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It was a warm summer night and all the
windows were open. Chloe could hear the cicadas and crickets
through the screen door as she sat on the couch texting her friend
Emily. She was wearing a short, tight, pink tank top without a bra
and white short shorts but was still hot.

There was a reality show on TV about
alligator wrestlers or something. She thought it was amazingly
stupid but Darrel liked it, and she wasn't going to argue with him.
Darrell was very unpleasant when he got angry, and he got angry
pretty easily these days, having been unemployed for a while.

She hadn't told him she'd borrowed money
from her parents, for example, to buy groceries and buy gas for the
pickup. That would put him in a bad mood. And she was wearing the
small, gray cotton short shorts because Darrell liked them on her,
even though a skirt wouldn't have been cooler.

Every time she got up to go and get him a
beer in the kitchen or to go to the bathroom or to do anything else
his hand always slid in to give her butt a squeeze before she drew
out of range. She kind of liked that and then kind of didn't. It
was nice that he thought she was hot, of course, but sometimes he
was kind of rough.

On the other hand, sometimes him being rough
turned her on, and she knew it, and she knew he knew it, so she
couldn't really complain. Darrell had never been a soft spoken or
gentle man, and she hadn't been attracted to him because he was
kind and sensitive. He was a big man with big muscles. That was
what had attracted her to him.

He was hot! And he made her feel hot!

Headlights drew her eyes up from the screen
and she frowned, for their house was down a curved dirt driveway,
which meant visitors.

“Who could that be?” she asked, putting her
phone down.

“Probably Phil. He said he might come over,”
Darrell said.

She tsked at him and started to get up.

“Where you going?”

“I want to put a bra on, at least!

His arm slid around her waist as she stood
up and yanked her back. Chloe yelped in surprise, and sat back
across his lap as he grinned down at her.

“You afraid Phil will see your big boobs,
baby?”

“Darrell!” she gasped, wriggling and trying
to stand.

Then Phil knocked at the screen door and
Darrell told him to come on in.

Chloe blushed as the man entered. He was
shorter and more slender than Darrell, with tousled reddish blonde
hair. He was wearing denim shorts and a light blue shirt which was
unbuttoned down the middle.

“Hey Darrell,” he said, waving a hand
negligently. “What ya doing?”

Darrell tightened his arm around her waist,
which meant he wasn't letting her up, so Chloe stopped
struggling.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey gorgeous,” he said.

“Watching TV. What about you? Anything going
on?”

“Naw, quiet night.”

Phil drove a tow truck, which was probably
what was parked out front now.

“Maybe when the bars let out.”

“Yeah, well, there's some action on highway
nine sometimes when Barneys shuts down. Too many cars trying to get
onto a two lane road with no passing. Then you got the guys coming
out from the titty bars in the city.”

“I don't need to go to no titty bar. I got
Chloe here,” Darrell said with a possessive smirk.

His left arm was around her waist, and his
right hand was caressing her thigh, uncomfortably high, which was
why she'd put her hands in her lap to block him going too much
higher in front of Phil.

“Yeah, she'd make a lot of money dancing,”
Phil said with a grin.

“I bet she would too,” Darrell said, “But
she's my private dancer.”

Which was more than true, Chloe knew, for
she'd often given him lap dances, and if their house had a pole
he'd have her swinging around it too.

His right hand rose up and her two hands
slid down to block access to her crotch, but he bypassed her
entirely and cupped her full breast through the tank top. She
blushed and shoved his hand away as he laughed in amusement.

“Darrell,” she hissed. “Be nice!”

“Darlin', you know I'm always nice!” he said
with a broad grin.

“Hey, I heard they sold the old box
factory,” Phil said.

“Yeah? To who?”

“Dunno, but if someone bought it they're
gonna be building something, and that means they gotta hire
people.”

“Probably for minimum wage,” Darrell
snorted.

“Better n' nothing,” Phil said.

“My sister used to work at the box factory,”
Chloe said. “I should call her and tell her.”

“We don't even know who bought it yet,”
Darrell said. “Besides, your sister's a lazy skank. Nobody'd want
to hire her if they had a choice.”

“My sister is not a skank!” she said,
slapping at his chest.

“She's lazy.”

“Well, kind of, but she just hasn't found
something that she likes to do.”

“I know what I like to do,” he said, his
hand diving in between her thighs and cupping her sex.

Chloe gasped, and shoved his hand away, and
he and Phil laughed in masculine amusement.

She wriggled and tried to pull free
again.

“Darrell, it's hot,” she sighed in
complaint.

“Yeah, and yer getting me hot, baby,” he
said with a grin.

Which she didn't mind at all except that
Phil was there looking on and smirking.

She gasped as the arm around her retreated,
but only because his hand slid up through her thick blonde hair
(which used to be brown) and jerked her head in and over so he
could kiss her fiercely. She pressed her hands against his chest,
but not with any great determination, for Darrell was a great
kisser, and even though Phil watching made her uneasy, she still
moaned helplessly into his mouth as her lips melted against
his.

“Would you two like to be alone?” Phil asked
after several long seconds.

Chloe gasped in pain as Darrell jerked back
on her hair, pulling her mouth back from his.

“Just kissing muh girl, bro!” Darrell said
in amusement.

“Tod wants to set up a football game in
Browns park tomorrow. You wanna come?” Phil asked.

“Maybe. What time?”

“Round ten or so.”

“I could maybe do that,” Darrell said.

“Ow! Darrell!” Chloe complained as he pulled
back further on her hair.

“See how good this makes her look?” Darrell
said in amusement as her back was arched sharply back.

Chloe flushed again. She wasn't wearing a
bra because it was hot, and because Darrell liked her to wear
short, tight tank tops, at least around the house, but now she felt
a dark thrill shoot through her, along with more than a little
anxiety.

It wasn't like Darrell hadn't ever enjoyed
showing her off to his friends before, nor that he much cared if it
embarrassed her. Because the thing was that Darrell knew her pretty
well by now, and knew she'd forgive him just about anything.

Plus he knew that however embarrassing stuff
like that was he could always manage to get her turned on
anyway!

Sure enough she felt his right hand slide
down between her legs, firmly cupping and rubbing her through the
short shorts.

“D-Darrell!” she gasped, her right hand
trying to reach for him even though her head was being forced
sharply back.

She couldn't do much to stop him, though,
and then she jerked in even more embarrassment as his hand slid
down through the waistband of her shorts and even into her
thong!

He jerked her head up again, but only to
pull her mouth against his for a fierce kiss as his fingers found
her sex and stroked her roughly.

“You heard anything from Bob?” he asked,
pulling her head roughly back by the hair again and making her back
arch.

“Still marching back and forth I guess,”
Phil said. “I think he was nuts to join the army.”

“Maybe. There ain't no wars now, though. He
might just have it pretty easy. Anyway, he's out of this shit
hole.”

His fingers were still stroking up and down
along the line of her neatly shaven sex, and across her clitoris,
making Chloe's insides twist and squirm as her tightening chest
fought for air.

“He might wind up getting sent to Iraq or
something,” Phil said.

“Iraq probably ain't no hotter than this
place.”

“Darrell!” Chloe whispered urgently, as she
felt his middle fingers sinking slowly through the moist, sweating
lips of her sex.

She moaned as they drove fully up inside
her, and Darrell jerked her head up and forward again.

“You want a beer man?”

“Is the pope Catholic?”

Phil got up and went to the small kitchen as
Darrell jerked her forward to kiss her roughly again, then jerked
her back. He seemed to be amused by his ability to use her thick
hair like a handle to jerk her in and back. But then, she knew,
Darrell always liked to be the guy in charge. Of course, she'd
always wanted him to be in charge.

She wasn't a girl who generally liked trying
to figure out how to do things. Whenever there was a problem, she
asked Darrell, and Darrell usually told he what to do or took care
of it himself. She liked that about having a man, that he would
take care of stuff.

But it meant that, over the last year and a
half of their relationship, she'd come to cede most of the decision
making to Darrell on just about everything. And of course, that
included when they were going to have sex, or even fool around, and
this wasn't the first time he had pawed and groped her in front of
his friends, nor the second, nor third.

And Chloe really didn't like it! It
embarrassed her! But at the same time, it excited her, having some
guy looking at her like that who wasn't Darrell, but sort of with
Darrell's permission, kind of. It was very confusing to a girl who
was only nineteen and hadn't finished high school.

She gave him a stern look, mouthing a
wordless complaint as Phil got his beer, but he only grinned back
at her.

“You are so hot and sexy, baby,” he
purred.

Phil returned with his beer.

“You coulda fuckin' got me one, buddy.”

“I didn't know you was empty.”

Phil got up and got another beer, then
slapped it down on the table next to where Darrell was sitting.

Darrell got it and lifted it to his mouth to
take a lazy swig. His other hand was still down the front of
Chloe's shorts, and though she clutched his wrist there was no way
she could make him pull it free. He had what felt like three
fingers inside her now as his thumb casually stroked against her
clitoris, and she felt her insides churn wildly.

But then he spit the mouthful of beer out on
her chest!

“Whoops,” he said, smirking.

“Darrell! You asshole!” she gasped, slapping
at her chest.

The tank top was thin enough to become
partially see-through when it was wet, and Darrell grinned at her
as she tried to fold her arms across her chest.

“Who you calling an asshole?”

“You! You're an asshole!”

“Sounds like your woman is disrespecting
you, man,” Phil said with a grin.

“You keep out of this!” Chloe exclaimed.

“We can't have my woman being rude to
people,” Darrell said.

And with that he put down the beer and then
flipped her over onto her belly.

“Darrell! Hey! Don't!”

He laughed as he adjusted her slender body
so her hips were up across his and her bottom rested right below
him. He kneaded her through the thin shorts, then gripped the
waistband and yanked them down, taking her thong with them!

Chloe squealed, her face heating up as Phil
laughed in amusement.

“Bad girl, Chloe,” Darrell said.

Crack! His open hand slapped down
against her wriggling bare bottom.

“Ow! Darrell!”

Crack! He slapped her bottom again,
and it stung!

“Darrell!”

“You gonna be a good girl?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes!”

Crack!

“You promise?”

“Yes!”

“Say yes, sir.”

“You're an asshole!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Darrell! Ouch!”

He chuckled in amusement as her bottom began
to redden.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He halted, but kept her in place, kneading
her bare bottom.

“Don't she have a great ass, Phil?”

“Kinda hard to see, man.”

Darrell jerked her head in next to his left
hip and shifted her around so her legs fell off the edge of the
sofa and Phil could see her bottom more clearly. Of course, as
Chloe knew, he'd be able to see a lot more than that!

She squealed again, snapping her thighs shut
as more masculine laughter filled the room.

“Nice little shaved pussy too,” Phil
said.

“It's big enough to get the job done,”
Darrell said, his fingers squeezing her bottom, then sliding down
to finger her sex.

“D-Don't!” she gasped.

“You ain't the boss round here, baby,” he
said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You know how to shut a woman up
complaining, Phil?”

“Know a few ways to do that,” Phil
replied.

They both chuckled again, and Chloe gasped
as she felt Darrell's fingers pushing into her pussy again, two
fingers, then three, sliding deep, all the way to the knuckles!
Worse, she felt his sweaty thumb prodding against her wrinkled back
passage. She twisted and writhed, but he only chuckled as he pushed
his thumb into her there too, then he began to pump his fingers in
and out of her pussy.

“Tell Phil you're my bitch, Chloe,” he
said.

Crack! His left hand slapped against
her bottom!

“Ow! D-don't!” she moaned.

“Tell Phil you're my bitch.”

Crack!

“I-I'm Darrell's bitch!” she cried, moaning
as his fingers twisted inside her.

“See, man? You give em the right incentive
and the bitches will say whatever you want.”

Phil laughed and took another swig of his
beer.

“I don't care what they say, man. I don't
need them talking to me,” he said with a leer.

“Yeah, there's better things they could be
using their mouths for except talking,” Darrell said, as they both
chuckled.

He squeezed his thumb and fingers in
together, as if she was a bowling ball, and Chloe shuddered,
panting for breath, sweating badly now in the humid night air, and
starting to feel very... shaky. Shaky was how she got when Darrell
made her so hot she started to lose control of herself, and she
moaned in anguish, afraid of what Phil would see!

Darrell's left hand slid up her back,
pushing her tank-top with it, and shoved it right up under her arms
as his big hand slid over her ribs to cup her bare breast.

“Lotta guys would give their left nut to see
Chloe's big tits,” she heard Phil said.

“Ha! I bet they would,” Darrell said. “She's
got the best tits in the county.”

“I dunno. Darlene's are pretty big.”

“Darlene's fat. I bet her tits sag onto her
belly when she takes off her bra. Now Chloe, Chloe is fucking firm,
man. Soft, but firm, you know.”

He pulled his hand off her breast and Chloe
gasped as he roughly yanked the tank top up over her head. She was
naked now!

“Ow!” she cried as he pulled his hand out of
her pussy, gripped her hair and used it to yank her back upright
and roll her over.

He sat her atop him like she had been
before, only facing Phil! She gasped and tried to cover her breasts
with her arms but Darrell yanked them up and back over her head
then pinned her wrists there with one big hand.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

She had snapped her thighs tightly together,
and ignored him until he reached around with his other hand and
pinched her nipple, then gave it a twist.

“Spread your legs, bitch!”

“Ow!”

Chloe obeyed, spreading her legs apart, and
he spread his legs apart beneath them to force them even farther.
Her face burned hotly as Phil stared at her body, particularly at
her breasts, with undisguised lust and appreciation, but despite
how embarrassing it was she also felt a hot, squirming rush of dark
heat at the same time.

It wasn't like Chloe was any more of a
show-off than other girls, but she knew she looked good, and was
proud when people said so, when people, especially guys, looked at
her like she was smoking hot! She knew it was wrong, knew she
shouldn't be so vain, but Darrell liked her wearing revealing
outfits when she was out with him, and that always made her stomach
fluttery when guys stared!

Now she was freaking naked with Phil staring
at her like he'd like to jump her! And yet, it wasn't like she was
showing off, it wasn't like she was acting slutty. It was all
Darrell making her do it! Which meant it wasn't her
fault...

“Those look pretty firm,” Phil said.

Chloe jerked as Darrell's right hand cupped
her right breast, then slid down to finger her pussy. His fingers
slid into her as Phil watched, and she could see the front of
Phil's shorts were already bulging!

“No matter what time or day, Chloe is always
hot and wet and ready,” Darrell bragged, pushing his fingers
deep.

“You sure are lucky, man!” Phil said,
staring at her like a hungry dog.

“Don't I know it. Chloe is one hot little
firecracker of a girl.”

Chloe moaned and squirmed helplessly, face
burning hot under Phil's stare, but her body starting to burn up,
as well! She was shocked at being exposed like this! Darrell had
never gone this far before with his friends! Usually he just
flipped up her skirt to show off her ass, or pulled up her tank top
or t-shirt briefly to show her breasts!

This was... unbelievable! And yet the longer
it went on the hotter she was getting!

“You know how to make this bitch go ape
shit, man?” Darrell said. “Lookit here. You slide your fingers into
this hot little pussy, okay, and you catch her clit between them,
see? Now you grind it between your fingers while you slide your
fingers up and down and in and out of her.

He did exactly as he was saying, and Chloe
shuddered helplessly, gasping as he pulled her head back even
further.

“Run your hands over these tits, man,” he
offered.

“Noooo!” Chloe moaned.

Phil leaned forward and Chloe felt a hot
jolt of liquid energy as his hands caressed her taut breasts.

“These sure are fine!” he said
admiringly.

He rolled and pinched her nipples as Darrell
slid his fingers in and out of her, and Chloe felt that shaky
feeling intensifying, her head starting to throb and pound with
pressure!

Darrell released her hands and she jerked
her arms over her breasts, but he leaned in, chewing on the nape of
her neck.

“Cross your arms under your boobs, the way I
like it,” he said.

Chloe hesitated, face hot, insides swirling
and churning.

“Do it!” he growled.

Reluctantly, but burning up with sexual
tension, she lowered her arms, squeezing her breasts in between
them, then bringing her arms up beneath to cup them and push them
out more.

“Maaaan!” Phil said.

“Like ripe melons, huh?”

“You bet!”

“You ever feel a nice pair like that around
your cock?”

“Nope. Never fucked a girl with tits big
enough.”

“It's something special.”

“D-Darrell!” she moaned, her insides burning
hotter and hotter as his fingers pumped in and out.

“I think Phil's got a hard-on looking at
you, baby,” he said with a laugh. “You want to help him out with
that?”

She jerked and shook her head, but he only
laughed, his thumb stroking up against her clitoris in sharp little
strokes that her gasping and moaning and grabbing frantically at
his wrist.

“Suck his cock for him. You know you love
sucking cocks.”

Phil stood up eagerly and moved in front of
her, then unzipped his shorts and drew out a thick, hard cock.
Chloe moaned as Darrell gripped her upper arms, pulling them down
and back. Phil held his cock right in front of her lips, less than
an inch away, and she trembled weakly.

“Do it, bitch,” Darrell growled.

Moaning helplessly, she moved her lips
forward reluctantly, then sucked the head of his cock into them.
Phil moved forward with a curse, and several more inches slid into
her mouth.

“She's one hot, sexy slut!” Darrell growled,
fingers pumping inside her.

“She sure as shit is!” Phil groaned,
reaching out to take her hair.

At first he just slid his fingers through
it, but as his excitement mounted he started using it in much the
way Darrell had, pushing deeper into her mouth and pulling on her
hair. Being used to Darrell, that was no problem for Chloe, of
course. In fact, it was entirely normal.

Even when he jerked her forward and pushed
right into her throat.

“I told you, man. She sucks like a vacuum
cleaner,” Darrell said proudly as Phil groaned in excitement.

His cock slid all the way down her throat as
he pulled her head in against him. Chloe's face was ground into his
groin as he cursed excitedly, and then Darrell was pushing forward
against her, using his grip on her arms to bend her forward.

He released her arms and she pushed against
Phil's thighs even as he drew back, but then she felt Darrell's
hands on her thighs, jerking her a little wider. And as she bent
forward she felt something against her sex, something that
definitely wasn't fingers!

She moaned, then cried out as his fat
cockhead jammed itself up into the mouth of her sex. She felt an
aching, stretching sensation, then the head slowly forced its way
up inside her! She gurgled dazedly around Phil's cock, a rush of
raw sensation pouring through her as Darrell pulled her back onto
his cock, as she felt the long, thick spear of flesh driving deep,
deep into her belly.

The orgasm couldn't be disguised. She
screamed, after all, screamed again and again, though the sound was
muffled by the cock in her throat. Her hips bucked violently up and
down, in and out, and her arms flailed wildly, her hands slapping
at Phil's thighs, then grabbing behind her for Darrell.

The orgasm went on and on, like a train
passing over her, hammering her under the rushing wheels of
sensation and pleasure, each one making her tremble and shake and
cry out all the breath in her lungs! She writhed wildly atop
Darrell, grinding her pussy as his fingers rubbed her hard and
fast.

When the orgasm faded she fell back, jaw
slack, her body twitching and trembling still as Darrell chuckled,
his cock buried inside her, his hands running up and down her
slender body.

“Ain't she a hot little fuck toy?”

“The hottest!” Phil growled.

“All right, baby, you got work to do still,”
Darrell said.

He pushed her chest up and forward, and she
groaned weakly. Phil grabbed her hair and then Darrell gripped her
arms, pulling them up and back. He folded her arms across her back,
hands to elbows, then pinned them there with one hand.

Phil pulled her forward by the hair and she
moaned as he thrust himself into her mouth.

“Ride me, baby. Ride that cock,” Darrell
ordered.

She moaned, her legs jerking feebly atop his
thighs, for her feet couldn't quite touch the floor. Darrell raised
her up and back, pulling her legs in so that she was kneeling on
the sofa straddling him, leaning forward as Phil pumped in and out
of her mouth.

Groaning, she began to ride up and down on
Darrel's thick cock as Phil pushed himself into her throat again.
She shuddered at the dark thrill of being taken by two strong men
at the same time, at the wild heat of such an incredibly nasty,
kinky, exotic sexual experience.

The orgasm had eased the pressure inside her
but it hadn't dissolved it. She still felt shaky and trembly, a
kind of sexual electricity crackling up and down inside her as she
sucked on Phil and rode Darrell. And when his fingers slid down to
stroke her clitoris she cried out weakly, her voice muffled once
more as Phil shoved himself all the way to the balls in her
throat.

“Fuck! I love fucking her throat!” he
groaned.

“Who wouldn't?”

Phil grabbed her left breast with his free
hand, kneading it roughly as he pulled her bunched up hair with his
right. Darrell held her arms tight as he shifted his other hand
between her right breast and her clitoris.

And Chloe just rode up and down as best she
could given her muscles kept spasming and her insides were on fire.
It was a wild, frenetic scene in the small, hot room, and sweat was
beading on her forehead as Phil shoved himself in and out of her
throat with hard, deep strokes that left her gagging, despite her
experience with rough oral sex.

Darrell pinned her arms tightly behind her,
which only added to the heat. He often tied her up, and Chloe had
long found that to be incredibly hot! The feeling of being helpless
before some big, lusting male turned her on to no end! And now she
was helpless with two of them!

She groaned as Phil's hand kneaded her
breast. A strange man's hand! Her insides were aflame with how hot
this was, and she gasped again and again as she took the signal
from Darrell's tight fist around her arms as to how hard to ride
him.

She felt the pressure raising her arms up,
and rose with the pressure, then sank back down as he pulled back
down on her arms, faster and harder until the fire inside her made
her leap ahead, to ride harder, gasping and crying out each time
she slid down the long length of him and the head punched deep into
her belly!

She screamed as she came again, and this
time Phil's cock had pulled back to let her breath. Her cries
filled the small bungalow, filled with passion and animal heat as
her body exploded with sizzling jolts of intense pleasure! It was
so good! It was sooooo good! She writhed and her head jerked
against Phil's grip as she sobbed in dazed pleasure.

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


Chloe was washing the dishes, wearing
nothing but a thong since it was still hot with the morning sun
shining through the window.

Darrell was wearing just a pair of boxers,
and yawned as he came out of the bedroom, giving her bare bottom a
familiar squeeze.

“I'm mad at you,” she said, scowling.

“Yeah? What fer?” he asked, pouring himself
a coffee.

“You stripped me naked in front of
Phil!”

“Aw, you loved it.”

“I did not! It was humiliating!”

“Yeah, but you loved it anyway, you little
slut.”

“I am not a slut!”

“You'd fuck a horse if you could hold it
down.”

“You made me suck his cock!”

He laughed. “I only make you do what you
want to do, baby.”

She snorted and scowled at the plate she was
washing.

“Don't worry. Phil ain't no gossip.”

“That's not the point,” she said, though she
was relieved at his words.

“Not like I let him fuck you. It was just a
suck is all, and you got a fucking great body. You know you like
showing it off.”

“You like showing it off,” she retorted.

“So we both like showing it off,” he said,
sitting down. “Maybe next time I'll let him fuck you in the
ass.”

“You better not!” she gasped.

“Ha! You'd love having two cocks inside you
at once.”

“I already done that,” she snorted.

“Naw, I mean one in your pussy and one in
your ass.”

The thought jolted her a little. She was a
slender girl, and she looked involuntarily down at her slim, flat
belly. She sometimes marveled that there was room in there for
Darrell's big cock, so the thought of having two big cocks in there
at the same time was both scary and... exciting.

“That ain't happening,” she sniffed.

“I decide what happens, baby. You're my
bitch, remember?”

“You think,” she sniffed.

“I know. And where's breakfast?”

“You never asked for it. What do you
want?”

The phone rang before he could answer, and
he picked it up off the table.

“Yeah? Hey Phil,” he said, looking at her
and smirking.

She turned her head away, scrubbing a pot
and pretending to ignore him.

“Yeah, it was interesting,” he said. “Chloe
sure did enjoy herself.”

“Did not,” she muttered, face flushed.

“Do tell? Well ain't that interesting,” she
heard him say. “Yeah, I could do that. Sure, this morning. Thanks,
Phil. I owe ya.”

There was a pause and then he chuckled and
looked up at her. “Yeah, that could be a reward you might get if
this works out.”

Chloe's stomach fluttered.

He put down the phone.

“Phil happened to run into the guy who
bought the box factory last night. The guy was in some big shiny
SUV but it got stuck in the mud outside the factory. The guy is
planning on turning it into a big dance bar and hiring about a
hundred people.”

“Really? Wow, that'll be great for the
county,” she said.

“Phil says he needs a secretary and someone
to do maintenance at the place till he can get people in to redo
it. He says if we go down there this morning the guy says he'll
consider hiring us.”

“Both of us?”

“Phil was telling him about me, and then he
told him about you too.”

Chloe felt a flush spreading up her cheeks,
and wondered just what Phil had told the man since he must have
been fresh from his little blow job.

“I don't know if I could be a secretary,”
she said doubtfully.

“You can type. What else is there? Filing
stuff alphabetically and taking phone calls? You think you can't do
that?”

“Well, maybe I could.”

“We could really fix this place up some if
we were both working,” he said, starting to sound enthusiastic.

*

Chloe was wearing one of her nicer skirts.
It was still short, like all of them, but it was pleated, rather
than hugging her bottom and hips. She wore a white button-down
blouse tucked into it, and black high heels. Her blonde hair was
brushed out so it shone, and spilled down over her shoulders and
halfway down her back.

Darrell wore clean jeans and a short sleeved
shirt she'd bought him for a funeral two years ago, so looked
presentable. He'd shaved and combed his hair back, and Chloe had
cut it some so that it looked neater.

When they pulled into the parking lot behind
the old box factory there was a black SUV there, a Cadillac, which
impressed Darrell, even though he snorted and called it a “P.O.S.
city car.”. The two of them walked up to the door near it and rang
the bell, then waited. Nothing happened for a minute, so he rang it
again, and waited some more.

“Maybe he's asleep,” he said.

“Don't be dumb,” Chloe said, mostly because
she was nervous.

She knew better, and wasn't surprised when
he glowered at her and then slapped her butt sharply.

“Don't call me dumb,” he growled.

He might have spanked her as a game in front
of Phil, but in truth smacking her butt was what he always did
whenever he was irritated with her, so she was used to it.

The door finally opened and a man in a suit
stood there. He was younger than Chloe would have expected,
probably in his early thirties. He was slender, but had the kind of
body men got when they worked out – as opposed to when they
worked.

He had short brown hair which had definitely
been cut professionally. Chloe had taken a few courses in thoughts
of becoming a hairdresser so knew the difference. He had a somewhat
pale but clear complexion compared to most of the locals, who
tended to spend more time outside, but he was good looking, with
steel gray eyes, a slender nose, and high cheekbones.

“Uhm ah, hi there,” Darrell said. “My name
is Darrell Cantor, and Phil Murray said you and he were talking
last night about – .”

“Come in,” he said.

He wasn't looking at Darrell, though, but at
Chloe, and she flushed a little under the kind of gaze she had
become familiar with since puberty, the gaze of a man who wanted
her.

He backed up and Darrell followed him in,
with Chloe coming behind him. They found themselves in a narrow
corridor with peeling linoleum on the floor and cinder-brick walls
painted a pale green.

“I'm Mark Foster,” he said, holding out his
hand.

Darrell took it and they shook, then he
looked at Chloe.

“Uhm, I'm Chloe,” she said with a hesitant
smile.

“Chloe,” he said, taking her hand. “You're
even more beautiful than Phil described.”

Chloe flushed a little, partly with
pleasure, partly with embarrassment. The man held her hand a little
too long, and she started to wonder if Darrell might not take
offense, but then he finally let it go, grinning at her.

“Come and let me show you around,” he
said.

He led them up the corridor a ways, then out
into a wide open area. The ceiling was about twenty feet high and
the factory looked to be a several hundred feet from end to
end.

“Kind of a dump, huh?” he said, waving at
it.

There were windows high up, but some of them
were broken and had been replaced by boards. The floor was bare
concrete, with holes and scrape marks from where heavy machinery
had once been placed.

“The plan is to clean it up, put in a big
dance floor, bars at either end, a stage off to the right there,
and some wicked lighting and sound,” he said. “But first, I have to
get workers and equipment in here to fix the place up, and I need
someone to be here looking out for them, letting them in, letting
me know if they don't show up or leave early, giving them
instructions on what I want done, and keeping me informed of
everything.”

“That don't sound too hard,” Darrell
said.

Foster led them up a set of metal stairs to
a windowed room which overlooked the factory floor. There were
tiled floors inside, with a wooden table filled with papers. Behind
it was a chair, where he'd obviously been working.

“My office, for now. Again, I need to get
furniture in here, get some workers to paint and renovate.”

He looked at Chloe.

“Which means there's lots of people to call
and people calling me, there's gonna be lots of contracts and
invoices to keep track of, and I need someone to keep track of what
equipment and furniture arrived and make sure it's not broken out
of the box. You think you can do that, little lady?”

“Yes, sir!” she said anxiously.

“Well, I don't even have a place for you to
sit, yet, and I don't want to put desks and furniture in till the
floor and walls are done. But if you could make yourself available
say, in a week, that'd be great.”

“I can do that,” she said.

“You,” he said, poking his finger lightly
into Darrell's chest, “I can use right away.”

“Sure thing,” he replied.

“We'll start out at two dollars over minimum
wage, and see where things go from there. That depends on how happy
I am with your work,” he said.

He looked at Chloe. “Both of you. And of
course, the job will come with health care once the place
opens.”

Chloe nodded eagerly. Not many places in the
county were big enough to give health care!

“I can just drive Chloe home and then be
right back,” Darrell said.

“Chloe know how to drive?”

“Well, yeah but...”

“Then let her drive herself home and she can
come pick you up later.”

“Okay,” he said.

They walked back through the factory, with
Foster pointing out things he wanted done, then Darrell gave Chloe
his keys and they watched her go over and get in the truck, start
it up and drive away.

“That is one fine looking woman,” Foster
said.

“She is that,” Darrell said with a grin.

“You're a lucky fellow.”

“You ain't the first to tell me that,” he
said, as they turned and went back in.

“Course, you gotta keep hold of the reins on
a high spirited little filly like that,” Foster said. “Everyone's
always telling them how hot they are so some of them get to
thinking they're special and everyone else should just bow down
before them.”

“Ah, Chloe ain't like that,” Darrell
said.

“She don't know she's beautiful?”

“Oh, she knows that, sure enough,” he said
with a laugh. “But I keep her in line, no fear. She mouths off she
gets a smack to the bottom real quick.”

“Good way to keep a girl in line,” Foster
said approvingly. “Too many girls don't get much discipline and
wind up getting right out of control. Then they're just snotty and
spoiled.”

“Yeah, I hear ya,” Darrell said.

“Spanking a girl reminds her who's in
charge,” Foster said with a broad grin.

“It sure does!”

“And besides, it gives you an excuse to put
your hands on that tight little ass,” Foster said with a wink.

“I don't need no excuse for that,” Darrell
said with a wink.

“Now, let me show you what all I want
done.”

*

Chloe was delighted! With both her and
Darrell working, and making good money, they could do so many
things! She was already looking through the Wal-Mart web site
considering what new furniture they could buy, and what new clothes
she should get. If she was going to be a secretary she should wear
something more conservative.

It was several hours later that a car pulled
up out front. She looked up and then walked across the room,
pushing through the screen door as she saw Darrell getting out of a
black SUV. Mister Foster was at the wheel, and waved at her.

Chloe felt a sense of tightness in her lower
belly as he looked at her. She had changed when she'd gotten home,
of course, and wore what she usually did at home, which was a pair
of small, short shorts and a midriff baring tank top.

Foster said something to Darrell, who turned
to look at her, then they both laughed in that kind of male laugh
which she knew was about her, then the SUV turned and drove off as
Darrell ambled happily up to the door.

“So you're hired?” she asked eagerly.

“Yep,” he said happily.

“Excellent!”

He followed her inside, and gave her butt a
squeeze.

“What was he saying to you there at the end
when you were looking at me?” she asked.

He laughed.

“We was talking earlier and he said you had
great legs and should wear that little skirt of yours to work all
the time. Then when he saw you just now he said he'd be fine with
you dressing like that instead.”

She flushed a little, partly embarrassed,
partly pleased.

“I couldn't wear this to work! I was looking
on the Wal-mart site to see if I could find some more conservative
clothes, like longer skirts to wear.”

“I don't think he'd mind if you showed up
naked,” he said with a grin.

She snorted. “I bet. Men!” she sighed.

“There's no air conditioning. He's gotta
have these big air conditioners put on the roof and duct work done,
so the place is gonna be hot for a while. So he told me not to wear
anything I didn't mind getting dirty. I doubt it will be much
better for you. Just wear whatever you want. Nobody's gonna see you
anyway till the place opens.”

“Well, if he's okay with it,” she said
doubtfully.

“He probably just wants to stare at your
legs,” he said with a grin.

He slid his arms around her and drew her in
tight against him.

“And you know, there's some places there I
could get you alone and do some nasty stuff when he's not around,”
he said with a leer.

“Perve,” she said, a bit breathless.

But her nipples started to tingle as his
fingers kneaded her buttocks through her shorts, then shoved down
inside to feel her bare skin.

“Hot little slut,” he responded, kissing
her.

“I ain't no slut,” she said. “I only fuck
you.”

“Me and anyone I tell you to,” he said.

“You think so!”

“I know so. You're my bitch, remember?”

“I ain't nobody's bitch,” she replied, her
chest tightening.

“I bet a spanking would change your
mind.”

“Okay, I'm your bitch!” she gulped.

He laughed and peeled her tank top up and
off.

“Time for you to show it, girl.”

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


“The thing about women is you gotta let them
know who's in charge,” Foster said. “They pretend not to like it,
but they want it and need it.”

“I hear ya,” Darrell said.

They were sitting on the edge of one of the
loading docks, eating lunch Darrell had picked up at Kentucky Fried
Chicken.

“They're like kids. A firm hand keeps em in
line, and if you set boundaries, they feel comfortable, you
know?”

Darrell nodded and sipped coke through a
thick straw.

“You know how many men, for instance, how
many married men, hardly ever get sex? Lots of others are lucky if
they get it once a week. It's cause they let their woman run wild
and do what she wants.”

“I get sex a fuck of a lot more than once a
week!” Darrell said with a laugh.

“Cause your girl is young. What is she,
nineteen, twenty?”

“Nineteen. Chloe likes sex, though.”

“Now she does. But you know what the most
important sexual organ is in a woman? Her brain.”

“Ain't what I would have guessed,” Darrell
said with a laugh.

“You get their heads in the right place, and
almost anything you do makes them come like nymphos,” Foster
said.

“You should see Chloe when she comes. She
already comes like a fucking nympho!” Darrell said.

“Got her well-trained, do you?”

“Let's say I know what she likes, and it
ain't that wimpy hugging and kissing stuff. Chloe needs to be
ridden hard and put away wet.”

Foster nodded his approval.

“You put a bitch on all fours and you ride
her hard, yanking on her hair and slapping her butt, and if you got
her head in the right place she will go wild,” he said.

“Chloe has long hair,” Darrell said with a
wink.

“You ever wrap it around your fist and pull
when you're doing her?”

“Not so much,” Darrell admitted.

“I had this girl once, a blonde like Chloe,
and I used to take her on her knees, see, with her hands tied
behind her back and her ass in the air, then I'd ride that little
whore till she screamed, yanking back on her hair like the reins of
a horse. That girl loved it!”

“I don't need to tie Chloe up,” Darrell
said, “Though I do sometimes. I think she gets off on it.”

“You know why? Cause they're all told they
should be such prissy little girls and not do anything dirty. But
if you tie em up, well then, it ain't their fault what happens,
right? They don't have to feel guilty so they can just act like the
wild little sluts they want to be.”

“Probably some truth in that,” Darrell
admitted.

“You ever tie up her breasts?”

Darrell looked at him in confusion.
“Huh?”

“Let me show you a picture of one of my
girlfriends,” Foster said, pulling out his smart phone.

He flipped through the pictures, then he
showed one to Darrell.

“Woah, she's hot!” Darrell said.

The blonde in the picture had breasts even
bigger than Chloe's. There was a rope tied around each breast,
squeezing in around them so they were both stuck out hard. Foster
flipped to the next picture, and now it showed her bent over, on
her knees, with someone's fist in her hair. Her breasts were very
firm, one angled to the right, the other to the left.

“Those nipples look pretty fat,” he said
with a grin.

“And pretty sensitive, too, when their
breasts are throbbing like that. You just don't wanna tie em too
tight. But you get the pressure right and those nipples are on
fire, man.”

“I should try that some time, maybe.”

Foster nodded and grinned. “You say “bitch,
go in the bedroom, kneel on the edge of the bed and spread your
legs and wait till I come and put it to you.”

Darrell laughed in delight at the
thought.

“She'd tell me to go fuck myself.”

“That's where the spanking comes in, man,”
Foster said with a grin.

*

“... so I said to her that color is just so
bland and dull and she needed to find something brighter to set
against the paint and...”

Chloe was in sitting next to him on the sofa
while Darrell clicked through shows on TV. There wasn't much on of
interest. Nor was he particularly interested in what she was
babbling about. He had a sudden though, then grinned and stood up.
He turned and gripped her wrist, then pulled the surprised girl to
her feet.

“Wha... what are you... ?”

He gripped her t-shirt and peeled it up and
over her head before she could react, then yanked her shorts down
and off.

“Darrell!”

“Go into the bedroom and kneel on the edge
of the bed, spread your legs, and wait till I come in,” he
ordered.

She gaped at him, and he could see that she
was partly outraged, but that his words had turned her on. He
smirked and gripped her arm, then slapped her butt.

“Go.”

“You... who do you...”

He raised his hand and took a quick step and
she yelped and scurried towards the hall.

“Darrell!”

“Face down, ass in the air. You better be
ready when I get in there, girl or I'm gonna tan your butt!”

He felt his cock twitch as she seemed to
actually be doing it!

“Yeah!” he whispered to himself,
nodding.

Then he went out front and fished in the
shack beside the house, looking for some suitable rope.

Chloe halted inside the door, trying to
decide what to do. On the one hand, who did he think he was
anyway!? On the other hand, well, it wasn't like she wouldn't mind
sex just then. In fact, she was a little bored so... but who did he
think he was bossing her around!?

Her lower belly felt a fluttering sensation
at the thought of doing it, of kneeling on the edge of the bed like
he told her to and just waiting for him. That was... kind of...
depraved! But then she climbed onto the bed, turning her head to
look over her shoulder and feeling her nipples starting to
tingle.

God! This was so slutty!

She dropped forward onto her hands, then,
after a minute, lower, onto her elbows, feeling her heart beating
faster. After a long moment of uncertainty, she spread her knees
apart on the mattress, then farther, feeling even sluttier! Her
nipples were hard, now, and tingling against the mattress as she
waited, and she wondered how long he was going to take.

What if she got up and he spanked her? She
bit her lip anxiously. She wanted sex, not a spanking, and the
trouble with Darrell was that now that he'd said it he'd feel he
had to do it if she defied him. And he'd probably enjoy it, too!
Chloe knew from experience, though, that getting your butt slapped
stung!

Besides, the longer she knelt there the more
sexual she felt, and the more that thrumming sensation began to
fill up her body! This was so animal like!

And then she heard him coming, and felt a
rush of heat and emotion. She turned her head and gasped as she saw
him coming into the room holding a coil of rope!

“Nah, nah, face forward,” he barked,
pointing at her.

She gulped, and turned her face forward as
he ordered, wondering what he intended to do. He'd tied her up
before, of course, or at least, he'd tied her to the bed before.
That was wild!

He stood behind her now, doing something,
and she felt her pulse racing as she waited. He leaned forward over
her and then drew his arm underneath, with the rope in hand. Then
he brought it up against her stomach and then up around her ribs
and across her back.

He pulled on her hair to get her back up
onto her hands and knees, then reached under her. She dropped her
head to look and stared, open mouthed, as he opened a loop he'd
tied in a doubled up rope and then pushed it up over her
breast!

“What are you doing!?”

“Just kneel there until I'm done.”

He guided the doubled rope up against her
ribs then started to pull the loop closed. Chloe was mystified at
first. She watched him do the same with a second loop, pulling the
ropes up around her right breast, up against her ribs, then pulling
them slowly tighter. She felt her breasts starting to throb as the
flesh was squeezed in next to her ribs.

“Darrell Cooper, I think you've lost your
mind,” she said.

Crack! She gasped as his hand slapped
down on her bottom.

“Show respect to your man, girl.”

He tugged the loops closer and she gasped
and reached down for one.

“Not too tight!”

He slapped her hand away and put it back on
the bed, then tied the rope behind her back. A moment later he
gripped her wrists and yanked them back, dropping her face first
onto the bed as he pulled them up behind her back, then slid them
up, together, along her spine until they reached the rope which
circled her there.

She felt him tying her wrists together
there, then tying it off to the two ropes around her ribs and
around her breasts. He drew the rope off to the bedpost, then back
and forced her right knee further apart before wrapping the rope
around it. He fed the rope under the bed, then up and around the
foot-post before drawing it back again, and this time pulling her
left knee wide and wrapping the rope around that too!

“Now that's your best side,” he said,
stepping back to appreciate the view.

He grinned and left her there, going for a
beer, and his phone. She hadn't moved when he returned, of course,
and he moved behind her again, then raised the phone and opened the
camera app, pointing it at her perfectly and obscenely displayed
bottom and sex.

It snapped, the flash lighting the wall, and
Chloe gasped, twisting her head around.

“You did not just take a picture of me like
this!” she cried.

“Did too.”

“You delete that right now!”

“You don't tell me what to do,” he said with
a smirk, “Besides, it ain't like anyone is gonna know it's
you.”

“Well and who else would it be if they saw
it on your phone!?” she cried, twisting against the ropes.

He reached for her thick, tangled hair and
wrapped it around his fist, then pulled her head up and back.

“Darrell!” she gasped.

He lifted her upper body up off the bed,
then put the phone off to the side and snapped another picture.

“Darrell!” she squealed as he laughed.

“Didn't get yer face in it, don't
worry.”

He slapped her bottom, then put down the
phone and licked his lips. Chloe had a nice, tight, clean looking
pussy, and in this position it looked awfully inviting. He knelt
next to the bed and then ran his hands over the soft skin of her
bottom before licking a trail firmly up the line of her sex.

She gasped in response, and he licked
harder, making his tongue sink slowly through the pussy lips of her
sex, then his fingers pried them open and his tongue thrust into
her, dipping in and out, kissing and sucking at her opening as she
moaned and gasped in helpless rising pleasure.

He worked his way down to her clitoris, and
her responses grew more passionate as he sucked and licked. His
fingers pushed into her moist interior, pumping in and out,
twisting around inside her snug depths as he sucked on her
clitoris.

“You want my cock inside you, baby?” he
asked, slapping her bottom.

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me, Darrell!” she groaned.

He rose up behind her, and she felt his cock
sliding up and down the line of her sex. She moaned, pushing back
against it, her insides burning up now as she felt the pressure of
its entry. She gasped in delighted pleasure as it stretched her out
and sank into her.

“Oh yeah!” she groaned.

“Yeah, you love my cock, don't you,
bitch?”

“Yeessss!” she groaned.

He pushed deeper, his hands sliding up her
body, then gripping the double rope around her chest and tugging up
and back. She gasped as the ropes squeezed harder around her
breasts, then cried out as he gripped her hair in his other hand,
jerking her head up and back too!

“Oh! Oh!” she gasped.

“Gonna fuck you hard, baby!” he growled.

He always did that, but she felt a rush of
anticipation, knowing this time he'd do it even harder!

And he did! His big cock pushed deep inside
her, so deep she could feel it jammed up against the back wall of
her sex, could feel it stretching her out all along its path, could
feel her tight, elastic flesh squeezing in around it!

Her breasts throbbed as the ropes squeezed
them, and her nipples tingled hotly as he drew back, then thrust
in, drew back, then thrust in, working himself in harder and
harder, using long strokes! He was using her hair and the rope to
tug her in to meet his thrusts, and Chloe gasped and yelped and
moaned and shuddered at he wild rush of sensations that added to
the mix!

Her scalp stung, and her breasts throbbed
wildly, competing with the familiar and still delicious sense of
deep, full penetration every time he thrust himself into her
body!

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! OH! God! Oh!”

“Hot little slut!” he growled, thrusting
into her hard and fast.

He pulled back and released her, leaving her
to pant wildly, her face on the mattress again. She turned and he
slapped her bottom.

“Face forward!” he ordered.

She moaned but obeyed, panting, gasping,
heart pounding.

“Why did you stop?”she moaned.

“Cause I felt like it. I do whatever I feel
like doing.”

She gasped as she felt him grip the head of
his cock and slide it up and down her sex, grinding and rubbing it
against her clitoris. She felt the pressure against her again, felt
him forcing his way through the taut lips of her sex, then sliding
deep, deep deep, oh wonderfully, achingly deep inside her!

“Ah!” she gasped as he seized her hair
again.

“Oh!” she moaned as he gripped the rope
behind her back and pulled.

He started thrusting in and out again,
pulling on rope and hair with every thrust. Her breasts throbbed
even more hotly as they were repeatedly squeezed in the little
nooses, her nipples flaming hot and feeling like hard little
pebbles!

She felt that shaky sensation again, and
gave herself up to it, shuddering, eyes glazing over, jaw slack as
he yanked back on hair and rope, as his hips plunged deep inside
her, as her body rocked and jerked to the hard, steady pounding and
she felt the sexual pressure growing too intense to even think
straight!

Then he stopped again, and she moaned in
denial as he pulled out. This time he climbed onto the bed and
moved past her, then swung around in front of her. He gathered up
her hair as she rolled her eyes up at his stiff cock, and lifted
her face and shoulders off the bed as he pushed his cock against
her mouth.

She gasped as it slid in, and closed her
lips around it, moaning dazedly as she sucked and licked, even as
he pushed himself deeper and deeper. He reached down with one hand,
caressing her very stiff breast, and she marveled at how taut the
squeezing of the rope had made her breast!

His fingers found her nipples and she
shuddered as he pinched and rolled it, even while pushing his cock
deeper into her mouth. Then with a grunt, he pushed into her
throat, and she gurgled weakly as he slid remorselessly forward,
inch after inch sliding deep into her throat!

He was a big man, but Chloe didn't really
have much trouble handling it. He had long ago insisted on her
learning to deep throat him, and in this position it was actually
easier than usual, since he had a straight line from her open lips
to her throat.

She was helpless, though, and completely at
his mercy. He shoved every last inch into her and ground her lips
against him, holding her in place easily and taking his time.
Chloe's head pounded and her chest began to burn, but she could do
little to draw back at this point.

He laughed. “How'd you like to read it in
the paper, that a girl choked to death on a big old cock?” he asked
with a laugh.

But he slid slowly back out and she coughed
and gasped as he popped free and she could breath again.

His cock pulled free of her mouth, dripping
wet as he held her up by the hair.

“You love this cock, baby. Tell me you love
it.”

She moaned dazedly and he jerked on her hair
sharply.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I-I love your cock!” she gasped.

“I bet you'd love it if there was two of
them, one behind, pounding away at you, and the other stuffed down
your throat!”

She moaned as he shoved the head into her
mouth and she closed her lips to suck. He pumped slowly in and out,
deeper and deeper, then slid all the way in. She gurgled weakly,
but was ready for it, and knew a moment of dark excitement at the
feel of it sliding down her throat and filling her up again.

Yes, it would be wild to have him behind her
at the same time, she thought wildly!

She twitched and twisted weakly, her knees
held tightly apart, her wrists pinned up behind her back. Her
breasts throbbed below her as he pulled slowly back and then pulled
free.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I l-love your cock!” she gasped.

He chuckled again, rubbing it over her face,
then let her face drop and moved around behind her once more. She
groaned as his slick, wet cock slid up and down her sex, up and
down, then down below, rubbing and caressing her clitoris.

He pushed into her again, then seized her
hair and the rope and started pounding into her. She cried out
again and again, wild with the sexual heat which had become a
fever, eyes glassy as he jerked her to and fro, as his hips pounded
into her upraised bottom, as his cock speared deep into her
quivering, spasming belly!

“Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Yes!
Harder! Ungh! Ungh!” she gasped.

Every hard jerk on the rope around her
squeezed the ropes around her breasts, making them throb wildly.
Every pull on her hair sent a startling sharp burst of sensation
into a skull pounding with the wild thrill, heat and pressure of
her own passion.

Chloe felt like she was fading away, losing
herself, her mind flooded by heat and sexual hunger and pleasure to
the point where nothing remained by a wild sense of hunger, and
need and pleasure! She grunted and gasped and cried out as
Darrell's hips struck her upraised bottom hard again and again, her
entire body resonating to the force of every blow as his big cock
plunged deep into her spasming depths!

She felt the orgasm sweep through her, and
gurgled dazedly, too breathless to cry out, her body shaking and
trembling as he jerked her to and fro, as he pounded against her
and her body boiled over with an overflow of fiery sensation! Her
jaw went slack and her eyes turned glassy as the pleasure burned
her, fried her, baked her mind and body.

And still he pounded into her. Still her
breasts throbbed and her skull stung and her nipples tingled and
that big cock rammed her deep inside again and again and again!

Was it another orgasms, or the same one
simply re-surging? She didn't know or care. She gurgled and moaned
and cried out in breathless pleasure as her nervous system
overloaded on it, her muscles spasming wildly as he rode her
through a long, crackling storm of sexual passion and pleasure!
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This was actually a lot of work, Darrell
thought. It wasn't hard, physical work, but keeping track of
everything, of all the coming and going of all the different
workmen coming into the old factory to renovate it took a lot of
jumping around. Foster was paying for certain things and it was his
job to make sure they showed up, and to check them off on his
list.

The air conditioning was in place but hadn't
been turned on. All the doors were open all the time anyway,
including the loading docks, where forklifts and other drivable
gear was being moved in and out. The walls were alive with
scaffolds as workmen placed speakers and lighting equipment up
high.

Meanwhile there was a huge stack of prefab
flooring in one corner, all still in its plastic and paper
coverings, waiting for the major work to be done up above. He
glanced up towards the glass windows where Chloe had come in to
work for the first time today and grinned. Mark was sure going to
like the outfit he'd persuaded her to wear.

It hadn't been easy persuading her, either.
But she usually wound up doing pretty much whatever he wanted her
to do, and this time was no different. He wasn't worried that Mark
would have his tongue hanging out looking at her. Mark had already
shown him pictures of his two current girlfriends, a blonde and a
brunette, and they were both super hot.

He'd shown Mark those pictures he'd taken of
Chloe too, and a few more. He wasn't worried a guy his age would
take Chloe away from him, or that Chloe would do anything with him
without Darrell telling her to. The girl was his bitch, after all,
and he was confident he gave her all the hot cock she needed –
especially lately.

Mark had some real inventive ideas about
both keeping girls in line, and how to drive them nuts in the
bedroom. Darrell had been making use of a few of those, and found
they worked just as well as the older man had promised they would.
He left Chloe sweating, out of breath, and groaning every single
night!

Mark had sort of hinted, too, that he might
let Darrell have a go at one or another of his two girlfriends,
too. In fact, he said they were bisexual, and maybe Darrell could
join him in watching the little shows they put on for him sometime!
That had turned his cock hard almost instantly!

And it was a short trip from there to
mulling over whether he could get Chloe to maybe do one of those
girls, Tanya and Tammy, and what that would look like! In fact, he
had to purposefully shed that thought from his head to get his cock
down before someone noticed it!

He'd always had the thought that he might do
a two on one some day with Chloe. He was pretty sure he could get
her to do it. It was getting the other girl that presented the
problem. But if Mark had not one but two hot girlfriends (well, he
had money, right?) who he had such control over then maybe that two
on one was looking to happen soon!

Or heck, maybe he and Chloe could do it with
Mark and one of his girlfriends. That could be hot, too!

So he wasn't worried about anything Mark
might do. He'd enjoy how hot Chloe looked, might even say some
suggestive things to her. Heck, might even grab a hold of that fine
ass the girl had behind her. That didn't bother Darrell. Chloe was
as faithful as a hound dog, after all. She wasn't going
nowhere.

*

“Good morning, Mister Foster,” Chloe said,
blushing somewhat.

“Good morning, beautiful,” he replied
cheerfully. “Looking forward to working for the hottest club in the
county?”

“Yes, sir,” she said demurely.

Darrell had told her to always call him sir,
even if he seemed friendly. Chloe had no problem with that. He was
a rich, powerful man way older than her, and her boss now!

She did have a problem with the outfit
Darrell had all-but insisted she wear! For one thing, the little
pleated skirt was even shorter than the one she'd worn on their
first meeting! And it hung lower on her hips, too!

And with that, he had her wear her cupless
bra, because, he insisted, it was still real hot in the factory,
and the shelf bra left her breasts mostly bare even while lifting
and holding them nicely. And over that all she wore was a little
sleeveless halter that buttoned up the front. He'd unbuttoned all
but the middle two buttons, too! And that left a lot of cleavage
for working in an office!

“You want him to like you and want you
around, remember,” Darrell had admonished her. “After he's got this
club thing running he might not need a secretary any more. You want
to make sure he finds a place for you to work there, right?”

Which made sense, she supposed, but it still
made her feel funny. She wouldn't have been surprised if Darrell
had her dress like this to go out somewhere together. He often did.
He was the one who had her buy the bra, after all, after seeing it
on the internet. He was very proud of her breasts.

But this wasn't a bar or a club or a party.
This was an office! And while Darrell was around, he wasn't around
here now. She was alone with this strange man, a man who clearly
more than appreciated her assets and wasn't shy about showing
it!

The office was different than it had been
when she'd first seen it. Now there was thick carpet from wall to
wall, and a desk in front of the door (that was hers). To the left
of the desk were a pair of low filling cabinets, with a printer on
top of them. His own desk was set against the wall to her right,
which meant he was facing her, and would be the whole time he was
sitting there.

There were a pair of chairs in front of his
desk, and two more against the glass in front of her, to the left
of the door. Behind was a sofa, coffee table and love seat, with a
TV in the corner. All of that seemed pretty normal to her.

The picture didn't, though!

The picture was a huge painting, the
silhouette of a naked girl viewed from the side. She was gray
against an orange background. She had fine features, with a short,
slender nose and delicate chin, and hair that was half up half down
in back.

She was shown from her left, from the tip of
her head to her hips, just to where her bottom started to swell out
from her smooth back. Her breasts were firm and full, with
noticeably erect nipples, and it was clear she had rings dangling
from them and was wearing a collar around her slender throat.

A chain was attached to that collar, moving
forward ahead of her. Her arms were behind her back, and there were
big shackles around her wrists to keep them there. The shackles,
collar and chain were in a darker gray than her skin, so you
couldn't miss them.

It was art, she supposed, and it wasn't like
it offended her or anything. But who put a huge picture like that
in their office!? She sure wasn't gonna ask!

In any case, he was pretty much all
business, at first. He showed her a list of various contractors
working or set to work on the place, and what men worked for each
of them, what they were doing and when they were to be paid and
how.

He also wanted her to start dealing with job
applicants for the club. They'd advertised on the internet, and her
eyes had gone kind of wide when he showed her the ad. It featured
head and torso shots of a man and a woman. The man was incredibly
handsome and masculine, and naked from the waist up. He was
muscular, his muscles well defined. The woman was beautiful,
wearing a bikini, and she had a great body.

Are you in their class? The add asked. “If
you have the moves to work in what is going to be the county's top
club, send your resume below and answer the following
questionnaire.

“You ever been to Moxies, Chloe?”

“Uh, no, sir,” she said.

Moxies was, to her anyway, an expensive bar
and restaurant chain.

“You know they recruit their female servers
from modeling agencies?”

She shook her head in confusion.

“They do that because it's part of the
reputation they wanted to build that their girls be hot and
beautiful, and they are. They wear short skirts and have long legs.
That's a killer combination to bring in the patrons,” he said with
a grin.

Chloe nodded her understanding. She sure
couldn't argue with that.

“So we want hot looking girls, and big,
strong, handsome young guys here,” he said. “And given the
unemployment rate we should have no trouble finding them.”

She supposed he was right about that
too.

So these applications are going to come with
pictures. Pick the hottest ones and weed out those who aren't.
We'll get a ton of applications and we can afford to be choosy.
Look for girls who like to dance, too. Do you like dancing,
honey?”

“Oh yeah!” she said enthusiastically.

“My girlfriends Tammy and Tanya are both
crazy for dancing,” he said. “They're pretty athletic too. They
both started taking that, what do you call it, pole dancing
classes. Sure has built up their arms and shoulders, not to mention
given them bellies as flat and firm as can be!”

“Uh, you have two girlfriends, Mister
Foster?”

“Sure, honey! I'm too much man for any girl
to handle alone! Besides, I love blondes, but I adore brunettes!
Why shouldn't I have both?”

Chloe was left a bit open mouthed at
that!

“Better hope they don't find out about each
other,” she said.

He laughed in amusement, and patted her
back. “They know about each other, honey! They're great friends,
and sometimes more than that too.”

He winked at her and she felt her jaw drop,
then snapped it closed again, blushing.

Surely he didn't mean... !?

“Now you sit right down and start in on
these,” he said, “and let me know if you have any questions.”

She sat down – quickly, since his hand had
slid down from her back to pat her bottom. He went back to his desk
and sat down behind it, facing her, and set to work on some
papers.

There were already a ton of applications!
She tried reading, at first, but then started skimming, looking for
particular words or phrases like 'dance' and a work history that
had some bartending or waitressing in it.

Every now and then Foster came over to lean
over her shoulders and watch what she was up to. She had a strong
suspicion he was looking down her cleavage at the same time, but
didn't raise her eyes up and back to try and catch him. She was
pretty used to guys looking at her cleavage anyway, since Darrell
was kind of fond of showing her off when they went out.

But being alone with him and him looking
down her top made her squirm a little now and then. It made her
body thrum just a bit with energy, and it kind of made her think
about Darrell, and what they might do together after work!

Things went more or less normal, until a
couple of hours later when she gave him the wrong file, and he
slapped her bottom!

He wasn't angry or anything, she thought.
That was, he certainly didn't get mad and forget himself or lose
control. He just shook his head, smiling lightly, and chided her
for handing him the wrong file. But he slapped her butt first!

She was too surprised and hesitant to
complain, but she was sure going to tell Darrell when she saw him
at lunch!

She did, too, but his response wasn't what
she'd expected. He just laughed in amusement.

“Well don't give him the wrong file then,”
he said with a grin.

She stared at him indignantly.

“Mark's an old fashioned guy,” he said. “You
can bet he keeps his girlfriends in line the same way. Did he tell
you he had two of em?”

“Yes,” she said, annoyed. “What kind of man
needs two girlfriends anyway!?”

“A rich one.”

She snorted.

“And he kind of … gave the impression they
knew each other and, uh, kind of had sex together!”

“Yeah, he told me that too. They're both
bisexual,” he said, pleased that the subject had come up.

“That's sick!”

“Nawh, that's fun!” he said with a laugh.
“And he gets to watch them go at it!”

She glared at him.

“Men are all perverts!” she said.

“Yep! And maybe he'll let me watch em one
day,” he said with a leer.

She stared at him. “You would want to watch
two... strange girls having sex!?”

Which, she knew as soon as she asked it was
a dumb question. Of course he would! What man wouldn't!? Stuff like
that was all over the freaking internet!

He didn't even answer, just gave her a
pitying look.

The thought was unsettling. She didn't want
him staring and getting erections while watching two strange girls
going at it! She provided him all the sex any man could reasonably
ever want! Of course, there was only one of her, and she knew that
the idea of watching her screwing with another girl was one of his
fantasies.

She didn't have much enthusiasm for the
idea, but she had even less for him lusting after two strange girls
with her not even there!

She was a few minutes late from lunch, and
got another smack on the rear as he passed her coming out of the
office while she was going in. This was accompanied by a wagged
finger.

“Lunch ends at twelve thirty, darlin',” he
said.

“Yes, sir!” she gulped, not even thinking to
protest.

She went in and sat down, a little flushed,
still thinking about what Darrell had said. Could she do it with
another girl? She supposed she could, as long as Darrell was there.
He'd be real excited watching, and that would excite her too.

And then? She felt her cheeks get a little
pink thinking about that, about what Darrell would do with his big
cock when he was all hot and bothered. She felt her nipples
hardening at that thought, and she also felt a warm, pulsing
sensation down between her legs, especially where she made contact
with the chair.

She found her legs starting to spread wider
as she leaned further forward over the work station, and her
breathing was starting to get shorter and more ragged too. She did
her best to ignore it, but looking at all those pictures of girls,
most of whom seemed to have decided to send in bikini pictures,
made her keep thinking about what a threesome would be like.

Then she had a daring thought. One of the
girls was likely to be one of these girlfriends Foster said he had.
She got up and went over to his desk, eyes glancing anxiously at
the stairs and windows, looking for pictures. There didn't seem to
be any, which disappointed her. But then she saw his cell phone,
and darted to the door, checking.

No one was there, so she darted back to his
desk and picked it up, then quickly opened it and looked for
pictures. He had several folders, one of them labeled Tammy and
another labeled Tanya. She opened the one for Tammy and gasped.

The first picture was of a beautiful blonde
girl who was in exactly the same position as the painting on the
wall! She jerked her eyes up, then down then up, then down. It
looked like the same girl! Her breasts, her lips, her chin and
nose, her hair and ringed nipples, all were the same! Except this
wasn't a silhouette! It was a color picture of a lovely young
blonde girl with a collar around her neck, her wrists shackled
together behind her back! Naked!

She was so shocked that she didn't notice
the sound of feet coming up the stairs until it was too late. She
looked up from the phone to see Mister and Darrell both coming
through the door.

“What are you doing there, beautiful?”
Mister Foster said.

His voice was stern when he asked the
question, though, and Chloe barely had the presence of mind to
hurriedly put the phone back, let alone think of what to
answer!

He scowled at her, then turned to
Darrell.

“Your girlfriend is nosy, Darrell. She's
decided she wants to know what's on my cell phone,” he said.

Darrell was looking at her in astonishment
and anger, and she could hardly blame him! How could she be so
stupid!? Now she might be fired! They might both be fired!

“Chloe! What the hell!?” he demanded.

Chloe hung her head, blushing hotly.

“I'm real sorry for this, Mark!” he
said.

“Well it wasn't you that stuck your nose
into my phone, Darrell, but on the other hand, your woman
misbehaving does reflect badly on you.”

Darrell glared at her.

“I think that young Chloe needs to be
punished for this,” he said sternly.

“I'll tan her ass back home tonight!”
Darrell said indignantly.

Foster shook his head slowly. “No, not good
enough. The offense was against me, after all. I should witness the
punishment.”

Chloe jerked, feeling a shock-wave ripple
through her.

Darrell looked at Foster for a moment, then
nodded slowly.

“I think that pretty ass of hers needs to be
strapped, right here, bent over my desk, right at the scene of the
crime.”

Chloe felt another shock ripple through
her.

“If that's what you want, that's what I'll
do,” Darrell said.

Another shock! Chloe gasped, staring at both
of them desperately, her mind whirling as she tried to think of how
to protest or refuse! But they'd caught her red handed! And Mister
Foster would be perfectly within his rights to fire her! He might
even fire Darrell too!

Darrel slipped his hand up behind her neck,
gripping it firmly, then turned her and bent her over Foster's
desk. She squealed as his hand flipped her short skirt up to bare
her bottom, but he held her pressed down against the surface of the
desk.

“Don't move,” he snapped.

He released her and Chloe, whimpering,
stayed where she'd been placed.

“What did you think you were doing looking
at Mister Foster's cell phone?” he demanded.

Chloe couldn't possibly tell the truth! She
didn't want him and Foster to both know she had been thinking about
the possibility of having sex with one or his girlfriends, and
wanted to see what she looked like!

“I-I just wanted to see if he had pictures
of his two girlfriends!” she exclaimed helplessly.

“Did you ever consider just asking?” Foster
demanded.

Chloe's face burned and she bit her lip
anxiously.

“You've been a very bad girl, Chloe,” he
said sternly. “Haven't you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“And what happens to bad girls?”

“They get spanked,” Darrell said.

“Or strapped,” Foster finished. “On their
bare bottom.”

“Well, her bottom's pretty bare,” Darrell
said.

“Do you know why children are spanked on
their bare bottom, Darrell?” Foster asked. “Its not really any more
painful. You do it because they remember the humiliation. It's a
better lesson than pain.”

“I guess,” Darrell said.

“So I think that even thought Chloe is
wearing a thong, it ought to be pulled down.”

“No!” Chloe gasped, starting to rise.

Darrell's hand shoved her back down again,
and then his hand slapped sharply against her bottom.

“Be still!” he ordered.

An instant later he gripped the waistband of
her thong and jerked it down over her buttocks!

“Now that is one pretty sight,” Foster
said.

Chloe's face burned even more hotly, and she
moaned, her arms drawing in around it, burying her face in her own
hair. But despite the humiliation, she felt a strange dark sense of
sexual heat. She was baring herself to a strange man, to Mister
Foster, who was, in fact, a real man, not just a guy
like Darrell and Phil!

“Have you been a bad girl, Chloe?” Foster
demanded.

Chloe stood there, heart pounding, and
didn't answer.

Crack!

“Answer him,” Darrell ordered

“Y-Yeesss!” she whimpered.

“Say it. Say 'I've been a bad girl, sir',”
Foster ordered.

“I-I've been a bad girl, sir,” she gulped
anxiously.

She was terribly anxious about what was to
come, but she could feel a rising sense of sexual tension aside
from the embarrassment. Bending over naked like this was obscene
and outrageous! It was an incredibly slutty thing to do in front of
your boss! But, well, it wasn't her fault, and it wasn't her idea,
and she had no choice, so there was an absence of any sort of
guilt.

Crack!

Chloe cried out at the blow, for it wasn't a
hand, this time, but Darrell’s belt! It snapped down across her
upraised buttocks with a sharp impact that left a red line of pain
across her soft flesh, and she jerked violently in response.

“You know what, Darrell, that's not the
right kind of belt to use on a pretty butt like this,” Foster
said.

“It ain't?”

“Darrel, my boy, that there is a work of
art,” Foster said, pointing at the bent over girl before them. “You
don't want to do anything to mark up a work of art like that.”

Chloe's pulse raced. She kept her head down,
but listened to every word, trembling slightly, still horribly
aware of how naked she was under Mister Foster's eyes, and of that
squirming little sense of sexual heat which accompanied showing
herself off this way.

“So how am I supposed to give her a
strapping?”

“I got just the thing.”

He went to a cabinet and unlocked it, then
took out a short, wide strap, bringing it back to the younger man
to show him.

“Now this was expressly made for punishing
bad girls,” he said. “It's wide enough, and supple enough, that it
won't bruise or mark up that beautiful ass on your girl there. But
see how it's doubled up here. It'll sting like the dickens. The
outer belt hits that pretty butt, then the inner belt hits the
outer one to double the sting.”

Chloe moaned, digging her fingers into the
palms of her hands.

“Cool,” Darrell said. “And it won't leave
her butt all red?”

“Oh it'll do that,” Foster said with a
laugh. “But it won't leave it with no bruises or cuts or marks. Try
it out.”

Chloe whimpered and trembled, waiting, then
the new belt struck her bare bottom and once again she cried out,
jerking sharply at the stinging blow.

“Excellent!” Darrell said.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” she half sobbed, reaching back
to try to cover her bottom with her hands.

“You said yourself you been a bad girl,”
Foster said. “Bad girls get punished.”

“Move yer hands, girl,” Darrell ordered.

“Here, this'll take care of that problem,”
Foster said.

Chloe gasped as strong male hands grasped
her wrists, then pulled them up and crossed them at the small of
her back. A moment later something was tied around them tightly,
binding them in place.

She shuddered, feeling another rush of heat
as she tugged experimentally.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap cut down across her bottom again
and again and she trembled and cried out, eyes filling with tears
as the pain mounted and her bottom began to burn fiercely! But even
so, she could tell the difference between this new strap and
Darrell's belt. This one was a lot wider, and though she stung, she
didn't feel as heavy an impact.

Her bottom burned, but that squirmy little
sense of sexual heat was still there, and now began to grow hotter
with every passing second!

“She's got a nice shave job there,” Foster
said.

Crack!

“I like her naked like that,” Darrell
replied. “Plus it's easier on my tongue.”

Crack!

The two men laughed.

“I paid for my two girls to get laser hair
removal,” Foster said. “Now that's soft!”

Crack!

“I bet that cost money.”

Crack!

“Not as much as you might think. Lotta girls
are getting it done now.”

Crack!

“Well, now that we're both working maybe
Chloe could get something like that done,” Darrell said.

Crack!

“You mind if I uh...”

“Sure,” Darrell said.

There was a pause, and then the belt cut
across her bottom again. Chloe cried out, trembling and moaning,
but there was a deepening of that dark, nasty thrill when she
realized it was Mister Foster who was strapping her now! And she
began to feel a rising sense of anticipation at what would happen
afterward!

Her recent experience with Phil was fresh in
her mind, and Mister Foster was a handsome man! Would Darrell make
her suck his cock too!? That would be so nasty!

And the thought made her mind squirm with
heat!

“Maybe I'll let you strap one of my girls
next time they get out of line,” Foster said in amusement.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Really? That'd be wild!” Darrell said
enthusiastically.

Crack! Crack! Crack

“Gotta say, the sight of that pretty little
butt shaking like this is making me hot,” Foster said. “Might be
hard to concentrate on work for a while now!”

“Me too,” Darrell said.

There was silence, then he and Foster
grinned at each other. He reached for Chloe and pulled her up from
her bent over position, then pushed her down onto her knees in
front of them.

Chloe shuddered and moaned, gasping and
gulping in air as she looked up at the two men. Then she gasped
again as Mister Foster unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock. A
moment later Darrell did the same. Both were big men, and she
trembled as heat sizzled deep inside her.

“Your girl, you first,” Foster said.

Darrell bunched up her hair and pulled her
mouth onto his cock, and she moaned around it, closing her lips,
face hot, insides swirling, mind churning as she sucked and licked
it. He pumped in and out, pulling her forward and back in time,
driving his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth until he pulled
forward and pushed himself all the way down her throat.

“You've got her well-trained for a
beginner,” Foster said.

“A beginner?”

“It's obvious she's new to obedience. That's
why she still acts up so much.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

Chloe gurgled as he ground her face into him
for long, long seconds. He slowly pulled back and she coughed
violently as he came free of her mouth. Then he released her hair
and Foster gripped it, turning her head to the side and pushing his
cock into her open mouth.

“Like to introduce your little girl to my
little girls,” Foster said, shoving his cock into the back of the
trembling girl's throat and holding her in place.

“That sounds wicked hot!” Darrell said
excitedly.

“She ever do anything with girls
before?”

“No. We talked about it, though.”

Foster pulled slowly back and then it was
Darrell's turn again. Chloe moaned dazedly, gurgling as he sheathed
his cock to the last inch in her mouth and throat.

“I think Tanya in particular would love to
teach your girl how to please another girl.”

“I'd love to see that,” Darrell said.

He pulled slowly back and pumped in and out
a few times before withdrawing and giving her mouth to Foster to
use.

“You know what this is missing?”

“Another girl?”

“Naw, a big plug for her tight little
pussy.”

When it was Darrel's turn again Foster moved
back to that cabinet, and returned with a large, thick dildo.
Darrell laughed to see it, then grinned as Foster knelt beside his
girlfriend and placed it between her legs.

“Have her sink down on this.”

“Sink down, Chloe,” Darrell ordered, drawing
his cock out of her mouth.

Dazed, gasping for breath, light-headed,
Chloe sank down as the men spread her knees wider and she moaned as
she felt the thick head of the dildo pushing against her body. At
first it felt too big, but she was sopping wet, as well as being
sweaty, and the rounded head slowly forced the lips of her sex in
and back, stretching her out wider and wider.

It ached, but when it began to slide up into
her body she felt a wild rush of emotions and sensations! Her
breathing became more and more ragged as Darrell began to rub her
clitoris while she sank slowly down the long, thick length of the
thing!

“Yeah, she's a hot one,” Foster said. “She
love a big cock inside her.”

“That she does!” Darrell said.

He undid the buttons in front of her shirt
and her top popped open, baring her breasts as they rested in the
cupless shelf bra. Chloe jerked and shuddered as two hands, one
from each man, kneaded and caressed her breasts, while Darrell
continued to stroke her clitoris!

“Those are damn near perfect nipples,”
Foster said, seizing one and rolling it.

“Yeah, she's a gorgeous girl,” Darrell
said.

“Spread those legs, baby!” he ordered.

Shuddering, Chloe sank down further and
further, her insides aching, but also burning as her knees opened
wide. She sank back onto her heels, but the men wanted her even
further down and by the time they were satisfied she felt impaled
on the big, thick dildo!

Now they had to thrust in and down while
tilting her head up at them. That actually made it easier on her,
though, as they took turns pumping in and out of her face and
throat. But she was so filled with crackling, burning, sexual
electricity by then she hardly cared.

She was on the verge of orgasm, and began to
use her legs to grind herself against the dildo, to ride up and
down a little, just a little. That was all it took, and the orgasm
tore through her like an explosion so that her body jerked
violently, then convulsions ripped through her as the men laughed
and Foster knelt quickly to rub her clitoris.

That sent the eruption of heat even higher,
and Chloe cried out again and again, her voice fortunately muffled
by the thickness of her boyfriend's cock as it pumped inside her
throat.
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The remainder of the day was like a strange
fantasy for Chloe. She returned to her desk to continue working,
but Darrell and Mister Foster insisted she keep the dildo inside
her! It ached, but it ached in a strange dark, fiercely sexual way
which kept her heart beating quickly and her pulse fluttering
uncontrollably.

Her blouse was closed again, but Foster
found numerous opportunities to come over and check her work. And
every time he did he'd slide a hand down between her legs to finger
her clitoris, or into her top to knead her breasts!

Chloe wasn't sure this was something Darrell
wanted, but was too anxious – and aroused – to protest!

Darrell found an excuse to drop by every now
and then too, and did much the same. And during her afternoon break
Darrell took her out back, made her lean forward against a tree,
then fucked her hard and fast from behind before shoving the dildo
back up inside her.

She didn't come, but it didn't take much
fingering of her pussy by him before she was squealing and moaning
and bucking back against his fingers.

Then, towards the end of the day, Foster
sternly called her over to his desk. Chloe trembled slightly as she
obeyed.

“Y-Yes, s-sir!?” she gulped anxiously.

“Chloe, didn't I tell you to make sure that
every file had a rating on it before you forwarded it to me?”

“I-I... I guess I forgot,” she gulped.

He frowned. “Sir. Always say sir.”

“Sorry, sir!”

“You've been a bad girl, Chloe,” he
said.

Chloe sucked in a sharp breath of air and
felt butterflies take flight in her stomach. She didn't know how to
answer. Was he going to strap her!? Without Darrell being there!?
Her bottom didn't sting any more, and she'd looked at it in the
bathroom and seen it looked like it was normal again. But she sure
didn't want another strapping!

“It's not so bad as to deserve a strapping,”
he said, reliving her immensely, “But I think it definitely needs
to be punished.”

He got up and she took an involuntary step
backwards, eyes widening, but instead of coming over to her he went
over and sat down on the sofa against the wall.

“Come here, girl,” he ordered.

Chloe anxiously shuffled closer.

“Closer.”

She shuffled closer still, heart
pounding.

He snapped his fingers impatiently and she
moved up right next to where he sat.

“Put yourself across my lap, girl,” he
ordered sternly.

Chloe felt a jolt of emotion pass through
her, and jerked her head to stare at the glass door and window.

“No one is likely to come up here any time
soon. Besides it'll only take a couple of minutes.”

“B-but... but – .”

“I didn't ask for an argument, girl,” he
barked.

She gulped.

“Now!”

Reluctantly, Chloe bent forward across his
lap, her hands on the sofa next to him, then gasped as he gripped
her hips and pulled her all the way down. A moment later he flipped
up her skirt and then tugged her thong down!

“The best way for bad girls to learn a
lesson is to make sure you punish them each and every time they get
it wrong,” he said, resting his hand on her bare bottom.

That hand slid down between her trembling
thighs, just then, to feel the base of the dildo.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Whimpering, Chloe obeyed, and his fingers
traced the line of her sex where it was gripping the dildo.

“Sure feels tight here,” he said.

Crack! His hand suddenly slapped her
bottom!

Chloe gasped, then moaned.

She felt his fingers pushing into her,
gripping the base of the dildo, and drawing it slowly down the
length of her tube until she felt empty. Then his fingers slid into
her, two of them, no, three, she thought wildly, pushing deep into
her warm, moist belly.

“Nice and wet inside, aren't ya,” he said
with a laugh.

Chloe trembled and felt heat starting to
burn upward through her belly, felt her pulse racing faster and
faster, felt her nipples pulsing and tingling as her breasts lay
pillowed out against the sofa beneath her!

“Hot little slut,” he said, fingers pumping
in and out.

Crack! His other hand slapped her
bottom.

“But a bad girl, too,” he said.

Crack!

“A bad girl who needs to learn
discipline.”

Crack!

“A bad girl with a hot little body who needs
to be fucked a lot.”

Crack!

His fingers were twisting and squirming
inside her, pumping in and out, and now one started to stroke
roughly against her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

“Nasty little girl, always acting up,” he
said.

Crack! Crack!

His left hand slid up her body to cup her
breast through her blouse, then undid the buttons to free them both
so he could roughly grope and knead them.

“You were built for fucking, Chloe,” he
said. “It's what yer best at and what you like best.”

His left hand slapped her bottom again
several times as his right fingered her pussy and rubbed her
clitoris. Chloe felt wild, rippling bursts of sensation tearing up
through her body as she began to shake and writhe there atop his
lap.

He abruptly flipped her over onto her back,
then pulled her up into a seated position. His left hand gripped
her hair and jerked it back, and when her hands instinctively shot
up to grab his wrist he pinned them both behind her neck, grabbing
a fistful of hair to wrap around them.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Trembling, she obeyed, and he thrust the
dildo back into her, only now he laid his thumb along the base, and
as he buried it and started pumping it in and out his thumb slid
back and forth across her clitoris. He jerked back sharply on her
hair and she felt his mouth around the center of her breast, his
teeth closing in, his lips sucking hungrily!

Her hips began to buck with more and more
desperation, and then a tremendous orgasm tore through her. She
started to cry out, then screamed in a long, drawn out, undulating
wail – fortunately just as a power saw lit off not too far
away.

She finished the remainder of her day at her
desk, as before, with the dildo still buried inside her, and her
mind fuzzy and dazed.

Darrell came for her, and led her downstairs
and out to the pickup to drive home. She walked awkwardly with the
big dildo still inside her, and he snickered and joked about it as
she looked anxiously around, afraid someone would notice.

“Bet you had a fun day,” he said with a grin
as she settled ever so gingerly into the truck.

“Mister Foster.... spanked me,” she
gulped.

“He did?” he scowled. “What else you do
wrong!?”

“I... I just made a little mistake!” she
said anxiously.

“Well stop making dumb mistakes! We need
these jobs!”

“He spanked me and... and he finger fucked
me!”

“Did he? And did you come like a bitch in
heat?”

She looked away, face red, and he
snorted.

“Did he try to fuck you?”

“N-No.”

“Okay then.”

“You don't care another man spanked
me!?”

“Me and Mark are friends,” he said, as he
pulled out onto the highway, “And we got a kind of understanding.
We're gonna meet his girlfriend Tanya on Friday night.”

She gulped anxiously. “For what?”

He grinned at her. “What do you think?”

“I don't... I don't know nothing about doing
it with girls, Darrell!' she protested weakly.

“That's okay. Tanya knows lots. She'll show
you while me and Mark watch.”

Chloe felt another jolt of anxiety.

“Don't you worry, baby. You'll like it,” he
said.

He stretched out his arm and his hand slid
under her little skirt, then plunged down the top of her thong. She
gasped as his fingers made contact with her clitoris, and he began
to rub here there, chuckling to himself as she started to
squirm.

“Oh! Darrell!” she gasped. “Don't! You
should watch the road!”

She grabbed his wrist, but that did little
as his fingers continued to rub against her, and she felt hot
little bursts of sensation rolling up her body!

“You're my hot little sex toy,” he said with
a grin.

Chloe had been wrapped in a strange dark
cloud of sexual anticipation, hunger and passion now most of the
day. She trembled as his fingers stroked her, her fingers slowly
loosening around his wrist as a hot, rushing wall of sensation
swept through her.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh! Darrell! Oh! Oh!”

She came, arching back sharply, her head
hitting the headrest repeatedly as she ground herself against his
fingers and the seat underneath.

Darrell pulled his fingers away with a smirk
and the slid them past her slack lips, twisting his fingers in and
out across her tongue before bringing them back to the wheel.

“You're gonna have a good time, baby,” he
said.

They stopped at the grocery store on the way
home for food, then went back to their old bungalow on the edge of
town. There were no near neighbors and the land was overgrown with
trees and brush, giving them a lot of privacy.

Darrell got out and went around to the
passenger side as Chloe pushed open the door and slid down, then
began to unbutton her blouse.

“Darrell!” she exclaimed, looking around
instinctively.

“There ain't no one around,” he said.

“Well, can't you wait till we get the
groceries inside?”

“I can wait,” he said, though he'd already
opened her blouse completely.

He pulled it off, then undid her skirt.

“Wh-what are you after doing?” she asked,
feeling a rush of anxiety accompanied by a twisty kind of heat.

“Something new.”

“What new?!”

He grinned, and undid her bra, removing it,
then pushed her thong down and off.

There was a bag in his hand and he winked,
then put it on the hood of the car and pulled out what she thought
was a strap of some kind. Only he slid it around her throat.

“What... what's this!?”

“It's a collar. Like you're my bitch,
Chloe,” he aid with a grin.

“It's a dog collar!?”

“Not a dog collar. It's a girl collar.”

He buckled it behind her, then took two more
straps, smaller ones, from the bag, and took her right hand. Chloe
gulped as she saw him wrap it around her wrist, then buckle it. She
anxiously let him do the same to her other wrist, then saw him take
two more out of the bag. These, it seemed, were for her ankles. She
felt her heart beating faster as she propped herself against the
car and raised her feet, one by one, took off her shoes, then
buckled the straps around her ankle.

She felt a pulsing sense of rising
excitement now as he grinned at her with that hungry look, but he
just turned her around, slapped her bottom, and told her to get the
groceries and bring them in.

He went inside, and she shuddered softly,
her nipples swollen, her breasts thrumming, and her pussy very,
very overheated where it clutched the dildo. She looked down and
saw it was all-but buried inside her, but it was flush with her
opening so that it held the lips of her sex stretched wide.

“God!” she breathed.

She went around to the back of the truck,
naked, and lowered the tailgate, then leaned in and pulled out
several bags. She turned and carried them inside, her breasts
jiggling slightly as she moved, opened the screen door, and carried
them inside.

She looked around for Darrell, a little
irked that he'd left her to take in the groceries alone, then went
back outside and got the next few bags. The thing was, it didn't
feel so much like a chore as it would have been if he hadn't
stripped her and put the collar and things on.

When she came in the next time he'd gotten
himself a beer and was sitting down, grinning at her. She flushed,
but didn't complain. She went back out and got the last bags,
carried them in, and then started putting things away.

“Mark says you're a great little slave
girl,” he said.

She gulped.

“I ain't no slave girl,” she replied, even
though she felt a wild little thrill of eroticism travel down into
her lower body.

“Yer my sex slave!” he said with a leer.

She snorted, but felt that little thrill
again. This was squirmy nasty, kinky stuff, and she'd had a whole
day of being made to feel like a very, very sexy and sexual girl.
And she still had that dildo up inside her.

Which reminded her...

She reached down and gripped the base,
slipping the thing slowly down and out of her body.

“Did I say you could do that?” he asked
archly.

“I don't recall asking you,” she said
tartly.

“Slave girls only do what they're told,” he
said.

“And like I said, I ain't no slave girl of
yours, Darrell Cooper!”

She reached up and back behind the collar,
intent on unbuckling it, but he got up and grabbed her – which
didn't disappoint her a whole lot. Wearing this collar thing and
the other leather restraints was wicked and nasty, and she enjoyed
it. But it wouldn't do for him to know she enjoyed it. It would be
much more exciting if he made her do it!

“Hey!” she said.

He bent her over the table and she felt a
click behind the collar, then he jerked her wrist up and back,
pinning it at the small of her back. There was another click, and
when he let it go and grabbed her other wrist she jerked it around
and stared.

It had a tiny padlock in the tongue now so
it couldn't be opened!

She heard another click behind her back, and
he let her up with a smirk.

“Now you can't take them off till I say so,”
he said smugly.

“You... pervert!” she exclaimed.

He chuckled and spun her around to see the
door, then marched her over there, closing the door so she could
see herself on the mirror on the inside. She swallowed several
times, feeling a wild little thrill of excitement at the sight of
herself with the collar around her neck and the leather bands
around her wrists and ankles.

“You're my little slave girl!” he
crowed.

“A-am not!” she gulped.

“You want a spanking?

“No!” she gasped.

“Then admit you're my little slave
girl.”

“I'm your little slave girl,” she said
reluctantly.

“Sir.”

“No way!”

He spun her around and bent her over, then
slapped her bottom.

“Sir!” she cried.

“Ha,” he said, letting her up. “Now make my
dinner, slave girl.”

“Naked!?”

“Yep.”

She grumbled, but wasn't entirely unhappy.
It was warm, as usual, and going around naked, wearing this bondage
stuff, was kinky and kind of neat. At least, as long as it was him
making her do it...

“Nobody's coming over, are they?”

“Ha. Missing Phil already?”

“No!”

“Nobody's coming over.”

She made dinner, feeling very kinky and
sexual the whole time, then they ate together in the living room
watching TV. After dinner, and after she'd watched up, he pulled
her across his lap and locked the wrist restraints together,
fondling and caressing her while he watched TV.

He got the dildo and slid it back into her,
pumping it in and out casually, his hands gliding over her body to
keep her in a sense of heady, breathless arousal for quite some
time. Then he put her on her knees and had her perform oral sex on
him.

They went to bed, and Darrell tied her
spreadeagled to the bed, using his tongue and lips and fingers, and
knowledge of her body to make her writhe and twist and squeal and
beg to come before letting her fall over the edge.

Then he untied her only to flip her on her
belly and tie her spreadeagled again. This time he used a little
oil, and the dildo, working it slowly into her ass, pushing it
deeper and deeper, despite her protests. The protests weren't
entirely pro-forma this time, for anal sex made Chloe feel dirty,
and often hurt. Still, he was being more careful than usual, and
using more lube.

When he pulled the dildo out and climbed
atop her himself she was more ready than she'd ever been for anal
sex, and groaned in dark pleasure as he pushed himself into her.
Then his teeth were at her throat as he worked his hips up and
down, burying his thick cock inside her and grinding his pelvis
against her butt as she shuddered and moaned and trembled in
heat.

His thrusts became harder and faster, and
she cried out at the impact against her and inside her, but even
with the ache and cramping she was feeling a wild rush of pleasure
and excitement. And then, somehow, she had another orgasm! It was
the first time she'd ever come while he was sodomizing her, and she
marveled at it even as he finished up.

He locked her wrist restraints behind her
and they went to sleep, though not without some protests from
Chloe. She couldn't sleep well like that, and he finally unclipped
them and locked them together in front of her instead. That was
easier on her and she fell asleep like that – and wakened like
that.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Darrell had her go without a bra to work the
next morning, and wear her blue print dress. She was anxious about
getting some kind of reputation for going to work like that – as
opposed to clubs, but aside from Darrell not a lot of people came
up to see Foster in his office. Mostly, he went down to see
them.

There were more people in the factory now.
They were laying a whole bunch of electrical cables prior to
putting down the new floor. The work on the sound and lights was
continuing, and now plumbers had arrived to work on the
bathrooms.

Most people just called up on the phone when
they wanted to talk to him, up until one of the plumbers came up
with some drawings to get his written approval and saw Chloe at the
desk.

The blue print dress she wore was more or
less a slip dress. It was very lightweight and cool in the
still-hot air, and also very short. The neckline had no buttons or
ties and plunged to the bottom of her breasts. Since she wasn't
wearing a bra to squeeze her breasts in together the cleavage
wasn't as bad as it might have been, but there was still an awful
lot of her exposed to view, like most of the inside half of both
breasts.

It was a fine dress to wear to a nightclub,
and Chloe wasn't adverse to showing off her assets, but she felt
self-conscious wearing it to work. And its effects were increased,
of course, when she was sitting at a desk leaning forward and some
guy walked in to stand in front of the desk looking down at
her.

She straightened up quickly, of course, but
even so the man's eyes looked very appreciative.

“Hey there, sweet thing,” he said. “I'm
looking for Mark Foster. I'm with Delancy Plumbing and
Fixtures.”

“He's down on the floor, over where they're
doing a systems check on the sound,” she said.

“Uh...where?”

She had to get up and come around the desk,
which showed just how short her hem was, and then lead him back
through the door to the steel balcony and stairs, then point to the
far corner.

“Much obliged, beautiful,” he said.

She smiled a bit self-consciously, but
wasn't entirely displeased with the compliment. She returned to her
desk and her work. There was soon another visitor, however, one of
the sound guys. He wanted to know if his company had called in. She
thought that was kind of odd since he surely must have a cell
phone.

Foster came back up, winking at her.

“I sure do have a gorgeous receptionist,” he
said.

“Thank you, sir,” she said, blushing a
little

“Love that dress, too,” he said. “Though if
I had my way you'd be sitting there naked all day.”

Chloe blushed more as he chuckled
ruefully.

“But then I'd never get any work done. I'd
just be staring at you all day.”

He sat down at his desk, and she returned
her eyes to her computer monitor, a bit more nervous with him
sitting across from her. And it wasn't very long before he called
her over.

“Get a pad and pencil,” he said.

She nodded, got them and came over to stand
in front of the desk.

“Come around here, darlin',” he said.

She circled the desk, feeling a little
breathless as she got closer. Then she squeaked as he swung his
around around her waist and pulled her in tight! He pulled her
right in across his lap, in fact, and held her there, laughing as
she squirmed.

“You just sit here, baby, while I dictate a
letter,” he said.

“But – !”

“You aren't gonna be disobedient, are you?”
he asked, looking suspiciously at her.

She gulped anxiously. “N-No, sir!”

“Cause I still got that strap, you know, if
you act up.”

She bit her lower lip uncertainly.

“Now, this is to Barry Tyler, County
Commissioner.”

Chloe started writing on the pad, gasping
softly as his hand slid up and down her leg.

“Dear Barry,” he said.

Chloe wrote the words on the pad, but most
of her concentration was on his hand, which was caressing her leg
just above her knee, and sliding slowly higher. She felt her pulse
moving faster the higher his hand went, and her heart pounding
quicker too!

“I wanted to thank you for all your support
in Establishing the Dark Knight.”

“Dark night?” she asked, looking up.

“Knight with a k,” he said. “As in knight in
shining armor.”

“Oh.”

His hand slid up to where her very short hem
was, then his fingers eased in beneath. Chloe's mind squirmed, for
on the one hand she should be stopping him but on the other hand
Darrell had sort of made it clear that aside from actual sex he
didn't ind Foster doing just about whatever he wanted!

Besides, he was a good looking man, a rich
guy, and a strong, confident one, all of which added to his
attractiveness as far as she was concerned. Not to mention he was
her boss. And it wasn't like he hadn't already seen every part of
her body, and touched most of them! All with Darrell's
blessing!

“The Dark Knight is the name of the club,”
he said with a grin.

“Oh. You never said before.”

“I just decided. Now continue. I'm sure that
the added employment will benefit the county economy, as will the
increased traffic from the city.”

His fingers slid up higher beneath the hem,
then pushed down between where she'd kept her thighs closed.

“Spread your legs apart, darlin',” he said
casually.

Chloe gulped, but then reluctantly obeyed,
and his hand slid right in between her thighs to cup her pussy
through the little G-string Darrell had had her wear!

“You've seen the numbers for that added
traffic, and I'm sure it will help a number of local businesses,”
he said.

Chloe hurriedly returned to writing down his
words, but she wasn't exactly an expert stenographer. And besides
that his fingers were rubbing her lightly through her thong!

She scribbled frantically, her hand jerking
suddenly as his fingers tugged the crotch of her G-string aside and
began to rub her bare skin!

He continued to dictate, and then he drew
his hand up from under her skirt – which was a relief for Chloe,
though a very temporary one. He startled her by bringing his
fingers to her lips and caressing her lower lip, then sliding his
fingers into her mouth and along her tongue.

“Lick those, baby,” he said.

Flushing, her mind squirming, Chloe licked
at his fingers as he pumped them in and out of her mouth. Then she
gasped as he pulled them free and slid them down between her legs
again to stroke up and down along the line of her sex. Then one of
them, followed by a second, slid up inside her, pumping slowly in
and out as his thumb stroked across her clitoris.

Chloe's breathing became more and more
ragged, and it became more difficult to concentrate on writing down
his words, especially when he got inventive towards the end.

“And I invite you to come down and see the
progress we've made,” he said. “And to meet our hot little
receptionist Chloe, who has an incredible body, a beautiful face,
and generally wears very few clothes.”

She gaped at him at that, and he laughed in
amusement.

“Okay, that don't go in the letter,” he
said, much to her relief.

“Hmm, this is a pretty dress,” he said, his
fingers finally emerging from under her skirt, sliding up and
pushing aside the left side of the top. He examined her breast,
then fingered her already-hard little nipple before bending over
and taking the center of her breast into his mouth!

“M-Mister Foster!” she gasped as his teeth
closed on her soft flesh.

“Mmmmm?” he asked, chewing and sucking on
her breasts.

“S-Someone might come in!” she moaned.

His other hand slid back down between her
legs, fingers stroking her, and Chloe began to squirm atop his lap
as her insides thrummed with a wild and growing heat.

“Oh!” she gasped as he chewed at her
nipples.

“What tasty little nipples you have, Chloe,”
he said, chewing and nibbling them again.

“M-Mister Foster!” she gasped. “Ow!”

He chuckled, his fingers pushing up inside
her again as he let his tongue lap at her nipple, then slid across
her open chest to suck and chew at her other nipple!

“P-Please!” she moaned, gulping in air, her
hands trembling as she clutched the pencil and pad.

He grinned then and set her on her feet,
then slapped her bottom sharply.

“All right. Write that down and print it up
for me to sign,” he said.

Chloe was grateful to be able to scurry away
– and more than a little reluctant too. She had been very near to
climaxing right then and there on his lap! Now she sat down,
breathless and with beads of sweat standing out on her forehead as
she tried to read her own scribbles.

A little later one of the carpenter came in
to see where Foster wanted the wood stored. Then one of the
electricians came to check on the electrical panel. After that
three guys showed up together, looking for Foster, all of them
grinning at her.

Chloe wasn't born yesterday, and was
starting to actively suspect that the plumber had said something
about her which had gotten the rest to come and see for themselves.
That was both embarrassing and flattering. She checked her dress
constantly to make sure her nipples were safely covered. For the
opening was less than an inch to the side of each little pink
button.

It was also more than a little
uncomfortable. She mostly showed off when Darrell was with her, not
when she was by herself. And the dress, being very thin, very
lightweight, and without any bra, made her feel practically naked
in front of them!

Then Mister Foster called her downstairs, to
where he was giving a little talk to the whole bunch of them.
Darrell was there too, she was relieved to see, but even so, she
rapidly became aware that while everyone was gathered in a circle
around Foster, most of them were looking at her!

She felt a pulsing sense of sexual heat
within her, and her eyes darted around, avoiding everyone else
except Darrell, who was grinning at her and winked
reassuringly.

Foster talked about how he wanted everything
done right the first time, and the bonuses that would be paid,
along with the penalties in their contracts if their work caused
him to delay his scheduled opening.

“This club,” he said, “Is going to be the
kind of place people are willing to drive some distance to get to.
It's not just going to be for people in the county but people in
the city who'll drive out here. We aren't going to have a lot of
competition from the city clubs because of zoning regulations, and
the type of people who are in government there. They're all a bunch
of prudes,” he said.

“We ain't all a bunch of flaming liberals
out here neither,” one man said.

Foster grinned at him. “No, but I bet none
of you would look at that pretty girl there, and say to yourself
that the world would be a much better place if she was wearing a
lot more clothes.”

Chloe blushed as all the men, including
Darrell, laughed in amusement.

“This club is going to be all about sex,” he
said, “because sex sells. And I don't mean it's gonna be a strip
club. That has a narrow appeal. I want guys to be coming here, and
not have to lie to their wives and girlfriends. For that matter, I
want them bringing their wives and girlfriends with them. So we
want a classy, but sexy environment which is going to push some
boundaries.”

He went back to the office, with Chloe
trailing him, and settled into his desk. About five minutes later,
Darrell showed up. He grinned at her and gave her a funny look,
then went over to see Foster. The two of them spoke too softly for
her to hear, which she thought probably meant they were talking
about her.

Then the door opened and a beautiful, long
haired brunette stepped in. She was in her mid twenties, with
glowing chestnut hair halfway down her back, and wore a pair of low
cut, short shorts and a tank top. She was very pretty, Chloe noted,
as she walked right in and around the desk to stare down at
her.

“Uh...?”

Chloe pushed the chair back and around to
look up at the woman, then gasped as she immediately straddled her
chair, sat down on her lap, grabbed her head, and kissed her hard
on the lips!

Her eyes bulged as she pushed against the
woman's shoulders, but whoever she was she simply batted her hands
aside, then pulled herself in closer. There wasn't a lot Chloe
could say since the woman's hands were in her hair and her tongue
was starting to dart into her own mouth!

It didn't take more than a few seconds,
however, to realize that she must be one of Foster's girlfriends,
and since neither Darrell nor Foster had said a thing, this hadn't
come as a surprise to either of them. That meant both of them were
looking on right now and probably getting all excited, she thought
wildly.

Sure enough, the woman, which one was she,
she thought frantically, used her weight and her better leverage to
swing the chair around so that the two men could get a better view
of them. Then she finally eased her lips back to grin down at her
as her hands slid down onto Chloe's breasts.

“Hi. My name is Tammy,” she said, squeezing
her. “You have nice breasts.”

Chloe was more than a little startled and
embarrassed and uncomfortable!

“Show Chloe your breasts,” Tammy,” Foster
said with a grin.

Tammy reached down and peeled her tank top
up, then her bra with it to bare two very large breasts, her
nipples pierced with rings, and Chloe jerked her eyes away to see
Darrell looking on excitedly.

“Do you wanna touch them?” she asked.

“N-No thanks!” Chloe gulped.

The the two men laughed, and at a signal
from Foster the girl rose and walked over to him, her breasts still
exposed, then kissed him as his hand slid down to clutch her bottom
through the short shorts. He whispered something and she turned and
kissed Darrell, which made Chloe frown.

“Would you like to touch them?” she
asked.

“Sure, baby!” he said gleefully, his hands
coming up to cup and squeeze her big breasts.

Chloe's eyes narrowed, and she glared at
both of them.

“You can put your top down now, baby,”
Foster said.

She did so without any sign of
embarrassment, adjusting her bra as Darrell stared at her, eyes
popping out of his head.

“Tammy and me would like to have you two to
dinner tonight, Darrell,” he said.

“Sure!” Darrell replied
enthusiastically.

Chloe bit her lip uncertainly. She didn't
want to offend Foster, but didn't like the way Darrell was looking
at that cheap slut!

She looked daggers at the woman until she
left, then ostentatiously returned her eyes to her computer screen
as the men talked about how hot she was.

“Tammy's a real good cook,” Foster said.
“Wait till you taste how she can cook up ribs.”

Chloe snorted.

“I love ribs,” Darrell said. “Looking
forward to it.”

“I'm busy tonight,” she said.

The two men looked at her but she didn't
look back.

“No you ain't,” Darrell said.

“I got to wash my hair,” she replied.

“Your hair is fine.”

“You go. Enjoy your ribs,” she said.

“I'll go and enjoy my ribs and so will you,”
he said.

“Ain't happening,” she replied.

“It seems to me that Chloe is being a bad
girl, Darrell,” Foster said.

Chloe flinched, and felt her stomach give a
lurch.

“I-I ain't being bad,” she said defensively.
“I'm just busy tonight.”

“She's being bad all right,” Darrell said.
“Maybe we should get that strap out again.”

Chloe felt her heart beat faster.

“Your girl definitely needs more
discipline,” Foster said. “And I'm sure Tammy and Tanya can show
her how to behalf like proper little slave girls.”

“I-I ain't no slave girl!” she exclaimed
nervously.

“You will be,” Foster said with a grin.
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“Oh stop acting like a whiny brat. You know
you're gonna enjoy yourself,” Darrell said.

“I know you're gonna enjoy yourself!” she
replied, “With some other woman!”

“Ha! You're the one who's gonna enjoy other
women, baby!” he said with a leer.

“I don't like other girls! I'm no dyke!”

“You don't gotta be a dyke to have fun
playing around with other girls.”

“So how about you play around with Mark
Foster then?!”

“Cause it ain't the same for guys.”

They were driving along the highway
following Mark Foster's SUV, and Chloe's stomach was fluttering
more then longer they drove. The truth was, the idea of doing it
with some other girl, while Darrell and Foster watched was...
darkly exciting. But she sure wasn't going to admit it to
Darrell!

And it wasn't like she had to fake how
anxious and wary she was about what was to come either. She had no
idea what to do with a girl, really, except licking her pussy,
which wasn't something that filled her with much enthusiasm at
all!

When they turned off, it was down a long
dirt road which ended up at the old Sutter place. It had been empty
for a while but she'd heard someone had moved in and renovated it.
She looked around with interest. The place was huge, and there was
a wide, perfect green lawn in front of it – clearly fresh sod only
laid recently.

“This place sure looks great!” Darrell said
as he got out of the car.

“Took a bit of money and work but it's
starting to get where I want it,” Foster said.

Chloe was still doing her best to seem even
more reluctant than she really was, so Darrell took her arm and
pulled her along as they followed Foster up to the door. He
unlocked and opened it, and Chloe heard a woman say “Welcome home,
master.”

She gulped, and her eyes widened, for there
was a naked woman on the floor, the blonde she'd seen in that
picture on Foster's cell phone! She was kneeling with her legs
spread wide, and her hands on her outer thighs. She wore a silver
collar around her neck, and matching bracelets around her ankles
and wrists! She also had rings in her nipples, just like Tammy,
who, she was startled to see, was stripping off her clothes!

Her stomach fluttered even more and her face
heated as she felt her pulse begin to race.

Tammy went over to a table and picked up a
silver collar and put it on, then added the silver bracelets as the
other woman stood up at Foster's order and went to get beers.

Then he led a wide-eyed Darrell and Chloe
into the living room.

It was a large room, with a fireplace mantle
taller than Chloe was. The big picture window to the right let in a
massive amount of light to spill across dark wood floors. To the
left was a huge flat screen TV attached to the wall, with dark blue
sofas facing it. Past that was a bar, where the blonde woman had
gone, and then another pair of upholstered chairs in a corner
bracketing a round table.

Darrell sat down, jerking her down next to
him and Foster sat down casually across from them. The blonde
woman, who looked almost the twin of Tammy, carried over a silver
tray with three beers on it, then knelt in front of Foster,
lowering her head and raising the tray up towards him.

Chloe gaped, blushing and fascinated at the
same time, as the man took a beer and glass from the tray. The
blonde rose and came around the table, then knelt again, dropping
her eyes low as she raised the tray up in both hands towards
Darrell.

“Hot damn!” he said.

This was so kinky, Chloe thought in
amazement. She turned to see the other girl, Tammy, come in and
kneel next to Foster's chair, and he reached out and petted her
head like she was his dog. Then her eyes jerked back to the blonde,
who had come around to her side of the sofa, knelt, and raised her
hands up with the tray in them.

She looked at her warily, her mind
squirming.

“Take the bottle and glass, Chloe,” Darrell
said.

She reached out and grabbed them, and the
girl rose smoothly and moved back to the bar.

This was soooo freaking weird, she
thought.

Both girls were big busted. The blonde came
and knelt on the other side of Foster's chair, her shoulders back
and chest out, just like Tammy.

“This is Tanya,” Foster said.

“You sure got them well trained!” Darrell
said.

Neither of the girls seemed unduly
embarrassed in front of a couple they didn't know. Both had their
legs wide, and, she noted, were very smoothly naked between the
legs.

“Would you like to have your Chloe kneeling
beside you like that?” Foster asked.

“You bet,” he said with a grin, turning to
look at her.

She snorted and took a swig from her
beer.

“What do you think, Chloe?” Foster
asked.

“I think chairs are more comfortable than
the floor.”

“But chairs are boring, and the floor can be
quite exciting.”

“Don't see you sitting there.”

“I'm a dominant, not a submissive. This
isn't a man and woman thing, it's a dominant and submissive
thing.”

“Well, I could be a uh, dominant!” she
said.

Darrell's hand slid up behind her neck and
gripped a thick mass of hair, then pulled her head sharply up and
back so that she gasped and jerked her hands up behind her.

“Hands down beside you!” he barked.

She dropped her hands almost instinctively,
heart pounding.

“You ain’t a dominant, baby,” he said,
reaching out with his other hand and sliding it into her
cleavage.

She gasped, face reddening, hands rising to
hover indecisively at her hips as he groped her bare breast in
front of Foster and his two girlfriends.

He pulled his hand out and took the glass
from her hand, setting it on the coffee table, then abruptly yanked
her forward and across his lap. She yelped, then gasped and
squealed as he yanked up her short skirt and slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Behave!” he said sternly.

“She's not very well trained,” the blonde
girl said.

“Did anyone ask you your opinion?” Foster
asked.

“No, master,” she said, flushing.

“I think you need to be punished, Tanya,” he
said.

He got up and then as Darrell let Chloe sit
back, reached over and attached a chain to the collar around her
neck.

“Come and see, Darrell. I'm sure it will be
instructive to both of you,” Foster said.

Darrell stood up, gripping Chloe's arm to
bring her to her feet. She gaped at the sight of the blonde falling
forward onto her hands and knees, the chain linked to her collar
like a leash. Then Foster walked out of the room and the blonde
woman crawled alongside him like a dog!

Chloe was still gaping, as was Darrell, but
he recovered faster, pulling her with him as he followed.

“Holy shit!” he whispered.

Chloe was still gaping as they went down the
hall and turned into another room. There the naked blonde stood up
and Chloe looked around with wide eyes.

There was a rack of whips and straps and
paddles along the wall, a big one! There was an X-shaped frame on
the other wall, a pair of tall posts to one side, with rings
running up and down the sides, and chains hanging from the ceiling,
attached to pulleys!

Foster was already opening a cabinet, and
from it he took a pair of thicker, larger leather restraints,
quickly wrapping them around Tanya's wrists. She didn't resist at
all as he raised her wrists up high and attached them to a ring
hanging from a chain overhead.

He took a pair of short chains and ordered
her to spread her legs wide, which she did. He attached the chains
to the silver bands around her ankles, then to small rings set into
the floor.

“I think Chloe should be punished too,
Darrell,” he said.

“Yeah, you bet!” Darrell said.

Chloe gasped as he gripped her dress at the
bottom and pulled it quickly up her body, peeling it off inside out
before she could properly respond! She squealed and tried to hide
her body, but he took her arm and led her over beside Foster, who
had another pair of leather bands waiting.

“Wait a second! Wait!” she gasped,
struggling, if not very strongly.

The men wrapped the bands around her wrists,
and she saw they closed with strong buckles to firmly squeeze in
around her. They were also padded inside. Foster took her wrists
and led her around in front of Tanya, then pulled her hands up
together, and locked her wrists together before slipping the link
of the restraints around the same ring.

That left her face to face with Tanya, and
very nearly touching her! She scooted her hips back to make sure
that didn't happen, but then Foster forced her legs apart, wrapping
more bands around them and locking them to the floor, to the same
rings as Tanya was locked.

Chloe's face burned as, naked but for her
G-string, her body was pressed in against Tanya's own naked flesh,
and an instant later Mark cut off her G-string too!

She twisted her head to see Darrell looking
incredibly excited, and noted he was already erect inside his jeans
even as Foster pulled a very long double headed dildo from the
cabinet and grinned at the two girls.

“Got something for you, girls,” he said.

He fed one end of the dildo into Tanya's
mouth. Then slid it deep, even into her throat. A moment later he
put his hand behind Chloe's head, gripped her hair, and jerked her
forward, pushing the other end into her mouth!

“Oh fuck, man!” Darrell gasped in
excitement.

“You wait and see what I got planned for
your little beauty,” Foster said to him.

Chloe squirmed and twisted, but to no avail,
and then she gagged as Foster forced her face closer to Tanya's,
and forced her lips down the length of the big dildo until it
pushed into her throat!

A quick strap went around their heads to pin
them together like that, both trying to breath around the dildo
stuffed into their throats. Foster got another long dildo,
then.

This one was thicker, and bent in half, or
seemed to be. In fact, the two heads were pressed together, for a
narrow spring was inside the soft silicone. He pulled it apart to
show Darrell, and when he let it go the heads snapped together
again.

He slid half the twenty inch thing up into
an unresisting Tanya's sex, then Chloe felt the other half pushing
up against her own! She was gasping for breath, finding it hard to
breath through the dildo in her throat, gagging slightly, her head
starting to get swirly and dazed as she felt the dildo pushing
deeper and deeper.

When it was jammed up inside her, Foster
pressed something at the base and the two heads tried to pull
together. Of course, they were in separate girls, so the result was
to pull their bodies in even tighter together, belly to belly and
sex to sex. Tanya squirmed with embarrassment, but also a wildly
rising sense of dark, crackling sexual electricity.

Squirming, though only served to rub her
body against Tanya, which was a very, very weird feeling!

“You are a genius!” Darrell exclaimed.

“Not finished.”

He showed Darrell a pair of big dildos. They
were very lifelike except for the final inch or two. There was a
donut-like ring around their shafts near the bottom.

“Put this in Tanya's pretty little ass,”
Foster told him with a grin.

Darrell leapt at the chance, which of
course, let Foster slide in behind Chloe and press the already
lubricated dildo against her own bottom.

“My cock is gonna go up here later,” he
growled into her ear, pushing and twisting the dildo as he slid it
deeper and deeper.

She groaned as it slid way up inside her,
and then she felt the ring thing pressing against her. Foster kept
pushing and twisting, changing the angle, forcing the ring up into
her butt so that only an inch or so remained.

“Now ain't that a sight?” he said.

“It sure as hell is!” Darrell agreed.

They stood and watched the two girls, and
Chloe's face and body both burned uncontrollably. She was horribly
embarrassed and self-conscious with his eyes on her, for one, and
with her body pressed nakedly against Tanya for another. But she
was also incredibly aroused, however anxious and nervous she was
about it, while also being short of breath because of the dildo in
her throat.

And she couldn't see much except the other
woman's eyes, for their lips were pressed together, wrapped around
the dildo, and their noses touched. The strap kept them from moving
so aside from rolling her eyes to the sides – where she saw nothing
– there was nothing to look at but Tanya's blue eyes.

It was an incredibly strange, exotic, kinky,
nasty and wickedly exciting experience, and Chloe had no idea what
to do, or even if there was anything she could do! The feel
of her breasts pillowed out against the other girl was not a
sensation she'd ever experienced before, and the thing Foster had
shoved up inside her pulled firmly against her, the nose jammed
against the inside of her belly so that it felt like her groin was
jammed in tight against Tanya's.

In fact, something was certainly pressing
against her clitoris! The dildo inside her made her lips swell out
to expose her clitoris, and presumably did the same for the other
blonde girl. Did that mean it was Tanya's own clitoris she was
pressed against!? Chloe thought the idea gross, but still horribly,
darkly exciting.

Her heart was pounding wildly and her pulse
was racing. Her body was thrumming with energy and adrenalin, which
made the lack of air even more difficult and made her head
pound.

She could just see past Tanya enough to see
Foster and Darrell moving there.

“Now watch how I do this,” Foster was
saying.

Chloe saw his hand raise up, and saw
something in it. It swung forward, and she got a glimpse of some
kind of many thonged whip before there was a soft, meaty,
high-pitched sound of something thin striking flesh. Tanya's body
jerked against her own and the girl cried out weakly.

Omygod, Chloe thought dazedly.
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! This is insane! This is crazy!

But another blow landed, and another, and
each time they did Tanya jerked against her, her breasts mashing
against Chloe's, and her groin grinding against Chloe's own hot,
throbbing, swollen sex! Chloe heard the steady thwap thwap
thwap sound of the whip hitting Tanya as the girl ground
against her, and felt her own nervous system flooded with heat,
anxiety, uncertainty, confusion and excitement!

Then they moved around behind Chloe!

She moaned and gurgled, her lips taut around
the dildo in her mouth, eyes huge as the two men moved into
position behind her.

“Now you try it,” Foster said.

There was a soft hissing sound and then
something struck her back! Or rather, it wasn't a single something,
but a bunch of them. A dozen or so thin flexible thongs cut across
her back! It wasn't a particularly hard blow, and the thongs were
thin and lightweight. Even so, each one stung a little, just a
little.

But all dozen hitting together made her
squeal wildly, her body jerking against Tanya! Then another blow
hit, lower down, and she squealed again, jerking against the other
girl.

“Use your wrist more,” she heard Foster day.
“Like this.”

There was a pause, and the thongs cut across
her bottom! She cried out, hips jerking sharply into the other
girl. The next blow cut across her shoulder, then the next across
her lower back!

Her mind raced wildly!

Foster moved past her, she noted with her
peripheral vision.

Thwap! She squealed as Darrell swung the
flog across her bottom.

She saw Foster move behind Tanya, then his
arm raise up. He had a second flog, and it cut into the other girl.
A few seconds later Darrell' swung his against Chloe! Then Foster
swung against Tanya's back again and then Darrell whipped his down
across Chloe's back!

The two girls were both grinding and jerking
and squealing and rubbing and twisting against each other now, as
the men brought their flogs down against their soft skin again and
again!

For Chloe, the stinging began to grow as her
back and bottom grew warmer and more tender. The two men switched
places, and she watched Darrell whipping Tanya as Foster brought
his flog down across her own back! She writhed and moaned and cried
out, her back and bottom getting hotter and hotter to the point of
real pain!

But there was no way to complain, no way to
beg them to stop, no way to even apologize! And it was getting very
hard to breath the way she was twisting and jerking and writhing
around with that dildo stuffed down her throat! Her head was
pounding!

The flogging stopped, leaving the two
blondes gasping and moaning, swaying weakly, with a lot of their
weight now being held by the leather restraints around their
wrists.

Chloe felt a deep sense of relief that the
whipping had ended. Her back felt hot, like she had a bad sunburn!
Someone moved up behind her, then, but it wasn't Darrell or Foster,
who had both moved together to her right. She groaned as she felt
fingers at her butt, felt the dildo there being pulled slowly back
out of her.

Then a distinctly female, distinctly naked
body was pressing against her bare back. Full, firm breasts rubbed
up and down against her as soft hands caressed her ribs then moved
around to cup and fondle her breasts. She felt one hand cupping her
breast while another cupped Tanya's.

It was Tammy pressing against her, her lips
sucking lightly at Chloe's earlobe even as something pushed up
against her rear passage. She grunted as something slender, but
with a distinct texture pushed up into her butt, pushed deep, and
kept pushing until Tammy's hips were pushing in firmly against her
buttocks.

“I'm going to fuck you, slave girl,” Tammy
whispered, then chewed on Chloe's earlobe.

Chloe gurgled weakly around the dildo in her
mouth, groaning as Tammy's hips began to work slowly and steadily
in and out. As Tammy drove the dildo up and into her she felt her
swollen clitoris being ground up and in against Tanya's soft, moist
flesh again and again even as her breasts rubbed and mashed against
Tanya's own.

Fingers undid the buckle of the strap around
her head, and it was pulled free. Then her hair pulled back on her
head. She gurgled dazedly, eyes glassy, as she was pulled back from
the dildo, as it slid up out of her throat and into her mouth.
Tammy then pulled it free, pulling it out of Tanya's mouth as
well.

The two blondes gasped for breath, sucking
in deep, desperate lungfuls of air as their heads hung back
slackly. Tammy reached around Chloe and her hands caught at Tanya's
hips as she began to thrust into the girl's bottom with longer
strokes.

Chloe grunted and moaned, now that she had
breath to do so, her head clearing a little, and the desperate
effort to breath now falling away to leave her with a deep sense of
relief and a strange kind of peace. Now that she could breath
properly nothing else really mattered!

She grunted with each thrust up into her
bottom. She should have been mortified at being sodomized by the
other girl like that, but instead she felt a calm acceptance. She
rolled her eyes to the side to see Darrell watching, wildly
excited, of course.

She groaned, and with the calmness came a
growing sense of throbbing, thrumming heat as her body ground
against Tanya and the pulsing from her own belly became more
intense. The thick dildo in her pussy and now the one pushing into
her bottom were wild and kinky and nasty, but the growing
realization of how excited Darrell... and even Foster were as they
watched was sent her own heat burning much, much hotter.

She felt that shaky sensation she got when
the sexual pressure became nearly uncontrollable, shuddering and
grinding her own pussy against Tanya as the dark pleasure grew too
intense to resist.

A pair of hands then grasped her head and
Tanya's and brought their faces together.

“Kiss!” Foster ordered.

Tanya didn't hesitate, closing her lips on
Chloe's, kissing her deeply, her tongue thrusting into her mouth as
Chloe moaned dazedly.

Chloe started to turn her head away but
Tammy gripped her hair and jerked it back.

“Kiss her, slave girl!' she ordered.

Moaning, Chloe obeyed, and heat flared even
more wildly inside her as she and Tanya kissed, and as that kiss
became more and more passionate, more and more intimate, more and
more thrilling!

And then the orgasm hit her. The incredible
explosion of pleasure tore her lips free from Tanya as her head
jerked back violently. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Yes! Yes! Yes!
Harder! Ohmygod! Omygod! Oh! Please! Yes! Yes!” she cried, her
voice rising higher and higher.

Her hips ground frantically against Tanya as
Tammy thrust the dildo up into her even harder, her hips slapping
against her bottom as the dildo jammed up achingly deep inside her
belly! She was trembling violently, convulsions wracking her body
as she cried out again and again, mindless and wanton in the face
of a massive tsunami of pleasure which tore her body and apart and
flayed her mind

Every hard thrust up inside her sent
delicious aching cramps through her shuddering body, and ground her
clitoris against Tanya again while twisting her insides around the
dildo forced up deep into her sex!

She writhed and twisted and sobbed in
ecstasy, then gave a final series of frantic grinding, thrusting
motions and all-but collapsed, her wrists aching as the restraints
held her up despite her rubbery legs.

She groaned dazedly, eyes glazed, as strong
hands freed her ankles. She paid little attention, even as her
wrists were freed and the dildo thing was pulled free of her pussy.
But then she was shuffled around and as she groaned dazedly, she
felt something pushing up into her well-used bottom, sliding up
deep.

Then she was pushed back so that her
buttocks were pressed against Tanya's own warm skin, and her arms
raised up and back again. She groaned, eyes fluttering as her
wrists were locked into place and her legs spread apart.

Now the dildo thing, the bent one, was
pushing hard against the back wall of her back tunnel, pressing she
and Tanya back together firmly. She groaned and swayed as dildos
were slid up into her pussy, and, she was sure, into Tanya's.
Foster pushed a sort of latex ball into her mouth, forcing her jaw
wide, then drew a thin strap in against the sides of her mouth and
around her cheeks to fasten behind her head.

She groaned, her overheated back and
buttocks pressed firmly against Tanya's own overheated skin. Then
Tammy knelt before her and gazed at her sex. The girl's hands moved
up and down her thighs, then her lips moved in and she began to
gently lick her way up and down along Chloe's pussy.
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It was all madness! Insanity! Kinky,
perverted and unbelievable! And Chloe gaped at the swirling,
churning emotions and sensations besetting her, at what she was
seeing out of her own eyes, shocked that she would be involved in
something this perverse!

But the outrageousness of it gave her a
sense of breathless excitement, and fanned the flames within her
which had just been banked. She moaned, her hips jerking, which of
course, pulled her against the dildo linked to Tanya!

Tammy slid her tongue upward to focus on
Chloe's clitoris, and she shuddered as those soft lips folded
around her throbbing little button and the girl began to suck. At
the same time, the brunette gripped the base of the dildo and drew
it down, then pushed it back up again, pumping it slowly in and
out!

This was certainly not what she'd imagined
would happen when Darrell started to talk about having sex with a
girl!

And yet, it was something of a relief. She
didn't have to do anything, so she didn't have to try and figure
out what to do. It was all being done to her, and there was a sense
of relaxation in that, despite the tension of uncertainty.

Tanya jerked against her, at the same time
as Chloe heard a soft thwapp sound from behind her, the
sound of the flog coming down on flesh! She heard it again, and
Tanya jerked against her a second time, then a third, then a fourth
as Tammy pumped the dildo inside her and sucked hungrily at her
swollen clitoris.

thwap! thwap! thwap! thwap!

Tanya was jerking and moaning behind her,
causing Chloe's body to jerk as well, but Tammy seemed to have no
difficulty holding her lips and tongue over her clitoris. She was
pumping the dildo up and down, angling it inward as she alternately
sucked, then licked at Chloe's clitoris, and Chloe's heart rate and
breathing were speeding up faster and faster!

And then Foster moved in front of her and
lifted the flog. Chloe stared at it dazedly, then realized his
intent, moaning in denial around the gag in her mouth. Foster
grinned and swung his arm forward, and the thin black thongs of the
flog spread apart as it swung across and impacted across her
breasts!

She cried out in pain – except it didn't
really hurt that much. That came as both a surprise and a great
relief. The thin little flogs did kind of sting a little across her
soft, sensitive flesh, but the pain was easily tolerable.

But the thought of being flogged, of being
whipped, of him daring to whip her breasts brought another rush of
disbelief, outrage and heat, and she moaned helplessly as he drew
his arm back and swung again.

Thwap!

She gasped and jerked against Tanya, who
gasped and jerked against her at the same sound. Chloe twisted her
head, realizing that it must be Darrell flogging her breasts, and
feeling a wave of jealousy.

thwap! thwap! thwap! thwap! thwap!

The thin black thongs slapped down lightly
across her breasts, and then her belly, stinging only a little.
Still, the more they hit, the more her skin warmed, and the more
sensitive it grew. Her nipples began to burn as this or that little
thong smacked down across them, then her breasts began to throb and
seemed to expand.

Looking down, she could see they were
turning pink, with a multitude of thin red lines criss-crossing
them.

Foster stopped, and moved behind her, and
Chloe moaned, gasping for breath around the ball in her mouth as
she felt Tanya being shifted and moved away from her. The thing in
her butt came out slowly, and she groaned in relief as she saw
Darrell draw Tanya off to the side.

The blonde girl had her wrists bound behind
her as she knelt in front of him, and Chloe felt a shock as Darrell
jerked his pants open and pulled out a very stiff cock. Tanya
instantly slid her soft lips over it, sliding up and down, as his
fingers went through her hair.

His eyes, meanwhile, were on her, meeting
hers, filled with heat and excitement as Foster moved in behind
her.

Crack! He slapped her bottom sharply,
then she felt something pushing up against her bottom. It pushed in
smoothly and easily, since her muscles had been so relaxed and
stretched by the dildos. She shuddered, twisting her head, seeing
Foster's bulk behind her.

She moaned and laid her head back as he
pulled her hips out and thrust in deeper. Chloe felt his cock
driving up deep into her quivering belly, and felt another hot rush
of burning outrage and excitement. Darrell had had her giving oral
sex to men a few times before, but this was the first time he'd had
one fucking her in the ass!

She twisted her head to watch him, to note
the excitement in his eye as he watched Foster shoving himself
deeper inside her. She groaned as his hands came around her ribs to
cup her aching breasts, his fingers and thumbs stroking and
plucking her nipples as he began to pump in and out of her ass.

Chloe felt herself falling into a strange,
hazy world. She could do nothing, tied up and gagged as she was, so
she didn't have to think of anything. All she had to do was relax
and bask in the wild, dark thrill of the heat rushing through her
body.

She thrilled to every deep stroke, gasping
and grunting as Foster worked ever deep, until she began to feel a
sense of discomfort and aching. Still, she thrilled to it, gasping
and moaning, her insides on fire as Tammy pumped the dildo in and
out and licked excitedly at her clitoris.

The orgasm came quickly, a long, drawn out,
warbling, rising and falling storm of sensations that made her
gurgle and tremble and cry out again and again as Foster drove
himself so deep he was finally able to slap his hips against her
buttocks.

Tammy pumped the dildo just as hard, as if
keeping time, her tongue licking her with quick short strokes so
that she felt as if her body were so filled with pressure it was
going to come apart at the seams and explode all over the room!

Her hips bucked and jerked convulsively as
she squealed and cried out in breathless, guttural passion, seized
by the wild, crackling storm of sexual electricity, her back
arching and twisting as Foster thrust deep inside her.

*

“Now pay attention, listen, and do exactly
what Tanya does,” Tammy said sternly. “Exactly.”

As if to reinforce her order she held up the
thin crop Forest had given her.

Chloe gulped and nodded anxiously. Darrell
had left with Forest, who told her that his girls were going to
teach her a few things and she should pay attention. Since she was
still gagged, she couldn't very well answer back, even if she
hadn't been kind of woozy from the massive orgasm at the time.

“Present yourself,” Tammy said.

Tanya jerked her feet apart on the floor,
drew her hands up behind her neck and arched her back. After a
moment of hesitation, Chloe did the same, standing directly across
from her.

“Memorize that position, slave girl,” Tammy
said, tapping the thin crop against the center of Chloe's right
breast.

Slave girl! What a bizarre, yet wickedly
exciting idea!

“And when given a position you will hold to
that position, and not move. You will not turn your head around to
see what anyone is doing. You will not ask questions. You will stay
in that position,” Tammy said, sliding the crop in between Chloe's
thighs and letting the shaft slowly slide back and forth against
her clitoris.

“Now bend and grab your ankles, sluts.”

Tanya did, so Chloe did, as well, feeling a
flush of embarrassment as Tammy moved around behind her and reached
in to slap her bottom.

“Now spread your legs wide.”

Chloe grunted and obeyed, face flushing
still further in embarrassment as the blood rushed to her head.

“On your knees.”

Tanya dropped to her knees, back straight,
hands going behind her neck again. Chloe did the same, but got a
snapping sting from the crop across her bottom.

“Faster, slave girl,” Tammy said.

She moved around to the side.

“Heels,” she said.

Tanya dropped her torso down as she spread
her knees wide, drawing her feet in under her so the tops of her
feet were pressed against the floor. She sat on her heels, or at
least, on her inner heels, keeping her hands behind her head and
back arched.

Chloe did the same, though awkwardly, and
Tammy swept the crop down to let it bite against her hip.

“Faster, slave girl,” she said.

She walked over to the corner and pulled a
set of straps up her legs. Attached to the front was a long, thick
cock, a dildo, and she walked back in front of them, her hand
stroking along it.

“I bet you sluts are eager to feel my cock
inside you,” she sneered.

She brought the crop whistling down against
Chloe's right breast.

“Don't look at me, slut! You look straight
ahead!”

She moved around in back of Tanya, then,
letting the crop slap lightly against the other blonde girl's
breast.

“Face down, ass up,” she said.

Tanya slid forward, arms stretched out
before her, her face and torso on the floor, but her hips raised
high. Chloe imitated her, grunting as her sore breasts were
pillowed out below her against the floor.

Crack

Tammy snapped the crop across her bottom and
she yelped.

“Draw your belly in, slut. And keep that ass
raised high!”

She turned the crop and thrust it between
Chloe's thighs, forcing the leather shaft up between the lips of
her sex.

“Spread your legs, you filthy whore!” she
ordered. “Spread them wide for the man who’s going to come and fuck
you so hard!”

Tanya spread her knees apart and so did
Chloe, gasping and moaning, but feeling a hot, bubbling liquid heat
seeping through her belly. This was so kinky and perverted, but so
thrilling too!

Looking straight ahead, she saw the brown
haired girl move behind Tanya. She held up a short, odd looking
dildo. The woman bent and pushed it against Tanya from behind, then
held up another one and came around behind Chloe. She gasped as she
felt the thing pressing against her bottom, felt it twisting and
squirming as it pushed into her.

“Don't move, slut!” Tammy ordered, slapping
her bottom.

She moved around behind them as Chloe
groaned softly, her breasts aching against the floor, and the thing
in her bottom feeling strange and exciting.

“Filthy little sex slaves,” Tammy said. “I'm
going to make you both come like whores.”

Chloe felt something pressing against the
entrance to her sex, and grunted, feeling another hot rush of
excitement and outrage. It was, she was sure, the dildo Tammy wore!
The brown haired girl was going to fuck her! She shuddered and
trembled as the dildo slid deeper, and then groaned as the girl
seized her hips and started to thrust in and out.

This was once again far from what she'd
imagined she'd be required to do with a girl, and yet, it was
familiar, and there was comfort in that. In fact, it was more like
she was with a man than with another girl. No one had fucked her
except Darrell for two years, so she felt a dark swirling passion
at that. And since it was a girl it wasn't even like she was
cheating on Darrell!

Her insides were a hot, steamy, bubbling pit
of lava as the brown haired girl thrust into her. She cried out as
Tammy reached for her hair, jerking her head up and back, then
again as the girl slapped the side of her breast when Chloe brought
her hands up and back.

“Hands in front of you, you filthy sex
slave!” Tammy ordered, jerking on her hair and slapping her
bottom.

Trembling, gasping, squealing, her head
pounding and insides aflame, Chloe obeyed, moaning and grunting as
Tammy rode her, as Tammy rammed her dildo in deep enough that her
hips were beginning to slap against Chloe's upturned buttocks.

It was so much like being fucked by a boy,
Chloe marveled, her mind aflame. And yet it wasn't a guy at all,
just a girl! She grunted and yelped and learned to tolerate her
hair being yanked back by the other girl, only jerking her hands
back when her hair was pulled too sharply.

Tammy seized her wrists, drawing them back
behind her and locking the restraints together, then seized her
hair once more, winding it around her fist and yanking her head up
and back. Her other hand reached for Chloe's breast, roughly
kneading it as she thrust her hips hard and fast against the blonde
girl's upraised buttocks.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Tammy taunted her.
“You know you love a big cock inside you!”

I do, Chloe moaned dazedly. But who
knew she'd love a girl's cock inside her!?

It was so wild, so nasty, so outrageous! And
the feel of the dildo thrusting into her was just like a guy as the
brunette's hips slapped against her buttocks again and again!

Then Tanya crawled forward. Tammy released
her hair so Tanya could grab it, and Chloe cried out weakly as the
other blonde girl raised her chest up off the floor, pulling her
upright so she could stare into her eyes. She reached behind her
head and undid the strap holding the gag in place, then pulled the
gag away, only to replace it with her mouth.

Chloe moaned into the other girl's mouth,
gasping, panting, her breasts mashing against Tanya's big breasts
as the girl kissed her passionately. She felt a hand slide down to
finger her clitoris as another cupped her breast. Another was in
her hair and another cupped her other breast, and she had no idea
whose hand was where!

And it didn't matter. She found herself
kissing Tanya, moaning, gasping, grunting as Tammy continued to
thrust the big dildo up between her legs. Another orgasm tore
through her, and she cried out in helpless pleasure, pressed
between the two girls as their teeth chewed on her earlobes and
shoulders and the sides of her throat.

Then Tanya drew back, pulling on her hair as
the dazed, moaning, gasping blonde bent over. She held her bent
forward at a ninety degree angle and drew her face in between her
own legs.

“Lick me, slave girl,” she ordered.

Chloe stared between the other girls legs,
and felt only a momentary rush of anxiety. She'd never licked a
girl before, but she knew what she liked, what Tammy had done, and
despite the orgasm she felt a deep curiosity, a fascination and a
continuing thrill of heat. She wanted to lick her! She wanted to
see what it was like and if she could make her come!

She licked excitedly at the girl's clitoris,
heedless of the sting of her scalp as Tanya used her grip on her
hair to keep her up. Behind her, Tammy was still thrusting into
her, but slower now, using long, casual strokes as her hands glided
over her body.

It didn't take long before Tanya was moaning
and jerking at her hair, her hips grinding against her face. She
and Tammy gave occasional instructions, to lick harder, or longer,
or to suck, but for the most part it seemed she was on the right
path, for Tanya soon climaxed, jamming her face into her sex as the
orgasm swept through her.

But that was far from the end.

Now Tanya drew on a strap-on dildo similar
to the one Tammy wore, and in the same position, Chloe had to suck
her dildo, then swallow it. Tammy thrust faster, and Tanya began to
match her, pumping the dildo in and out of Chloe's throat until she
was dazed, light headed, and dizzy from lack of oxygen.

Then Tammy sat back on her heels, pulled the
dildo out of Chloe's pussy, and drove it up into her bottom
instead. Tanya moved in, sliding her strap-on dildo into the
bedraggled girl's pussy, and the two fucked her to two more orgasms
as she writhed and sobbed and moaned in hapless, helpless
pleasure

After that she was placed on her back. Tammy
straddled her face, making her lick her pussy, while Tanya pushed
her knees up and back and fucked her, then pulled the dildo off to
lick her and thrust her fingers into her instead. Since Chloe's
wrists were still shackled together all she could do was lay there
and lick.

After that, it was time for crawling
lessons. She and Tanya crawled on a leash held by Tammy. They
eventually crawled out front to where Darrell and Foster were
sitting. Chloe felt a rush of heat at the sight of her boyfriend,
and Tammy had them crawl up to the two men, undo their trousers and
perform oral sex on them.

After a minute, Tammy smacked her bottom
with the crop and jerked them back, then made them trade men. Chloe
was happy to realize that Foster had washed himself at some point
after sodomizing her!

They traded back and forth several times,
then were pulled off by Tammy again and made to sixty nine each
other while the men watched.

Then, at a word from Tammy, and a snap of
the crop, they broke apart and knelt, bellies down, arms stretched
before them, bottoms raised high and legs spread wide. Chloe felt
as though she were burning up by then, and moaned as she felt a
stiff cock rubbing up and down along the line of her sex.

She thought it was Darrell, but when she
felt that cock pushing into her she realized it was thicker than
even him. She moaned, knowing she wasn't supposed to turn her head
around. She wondered if it was Tammy again with a dildo, but no, it
felt real.

She twisted her head a little, just enough
to see that Darrell was behind Tanya, thrusting into her hard and
fast!

Crack!

“Face forward, slut!” Tammy barked as she
came around in front of her.

She jerked her eyes forward, gasping,
moaning, knowing that Foster was behind her. Foster was fucking
her! She felt a sense of shocked outrage but it washed away under a
scalding flood of heat within seconds, and then she was coming,
crying out in helpless passion, the pleasure tearing through her as
Foster rode her with hard, powerful strokes.

*

That Darrell had let another man actually
fuck her seemed to break some kind of dam within her, a sense of
reserve which she hadn't quite been aware of. It was as if some
deep seated inhibition had suddenly melted away.

Nor were Foster and his girls finished with
her. She was shackled to a tall, rounded post, a small round
vibrator attached to the post between her legs. Her ankles were
drawn forward to the sides, and as Tammy and then Tanya strapped
her bare bottom she ground herself feverishly against the vibrator
to come again and again.

After that she was hung entirely by the
wrists, gagged, and left to hang for a time. Her legs swung softly
below her, bare toes twitching, sweat rolling down her long, lithe,
exhausted body. It was hard work hanging from her wrists, she
discovered, hard, exhausting, draining work.

She was drooling around the ball gag, too,
as her head hung low. She groaned tiredly, half conscious after a
while, wrists aching, arms numb, not to mention her mind.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


It was a big house, and Foster invited them
to spend the night. Or at least, he invited Darrell to spend the
night. Chloe wasn't asked. She finished up the evening in a spare
bedroom, on her knees, licking Tammy while Darrell thrust into her
from behind.

Since that was more the sort of thing she
had expected to be doing she took it well, despite being weary. It
seemed almost natural and normal compared to all the other kinky
things she'd done that evening!

She slept naked, of course, despite the fact
that, unlike their house, this one was air conditioned. And she
slept with the collar on and her wrists shackled before her as she
had the previous night. But she was so weary she slept well until
Darrell woke her in the morning.

He woke her as he usually did, with his
hands sliding over her body, then as she wakened, easing down
between her legs to massage her clitoris in the way he knew would
quickly make her moan in pleasure. It didn’t take long, especially
this morning, as immersed as her mind was in sexuality and the dark
sexual heat of bondage.

He rolled atop her and she spread her legs,
groaning as he kissed her and thrust into her with long, quick
strokes. His eyes were hungry, despite how early it was, and he
gripped her hair, twisting it painfully as he grinned down at
her.

“You gonna be my bitch, Chloe?” he
demanded.

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

“Say sir like you do with Foster.”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned, feeling a rush of
heat.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she moaned.

“Tell me you're my slut!”

“I'm your slut, sir!”

“Tell me you're my sex slave!” he demanded,
leering.

“I'm your sex slave, sir!” she gasped.

“Damn right you are, baby!”

He finished quickly, before her, as he often
did in the mornings, but she didn't mind, though it left her with a
sweaty miasma of heat and lingering passion. Normally, if she was
still horny she took care of that in the shower anyway.

He rolled out of bed and got dressed. Chloe
sat up and swung her legs out of bed, too, but of course, her
clothes were not there. She blushed, thinking of going downstairs
naked again, but then, she'd been naked all yesterday evening
anyway. Still, it was a new day and she felt her stomach thrum with
nervousness.

Darrell undid her wrists, but then pushed
her down onto her knees.

“Wha – ?”

He grinned and held out a leash, then
snapped it to the back of her collar.

“Darrell,” she groaned, “I have to pee!”

“No problem,” he said.

He tugged on the leash and she had little
alternative but to drop down onto her hands and knees and follow
him to the door. He opened it and she felt her face flushing as she
had to crawl outside, then down the stairs.

“The floors are hard here,” she grumbled as
he led her through the kitchen.

She was pleased to see Tammy was naked, as
the girl cooked breakfast, but confused as to why Darrell led her
crawling to the back door and then out onto a low back deck.

“Where are we going?” she asked in
confusion.

Darrell grinned and tugged on the leash, so
she was forced to crawl over to the edge of the deck, then off onto
the grass. It was easier on her knees crawling in the grass, at
least, but Chloe could feel her bladder aching as he led her near
some bushes.

“Okay, you can go here,” he said.

She looked at him, open-mouthed. “No
way!”

“Way, little bitch,” he said with a leer.
“You're my bitch dog, my bitch in heat. My little sex slave. You do
what I tell you.”

“I-I can't!” she gulped.

“Sure you can. And if you don't we're going
inside to have breakfast and you'll have to hold it until I bring
you back here afterward.”

“Darrell!”

“Do you want a spanking?”

She opened her mouth to protest, twisting
her head to look at the house and around her with a sense of
anguish. She really did have to go! And she didn't want to wait
until after breakfast, especially if he was just going to bring her
back here!

“Now!” he ordered, leaning over and slapping
her bottom sharply.

“Ow! Don't!”

Despite living together these past couple of
years she didn't like going to the toilet when he was in the room,
but it seemed there was no choice, so she spread her knees apart,
raised her upper body while lowering her bottom and peed into the
grass, blushing furiously as he watched.

He picked up some leaves and wiped her,
then, laughing, pulled her back into the house. She blushed anew as
he led her into the dining room. Foster was there, sitting at the
head of the table, and Tanya was kneeling next to his chair.

Darrell sat down and jerked on her leash,
then removed it, pulling up and back on her hair.

“Sit on your heels, slave girl,” he
ordered.

Chloe obeyed, blushing hotly and feeling her
insides thrum with energy.

“Keep those knees wide, slave girl,” Foster
ordered.

She flinched and blushed even more, but
forced her knees still wider.

“And your back straight, chest out. We want
to see those nice titties.”

Tammy brought breakfast, and she watched as
Darrell and Foster began to eat, turning to look at Tanya in
confusion, then back up at the men. She was hungry, after all.

Her eyes widened as Foster held out a hand
to Tanya, and she licked a piece of sausage out of it. Then Darrell
did the same. She stared at it, wanting to protest, but feeling a
surge of dark heat. She leaned in, just like Tanya had, and licked
it out of his fingers.

Breakfast went like that, with she and Tanya
licking food from the fingers and palms of the two men. Then two
bowls of milk were set on the floor and she knelt next to Tanya,
low on her forearms, her bottom raised high as she licked from it
just like Tanya was doing.

It was bizarrely exciting, perhaps because
of how outrageous and shocking it was. And she hadn't had a chance
to disperse that sexual energy she'd built up in bed with Darrell
earlier, so it kept rising as her strange morning went on.

Darrell led her to the guest bathroom, where
he locked her wrists together, then gave her an enema. Chloe had no
idea what his intent was, even after he bent her over the counter
and pushed something into her bottom. Only when the water started
flowing did she understand. Then her mouth widened into an 'O” of
outrage, but a slap to the bottom quieted her.

That was another embarrassing thing! Then he
stuffed a big butt-plug into her before taking her into the shower,
with her wrists still locked behind her back.

He soaped up himself, then her, his hands
curving up and down around her softly rounded body, and in between
her legs, stroking and caressing until she was moaning and writhing
and grinding against him. Then he laughed and stopped, spraying
water over them both to rinse off the soap.

“Darrelllll!” she moaned in protest.

“Call me master,” he said with a smirk.

“Master!” she moaned. “Make me come!”

“Not yet. And you gotta beg for it.”

“Please make me come!” she moaned, kissing
him.

“Soon, you sexy little slave girl.”

She groaned as he toweled them both dry,
then got out the blow dryer. To her surprise, he seemed intent on
drying her hair too.

“Uhm, I can do that.”

“No, you can only do what I tell you to,” he
said.

She was dubious about that, to say the
least, but gripped by a dark sense of hunger and passion, so didn't
fight him.

They went out on the back deck, where Foster
was already sitting. Tanya was kneeling on the deck in front of his
chair, her bottom high, her breasts and upper body pressed flat
against the wood below, her wrists locked together behind her
back.

His feet were propped up on her bottom!

“That looks big,” Darrell said, noting the
base of a dildo almost buried in Tanya's pussy.

“Got another one for ya,” Foster said.

Chloe felt her heart beating faster, staring
at the thick dildo as Darrell laughed and handled it.

“Thing is as thick as a pop can,” he
said.

“Got some lube there,” he said.

Darrell squirted some oil over the head then
motioned her to kneel down. Reluctantly, but still gripped by the
thrill of heat, Chloe obeyed, moaning as she sank slowly down until
she felt the pressure against her sex.

“It's too big!” she protested.

“She can take it,” Foster said. “She's a
natural slut.”

Chloe flushed at the words, both angered and
oddly aroused.

The pressure mounted as Darrell pushed down
on her shoulder. Then, slowly, the pressure forced the lips of her
sex in and back far enough that the head sank into her. From there
it was just a matter of time and patience, as her body slowly sank
downward, inch by slow inch, feeling incredibly stretched out as
the thing pushed deeper!

Darrell sat down next to her, talking with
Foster, while Chloe knelt, gasping, moaning, her insides aching but
burning too, as the weight of her own body and her weak leg muscles
slowly forced her down further and further.

When it was three quarters of the way inside
her Darrell positioned her in front of him right beside Tanya, and
propped his feet up on her bottom as they continued to talk.

“This is hard on the knees,” she
groaned.

That got her gagged with a ball gag, and
then Darrell began to tilt the heel of his foot downward to press
against the base of the dildo, slowly prodding, jabbing and pushing
it deeper and deeper until it was almost buried in her aching
belly, just as Tanya's was.

Her clitoris felt like it was swollen to the
size of a golf ball before long! She ached, but it didn't seem to
matter!

“Your slut seems to be finding it hard to
keep still,” Foster said.

“Keep still, slave girl,” Darrell said.

“You reinforce orders with pain, Darrell,”
Foster said.

He handed him a short quirt, and Darrell
slashed it down across her bottom.

“Keep still, slave girl.”

“I think she's horny,” Foster said, the way
she's grinding her ass back at you.

“Yeah, probably. She's a hot little slut,”
Darrell said.

“Well then, let's let her take care of
that,” Foster replied.

He pointed to a corner post which had what
looked like some kind of plastic wrapped around it.

“See that? It's sort of like a scratch pad
for the pussies,” he said.

“Uh... how does that work?” Darrell asked
uncertainly.

Foster chuckled, then got up. Darrell lifted
his feet and Foster gripped Chloe by the hair, forcing her upright.
She yelped in pain as he pulled her forward, and she was forced to
knee walk about six feet across the deck to the post. He turned her
around, then and had her bend over, resuming her old position, but
with her bottom to the post.

He had her spread her legs more, and then
backed her up against the post. Then, as Darrell and Tanya looked
on, his fingers slid in between her legs, stroking her
clitoris.

Chloe shuddered hotly, groaning as the palm
of his hand pressed against the dildo while his fingers stroked her
swollen clitoris.

He stopped and pressed her back against the
post, which was covered in a soft latex, then returned to sit next
to Darrell.

Chloe rolled her eyes up towards them, her
chin against the desk, her bottom high in the air.

“Now press your hot little clit back against
that post, slave girl,” Foster ordered.

Grunting, moaning around the gag, Chloe
obeyed.

“Rub yourself against it.”

She shuddered, feeling a rush of dark,
nasty, wildly overheated excitement at the thought. At the same
time she flushed darkly with self-consciousness embarrassment at
the three watching her. Her clitoris was already pressed against
the post, which was producing a rush of hot pleasure she couldn't
resist.

The pleasure grew more intense the more she
rubbed herself, and soon became like a fever, taking over her body
and mind! She knew the were watching, for she was looking right at
them, but however embarrassing that was it only seemed to make her
more aroused!

She ground her clitoris against the corner
of the post, which also jammed the base of the dildo into her, and
cried out again and again, the cries growing more and more
passionate as the pleasure enveloped her in a crackling sexual
haze, and then exploded into a massive orgasm!

She slumped dazedly as the orgasm passed,
gasping for breath.

Chuckling, Foster came over and unclipped
the shackles, then removed her gag, and had her crawl back to where
Tanya was. He turned the other blonde girl sideways, then placed
Chloe behind her and ordered her to lick her clitoris until she
came.

Then he had Tammy put on a strap-on, and
kneel behind Chloe to sodomize her. The brunette’s hands were busy
as she did so, kneading Chloe's breasts and fingering her clitoris
while the two men looked on with interest.

Despite her recent climax, Chloe was soon
nearing another. Foster had Tammy stop as soon as Tanya had come,
though. Then he led her back to the corner post, but not to grind
herself against it this time.

“On your knee, slut,” he ordered, pulling up
on her collar until her back was to the post.

He squatted down, drew her arms around
behind the post, and locked the restraints together again, then
drew her ankles back to lock to the sides of the post as well.

Tammy brought him a large dildo. It was
shaped like a rocket, with a narrow nose, but with round bulges all
along its length. He pulled Chloe upward by pulling on her hair,
then placed the dildo under her, inserting the head in her recently
well-used bottom. The dildo had a screw at its base, and he screwed
that into a hole in the deck as Tammy brought over a heavy block to
put in front of her.

“I don't know what you all are doing but it
sure does look interesting,” Darrell said, getting up to get a
closer look.

Chloe, of course, could only moan into the
ball gag.

Tammy handed Foster something that looked
like a plastic microphone. It had a narrow handle, then a round top
which looked like half a pop can. Foster slid the handle into a
hole in the front of the base, then pushed the base in closer so
the round 'pop can' was in tighter below where Chloe knelt.

The flick of a switch started the plastic
thing buzzing, and then he pushed down on Chloe's shoulder so that
she would sink slowly down the length of the dildo in her bottom.
She moaned helplessly, then gasped as she sank further and her
clitoris made contact with the vibrator.

Foster adjusted the base so the vibrator was
properly positioned, then removed Chloe's collar and instead put a
choke chain around her neck. It was thicker than the kind dogs
wore, but served the same purpose.

“This is the part you have to adjust
perfectly,” he said to Darrell.

He pressed her back firmly against the post,
then gripped her hair to raise her up a few inches before placing
one of the links of the chain into a hook over her head.

“Now sink down, you hot little sex slave,”
he ordered.

Groaning, Chloe obeyed, taking another of
those rounded parts of the dildo up inside her. But as she sank
down the choke change tightened. She felt it squeezing around her
throat even before she could feel the vibrator against her.

Foster pushed down on her shoulder and the
chain tightened more as her clitoris made contact with the
vibrator. She felt a wild rush of pleasure surge through her but
her eyes felt like they were bulging and she couldn't breath at
all!

Foster eased his hand off and, gasping,
Chloe rose up a couple of inches to gulp in air.

“That should do it,” Foster said.

He and Darrell went back to sit down and
watch.

Chloe moaned as she sank slowly down. She
loved the feel of the dildo widening as it pushed into her, then
the buzzing getting nearer and nearer until, with a gurgling moan,
she felt it jammed in against her clitoris!

She ground herself against it, gasping,
heart pounding, pulse racing as the pleasure coursed through her
body. Her head pounded and her eyes bulged for she couldn't breath
with the choke chain around her throat pulled in so tightly.

She slid back up, gasping raggedly as the
chain loosened, panting heavily until she had recovered sufficient
breath to slide back down again. Once again she gurgled as the
chain tightened, and then trembled and shook as the vibrator ground
against her clitoris.

She forced herself back up with a gasp, and
gulped in air as the two men looked on.

“Never leave them alone when you've got
something like this set up,” Foster was telling Darrell. “Way too
much danger a slut like this might decide she just can't bear to
take her hot little pussy away from the vibrator long enough to
breath.”

Chloe's head was pounding and throbbing, but
she forced herself down again, choking on the chain as her clitoris
ground against the vibrator. This time the orgasm hit and she cried
out soundlessly, breathlessly, trembling and shaking as she impaled
herself on the dildo, not caring about how tight the chain was
around her throat as the pleasure set her to violently shaking.

Black dots danced before her eyes, and she
felt dazed, floating as she ground herself against the vibrator.
Finally a hand came and gripped her hair, jerking her back up and
away so that the chain loosened and she gasped for breath, sweating
heavily and face red.

“See what I mean?” Foster said.

“Yeah,” Darrell said, sounding
impressed.

Foster held her up until some focus came
back into her eyes, then let her go.

Chloe's throat was sore, and she kept
herself in place, moaning as she continued to gasp for breath. The
two men went back and sat down to continue chatting.

Before too long, though, she was sinking
slowly back down again. It wasn't immediate, and she didn't risk
going too lose – at first, but before long she was riding the dildo
and grinding herself against the vibrator and then shaking and
thrashing through a violent orgasm!

And once again, she had to be pulled up and
back by the hair so she didn't strangle herself.

Foster let her slide down once again, and
she was well on her way to another orgasm when he got up and went
inside briefly. Darrell stared at her, and they locked eyes, though
hers were somewhat glazed and bulging.

Then Foster came back through the door,
laughing, accompanied by another man, a complete stranger!

Chloe jerked in shock, then pulled herself
up from the vibrator, gasping for breath, her head pounding.

“Darrell, this is Joel,” Foster said. “He's
gonna manage my new club.”

“Good to meet you, Joel,” Darrell said.

The two men shook hands.

Chloe dropped her eyes, her face, already
flushed, felt as though it were burning up!

The man wasn't paying much attention to her,
though, as Foster had Tanya rise, turn around and lick his fingers
– like a dog, Chloe thought dazedly. And of course, Tammy was
naked, holding a drink for the man.

The three men sat back down, and Joel's eyes
lit on Chloe.

“She's new,” he said.

“She belongs to Darrell here,” Foster said.
“I'm helping him train her.

“Nice tits on your girl, Darrell,” Joel
said.

“Yeah, she's pretty hot,” Darrell said.

Joel got up and walked over to her, then
squatted in front of her.

“Very nice,” he said, reaching out and
cupping one of her breasts.

“Now ain't you a hot little thing,” he said,
his hand sliding down to finger her clitoris.

Chloe jerked, gasping in a state of
disbelief, her head spinning both from lack of oxygen and the shock
of an absolute stranger seeing her like this, then touching her as
he was! Darrell looked on, grinning as the man slid his fingers up
to her breasts and pinched one of her nipples.

“You gonna pierce her nipples?” Joel
asked.

“Dunno. I like them in my mouth. Not sure I
want to bust a tooth on a ring.”

The two men laughed, and Joel got up and
went back to sit with the others.

Chloe dropped her eyes, burning with
embarrassment, But slowly, an almost surreal sense of excitement
began to rise within her. The three men talked about slave girls,
and about her, and how hot and sexy and slutty and responsive she
was, and there was nowhere for her to hide and no way for her to do
anything!

But she desperately kept herself up anyway,
not wanting Joel to see her sliding up and down the dildo, let
alone jamming herself against the vibrator. Foster noticed and said
something to Tammy, who came over to squat next to her, smiled, and
slid the vibrator up from the block before her, grinding it softly
against her clitoris.

Chloe moaned and twisted, trying to shake
her head in denial. Tammy ignored her, and Chloe was helpless to
resist. Now with three men watching, she felt her body burst into
something like flames as she ground herself feverishly against the
vibrator!

At a curt order from Foster Tammy pulled it
back, though, before she could climax. The brunette unstrapped her
ankles and wrists, then gripped the choke chain and used it as a
leash to pull her down and forward onto all fours, then lead her
back to where the men sat.

She handed the leash to Darrell who grinned
at Chloe, undid her gag to pull it free, unzipped and pulled her
mouth up to his groin.

“Suck that dick, slave girl,” he
ordered.

Panting, sweating, frazzled and dazed, Chloe
obeyed, licking and sucking, bobbing her lips up and down as the
others looked on. Then Foster took the chain and pulled her
sideways as he pulled out his own cock. Moaning, feeling a kind of
electrical crackle along her skin, Chloe began to bob her head up
and down on his shaft, too.

When Foster handed the chain to Joel it only
seemed normal, despite the incredible pulsing heat within her, to
slide her lips down around his cock too, bobbing up and down, then
sliding all the way down as he pushed on her head.

Darrell soon had the dildo out of her pussy
and was thrusting in hard and fast as she sucked on Joel. But the
real shock to her came when she was turned around. Darrell guided
her mouth onto his cock while Foster knelt behind her and pushed
his big cock up into her pussy. He was fucking her again! For the
second time!

She moaned, twisting and grinding against
him ass he sucked Darrell. But worse was to come, for she was
shifted around again, this time to suck on Foster's cock while
Joel, a man she didn't even know, slid into her to the hilt and
began to ride her with hard, powerful strokes.

They turned her around again, and she took
Joel's cock into her throat as Darrell fucked her this time. Then
Darrell lay down on a low bench and she straddled him, moaning as
she rode slowly up and down. A moment later Joel positioned himself
behind her, and she felt a shock as he slowly worked himself up
into her ass!

Foster then gripped her hair, pulling her
mouth onto his cock, twisting her head aside and driving himself
down her throat!

It was the most perverted sexual scene Chloe
had ever been a part of, and it rocked her world, dazing her even
as the three men thrust in and out. The shock faded into a sizzling
heat, though, and she climaxed within half a minute, screaming
around Foster's cock, twisting and writhing as the pleasure
threatened to consume her mind!

Orgasm after orgasm tore through her slender body as the three men
groped, fondled, fucked, and crushed her between them, cursing and
laughing as they used her to the point of her near exhaustion.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


Chloe cleared the table, picking up the
beers and putting them on her tray. A hand slid between her legs to
cup and fondle her there while another slid up under her skirt
behind to knead her buttocks.

She didn't react, except to flinch
slightly.

She was working at the club as a server now,
not a secretary, and a server in Foster's club meant one who
served. He had readily reinforced that point with a strap, or had
Joel or Darrell do it instead.

She wore a short, plunging, sparkly silver
dress with spaghetti straps over her bare shoulders. The dress only
just covered her buttocks in back – unless she was bending over, as
she was now. It was open on the sides except for a couple of silver
cords at the waist and hips, which allowed the men to slide their
hands in easily.

She wore no bra, and no panties. But she did
have a butt plug in her bottom and a sort of matching plug in her
pussy, partly to prevent men from sliding their fingers up inside
her. She also wore a silver collar, silver shackles around her
wrists and ankles, a silver lone ranger mask over her eyes, and six
inch stiletto heels – in silver, of course.

The club had a bondage theme, and was only
by invitation. It had rapidly become popular, though most of the
members were city men driving out to get what the city council
never would have allowed at home.

Of course, there were big screen TVs around
for sports, too, and lots of music and food and overpriced beer and
liquor. But the girls were the main attraction. Tammy and Tanya
were there too, along with others who were young, big busted, and
of a submissive bent.

One of the men got his hand up through the
open side of her dress to cup her bare breast and flick his thumb
over the nipple ring. She winced, for it was still fairly new and
sore. But she didn't complain. That would get a strapping right
there at the table!

She cleared the table, bringing the empties
back to the bar, where Oleg, the bouncer, groped her before she
went to her next table to check on their order.

Who touched her body and did what with it
wasn't hers to decide, she had come to be taught. And since the
lesson had been accompanied by both great pleasure and stinging
pain, it had sunk in pretty well.

She had started spending days with Foster,
while he loaned Tanya or Tammy to Darrell. Then she had been loaned
to Joel, and then a complete stranger named Andrew! It had all been
horribly embarrassing, outrageous and yet helplessly thrilling!

On the small, round center stage, Tammy was
currently standing, wrists locked above her head, as a man flogged
her. She was naked, of course, writhing and crying out as the men
looked on eagerly. Her nubile body bucked and jerked as her
tormenter brought the flog down across her back and breasts until
she pretended to orgasm and then hung slack-jawed.

Or had she pretended? Chloe wasn't quite
sure. She herself had been up there earlier and it had been, as
always, a horribly embarrassing moment to be naked and the center
of attention from all those men! But it had also been incredibly
hot, her insides churning like a seething cauldron of lava!

And she too had come, with the flog snapping
down between her legs again and again.

And later she and a girl named Amanda were
going to do a double, much as she had with Tanya that first night
at Foster's place.

It was all incredibly kinky, perverted and
nasty, and she felt an almost continual sense of amazement and
shock as it continued around her. Her world had changed so much in
the last couple of months! Yet the change was accompanied by so
much incredible sexual pleasure she couldn't resist. She orgasmed
multiple times every day now, and whatever the county might have
thought, the men in here, and the ones who gathered around her were
filled with approval and flattery.

It was all legal, she told herself. Even the
ability for customers to 'rent' her or one of the other 'servers'
for a short period of time. They didn't have sex with them, after
all, not really. But the men, and sometimes women, could flog and
whip and strap and spank them to their heart's content, as long as
someone watched over to make sure they didn't get out of line.

And they could even use dildos and vibrators
on her to get her to come. They just couldn't actually fuck her,
for that would be, she knew, illegal.

Darrell was making a ton of money off it
all, for Foster paid him not only as bartender and assistant
manager, but also for Chloe's salary and her cut of the money the
club got for renting her body out.

They'd moved into a newer and nicer house,
and life wasn't boring any more. Instead it was filled with dark
thrills, excitement and heat! It all kept her tense and on edge a
lot, especially the punishment and discipline, but Chloe had been
swept up in something that was too wild and exciting to let her
even think about quitting.

She was leading a dream life, a dark fantasy
life of pleasure and sex and heat and hunger and passion and
partying. For a small town girl without any prospects she felt she
was doing better than she ever expected, and hoped it would last
forever.

 


 


END
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