone by and he and Jimmy had consumed at least one more drink each, Ken put his arm around the young man’s shoulders and told him there was a little something he wanted to show him upstairs before he left. Intrigued and not feeling any pain, Jimmy let his host maneuver him up the stairs and down the hall. Ken opened the door and led the teenager inside.

		Claire and Paula were naked inside the Pleasure Room, their displayed asses gleaming with lube as they faced away from the two men. “This is what I wanted to show you!” Ken chuckled. “Aren’t they lovely?

		Well worth seeing, I think you’ll agree?”

		Jimmy stared wide-eyed at the two totally naked, subservient women down on their hands and knees in front of him. He looked over at the smiling Ken, who had slipped off his sport coat and hung it on the door handle and was undoing his belt.

		“Wha…What’s this all about?” Jimmy managed to stammer.

		“I thought you might enjoy fucking Paula while I fuck Claire!” his host for the evening grinned, “then we can switch off.”

		“I…I don’t have any rubbers on me; they’re out in the car!” Jimmy protested weakly.

		“We never use them!” Ken assured him, taking down his loose trousers, revealing his tented boxer shorts. “We can finish up in their asses; that will make everything okay, won’t it?”

		Paula decided Jimmy right then and there by shifting her gorgeous ass around in front of him and looking back over her shoulder as she growled, “What’s the matter, handsome, don’t you want some of this?”

		Jimmy’s eyes grew even wider as Ken doffed his shorts and strode toward Claire with his long, thick cock waggling out in front of him. He barely hesitated when he reached the bent over girl, getting down onto his kneed behind her and centering his stiff prick at her juicy pussy hole.

		“Welcome, Master, oooh, you feel so good,” Claire murmured as he took her all the way in one lunge.

		“I’m glad to see you and Paula got each other ready for us,” Ken whispered into Claire’s right ear as he bottomed out in her snug but very wet pussy.

		“Mmmmmm, we licked titties and clits before you got here, alright,” Claire sighed in ecstasy as the fat cock began to fuck her.

		Jimmy had seen enough! He yanked his belt open and slid down his pants, taking his hard cock in hand as he advanced on the blonde goddess in front of him. Paula was meatier and larger than Claire, who was the only woman Jimmy had ever been with before, but her pussy still felt incredible around the young man’s dick as he sunk it into Paula’s cunt all the way!

		“Oh, baby, fuck me good, just the way Ken is doing Claire!” Paula moaned as the young boy began to rut in and out of her with youthful exuberance. “Play with my big titties, why don’t you? Squeeze my nippies as you fuck me! Enjoy all of me!”

		Jimmy grabbed her swaying tits, mauling them passionately as he sawed his dick in and out of her juicy cunt! “Oh, man! I’ve never fucked without a rubber before! It’s…It’s unbelievable!”

		“Mmmmmm, am I hot enough for you? Wet enough?” Paula purred, hunching her hips back to meet every thrust, driving him in still deeper.

		“You’re…you’re sensational!” Jimmy whined, desperately trying not come so soon.

		Paula abruptly leaned forward, causing Jimmy’s ready-to-shoot dick to draw free of her juicy-wet cunt. She spun around quickly, her lips near his pulsing cock head as she murmured, “Here, shoot it in my mouth. Claire never does that for you, does she?”

		Jimmy was too turned on to speak, he made little animal noises as the glamorous blonde sucked his cock head into her lips and began to polish it with her tongue. “Aghhhhhh! Here it is; I’m sorry!” Jimmy groaned as all control left him and he bucked his exploding cock into Paula’s sucking lips and unloaded!

		Paula swallowed and then swallowed again as Jimmy kept on fucking her mouth frantically. When the seemingly ceaseless deluge of juvenile come finally ended, she licked him clean and let his now-limp cock slip from her red-glossed lips. A thin streamer of semen trailed from her mouth to the tip of his dangling prick. She playfully sucked it in, like a strand of spaghetti and swallowed it with a naughty grin. Jimmy’s dick began to pulse to hardness again as he watched her lewd display—the way only an eighteen-year-old boy’s can—and her smile grew bigger and more wicked as she leaned forward to suck at it again.

		“His cock is going to be hard and in your pussy soon, and then up your virgin ass, are you ready for it?” The Master whispered to Claire as he fucked her and they both turned to watch Paula and Jimmy’s obscene display. Claire felt her clit burning with desire as the big cock glided against it and she watched Paula suck Jimmy. “Yesssssss, I’m sooo ready, Master!” she hissed as he fucked her.

		Paula and The Master had promised to instruct Jimmy in the art of butt-fucking, and the sight of Paula swallowing a big load of her boyfriend’s come had Claire so hot she didn’t care which hole he fucked her in, just as long as he fucked her as well as The Master was fucking her now!

		

		****

		

		“The thing to remember about anal, my boy, it to play with her nipples and her clit while you’re fucking her,” Ken Teichert said to Jimmy as he prepared to push his revitalized young cock into Claire’s lubed up anus for the first time. “Watch and learn!”

		Ken and Paula were positioned right beside Claire and Jimmy on the blue mat’s surface. Ken was kneeling behind his on-her-hands-and-knees wife just as Jimmy was positioned behind Claire. Jimmy watched, wide-eyed as Ken’s massive cock head eased its way into Paula’s well-lubed anus while Ken reached below her with one hand to tweak her dangling nipples while he massaged the very top of her juicy cunt with his other hand.

		“Is this right?” Jimmy whispered to Claire as he found her tiny clit with his fingertips and began to stroke it while he pawed at her nipples with his free hand.

		“Oh, yeah! That’s it!” Claire sang back urgently, rubbing her pussy against his slippery digits, diddling her clit against the heavenly-feeling fingertips. Jimmy seemed to grow more confident as he fingered her, gripping her nipples harder and pressing his hard dick against her virgin asshole.

		All at once, the meaty head of Jimmy’s cock nudged through the stubborn ring of muscle guarding her anal entrance and slid inside. Claire shivered.

		It felt so odd, to have something in there! But, watching Paula out of the corner of her eye, and noting how much of Master Ken’s long cock was now up her ass, Claire tried to relax and just go with it. Besides, the dual clitty stroking and nipple massage was starting to feel great, and even Jimmy’s dick up the wrong hole was starting to feel okay!

		“Ummmm, yeah! Fuck me, fuck me right up the ass!” Paula murmured just then and Claire was in agreement with her!

		“You, too! Fuck me faster!” she turned her head and urged Jimmy.

		“Oh, man; she’s tight this way!” Jimmy groaned with satisfaction as he started to fuck Claire tiny asshole even faster.

		“Paula’s tight too—asses are great!” Master Ken agreed with a smile, fucking Paula as deep and as hard as he could. “Trade? I know Paula would enjoy a handsome young man like you up her butt!”

		Jimmy hammered away in Claire’s tight bottom for a minute longer, not wanting to piss his girlfriend off.

		Claire looked back at him and shrugged, saying, “I know she’s beautiful and you want to fuck her. Go ahead and give it to her!”

		Jimmy started to protest, but Paula’s big tits and her blonde hair won out. He pulled his dick out of Claire’s ass and knee-walked over to the Teicherts. “Good man! Here take her; she’s all yours for a little while,” Master Ken said magnanimously, yanking his fat cock out of his wife’s ass and handing her over to Jimmy.

		Claire watched as The Master made his way over to her, his huge cock shining with lubricant from Paula’s ass. She made herself relax as much as she could as Master Ken go into position behind her and started expertly massaging her clit and titties while he fitted his fat dick into her gaping bunghole and pushed forward. She took him, but it wasn’t easy! He was a lot wider than Jimmy had been and seemed a lot longer besides!

		Master Ken had a lot more experience playing with girl’s clitorises and nipples than Jimmy did, however, and he soon had Claire’s cunt and titties singing in harmony with her burning ass lining!

		“Oh, oh, ooh, ugh!” Claire huffed and moaned as Master Ken ass-fucked her, and he leaned forward and asked her, “Doesn’t it feel good—am I hurting you?”

		“No, no, it feels nice; it’s just that you’re so big, Master!” She sighed as he hammered into her again and again.

		“Sometimes bigger is better, sometimes it’s not,” The Master whispered back doubtfully. He added, “Looks like Paula likes Jimmy’s smaller dick pretty well!”

		Claire glanced over and saw that Jimmy was back in Paula’s ass, fucking the ever-living shit out of the blonde woman ‘s pretty butt!

		“Oh, give it to me, baby! Come in my ass! Flood me with your jism!” Paula whined right at that moment!

		Jimmy was fucking her like a wild man; hammering his dick in and out of Paula’s sleek little ass! The sound of his muscular young thighs slapping against hers as he reamed out her butt was like someone clapping their hands fervently for a performance they’d really loved!

		The sight of her boyfriend being so untrue, coupled with the delicious feel of The Master’s fingers on her clit and nipples had Claire right on the edge! Just then, Ken Teichert buried his prick deep in her ass and bathed her insides with a deluge of hot, creamy come! Claire shot over the top, her tits clenching in time with her pussy channel and her ass tunnel grabbing. Ken moaned as the tight space grew even tighter around his entrapped dick, milking it for more spunk, which he readily fed it; his big balls jerking several more times in rapid succession and jetting more hot jism into Claire’s gripping ass!

		“Ohhhhh! It feels so good to take it up the assssss!” Claire moaned as the heady sensations overwhelmed her and she just came and came around Master Ken’s big dick.

		Jimmy was looking at her like she’d just kneed him in the crotch. He watched as Ken eased his now-flaccid length out of Claire’s anus and a small river of pearly come accompanied it.

		“D-Does he do that to you often?” Jimmy asked haltingly, watching the steady stream of another man’s semen running out of his girlfriend’s butt.

		“First time ever, but I bet it won’t be the last,” Claire breathed triumphantly, not caring right at the moment if she hurt Jimmy’s feelings. “That was super!”

		She raised her head up off the blue mat and asked Jimmy, “How was Paula? Did you enjoy fucking her?”

		“It…It was great!” Jimmy admitted guiltily.

		“Well, now that you know where the hot pussy lives, don’t be a stranger,” Claire said, rolling over onto her back and letting Jimmy see how wet her pussy was and how much come was still leaking out of her no-longer-virgin asshole. “Paula and I swim and sun every morning at around ten and we wouldn’t mind some company, would we, Paula? Ken is always too busy with his stock-trading to go out to the pool with us.”

		“No, baby, we wouldn’t mind company at all,” Paula smiled at Jimmy and eased down onto the mat next to Claire. “We get tired of just eating each other’s pussies every day, but I bet you wouldn’t mind seeing that would you, young man?”

		Jimmy looked so excited by the prospect of seeing two gorgeous women like them going down on each other that Claire was sure he was going to stroke-out for a moment. But then he took a deep breath and shook his head that he wouldn’t, muttering, “No, Ma’am, I sure wouldn’t!”

		

		****

		

		“Claire’s right, you mustn’t be a stranger,” Ken exhorted Jimmy, clapping the young man on the shoulder as he walked him out onto the porch several hours later. Jimmy was lurching slightly from side to side, feeling the effect of all the whiskey and pussy he’d enjoyed tonight—he had fucked Paula twice more after they had all taken a shower together, and Claire had sucked him off while they’d watched Ken fuck Paula in the ass; then he and Ken had had several more whiskeys in the living room, after everyone had gotten dressed again and gone downstairs together.

		Tomorrow was Saturday and so the stock market was closed and Ken would be accompanying the two girls out to the pool, but Jimmy had promised to come by on Monday to swim with them and keep them company.

		“I hope you didn’t mind missing the dance too much,” Paula whispered in Claire’s ear as they all waved to Jimmy as he drove off down the hill.

		“No, it was just another stupid high school dance. I had much more fun staying in tonight with you guys,” Claire assured her.

		“We had fun too,” Ken said. “Jimmy’s okay, for a kid. And you have a delicious little ass, Claire!”

		All three of them were huddled close and laughing as they went back in the house and Claire knew she’d be sleeping in their bed tonight and that Master Ken wasn’t done with her ass tonight and she hadn’t seen the last of Paula’s naughty little tongue either!

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		Something Out of the Ordinary

		

		“Did you invite Jimmy to the party?” Paula wanted to know as the three of them got ready to receive the weekend guests.

		“I didn’t see any reason not to,” Master Ken commented, buttoning his white shirtfront. “That young scamp has already had his dick in both of you, everywhere there is to put it—not once but several times!”

		“Yeah, but he’s young; he might not be able to resist bragging to his friends about being at a party like this one!” Paula reminded her husband.

		“All the prime pussy you could ever want, plus unlimited ass-fucking, cocksucking, and kinkiness, in addition to all the booze you could ever drink?” Ken replied with a snarky question.

		“Yeah, all that, plus a lot of whips and chains and rope!” Claire answered her employer with a cynical smirk.

		“Jimmy’s my little buddy; he’d never blab on us!” Ken shot back confidently.

		“You enjoy special status in his mind, because you let him do whatever he wants with me and your teenage wet-dream of a wife. And you give him booze!” Claire cautioned The Master. “But he still might brag to his friends about attending an S&M orgy like this one—he might not be able to help himself!”

		“Let’s hope not, it’s too late now to uninvite him—the guests are going to start arriving any moment!” Ken admonished them, hurrying into his black tie to put the finishing touches on his tuxedo.

		He wore the most formal of evening clothes because it was that kind of a party! At least that was the plan; start out with champagne and caviar and end up the weekend with whips, chains and ropes up in the Pleasure Room! People, old friends and bondage partiers that Ken and Paula knew from L. A. were flying into Sacramento, renting cars and making the almost three-hour drive up Interstate Five to Red Bluff, and then the additional twenty-minute drive on to Badger Pass, just to attend this little soiree!

		Claire had never been so excited in her life, because she knew she was to be the star performer at the party; ‘the crown jewel of the Pleasure Room’, as The Master had proudly put it. They had made a video, Ken and Paula were in it too, of course, but the star of the video was young Claire, as naked as the day she was born, except for one sequence with the rope hood, where The Master was skull-fucking her like crazy until he came down her throat! Other than that, she was totally nude throughout the rest of the scenes, whether getting disciplined by The Master or by The Mistress, taking The Master’s big cock up her ass or pussy, or licking the Mistress’s asshole out or eating her pussy, Claire and her stellar teenage body were the centers of attention! They had emailed out the video to selected Masters down in L.A. and invited all of them, and their wives or chief play partners to a totally debauched weekend up in Badger Pass, to meet Claire and sample her charms!

		I wasn’t this nervous before the Regional Finals! Claire told herself as Paula finished fixing her long, brown hair into an updo that went perfectly with the Carolina Herrera evening gown in a pale lavender shade that had cost nearly seven thousand dollars that the Teicherts had bought for her off the net, from Nordstrom, and had shipped to the house last week. Needless to say, Claire had never thought she’d own such an expensive gown in her life, and the Teicherts had already said it was hers to take with her to college next year as it would never fit the more statuesque Paula. She didn’t know where she would ever go that would merit wearing such a dress again, but she was keeping it—that was for sure!

		Having the big house full of such demanding, used-to-being-waited-on-hand-and-foot people all weekend was going to be a lot of work, too. But Claire was looking forward to showing what she could do—how well she could handle all the extra pressure—and how well she could handle all the sexual demands from so many powerful Master’s and their playmates! All of that strange cock! All of that luscious new pussy! She could hardly wait for the doorbell to start ringing and the gorgeous, slightly-bent party people to start arriving!

		

		****

		

		The doorbell rang for the first time at five-thirty and proved to be a handsome guy named Bob Thurgood. Mr. Thurgood was tall and thin, dressed in cargo shorts and a brightly colored luau shirt with huge pink flowers. Claire remembered Paula had told her that tall, thin Bob had a spectacularly long, thick cock that could stretch a girl’s mouth as wide as it could go and make a big lump in her throat as the cock head reamed it out! She’d also said Bob’s come was really nice to swallow and to practice tongue-play with, being thick and rich and creamy, and tasting very nice—for come!

		Bob’s playmate was short and curvy and big-titted. She was a brunette girl with a pleasant, round face and blowjob lips. And Claire just bet men liked shoving their hard cocks up that roly-poly little ass, too, as she followed Bob and the girl, whose name was Rhonda or Ronnie or something like that up the stairs and showed them to their room. She half expected them to invite her to stay around and help them unpack—or maybe more—but they didn’t. The pair were polite enough and obviously interested in her, they’d clearly seen the video, after all, but they weren’t pushy about playing with her, closing the door to their room as soon as Claire exited and setting about to put away the contents of their suitcases by themselves. Claire eavesdropped at the closed door for a few seconds, listening to drawers being opened and suitcases snapping open.

		Oh, well; maybe later, in the Pleasure Room, they’d prove more…friendly! A slightly disappointed Claire told herself as she started back downstairs to answer the doorbell again. I can’t wait to see Bob’s super-cock! She thought as she scampered down the stairs in her new gown and Jimmy Choo heels. I’m becoming such a slut!

		The thought didn’t faze her much, if anything, she was proud of her newfound prowess as a man-pleaser! And a woman-pleaser, if Paula was to be believed—Paula said she could eat pussy as well as any girl she’d ever known, and Claire knew that someone like Paula had to have known lots of other girls in her life!

		“Hey,” said Jimmy as she opened the front door.

		“Hey,” she said back, surprised at how nice he looked in the unfamiliar tux. “I’ve never seen you so dressed up before!”

		“Yeah, I had to drive all the way to Redding to rent this thing!” Jimmy exclaimed as he turned all the way around on the porch, so she could admire the way the rented formal suit draped on his tall, somewhat skinny frame. His long red hair just touched the collar of the tux’s coat and gave him a leonine, masculine look that really got Claire’s blood to pumping. She’d never seen Jimmy in anything but blue jeans and shirts until the night he’d showed up for dinner and to take her to the dance that they’d never gone to.

		The last time she’d seen him was on Monday morning, when he’d come over to swim with her and Paula…

		

		****

		

		“Hey, no suits allowed around this pool!” Paula had said as soon as the tall gate had opened and Jimmy, dressed in a baggy swim suit had stepped into the pool enclosure carrying his towel.

		The swimming pool’s owner had turned over onto her side to greet him and he’d seen her bare tits, and her waxed-clean slit as he’d approached her lounger and had looked closer to see that Claire was just as nude as Paula was. “Well, house rules are house rules, I guess,” Jimmy’s shrugged and doffed his suit, baring his cock and balls and his big, red bush of curly pubic hair. “But I don’t want to get a sunburn on my dick! I did that once before, when a bunch of us went skinny-dipping up on Salt Creek, the summer before last, and a bunch of us guys got sunburned cocks and fried balls! No joke; it was painful as hell!”

		Paula had reached out and fisted his naked cock to full firmness as she sat on the edge of the lounger closest to Jimmy. She smiled at him as she pulled him closer by his now-hard dick and licked all around the head, saying, “Silly boy; it’s impossible to get a sunburn when you’re inside my mouth or Claire’s or our pussies or asses, for that matter!’

		With that, she’d started giving Jimmy a slurpy, sloppy blowjob and Claire had soon risen up off her lounger to sit next to Paula, so that she could get her turn with Jimmy’s short, tasty cock. Halfway through the slow, sensuous suck-off, Jimmy had seemed to remember that the last time Claire had blown him, it was just after Ken had demonstrated the rope hood’s skull-fuck uses up in the Pleasure Room. He’d showed Jimmy how to grab onto Claire’s ears and use them in the same manner as Ken used the handholds on the rope hood. Jimmy had caught on fast, fucking Claire’s willing mouth as viciously as Ken had ravished it in the hood.

		He’d come in her throat and mouth like a geyser, just the way Ken had, and Claire had found herself swallowing her second bellyful of pungent man-cream that night.

		Now, by the pool he reclaimed Claire’s small ears between his thumbs and forefingers and skull-fucked her mouth and throat, just the way he had that Friday night. Paula, aroused by the boy’s style, had leaned in and gobbled up Jimmy’s whole ball sac and gave it a slurpy blowjob while he raped Claire’s mouth.

		Jimmy hadn’t lasted long in face of the dual oral assault on his dick and his nuts. He’s shot several huge wads of come into her mouth while his balls had jerked in Paula’s mouth so she could feel him creaming Claire’s mouth! “Oh, you lucky girl! Come for breakfast; a hot meal to start off your day!” Paula had murmured, watching Claire’s throat work to swallow the steamy outpouring.

		He’d had a young man’s stamina; fucking both of them a little while after that sultry blowjob, coming in Paula’s cunt that time. But he’d come in Claire’s tight asshole, greased with suntan oil, after he’d traded off fucking both Paula and her in the ass. Swimming, frolicking in the water, fucking long and hard underneath the boiling summer sun; it had been quite a day and she hadn’t seen Jimmy since then.

		

		****

		

		Now, here he stood, clad in a black bow tie and a formal tuxedo, waiting for her to escort him into the house and…what? Fuck him, suck his cock, let him into her tight young bottom again? Just what did youthful, inexperienced Jimmy expect at a party like this? Plenty of booze, scads of willing pussy? That was a given! Claire suspected that Bob’s sexy little playmate might like a handsome boy like Jimmy to fool around with! And Paula certainly wouldn’t say no to more of Jimmy’s indefatigable, eighteen-year-old cock! And Claire, herself, still had a soft spot for her former exclusive boyfriend and his untiring dick!

		But Jimmy still didn’t get Bondage and Submission! He still had no clue about the joys of submitting to a Dom! He was all about free booze, hot pussy and sex—whips and chains be damned! This wasn’t his sort of party and she knew it!

		“You should go!” She said to him as he stepped inside. “You’re going to see a lot of shit you won’t like here tonight—and a lot of it is going to involve me!”

		Jimmy looked as if she’d suddenly slapped him, but he was saved from answering by the doorbell going off again and Ken Teichert descending the stairs just then. He smiled warmly at Jimmy, offered him his hand to shake and a drink and told Claire to get the door.

		

		****

		

		“This is really good!” Jimmy whispered to Claire, who was seated next to him at the big table. “Did you and Paula really cook this?”

		“We got it ready to cook last night, then slaved over it all morning,” Claire told him truthfully, nodding at the perfectly done prime rib gracing the serving platter in front of them. “Paula is really quite a cook. She can make nearly anything, and she’s taught me a lot, since I’ve been working here.”

		Jimmy casually glanced around the table at the other couples and asked her, “Are you really going to let some of these other guys fuck you tonight?”

		“All of them, if they want to, and most of their wives and girlfriends, too, of course,” Claire looked over at him and finished up with, “I’m going to lick their asses if they demand it, and let them whip the shit out of me also. See why I told you this isn’t your kind of party?”

		Jimmy squirmed uncomfortably in his chair as he imagined all of the other men—he’d counted ten in all, including Ken, but he’d already witnessed Ken coming in Claire’s mouth and up her ass and in her pussy, upon previous visits to the house—doing all sorts of nasty things to Claire, hurting her with his whips and clamps and cuffs, shoving his big, hard dick into her everywhere, making his girlfriend scream with pain, and with a weird kind of pleasure that he, too had experienced. His eyes settled on the lone black man at the table and he asked Claire softly, “Even the nigger? Are you really going to fuck a nigger?”

		Claire made a face as if she’d suddenly caught a whiff of something really vile and told him imperiously, “That’s George Cline! He’s rich and he’s famous. He’s created hundreds of good-paying manufacturing jobs for homeless people down in southern California! Don’t you watch the news; read the paper? Plus, he’s supposed to have a huge black dick! Of course, I’m going to fuck him if he asks! He’s supposedly a renowned Master in SoCal S&M circles! Don’t you know anything?”

		“Not about this kind of shit, I don’t!” Jimmy answered testily, his voice raised so everyone at the table could hear him.

		“You can be such a rednecked asshole at times! I don’t know what I ever saw in you!” Her voiced reply wasn’t as loud as Jimmy had been, but several of the guests seemed to have overheard and they seemed quite amused by the heated exchange, smiling and sipping their wine.

		Dinner was over and Paula began to clear the uneaten food from the table and take it into the kitchen. Claire stood up, excused herself to Jimmy and helped her, lugging the big unfinished platter of prime rib while Paula handled the gravy boat of au jus sauce and the large bowl of mashed potatoes that was still half full. She put plastic wrap over the potatoes and put them in the refrigerator, saying to Claire with a big smile, “Well, I guess you’re going to get your first taste of “dark meat” tonight with young Jimmy watching!”

		Claire fidgeted nervously with her gown and replied, “There aren’t any black guys in Badger Pass, so yeah! I’ve never been with a black man before, I admit it!”

		“Still. You’ve traveled a little surely, what with gymnastic competitions and all,” Paula insisted. “You must have been tempted before, with so many hunky black athletes at those competitions.”

		“I…I wasn’t as bold before as I am now,” Claire stammered with downcast eyes. “I’d never fucked anyone but Jimmy, before I moved in here, remember?”

		“I know; so sad, such a waste of talent!” Paula said with a flirty smile, flaunting her cleavage at Clair in her own low-cut evening gown. “I’m your first woman ever, aren’t I?”

		“I suspect you won’t be my last; the way some of those girls were ogling me tonight!” Claire giggled guiltily.

		“I know! Some of those little floozies are just shameless, aren’t they?” Paula agreed. “Get next to Rhonda, the little brunette that Bob brought, if you can; she’s got the hottest little cunt you ever shoved a tongue into! And I know she’ll be into someone who looks like you do, with that fancy gown off!”

		Paula gave Claire a conspiratorial wink and pushed open the door leading back out to the dining room. The two of them made a few more trips into the kitchen, with left-overs, and Ken poured more champagne for those who wanted it, and then everyone trooped upstairs to the Pleasure Room where the real party would start soon enough.

		Claire hung around in the kitchen, putting plastic wrap on everything worth saving and feeding what wasn’t worth saving into the garbage disposal, while Paula went upstairs to see about her guests. So, everyone was nearly naked by the time Claire opened the door to the Pleasure Room a few minutes later. All around the big, mat-filled room, people were stripping out of their fancy clothes and draping them over the folding chairs Claire and Paula had scattered around the room earlier in the day.

		A lot more people had seen her naked now—Ken and Paula, Jimmy, and Rob, her earlier boyfriend—but it still made her a little nervous, stripping off her lovely gown, high heels, and underwear in front of a roomful of total strangers. She felt all of them, men and women included, were ogling her naked ass and grabbing sidelong glances at her bare titties as the bra and panties came off. She told herself that most, if not all of them had seen that sexy video that she’d made with Ken and Paula, and so they’d all seen her swallowing Ken’s fat cock and his come, and running her tongue up Paula’s pussy. But, still…she was slightly uncomfortable being so totally stripped down in front of all of them!

		“Nice!” Bob Thurgood told his host, Ken, as the last of Claire’s things was placed on the folding chair. “She really is extraordinary; just look at those teenage tits, so meaty and solid! And that ass! Perfection!”

		He glanced around the Pleasure room, admiring the collection of whips and floggers bracketed to the gold walls, the sex swing dangling from the big, stainless steel ring in the overhead beam, plus the plethora of restraint devices hanging from hooks around the room. “This room is nice, too; plenty of space to play and the house is at least a quarter mile from the nearest neighboring house, in case the screams carry beyond these walls.”

		“It would cost you an arm and a leg to duplicate what I’ve built here down in SoCal!” Master Ken told Master Bob proudly. “And I don’t think you could find a finer girl than Claire, no matter where you looked—she’s one of a kind! Here, I’ll show you!”

		Ken Teichert, naked as a jaybird, his nine-inch hard on waggling out in front of him, strode over to a nearby hook and took down Claire’s rope hood. He motioned her over to him and wrestled the hood into place, totally messing up her carefully-teased-into-place updo as he dragged it over her head and arranged the holes around her nostrils and her mouth. As soon as he got the claustrophobic hood into place, he got her down on his knees in front of him, gripped the handholds over her ears tightly and eased his thick cock into her mouth. The naked BDSM aficionados all gathered around the kneeling girl to watch Ken skull-fuck her like a crazy man!

		Bob Thurgood was closest; he was standing right next to Master Ken as the savage mouth-fucking went on and on. Bob’s massive cock got harder and harder as he watched the other master have his way with Claire’s mouth. He really is huge! Claire thought, eyeing Bob’s long, thick cock as it inflated right before her eyes. Instead of coming in her mouth, the way he usually did when he employed the rope hood, Master Ken surprised her by handing her off to Master Bob after a while.

		This is weird! Claire thought to herself as Master Ken’s big but very familiar cock slid from her saliva-slick lips and Bob’s much bigger, much longer prick replaced it. The taller man raised her up a little, so he could fuck right into her mouth and throat as he thrust his hips forward while drawing in on the handholds. “She swallows?” Bob asked Ken as he really got going in Claire’s mouth. “Like a pro!” Ken replied in a bragging tone. “Give her a tummyful and she’ll love it!”

		Well, maybe I won’t love it, but I can handle it! Claire thought as Bob penetrated further than anyone ever had before. She had long ago learned to control her gag reflex, as far as sucking a long cock went, and she rapidly found there was little difference between a nine-incher like Master Ken’s or a real whopper, like Master Bob’s. Once you had mastered the gag reflex control part, it doesn’t make much difference how far the outsized cock went down your throat, Claire found out immediately.

		“Oh, man; this kid can really suck a cock!” Bob exulted, his fat dick flying in and out of Claire’s sloppy-with-spit mouth. Some of it flew out of her sucking lips and landed on her bouncing titties, making her spiking nipples shine with arousal. “And just look at those hot tits! This girl is a marvel!”

		Claire felt a rush of excitement shooting through her subjugated body. Getting skull-fucked was really easy, as long as you didn’t puke! All you had to do was suck lightly at the humongous cock violating your mouth and throat, maybe swirl your tongue around it once in a while, while the Master did all the work with the thrusting and the handholds! You just had to suck a little and look submissive!

		Bob was huffing and puffing now, out of the illicit excitement of performing such a lewd scene in front of a crowd of his peers. His cock was rocketing in and out of Claire’s mouth and throat, and she knew he was going to come soon! She remembered what Paula had told her about Bob’s come tasting great and hoped that was true. It would be quite embarrassing to throw up in front of a group like this because his spunk was too strong for her to swallow properly!

		He moaned low and whispered, “Here it is, child, swallow it all!” just before firing an unbelievably big jet of hot come into her mouth! The stuff was thick and creamy and slid down Claire’s throat has easily as his cock had! She swallowed it noisily as the party guest surrounding her oohed and aahed at what a hot girl she was and how great a cocksucker!

		“I wanna try some of that tonight!” A man’s excited voice murmured.

		“So do I—just look at those tits!” A woman’s voice answered him. “I can’t wait to feel those cocksucking lips around my clit—Paula told me she’s a great little pussy gobbler!”

		Claire came, untouched, just then; from only imagining being with all these glamorous women and their well-hung men! She swilled down Bob’s cock-cream and dreamed of getting it up the ass from this fantastic cock and all those surrounding her before the weekend was over! She was going to fuck and fuck and fuck! A golden parade of swollen cocks and gushing pussies stretched out ahead of her in her daydreams and she found herself wanting them all…

		“Hey, you asshole, get your cock out of my girlfriend’s mouth!” Jimmy’s drunken-sounding voice piped up just at that moment.

		Claire saw him lurching out of the crowd, his pathetic six-inch cock dripping saliva as he staggered, champagne flute in hand, toward her and Bob. His eyes looked crazy and his free hand was balled up into a fist as he lurched forward.

		“Hey, young fellow, leave old Bob alone,” a black-sounding voice cautioned Jimmy. “He’s just getting’ some of what we all want.”

		George Cline stepped forward, out of the crowd, his enormous black dick hard as a rock before him and the tight curls of his black hair lining his naked chest as the fully naked man caught up to Jimmy and took a sinewy arm.

		“Let go of me, nigger!” Jimmy shouted, yanking his arm free of the black man’s grasp.

		The word, ‘nigger’ had triggered a collective intake of breath among the onlookers. George Cline drew himself up to his full six-foot, two height and asked the young man haughtily, “What did you call me?

		“Nigger! You’re a fucking nigger and I won’t let you touch Claire!” Jimmy said, threateningly, squaring off in a fighting stance, in spite of the plastic champagne flute he still gripped in his right hand.

		“That’s what I thought you said, Sonny!” George murmured, snapping out a left fist that caught Jimmy on the chin and sent him sprawling back into the naked crowd behind him.

		“Kick his ass, George!” A man’s voice bellowed.

		“I’m sorry I ever sucked his cock!” A woman’s voice called. “He’s so young and cute, I just couldn’t resist, but now I want you to kill him!”

		“No need for anymore violence,” George said kindly, helping the drunken, chastened young man to his feet. “I think this boy has learned his lesson about taunting…niggers who are bigger than him, haven’t you?”

		Jimmy didn’t say anything in reply, he just swayed back and forth on his unsteady feet, finished his champagne, what there was of it, and tried not to topple over. Ken led him over to the side of the room, clapped a pair of padded handcuffs onto his hands, and sat him down on the mat leaning back against the wall. He even refilled Jimmy’s empty flute with champagne and placed it back in his right hand so he could sip it as he watched Ken get Claire back up onto her feet, yank off the rope hood and strap her into the restraints of the sex swing that hung from the stainless-steel ring in the center of the dark wooden beam that halved the room.

		“We’re all going to fuck Clair in the ass and the pussy at the same time, and come in her, and then the women are going to suck our come out and swallow it or feed it to Claire—her choice—while you watch,” Ken announced in Jimmy’s direction. When we’re all done, you can fuck her too, if you want, while we all watch.”

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		

		True Humiliation

		

		Claire approached the sex swing tentatively as it hung from the familiar stainless-steel ring screwed into the big beam. The strange contraption, made up of a seat and a myriad of restraint straps and adjustable ropes, was new to Claire. The Master and The Mistress had ordered it from a specialty sex shop in San Francisco a few days ago, from their online catalogue, and had rushed upstairs to pull it from its brown cardboard shipping container and assemble it for use. No one had tried it out yet, although the Mistress had wanted to, “just to make sure we put it together right!” she had told The Master breathlessly as she’d ogled the nasty-looking device hanging from the ceiling.

		“You’re a tall girl, so we’ll have to let these stirrups out all the way,” Ken murmured more to himself than Claire as he eased off the high heels she still wore and guided her feet into the stirrups, then hauled the swing up a few feet, so she was suspended above the floor with her legs threatening to do the splits in the stretchy stirrup straps. “This should help stabilize you, for your double-fucking gangbang!” The Master whispered to her and she hung in the straps, gripping two of the suspension straps like a parachutist hold onto the shoulder straps of the canopy above them. He slipped two wide straps that had been designed to hold the Swing occupant’s thighs into place under her upper thighs, well below her ass, so that a man could slip his cock into her anus while another man stepped in between her open legs to use her pussy unencumbered by a seat or straps, or anything else.

		Claire saw The Mistress step behind her with a big bottle of clear sex lubricant and, moments later, she felt two of Paula’s thin fingers lubing up her ass and then plunging inside, smearing the super-slippery lotion all around. “You may have taken Jimmy’s and Ken’s cocks up here with minimal lubrication, but Bob and George are not Jimmy and Ken!” The Mistress whispered in her ear as she finger-fucked Claire’s ass.

		“The bigger and fatter the cock, the more lube you need; always remember that! You should be alright after a couple of guys have come back here; come is awfully slippery and makes a good lube!” Paula counseled her, drawing her fingers out of Claire’s now-slick bottom.

		“Wha…What about my pussy?” Claire urged the Mistress as she moved around in front.

		Paula looked down and grinned. “That naughty little cunt of yours is more than ready for cock!” she said with a wink. “Being totally nude in a roomful of perverts and having your ass greased up by me has made you as wet as a river!”

		Claire felt herself blush, but realized her friend/employer was probably right! Her clit was throbbing with arousal as she eyed all of the thick, heavy cocks around the room, and some of the other girl’s pert butts and cute little slits had her breathing hard as well! And all of those titties! Everywhere Claire looked there were naked tits on display! Some were big and round, like Paula’s big jugs, some were cone-shaped with puffy nipples. And some, with their cute little pink nipples, looked utterly delectable, and Claire couldn’t wait to pop them in her mouth and tongue them as she suckled!

		When did I become such a lesbo-bitch? Claire asked herself, recalling all the female locker rooms she’d been in and all the communal showers after sporting events.

		Maybe Mistress Paula converted me? She answered her own question, watching the statuesque blonde saunter away with the bottle of lube and place it atop the polished black chest of drawers. Paula opened a drawer about halfway down the chest and extracted a pair of alligator nipple clips, tethered together by a black elastic band, and turned back towards the sex swing.

		She eyed the Mistress’s big, reddish-pink nipples as the woman made her way back across the blue-matted floor towards her. Claire had seen The Master and Mistress utilize the little stainless-steel clips, with their sharp, alligator-like teeth during some of their sex-play, but they had never used the sex toys on her before.

		“Here, baby, enjoy the pain as they double-fuck you!” Paula whispered as she pinched the twin sets of alligator jaws open and arranged them around Claire’s elongated nipples. “I’ll suck them for you later, and make them feel all better,” she promised as she released the jaws and they clamped down on Claire’s uninitiated nipples.

		The pain from the tiny spikes of metal was incredible! They didn’t hurt much at first, but as the seconds ticked by, Claire became aware of how sharp the petite teeth were, and how they sunk right into her tender flesh, not drawing blood or breaking the skin, but feeling as if they might at any moment!

		Paula backed away and a tall, well-muscled man whose name was Greg something-or-other, took her place. Greg had a stiff dick that looked a lot like The Master’s. It was about nine or so inches long and very thick. The head was large and spongy-looking, but it felt like polished marble against her wet cunt lips as he stepped forward and nudged it into her. At the same time, an ugly little gnome of a man with an even wider, longer cock stepped up behind her and placed the head of his whopper up against her slippery anal ring.

		“Oh, Oh, God; you’re really big, go slow, why don’t you?” Claire turned her head and pleaded with the ugly little man, whose name—she remembered now—was Boris.

		“Why? I thought Ken said you could take it up the ass just fine,” Boris chided her as he pushed his fat cock head in all the way.

		“I…I can! But I’m not used to ones as big as yours!” Claire explained, cringing at how large his massive dick felt up her backside.

		“Here, perhaps I can help?” Greg offered, reaching in and grasping the loose band of elastic hanging down on Claire’s flat belly.

		The man jerked upward and sunk a few more inches of cock into Claire’s tight little pussy at the same time, causing a tremendous surge of both pleasure and pain to arc through the helpless girl. Boris reacted by pushing another four inches or so of steel-hard dick up Claire’s ass as it opened and closed in sympathy with the pulses of sensation shooting through her body.

		“Fuck me with those huge cocks!” Claire whined, both of them feeling fantastic in her all at once. “But don’t yank so hard on those clamps, please!”

		The two men began to hammer their stiff pricks in and out of the gurgling, mewling girl, reveling in her tightness, her slickness, and her youth. They fucked and fucked, Boris going up onto his tiptoes to sink his ultra-thick cock in her clasping ass channel all the way with each stroke. Greg tugged lightly at the clamps and powered his large-bore dick in and out of her pussy, smiling hugely as he took her over and over again.

		Claire screamed out her orgasm as Boris went off deep in her ass while Greg creamed her pussy! It was like nothing she’d yet experienced, and the persistent, light pain in her nipples just made it even hotter, even better, somehow!

		“Oh, give it to me! Give me all your spunk!” Claire wailed as the two men emptied their nuts into her. She was trembling in the swing now, climaxing like a wild girl for them, and they were pumping into her like there was no tomorrow!

		Claire looked over at Jimmy as she spiraled down from her mondo-orgasm. He was staring, glassy-eyed at her, as the men’s semen dripped from her pussy and ass at the same time. Boris, and then Greg, pulled out and more of the incriminating fluid rushed from her two holes.

		Jimmy drained the last of his champagne as the two men stepped away from her and two more took their places. Claire had to bite her tongue to keep from crying out as the two new dicks were thrust into her at the same time. The guy in front, Brad, wasn’t anything special, but the man in her ass was huge! His fat dick displaced most of the heavy white cream leftover from Boris in one deep lunge. And he was so long that Claire could have sworn that his cock head was even with her bellybutton as he finished entering her!

		She let out a long, heartfelt sigh as the two new men started to use her, Brad fondling the elastic like a jockey with the reins as he humped her pussy hard and the guy in her ass banged away merrily with his super-dick! Jimmy watched intently and held out his manacled hands for more champagne as he did so. Someone obligingly filled his flute and he sipped at the bubbly wine as he watched his ex-girlfriend ‘entertain’

		the two new men until they, too, erupted in her shivering body. There were two more duos to watch as they enjoyed Claire, including Ken in her ass and another man in her cunt at the same time.

		The last pair to revel in her subjugation was Bob and George. The black man fucked her pussy, while Bob tried to get his once-more erect monster into her asshole. George tugged on the alligator clips as he sawed his thick black cock up and back in her overflowing pussy slit and still Bob struggled to penetrate her gaped-open, juvenile ass!

		“Oh, give it to me! I want it! I really want it!” Claire implored the man endeavoring to take her in the ass, turning her head back to urge Bob on.

		“Here it issssssssssss!” Bob let out a triumphant roar as his substantial cock head finally slid into her rubbery anal ring.

		“It’s so fucking biiiiiiiiig!” Claire screamed as she felt its mass penetrate her.

		I can’t believe I had this huge thing down my throat earlier! Claire thought to herself. Still…if I was able to take it there, surely, I can take it back there!

		Claire willed her body to relax; just hang there in the restraints and let the men do all the work!

		Now that he was finally inside her teenage ass, Bob wanted it all! He thrust into her tight, lube-slickened ass tunnel until she felt his rough pubic fur crushed against her ass cheeks and his heavy ball sac come to rest against George’s fully buried black cock in her pussy! Claire had never felt so full of dick in her life, even that first time Jimmy had shoved into her, breaking hymen! She moaned and slumped in the swing.

		“Let’s fuck this hot little bitch!” Bob told George excitedly.

		“Roger that, buddy; let’s really give it to her!”

		The two men chortled happily and started fucking Claire in unison, like a pair of twin pistons going up and down in a revving racing engine. First Bob would impale her sleek ass on his driving prick, and then, while he was withdrawing it, George would stuff his massive black dong into her pussy once more, all the way up to his balls! In and out, the men thrust, setting up an unholy friction, despite all of the previous men’s seminal discharge and the copious amounts of sex lube that had been pumped into her! She felt an unreal orgasm building—one that threatened to tear her apart in its intensity and scope!

		“Oh, fuck me, you bastards! Give me all the dick you’ve got!” Claire heard herself screaming defiantly as they gangbanged her as hard as they could. She was ragdolled between them in the swing, her lithe, fit, teenage body absorbing all the punishment they could inflict on it!

		“God! I’ve never had ass this good!” Bob sighed as he breathed deeply and humped her even harder.

		“This little pussy is sweet, too, my man!” George huffed as he drilled it again and again, as fast as he could move his powerful hips.

		The obscene union couldn’t last: all at once George and Bob roared together, like a pair of triumphant lions, and started to flood Claire with torrents of white-hot jism! She squealed as the fiery ball juice hit her throbbing clit and began a climax that soon had her lunging in the traces of the swing, mashing her cunt and her ass against the two spurting cocks, seeking all of the searing come they could give her! She felt as if the top of her head would explode, such was the intensity of the pulses of ecstasy crackling through her! She hoped the coal-hot jets of semen would never end but knew they must!

		“Oh FUCK, I’m coming hard!” she gasped. “You big-dicked fuckers have got me coming so hard!

		The quivering girl moaned and hung in the restraints of the swing until both Bob and George eventually stopped creaming her and pulled out, the biggest deluge of the night of come following their spent dicks out of her gaped open holes. An electric charge of excitement seemed to flow through the naked, on-looking females watching the lewd show as the come started to drip down onto the blue mats beneath the swing!

		“Don’t waste it!” Paula whined, watching the semen from almost every man at the party spill down onto the floor. She trotted across the room, her big, naked tits jiggling, and went down onto her knees in front of her housekeeper’s despoiled cunt and stuck out her tongue. The wriggly pink snake was immediately covered in semen. Paula lapped it up, like a kitten dealing with cream, and planted her open mouth tightly over Claire’s pussy slit, licking for still more. Rhonda, Bob’s playmate, ran over to Claire’s ass and mimicked Paula’s moves on Claire’s nether hole. Her tongue wormed its way further than any tongue had penetrated that forbidden hole before, lapping and teasing as it went!

		“Oh, you hot bitches! Eat me all up!” Claire breathed heavily; unique, taboo feelings spreading through her whole lower body as the two women licked and sucked! Several more nude, delicious women made their way over to watch Paula and Rhonda gobble up Claire, and when the two women grew too full of semen to continue their salacious meal, they were roughly elbowed out of the way by two more women who were anxious to taste the men’s collective jizz!

		Claire felt as if two horny, insatiable snakes had been shoved up her twin holes! The women swallowed and licked until they, too, were full, and then two more women took their place! The heady feeling of having two hard cocks inside her had long faded, but the exquisite feeling of having two adoring tongues inside her abused openings had replaced that masculine thrill with something just as pleasing, just as forbidden! She was floating on a sea of contentment, reveling in how great she had done with the platoon of huge dicks and how fine it felt to be worshipped by an unending stream of subservient, sensual women!

		“That’s enough, girls; I think you got it all!” Master Ken’s voice finally cut through her fogged senses after a while. She opened her eyes and saw a group of naked libertines surrounding her; half the men’s cocks were already returning to stiffness, and the women had chins and cheeks shiny with Claire’s juices or semen. Over against the wall, Jimmy sat with his hands cuffed in front of him, his champagne flute empty on the mat, and a towering boner jutting up from between his naked legs.

		Master Ken went over and helped him to his feet. They were all the way across the wide room but Claire still heard The Master’s deep voice inquiring as to whether he’d like to fuck Claire’s ass or her pussy, now that the women had cleaned her up. “Ass!” Jimmy said clearly, staring at Claire as she hung suspended in the swing. “I doubt she’ll even be able to feel my cock back there, after taking it from all those big ones, but I want to fuck her in the ass!”

		Ken nodded agreement and led him over to the restrained girl and around behind her. “I can give you some lube and uncuff your hands, if you want,” she heard The Master tell her former boyfriend. “Just the cuffs, I think,” Jimmy murmured, “her ass still looks shiny and wet enough to take me without any problems.”

		Claire felt Jimmy’s uncuffed hands gliding over her ribs, creeping around to grasp her unfettered breasts, to tweak her still alligator-clipped nipples as his swollen cock slipped into her anus and bulled its way up her well-used rectum. He opened the clips and tugged them free just as he bottomed out in Claire’s ass, and she felt a rush of relief that more than made up for the slight discomfort of having his dick up her butt!

		“Do that some more!” she urged him as he massaged the tortured flesh of her nipples with his gentle fingers. “It feels so good! Having you inside me feels so good!”

		Jimmy whispered, “I still care about you, Claire! Even though you fucked all these guys and that nigger, I still feel something for you.”

		Claire felt her legs trembling and tears forming in her eyes. She murmured, “Just fuck me, Jimmy, fuck me tenderly and show me how much you care!”

		The teenage couple made gentle and intimate anal love for long minutes, with Jimmy easing his hard cock up and back in Claire’s ravaged, but pleasantly-throbbing anal shaft, until she felt him go rigid behind her and start to spray her insides with jet after jet of hot come. He moaned against her ear and her tits jerked in his grip, signaling her own orgasm.

		The two lovers spasmed through shared bliss together until Jimmy went soft and Claire’s clenching ass sheath slowly pushed him—along with his small lake full of teenage come—out of her anus.

		That was the sweetest fuck I’ve had in days; not the most exciting, not the most intense, but the sweetest—even though Jimmy was in my ass and not my pussy! Claire told herself wonderingly, amazed at all the different experiences she’s had tonight!

		

		****

		

		The party broke up shortly after that. The weekend guests went downstairs for a round of nightcaps before going back upstairs, finding their rooms, and climbing into bed at last. Jimmy had a black coffee and drove home in his parents’ Buick. He kissed Claire a tender goodbye on the front porch before leaving. She didn’t think they were back together again, that would probably never happen—after all he had seen her do—but they were at least friends again.

		When she went back inside the house, she heard several of the excited guests what little treasure she was and how happy they were that they’d come to the party! The Master and Mistress beamed at their compliments and, when most of them had gone upstairs for the night, Master Ken came over to Claire and handed her a fat, sealed envelop that he told her contained a little bonus for her performance tonight.

		“The guest couples kicked in at least a hundred bucks apiece and there’s something in there from Paula and me as well,” he told her with a congratulatory smile.

		She started to push it away, but he told her it, along with her pay for the summer, would come in handy at college next year, and so, instead, she took the envelop upstairs and put it in the suitcase she’d take with her in the fall when she left for school.

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		

		Second Night

		

		The second night of the big weekend party proved even more interesting than the first in some ways. Dinner was a lighter affair, a large seafood salad with lots of crab meat, lobster meat, black olives and hard-boiled egg slices, plus many halved cherry tomatoes, and it was accompanied by unending carafes of chilled white wine. And the play up in the Pleasure Room afterward was more Bondage and Discipline and Sadism and Masochism than the previous night had been. George Cline, the black Master who had fucked her before, at last night’s party wanted to butt-fuck her this time, and he wanted there to be a lot more bondage and flogging involved, and, since George was one of the sternest, most controlling Masters in attendance, he got his way.

		Claire on had her second stunning outfit of the weekend—this one was also from Carolina Herrera again and it had set Paula and Ken back another couple of thousand dollars—a bow silk cocktail dress that was so sexy and fit her so well, that she was reluctant to take it off when the other women in the Pleasure Room came to remove it. The plunging neckline showed off her big, solid teenage tits to perfection and the extremely short hemline highlighted her long legs and well-turned calves.

		Oh, well, I guess being totally naked shows everything off too! She told herself as the dress was unzipped and lifted over her long brown tresses. As soon as the black material cleared her body, she was completely naked, except for the patent leather Jimmy Choo flats on her feet; the mostly backless dress had precluded her wearing a bra and she had opted to go without panties, having discovered the naughty thrill of moving among these powerful, wealthy people with nothing over her petite vagina lips was simply delicious!

		Bring her over to the suspension rack and fasten her in!” George ordered the other women, once they had her stripped. They weren’t using the new sex swing tonight. During the day, Master Ken and a few of his male guests had taken it down and replaced it on the steel ring with a contraption that Ken had made out of screwed-together aluminum pipes. It was a full-suspension frame, complete with numerous leather straps and stirrups that could spread a girl out and render her completely helpless as a Master whipped or caned her. Claire half feared the device, because she was totally at the mercy of whomever was doing the whipping and, as Master Ken had said a few weeks ago, that sort of power went to the Mistress’s head and she tended to get out of control sometimes and apply more flogging than Claire could comfortably accommodate!

		But Master George was doing the initial whipping and fucking tonight, so Claire didn’t feel too uncomfortable lashed into the suspension device with her bare tits and pussy displayed to everyone in the Pleasure Room. Master George had given her a really nice fucking last night, while Master Bob had ass-banged her and she had experienced an orgasm that was among the best she’d ever had! She could hardly wait to see what he had in store for her tonight, when it was to be just her and him playing out the scene.

		“Is she secure?” George demanded of the females who had strapped her into the harness.

		“She’s in as tight as she can be; you can do anything you want to her!” Paula, who had led the others in securing Claire’s nude body, assured him with a predatory grin.

		“Lift her off the floor a little. I prefer a girl to be completely at my mercy,” George said to Ken, who was operating the electric winch the rope holding the suspension device had been fed into.

		The powerful electric motor whirred and Claire felt her feet leaving the ground as the big frame holding her rose a few inches off the blue mat. “Good, good,” Master George said with a smile, touching Claire’s bare ass cheeks with the flogger he had selected to start the evening off with. “I’ll turn this pretty little ass red soon enough. Do you like it up the ass after a good flogging, young Claire?” he asked her, still running the stiff leather all over her exposed butt cheeks.

		“I do!” Claire assured him. “I pretty much like everything, as long as it doesn’t hurt too much, Master!”

		“I’ll decide what is too much, is that clear?” Master George replied haughtily.

		“Yes, Master. I understand!” Claire hastened to reply.

		He brought the merciless leather down on her undefended butt rapidly three times, drawing a sigh of pain from Claire, but no other protest. In the weeks she had spent in this house, she had learned that Doms didn’t like whining and begging for mercy. They liked seeing a girl tough it out and take it for as long as she could!

		Claire bit down on her tongue to hide the pain and smiled subserviently at Master George. He nodded at her, pleased, and brought the flogger up to her still-sore nipples, touching them softly with it as he examined the tiny indentions from last night’s alligator clips.

		“Do your nipples hurt, from where the clips were?” he asked her, sounding as if he cared.

		“Not much; they didn’t break the skin,” Claire answered him bravely.

		“Well, they will when I get done with you!” George said with a sneer, bringing the flogger across the two pulsing pink nubs sharply.

		Claire twisted in her restraints, breathing hard. Indescribable pain shot through her breasts! George grinned and whipped her tits again, reveling in how much pain he was causing her!

		She glanced down and saw that his hitherto floppy, long, black cock was now fully erect. She realized with a start that her own pussy was now wet as it could be, at the sight of his aroused manhood and the after-shocks of pain throbbing through her abused nipples!

		George realized it too! He grinned and whispered, “You eat up the pain, don’t you, little girl?”

		“I kind of like it, yeah! But not as much as I like your big dick!” Claire murmured back saucily, mashing her wet cunt lips onto the head of his engorged manhood.

		“I’ll see to it that you get plenty of both tonight, little girl!” Master George growled, flicking the flogger across her nipples again as he rammed his cock all the way up into her gushing pussy with one savage hip thrust.

		“Oh, Master George, you feel so good up inside me!” Claire couldn’t help panting in his ear as he fucked her viciously while reaching around behind her and flogging her ass cheeks with his strong right arm.

		The two—master and slave—hung together in the center of the room, their fully naked audience jeering and cat-calling as they fucked and fucked, the stiff flogger keeping time on Claire’s youthful ass as the big prick rammed into her juicy depths again and again.

		“That little ass ought to be cherry-red by now; let’s just see!” Master George said at last, sliding his glistening-with-girl-lube dick out of Claire’s hungry pussy and stepping back. He circled around her right side, staring down at his handiwork with a large smile. “Red as it can be!” he said with satisfaction. “Are you ready to take a hot fucking in that tiny hole, girl?”

		“Whatever pleases you the most, Master!” Claire said like a good little submissive.

		“Step out of that contraption and get over here, girl, and bend over and grab your ankles; we’re going to do this the simple, old-fashioned way!”

		Claire undid the straps holding her into the stirrups and padded over to the Master on her bare feet. She positioned herself in front of the nude black man and touched the mat with her fingertips as she bent over. She walked her fingers back to her feet and gripped her ankles as he had instructed. She awaited his pleasure, anticipation crackling through her lewdly-displayed body like electricity. She was keenly aware of all the lecherous eyes—male and female—on her moist slit and puckered anus.

		Then she felt a huge gout of sex lube, cold and slick, being squirted into her anal ring and felt Master George’s thick fingers enter her most private hole and start spreading the slippery stuff around deep inside her ass! “Gonna’ fuck this little beauty; just got to! It’s so tight and hot and slick! But first…I’m going to have me some more of this!”

		Claire jerked as she felt George’s fat cock head against her pussy mouth once more, and then moaned as all of it disappeared up her cunt in a rush! George lifted her off the floor as he rammed all the way home in one nonstop lunge. He slid in across her aroused clit and she felt his massive nut sac swing against the throbbing little bead of sensitivity as he came to rest in her!

		It felt heavenly, and Claire hoped he’d fuck her until orgasm—it wouldn’t take long, the way her pussy was feeling right now! –before he switched to her asshole! “Oh, Master, you fuck me so nice!” she couldn’t help sighing as he began to saw his big tool in and out of her cunt!

		“Y-You’ll take it, hard and deep, until I’m ready for that little ass!” He grunted, fucking her hard.

		“Oh, yes, Master, fuck me as hard as you want!” Claire wailed in ecstasy, moving her hips back to meet his thrusts as best she could in her bent over position.

		George didn’t bother to reply. He merely increased the already blistering pace of his thick black cock in her tight teenage pussy! Claire gripped her ankles tighter and tried not to topple over as he power-fucked her cunt, her large tits jiggling violently back and forth as they hung down. Oh, Jesus! She thought, he’s really balling my brains out!

		Claire was staring down at the blue-matted floor, stoically taking the pounding from Master George when a big pair of naked male feet appeared in front of her.

		“Can you handle another big cock up that tight little pussy at the same time?” The owner of the feet asked her.

		“N-No, one’s all I can take!” Claire answered half-fearfully. She swept her eyes up the new man’s feet and skinny calves, up his thighs until her gaze came to his enormous, white, very hard cock. It was Master Bob, the man with the biggest erection at the party!

		He grinned down at her, reached over and grabbed her by her long brown hair, and raised her head up even with his gigantic cock head. “Well, then, I guess you’d better open wide!” he said as he nudged his fat cock tip against her surprised lips. Claire instinctively licked all around his thick head and then let it slip into her mouth.

		That was all the controlling Master needed! He rammed the rest of his long dick down her throat in one big push, his heavy ball sac bouncing off her chin as he mouth-fucked her!

		“Ulp! Ulp! Ummmmmmmmm,” Claire gagged, then moaned welcomingly as Bob throat-banged her while George continued to claim her juicy cunt. “A little spit-roast action!” George huffed with the effort of spearing his thick cock in and out of Claire’s clingy little sheath. “I like it!”

		“Apparently, so does our new friend, here!” Bob answered with a smile, reaming out Claire’s throat. “Her tongue is all over my dick and she’s sucking like a Hoover!”

		George laughed and said, “Her pussy is even tighter around my big old wanger, too! This little bitch is a sex machine, I tell ya’!”

		“Yeah, she’s something special alright! Rhonda says she licks pussy as well as any lesbian she’s ever been with!” Bob chortled, fucking even faster.

		“Gotta come soon, but that’s for this fine little ass!” George told Bob, running a thumb over Claire’s lube-packed pucker as he banged into her pussy.

		Claire came! The light stimulation of her anus, coupled with the way the two powerful Masters were going on and on about what a hot fuck and a special piece of ass she was turned her on so much that she couldn’t help it! And George’s pussy-stuffing cock gliding in and out over her clit didn’t hurt either!

		She screamed out her pleasure around Bob’s rapidly sliding prick, vibrating it in her throat. He grimaced and gripped her by both ears and crammed his wide manhood into her lips as far as it would go and started to pump her tummy full of white-hot jizz, just as George slid his ready-to-explode cock out of her cunt and set it against her gooey anal ring. Her orgasm went into overdrive as she felt George filling her ass with hard cock and the first tidal wave of spunk flowed down her throat!

		George hammered her asshole fast and deep, not worrying about nuanced fucking: he clearly just wanted to come! He did remember to stroke her clit as he fucked her anally, and that just made the waves of bliss flowing through her even hotter and closer together. She gurgled out her joy around Bob’s spurting prick and gargled his come before swallowing it. George gave a bellow of satisfaction and cut loose deep inside her anal lining, spraying it with fiery jism.

		Claire thought she’d pass out from the intensity of the two men’s cock cream spurting into her at the same time, but she held on to consciousness somehow and just came and came right along with them, her tongue swiping at Bob’s sensitive cock head automatically and her ass clenching around George’s buried prick, milking the rich come out of it!

		“Oh, man!” Bob said almost reverently, “that’s the best blowjob I’ve had in a while!”

		“And I think that’s the best ass-come I’ve had in years!” George added.

		The two men patted Claire on her sweating back and eased their sated dicks out of both ends at the same time. Claire remained bent over, gasping for air as if she’d just run a sprint flat-out! Her pussy and ass were throbbing with post-ecstasy and Bob’s come had left a pleasant, masculine after-taste in her mouth.

		She smiled triumphantly and straightened up, basking in the adoring, anxious-to-play glow emanating from the nude, on-looking crowd of subs and doms. Claire knew they all wanted to abuse her fabulous body, or worship it with their tongues, or cocks. She couldn’t wait!

		

		****

		

		When Claire finally got to bed that night, she was one happy girl. She had been licked by all the other women at the party, come dozens of times from the various tongues, and whips and floggers that had lashed her body, and been fucked by every single male participant, some of them twice! She was sore from all the whipping and fucking, but slept like a baby, cocooned in a pair of flannel pajamas and her whole body bathed in a coating of aloe-based lotion that had been lovingly applied by Paula and few of the other girls from the party.

		I’m the hottest young BDSM babe on the planet! Claire thought somewhat immodestly just before she fell asleep, and she felt more pride in that than in all the titles she’d won in sports over the years!

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		Valuable

		

		“Rhonda and I talked it over last night, Claire, and we think you should take one of the southern California college scholarship offers and come to school in L. A. and live with us,” Bob said the Claire at breakfast the next morning. He turned toward the head of the table and told Ken and Paula. “We’d compensate you for her loss, of course. George has agreed to kick in for her acquisition. Shall we say fifty-thousand?”

		“She’s worth easily twice that, but we don’t own her!” Ken Teichert told his guest testily. “We’re just employing her for the summer as a housekeeper and a companion for Paula!”

		Claire squirmed in her chair as Bob said, “Well, be that as it may, of course we will compensate you for her loss. Is a hundred-K alright? Are you sure?”

		He looked across the table at George, who flashed Claire a shark-like grimace of a grin and nodded his agreement.

		“Well, it’s all settled, then,” Bob told Ken with a smile. “We’ll cut you a couple of checks before we leave and Claire will be enrolled at UCLA this fall.”

		“Uh…. I’ve been thinking of staying in northern California, actually,” Claire said hesitantly, staring down at her food. UC Berkeley has sent me an acceptance letter, along with a pretty strong scholarship offer, according to my folks. I haven’t seen it yet.”

		“Berkeley?” George Cline thundered. “Berkeley has a bunch of jive-ass motherfuckers goin’ there!”

		“Now, George, we all know you went to UCLA for your degree and that there’s no love lost between the two schools,” Paula said comfortingly, motioning for George to simmer down. “We should let Claire decide what’s best for her, after all!”

		“A big part of it is that I’ve been kept so busy this summer, keeping this big place up, plus learning all I can from Mistress Paula and Master Ken, that I haven’t had much time to see my friends or my folks,” Claire explained quickly. “I thought by attending a school like Berkeley, that’s so much closer to home, I’d get to see them more on long weekends or over the holidays or on school breaks. Plus, when I’m home, I could see the Master and Mistress, too!”

		“See? Isn’t she a lovely child; so caring and so thoughtful!” Paula rhapsodized, looking lovingly at Claire across the table.

		“She is at that,” Bob agreed, staring longingly at Claire, “and a delicious little thing, too!”

		The conversation moved on to new topic such as the stock market, big BDSM events that were coming up and how much fun it would be to attend them. Claire listened politely, and participated in the talk whenever she could, but mostly she thought about the hundred-thousand dollars Bob and George had offered the Teicherts for her! That was an ocean of money! She’d had no idea that learning to suck a cock well and taking it up the ass could be such valuable skills!

		

		****

		

		The rest of the summer sped by after the big party weekend. Days merged into a blur of sunning by the pool with Paula, licking pussies together and kissing deeply, nights spent in the Pleasure Room with both Paula and Master Ken, with Ken fucking her either in the ass or the pussy after Paula had wailed on her naked body with the whip or the flogger. She thought she must have sucked off Ken’s big wanger at least a hundred times, with Paula watching and offering tips on how to do it even better! Swallowing come was second nature to her now and she found she actually missed doing it on those rare days Ken didn’t demand a blowjob.

		Claire decided on Berkeley, and made a trip down there with her parents to get all the paperwork signed so she could get her scholarship. She met the girls’ basketball coach and the lady who was in charge of the female track and field team, and wowed each of them with her athleticism and her well-honed skills. The gymnastics coach was no less impressed with Claire’s mastery of the parallel bars and floor maneuvers. Claire saw the dorm she’d be living in and was slightly disappointed by her accommodations; she’d grown spoiled by the huge room she didn’t have to share with someone else at the Teichert’s, as well as their well-stocked kitchen and gourmet appliances at her disposal round the clock.

		But, all in all, she didn’t think Berkeley would be bad and she was relatively happy with her choice of schools. The library was impressive, as was the huge campus. She saw some cute boys wandering the pathways, and was willing to bet that among such a large student body, she’d be able to meet some guys with very suckable cocks and at least a rudimentary knowledge of whips and chains and how to use them to turn a girl on and make the sex better for both of them!

		But Master Ken warned her as she got ready to depart for campus that fall: “I’m sure that in the East Bay Area, where Berkeley is, there’s a big BDSM community. But be careful! A lot of these young, would-be masters don’t really know their ass from a hole in the ground when it comes to the true tenants of the Lifestyle! They’re just starting out, and I’ve heard horror stories of young guys who ignore safewords and keep on disciplining a sub way past her tolerance point; really hurting their playmates during a scene! They get so turned on by the crowds’ reaction, by their own reaction that they get carried away, just like Paula does sometimes. You know what I mean; you’ve seen it, you’ve experienced it!”

		“Yeah, she hasn’t meant to but she’s hurt me a couple of times,” Claire admitted. “It wasn’t fun.”

		“Find a nice guy who likes what you do, that you can control. That’s my advice!” Ken said adamantly as he walked her to the front door for the final time that summer. “It may not be perfect, but it’s at least safe.”

		“I’ll try to see you at Thanksgiving!” Claire promised as she got back on her bike to pedal home.

		“See you then!” Ken called after her as she disappeared down the hill.

		“We’ll sure miss you, cutie!” Paula called from the front porch, waving.

		

		****

		

		“How’s the new girl working out?” Claire asked Paula on her cell phone.

		She was sitting on her bed. She had been reading a psych book when Paula called, but she’d put the dull textbook aside readily enough when she read the caller’s identity on her phone’s screen.

		“We’ve had two of them already!” Paula lamented. “And neither one was worth a damn!”

		“I’ve only been gone a few weeks!” Claire murmured into the phone.

		“Well, the first one took to discipline okay—I gather her rednecked Daddy delighted in using his belt on her bare backside whenever he could—but she was terrible, sex-wise!” Paula complained. “She couldn’t suck cock worth a damn, from what Ken said! He made her a rope hood and everything! And she licked cunt like she hated it!”

		“How about the second one?” Claire asked quickly.

		“She was a real little whore, as far as the sex went,” Paula said brightly. “But she screamed like we were killing her when Ken dripped hot wax on those big, ugly nipples of hers! She only lasted a week before we had to let her go.”

		“Who do you have now?” Claire asked.

		“No one! It seems word has gotten around town about how…unusual we are to work for, so no one answers our ads anymore,” Paula said despairingly. “We wouldn’t have bought such a big house, if we’d known we were going to have to clean it ourselves!”

		Claire remembered how long it took to properly dust all of the wood surfaces in the sprawling mansion on the hill, just how many rooms there were to vacuum. She sighed as she remembered all that work. It hadn’t been all fun and games with the Teicherts, after all! She listened to Paula bitch about the lack of quality help in Badger Pass, now that Claire had gone, for a while and then told her ex-employer that she’d see her at Thanksgiving and said her good-byes.

		Life at Berkeley wasn’t all roses, either. She had made a few friends from the gymnastics team. She’d known some of the other girls casually from seeing them at competitions around the state in years past but now that they were on the same team as her, they’d gotten to spend a lot of time together. Her best new friend was a little, red-headed bundle of energy named Mercy Briggs. She was so cute that part of Claire wanted to tie her up and beat her with a flogger until she had her screaming for mercy and then lick that tight little ass of hers until she was begging for more of Claire’s talented tongue—but that would probably never happen, except in Claire’s naughty daydreams because, as far as she could tell, Mercy was as straight as a string and totally square, as far as Bondage and Discipline were concerned!

		If the girls were bad, the boys were even worse! From what she had seen so far, amid the literally thousands of males attending school around her, there were several basic types; there were the jocks, athletes that she felt comfortable around, because she had been around guys just like them for so long. Then there were the nerds, super-brains that had attended Berkeley just because of the top-flight academics available. Followed by the frat guys, stuck-up dudes who thought they were superior to everyone else because their dad or grandfather had gone to the same school way back when, and had belonged to the same fraternity. And the everyday citizens, whose parents had broken the bank to send them to the University.

		Claire felt stuck somewhere between them all! These athletes were elite, and she could deal with that, but every guy here seemed to think that he was going to land an NFL contract after leaving school or make the Olympics or some shit like that! It made them act like real primadonnas, and behave as if every practice was life-or-death, every game was a Big Game, and everything they did was super-important.

		She was a fair student, but she wasn’t on a par with the super-brains that lurked in every science class, seemingly. Or in every English class. She had a guy in her English IA class that could write so well he could have taught it! He was convinced he was going to be an important novelist someday soon and so was Claire and everyone else in the class. She had a kid in her Advanced Algebra class who could get the answer to problems that took up both blackboards to lay out, and he was never wrong!

		Going out on a date with him would have been fun. And she couldn’t see herself asking one of the beefcake guys on the football team to lash her nippies before they fucked! Everyone around her was just too…too, to be real!

		And the nothing-special kids were too wound up in their studies and their part time jobs to have much of a social life! Someone had told her, when she had picked Berkeley, that everyone there was Bank of America Boy of the Year back home; student body president, Homecoming Queen, the Best All-Around Athlete fill-in-the-blank had ever produced.

		It had turned out to be true! Claire had been a big deal back in Badger Pass, but even she was run of the mill at the University! Because of her height, her body, her looks, she got asked out quite a bit, but she soon discovered that she didn’t have anything important in common with the guys she dated. They all wanted to fuck her, and, after a few weeks of total abstinence, she let a few of them do just that but, while it was better than nothing, it wasn’t an exciting night in the Pleasure Room with Ken and Paula!

		Halloween came and went and it was a big nothing. She had gone to a lame Halloween bash thrown by one of the fraternities with her friend Mercy and some other girls from the gymnastics team, and she had met some drunk, obnoxious frat guys, who’d wanted to fuck her. But, then, they had wanted to fuck anything that was female! Mercy and Claire had exited the party at shortly after midnight and spent the rest of the evening passing a bottle of cheap red wine back and forth while they’d sat cross-legged on the floor in Mercy’s dorm room and played cards until they were both too sleepy to continue.

		Claire found herself really looking forward to Thanksgiving and her return home to see her parents and, especially, the Teicherts!

		

		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		

		Storm Clouds Gathering

		

		With the bonus money she had earned at the big weekend party last summer, plus the thousand dollars her dad had managed to scrape together, Claire had bought a serviceable car to go to college in. She cut her afternoon classes that Friday and loaded her car with dirty laundry to do at her parents’ house, assigned books from her English class she intended to read over the Thanksgiving break, but probably wouldn’t, and a cosmetics bag that contained her meager collection of lipsticks, mascara, and hair brushes. Then she drove out of her dorm parking lot and into Mercy’s dorm parking lot.

		She had invited her new best friend to go home for Thanksgiving with her when she had learned that Mercy was an orphan, who had been raised by a pair of caring foster parents, but who now had two new foster kids at home who Mercy wasn’t particularly close to. Rather than have her friend take the bus all the way down to southern California just to spend the week with people she wasn’t even really related to had seemed wrong to Claire. While she wasn’t related to Claire and her family either, she had just known that Mercy would have a lot more fun with her and her slightly off-key parents than she would have had in L.A.

		Mercy had agreed immediately and phoned her foster parents that she wouldn’t be there for Thanksgiving, and Claire had phone her own family and informed them that they’d be having a guest over the holiday. Claire’s mom and dad had been delighted by the news, as she’d known they would be—they had always wanted to meet Claire’s friends; and a new college friend was even more special! When Claire had informed them that Mercy was on the gymnastics team with her, that had really sealed the deal. Her dad had always taken a keen interest in his daughter’s gymnastic achievements had met lots of her previous teammates.

		It was at least a three and a half hour drive up to Badger Pass from the East Bay and it was the weekend, so the traffic out of town would be crushing, especially later in the day, so the girls were happy to be getting away so early. The drive along the multi-lane freeways was mostly uneventful and boring and all of the country looked the same, high, rounded rolling hills with burnt brown by the hot summer sun grass, interspersed with bright green, new-growth grass from this fall’s rain. Her senses didn’t really perk up until Freeway Six-Eighty merged with Freeway Eighty and she turned north, into the Sacramento Valley, proper.

		Having grown up in the valley, Claire had long ago grown inured to the sight of the rich, brown earth, plowed and tilled to receive this year’s crop, the verdant pastureland, teeming with both dairy and beef cattle, the sheep and the lambs, scampering about, the ancient-looking livestock barns that looked ready to collapse under the weight of a hundred years’ worth of driving rain and gusty winds, and the old white farmhouses, with their wrap-around verandas and gray-shingled roofs that had provided shelter for generations of the families who had worked the land, harvested the crops, and tended to the herds of animals.

		But it was all new to Mercy, and after spending months in the big city, surrounded by blocks and blocks of concrete and brick, with only the occasional tree or painstakingly trimmed garden to break up the monotony of city life, the unceasing acres of ranchland and small farms, and the infrequent scattering of small farming towns like Woodland or Williams or Willows, Mercy assured Claire that it all seemed totally mesmerizing and deserving of their full attention. It had rained last night, clearing the air, and so everything, every detail, was sharp and well-defined as they gazed out the windshield at the passing display of rural America; the vividly-etched orange, yellow, and red of the leaves on the trees, the billowing clouds of smoke from a pile of freshly-pruned branches near an orchard. Claire had the window cracked so she could smell the acrid smoke.

		It smelled like fall. It looked like fall!

		And for the first time, since Claire had been a little girl, she was really looking forward to Thanksgiving! Not just the days off from school, the break in routine, but waking up on Thanksgiving morning to the smell of turkey parts being boiled on the stove, with poultry seasoning, for inclusion into the afternoon meal’s turkey gravy and stuffing, along with her mom’s special mixture of seared onions, celery, cubes of dried bread, and a handful of golden raisins, for a dash of color and unexpected sweetness in the stuffing! She longed to hear the drone of the TV in the front room, while the cooking was going on, signifying that her dad was up, sipping his morning coffee and watching a pro football game while Mom toiled away in the kitchen.

		As the small Valley towns came up in her windshield, only to fade away behind her in the rearview mirror, Claire became more and more excited to be that much nearer to home. When she at last reached Red Bluff, and turned onto the highway leading over to Badger Pass, she actually squirmed in her seat. It was all so familiar—she and her parents had driven this road a thousand times—but with Mercy along, it was as if she, too, was seeing it for the first time, and it was somehow thrilling!

		“Did you ever date anyone from Red Bluff?” Mercy asked her from out of the blue. “I mean, the two towns are pretty close together!”

		“Nah! Red Bluff guys tend to be either Drug Store Cowboy wannabes, goat-ropers, or stump jumpers!” Claire informed her imperiously.

		“Goat-ropers; stump jumpers?” Mercy called back disbelievingly.

		“Sheep guys; their families own sheep ranches?” Claire explained as if everyone knew that! “And stump-jumpers are guys who work in the logging industry.”

		Uncomfortable with the disapproving look on Mercy’s cute face, she hastened to add, “And while there are lots of real cowboys around here, there are a lot of guys who wear the hats and the boots and walk the walk, but their folks don’t own a ranch—they own a walnut orchard or a peach orchard! Nary a cow in sight!”

		“Oh, and what are Badger Pass boys like?” Mercy demanded.

		“Normal rednecks, mostly,” Claire answered quickly; some of them are dumb, but cute!”

		“Just your everyday teenage assholes, then?” Mercy asked, rolling her eyes.

		“Pretty much,” Claire agreed, her heart beating faster as they passed a road sign that announced it was five more miles to Badger Pass.

		“So, that Jimmy guy you were seeing last year was nothing special?” Mercy pressed her.

		“No, not really, but he was cute and polite, and he knew how to fuck, or at least, he learned! We kind of learned together; the inexperienced leading the uninitiated!”

		“He was your first?”

		“He was…but he wasn’t my last!” Claire said saucily, giving her friend a lot of attitude.

		“Oh, really? A woman of the world, are we?” Mercy attempted to tease her.

		Looking back on the Pleasure Room and all that had happened there during the long weekend party, Claire winked slyly and murmured “Oh, girl, you have no fucking idea!”

		They were now on the outskirts of town, and Claire swung the car off Main Street and into the residential section containing Mulberry Street and the Teichert’s hilltop mansion. Master Ken’s Cadillac was parked right in front of the garage, like it usually was and lights were on in the front room and the kitchen.

		“You remember that housekeeping job I had last summer that I told you about?” Claire asked her friend, “Well, that’s the place I took care of.”

		“Big old house; looks kind of spooky, all set off by itself at the top of this hill,” Mercy responded, eyeing the large, two-story house that was clearly from the early part of the last century.

		“Well, some unusual things did go on in that big old house,” Claire whispered to her urgently. “They weren’t what I’d call spooky, but they were a little…unusual, that’s for sure!”

		

		****

		

		“Ten pairs of guys? And they all had you…up the ass and up the pussy at the same time?” Mercy asked, wide-eyed.

		“Yep, and a couple of those guys were huge! Bob’s cock had to have been a foot long, at least!” Claire told her shocked friend. “And George was as big around as a beer can!”

		“Which one was where?” Mercy asked, clearly not quite believing what Clair had shared with her while parked down the hill from the Teichert mansion.

		“Bob was up my ass and George was doing my pussy,” Claire admitted calmly. “And, believe it or not, they made me come like crazy!”

		Mercy looked at her, an unholy excitement shining in her bright, blue eyes, and said, “Oh, I believe it, girlfriend! I’m just shocked to find you’re such a hottie! Here, all this time, you had me thinking of you as an Ice Queen type; too into sports to ever desecrate that incredible body of yours with cocks of any kind!”

		Claire laughed, took a final look up the hill at Ken and Paula’s house, put the car into drive and headed back for Main Street. She cruised up and down the familiar, now almost quaint-looking thoroughfare pointing out the places that had played such an important part in her life back in high school. “That’s Benjie’s, the café everyone stopped at after a big game, and that’s Fitness Frenzy, the gym where I built this famous body of mine, and that’s the bowling alley, where all the kids turned around to go back down Main, when they were cruising it on Friday nights…

		

		****

		

		“This is just like the town in L.A. where I grew up, only way smaller,” Mercy said after cruising Main Street twice.

		When Claire gave her a disbelieving look, Mercy hastened to clarify her statement, “People think that because L.A. is huge, that everything’s different down there. It isn’t, not really, Fullerton is Fullerton. Venice is Venice. Santa Monica is Santa Monica; and so on. If you, as a high school kid, get too far from your own turf, you get hassled as an interloper! White kids aren’t welcome in South L.A. Chollos from East L.A. aren’t welcome in Whittier, and like that. It’s not so different than Badger Pass kids in Red Bluff, from what you’ve told me.”

		“Tell me about this BDSM shit again,” Mercy urged her as she started to drive them to her parents’ house.

		“You learn to say ‘Master and Mistress’ a lot, and you get the shit whipped out of you, sometimes right before or even while you’re getting fucked,” Claire informed her with a smile as she turned onto the street she had grown up on. “This is us,” she said as she pulled up into the driveway of her folks’ house and turned off the ignition.

		

		****

		

		“Your parents seem super-nice,” Mercy whispered to Claire after dinner, as they went back to Claire’s room, where a spare twin bed had been set up for Mercy in one corner.

		“They are, aside from Daddy being a little bit wacko—I told you about the guitar collection and the beer-bottling shed out back—and my mom going along with him on his crazy schemes,” Claire murmured as the two of them changed clothes. Claire was going over to Ken and Paula’s for a while and she had asked Mercy if she wanted to ride along and meet them. They had told Claire’s folks that they were going out to see if any of Claire’s high school friends were home for Thanksgiving yet, so she could introduce them to Mercy.

		“I probably shouldn’t be doing this with you along; you’re going to end up knowing all of my dirty little secrets!” Claire told her new friend as she started the car.

		“That’s okay—you’re probably going to end up knowing all of mine!” Mercy answered with a flirty little smile.

		The Teichert place was not far away, and Claire drove fast on the short trip, so they were there in a few minutes. Claire had sneaked a call in on her cell phone while they were changing, so Ken answered the door after her first knock, a big smile on his handsome face. “Claire, I can’t believe you’re back, you little cutie!” He greeted her with a big hug. “And this gorgeous creature must be your new friend, Mercy!”

		He started to embrace her too, but Paula swept in from the dining room, from where she had been observing Claire’s homecoming, and took the diminutive Mercy in her arms, saying, “No way you get this cutie first, you over-sexed lout! I’m going to be the one to welcome her to our house! You just keep playing with Claire a little longer.”

		With that, Paula squeezed Mercy tightly to her well-padded chest and smiled warmly down at her as the surprised teenager put her arms around Paula’s small waist and stared up at her. “Claire tells me that you like girls,” Mercy said in her tiny little voice. “That’s good, because I do, too.”

		Mercy surprised everyone by grinding her girlish chest into Paula’s out-sized knockers and running her right hand up Paula’s back to urge her head downward so she could kiss her on the lips. “Mmmmmmmmm,” Paula murmured with delight as she fed her hungry tongue into Mercy’s eagerly-accepting mouth as they made out and lapped at the girl’s answering tongue. “Ooh, this kid’s a sweet one!”

		Paula panted, breaking off the kiss and staring down in wonder at the petite redhead she held in her arms.

		

		****

		

		“This looks pretty cool, I guess…but I don’t really know; I haven’t done anything like this before,” Mercy told the on-looking Teicherts and Claire as she wandered around the Pleasure Room looking at all the whips, floggers and paddles resting in their black plastic clasps on the gold-painted walls, her blue eyes open wide with wonder. She stopped at the Cat of Nine Tales and ran her girlish fingers over the hanging tendrils of leather.

		“That one feels soft, but when Master Ken lays it across your bare ass hard, it doesn’t feel so soft anymore,” Claire advised her friend.

		“No kidding,” Mercy agreed, imagining being restrained in one of Master Ken’s rope set ups naked and whipped hard.

		“Claire, you know the rules around here, and it’s your duty to explain them to Mercy,” Ken said sternly just then.

		“Oh, right! No clothes in the Pleasure Room, unless we’re doing costume scenes, and we’re not doing costume scenes tonight,” Claire said to Mercy as she began unbuttoning the blouse under her cardigan sweater.

		Before Mercy could even react, Claire had all the buttons undone and had pulled the blouse as well as the sweater over it and the bra underneath it off and had gone over and laid them across the top of the black lacquered chest on one side of the room. She undid her jeans and wriggled out of them as Mercy and the others watched and then placed the jeans and her peach-colored thong panties on top of the jeans, near the blouse. Mercy sucked in her breath as Claire took off her trainers and socks and strode across the big room’s blue mats totally in the nude, toward Ken Teichert and his wife.

		As a fellow gymnast, Mercy was just as used to prancing around in front of strangers with her nubile body barely covered as Claire was. So, she started shedding her clothes as well. Ken and Paula beat her in getting naked, the handsome older couple was just as naked as Claire in seconds and Mercy was staring at Paula’s unreal tits and Ken’s hard cock as she hurried out of her sneakers, socks and jeans. She had the same sort of solid, fit-girl titties as Claire did, although hers were smaller, as was her ass. Because of all the tight leotards and other gymnastics outfits she wore, Mercy had long ago taken to shaving her youthful pussy at the same time as she shaved her legs and armpits.

		So, all three of the females in the room had bared slits and they were all—in their way—beautiful. Paula was a classic blonde-haired, blue-eyed bombshell; with big, heavy breasts, prominent nipples and the kind of pussy and ass that all men dream about fucking. Claire was teenage perfection—long, perfect legs, a tight, muscular ass, and light brown hair, framing her All-American Girl face! Mercy was a short little redhead, with unflawed white skin that was peppered with freckles, stunning blue eyes and the kind of turned up nose that songwriters have long written about. Because of a lifelong dedication to athletics, like Claire’s, Mercy had an ultra-fit, teenage body that made mouths water! She had an ass like two peach halves, small but very beautiful pink nipples atop hardball-sized breasts that jiggled and bounced as she walked, and a mop of copper-colored curls that Ken immediately imagined gathering in his hand as he face-fucked the girl!

		“She’s gorgeous! Let’s test her tolerance for pain!” Paula said, nearly panting with lust as she ogled Claire’s new friend’s naked body.

		“Let’s; you flog her while I use the rope hood on her,” Ken suggested, his dick as hard as Claire had ever seen it as he advanced on the naked Mercy.

		“I’d rather eat her, while you whip her!” Paula told her husband greedily. “She looks utterly delectable!”

		“Whatever way you want to do it,” Mercy sighed, her eyes going from Ken’s swollen prick to Paula’s already juicy cunt and back again. “I just can’t wait to suck that beautiful thing, or to feel The Mistress’s lips on my pussy!”

		Claire had to admire the way Mercy had remembered to call Paula “Mistress” just then, thereby stroking the older woman’s ego. That was good; Claire wanted everything to go smoothly between the Teicherts and Mercy!

		That certainly appeared to be the case, as Master Ken turned, stalked over the row of black hooks lining the nearby wall and got down the rope hood he painstakingly crafted for Claire, originally, He retrieved it, then unsnapped the wicked-looking black flogger hanging beneath it, and brought them over to the trio of nude women. “Here, pay special attention to those cute little tits of hers!” The Master said, handing the flogger to his wife.

		“I’ll light a fire in them, don’t you worry about that,” Paula said, eyeing the twin hillocks of teenage flesh hungrily as she whipped the flogger through the air, making a vicious-sounding hiss of air. Mercy trembled at the sound, her knees shaking with—Claire couldn’t tell if it was from dread, or excitement—as she stared at the luscious blonde with her whip.

		Ken used the girl’s distraction to step closer to her and wrestle the hood into place over Mercy’s ears and mouth. He made sure the slit for the mouth lined up perfectly with the teenager’s lips, then forced her down onto her knees in front of him.

		“Oh, this is going to be so much fun!” Paula chortled, bringing the flogger down precisely behind Mercy’s tiny pink nipples. The frightened girl shrieked in terror, and Ken grabbed the hood’s handholds and slipped his rigid cock into the mouth-hole.

		Mercy made a delightfully welcoming mewling sound as The Master began to fuck her mouth and throat. Ken tightened his grip on the handholds’ roped and jerked the girl in and out like a trussed-up ragdoll, causing her small mounds of tit to bobble and jiggle. Paula’s second whip-stroke consequently missed her nipples and landed instead on the same spot as before—just behind them. Mercy squealed at the sharp pain of having her very tender flesh struck again. But Ken only chuckled at her reaction and used her obvious discomfort to his advantage, plunging his hard column of meat deeper in the helpless girl’s throat as it vibrated with the squeal!

		Claire watched while the experienced husband and wife team of sadists wailed and fucked away on her friend; a myriad of feelings and thoughts tumbling through her mind. One was, surprisingly, jealousy. A big part of her wanted to be where Mercy was—getting whipped and tortured by Paula while Ken fucked her brains out! That didn’t really surprise her; I’m as big a perv as they are! Claire admitted to herself as she watched the systematic beating and mouth-rape. She longed for the kiss of the whip while a fat cock reamed out her mouth!

		No, what really shocked her was what a dirty little girl Mercy was; finger-fucking her own juicy cunt while kneeling in front of Ken, sucking enthusiastically at his raping cock as it ravaged her mouth and bulled its way into her throat! Claire could see the bump Mercy’s swirling tongue made against the tight rope hood as it massaged Master Ken’s cock head while it penetrated the girl’s welcoming mouth again and again! And, while she could feel her own pussy weeping lubrication out as she watched the unholy spectacle occurring right before her—twisting her own spiky nipples occasionally, toying with her own excited clit as she stared at Mercy behaving like a true little slut—she couldn’t deny that Mercy’s aroused little pussy was spilling out slickness like an obscene, petite river! The gushing girl-lube was so copious that Mercy’s fingers made a splashing sound as she penetrated herself with three fingers and sucked like a wild girl at the cock impaling her lips!

		“What a hot little cunt you’ve brought us, Claire-darling!” Paula huffed, breathing hard from what she was witnessing and from the effort it took to lash Mercy’s firm little titties. “Wherever did you find her?”

		“On the gymnastics team. Mercy is quite the little flyer on the parallel bars; and you should see her prancing through her floor routine, like a little pixie,” Claire told her Mistress. “Half of the tongues, male and female, are hanging out in that gym. She looks so cute and so downright…edible!

		Paula brought the flogger down sharply across Mercy’s swollen nipples just then, eliciting a wail of pain and, Claire thought, longing. And Paula said, “You’re so right about that! Shall we eat her all up?”

		As if they had done it before—which they had at the big party last summer—Claire and Paula pushed Mercy onto her back, with Ken kneeling down so he could keep on fucking the now-reclining girl’s mouth as the two other females arranged themselves on their bellies, around Mercy’s overflowing pussy. Paula moved the girl’s hand away from her slit, so that she could lap the little pink furrow up and down in search of the delicious girl-nectar to be found there, while Claire slithered up Mercy’s taut stomach to find her upraised, whip-abused nipples with her own mouth and tongue.

		“Oh, fuck, that feels nice!” Mercy managed to burble around the thick cock meat that kept lunging into her lips. Ken withdrew his engorged prick completely for a moment, sat back on his heels and observed the lurid tableau that he had before him; a huge, jaded grin on his handsome face.

		Claire was feasting on Mercy’s puffed-out, swollen young nipples, her juvenile face flitting from one red-marked titty to the other, and Paula was gobbling up the girl’s aroused little cunt gash like a lesbian who has just found her true calling! Mercy was wriggling on the mat, thrusting her boobies into Claire’s hungry mouth and twerking her pussy against Paula’s insatiable tongue and mouth.

		“Eat me up, you hot bitches! Suck my clit! Suck my nippies! It all feels so good!” Mercy wailed in rising ecstasy.

		Claire was in Titty-Heaven! She had daydreamed about tasting these two delicious little treasures since the first day she had seen them revealed in the communal shower, down at the Berkeley Women’ Gym!

		But she never thought that she would! Mercy had always acted like such a little goody two-shoes around school! Yet here she was, naked in the Pleasure Room, begging for more titty-sucking and cunt-licking! Claire intended to grant the girl’s imploring wish! She sucked over half of Mercy’s firm little globe into her mouth and batted at the inflamed nipple with her tongue!

		“Fuck! That’s the way to suck my titty!” Mercy screamed, humping her lovely young ass up off the mat to jam her pussy even tighter up against Paula’s lapping tongue. “Bite my nippy, but not too hard! It’s still a little sore from that fucking whip!”

		Paula bit down on the girl’s clit just as Claire nipped at the sensitive nipple. Mercy went wild; coming like a hurricane, shaking and shivering from head to toe! Her titty jerked in time with the other one, almost tearing the nipple from Claire’s toothy grip, and she heard Paula gulping down girl-come as Mercy’s cunt spilled out its hot syrup.

		Mercy was screaming as if someone were stabbing her with a knife and lurching all over the mat beneath them. Ken laughed and moved up behind Claire to tease her succulently-wet pussy folds with his rigid cock head. Claire sucked in a breath and then The Master was in her! She felt his massive balls collide with her clit as he bottomed out in her cunt, and then he was fucking her!

		“So good!” Claire breathed onto Mercy’s tit flesh, still slippery with Claire’s saliva. “So good to get fucked by someone who really knows how!”

		Claire’s body slid up against Mercy’s a little, each time Ken fucked into it, dragging her aroused nipples over Mercy’s firm belly flesh. Mercy ran her fingers lovingly through Claire’s long, brown mane as the savage pounding went on and on, murmuring, “Take it, baby! Take your hot fucking like a good girl!”

		She snaked a hand up to tug the rope hood free of her head and Claire saw the lingering rapture of a perfect orgasm on her youthful face as she continued to stroke Claire’s hair and smile contentedly as Paula bestowed little butterfly kisses on Mercy’s sated cunt flesh.

		

		****

		

		“Will you come by and see us at Christmas?” Paula asked Claire in a soft voice as the girls prepared to take their leave a few hours later.

		“Of course I will!” Claire embraced the honey blonde warmly. They were standing out on the front porch, Ken huddled with Mercy a few yards away, and Paula talking to Claire.

		“That will really make our holiday,” Paula told her, the underlying sadness in her voice bringing Claire up short.

		“What’s wrong, Paula?” she asked her friend and ex-employer

		“Oh, nothing; everything!” Paula said quickly, smiling to take the sting out of her words. “It’s just that Ken and I are feeling so cut off and alone up here, in Badgers Pass! We have no real friends and if there’s a secret BDSM community in this town…it’s really secret! We certainly haven’t managed to find it!”

		She flashed Claire a phony-looking little smile and said, “Oh, there’s a group of retired swingers up in Redding, and they’re not totally opposed to a little mild bondage and whipping once in a while, but they’re so old that the men can barely get it up—even with the help of Viagra and a long blowjob—and the women’s tits fall into their laps the second their bras come off; so, they’re no fun either! Not like you and Mercy! And some of the stodgier citizens around town have made no secret that they don’t like us, or approve of us and our lifestyle!”

		That one bitch that didn’t work out as a housekeeper must be running her mouth! Claire thought as she listened to Paula’s tale of woe. Maybe both of them!

		In a hicktown like Badgers Pass, Claire knew from growing up here, it wouldn’t take long for rumors about whips and chains and sexual torture to spread.

		“I hope things get better for you guys!” Claire whispered adamantly. “I’ll see you at Christmas!”

		

		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		

		Becoming Even Closer Friends

		

		“Did you enjoy it? Your ass is really red!” Claire queried her friend as she finished rubbing aloe lotion on Mercy’s well-whipped little butt as they got ready for bed.

		“The fucking and the cocksucking were great! And I really liked the way you sucked my nippies and Paula ate me!” the smaller girl offered with a big smile. “But the ass-whipping? Not so much!”

		“It’s kind of an acquired taste,” Claire admitted, stroking the reddened mounds lovingly. “Once in a while, when everything’s right, it really gets you off strong! It’s called ‘flying’ by BDSM aficionados. I’ve experienced it a couple of times, and let me tell you, there’s nothing else like it! But it’s not for every girl! Some subs don’t really like being whipped; they like being restrained and made to suck cock or take it up the ass, but they don’t really get off on the beating.”

		Mercy nodded agreement, saying, “I get that. If some guy ties you up, so that you can’t resist what he does to you, you can always tell yourself later that it wasn’t your idea to suck all those cocks off, or be so nasty with your pussy! It’s why some chicks get so stoned at parties that they end up pulling the train for a gang of guys. That shit may work for an excuse once, but when it happens at every party a girl goes to, she has to admit to herself, and all of her friends, that she’s just a skank or a ho!”

		“D-Did you know a lot of them?” Claire couldn’t help asking.

		Mercy gave her an apologetic, knowing smile and said, “I went the skank route for a few years; then I found athletics and totally changed myself.”

		The uneasy silence between the two new friends lasted several seconds, and then Mercy reached out and lifted Claire’s tee shirt away from her naked chest and bared both of her lush young tits. “Well, maybe I didn’t totally change!” Mercy said, grasping Claire’s nipples lightly between her thumbs and forefingers and gently twisting them.

		Claire knew she should brush Mercy’s hands away from her tits, but she didn’t really want to! She closed her eyes for a moment and leaned into her friend’s teasing fingertips, murmuring, “Oh, that feels so nice, when you play with them, you naughty little girl!”

		Mercy stopped toying with Claire’s right nipple and instead popped it into her mouth, nursing softly. She caresses it with her tongue and nipped at it with her sharp little teeth.

		“Suck it, you little tease!” Claire implored her, gasping for breath. “Suck them both, and use your teeth!”

		“Let’s get completely naked and get into bed together,” Mercy whispered, easing all the way out of her pajama bottoms as she spoke and tugging at Claire’s tee shirt. “We’ll use your bed. It’s bigger. And we’ll turn out all the lights.”

		“Yes, yes! I want to lick you, you naughty little thing!” Claire breathed, letting Mercy pull her shirt over her head.

		“Not as bad as I want to lick you, you luscious girl!” Mercy sighed as Claire stood up beside the twin bed. She reached over for Claire’s old track shorts and slid both them and her thong down those long, tightly-muscled legs and got out of bed to stand beside Claire, clad only in her own loose tee shirt.

		“There, that’s better,” the diminutive redhead muttered as she yanked off the shirt and stood totally nude before Claire.

		Claire embraced her naked body, loving the way her smaller friend’s hard little nipples felt against her own bare skin as they kissed and the exciting feeling of Mercy’s tongue in her mouth as their lips came together!

		In seconds, they were under the covers together, completely nude, with all the lights in the bedroom off and their arms around each other as they lay on the cool sheets. As they continued to make out, Claire slipped a hand down Mercy’s bare flesh, across her taut little tummy, and found her leaking gash! She fingered Mercy’s cunt for a moment, drawing an aroused murmur from the girl, then eased her finger out and brought it up to her lips as she drew them momentarily away from Mercy’s hungry lips.

		Fuck, she’s so sweet! Claire told herself as she tasted the delicious girl-oil. I can’t wait to get my tongue in there!

		Mercy clearly could barely wait for that to happen either! The little redhead began turning upside down in the bed so that they could sixty-nine!

		Claire had a lot of experience with that position from the time she’d spent with Paula over last summer, so she could hardly wait until Mercy got into place! She grabbed the smaller girl by her round, firm ass and rolled onto her back, making sure that Mercy remained upside down on her tummy! The girls came to rest with Mercy’s nose right up against Claire’s cunt and Mercy’s little legs splayed open around Claire’s head.

		“Mmmmmm, this is more like it!” Claire whispered into Mercy snatch as she thrust her head in and kissed the girl’s wet folds, spearing her tongue into Mercy’s depths and tasting her juvenile sweetness first hand.

		“Oh, fuck, eat it! Eat my hot cunt!” Mercy murmured excitedly, lashing out with her own tongue to sample Claire’s inner goodness.

		Eat it, Claire did! She kept on kissing and licking until Mercy went rigid for head to toe, and then began quivering like naked girl on an ice floe and hunching her pelvis up against Claire’s lapping tongue frantically.

		Claire felt her own orgasm coming on as Mercy licked her clit relentlessly and humped her clenching pussy against Claire’s ever-moving tongue. Her squeal of pleasure was muffled by Mercy’s juicy folds, and the two teenagers writhed together atop the mattress, moaning in bliss and rubbing their spasming cunts against each other’s questing tongues until all of the heavenly sensations had ebbed away.

		“Wow! That was a beauty!” Mercy panted, pulling her mouth away from Claire’s opening for a moment. “One of the best ones I’ve ever had!”

		“Yeah, that one was pretty great,” Claire agreed as Mercy turned around in the bed and came face to face with her, the little redhead’s chin and cheeks gleaming from a rich coating of Claire’s cunt juice. “But I think we can do even better, if we practice!” Claire murmured as she pulled Mercy to her and kissed her, not at all discouraged by the sheen of pussy oil on Mercy’s delectable little lips. She knew well enough what her own juice tasted like, from all her times with Paula, and she liked its flavor almost as much as Mercy did.

		Claire ran her tongue around inside her new lover’s mouth, lapping up the heady girl-syrup and swallowing it. Mercy got very turned on by what she was doing and rubbed her hard little nipples against Claire’s bare tits and tummy as they kissed, driving Claire to new heights of arousal! Soon the two girls were writhing against one another as they made out, their fully erect clits gliding against super-heated pussy lips and nipples sparked against other nipples, making both sets of juvenile tits throb with hot thrills!

		“Want to eat you again!” Claire sighed as she broke off the torrid kiss, whispering in Mercy’s ear.

		“Not as bad as I want to eat you!” Mercy wheezed back, panting for breath out of sheer excitement.

		Wordlessly, they maneuvered into another sixty-nine, with Claire on top this time, pressing her wet folds down onto Mercy’s more-than-willing lips as she ate the smaller girl right up! The two of them moaned and licked and sucked at each other’s slippery cunt flesh until both of them were tremoring on the edge of orgasm. “Now! Right now!” Claire gasped as she plunged her tongue into Mercy’s juicy center and wriggled it around against her clit. Mercy sucked Claire’s clit and nipped at it with her front teeth, causing Claire to buck a scream into Mercy’s pussy as she, too, came!

		The two of them twisted and hunched together for long seconds, orgasming like crazy. Claire was practically sobbing from the intensity of her climax as the girls at last separated and turned to face one another again. “You were right,” Mercy panted joyously. “That one was even better!”

		“The next one will probably kill me, but I don’t care!” Claire murmured into Mercy’s ear. “What a way to go!”

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		

		New Arrangements

		

		“Mercy and I want to get an apartment together next semester, Daddy. I think we might be falling in love with each other,” Claire informed her father in as calm a voice as she could muster at the breakfast table the next morning.

		Her father glanced across the table at the blushing little redhead and smiled ruefully at her as he answered his daughter with: “I can’t say as I blame you, kitten. She’s lovely. But are you sure you’re ready to go the full lesbian route? I thought you and Jimmy were pretty hot and heavy for a while last school year.”

		“Oh, I doubt we’ll be exclusive or anything like that; Mercy likes guys, too, don’t you, honey?”

		“I…uh…sure do, Mr. Walters,” Mercy said as flirtily as she dared with Claire’s mom sitting right across the kitchen table from her. “And they seem to like me too, most of them!”

		“I can see why they would; as I told Claire, you’re a real cutie,” Claire’s dad told his daughter’s new girlfriend.

		I think, if Mom and I weren’t here, she’d be sucking his cock right now! Claire found herself thinking. Wow, where did that come from? She asked herself. I’m jealous of my own father and my girlfriend! This being half of a lesbian/bisexual couple was going to take some getting used to!

		Neither Mom or Dad said anything about it for the rest of the holiday visit—other than Mom hugging Claire in the kitchen as they worked on Thanksgiving dinner together and whispering “I hope this works out for you, baby girl! Mercy seems like a sweet kid, but she’s like you, just a kid! There’s bound to be ups and downs, and I don’t think either of you is old enough to handle them on your own. Just remember, Mama is always here for you—both of you—when things get rough!”

		Claire had always enjoyed a good relationship with her mom, not as close of some of high school friends with theirs, but it had been warm and loving all the same. She embraced her mom hard and stared into her blue eyes, searching for the slightest bit of recrimination, the mildest regret that her only daughter probably wouldn’t be giving her lots of grandkids to spoil. Claire saw only a mother’s unhesitating love for her child, and a concern for her well-being. She kissed her mom on the cheek and went back to chopping the celery for the turkey stuffing, content and a little surprised to find that she had her family’s complete support in her little adventure in bisexuality.

		

		****

		

		“I’m glad to be heading back to Berkeley, “Mercy said, leaning back against the headrest as Claire drove them down the freeway toward the Bay Area. “Not that your family wasn’t great and very welcoming, but I have to tell you, I’d have gone bonkers, growing up in a little berg like Badgers Pass!”

		Claire laughed and said, “It is pretty small, isn’t it?”

		“Small? Fuck, we’ve got places in L.A. county that aren’t, whatdoyoucallit? Incorporated, or part of L.A. that are six times bigger than Badgers Pass!” Mercy chortled. “It’s super-small!”

		“Well, be that as it may, I grew up there and it’s home to me!” Claire retorted, feeling suddenly defensive about her little nothing of a hometown.

		Badgers Pass may have been rural—you had to drive into Red Bluff or up to Redding to do any real shopping—Badgers Pass didn’t even have a Walmart! But it was down-to-earth and friendly, unless you were somewhat strange and exotic, like the Teicherts!

		“What kind of apartment are we going to get?” Mercy said, changing the subject.

		“A cheap one, unless you’ve got a wad of money squirreled away that I don’t know about,” Claire informed her. “The East Bay isn’t as expensive as San Francisco, but it’s close!”

		“I don’t have money, but I’ve got skills!” Mercy shot back proudly. “I worked at a Starbucks for a year. I bet I can get a part-time job as a barista; since every other store in Berkeley seems to be a coffee place!”

		“That’s true, but with school and gymnastics, you’re not going to have a ton of time to work, plus, I’ve been hoping to get you to join me on the track team this spring.”

		“Track? What could I possibly do? I’m slow as fuck and I’m not Amazon-girl, like you are!”

		“Oh, I’ve been hoping we could find something you’re good at, so you could make the team,” Claire told her.

		“We both know what I’m good at, and titty-sucking and cunt-eating aren’t part of the track and field roster, now are they?” Mercy said with a straight face.

		“You’re fucking incorrigible, is what you are!” Claire giggled, reaching over and tousling Mercy’s short, red hair as she drove.

		

		****

		

		The apartment was small and cramped and at the top of a four-story building with no elevator. It’s one redeeming feature was that it was just six blocks from the campus, but it still cost what Claire would have paid to rent a small house in Badger’s Pass! Even though the end of the semester was very close, they didn’t wait, moving right away, since neither of them had anything but clothes and books to move. They bought furniture from second hand shops and someone from Mercy’s dorm gave them an old flat-screen TV, with a very small screen, since Christmas was coming fast and the girl was sure she was going to get a new, bigger-screened TV from her folks for a Christmas present.

		They soon learned that of the two of them, only Claire could cook and that she had a very small repertoire of dishes she could make. After dining on Beef Bourguigon twice and pricing a prime rib and discovering that they were way expensive, Claire and Mercy decided that spending some more money at the thrift shops to buy used cookbooks for Claire would be a wise investment!

		One afternoon in mid-December, when they were lollygagging on the grass of a practice field over at the campus athletic facility—it was a rare afternoon when Mercy didn’t have a shift at the Bountiful Bean coffee shop, where she now worked—Mercy asked Claire, “What’s wrong, baby? You’ve seemed down all week.”

		“Oh, it’s a lot of things;” Claire answered truthfukly. “Christmas is coming and I’m dreading it, since you’ll be riding the bus down to see your foster family and I’ll be driving up to Badgers Pass again by myself.”

		“It’s okay, I totally understand!” Claire rushed to assure Mercy. “You spent Thanksgiving with me, so it’s only fair that you spend Christmas in L.A.!”

		She shrugged hopelessly as she continued, “But just because I understand that, doesn’t make it any less painful to be apart at this time of the year.” Her face grew even more morose as she admitted, and this is probably the worst time to discuss this, but I have something else on my mind, too!”

		“What?” Mercy demanded, drawing herself up. They were both sitting on the damp grass in their matching sweatpants and sweatshirt outfits that read U. C. Berkeley Gymnastics Team and had matching Golden Bears under the letters.

		“I…I’ve been thinking of boys lately…cock, actually, and how nice it would be to play with one!” Claire blurted out, once she got herself going. “Not that your pussy isn’t as sweet as ever!”

		Mercy gave her a hesitant little grin and jerked her head towards a group of guys from the boys’ track and field team, who were just hanging around and goofing off under the nearby goalposts of one of the football practice fields. “Like those?” Mercy asked with a smile. “That one dude, the shot putter is enormous! I wonder if his dick is as big as the rest of him?”

		“I’d like to find out,” Claire admitted, ogling the tall, mammoth-muscled young man, who had jet-black hair and a matching short-trimmed, full beard. “I’ve been reading those two Greek mythology-based novels by Madeline Miller, my mom had them and loaned them to me when we were there for Thanksgiving. And that guy reminds me of a Greek god!”

		“Yeah, he could be Hercules, that’s for sure!” Mercy said, gazing at the imposing young athlete.

		“Hercules was only a demi-god, not a full god,” Claire corrected her. “But, yeah, he’s yummy to look at.”

		“Why just look, when we can do so much more?” Mercy said, getting up off the grass and brushing the grass blades of her cute little ass. The boys were watching her out of the corners of their eyes. And when she approached them moments later, they all smiled at the petite, redheaded beauty.

		“That’s Claire Walters, the javelin thrower? She’s interested in learning how to shotput.”

		“We, uh…only have a sixteen-pound shot here,” the bearded Goliath informed her. “The women’s’ shot is lighter.”

		“This one will do to learn on,” Claire said as she came up to them, staring down at the bigger shot. “I’m a strong girl and the principal’s the same, I’m sure.”

		“Well, this isn’t really kosher; we were just fooling around,” the shot putter explained as he leaned over and hefted the heavy ball, “But I guess I can show you the basics.”

		“The most important thing is the footwork; you have to get a good spin going to increase the momentum. Without momentum, you won ‘t throw very far!”

		The big man spun around several times, crouching low and holding the shot against his shoulder, then uncoiled like a spring and the ball flew downfield.

		Claire watched the short, choppy steps carefully, memorizing them, as well as the actual throwing motion. She trotted downfield and retrieved the heavy metal ball, hefting it experimentally as she came back toward the assembled group. When she was among them again, she crouched over and held the shot in her right hand up against her right shoulder. Trying to reproduce the man’s effort as closely as she could, she spun around a few times, using the same footwork pattern, and then heaved.

		The ball flew downfield, not as far as the guy had thrown it, but quite a distance. “Holy fuck! You sure you never did this before?” He asked her as he watched to projectile sail, then bounce to a stop on the grass.

		Claire ran over to a men’s javelin lying on the ground and hefted it. The men’s version of this much more familiar apparatus was a little longer than what she was used to and just a tad heavier. “This is what I usually throw, or at least the woman’s version of it.”

		With that, she hurled the unfamiliar spear as far as she could, careful to keep her toes behind the twenty-yard line of the practice football field, so it would be easy to figure exactly how far she had thrown. The javelin flew straight and true, and landed far beyond the goal line at the other end of the field.

		“Fuck! That’s over two-hundred feet!” one of the track boys yelled.

		“The world’s record for women is something like two-hundred and nine feet!” one of the other track guys exclaimed.

		“I’ve broken it before, just screwing around,” Claire sighed. “It’s easy to do, just goofing around with friends. It’s not so easy to do on a real track, with thousands of people in the stands and all kinds of TV cameras on you, and the world sporting press there! Besides, I was using a men’s javelin, it’s longer and heavier than a women’s javelin. Easier to heave further, if you’ve got the muscle to do it.”

		“Well, you’ve sure got the muscle!” the big shot putter enthused. “You threw that men’s shot, which is way heavier than the women’s version, a country mile before you chucked that javelin!”

		He was staring at Claire with undisguised awe, as were all the guys. She reveled in their admiration, stretching her long body out as if loosening up her joints, preening for them. She felt their eyes on her chest and on her ass, in the baggy sweatpants and wished, briefly, that it was spring, instead of winter, when she’d have been wearing track shorts and a U. C. Berkeley tank top, instead of sweats!

		“Listen, we’ve got to go home and start dinner, we’re having tacos tonight,” Claire told them, improvising as she went along. “How would you guys like to come over for that? You can bring the beer.”

		“A case or so ought to do it,” the big shot putter offered. “Where and what time?”

		“Give me your phone and I’ll text you later with the details,” Claire offered, eyeing the cell phone sticking out of the big guy’s sweat pants pocket. He handed it over, and she called her own phone with it, so she’d have a way to text him later, then handed the phone back.

		Two of the five guys had prior engagements that night and said they couldn’t come. But the shot putter and his two lanky friends—they looked like sprinters or jumpers of some kind—said they could make it and assured the two girls that they’d bring lots of beer to wash the tacos down with. The budding track stars said their good-byes and Claire and Mercy trudged off toward Claire’s car.

		“Well, that takes care of getting us some cock to play with,” Mercy murmured to Claire as they crossed the big, grassy field. “But what about the tacos? The last ones you made were barely edible!”

		“My new cookbook has an easy-sounding recipe I’ve been dying to try,” Claire assured her. “Let’s stop by the grocery store on the way home and pick up some lettuce, tomatoes, and some ground beef. Some canned refried beans, too, I think and a block of cheddar.”

		

		****

		

		“I’m Bart James, by the way.” The note accompanying the reply to Claire’s text said.

		“Isn’t Bart James a big deal on the football team, too?” Claire asked Mercy as they flitted about the kitchen, putting away groceries.

		“He was only the best defensive lineman in the conference last season!” Mercy answered her snarkily.

		Football was one sport Claire didn’t play, since there was no varsity team for women, so she hadn’t known about Bart James and his fame as a football player. She hadn’t gone to many games over the year because Cal was so hard, academically. It had seemed better to Claire to stay in her dorm room and study than to spend hours in a drafty football stadium, cheering on a bunch of guys she barely knew.

		“And he’s a big-time track guy, too,” Claire replied absently, re-reading the taco recipe as she spoke, not wanting to make the hamburger meat too spicy to be edible. Mercy was helping out by cutting up the avocados, washing and tearing up the lettuce, and setting out the grated cheddar they had bought to dress the tacos with. A dozen big flour tortillas had already been warmed individually in a large fry pan and piled up on a serving dish. Claire turned off the burner under the pan of heated up refried beans and scraped the contents of the pan into a serving bowl.

		The doorbell rang just as the girls were finishing up transferring everything from the countertop to the battered, second-hand kitchen table they had recently bought at Goodwill. The plates and silverware, mismatched and thereby reeking of poor-college-girl-kitsch were already in place on the old table, along with paper napkins and bottles of hot sauce.

		“Trust hungry college boys never to be late for a free meal and the promise of hot pussy later!” Mercy muttered under her breath as she trotted out of the kitchen to answer the door. The large, round-face clock they had bought at the same time they’d bought the table said six o’clock, straight-up, as Mercy flung open the door—just the time they had told the boys to get there—and there stood Bart James, with a case of Corona beer balanced on one shoulder and his two buddies from the track team right behind him.

		Claire thought of them as Mercy’s. Massive, heavily-muscled Bart James was all hers, as far as she was concerned! He had made that pretty clear, the way he had assumed proprietary “ownership” of her today, on the football field, talking almost exclusively to her, draping a meaty arm around her shoulders as the boys had walked them to Claire’s car, giving her one-on-one instructions as to the proper steps to putting the shot!

		That was fine with Claire. Ever since she had read those two Greek Mythology-based novels, she has sort of taken to thinking of herself as the Goddess of Sport; it only seemed right that a god-like hero like her own Hercules—Bart James—would be her choice as a lover! She intended to show him all she had learned from Jimmy, The Master, and all the men at last summer’s BDSM orgy tonight, in the bedroom after dinner, if things worked out that way!

		

		****

		

		“These tacos are fucking great, ladies!” Danny Fuller, one of Bart’s wingmen said after wolfing down two of them.

		Danny was tall, thin, and yet muscular, the way track guys often were. He was cute, with sparkling blue eyes and a tight cap of dark brown curls atop his handsome head. He grinned a lot and cursed profusely, something that would have normally turned Claire off—she generally avoided foul-mouthed boys—but Danny was one of Bart’s closest friends, and besides, his casual use of the “F” word in everyday conversation was

		charming, somehow, and didn’t come off as obscene at all!

		Claire also was able to give him a language-pass tonight because he was guzzling down the beer--they all seemed to be--because it went so well with the spicy food and the convivial, friendly tone of the meal. It seemed that they had known each other forever, rather than just meeting this afternoon, as the dinner wound to a close and the last of the food was consumed.

		“You’re eating a lot more than you usually do,” Mercy chided Claire as she joined Bart and the boys in finishing up the taco meat. “You’d better watch it or the Best Bod on Campus is liable to wind up with a little pot belly!”

		“Putting the shot and heaving the javelin burn up a lot of calories,” Claire countered, eating the last of her final taco. “I can afford a few extra bites!”

		“Both of you babes have outstanding figures,” Bart offered gallantly. “So a couple of more pounds wouldn’t hurt you.”

		Impatient for the romantic part of the evening to start, Claire abruptly stood up and began clearing the dirty dishes from the table. “You guys can get yourselves another beer, if you want. Mercy and I will do the same and join you in the living room, as soon as we deal with cleaning up.”

		Once the dishes and pans were all soaking in the sink, Claire did just as she said; she got herself and Mercy another cold Corona out of their ancient refrigerator and went into the living room. Bart was sitting all by himself on the threadbare love seat they’d gotten at a local thrift store, as if he was waiting for Claire to snuggle up next to him, so she did. Someone had found a rock station on the old stereo Mercy had dragged over from her old dorm room, and the sound of James Taylor filled the little apartment as Mercy wedged herself between the two boys sitting on the old sofa they’d slowly muscled up the four flights of stairs a few weeks ago.

		We need another girl to make this come out right! Claire thought to herself as Bart’s big arm settled down across her shoulders and she nestled into his big body cozily. Oh, well, I handled two guys at once at the summer orgy; a girl with Mercy’s…skank can certainly deal with that—I hope!

		She was going to be too busy with Bart to worry about it; that was clear as he gathered her into his embrace and kissed her for the first time, his tongue shoving its way into her mouth and tasting of beer and tacos and…Bart! Her breasts jerked together as her nipples instantly became erect under her bra and the layers of winter clothing she wore, and she knew Bart felt it! She had closed her eyes as they kissed, but now, she opened them just slightly and saw that Bart’s cock was stirring to fullness under his sweats.

		She wanted to reach down and caress it, but was hesitant to do that in front of the others, so she eased her lips back from his and murmured, “I guess I should show you the rest of the apartment, but there’s only the bedrooms.”

		“I’m anxious to see those, especially yours!” Bart whispered back hotly.

		“Well, I guess there’s no time like the present for our little tour,” Claire sighed and stood up.

		I never should have worried about her, I guess, Claire thought to herself as she was about to disappear down the short hallway leading to the bedrooms. Over on the couch, Mercy had a cock in each hand and the boys’ sweats down around their knees! She was making out hot and heavy with Danny, but she was letting the third boy from the track team, Jack, suck her bare titties as she toyed with his large dick, while she palmed Danny’s and soul-kissed him!

		Bart was looking back over his shoulder as well, watching his buddies get lucky with the hot, diminutive redhead. “Maybe I’m making a mistake, leaving the front room,” he chided Claire in a stage whisper, “Looks like things are getting interesting.”

		“Oh, I think I can guarantee you that things in my bedroom will be just as interesting!” Claire gushed and took his big right hand to lead him down the hallway.

		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		

		Even More Interesting

		

		“What’s this?” Bart asked with a naughty grin, reaching under the pillows on the bed Claire and Mercy normally shared at night and finding a flogger. He brought out the stiff, riding crop-like whip and stared at it as Claire sat up in the bed, her luscious bare tits rolling to a stop on her chest as she eyed the incriminating piece of sexual deviancy proof. She smiled beguilingly at Bart and murmured, “Mercy likes to whip my tits before she sucks them sometimes.”

		“And you like that?” Bart queried her curiously.

		“It can be fun, if she doesn’t get too carried away,” Claire admitted, feeling herself blush.

		“So, all those rumors flying around campus about the two of you are true!” he pressed her.

		“Yeah, they are; we’re a pair of bent girls, that’s for sure, but we like cock, too!” Claire finally admitted, reaching out for Bart’s fully erect prick. Their sweats had disappeared amid a flurry of making out and exploring each other’s naked bodies as soon as the bedroom door had been shut, and then they’d ended up in bed, still kissing and caressing, Bart’s hands roaming beneath the pillow to discover the flogger they had bought at a nearby sex shop last week. It wasn’t as nice a one as the Teicherts owned, but it was still fun!

		Mercy loved to wallop Claire’s titties before she sucked them—now that Claire had taught her how to do it without really hurting her nipples—and Claire loved to punish Mercy’s naughty little perfect ass before feasting on the young redhead’s overflowing pussy! Now Bart held the flogger, looking closely at it. The length of black leather looked tiny in his big hands, and Claire shuddered to think how hard his whip strokes might be, if he ever decided to use it on her!

		The big man had huge arm muscles, impressive, hairy pecs, and that close-cropped full beard, that was jet-black and lent an even more masculine aspect to his already daunting presence! He lashed the stiff flogger into his open palm and grinned at her, clearly imagining how it would be to whip her naked ass. “It’s cool,” he assured her, “I had a girlfriend a few years back who was into some pretty kinky stuff.”

		“Did she ever use a whip or crop or something on you?” Claire couldn’t help asking him as she reached out for the flogger.

		“Yeah, she did, a couple of times and it was hot, unless she got too into it, and really wailed on me,” Bart continued smiling at her as he handed over the whip.

		“Well, I’ll try not to do that!” Claire assured him, cleaving the air with the flogger in a menacing manner, her eyes on his massive, naked body. “You’re already pretty hard, so we won’t need to flog you to get you excited!”

		She lightly caressed his tightly-muscled ass cheeks with the hard leather as she spoke, and he reached out for her nipples. “No, just seeing these pretty tits of yours is more than enough to get me hard,” Bart mumbled softly, squeezing both her breasts in unison and drawing a sharp intake of breath from Claire.

		“Let’s see what this does for you!” she murmured, leaning over in the bed so that she could kiss and lick his cock head, bringing the flogger down across his bare ass at the same time; reaching around behind him.

		“Oh! Oh, fuck, that feels weird!” Bart whined as most of his hard on disappeared into Claire’s sucking lips, just as the second stroke from the whip landed on his butt. “Your mouth feels so good, but that fucking whip hurts so much!”

		Claire stretched out on the bed on her tummy and tilted her head back slightly, so Bart could use her lips and throat like an oral pussy and skull-fuck her properly while she wailed away on him with the flogger.

		He quickly got the idea and rammed his prick into her mouth for all he was worth, his nut sac bouncing off her chin with each power stroke of his stiff dick. He whimpered if she struck him across an already-raised welt, but kept on mouth-fucking her enthusiastically. She was bracing for an onslaught of the hot, gooey male come she knew was on its way when the door to the bedroom opened and a very naked Mercy and Danny peered in.

		“We wondered what you were doing to him!” Mercy explained. “He’s loud when you give him a lick—with the flogger, I mean!”

		Claire slid Bart’s saliva-gleaming prick from her lips and stared at Mercy’s reddened pussy lips. “Did he fuck you?” she asked her roommate.

		“Yeah, I got up on my hands and knees and sucked off his buddy while Danny fucked be from behind, doggy-style!” Mercy readily admitted. “The other guy came in my mouth and I swallowed it all for him, but

		Danny pulled out before he creamed me and we came in here to see what you were doing to poor Bart; he was bellowing so!”

		“Poor Bart was getting the blowjob of a lifetime, while I tanned his cute ass!” Claire answered snarkily, eyeing her roomie and her new guy with disdain.

		Danny’s sure got a monster of a dick! Claire thought to herself as she stared at the mostly limp piece of male flesh. It was a good ten inches, even soft like it was now!

		Bart’s wasn’t small, by any means; but it wasn’t huge like Danny’s! It didn’t seem fair that her…Hercules would have a smaller cock than a thinly-built specimen like his friend! She had been hoping that Bart would be built like a god all over, not just his upper body and legs!

		But the proof of her overestimation of Bart and underestimation of Danny was right in front of her, hanging down between Danny’s trim legs! She looked at her girlfriend’s reddened, stretched-open cunt lips and frowned. “He must have really reamed you out, babe!” she whispered to Mercy.

		“He did. I’ve had bigger, but not lately.” Mercy murmured back, spreading her tiny legs so that Claire could see more clearly how much he had opened her up.

		“Come here, and let me kiss it and make it feel better,” Claire offered, flicking her long tongue in Mercy’s direction.

		“Only if you let me kiss yours at the same time, so the boys get a show,” Mercy said teasingly as she came over to the bed and knelt next to Claire.

		After a little scrambling around had been accomplished—Claire flipping over onto her back and Mercy straddling her head and lowering her pelvis down onto Claire’s out-thrust tongue—the naughty sixty-nine show began, with both of the naked girls rubbing their erect nipples against each other’s taut tummy flesh as they munched on each other’s pink folds.

		“Holy fuck, but that’s hot!” Danny commented, sucking in his breath as he watched the two girls go totally lezzie on each other.

		“You got that right, bro!” Bart agreed, squirming around on the bed to see the taboo lesbian action better.

		Claire gobbled down the hot lubricant that was pouring out of Mercy’s pussy as she lapped at it. There was a ton of it tonight; more than usual. And Claire knew that performing for the boys was making her always-hot girlfriend even hotter!

		She had to admit, showing off her own naked body to the male audience was making her own pussy wet as it could be, and listening to Mercy coo and lick for more as she swallowed Claire’s hot girl-juice down was terrifically exciting! She dug her nails into Mercy’s tight little ass cheeks, mashing her succulent cunt down tighter against Claire’s eager mouth! Mercy was lapping at her pussy as though she couldn’t get enough of that syrup-sweet, clear cunt fluid!

		“Oh, man! Look at ‘em eat each other, Dude!” Danny whispered to his buddy, sounding nearly out of his mind with arousal.

		Mercy moved her thigh a little just then and Claire was able to see that Danny’s impressive cock was now hard as it could be in his slowly jacking fist. The thing was as big as Bob’s—the biggest cock at last summer’s BDSM orgy at the Teichert’s—at least eleven inches or so!

		She wondered, briefly, if she could get one that big in her mouth, until she remembered she’d sucked off Bob while wearing Master Ken’s rope hood. Plus, she bet Mercy had sucked this one a little before taking it in her pussy, and if Mercy could do it, so could she!

		The mere thought of sucking such a big cock while everyone watched, coupled with Mercy’s devilish little tongue massaging her clit, sent Claire spiraling over the top. She squealed up into Mercy’s cunt and licked it fiercely as she came! The vibrations of her orgasmic shriek set off an answering climax in the petite redhead’s pussy and Claire suddenly found herself swallowing a small deluge of hot, female come!

		“Look at these two get each other off!” Bart marveled.

		“Let’s frot!” Danny suggested hotly.

		“I don’t know; I’ve never done that in front of anyone before!” Bart said, sounding guilty. “It’s really kind of gay, when you think about it.”

		“Fuck that!” Danny insisted, “these two cunts are as kinky as they could be—they won’t mind!”

		With that, Danny scrambled onto the bed next to Bart, right next to the sixty-nining girls, and pushed his big friend over onto his back. Bart looked embarrassed, but willing, as Danny maneuvered between his spread legs and mashed his fat ball sac up against the big shot putter’s.

		“This is called frottage, frotting, for short,” Bart explained while Danny grabbed both their hard cocks and began to frantically jack them off, pressing the towering hunks of male muscle together in his sliding hand, their nut sacs still resting against each other.

		“How cool!” Claire exclaimed as she and Mercy disengaged and arranged themselves, spoon-like, to watch the two boys pleasure themselves.

		Claire, who was lying in front, closer to the young men, scooted closer, so she could reach out and touch the two bundled cocks. “I have big hands, for a girl. Why don’t you let me do that?”

		Danny grinned and relinquished his hold on the pressed-together cocks to Claire, who moved the velvety-soft skin covering the engorged dicks up and down slowly, he way Danny had been doing it. She couldn’t resist leaning in a little closer, so she could give each of their cock heads a little tongue-swipe!

		Oh, fuck! That makes it even hotter!” Danny yowled in ecstasy. “Do it again! Lick our dicks while you stroke ‘em, cutie!”

		For what must have been a solid three minutes or so, Claire jacked off the boys and languidly lapped at their prick tips every once in a while, as she did so. Both Danny and Bart were sighing with pleasure as she caressed them, running her thumb over their slickened cock heads every so often, toying with the steady stream of pre-come that oozed out of their piss slits.

		Bart shot off first, a huge gusher of thick, pearly-white cock cream jetting out of his slit at last, shooting up high enough to totally cover Danny’s cock head with slippery, super-heated spunk! Claire used it to jerk off Danny’s monster of a dick even faster, causing it to jump in her fist and start spewing out an equal amount of the slick, bleachy-smelling male ball-jelly!

		The young men were moaning and hunching their exploding hard ons into Claire’s jism-coated fingers as they continued to ease up and down the ejaculating pricks! “What a lot of come you boys shoot,” Claire murmured, leaning in to lap some of the heavy fluid away from their pulsing cock heads with her tongue. “And it’s delicious!”

		“Let me have some—don’t eat it all, you greedy thing!” Mercy babbled, coming up over Claire’s naked shoulders to lean down and suck up some of the still-oozing jizz!

		“Fuck! That was even better than usual!” Danny sighed contentedly as the girls finished cleaning up both his cock and Bart’s.

		“That was primo!” Bart said as Mercy sucked all of his deflated prick into her mouth and tongued off his and Danny’s clingy spunk. “You girls are exceptional—really fun to party with!”

		“What? You mean your regular girls don’t give you a lezzie show and then lick up your come after you give them a gay show?” Mercy asked, her snark clearly showing and one eyebrow raised in derision.

		“They sure don’t, red; they sure don’t!” Bart said with a big smile and a chuckle.

		“Well, then, you ought to dump those tight-assed skanks and hang with us!” Claire urged him.

		“I think I will!” Bart chortled, reaching for her nude body. “I think I will, at that!”

		Bart put his big hands under her armpits and lifted her long frame easily onto his massive chest. Claire weighed close to a hundred-and-forty pounds, since muscle was heavier than fat and she was nearly all muscle, so she wasn’t used to being hefted around like a child’s dolly. But Bart handled her like she weighed nothing and it felt so good to snuggle into his hairy, muscular chest that she did so as if she’d been doing it her whole life.

		

		****

		

		“This is nice. I definitely think I could get used to this!” Claire murmured happily into Bart’s ear as she rode his revitalized cock a little while later. Beside her and Bart, Mercy was hunching up and down on Danny’s big, hard dick, kissing him and cuddling with him as she humped her sleek little ass up and back above his pelvis.

		“It was neat, when you leaned over and kissed her just then,” Bart advised his new girlfriend. “It was all kinds of hot!”

		“You didn’t feel threatened by that?” Claire asked him.

		“Not a bit; I know you two have feelings for one another,” he told her casually.

		“You can fuck her, if you want to, you know. It wouldn’t bother me—I’ve seen her fuck other guys before.” Claire assured him, thinking of Mercy and The Master in the Pleasure Room over the Thanksgiving break.

		“I just may do that; she’s hot. But then, so are you!” Bart grinned mischievously at her and wrapped her up in his bear-like embrace and fucked up into her hard!

		

		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		

		The Storm Breaks

		

		The drive home at Christmas break seemed longer and much duller than the same drive had been at Thanksgiving. The big difference was, instead of a bright-eyed, scenery-attentive Mercy sitting next to her in the passenger seat, was a basket of dirty laundry Claire intended to wash in her mom’s machine at home.

		Mercy was probably dozing on a Greyhound bus headed for Los Angeles and her foster family right at the moment! It was only fair: Mercy had spent the previous holiday with Claire and her family in Badgers Pass, after all. But as much as Claire understood, intellectually, that the holiday arrangement was what was called for—fair and equitable and reasonable—that didn’t make it any easier, facing the long drive home by herself, and an effective two-week separation from her lover/girlfriend/confidante!

		Oh, well; it was what it was, Claire told herself steadfastly as she drove along the soggy interstate, running in and out of heavy rain squalls that challenged the very limits of her old Ford’s windshield wipers and her own driving ability. She passed a plodding eighteen-wheeler and was temporarily engulfed in a wind-tunnel of thrown up water from the roadway by the sheer tonnage of the semi-truck hurtling down it. When she finally passed the diesel and was clear of the deluge it was creating, Claire saw a big green and white road sign indicating that the next off ramp was for Corning, California. She knew that the small metropolis was only twelve or thirteen miles south of Red Bluff, where she’d leave the freeway for the twenty-mile run into Badgers Pass. She was almost there!

		She wouldn’t be going directly to her parent’s house, of course. Since she didn’t have Mercy along on this trip, to use as an excuse for going out at night to try to run into old high school classmates to introduce her new friend to, she wasn’t confident she’d be able to sneak over to the Teichert’s for a little Pleasure Room fun and games, the way she had at Thanksgiving. So, she was staying there tonight, having told her parents that she wouldn’t be driving up until tomorrow afternoon!

		`Consequently, when she came into town, she didn’t go down Olive Street, which would have led her to the subdivision where her parents lived. She instead took Main all the way down to Cypress, and followed that street to Mulberry, where The Master and Mistress lived.

		Parking in the driveway, right behind Ken Teichert’s Cadillac, she flung open the driver’s door and scampered up the familiar front steps two at a time, ringing the doorbell insistently, a huge smile on her face.

		“You’re here, at last!” Paula squealed with joy as he answered the door. “We’ll just leave you bags in the car until later; come in and take off your clothes; Ken has a new whip he’s just dying to show you!”

		

		****

		

		The Master soon had her as naked as he was in the Pleasure Room and was strapping her into a restraint harness he had fashioned out of ropes and screwed-together aluminum pipes. He picked up a long, black, evil-looking bullwhip and cracked it several times, just to get her juices flowing. He laid it across her rounded ass cheeks a few times, the leather biting into her flesh more with each successive lash.

		“Ooh! That feels so good—to be whipped by someone who really knows what they’re doing, Master!” she complimented him, relishing the hot jolts of erotic/forbidden pain and pleasure that the hot whipping drew forth from her rapidly-moistening pussy.

		“You haven’t found anyone down in Berkeley to give you what you need, then?” Ken asked her, bringing the whip around to the front of her body and punishing her thighs, just below her cunt.

		“N-No, not really,” she stammered, thinking about Bart and his amateurish sessions with the flogger and his disappointedly normal-sized dick. She brightened as she thought of Mercy and her talented fingers and tongue, and about Danny’s thick, ultra-long cock.

		Ken saw her little half-smile and pressed her, “No one? Among all those lusty young students?

		“Well, I do have a boyfriend, and he’s nice,” she admitted, knowing somehow that she was blushing as she spoke. “And, of course, there’s Mercy—you met her at Thanksgiving—she lives with me now and we do things together almost every night! And she has a boyfriend named Danny, who is best friends with my boyfriend, Bart. And they both fuck me sometimes, Danny and Bart, and Danny has this super-cock, it’s even longer than yours, Master! And just as big around! Sometimes Bart is up my ass and Danny is up my pussy at the same time! That’s so fun! They really get me off strong and there’s so much come! And Mercy is right there to clean me up with that nasty little tongue of hers! And they all flog me, when I ask them to, but none of them is really good at it, like you and The Mistress are!”

		Paula Teichert had come into the room while Claire was speaking and she grinned as she heard the girl praising her skills and stripped out of the loose sweater she was wearing, yanking it over her golden tresses and thrusting out her big, bare breasts for Claire’s inspection.

		“No bra, like usual!” Claire gushed as she saw the spectacular white globes with their pinkish centers standing erect and full. “I wouldn’t wear a bra either, if I had tits like yours, Mistress!”

		“Yours are prettier than mine; smaller, but prettier!” Paula whispered breathily, as she shucked out of her jeans and panties and padded over to Claire, completely naked. She examined the younger woman’s solid breasts and tweaked her extended nipples lovingly. “They look like they’re hungry for a good sucking and my nipple clamps,” The Mistress said, after looking them over carefully and toying with them.

		“Oh, they are!” Claire assured her excitedly, twisting in her restraining roped, offering her throbbing tits to Paula as best she could. “I want both you and The Master so bad! Fuck me! Beat me! Suck my tits! Eat my pussy, please!

		

		****

		

		For hours on end, the perverted, loving couple did just that. Ken fucked Claire hard, making her come like a wild woman. He finished up in her ass, flooding it with copious jets of his fiery-hot man cream, which The Mistress dutifully licked out of her, after first licking her well-fucked pussy and making her climax for a solid minute, at least!

		Claire had come again when Paula had licked out her asshole, prodded into ecstasy by The Mistress’s finger on her clit as that knowledgeable little tongue went crazy inside her bottom! Now, Claire’s tongue was up The Master’s hairy anus, exploring and lapping as The Mistress flogged Claire’s ass with an oversized paddle. Claire was just on the edge of coming, but held off, knowing The Master would want to ass-fuck her again as soon as his fat cock was hard enough to do so.

		“That’s right! Lick that bunghole!” Mistress Paula panted for breath as she really leaned into flailing Claire’s bright-red bottom. “How do you like it, reaming out Ken’s butt with that naughty little tongue?”

		“I love it! I love licking The Master’s ass!” Claire sighed in between penetrations, not lying at all. She really did love it! The act was so nasty that she didn’t do it for Bart or Danny, and rarely for her beloved Mercy—only for her sweet Master!

		“Okay, that’s enough of that—I don’t want to come yet!” Master Ken gasped at that moment, pulling his butt away from Claire’s dedicated licking. He glanced over at his wife and said, “This kid is incredible; the way she massages my prostate with her tongue tip!”

		“My tongue isn’t really long enough to reach all the way up there,” Paula admitted reluctantly, sprawling out of her back on the blue mat. “But Claire’s is! Her tongue is magic! It reaches everywhere.”

		“Well, right now it’s going to reach up that juicy cunt of yours, while I fuck her in that tight little ass of hers again!” Ken assured his wife, moving Claire over to Paula’s prone form and then positioning himself behind her.

		Claire made the transition from The Master’s musty opening to Paula’s succulent pinkness with gusto. She shoved her tongue deep inside the slippery little hole and began to lap contentedly as she felt The Master’s thick cock head take it’s place up against her own anus. She was still plenty lubed up from having a big load of his cock juice back there before, plus the added slickness of The Mistress’s saliva, so he was able to slide right in all the way up to his balls. Claire felt them bounce against her aroused clit as he bottomed out in her, doggy-style and began to pound her anal sheath hard!

		His rapid, deep stroking mashed her face against his wife’s gushing pussy even harder and her tongue went deeper inside Paula’s delicious pinkness. She sucked up the hot juice bubbling up out of the perfect little cunt and swallowed it noisily, knowing that The Mistress would appreciate her oral tribute and react to it with still more delectable pussy lube for her to suck down. Paula did just that! She hunched her femininity up against Claire’s nursing lips and brayed, “Oh, that’s it! Suck out every drop and eat it, you hot-cunted little slut, while Ken fucks that naughty little butt of yours!”

		The hot tableau went on and on, with Claire murmuring into Paula’s overflowing cunt and Ken panting as he hammered his fat dick in and out of the teen girl’s forbidden asshole, while Paula whispered obscene encouragement to both of them! At last Ken straightened up behind her, screamed out that he was “coming like a motherfucker!” and fired a huge gush of white-hot semen into Claire’s clenching ass channel. He waited until he had almost emptied his balls into Claire before yanking his cock free of her ass, quickly knee-walking past her to his reclining wife and jerking her up into a sitting position while Claire’s tongue was still in her pussy. The Master crammed his still-leaking dick into a very surprised Paula’s mouth, fucking two more big jets of come into her mouth before he finished coming!

		“That ought to hold both of you hot cunts for a while,” Ken Teichert chortled, fucking his softening hard on into Paula’s lips a few more times. “Clean me up good, honey. I might have gotten a little dirty in Claire’s asshole.”

		

		****

		

		“Okay, what’s wrong?” Claire asked Paula as she lay between a lightly snoring Ken and his wife an hour later. “Something’s wrong; I can tell, so don’t bother to lie to me.”

		“We’re very glad to see you; to have you with us again!” Paula whispered earnestly in the darkness. “We’re so…cut off here. It’s worse than before, when you were here at Thanksgiving.”

		“How so?” Claire asked. “Why is it worse?”

		“I…we did something stupid!” Paula blurted.

		Claire heard her fumbling around on her nightstand for something and, a moment later, a cell phone screen lit up on Paula’s side of the bed. As she watched her, Paula found a video and brought it up on the screen. A young girl—she didn’t look over thirteen—came onto the screen. She was naked, frolicking around in the Pleasure Room with an equally naked Ken Teichert. Paula wasn’t in the picture, and since this was her phone, Claire instantly surmised she had taken the video.

		The girl wasn’t tall like Claire. She was short, with flawless olive skin, pert little tits with chocolate-drop nipples, a cute, rounded ass like only a very young teenage girl has, and big brown, soulful eyes set in a babydoll face that was both innocent and very worldly, somehow. In the video, Master Ken first suspended her from the ceiling ring by tying her hands up with one of his soft, black ropes, stretching her little body out until she was on her tiptoes, and totally helpless. Then, he proceeded to whip her with the cat of nine tails until her girlish, rounded little ass was cross-hatched with wicked-looking red welts and her petite pink pussy lips were simply dripping with lube! He entered the child slowly, since his dick was monstrously big and her cunt was so small, but she seemed to take it easily, and naughty little smile of triumph/enjoyment lit up her gorgeous young face as she realized that he was bottomed out in her.

		He fucked her thoroughly and vigorously then, her juvenile body swinging and swaying on the rope as he ravaged her. When he got ready to come—which wasn’t long, not surprisingly; this tiny girl was a sex pervert, like Master Ken’s wetdream! –he surprised both the girl and Claire by reaching up and flicking a special quick-release knot he had finished off his restraints with, loosing the ties all at once and dropping her abruptly to her knees, his fat cock pulling free of the girl as she fell! He grabbed her roughly by her dark, ponytailed hair and started to skull-fuck her furiously, spit and lube flying about as his cock punched in and out of her “O”-shaped lips and his dick head making a huge bulge in her neck as he face-fucked her!

		“Oh, God, TAKE it, you little cunt! Take it all!” Ken yelled as he started to cream her throat on screen. Paula zoomed in, to capture the young girl’s throat working to swallow all of his massive load, and only a thin stream of his pearly-white come escaped her mouth on one side to meander down her cheek and drip off onto her erect-nippled little tits.

		“That was the first time he fucked her, but it was far from the last,” Paula whispered in the darkness, “as you can imagine.”

		“YOU should talk Your tongue was in her cunt as often as my cock was!” Ken, who had obviously woken up during the illicit video.

		Claire knew the married couple well enough to realize that Ken wasn’t really angry or disappointed in his wife’s behavior with the young girl. She had caught a strain of pride in the Rope Master’s tone, just as she heard a similar emotion in Paula’s earlier description of how many times her husband had violated the little teenager. It was clear that they had both enjoyed ravaging the youngster!

		“Turned out that she was Kyle Bennet’s niece, and that he’d been raping her since she was a toddler,” Ken said just then.

		“Holy fuck!” Claire breathed out a sigh of pure despair. Kyle Bennet was the town bad-ass! Had been for upwards of twenty years, from what Claire had heard about him! He had a screw loose—that’s what people said about him! There was just about nothing that Kyle Bennet wouldn’t consider doing, if he wanted to!

		He had been sent to prison for manslaughter twice, for making and selling moonshine, for running drugs up from Mexico and selling them to teenagers, right across the street from the high school, and he’d been arrested on suspicion of rape more than once, but the families involved refused to testify at the last moment; people said they were scared to, because Kyle had somehow made bail and threatened to kill them!

		“I’m not a man who is easily frightened,” Ken mused in the darkness of the bedroom. “But Kyle Bennet scared me. He sat right in our front room and told us if he ever heard of Tessie, his niece coming over her again, he’d kill both me and Paula! He said it as calmly as if he was predicting rain that day. He has the coldest gray eyes I’ve ever seen. I believed him!”

		Ken sounded shaken, and Claire didn’t blame him. She’d only seen Kyle Bennet around town a couple of times, but that had been enough to convince her that he was as bad an hombre as everyone said he was!

		She remembered one time when she’d been sixteen or so, she and a group of her girlfriends from the gymnastics team had been downtown, doing some window shopping, and Kyle Bennet has stumbled out of Country Roads, the dive tavern on Main Street, at around noontime, he had been drunk as a skunk already and he had looked at the girls, who had all been clad in tank top and cut-off jean shorts, like they were something good to eat and he was starving! She vividly recalled the way he had weaved around on his feet, tipped that ratty old cowboy hat he always wore to them and continued to leer at them as he had staggered over to his old Ford pickup, and then climbed into it and drove away.

		Claire remembered that Diane McKinnon, her best friend at the time had said something like: “What a creepy old guy! My dad says he’s a holy terror; that he’d as soon slit your throat as look at you!”

		She had agreed with Diane’s assessment, as had most of the other girls. Claire still did: she told the Teicherts, Mr. Bennet is a bad dude; you’d best steer clear of him!”

		“We’d love to, but apparently Tessie told him all about what happened on her visits to the Pleasure Room, and her uncle was none too amused! He’s been over here, twice, to harass us and tell us we deserve to burn in Hell, for what we did to Tessie!” Ken Teichert said, sounding resigned and nervous in the darkness.

		“Well, I’m sure he would have done even worse things, if he’d had the chance—from all I’ve heard about him!” Claire assured her ex-employers, flipping over onto her tummy as she spoke. “Right now, let’s not spend the night worrying about it—let’s enjoy each other instead!”

		She slipped her left hand around Ken’s cock, which wasn’t fully erect, but her stroking fist soon had him well on his way to that state! At the same time, she caressed Paula’s sleek right thigh and eased at finger into her ever-wet pussy and began to finger-fuck her as she jerked her husband’s cock hard…

		

		****

		

		“Did you have a good trip?” Claire’s father asked her the next day when she pulled to a stop in her parent’s driveway at two in the afternoon.

		“Really good; it’s pretty much sunny all the way up the valley today, unlike yesterday.” Claire replied, avoiding really lying to her dad. It was sunny all the way up the valley, from what she had heard on the weather report on the radio during the short drive over from the Teichert’s, where she had spent last night and most of today.

		“Your moms in the kitchen, I expect, working on dinner. Her dad told her, lifting her suitcase out of the trunk. “You’re in your old room. We haven’t changed it, except to take the single bed out, since Mercy isn’t along on this trip.

		The house--as Claire staggered into it, carrying a big basket of dirty laundry and a plastic garbage bag full of Christmas presents—smelled wonderful! She immediately recognized the familiar scent of her mom’s spaghetti and meatballs recipe. She intended to learn how to make it before she returned to school. The boys and Mercy were growing a little tired of a steady diet of Beef Bourguigon, as good as it was, tacos, and the occasional prime rib, when they could afford it.

		Bart bought them frozen dinners once in a while and Danny had barbequed hot dog and hamburgers once during a televised NFL game they all watched one Sunday afternoon, but for the most part, they subsisted on take out meals and whatever Claire could scrape together out of her second-hand cookbook and her very limited repertoire of dishes she had already mastered in the kitchen. She set down the heaping basket of laundry atop the washing machine and trundled back into the kitchen to give her mom a big hug and squeeze while eyeing the open recipe book on the counter.

		“Want to learn how to make good spaghetti, huh?” her mom chided her, catching her perusing the recipe. “I tried to tell you that learning to cook would come in handy someday, but you were always too busy, running off to play basketball or learn a new routine in gymnastics to listen!” her mom chastised her gently.

		“Athletics came in handy, too!” Claire shot back. “Who’s paying for UC Berkeley?”

		“Yes, but we don’t want you to starve to death at UC Berkeley, now do we?”

		Mom beckoned her over to the kitchen counter and pointed at the recipe. “The important thing with spaghetti, is to get the pasta right, and to use just a little sugar in the sauce…”

		Claire listened carefully as her mother walked her through the recipe. It was good to be home, if only for a couple of weeks.

		

		****

		

		“Next school year is going to be rough, as far as money goes,” Claire said that night at dinner. “Because of the stupid Olympic Committee rules, I guess I can’t work for the Teicherts again this summer. I have to go up to Eugene in June, to compete in the stupid trials, if I want to be on the team, even though I hold the collegiate record for the javelin!”

		“You not working there again might not be such a bad thing,” her dad said, digging in to his spaghetti. “There’s some nasty rumors about that house and the things that go on there floating around town!?’

		He stopped talking and gave his daughter the stink-eye for a minute, as if hoping she’d say something about the Teicherts and their unusual lifestyle, but Claire stared down at her plate as if she’d never seen pasta before, and was studying it.

		“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she lied at last. “I lived there all last summer and never saw anything out of the ordinary.”

		The untruth just laid there between the small family; like a dog turd on the carpet, until Claire said at last, “Then there’s Olympic Camp; I have to go to that, if I make the team, and that will eat up the rest of the summer.”

		She shook her head, causing her cascade of light brown hair to whip about her shoulders as she said, “Again, stupid, if you ask me. I already know how to throw a javelin further than any other girl in America! What am I going to learn?”

		“Teamwork, I guess. How to bring home the gold!” Claire’s dad chortled.

		“I’ll bring home the fucking gold,” Claire mumbled, so her folks couldn’t understand her. “I bet I’ve been on more sports teams already than almost anyone else at Olympic Camp!”

		“Confidence is good. Over-confidence isn’t!” her dad blurted, shocked by her uncharacteristic outburst.

		

		****

		

		“You know, Claire, if you’d just pay more attention to the mechanics of throwing the javelin, you’d be almost as good as you think you are!” Trish Van Dimer, the U.S. Women’s Track and Field Coach told Claire. “You’re so strong and have such a great natural sense of balance, that you can muscle it downfield for impressive distances, but your mechanics are little short of terrible!”

		“If you’d won two gold medals, instead of two silvers, Trish, back when you were competing,” Claire told her cattily, I might be more inclined to listen to you.”

		With that, Claire took a step forward and launched the javelin she had been hefting downfield, in an arching throw that—in Claire’s estimation--was right at current world record distance. It turned out to be three inches short of the world record, but, still, it was an epic throw, and it had the effect of shutting Trish Van Dimer up about her lack of mechanics!

		Claire basked in the adulation, awe, and envy of her Olympic teammates for a few minutes, then sauntered back inside the field house nearby, to the uneven bar set up she’d had constructed so that she could practice her routine at the Track and Field facility, while the rest of the Gymnastics Team honed their skills in a different city than the Track and Field Team trained in. Trish didn’t like her missing time with the track team so that she could practice gymnastics but that was just too bad, as far as Claire was concerned: Trish could pound sand, for all she cared!

		I already know how to throw the fucking javelin better than anyone else in this place—mechanics be damned! Claire thought as she entered the darkened field house and switched on the bright overhead lights. Her uneven bar apparatus stood, looking lonely and out of place, in the middle of the large facility; surrounded by blue mats that reminded Claire of the ones in the Teichert’s Pleasure room back in Badgers Pass. She slipped on the specially padded gloves that all gymnasts wore when working on the uneven bars, the ones that weren’t really gloves but were designed to help them keep the skin on their palms intact as they twisted and turned on the fiberglass surface, spinning and somersaulting and performing handstands to entertain and delight the spectators and, hopefully, the steely-eyed judges, who would be looking for the slightest slip, the tiniest flaw in a girl’s routine!

		The field house doors opened again, and a gaggle of young Track and Field girls entered the facility. This was what Trish really hated about Claire’s insistence about trying to be a two-sport competitor! It was a big distraction for the other girls, who couldn’t imagine someone being talented and athletic enough to try to compete in two different events. They would slip away and watch Claire train, ignoring their own practice time and daydreaming about being so strong, so confident that you could believe you could be competitive in not just one, but two world-class events!

		“Hey, you guys, you know you’re not supposed to be in here!” Claire shouted at them, making a shooing motion with her hand as she spoke.

		“Aw, Claire, I been running all morning. I deserve a little break, no matter what tight-ass Trish says,” Rashida Wallace, a black sprinter replied, an insouciant, defiant smile on her ebony face. “We just want to watch you for a while.”

		Claire knew Rashida a little bit from various basketball tournaments around the country. Rashida was a wily point guard as well as a nationally-ranked sprinter. Claire knew Rashida was impressed with her try to be a two-sport Olympian and had been talking about running track in the next Olympics in Rio, four years from now. Claire would be too old for Rio; she’d be twenty-three by then, but Rashida, who was only a junior in high school might not be.

		“Suit yourself, girls, but old Trish won’t like it!” Claire shouted as she ran toward the lowest of the uneven bars to start her routine.

		Maybe this trend I’ve started to compete in two events isn’t such a good thing? Claire asked herself as she spun around the lower bar and went into a handstand. Her right arm was aching from throwing the javelin so hard just now, and the rest of her body was feeling the effects of two weeks of Trish’s unrelenting exercise and jogging regimen. I’m only nineteen, but I think I’m getting too old for this shit! She thought to herself as she did another spin and then flew to the higher bar to do a handstand and spin maneuver there.

		All the weight training, running, and sports since she’d been fourteen was beginning to take a toll! She ached like an old lady as she twisted and spun through the rest of her intricate moves on the bars, and when it came time to transfer back to the lower bar, for her patented triple somersault dismount—the one no other female gymnast so far had been able to master; the one she hoped was going to put the icing on the cake as far as her difficult routine went, and win her the gold medal in London—she didn’t really stick it. She landed okay, but then staggered forward two steps, which would cost her in the points standings, if she did that at the Olympics.

		“Pretty good, I guess; I don’t really follow gymnastics,” Trish’s voice thundered from the door. The head coach turned toward the cowering audience of Track and Field girls and demanded, “What are you doing here, ladies? Aren’t you supposed to be running laps?”

		“We already ran them, Ma’am!” Rashida, offered defiantly. “And, since we were done, we didn’t think it would hurt anything to slip in here and watch Claire for a little while.”

		“Well, since you have so much time on your hands, add another three laps around the whole practice facility to your list of things to do before you hit the showers!” Trish said icily amid a chorus of female groans.

		“You know, if you weren’t such a hard-assed bitch all the time, they might like you better,” Claire whispered to Trish as she walked over to her, tugging at her well-chalked gloves.

		“They don’t pay me to be liked: they pay me to see that they win!” Trish whispered back harshly as she turned to leave the gym.

		What a cunt! Claire said to herself as she watched the tall, lithe woman walk away.

		

		****

		

		“This is so cool!” Claire said to Mercy and Bart. They were at a formal welcoming party for the Olympic participants in the newly-completed basketball venue. They were drinking sparkling apple cider in their plastic champagne flutes—even though Bart was over twenty-one. The Olympic Committee didn’t think it appropriate for Olympic athletes to consume alcohol, even if they were old enough to drink. Everyone was wearing white, fleece warm up pants and a matching long-sleeved warm up jacket, with the storied Olympic rings on the right breast and USA, in red, white, and blue letters on the left.

		Simply everyone was there—past Olympic medalists, famous sportswriters from all around the globe, celebrities, rock stars, even a Royal or two—this being London—plus all the best athletes from around the world, from soccer stars to NFL players and their wives, past NBA superstars, to the various sports legends-in-the-making that Claire had seen on TV or followed in the newspaper, but had never met in person. She had been all over the U.S., to compete in gymnastics competitions, and basketball tournaments, but she had never been out of the country before, and thus, had not met her international peers prior to coming to London.

		Everyone seemed to know who she was—the famous Two-Sport Girl—who hoped to medal in two separate Olympic events; something that hadn’t even been seriously attempted for a hundred years, since the legendary Jim Thorpe had won two gold medals at the 1912 Olympics, only to have them stripped away when it came to light that he had violated Olympic rules by accepting expense money for playing baseball prior to participating in The Games, thus eliminating his amateur status.

		“Well, well, well; the famous Golden Girl—in the flesh!” a male voice suddenly boomed from behind her in the crowded venue. She turned just in time to see George Kline, the handsome black philanthropist she had met and fucked at the Pleasure Room party last summer stepping through the throng of people to sweep her into his arms and kiss her on the cheek. “Good to see you again, my dear!” he whispered into her ear as he held her close. “I thought I might see you here; I heard you made the team! Everyone, the world over, is buzzing about the girl who is hoping to medal in two events!”

		It’s a big deal, just getting to try!” Claire gushed. “No one has succeeded in doing it since 1938, when Babe Didrikson Zaharias won two golds and a silver in three separate events!”

		“I know. The sporting press has been full of it, ever since you announced you were going to try out for both the gymnastics team and the track and field team!” George said, beaming. “How’s it going?”

		“Well, I think I’m going to do okay in the javelin—I’m really talented at that. But the gymnastics one is going to be tough! I’m pretty good on the uneven bars, but so are all the other girls, from all over the world! I haven’t really competed with this caliber of talent before; just regional and local meets all around the U.S. It’s pretty intense, going up against the best on earth for the first time!”

		“I can imagine. I ran track, back in college, and I was okay, but far from Olympic caliber!” George admitted, eyeing the hulking Bart, who had turned around to see who his best girl was hugging and talking to so intently.

		“This is Bart James, George; he’s my boyfriend, roommate and teammate. He puts the shot. He’s also been drafted by the Raiders to play middle linebacker next year!”

		George broke into an even bigger smile and pumped Bart’s offered hand. “The Raiders, huh? I got to be friends with Al Davis, when the team played in L.A., a few years back.”

		“Mark, Al’s son, run the team now,” Bart offered.

		“I know him, too,” George answered, “And Mark’s mom, Carol. Maybe I’ll put in a good word for you with them.”

		“I’d appreciate that, Mr. Kline,” Bart replied with a grin. “It couldn’t hurt.”

		George Kline turned his attention back to Claire, who he still held in his arms. “I’d love to see you again, while we’re both in London. But I think I’m a little too old to pass for a team member and visit you in the Olympic Village.”

		The forty-something business tycoon puffed out his chest comically and sucked in his gut, grinning at Claire. She laughed and said, “No, but I could come and see you. Where are you staying?”

		“The Savoy,” George said, they had the nicest suites still left when I made my reservations, and I’ve stayed there before numerous times.”

		“I’ve heard of it; fancy hotel!”

		“Five star,” George responded.

		“Who is this spectacularly handsome gentleman, and why haven’t you introduced me to him, babe?” Mercy tore herself away from an obviously entranced print reporter standing nearby and came over to join them, taking Claire possessively by the arm.

		“George Kline, this is my other roommate and my best friend, Mercy. She and I are as ‘romantically involved’ as Bart and I,” she admitted with a coquettish little smile.

		“I can’t blame you, she’s lovely!” George grinned at Mercy, eagerly taking in her five-foot, one, redhaired perfection in her tight, white fleece sweatpants and her more than half unzipped sweatshirt, which offered visual proof she wore neither bra nor tank top beneath it.

		“Are you the same George Kline that built those factories in L.A., so that homeless people could work there?” Mercy asked wide-eyed, switching her arm-capturing grip casually from Claire to George as she led him away toward the refreshment table.

		“Well, I guess we know what Mercy’s going to be doing tonight!” Claire said in a giggling whisper to Bart.

		“Yeah, I hope the bro has a big dick,” commented Bart.

		“He does.” Claire assured him with a sly wink. “Let me tell you about how I met George back in Badgers Pass. Remember, I told you about Ken and Paula, and how I worked for them last summer? Well, they met George at a big BDSM event, while they were still living in Beverly Hills…

		

		****

		

		“Both of them? You let both of those big-dicked fuckers bang you at the same time?” Bart asked incredulously, his own cock up Claire’s juicy cunt as he spoke. She was riding him like a cowgirl, both of them totally naked and in a king-size bed at the Savoy. It was an hour after the big meet-and-greet for the press and the Olympians had broken up and, rather than going back to the Olympic Village for the night, they had taken George up on his kind offer to buy the three of them dinner at his hotel. George and Mercy were still downstairs in the bar; no one at the Savoy dared ask the nineteen-year-old Mercy for her ID--not when she was with a well-known, billionaire guest like George Kline—so the after-dinner drinks and the champagne were still flowing, while Bart and Claire had taken George up on his offer to go upstairs and see his room while they waited for him and Mercy to join them. One thing had led to another, as it often did between the two of them, and now their Olympic uniforms lay on the floor next to Georges big bed and Claire was gliding up and down on Bart’s hard cock, her solid teenage tits bouncing in time to their fucking.

		“Oh, don’t act so surprised!” Claire admonished her boyfriend, “You and Danny have had me that way often enough!”

		“Yeah, and Danny is super-hung, but I’m not,” Bart insisted. “From what you said, old George and his Bob guy were both sporting mondo-cocks!”

		Claire smiled down at him, remembering how nicely Bob and George had made her come when they’d doubled her, “Yeah, they are, and it was fun to do that once, just to prove to myself that I could do it and enjoy it! But I really like a normal-sized cock up my ass a lot more than I like an eleven or twelve incher; that’s why Mercy is so perfect for Danny—she just loves big dicks up her pussy, up her ass, down her throat! It just doesn’t’ matter to that girl, I swear!”

		“So that’s why I almost always get your ass, while Danny gets your pussy!” Bart let out a sigh of pleasure and fucked up into her even more enthusiastically.

		“Before long, you’re going to know all my little secrets, at this rate!” Claire berated him and rode even harder.

		The suite’s front door opened and moments later Mercy and George appeared in the bedroom’s doorway. Her fleece was totally unzipped and one of her perfect little tits peeked out, only to be covered instantly by George’s big, black hand. He squeezed it affectionately and toyed with the redhead’s aroused nipple absently as he stared at the action going on before him.

		“It looks like we missed the start of the party, but we can catch up,” he murmured to Mercy as he slipped off her sweatshirt and started to fondle both of her exposed breasts.

		“We sure can, darling!” Mercy cooed, unzipping George’s slack and undoing his belt. She followed the loosened pants down to the carpet, kneeling before him to tug down his boxers and expose his mammoth black dick, her eye’s widening at the size and heft of the exposed ebony shaft. “Mmmmm, what a super cock!” she sighed in admiration, leaning in to kiss the oversized head and run her tongue all around it.

		Mercy glanced over at Claire, who was riding Bart’s cock slowly, watching her girlfriend slobber all over George’s towering erection. “This is just as big and great as you said it was!” Mercy told her friend. “I’m going to have fun with this one!”

		“This is a big bed, honey, still lots of room for you and your new friend,” Claire whispered back, a certain huskiness settling into her voice as she fucked Bart and watched her girlfriend suck the huge black cock.

		She patted the mattress next to her and nodded toward it as she murmured, “Come on, you two, get naked and join us!”

		George eased out of his shoes as Mercy’s head started to go in and out on his hardness, undoing the buttons on his dress shirt at the same time. He had left his sport coat in the front room of the suite, so he was completely naked except for his socks as he peeled the shirt off and flung it on the bedroom floor. Mercy sucked contentedly for a full minute longer, then let his prick slide out of her saliva-gleaming lips and stood up again, slipping off both her thong panties and her fleece sweatpants as she rose to her feet. She kicked out of her trainers and she and George made their way over to the bed hand in hand, wearing only their socks.

		“You’re going to look so sexy, with that gigantic black dick in you, babe!” Claire whispered as the other couple clamored onto the mattress, George on his back, with his enormous cock swaying above those out-sized nuts, while Mercy threw a leg over his torso and mounted up. Claire leaned over and kissed her as Mercy started to move up and down on George’s upthrust hard on, giving her lots of tongue and tasting George’s cock inside her girlfriend’s mouth as their tongues dueled.

		George moaned and said aloud, “Holy fuck, but her little pussy’s tight, and it got even tighter as they kissed! I felt it clamp down around my dick!”

		“Yeah, it’ll do that,” Bart agreed. “I’ve fucked her a few times when she and Claire were making out—it’s hot!

		“Not as hot as this!” Claire voice was so excited it almost sounded guttural as she broke off the torrid kiss to lean down still further and suck Mercy’s erect right nipple as she reached over to tweak the left one while Mercy kissed her on the neck and murmured, “Oh, suck it! Suck my nippy as George gives me that big, black cock, baby!”

		Mercy’s ass went into overdrive and her trim hips flew up and down the engorged column of male meat, with the little redhead moaning and cooing about how good it felt, how hot it felt to be fucked this way!

		“Sweet Jesus; this kid’s a great piece of ass!” George sighed, looking on raptly.

		“Claire’s cunt is so juicy and tight around my cock!” Bart marveled aloud as the Golden Girl rode him in ecstasy, her hips whipping up and down his erection as she leaned across the bed and sucked tit at the same time.

		Mercy came hard just then, but Claire never let up on her nipples, and George managed to stay stiff in her exploding pussy throughout the squealing, wildly-hunching orgasm. Bart watched raptly as Claire released Mercy’s nipple, licked it lovingly for a final time, and straightened back up over Bart’s upright cock. “I know what would get her off even stronger,” Claire told him with a conspiratorial wink, easing her tight pussy off his dick. “Stay here for a moment, don’t come, just stay ready!” she implored him, moving over behind Mercy between George’s splayed-open legs.

		She let her hands glide over Mercy’s back and up onto her shoulders, gently bending the smaller girl at the waist, so that her pert breasts dangled right in front of George’s face. “Suck her tits, while I do this!” Clare hissed at George, her head dipping down so that she could kiss Mercy’s tine ass pucker. The girl shuddered as George’s lips enveloped her right nipple just as Claire’s stiff tongue penetrated deeply into her anus!

		“Oh! Oh, fuck, babe; that’s it! Tongue-fuck my ass while George fucks me!” Mercy begged.

		There was no sound in the large suite except for Claire’s tongue making a slurping sound as it slid in and out of Mercy’s clinging asshole and George’s fat cock sluicing up the girl’s succulent little cunt. Bart’s dick gave a jerk at the lewd sight of Claire eating ass while George enjoyed the little redhead’s sloppy-wet slit, but he somehow kept from coming.

		After Claire had Mercy’s shit chute good and wet, she motioned for her boyfriend to join her behind the bent over girl. Easing her tongue out of her girlfriend’s gaping butthole, Claire whispered to Bart, “Fuck it now; come in her ass! She’ll love it and so will you!”

		Mercy whined as Bart claimed her bottom in one big lunge, but she sighed, “Oh, yeah! That’s it; fuck my ass while George creams my pussy!” She glanced down at the nipple-sucking, cunt-fucking black man and growled, “Give me every drop; I’m ready for it!”

		George gave a lion-like roar and arched his back, lifting Mercy up off the bed with him as he launched a deluge of hot spunk up her pussy channel and moaned, “I’m coming in your tight little cunt! I can’t hold back another second!”

		Mercy shrieked as the red-hot fluid basted her insides, but her girlish scream was overshadowed by Bart’s ecstatic bellow as he jizzed her asshole just then. The hulking muscleman continued to fuck the small girl’s tiny pucker frantically as he pumped his warm load into her intestines. Claire fingered her own gushing pussy as she moved closer to her ecstatically orgasming boyfriend and embraced him forcefully as he spunked Mercy’s butt. Their lips met in an incendiary kiss as soon as Bart stopped howling out his pleasure, and Claire came right along with her friends as she fingered her juicing gash and fed her tongue into Bart’s mouth as they kissed.

		“That was the greatest fuck we’ve had in a while,” Claire panted at George breathlessly, pulling her mouth away from Bart’s. “Welcome to Team Claire!”

		“Proud to be a member,” George sighed with an equal lack of breath. “I hope my heart is strong enough to keep up with you youngsters.”

		“Your dick is sure strong enough!” Mercy teased him. “You and Bart fucked the shit out of me; didn’t they, babe?”

		“They sure did!” Claire agreed, peeling the diminutive girl away from the two men and laying her out on her back. “Now, let me lick all of that nasty stuff out of those two naughty little holes of yours, darling!”

		Claire could see, out of the corner of her eye, that her little lezzie performance of sucking the white spunk out of Mercy and making such a noisy show of swallowing it all was having the desired effect on Bart and George. The two were already stiffening up! She waggled her ass around in front of them as she licked out Mercy’s cunt and asshole on all fours, her ass facing the two men.

		I wonder who’s going to be up my ass and who’s going to end up in my pussy? It didn’t really make any difference; she didn’t like huge cocks up her ass as well as Mercy did, but she could deal with them if she had to. She was in London, with people she really cared about, at the Olympics, and she was competing—with a chance to win in not one but two events!

		

		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		

		Team Claire

		

		“Okay, this is the big day. You all know what to do!” Claire told them at breakfast that morning.

		The four of them, Claire, George, Mercy, and Bart, were all seated around a table in the Savoy’s dining room, finishing up a calorie-filled breakfast, designed to fuel a very fit teenage girl through two grueling Olympic events, going over the plans for the day. George had gotten Claire and Bart a suite just down the hall from the one he and Mercy were sharing. The youngsters had all but moved out of their relatively Spartan accommodations at the Olympic Village and into the Savoy, thanks to George’s generosity and seemingly bottomless bank account.

		They had seen lots of the Olympic events first hand. George had bought scalped tickets to nearly everything, so that no one would miss anything. And they hadn’t! Claire and Mercy got to see Michael Phelps win several of his numerous gold medals in the swimming events, and Missy Franklin win gold in both the 100 and the 200-meter backstroke competition. That excited them more than watching Phelps, because they had been seated in the Olympic dining hall with Missy and half of the other female swimmers on the U.S. team for a few meals and had gotten to know her and some of the others, at least to say “hi” to; while they had only met Phelps briefly, at the same big get-together they had run into George at. The male swimmer had been as tall as Bart, but not nearly as burly. He had seemed distracted and barely there, shaking hands with the two girls perfunctorily, as if his mind was elsewhere. Claire could identify with that. As the Golden Girl from California; a girl who had the audacity to think she could successfully compete in two Olympic events, she was well aware of how all the press attention and the hype could get to you!

		Finally, the Big Day rolled around! The gymnastics competition and the Track and Field events were scheduled to overlap each other, timewise—as if the Olympic gods or the IOC, the International Olympic Committee, frowned on the idea of one individual participating in both events—so Claire and her team of supporters put into place their plan to be in two places at once!

		The Men’s Track and Field had been a few days ago, so Bart, with a scalped ticket, courtesy of George, was hanging around the track venue, keeping an eye on how everything was progressing with the various Women’s competition. He had a new cell phone, also courtesy of George, which worked much better in London than the one Bart had brought with him from home had. He was in constant phone communication with Mercy, who—because she was only an alternate, and probably wouldn’t be called upon to compete---was haunting the gymnastics venue, keeping Bart up to date with what was going on with Claire.

		The thing that always struck Claire about her gold medal-winning appearance on the uneven bars in later years, was how little she actually remembered about it: everything seemed to go by in a blur! She remembered seeing George in the stand, watching her, as the performance began, and she remembered, vaguely how big the crowd was that had been packed into the venue. And she recalled how unsteady and shaky her dismount had been; she had almost been forced to take another stabilizing step on the mat, to stay upright. But she had wobbled around and finally regained her balance, raised both arms above her head, and smile triumphantly at the crowd and for the cameras.

		It was the triple somersault landing that saved her. The flashy maneuver, that no other girl in the world of gymnastics could do at the time, except Claire Lacy Walters, so impressed the judges and the crowd, that, even with her less-than-perfect dismount, they had to award her the gold! Even the Russian judge—who had been underscoring every girl who wasn’t Russian’s performance—gave her high marks! And the dowdy-looking old English judge beamed at her and gave her a nine!

		All told, it was enough to cement the gold medal for Claire and to raise the U.S. team to the number one position in the standings! Claire remembered blinking back tears on the podium, as the heavy gold medal was place around her neck and the last strains of the Star-Spangled Banner died away, amid the cheers and clapping from the crowd. But she saw George getting up and walking hurriedly toward the exit and Mercy frantically pointing at her wrist, where her wristwatch would have been, had she been wearing one, to indicate Claire was out of time!

		Claire knew she was probably going to draw a strong rebuke from the IOC as she sprinted off the podium stage and down onto the crowded floor of the gymnasium, ditching the traditional press conference after each medal ceremony, but she sensed she had to get over to the Track venue as quickly as she could! She found George waiting for her at the exit door. “It’s a bright red Mini-Cooper!” he shouted. “The driver’s name is Paul!”

		She dashed out and easily spotted the fire engine-red car, idling at the curb in a No Parking zone. “To the Track venue, Paul and don’t spare the horses!” she said forcefully as she slid into the passenger’s seat.

		“Righto! Here we go, then; hang on!” he shouted back, putting the powerful little sedan into gear and lurching away from the curb amid a squealing of tires.

		Claire found her track uniform neatly folded in the rear seat, along with her participant’s pass. She pulled off her gymnastics top and her gold medal dropped back down between her bare tits. Paul, the driver, nearly piled them into several parked cars, and Claire admonished him, “Eyes on the road! Haven’t you ever seen a pair of naked boobs before?”

		“Not with one of them gold medals hanging between ‘em, I haven’t!” Paul shot back, with a final glance at Claire’s revealed knockers.

		She wrestled her tank top on and her white Olympic fleece sweatshirt. She decided to leave the gold medal on, for luck, and carefully arranged it outside her sweatshirt, zipping it no more than halfway closed.

		“Well, you probably haven’t seen a gold medal pussy before, but you’re about to!” Claire taunted him, wriggling around in the seat to change into her track shorts and fleece sweatpants, flashing him a bare cunt shot momentarily as she switched outfits.

		“I’ve seen plenty of naked pussy in my time, but that’s a nice one; I’ll give you that!” Paul said with a wicked grin on his face, as she pinned on the participant’s pass and got the sweatpants arranged to her satisfaction.

		It wasn’t that far from the gymnastics pavilion to the Track and Field stadium, and the Mini-Cooper made the short trip in mere minutes, but Claire was apprehensive as she entered the arena. It seemed to her as if everything was stopped, waiting for her arrival. Trish, her coach, looked about as comfortable as if she had been chewing a mouthful of broken glass as Claire trotted up to her.

		“Everyone one else had thrown. You’re next,” Trish said under her breath, glaring at Claire with her gold medal dangling gaudily down the front of her tank top. “You’d best take that off, before you throw. I don’t think it’s allowed!” Trish cautioned her.

		“You know what, Trish? Fuck it; that’s what I say,” Claire hissed at her coach bending over to retrieve a javelin and hefting it. She took the prescribed few steps, careful to stop her forward momentum behind the line and put everything she had into the throw—all her animosity toward Trish, her trepidation at trying to be a two-sport girl, her anger at the IOC for scheduling her two events so close together, almost as if they’d planned it this way!

		The javelin sailed downfield and finally came to rest an unbelievable distance away, its arc majestic in the afternoon sunlight, the shaft quivering slightly as it stuck the solid English earth.

		Claire knew as soon as the javelin left her hand that it was a magnificent throw, and that she had probably won the competition. But she didn’t find out until later that it was not only a gold medal winning throw, it was a new Olympic record—a new World Record!

		She only knew that she was happy as Bart rushed onto the field with many others in the crowd, and lifted her off her feet as if she weighed nothing and kissed her feverishly as he did so. The picture would be on the cover of nest week’s edition of Time magazine, with the caption: Golden Girl wins event and the heart of Golden Bear!

		The University of California sports teams were known as the Golden Bears, and, since Bart was one of the most sought-after football players to graduate from Cal in years and he was, therefore, a Golden Bear, the headline made perfect sense. When Claire and Bart got married halfway through her sophomore year, with Mercy as Maid of Honor, and Danny as Best Man, it was deemed The Golden Wedding. Bart and George bickered over who would pay for it, since Bart was now an All-Star linebacker for the Oakland Raiders, and had money of his own, and Claire was getting a bunch of endorsement deals as the Golden Girl, the first two-sport gold medalist in decades.

		Mercy had her own bedroom at the sumptuous house Bart and Claire bought in the Berkeley Hills, but she rarely slept in it, except when George was in town and stayed with them for the weekend. Most nights, she bunked in with the house’s owners. But some nights, she and Claire or she and George wanted their privacy, Mercy stayed in her own room, squealing and shrieking the night away.

		

		****

		

		That spring, the mostly decayed body of young Tessie Bennet was found in a culvert ten miles outside of Badgers Pass. The spent slug that was found with the mostly skeletal remains was a ballistic match to a

		.357 handgun that her uncle, Kyle Bennet was found to have in his possession when police re-searched his house. He admitted in court that he had put a single bullet in her brain after finding out that she “had been untrue to him” with the murdered Teicherts.

		The knowledge that he was serving a life sentence without possibility of parole came as welcome news to Claire James. She had just finished shooting an orange juice commercial for a national brand and had entertained George over the weekend by reveling in one of his perfect ass-whippings, followed by an ass-fuck that had left the onlooking Bart, Mercy, and Danny both slack-jawed and wide-eyed with envy.

		

		The End

		

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book. That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Now, for some apologies: to Barbora Špotáková, who was the actual gold medalist and World Record setter at the 2012 London Olympics. I’m sorry for having to substitute Claire for you in this story. But, given the subject matter of this book, I’m sure you didn’t want to featured as its heroine! To the Olympics: I’m apologizing for using such a grand tradition as the backdrop to one of my books, but it was necessary to the action. To my readers: Badgers Pass is fictional, just a place I made up; hope you liked it.

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way. CKR
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