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Zoe Caldwell liked to pretend to an insouciance
she did not possess. She actually didn't have much self-confidence
but hid it behind an
act, a pretense of being aloof to anything which happened around
her which might otherwise be embarrassing. That included people
saying rude things to her, especially boys, or making mistakes in
front of other people.

One of her teachers had once even commented to her parents about her
lack of emotion in her response when he chastised her or praised
her. In truth, she was afraid to show her emotions in case someone
took advantage of them and mocked her.

She had been relentlessly bullied when
younger. She had bad
teeth, and thus braces fairly early in life. Her hair seemed
uncontrollable and would never stay where she put it. And she
remained beanpole thin deep into her teen years. The boys had shown
her little interest other than noticing she had a very shapely
bottom. The girls had mocked her.

And then she had begun to develop and
her body had changed. Her
braces came off, her hair seemed to shift into something smooth and
silky, and her breasts had suddenly sprouted several cup sizes
practically overnight. The newfound attention that brought her from
boys was extremely embarrassing.

But her newly shaped body certainly didn't cause
the girls who taunted her before to suddenly embrace her as one of
them. They simply found other reasons, including
the growing size of her
breasts to sneer at her for. They were jealous, she knew. At least
she knew that intellectually. Emotionally was an entirely different
thing.

They called her a snob for her lack of reaction
when they teased her or said unkind things. But holding her emotions in check was her
only way of fighting back and not giving in to their
taunts.

As they all got older, the bullying let up
considerably. Though she did learn there was a bet among her male
classmates about who would cop her cherry. That caused her to look at all of them with
extreme suspicion, for she'd have been mortified if she slept with
one and they then told everyone else.

When she graduated from high school bullying
basically disappeared. Still, she eagerly anticipated her
new life as she arrived
at college for the first time. No one here knew her. No one here
knew anything about how she used to look. All they would see would
be a very pretty, green-eyed girl with long, silky brown hair and a
very shapely body.

She anticipated being popular, finally. She would no longer have to
keep her head down or ignore the invitations she got for fear they
were simply trying to lure her into a trap. The problem was, of
course, that she had become set in her ways. Despite her looks,
which even her worst critic, which was herself, had to admit
rivaled anything one would see on the internet, she still felt
self-conscious and anxious whenever strangers looked at
her.

And she remained wary that someone being nice to
her might just be setting her up to mock her in front of their friends.

When Evan Lord knocked on her door in the
dorm, she had opened it
carefully and inspected him suspiciously. That didn't mean she
didn't immediately appreciate how good-looking he was. He had
carefully coiffed blonde hair brushed back from his forehead, blue
eyes, high cheekbones, a square jawed face, and broad
shoulders.

She was quite sure that he got more than enough girls
in his life and wondered what he wanted with her.

He smiled broadly displaying perfect teeth.

You
absolutely must be Zoe Caldwell,” he said. “My name is Evan Lord,
from the freshman welcoming committee.”

“You don't look like a freshman,” she said
doubtfully.

“You are a very discerning woman,” he said. “I am a
senior. It falls upon the shoulders of us seniors to welcome the newest class each year in
order to lend them our knowledge and assistance as they begin their
scholarly career here.”

She raised her eyebrows in disbelief and was greeted
with another of those broad, charming smiles.

“I would like to offer you a personal tour of all the more interesting
spots on campus, information I have gleaned over the last few years
on where the best places are to study, where the snack machines
are, which cafeterias and restaurants are both the fastest and have
the best food, the shortcuts between where you are and where you
want to be, and information on your teachers before you encounter
them. I offer this all for the tidy sum of only your
company.”

Zoe had not had an awful lot of experience with
boys to date, but she
recognized bullshit when she heard it. Then again, she didn't think
he actually meant her to believe him. She suspected he had seen her
picture in the freshman guide which was produced to acquaint
freshmen with their classmates and had picked her out as a likely
target for his seduction efforts.

Boys, in her experience, wanted
only one thing from
girls, and that was sex.

Still, one of her resolutions and hopes when
coming here was that she rectify her lack of experience with guys.
And this would be the
ideal place, away from home, where unlike at high school she didn't
have to worry about it being a trap or her reputation being
damaged. It was a big school, and the people here were no longer
children. It would hardly shock them that so-and-so had slept with
such and such. Dating and sex were perfectly acceptable and
expected.

And he
was awfully good-looking. And charming. The alternative was sitting
in her dorm examining her textbooks alone. Her roommate had come
and gone in a rush to join friends she had already made. Maybe this
guy would be the first of her friends. She certainly had to start
somewhere!

“I don't believe a word you said but if you want to
show me around I'll give you a chance to convince me,” she
said.

He beamed happily at her. “Because I'm hot, right?”

“And you're here because I'm ugly?”

He grinned in amusement, then stepped back and waved his arm as he
bowed to her.

“After you, Mademoiselle.”

Evan turned out to be an amusing guy. He was also
a font of information that would come in very useful over the next few years. He did indeed
know all the best places to study and relax and get food. He was
also rather handsy. Oh, he was smooth enough about it that she
actually admired his skill.

It started with his hand on her back, gently
guiding her. It moved
onto his hand casually draped across her lower back, hand on her
hip as they walked. He took her hand, several times, and was not
quick to release it.

Zoe was not stupid. She knew very well what he was
after. But then she'd known that as soon as he started talking. And she hadn't decided
yet whether or not he was going to get it. Then she chided herself
for lying to herself. She had already decided he was going to get
it. She’d simply not yet decided how much work he had to do in
order to justify her giving it to him.

She didn't want him to think she was some kind of
easy slut, after
all.

But the truth was, the more he touched her, the
more comfortable she felt about him touching her. And the more she
anticipated him touching her more. His first kiss was little more than a light peck on
the lips. There and gone before she could object.

Some minutes later he cornered her on an outside
staircase, with lots of students around so she wouldn't feel
trapped. Caught between him and the railing behind her she tilted her head up as he leaned
in and kissed her. She didn't fight him but kept her hands on the
rail as he kissed her softly, and gently.

He was very good! In fact, she could feel her
heart beating faster with every passing second. His lips
moved softly against
hers, not dry, but not wet. His right hand slid around her to
caress her just below her shoulder blades while his left slid up
through her silky brown hair behind her head.

The kiss deepened and his tongue lightly slid
along his lips where
they caressed hers. She felt an unfamiliar throbbing down low in
the sudden tightness in her chest. She was still caught in her old
familiar habits of showing no emotions or responses, though. Her
fingers were tight against the rail on either side of her body,
keeping her arms from sliding up around him.

She simply accepted his kiss, without response other than to be polite
and kiss back. And even that was slow in starting. She was
astonished at how long the kiss was lasting. Was he waiting for her
to break off? Did he expect her to push him away? Probably. So she
should do that!

She didn’t want to, though.

Finally, she loosened her grip on the rail and put
her hands against his chest to push back lightly. He acquiesced at
once, easing back and smiling down at her. His hands, both of them, slid down her back
until they were lightly squeezing her buttocks.

“You're very… cocky, aren't you, Evan Lord?”

She was proud that her voice was only a little
breathless.

“It's the duty of we seniors to mentor our
juniors,” he
said.

“In kissing?”

She cursed herself for saying it. For she
was fairly sure she
wasn't anywhere near as good as him. She felt a sudden sense of
chagrin and self-consciousness, suddenly aware of the gaping
distance between his level of sexual sophistication and hers. And
while he might not have yet realized it, if she let him go further
it would not be long before her lack of experience and skill in
that department became obvious.

And yet, that would happen with anyone. She
couldn't get the experience to get the skill until she started sleeping with guys.
Whoever she slept with was going to realize that she had very
little experience. She could fake it, to a degree. She had read a
lot on the internet and even watched porn videos so that when the
eventuality happened she wouldn't seem like some completely
clueless virgin.

It seemed a pity to waste her first time on
someone who had potential. Then again there are lots of men at the
school who had potential. And it would be a pity for her first time
to be with someone who
didn't know what they were doing. Because that would make two of
them, and probably result in a pretty messy and uncomfortable
situation.

“In life,” he said with a smile.

“Well, we'll just have to see how much of life I
decide you should be
showing me,” she said.

*

He lived off-campus, which didn't really
surprise her. He was a
senior, after all. He lived in a two-bedroom apartment on the
fourth floor of an older building. It had a surprising amount of
light coming in from large windows overlooking a shopping mall
across a busy road.

The view was not exactly spectacular, and if you opened the door to the
balcony or the windows you would hear the steady drone of traffic
at almost all hours of the day and night.

But the master bedroom was very large, and it had a decent-sized
kitchen.

She had come for coffee after a movie, but been prepared for a lot
more. They started out on his leather sofa, where his hands
skillfully drew her in closer and then began to lightly caress her
body. With the surge of excitement came the fear of embarrassing
herself. And she had anxiously weighed how much she should let him
do before putting a stop to it.

He was doing amazing things to her breasts. Boys
had groped them before since she’d gotten big enough to
grope, but they had
never made them throb. Nor made her nipples burn and tingle the way
he was doing. Most boys simply squeezed her breasts again and again
so they ached. Evan caressed them, squeezing them ever so lightly,
letting his fingers glide across her nipples even through her
shirt.

He took his time getting his hand
inside, and deftly undid
her bra before she even knew what he was doing. Once he got his
bare hands on her breasts she felt herself sinking into a warm,
glittering river of liquid heat. She was becoming more aroused than
she ever had with a guy before and startlingly quickly.

This wouldn't do, at all. He'd think she was a slut!
She needed to slow things down. She broke away and stood up with a
gasp.

Weren't you going to get me a drink?” she
gulped.

She thought she saw a scowl on his face
momentarily, but it soon disappeared and he grinned at her as he stood
up.

“Of course, fair lady.”

He went into the kitchen and she walked over to
the door leading to the balcony then opened it and stepped
outside. The balcony was
nothing to write home about. It was a concrete box you couldn't see
out of if you sat down. But the air was fresh and she leaned on the
stone railing to look down at the grass and trees below and then
over at the lights of the mall on the other side of the
road.

Evan soon came up to join her and handed
her a glass of something
clear.

“Vodka lime and soda,” he said as he handed it to
her.

“Thanks,” she said.

He joined her at the railing, of course, standing
behind her, his hands gently massaging her shoulders as she brought the drink to her
lips.

She did not drink from it, however. She had been too wary for too
long to trust a guy she'd only known for a couple of days to make
her a drink out of her sight. Although she told herself she was
being silly since she was going to give him what he wanted anyway.
If not tonight, then very soon.

His hands slid down to her waist and then pushed
up inside her shirt. As they slid up inside she felt a hot throb of
excitement for his hands felt deliciously erotic against her bare skin. Given he had
been fondling her bare breasts she could hardly object to him
caressing her bare back so pretended to sip from the drink again as
his hands slid gently up and down.

She was not surprised when his hands
shifted further to the
sides and then came around in front to cup her bare breasts,
squeezing them up and back as he leaned in to kiss his way along
the nape of her neck. His hands felt wonderful against her breasts
and her nipples burned hungrily.

His lips made their way up under her ear, and he sucked lightly on her
earlobe even as his right hand slid down off her breast to caress
her belly and abdomen. She felt so distracted by the rising heat
she was barely aware of his fingers pushing in under the waistband
of her pants until they were already inside her panties.

She gasped then but her body was pressed firmly against the rail a
little below her breasts and she held the drink in her hand which
delayed her reaching down to grab at his wrist. He took advantage
of that delay, and before she could grab him, his fingers had found
the top of her tightly closed lower lips.

“You're so beautiful!” he whispered into her ear.

The touch of his fingers against her there, moist
fingers, for some reason, and the quick little rubbing he gave her right from the start,
sent a wild emotional jolt through her mind even as the sensations
erupted with startling power between her legs.

“I want to possess you,” he whispered.

Her hand had closed on his wrist, but his fingers
were deep inside her
pants, rubbing insistently and skillfully in a way she had never
felt before. She felt a tremendous rush of excitement and emotion
even as his lips widened and he chewed lightly along the nape of
her neck.

Wasn't this what she had come here for?
Wasn't this what she was hoping
for? She wanted to get experience! She wanted to see what it was
like! Why should she fight?! Especially when it felt so
good!

She felt his erection pressing against her
buttocks as his fingers pressed more firmly against
her and sank between the
lips of her sex. Unlike other boys' efforts to penetrate her, he
gently eased his fingers down to stroke lately crossed her clitoris
in a circular motion.

Before long it was all she could do to keep her
hips from grinding in the same motion as her breasts felt swollen and heat swept through
her body.

He peeled her shirt up and off and removed her
open bra before turning her to face him, then he crushed her lips
with his, showing her again the depth of his skill with his lips
and tongue. She welcomed
it eagerly. She put the glass on the top of the railing and slid
her hands up over his shoulders as they kissed, doing her best to
imitate him.

His hand slid up and down her bare back then
pushed down on her pants and she felt them sliding
over her hips. They dragged her
panties down with them and she felt another wild shock as she
realized she was naked with only her pants and panties sliding down
around her knees.

The fingers of his left hand gripped her hair
behind her head and drew her head back more and more as he licked and kissed and lightly
chewed his way from her mouth down along the nape of her neck and
then along the front of her throat. His right hand was kneading her
breast as he bent lower, pulling her head back further so that her
back arched.

Then his mouth was on her breast, his lips folded
around her nipple as he
began to lick and suck rhythmically. She shuddered, her eyes
fluttering as she stared up into the night sky, her nipple on fire
as his tongue flicked back and forth across it and he sucked harder
and harder.

His hand dropped down between her legs and began to stroke her again as he
shifted his mouth from one breast to the other and back again while
holding tightly to her hair.

Zoe was confused. Her head was so far
back she couldn't even
see him. And her hands could do nothing but hang helplessly at her
sides or reach up to grasp the railing. She did the latter and
accidentally knocked the glass over the side to fall into the
garden below.

Neither of them cared. But suddenly he released her hair drawing her
forward and lifting her up high with his arms around her hips then
thighs so that she collapsed belly down across his shoulder.
Startled, Zoe gasped as he turned and headed back inside, carrying
her like the sack of potatoes.

Or like a conquering hero, with the virtuous
maiden across his
shoulder, she thought excitedly. She was impressed by his strength,
by how easily he lifted and carried her. Had the cavemen brought
females home like this, she thought as he carried her across the
room.

Still, she felt she ought to protest.

“Evan!” she gasped breathlessly, her hair hanging down below
her.

“On our way to heaven, beautiful,” he said.

“Put me down, you crazy man!”

She slapped lightly at his bottom and a moment
later yelped as he
slapped her bare bottom more sharply.

“Impertinent wench!”

Crack! He slapped her bottom again and she yelped in
pain.

“Hey!”

He yanked her pants and panties off as he walked in
she felt another rush at now being completely naked.

“Show proper respect for the Lord of the Manor,” he said in a mock
English accent.

She giggled. “You live in a rented apartment!”

Suddenly she was being swung up and forward to land
back sprawling across his bed.

He grinned at her and peeled his own shirt up and
off and her eyes raced
over his well-muscled chest.

“If I can't make you scream in pleasure, I will be
very disappointed in myself tonight,” he said.

He turned on the bedside light and she blushed hotly
as he looked her up and down.

“I think I just won the lottery!”
he said
appreciatively.

Zoe flushed with pleasure but was still self-conscious as he
climbed into bed with her. She squirmed backward until she was up
against the headboard and he grinned as he crawled forward like a
big cat until he was straddling her and looking down.

He lowered his body atop her, his hand gripping her hair again as
his lips sought hers. His kiss entranced her as it had before. It
was more demanding now, though, even as his other hand kneaded her
breast and rolled her nipple between his thumb and
forefinger.

Her hands caressed his shoulders excitedly and slid down onto his
back, caressing his warm skin. He drew back suddenly and gripped
her arms forcing them back firmly against the bed on either side of
her head.

“Did I give you permission to touch me, wench?”

He held her arms there as he bent his head to chew lightly on her
left nipple.

Then he raised himself up again with a stern look
on his face. “Remember, as your Lord and Master you must always be
respectful and do whatever you're told.”

“I don't think so!” she said in
excited
amusement.

He scowled down at her. “Any rebellion or
impertinence will be firmly dealt with, peasant girl.”

She was confused about this weirdness involving
lord and master and peasant girl, but it seemed amusing
and even a little
exciting.

“Oh I'm so scared,” she said mockingly. “What will you do, spank
me?”

His eyes lit up. “What an excellent suggestion!” he
said.
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He quickly rose up on his knees, gripping her arm
and hip to roll her over, and jerking her up across his thighs as he sat on his
heels.

“Hey! I wasn't making – !”

His hand slapped her bottom sharply and she yelped in
pain.

“Silence, female!”

“You nut!” she squealed.

His hand pushed between her thighs which parted
almost instinctively.
She felt his fingers at her pussy and this time his thick round
thumb pushed slowly into the mouth of her sex. His other fingers
stroked firmly up against the top of her sex, which was now in her
position the bottom, even as his thumb dipped in and out, pushing
further and deeper.

She gasped, her eyes widening at the rush of sensation in her
fingers into the covers below her as his thumb pushed
deeper.

“This is a beautiful ass,” he said admiringly. “And a
nice, neat, tight-looking little pussy.”

She squeaked as his thumb plunged in, then began to rub actively
against the front wall of her sex.

“And it belongs to me now. Bought and paid for on the
auction block.”

Zoe wondered what he was on about now. Did lords
buy wenches on the auction block? Had they even had an auction block? Her thinking was
growing wild and confused, though as heat rolled up her body. Her
chest was tight and her breathing was coming in faster and
shallower as her excitement mounted.

“How many times do you think I should make you
come tonight, slave
girl?”

Slave girl!? He certainly had an active imagination, she thought
breathlessly.

His thumb was dipping and darting, stroking up and
down along the front wall of her sex, pressing up and back towards
his fingers which were rubbing expertly against her clitoris. The rush of sensation
redoubled and she felt the muscles in her belly and abdomen
spasming so that her bottom jerked fitfully up at him.

Crack! His other hand slapped her bottom sharply.

“Ow!”

“Remember, slave girl, you do whatever
your master tells
you.”

“You're
not my master!” she exclaimed.

Crack!

“What a shocking thing to say!” he said as if amazed.
“Of course I am! You're my sex slave!”

She let out a bark of laughter. “You wish!”

“You bet I do!” he said in amusement.

Crack!

“Ow!
Evan!”

“Obey your master and show respect, slave girl.”

She was embarrassingly wet, she realized which made
her self-conscious again.

“Let me roll over,” she whined.

Crack!

“Your lord doesn't need any orders from you, slave
girl. It's the other way around.”

Crack!

“Ouch! Quit that!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Don't try to give your lord and master orders, sex
slave!”

Suddenly he rolled her sharply off his thighs then
gripped her legs and lifted them up and apart to drop them neatly
on either side of his body, splayed wide apart.

He grinned at her, his eyes sliding up and down her body. “Now
isn't this a lovely sight,” he said with a low growl in his
voice.

Zoe flushed excitedly, then moaned as he laid his
body atop her and crushed her lips with his once more.

Her
hands slid around him and down onto his buttocks, squeezing and
stroking until he rose and lifted them up and back once
more.

“I think we're going have to do something about these
wandering hands of yours, you little tramp.”

She giggled as he crossed her wrists back against the headboard above
her head.

“How dare you touch my bottom,” he said
indignantly.

“Oh, I'm so sorry for offending you, Lord! I forgot
how religious and pure you were.”

“I am neither. However, you are required to obey my
every word. And since
you have not, I think I will have to teach you the wages of
sin.”

He pinned her crossed wrist with one of his big
hands and then did something above her head. She tried to cock her
head back and saw some kind of strap there even as she felt the
material closing around
her wrists. She felt a sudden jolt of shock and alarm as she tried
to jerk her wrists free.

“Hey! Evan! What are you doing!?”

“As a sex slave, you should surely be used to being
tied up by now.”

Her protest was crushed by his lips and
the kiss was long and
passionate as his hand moved up and down her body. By the time he
pulled his lips from hers she’d forgotten that she wanted to
protest. That was especially so since his mouth slid down onto her
breasts to make her nipples burn even more powerfully and then
moved slowly downward along her belly and abdomen, kissing gently
until he lay between her legs.

His tongue slid slowly but firmly up along the neat
line of her sex and she gasped out loud as she stared down at
him.

His thumbs opened her and then his tongue went to work stroking
and caressing her swollen clit until it burned and felt ready to
explode. The sensations spread out through her body as she gulped
in air and her hips began to grind instinctively and helplessly up
against his lips and tongue.

Zoe stared down her body, open-mouthed and gulping in air as
she watched him seemingly feeding at her sex. The sensations
sweeping up through her body from the firm licking of his tongue
filled her with a hunger she had never known.

The sensations became more intense and rippled up through her
so that she found herself twisting and writhing in pleasure. Her
back arched sharply, then again, as her hips bucked up frantically
against his licking tongue and sucking lips. Her eyes were wide and
astonished as her head rolled back against the mattress and she
gurgled in desperate, feverish heat.

“Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!” she
thought.

Then she realized she had actually been saying it
aloud.

Suddenly he was above her, settling
his body down between
her spread legs, grinning at her.

“You may call me Lord if you prefer,” he said.

She felt his cock rubbing up and down along the
sopping opening between her trembling legs. Then it sank into her,
pushing firmly through the mouth of her sex. As he settled his body atop her he pushed his
hips forward in his thick cock drove deep into her overheated
pussy.

Zoe cried out at the sudden shocked heat,
pleasure, and pain. An instant later his hand roughly jerked her
hair back, and his lips moved hungrily along her exposed throat. His hips began to
grind himself against her as she felt his cock jammed into what
surely must be the rear wall of her sex.

His hips rolled up and down, up and down smoothly,
driving his cock into her with even strokes as he used his grip on her hair to pull her
head forward and then crush her lips with his again.

Heat boiled within her and Zoe drew her knees up
and back, spreading them wide and rolling her knees in time to his
strokes. He thrust harder and faster, and she cried out at every stroke as the head of
his cock punched into the back wall of her sex.

Zoe felt as though she was losing her mind, for it
was drowning in a dark, oozing liquid heat. She had never felt like
this before, never felt anything like this in her life. It wasn't that she had never
felt sexual excitement or lust before, though that had mostly been
in her fantasies and with her own fingers.

But she had never felt this kind of all possessing
heat, this kind of animal hunger that robbed her mind of
the ability to think or care
about anything but its own pleasure. She had been reduced to a
bundle of instincts and spread her legs wider, heedless of the
sharp ache in her thighs as she rolled herself up feverishly
against his thrusts.

He halted suddenly, and her chest heaved as he rose up above her on
his hands, straightening his arms to leer down at her. His cock was
buried in her belly as he ground his hips against her then he drew
himself slowly back so that only the tip remained.

“You want my cock inside you, baby girl?”

Zoe gulped in air, her eyes glassy.

He brought one of his hands down around her throat
and squeezed firmly as he frowned at her.

“Answer your master, slave girl.”

“P-please!” she gasped.

His fingers eased,

“Say please fuck me, Lord,” he teased.

Zoe rolled her hips up, trying to impale herself on
his cock but he eased back.

He slapped her face lightly.

“Obey your master, sex slave!” he growled. “Beg me to
fuck you.”

“P-please... Please fuck me!” she gasped weakly.

He slapped her face again.

“You forgot to say Lord. I am your Lord and Master
and you are my sex slave,” he taunted. “Beg your Lord to fuck
you.”

“P-please f-fuck me, Lord!” she moaned.

He thrust his cock into her and she cried out and
arched her back sharply.

“Again, slave!”

He
reached down and wrapped her tangled hair around his fist and
roughly jerked her head up and forward.

“Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please fuck me, Lord!” she cried.

He dropped atop her again, his hips thrusting
violently so that she thought he might be trying to ram himself right through and out her
back. She cried out again and again her hips rolling up and back
hungrily as the passion and heat raged within her.

Then the orgasm exploded within her and her cries
took on a new tenor. They were quickly silenced as his hand closed around her throat. Her
mouth was open wide, her head pulled back as she screamed silently,
her body trembling and shaking as he drove himself into her with
powerful thrusts that shook the bed below.

Her head throbbed and her chest began
to burn but Zoe didn't
care about anything but the soaring pleasure howling through her
body. When he released her throat she sucked in a deep, sobbing
breath of air as he brought his lips down to chew on the nape of
her neck.

“Don't forget little slave girl, I own you now. You belong to me,” he
growled into her ear. “You're my bitch.”

He rose up and pulled out of her, then climbed off
the bed entirely. Zoe lay in place, chest heaving and saw him bend
over the foot of the bed. He drew a strap from there up
and around her ankle and
jerked her leg wide as he tightened it. She moaned dazedly as she
watched him go around the bed to the other side and pull her other
ankle wide before strapping it down too.

“I've just started tormenting you, sex slave,” he
said.

Zoe
gulped anxiously, uncertainty returning with her mind as she tugged
experimentally at the straps on her ankles and then her wrists.
This was very kinky stuff. She'd read about it on the internet and
knew some people did it but hadn't expected to get involved with
that herself, at least not so soon.

Still, what was he going to do, force her to have sex
with him? It would be rather pointless to tie her up for that!

He opened the bedside drawer and took out a black
ball impaled with a cord.

“Since we don't want to alarm the neighbors with your screams of pleasure,
I think I better gag you,” he said as he pressed it firmly against
her mouth.

She instinctively widened her jaw, startled, and
before she could think to protest or try to stop him the ball had
been forced into her
mouth, though not entirely. She found her lips and teeth pressed
against it, for the thing was too big to entirely fit. She blinked
her eyes in confusion as he drew the cords across her cheeks and
behind her head, lifting it up so he could fasten them together
there.

She tried to speak, but her words were an
unintelligible moan.

A moment later he had a black silk scarf in hand
and was folding it over and over again. She stared up at him as he
grinned then pressed the thing down over her eyes and tied it around her head. A moment
later she felt his fingers at her ears as he pushed some kind of
ear pods in there.

She heard soft music playing and then moans and
groans of passion and pleasure. Female moans and groans. She felt
his weight on the bed
and then his fingers at her sex. His tongue began licking her again
as his fingers pushed into her and Zoe closed her eyes behind the
blindfold, shuddering in pleasure as her hypersensitive clitoris
started to burn again.

His fingers drew back and then something else pushed into her, something
much thicker and not natural. It felt cool at first, as it
stretched her out and then slid slowly in and out of her body. It
pushed deeper and deeper until it was filling her almost as much as
his cock had. Meanwhile, she felt his tongue return to her
clitoris, licking and swirling sweeping and dipping and
darting.

Every now and then he stopped, his lips massaging
her and then sucked in a rhythmic fashion that made her want to
scream. Whatever he had pushed into her pumped in and out, in and out, fucking her
the same way he had. She felt the heat billowing up again within
her, turning her mind inward and melting it under a flood of
pleasure.

Her body writhed and strained against the straps
as he rousted her to a fever pitch once again. Then she felt him against her, the
thing pulled free and replaced by his cock. His body settled atop
her and began to thrust hard and fast as she felt his lips and
teeth and tongue on the nape of her neck.

His hand was rough in her hair again, jerking her head back, but the
stinging in her scalp was nothing compared to the wild pleasure
sizzling through her nervous system and merely added to her sense
of wild, sensory overload.

Her mind seemed to tremble and shake under the
impact of his hips, and
then another orgasm tore through her as she screamed around the
gag, or tried to. Convulsions wracked her body as her hips bucked
up against him in mindless, need and want.

He drove himself into her with relentless speed
and power until she went
limp, drawing in great, sobbing breaths around the gag. Then he
drew himself back out of her again and she felt the other thing
pushing in, filling her up, moving slowly in and out. His fingers
rubbed her clitoris as he fucked her with what she presumed to be
some kind of dildo.

“How does it feel to be my sex slave, little girl?”
he asked, his voice a purr of satisfaction.

It felt absolutely amazing, she thought dazedly,
wrapped in the delicious afterglow of the orgasm.

She felt his hands gliding over her
body, kneading her breasts even
as his tongue lapped at her clit.

How many times does he think he's going to
make me come? she
thought wonderingly.

Not that she cared. The climaxes had been
incredible! Both of them had been more intense and lasted
longer than any orgasm she'd
ever given herself. She hadn't even imagined she could feel such
intense pleasure. She felt a sense of awe and disbelief, mixed with
delighted anticipation at the prospect of still more.

In her ears, she heard the moaning and
gasps and pleasure of
unknown women, and it took on an incredibly erotic sense to it,
since she knew she had been moaning, as well. This was also
bizarre, so deliciously exotic and hot. So this was what real sex
was like!? She never should've waited this long!

She pulled again at the straps, oddly reassured by how strong
they were. One of her big fears about this eventuality was that she
would be revealed in her ignorance, but that hadn't happened and
couldn't happen. Not while she was tied up like this. Not only that
but since she was gagged there was nothing she could say which
would be the wrong thing. She didn't have to worry about anything
because there was nothing she could do or say.

All she could do was feel. And that did not
present her with any sense of anxiety at all. Especially since she felt so
good!

Her hips began to roll again as the heat mounted
within her and her breathing became more ragged around the ball
gag. Then he shifted on the bed, the dildo buried within her. She
felt his hands sliding
up her body again and over her breast. They drew back and then she
felt something else. She yelped and gasped in surprise for it felt
like a sharp little pin likely sticking into her belly.

He didn't push very hard but then there was
another and another and
another rolling up her body in a slow, lazy, back-and-forth motion.
It was like he was rolling some kind of a wheel with shallow little
pins attached across her body. It confused her.

She felt his breath next to her ear and could hear
his words even over the
moaning and groaning.

“You belong to me, sex slave,” he growled. “I can
torture you anytime I want to.”

It was a wheel of some kind! And it rolled slowly,
teasingly up onto her chest and then across her left breast. She
moaned in complaint, twisting straining at the straps to no avail. It rolled slowly back
and forth across the top of her left breast then it turned inward
circling her burning nipple before rolling directly across
it.

She yelped, her back arching, and the wheel rolled
down her breast and then
across to her right breast. It rolled slowly back and forth across
her nipple, delivering rapid little prickles of pain as she moaned
helplessly.

“Only by showing your master how much you
appreciate him will you feel more pleasure, slave girl,” he
said. “Disrespect brings pain
and agony and torture!”

It was a wild exaggeration, she knew of course.
Whatever it was he was doing, the pain was minor fleeting. That
didn't make it particularly pleasant, but passion and heat still
thrilled her and she felt a dark, thrill of excitement at her own helpless
vulnerability before him.

Dark fantasies she'd had in the past swirled
within her mind for wasn't she his prisoner in a sense? Wasn’t she
tied up helpless and naked before him, unable to resist his mood
and perverted desire?
She was a poor beautiful maiden being cruelly ravished by the evil
Lord.

She felt his hand behind her head undoing the cord
which held the ball in her mouth, then his fingers at her lips
tugging the ball free. She gasped for breath and licked her lips.

“Tell me you love my cock,” he growled into her
ear.

What a thing for her to say! The thought made her
mind squirm, but heat was churning within her as well.

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair and his
hand closed around her
throat menacingly. For the first time, she felt a sense of fear of
him, given how utterly vulnerable she was. But it faded quickly. He
was obviously playing some kind of kinky role. And wanted her to
play her own role.

Sex slave!

“Say it, slave!”

“I-I love your cock, Lord!” she cried.

“You want my cock inside you?”

“Yes!” She moaned.

She felt his fingers on her nipple, twisting and
plucking it so that it stung.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave slut!”

God! This was so dirty! But it was also wickedly
thrilling!

“Please fuck me, Lord!” she cried.

Jerked on her hair and she gasped in pain.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he demanded. “Say it,
slave girl!”

“I'm your... Your sex slave, Lord!” she moaned
helplessly.

She felt his fingers at her clitoris rubbing
steadily.

“Tell me you are my slave slut!” he demanded.

Her mind squirmed again at the words but she
obeyed.

She felt the ball pushed back into her mouth and
moaned around it as his weight shifted on the bed. He undid the
straps from her ankles, then she felt his strong hands on her legs and he roughly
flipped her over onto her belly. A moment later his hand slapped
her bottom sharply, stingingly.

“Up on your knees, slave girl!”

Crack!

“Lift your beautiful little ass high in the air and
spread your legs for your master!” he ordered.

Oh my
God! she thought wildly.

But she scrambled to obey, drawing her knees in and
raising her hips high.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom again.

“Spread those legs wide for your master. Show me that
hot, wet pussy of yours.”

She felt a dark flush of self-consciousness as she posed herself
so obscenely before him, and then felt his hands on her thighs,
pushing them forward, raising her bottom higher still. She felt him
press his body against her from behind, forcing it further forward
until her back was bent sharply and her thighs were almost pressing
against her abdomen.

“Remember this position, sex slave. This is the
perfect sex slave position. It's the position you take when
offering your body to your master so he can mount you and
ride you, and drive you
out of your pretty little mind.”

A moment later she felt the straps around her legs,
just above the knees. They pulled her legs a little wider and must
be attached to something other than the corner for they pulled
sideways not down.

She could still hear his voice over the moans and groans and
cries of passion in her ears. A moment later something pushed into
her again. It felt like the dildo, but seem to be cool and dry, at
least at first. It didn't push deep and had had an odd base which
pressed too firmly against the mouth of her sex to enter
her.

A moment later it started to vibrate against her!

Her eyes widened behind the scarf. She gulped in
air as she felt the thing rubbing and grinding against her as if he
was trying to push it through, even though it was clearly too thick. It pumped
slowly in and out, and the vibrations shifted in power and speed.
She trembled and moaned helplessly, the muscles in her abdomen and
hips spasming so that her bottom began to jerk and twitch and roll
back against it.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom sharply.

“Now I'm going to invite a bunch of my friends to
come and watch as I fuck your brains out again. Come on in Jacob,
Ben, Lucas. Just line up over there where you’llhave a good view.
Carter, Noah, and Jack,
you line up over there. There's popcorn if anyone wants
it.”

At first, Zoe felt a wild jolt of shock, as all
her old memories and fears from high school swept through her. Her
fear of being set up to be humiliated by her classmates. But then
she realized, that he
was just putting on more of his ridiculous, sexual games. He must
be, for she heard nothing.

Still, just the thought that there was the
smallest chance that a group of guys was standing around watching
like this had set her heart to pounding and her pulse to racing.

“Carson, you and Rodrigo take the cameras to opposite
sides so you both get good views of this. We’ll want to put this on
the internet later.”

His voice sounded phony and not at all natural
which lent her courage, for it seemed almost designed to reassure her that this was
simply a silly game. The vibrator pulled out and then she felt his
cock pushing against her once more. She groaned as it slid deep
inside her, his hand sliding down her hips along her waist as he
buried himself in her trembling body.

He ground his hips against her then tightened his
hands around her waist and started to thrust in hard, steady
strokes that slapped his hips against her upraised buttocks.

She felt his fingers sliding up and down her back
then and in through her
hair to gather it into one thick mass before he pulled it up and
back.

Crack!

“Sex slave!” He taunted.

Crack!

“Slave slut!”

Crack!

“Your body belongs to me, slave!”

Crack!

“I'm your master now!

Crack!

His hips struck her again and again so
that her body shuddered
and shook under the impact. Heat rolled through her in waves,
sweeping up her body with every stroke. In her ears, the moans and
groans became cries of orgasmic pleasure and she felt her mind
sinking into the dark fantasy he had created for her.

Scalding heat gripped her mind and body and she cried out in feverish
need as she felt the orgasm rising. Then it tore through her,
setting every muscle in her body to spasming and rolling her mind
in a storm-tossed flood of liquid heat.

Rapture!

Zoe's mind rolled dazedly, buffeted by pleasure more intense than she
had ever known. She lost herself to it, losing all sense of self
and fading to a creature of instincts that could do little more
than wallow in the sensory storm tearing through her.
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Zoe felt in a state of shock for a long time after
her incredible first sexual session with Evan. She had never
imagined sex could be so intense and passionate or the pleasure to
be so incredible. She was bemused, and a bit disturbed by the role-playing he seemed to
enjoy. But she couldn't deny its effect.

Holy geez! She'd actually felt almost like
she was his sex
slave there for a while. And oddly, even though she was tightly
bound, that had made her feel a strange sense of freedom. Of
course, part of that was that since she was tied and gagged she
couldn’t make any mistakes and couldn't reveal her ignorance or
lack of experience.

But then again, a sex slave would only do what she
was told to do, wouldn't she? She had to 'obey' her master!

She was a little indignant about the number of times he had smacked
her bottom. But she supposed it went along with the role-playing.
And it had had an effect on how realistic it had seemed. His acting
ability wasn't all that great at times, but the words he said were
outrageous and often excited something deep within her.

She had been surprised that he hadn’t even asked
for oral sex. That was the one thing she knew how to do! For she
could practice it and had. She'd read advice, and used a
hot dog, popsicles, many
mini cucumbers, and then a dildo bought on the internet and sent to
a PO Box she had rented for just that purpose.

It had all been in aid of not seeming like an
ignorant, silly little girl, and it had worked. For while she
hadn’t dared to go all
the way with any of the guys who had tried to seduce her, she had
been able to deep throat a couple of guys, though her throat had
ached afterward. And they had been quite content.

But all Evan had seemed to want to do was give her
pleasure. Of course,
he’d had had his own pleasure, sating himself with her body. But he
certainly seemed less selfish than most of the eager, fumbling boys
she had dated so far. Of course, he was a college senior, a man as
opposed to a boy.

She couldn't stop playing out what had happened in her mind, though it was
a little difficult since she had been blindfolded through most of
it. She was alternately odd, elated, and embarrassed about what he
had done and how she had responded.

She didn't mind him making her say
those dirty things
because they fit with the game he was playing. She was embarrassed,
though, about how vocal she had been in her pleasure. He had had to
gag her because she’d been so noisy the neighbors might hear! She
could only imagine what any of the guys she'd known in high school
would've thought of that. They would've been bragging to all their
friends at school the next day about how she would scream like a
whore!

She thought Evan was more mature than that, but
even if he wasn't he knew no one she knew. Of course that was because she knew no one.
At least no one at the school. Well, she knew her roommate a little
bit. And no doubt she would get to know her classmates as time went
on.

But she felt awfully good about herself having
gotten through that, and
felt considerably more experienced and sophisticated now. She was a
little sore inside from how hard he had used her, but she didn't
mind. In fact, she was eager to experience more of the same. It was
the most excitement she'd ever had in her life!

And she
didn't even have to worry about her family or friends finding out!
That had always been her biggest concern. She hummed to herself as
she walked through the school hallway, feeling sexy and attractive.
And more than a little smug. Oh if only these guys she was passing
had a clue about what she'd been up to just the previous evening!
They'd get raging boners!

All the girls would be jealous and would call her a
slut. But they'd be wishing they had experienced that kind of
pleasure and passion.

It was hard keeping her mind on her studies, but there was a lot
to learn, for every class had an introduction by the professor or
teacher, who handed out reading assignments while informing the
class of their expectations for their performance over the coming
semester.

Gradually, the excitement of being at college and experiencing the
newfound sense of adulthood through her mind away from the events
of the previous evening. She enjoyed her classes, but then she had
always been good at school. She was a straight-A student. Of
course, that was partly because she hadn't spent a lot of time on
social activities…

Her newfound sense of sophistication gave her the
confidence to be more open with the people she sat with and who
spoke with her. She found herself opening up more than she usually did. It made her
very happy to meet people who were nice to her and who she didn't
have to fear were part of a clique that wanted to humiliate
her.

Life was opening up!

She was startled when she got out of her last
class to find Evan leaning against the wall in the corridor. She wasn't
unhappy about it, though.

“Hey,” she said by way of greeting. “How did you know
I had a class here?”

“We talked about your courses on the way back to
your dorm room, remember? And then you showed me your schedule when we got back to your
room.”

“You only looked at it for a few seconds,” she said
in surprise.

“I've got almost perfect memory,” he said.

He gripped her upper arms firmly, but not roughly,
and pulled her forward and up so that she rose on
her toes while he leaned
in to kiss her.

She blushed self-consciously as other students moved
by, but no one seemed to be paying her a lot of attention. And he
didn't hold the kiss like he had in his apartment.

He eased her back and grinned at her. “I
trust yesterday was
enjoyable for you?” he said lightly.

She glanced quickly around to make sure no one was
near. “You were amazing!” she said.

“Of course I was. I always am,” he said, casually
bending his fingers back to examine his nails.

“Very cocky aren't you?” she said in amusement.

“Well, you know what the song says it's hard to be humble when
you're perfect in every way.”

“Perfect, huh?”

“That's why I'm your Lord and Master,” he said.

She glanced around again but no one was near.

He gripped her arms again and raised her onto her toes to kiss her
lightly, then drew his lips back a little. “Tell me you love my
cock,” he said softly.

She blushed, but no one could hear. “I do!” she
said.

He shook his head. “Obviously you're going to have
to be whipped into obedience, little slave girl. When your master tells you to
say something, you say it.”

She flushed and felt a hot, ripple of excitement roll
through her lower belly.

“I love your cock, Lord!” she said softly.

“That's better,” he said, kissing her lightly
before easing her back
onto her heels.

“Why don't I make dinner for you?” he
asked.

“Shouldn’t I be doing that?” she asked.

“Oh, eventually, of course. It is the duty of the
sex slave to do her master's bidding and wait on him hand and foot.
But that's once I get
you fully trained.”

“Shhhh! Someone might hear!”

“Well I can't gag you here,” he said in
amusement.

“Maybe I should gag you,” she said.

“Oh, that's not going to happen. I'm the top,
you're the bottom. I'm the Dom, you're the sub. I'm the master,
you're the
slave.”

She blinked uncertainly, then blushed as his arm slid around her and his
hands dropped down onto her buttocks to pull her in close so he
could kiss her on the lips again. She was not used to affection
from anyone, let alone someone putting their hands on her butt
where people could see.

She squirmed back and out of his grasp giving him a
reproving look.

“Not where people can see, Evan!”

“Sex slaves can't be shy girls,” he said with a
grin. “After all, many people will be seeing them naked
and using their beautiful
bodies. They have to get used to that.”

“I'm not your sex slave,” she chided him, her eyes
insisting he be serious.

“Well, maybe if I play my cards right, you'll want to
be.”

“Well,” she said with a smile, “ if you can give me
that much pleasure every
night, you might well be right.”

He draped his arm across her shoulder and guided her
down the hall.

“There's something I want to show you back at my
place,” he said.

“I think I've already seen it,” she said with a
smirk.

“Not this. And I think you will find it exciting to watch.”

*

No sooner had they gotten inside his door when he
turned on her and pressed her back against the inside of the door
just as it closed. His lips were on hers, firm, demanding, but not
rough as his hands slid down onto her buttocks. She had her shoulder bag over her
shoulder and it dropped to the floor before she raised her hands to
slide them behind his neck.

His hands slid up and down her back then around in
front to unbutton her blouse. His lips stayed on
hers even as he tugged
her blouse out of her trousers and pushed it back over her
shoulders. Then his hand slid behind her and undid her bra, all
while still kissing her!

Amused, excited, filled with a rising sense of
anticipation she kissed back, while he undressed her fully. Just as he had the other day
he completed the act by lifting her over his shoulders so he could
tug her pants and panties down her legs, popping her shoes off as
they dropped to the floor behind her.

He carried her into the living room
and set her on her
feet.

“Close your eyes and don't open them again until I say you
can.”

Zoe obediently closed her eyes as she lifted her
hands up and out. A moment later she felt something leathery
wrapping around her right wrist. She felt a jolt of
anxiety, for it seemed like he
was tying her up again, but then a rush of excitement swept through
her and she felt her nipples prickling and tingling as something
strong and leather closed around first one wrist than the
other.

A moment later he drew her wrists back behind her and she realized
her wrists were locked together as something else leathery pulled
up around her throat and fastened tightly behind it.

“All right, open your eyes sex slave.”

He gripped her arm and swung her around to see a
mirror just inside the
door and she stared at herself, her eyes widening, excitement
sweeping through her. She was wearing a studded black leather
collar with a metal O-ring in front. She half-turned and drew her
arms out to the side and saw that similar leather bracelets were
wrapped around her wrists, hooked together with a metal
ring.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed.

He gripped her by the collar and his other hand
pushed against her back to force her to arch before the mirror.

“Does this look like a hot, sexy, erotic
slave girl?” he
asked.

Zoe felt a stab of doubt and uncertainty suddenly about just how
serious he was about this silly game. Well, as long as it made sex
as exciting as it had the other night, did it really
matter?

He gathered her hair in and tugged her
head back and then she
saw he had the ball gag in his other hand and was already pushing
against her mouth before she realized it. She moaned a protest but
allowed him to push it inside, then stared at herself in the mirror
as he drew the cord behind her head and then used a finger to comb
her hair out from under it.

She looked even more deliciously erotic now!

He led her into the living room and had her kneel on
the floor in front of his flatscreen TV.

Then she got to see the dildo he had used on her
the other day. At least
she assumed it was the same one. It was very realistic looking! It
had a well-defined helmet head and a body which looked just like a
real penis except for the base which seemed to have a suction cup
or something on the end. It was also quite long and
thick!

He knelt beside her, and gripped her hair again to tilt her head back,
then rubbed the head along her lips. “Guess what I have for you,
sex slave,” he said with a purr in his voice.

He released her hair and picked up a small squeeze
bottle and squeeze some
clear liquid onto the head of the dildo then rubbed it up and down
with his fingers. A moment later those same fingers pushed down
between her legs and rubbed the line of her sex before sinking
inside.

He gripped her hair again and tugged slowly up so she rose off her
heels, then slapped the base of the dildo down onto the floor so
that it stuck in place before maneuvering her over it. Moaning
excitedly but filled with uncertainty, Zoe felt the pressure
against her sex as he pulled downward on her hair.

“Sink that buttery little pussy down all the way on this big hard cock,
little sex slave,” his voice said softly.

This was so outrageous! So wicked! Zoe felt the
instant rise of heat within her as the head of the dildo pushed up
into her body. Her
breasts felt swollen and hot and a flush spread down her face and
onto her upper chest as he released her and stood up.

He moved back and smiled down at her.

“All the way down, sex slave.”

Zoe felt very self-conscious, but the heat
continued to grow within
her as she eased herself down. Then she had little choice but to
rise up again to sink down once more. Her mind squirmed as he
watched her, for she was putting on a show, in effect, fucking the
dildo while he watched!

She shuddered as the thing pushed deep inside her. Evan picked up a remote
control and then squatted beside her.

“Spread your legs wide apart, slave girl,” he
ordered.

Zoe obeyed, moaning as his fingers found her
clitoris.

Then he hit the buttons on the remote and the TV came
on.

“It occurred to me when I set up that little
role-playing thing last night
that you might actually suspect that I had allowed men to come in
and look at you when we were having our little fun,” he said. “I
didn't want there to be any doubt in your mind at all that what I
said was just part of the game.”

She would've assured him that she had already known
that if she wasn't gagged. Of course, she understood why he would
worry for she actually had had doubts initially.

Then her eyes widened as the TV lit up
and she saw herself laying on
the bed on her back naked, gagged, and blindfolded. At first, she
felt a great sense of betrayal and then a terrible anxiety that he
would show this to other people. But he spoke quickly.

“I'll delete this as soon as you watch
it to verify that there were no
other men in the room,” he said. “But that is the only reason I
recorded it. I want you to see what happened and not just remember
what it felt like. I think you deserve to have the full memory of
yesterday evening.”

Zoe had
never seen herself naked on video before and felt terribly
self-conscious at first. But she also felt a sense of fascination
as she watched him doing what she had felt him doing but not seen.
She watched him performing oral sex on her, and watched herself
react, her body twisting and rolling and arching against the
straps.

She couldn't hear the voices in her ears that she
had the other night but could hear her own moans and groans and
while it was embarrassing to watch herself she felt her body
heating up rapidly. He
fast-forwarded through some of it to the pinwheel rolling down her
body, and felt a sense of pride at how beautiful she looked as her
body writhed before him.

She blushed as she watched herself coming, and her
mind squirmed as she listened while she begged him to fuck her. But what really
thrilled her was the sight of herself on her belly with her bottom
raised high as he rode her so powerfully.

Without consciously willing it, she began to ride
up and down on the dildo, her breathing harsher
and more ragged as she
stared excitedly at herself and remembered what it had felt like as
he had used her so strongly, so masterfully, as he had treated her
as if she were his sex slave!

Putting the visuals together with the memories was
an astonishing experience and ignited a fiery sense of lust within her that
exploded into orgasm even before he touched her. She had already
started to cry out in pleasure when he reached down and his fingers
began to stroke quickly back and forth across her swollen clit.
That sent the rush of sensations into overdrive And her voice rose
into a loud, undulating wail of pleasure.

The orgasm went on and on as she stared
rapturously at herself being used as his bitch, as his slave! She
had never been one to watch a lot of porn, though she had watched some as sort of
instructional videos. She'd never found them to be particularly
erotic. This was different. And it wasn't just knowing it was
her.

Although she was relieved to see that no one would
be able to recognize her at least from the part where she was on her face with her
bottom in the air. Even the other part where she was on her back
would be difficult to recognize given she had the ball gag in her
mouth and the blindfold over her eyes.

They looked like animals! He was
riding her like a bull,
so fierce and powerful, the way he pulled back her hair and slapped
her bottom as he rammed his big cock inside her! The sight of
herself on video, being used so savagely, so lustfully, and hearing
her own cries of passion as she came, did something dark and wild
to her mind.

She was
enthralled by the sight, spellbound, her eyes enormous as she
watched herself being treated like a sexual animal, tied up and
helpless and driven mad by lust and pleasure and passion! She
watched her body move, watched the play of muscles beneath her skin
as she twisted and thrashed and arched and trembled in
heat.

It seemed like every time she was able to gulp in
air, it started up again, like riding a roller coaster. And all the
while his fingers stroked quickly and roughly across her clitoris, as she rode the dildo
with desperate, feverish hunger and need.

Evan stood up suddenly, and undid her gag. And
before she understood his intent, he pushed his erection into her
open mouth. Her mind was so drunk on heat and excitement she had no time to worry or care as
the head pushed deep into her mouth. Then she had an instant of
understanding before he drew her head forward and his cock pushed
down her throat.

If she hadn’t been so incredibly aroused and her
mind hadn't been so
stunned by the pleasure and heat she’d have gagged violently. As it
was, his cock was almost fully buried in her throat and mouth
before she started to feel a sense of shock at what he was doing.
That gave her only a moment to feel a sudden jolt of anxiety before
her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft.

And then that anxiety was swept away by a sense of
excitement, awe, and delight that she had managed to swallow the
whole long, thick length of him. For while she had practiced
before, and even
succeeded once or twice with real penises, she’d never had anything
so thick in her throat.

Even as he held her firmly in place with his big,
powerful hands, she felt a sense of wonder that she had been able
to do it. Her throat felt stretched around the thickness as his cock throbbed inside
her. He drew himself slowly backward and she felt his slick flesh
caressing the walls of her throat in a way which felt wickedly
erotic to her.

He pulled himself free, the head of his cock
emerging from her throat
with an almost audible pop. She sucked in air in deep, ragged
breathes as he pumped himself slowly in her mouth and along her
tongue.

“Sex slave!” he growled

He pulled her mouth up against his balls and she
began to suck and lick them as she caught her breath. Then he pushed himself back
into her mouth, pumping slowly, deeply, as her heart beat faster
with anxiety and anticipation. But she told herself she’d done it
before so she should be able to – .

He tugged sharply on her hair to force her
head to tilt back as his cock
pushed into her throat and slid down in one long, steady thrust
until he was holding her mouth firmly against his groin. She
gurgled wetly, choking slightly as he drew back a few inches. Then
he pushed himself all the way in again before pulling back
again.

“Hot little fuck toy,” he growled.” Beautiful little sex
slave.”

She moaned as he pulled himself free, letting her
gulp in air. Then he drove himself back down her throat and started
to pump in and out with slow, even movements. He drew back and let her breathe once more
before moving away directing her attention back to the
TV.

Her eyes were immediately locked onto the sight of
herself as he rode her, as he mounted her, as he used her like a
slut. He squatted next to her and unlocked the two wrist restraints, then brought them
around in front of her and locked them together again before
bringing her bound hands down against her sex.

He took her middle and index finger and rubbed
them against her clitoris as she rode up and down again, moaning heatedly. When he drew
his hands back she continued to rub, staring at herself as heat
swept over her again.

She looked so hot! She looked so incredibly sexy
and beautiful in the video! She could hardly believe it was her.
She came again and then
sank down onto the dildo, sweating, trembling, and panting
weakly.
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Evan was pleased with her ability to swallow his
cock, but said it was still inadequate for a proper slave girl. He
produced another pair of restraints and slipped them around her ankles then had her lay
on her belly as he drew her wrists and ankles back together and
locked all four restraints together there. He got a chain and
attached it to the back of the caller then pulled back sharply,
forcing her head to rise up and back, before he attached it to
restraints around her ankles.

He spread her legs and push the vibrator he used
on her the other night into her pussy and closed her thighs against
it. She squeaked a protest when she felt something going
into her bottom, but it
hadn't gotten very deep before stopping.

Then he took the dildo and began to train her in
how to best swallow any size of cock. That wasn't easy, especially
since he kept pumping the thing in and out. He had a very high
standard and said she
had to be able to let any man fuck her face and throat without
gagging.

It took a while and some of it was unpleasant, but
eventually he wore down her gag reflex resistance and was able to
pump up and down in her throat without her having much
difficulty with gagging
or choking.

After that he unlocked her ankles from her wrists and drew her to her
feet to kiss her all over.

“I'm sorry about that, slave girl, but I knew you
wanted to improve your oral sex skills. And the best time to do
that is on an empty
stomach. But don't worry, I intend to reward you for your hard
work.”

He smiled in a way that melted her heart, then
produced a thin leather strap with a metal clip at the end which he
attached to the ring in the front of the collar.

“Down on all fours, slave girl,” he said.

Zoe obeyed and he smiled down at
her again, then tugged lightly
on the strap.

“Let's go into the kitchen and make dinner,” he
said.

He pulled on the strap and Zoe lurched forward,
then realized it was, in effect a leash, and she was expected to crawl. She felt a rush of
indignation, followed almost immediately by a rush of awed
excitement. He was so kinky!

She crawled after him into the hall and then into the
kitchen where he turned to her.

“Sit back in your heels, with your knees
spread wide, and your hands
behind your neck. Arch your back so your breasts look especially
beautiful.”

She flushed and obeyed, then watched as he took
something out of the fridge and put it into his microwave oven. As
the oven started up he turned back to her and stood before her looking
down.

“Tell me you're my slave girl, baby.”

“I'm your slave girl, Lord!” she gulped.

“Telling me you're my sex slave,” he said.

“I'm your sex slave, Lord!” she said excitedly.

“Tell me you love the taste of my cock,
little slave slut.” he
said in a teasing voice.

“I-I. love the taste of your cock, Lord!” she said
breathlessly.

“Tell me you love the feel of my cock buried in your
tight little pussy.”

“I love to feel your cock buried in my tight little
pussy, Lord.”

Zoe felt a bubbling heat growing within her again. The trouble
she had with the Deep Throat lessons had eased her excitement down
considerably, even with the vibrator he had put inside her. But now
as he led her into this dark, verbal game of slavery and mastery
she felt it returning. It was so outrageous for her to say such
things! But she had to obey him as if she was a real sex slave to
keep things realistic. And hot!

He pointed his finger at her and said, “stay,” in a
firm voice.

He left the kitchen and she looked around her, licking her lips
wonderingly. He returned and she stiffened, pushing her chest out a
little more and then sucked in a breath as she saw he had what
looked like the vibrator in his hand.

He knelt before her and gripped her hair casually,
then tugged so that she
rose off her heels. He slid the vibrator under her, up against her,
and then pushed it slowly inside her until the base was pressed
firmly into the mouth of her sex.

This time, he drew a pair of thin straps up
diagonally across her abdomen and over her hips to meet in back, then reached
between her legs and pulled another strap up between her buttocks
to snap tight to the others. Then he turned the thing
on.

He went back to the counter and started to get out
dishes and utensils, as well as cups and bowls.

Zoe sank slowly back down to her
heels, the sharp
thrumming of the vibrator against her and inside her making her
pulse move in tandem.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said over his
shoulder.

She felt a delicious dark jolt of emotional
heat.

“I'm you your bitch, Lord!”

“Tell me you're my slut.”

She
sucked in a deep breath of air at the word, but it was part of the
dark, steamy game, after all.

“I'm your slut, Lord!”

“Tell me I own you.”

“You own me, Lord!”

He grinned as if to show her that he wasn't really taking this
seriously.

“Tell me I own your body, slave slut,” he said in a growly
voice.

“You own my body, Lord!” she said excitedly.

She squirmed helplessly under the influence of the
big vibrator.

He walked back to her and squatted down, gripping her hair and
jerking her head sharply up and back as he leaned in to mouth her
earlobe.

“Tell me you're my slave slut,” he whispered.

“I'm your slave slut, Lord!” She moaned.

“Tell me… You're my animal. You're my fuck pet.”

His words were so wicked and darkly thrilling!

“I'm your animal, Lord I'm your fuck pet!” she said, moaning as he reached
down to press his hand against the vibrator and grind it harder
against her

He grinned and stood up and gripped the leash
again and tugged her forward until she almost fell. She caught herself on her
hands and he led her, crawling from the room and into the living
room. She was glad to feel carpeting under her knees as he led her
crawling back and forth, telling her to heel several times as he
tugged the leash more sharply.

“Position yourself to be mounted, slave
slut,” he
growled.

Moaning, Zoe slid her hands forward and lowered her
chest to the carpet, raising her hips high and shifting her knees
apart.

“Say I'm your nasty little fuck pet and I
need your cock inside me,
Lord,” he said.

The breath caught in Zoe's throat at how dirty and wicked his words
were.

“I-I'm your nasty little fuck pet and I need your
cock inside me, Lord!”

“Tell me you're my bitch animal.”

“I'm your bitch animal, Lord!” she moaned.

He tugged on the leash and she gurgled as the
collar pulled sharply
against her neck, forcing her back up onto all fours. Then he had
her crawl back and forth again before making her assume the same
pose once more. This time he stood directly before her.

While she was completely naked save for the collar
and restraints, he had
never removed his clothing. In fact, he was still wearing his
shoes. Now he nudged her chin with the toe of his right
foot.

“Now it's time for you to demonstrate your
obedience and devotion
to your Lord and Master, slave girl,” he said in a stern voice.
“Push your tongue out and lick it across the top of my
shoe.”

Zoe's body was filled with heat and a delicious
sense of herself as a wild, sexual animal filled her mind. A
pet, an animal, a
creature with no inhibitions! That was the game they were playing
and the role she was apparently supposed to fulfill. It was
outrageously degrading, But that was the point. That was why it was
so thrilling.

She'd always had a good
imagination, but her
sexual fantasies, while not this shocking, had often involved her
being roughly used, by cruel men against her will. That was because
if things were done against her will there was no guilt or shame in
her doing them.

“Lick my shoe, slave girl, Or I'll have you strung up by the wrists
and whipped,” he growled menacingly.

It was an obviously insincere threat, but it still
made her shudder with heat.

His shoe didn't look unclean, anyway. She leaned in
and ran her tongue across the top.

“Long, slow licks, slave animal. Slave Bitch,” he growled.

Moaning, her body almost trembling with the heat and sexual pressure within
her, Zoe obeyed, her tongue licking across his shoe as he stood
over her.

“Good Bitch,” he said.

She gurgled as he pulled on the leash and the collar tugged on her neck,
forcing her back up onto all fours. He petted her on the head as if
she were his dog, then led her, crawling, back across the floor and
into the kitchen.

Once there he had her sit back on her heels and
then drew her wrists
back behind her back and locked the restraints together. He got the
food out of the microwave, brought it over to the table and sat
down and gestured for her to move closer.

She rose on her knees and shuffled awkwardly over
to where he pointed and sat back on her heels again, suddenly realizing that since
he had locked her wrists together, he did not intend for her to
eat. Or at least not to feed herself. Sure enough, he picked up a
piece of something, which looked like chicken, and held it before
her in his open hand.

He didn't have to tell her what he wanted her to
do, and she leaned
forward and licked the piece out of his hand then began to chew. It
was indeed chicken, and she squirmed as she ate, the vibrator still
buzzing against her.

It was the strangest and most exciting dinner she had ever attended.
She ate from his fingers and the palm of his hand while she knelt
beside his chair. When they were done he had her crawl all the way
back to his bedroom and then unlocked her wrist restraints before
telling her to get up on the bed and sit back against the
headboard.

He got
into bed with her and then gripped her hips to jerk them further
away from the headboard before lifting her legs up and pressing
them back against her.

“You look like a very limber, fit little slave girl,” he said. “I want you
to put your arms forward between your legs and then spread your
arms to the sides and pull back so that the inside of your elbows
goes over the back of your knees.”

That was an obscene position, but she
managed easily, and with
the vibrator buzzing inside her, did so with the thrill of
anticipation. He was kneeling before her as he reached back,
gripping her ankles and forcing them still further back behind
her.

He locked her ankle restraints together and
then lifted her ankles
up along the headboard. He pulled them up high enough that they
lifted her head and shoulders off the bed as he attached the strap
to them to hold them in place. Then he quickly opened the bedside
table and took out a thin length of black rope which he tied to the
ring on her left wrist restraint.

“Bring your arms behind you, Over and then back behind your legs,” he
said.

He fed the rope behind her and into the ring of
her right restraint as she started to pull it back. Then as he
pulled she felt her
wrists being forced back further and further. She gasped at the
pressure on her arms and shoulders, but dark hunger spread through
her mind and body.

With her head and shoulders raised up, and her
head propped in place by her own ankles, she had an excellent view of just how
obscenely displayed she was before him. Her buttocks were taut and
the base of the vibrator very visible as was the little round base
of whatever he had pushed into her bottom.

Her breasts looked even more swollen and
pink and she shuddered
at how slutty this was, how undignified and completely
inappropriate it was for her to let him put her in this position,
much less tie her like this.

He jerked his pants down, and his cock sprang up
erect. Zoe stared at it excitedly, but instead of using it to fuck her he gripped the
base of the thing he had pushed into her bottom and tugged. She
felt pressure from the inside, and her eyes widened as she stared
at the sight of a kind of spade-shaped plug he had inserted in her
earlier.

A moment later his cock pushed into her there and she gasped
aloud, instinctively about to object. But as if he could read her
mind, his hand suddenly went to her throat and squeezed.

She rolled her eyes up at him anxiously and he
scowled down at her.

“I own your body, slut. You already said so. You belong to me.
That means I own every part of you, your tits, your mouth, your
throat, your tight little pussy, and this beautiful ass of yours.
And I can do anything I want to you.”

He released her throat and she gulped in air as he gripped her hair and
tugged sharply. Then he slapped her cheek lightly.

“Beg me to fuck your whore ass,” he growled.

Zoe whimpered, shocked, uncertain, and feeling
once again that sense of menace from him. His other hand came down
around her throat again,
squeezing firmly enough that her eyes bulged.

“Beg me to fuck your whore ass!”

“P-Please…” she gasped in a strangled voice. “Please
fuck my... my whore ass, Lord!”

He was already pumping his cock slowly in and out,
or at least the top few
inches. She stared at it as he pushed deeper and deeper. She could
feel him pushing higher into her belly as he gripped the base of
the vibrator and rubbed it firmly against her.

Her uncertainty about allowing him to sodomize her
faded quickly as the
excitement rose up again and engulfed her mind in a dark storm of
liquid heat. After all, if she was a sex slave then of course, he
would be using her bottom. Sex slaves were there for men to use
every part of them, after all. And she had never yet dated a guy
who hadn’t proposed fucking her in the ass when she had turned down
letting them have her pussy. They seemed to think that because she
couldn't get pregnant that way, she would have less resistance to
it.

They were quite wrong, of course. She'd
always refused before
because she thought it was so disgusting and degrading. But then
she had never thought being degraded was an exciting thing, before.
She had never thought of herself as a sex slave before either. But
as she stared at his thick cock pumping in and out of her and felt
it pushing deeper and deeper, she felt a growing sense of thrilled
arousal.

She was so filled with passion and hunger that she
felt her mind swimming, feverishly. He had done that to her before,
turned her into the sexual creature he claimed she was. Her inhibitions melted away along
with much of her mind, her thinking narrowing to a kind of
half-consciousness, dazed wallowing in the dark pleasure gripping
her.

Now his cock pushed deeper still and as she felt
cramps in her abdomen
she began to gasp and moan and shudder with every thrust. When he
jerked back on her hair her eyes were glassy as she stared up at
him as if unseeing.

“You hot little fuck toy!” he growled. “You're my
bitch, my slut, my sex slave, my whore!”

He slapped one of her breasts and squeezed it hard, painfully hard. He
let go and slapped it again then his hand slid around her throat,
squeezing firmly so that her mouth parted as she gasped like a
fish.

“You're my fuck pet! you're my bitch animal!
You belong to
me!”

He let go of her throat and she gulped in air as
he slapped her face lightly on both cheeks, then she cried out as he succeeded in
burying the last inch of his cock in her quivering belly. He ground
himself against her taut buttocks as he leaned forward, then
started to thrust in short little arcs that slapped his hips
against her buttocks again and again.

He released her hair and gripped both breasts in his
hands, squeezing and massaging them as his hips thrust in and
out.

Zoe stared at his cock appearing and disappearing, and his hips as
they rose and then fell, and felt a sense of helpless wonder as
something like euphoria gripped her. His words rained down on her
like drops of fire hitting her already overheated mind.

The sense that she was his, that he owned her, that he utterly
controlled her and could do anything he wanted to her, filled her
mind. There was no doubt that it was true, of course, at least at
that moment. And as shocking as the idea was, the reality of it
enthralled her.

“Say it,
slut.”

He slapped her face.

“Tell me you're my whore slut!”

He slapped her face again that her breast.

“Say it whore!”

“I-I'm your whore slut, Lord!” she whimpered.

“Again, slut!”

“I'm your whore slut, Lord!” she gasped.

“Again, slave! Again whore! Again bitch! Again animal!”

He made her keep saying it, louder and louder as
he rammed himself into
her, and suddenly her feverish mind felt the explosive release of
the pressure which had been bubbling and burning in boiling within
her. She cried out in a long, howling release of passion as her
body trembled violently.

She cried out all the air in her lungs, filled them, and cried it
out again, then again until his hand closed around her throat and
squeezed.

“Filthy little nympho slut!” he growled.
“Obviously you need to
have a cock in you all the time. I’ll have to invite a bunch of my
friends to come and use your filthy whore body more.”

Zoe's mind burned with a feverish, wanton sense of
rapture. Nothing else mattered besides this incredible irruption
of pleasure. It held her
body like a crackling electrical firestorm. She trembled and shook
as her muscles spasmed continuously.

And all the while his hips pounded against her tautly
stretched buttocks as he buried his big cock in her ass again and
again.

“Your
ass belongs to me, slut! Your ass belongs to me and my friends,
whore!”

Zoe’s mind was swept away by the overwhelming power of the sensory
storm filling her body. All its higher-order functions shut down
and it was reduced to a state of animal hunger and instinct,
wallowing in the pleasure and heedless of all else.

 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


She was
unnerved by him sometimes. And yet the scalding heat he produced in
her body and the hunger and sheer want in her mind was far too
intense for her to want it to stop. She was troubled, though. She
knew he was playing a role, but in the heat of the moment the words
he used on her were truly shocking and insulting and degrading. And
she wasn't 100% certain that he didn't mean them at least to some
degree.

After all, the way she was behaving, the way she was responding to him
and letting him do whatever he wanted to her certainly deserved the
terms 'slut' and 'whore'. At least to her mind. And she was fairly
sure to the minds of almost anyone she knew. So why should his be
any different?

Did he think she was a slut, really? Certainly she
had acted like one. It
wasn’t like he had known her for very long. He had questioned her
about her sexual history, and she told him the truth… almost. She
had not wanted him to know that she was, technically speaking a
virgin when they met. So she had told him she had slept with a
boyfriend three times.

Still, he acted nicely to her outside of when he
was playing his dark and dirty games. Of course, he usually was
playing those games. And
even when he wasn't, he was playing some other sexy
game.

He put a box on the table as she sat in the cafeteria and she looked at
it before turning her eyes up at him.

He sat down next to her, his hand going behind her
neck to firmly turn her face towards him so he could kiss her long and
deeply.

She blushed, still not used to any public
displays of affection,
and then turned her attention to the box as he released
her.

“It's a present for you,” he said.

“Really?” she said in delight.

She opened the box and found a package. Inside that was an oddly
shaped pink object.

“It's a vibrating egg,” he said.

It looked more like a big tadpole, With its tail
curved up and around.

“This part goes inside you,” he said, holding the
fat elongated part. “This part curves up and back and presses against your
clit.”

She quickly covered it with her hands and
looked around to ensure
no one was near enough to see.

“Evan!” she exclaimed reprovingly.

“What? No one can see.”

“You already have a lot of vibrators,” she said.

“This one you can wear when you're outside the
apartment,” he said. “You can wear it to class, or
when we go out to a
restaurant.”

“No, thank you,” she said. “You know what vibrators
do to me.”

A grinned. “You bet I do. That's why like using
them on you. I love to
see you filled with heat and passion.”

She felt a sense of delight at his words.

“You can
try it out today at class,” he said.

“But why would I want to? I mean, why would I want to
get all excited when you're not here?”

“Because it's small and weak,” he said blithely. “It's not going to
get you off. It's not going to make you wild with lust or anything.
It's just going to set your body on a low simmer so that by the
time we meet up afterward you're all ready for me.”

“I'm always ready for you, Evan,” she said.

“I want you burning up from the moment I see you.
Go put it in in the bathroom and I'll show you how it works. We can test it out
right here so that if it actually gives you a problem we can
stop.”

Zoe didn't really want to but didn't want
to deny him. Besides, she could
see what it was like here and then take it out again before class.
And she knew when he was in these enthusiastic moods he would not
appreciate her refusing.

She put it in her purse and left for the bathroom.
Once she was sitting on
the toilet it was not hard to slowly push the thing up inside her.
She slid it up until it disappeared with just the narrow tail
protruding, then curve that up and pressed it against the top of
her as she pulled her panties up to hold it in place.

It was funny that despite how much more mature he
seemed than the guys she had dated before, he was
still like an eager adolescent
when it came to sex. He just had kinkier games and more patience
and much more interest in making sure she was feeling a lot of
pleasure. She had never come so much in her life!

She got back to the table and sat down
carefully to see he was
doing something with his phone.

“I didn't see how to turn it on or anything,” she
said in a near whisper.

“You don't turn it on from there,
but from an app.”

She was startled and looked down at his phone.
Suddenly the thing came to life inside her and she gasped in alarm, jerking
back.

He looked at her and smiled eagerly. “So? How does it
feel?”

“I… don't know yet,” she said uncertainly.

“Well,
we’ll leave it on for a bit and see what it does for
you.”

He talked about a couple he knew, that
he wanted her to meet. She
happily agreed. She wanted to develop more of a relationship with
him outside of just sex, after all.

“You'll like Alex and Kendra,” he said, “and I'm absolutely certain they
will like you.”

“Well, if you're certain,” she said
with a smile.

We'll stop by Boots on the way back to my place and
meet them.”

He was referring to Boots Café, just off-campus.

The little vibrator was doing its best, she guessed, but while it made
her tingle and certainly had an effect, it was not, as he said,
likely to turn her into a feverish, sex-hungry nympho
maniac.

“Maybe the tail isn't pressed firmly enough against
you. I should tape it down.”

“Oh, that's not necessary!” she assured him. “Besides, I'm always
super hot the moment I lay eyes on you.”

“Well, leave it in and will see the impact after
your class. You only have one more, right then your day is
over.”

“Well… What if it falls out?”

He looked at her impatiently. “It's not going to fall out. You're
wearing panties, right.”

“I suppose,” she said doubtfully.

She didn't like to deny him because he tended to
get irritable when she did. And certainly something like this was
too unimportant to provoke him. She could always take it out herself later, after all.
And it was only a couple of hours.

After lunch, she went to class, which was in a big lecture hall.
She set up her laptop and brought up her files from the previous
class. One of the big differences she found between high school and
college was that in classes like this the students generally didn't
really do any work. They just sat there and absorbed the lecture.
And if they were smart, they took notes.

In high school the teachers made you do
work in class to make
sure you did it. But here they assumed you were adults, and would
do the homework at home. If you didn't, you would quickly forget
what you had learned in class. Fortunately, she'd always been the
kind of girl to do her homework the very day it was assigned. She
read all of the assigned chapters and did all the
exercises.

Professor Harper started in on his lecture and she dutifully paid
attention, her fingers on the keyboard to note down anything he
said which was particularly interesting. His lectures were being
recorded anyway, and could be seen online afterward. But the notes
were important unless you wanted to watch the whole thing over
again.

The soft vibrations coming from inside her, and
the little tail pressed up against the front of her sex only distracted her slightly. She
did squirm a little from time to time, and she could see how
keeping this in for a while would leave her feeling awfully
sensitive to the touch.

Then, about an hour into the lecture, the little
device stopped its purring and started throbbing instead. She looked down,
startled, but it still wasn't all that powerful. She wondered what
had changed, and then remembered the app on Evans's phone. He
must've done something!

The pulsing had more effect than the
low-level vibrations, and she
felt a sense of irritation at first because it was distracting her
more from the lecture. She was still able to focus on the
professor, however. It became a little harder to keep still,
though.

She'd managed to adjust to the throbbing, though she squeezed her thighs
together fairly frequently. And then it shifted into little
pulsations. There started out low, and grew in intensity, again and
again. They started on the tail and then rolled up and into her
body so that the final powerful pulses were directly against her
G-spot.

She looked around anxiously but no one seemed to
be paying her any
attention. She felt as if she could hear the thing, but knew that
she was hearing it through her body. Evan had assured her he
couldn't hear a thing. She clenched and unclenched her thighs
repeatedly, leaning forward and then back again, trying to ease the
effect of the thing on her body.

She was becoming more and more aroused despite
that. And as always the arousal was affecting her mind and
influencing her decisions.
Leaning forward more and spreading her legs a little further apart
tended to put more pressure on the little tail part which was
pressed up against her clitoris. And so she kept doing that, almost
unconsciously, her body wanting to increase the pressure even more
than her mind wanted to decrease it.

She tried to breathe evenly, and
focus on the lecture to
distract her. It wasn't easy, and she kept glancing at the clock to
reassure herself the time was actually passing, and the class would
soon be over. She felt hot and damp down between her legs, and was
perspiring despite the air conditioning. She combed her fingers
untidily through her hair as she swallowed repeatedly.

That bastard, Evan!

Heat spread through her body and mind
and she found her chest
tightening and her breathing becoming shallow and ragged. Her
breasts felt hot and swollen within the cups of her bra, her
nipples hard and tingling.

She could feel her pubic muscle squeezing down
around the thing again and again, sometimes subconsciously, sometimes doing it on
purpose before she caught herself.

Think of something completely
unsexual!
she told herself
anxiously.

She tried to think of the least sexy thing she
could, including the thought of the chubby, gray-haired Professor Harper
naked.

Then, just as she was starting to think she would
have to invent a reason to get out of the class early, it dropped back down to the initial
low vibrations. She sighed in relief, though it took her body some
minutes to begin to cool down and stop twitching,

She was able to make it to the end of the class
without any problems then. She was not surprised to find Evan leaning against the wall
outside she left the lecture hall. She looked at him crossly but
her anger evaporated as he beamed at her.

“Hello beautiful!” he said, wrapping his arms around
her.

One of the things she really liked about
him was that she never
had any doubt about how attractive she was around him. And since he
was a hot, sexy guy with lots of experience with girls. that was
even more reassuring.

“You were playing with the app for this thing weren't
you,” she said accusingly.

“Yeah, I wasn't sure what impact it would
have.”

“A lot. It was very… distracting!”

“Ah, you're a straight-A student so I'm sure
you got all your notes
anyway.”

“I’, going to the bathroom and take this out,” she
said.

“Not a chance. I want to continue my
experiments. This time
with you there so I know what has what effect.”

He would not be argued out of it, despite being in
an amiable and friendly
mood. And she gave up as he led her, arm in arm out the door and
across campus towards her dorm.

“Aren't we were going to Boots first,” she said.

“I want you to change first.”

She looked at him surprised. “What's wrong with
what I'm wearing?”

“Nothing,” he assured her. “It's entirely perfect
for an intelligent college girl attending classes. Now we're going
to a restaurant. And you
want to make a good impression on my friends, right?”

“Well… I do,” she said uncertainly.

“Good, and I can check on the vibrator at the same time.”

And maybe I can get him to take it out, she thought
to herself.

No sooner had they gotten into her room, and he had assured himself
that her roommate was not home than he had her strip to her
underwear. She always wore lingerie, now, in anticipation of seeing
him, and quickly stripped down to her lacy little black half bra
and matching thong.

She
tugged her thong down and he reached between her legs, gripping the
tail and slowly pulling the rest of the thing out of her
body.

He laughed softly. “You're sopping wet, little slave
slut.”

She flushed but was unable to deny it.

He opened the thing and change the batteries and told her to insert it
again. Her attempts to argue him out of it went nowhere and she
finally slid it back up inside herself. He opened his bag and took
out a small roll of tape.

“I got this from a friend. It's body tape.”

He tore off a piece and now in front of her and pressed it along
the top of her sex to pin the tail thing right up against
her.

“Evan! You don't need that! Believe me, it was powerful enough
before!”

“You were worried it would fall out, remember? I
went and got this
specifically because you were worried.”

Now she felt guilty and couldn't come up with a
good reason to refuse as he tugged her panties up over it. He went to her closet and
searched through her things, and saw a gray turtleneck sweater on
the shelf and pulled down.

“I think you'll look hot in this,” he said.

“And be hot. It's warm outside.”

“But it's coolish in the café,
remember. They always
turn the air conditioning up pretty strongly.”

She nodded and pulled it on over her head. By the
time she could see again
she saw him holding something in his hands with a grin.

“I got your second present,” he said.

Zoe took it warily, given the nature of the first. It was a flat square
bag and she opened it to find a length of black pebbled leather
which turned out to be a skirt. A very, very short skirt. She
looked at it in surprise, and then alarm, before holding it out
against her.

“This is
way too small for me!” She exclaimed.

“Nope. It's your size. I checked it against your
skirts.”

“Evan! It's way too short!”

“It's mostly short and sexy. It'll show off your
legs. You have gorgeous legs. You don't show them off
enough.”

“I’ve never worn a skirt this short in my life!”

“Well, now you're in college, so isn’t this the
best place to try? You're not a little high school girl anymore, Zoe. You're a hot, sexy
woman.”

“I would be way too embarrassed!”

“I want you to get over your shyness. It's
not like I want you to walk
around naked in front of the whole school or anything.” He grinned.
“That'll come later. You need more self-confidence. This'll make
you look sexy and sophisticated.”

“But I – !”

“At least try it on first.”

She couldn't really argue with that. She sighed and stepped into it,
pulling it up her body. It was quite loose at first, at least in
the waist. But that was because it closed with a pair of zippers
which were placed on the front of the skirt, a couple of inches to
either side of her hips. When she did them up it was quite tight
around her waist. It was too tight there, in fact for her to pull
it lower. But she tried anyway.

She stared at herself in the full-length mirror on
the inside of her closet door.

“Oh my God, this is so short!”

“Don’t be such a virginal provincial girl,” he
said. “It's just a miniskirt for God's sake. You're acting like a
Mormon or
something.”

She flushed with embarrassment. She hated being
reminded of how inexperienced she was.

“I know you're young, but it’s time to grow up sometime, little
girl.”

She hated being reminded how young she was too!
Especially when there was more than a little truth in what he was saying. She was
certainly old enough to be wearing a miniskirt. And it was warm
enough out to. She needed to find some excuse for not doing so that
wasn’t based on her self-consciousness.

“Here, put these on.”

He had pulled a pair of high-heeled leather boots out of the closet. She
bit her lower lip for the boots were something she had bought on
impulse and never worn. They were very sexy, with stiletto heels,
and came up to well above the knees. She imagined wearing them with
some kind of longer skirt. Certainly not a miniskirt!

Evan browbeat her into pulling them on just to see
what she'd look
like.

“Oh my God, you look gorgeous!”

There was no way to deny it. She looked hot, sexy,
and sophisticated. Even Zoe was surprised and despite herself gratified. Both by how
sexy she looked and by his attitude. She loved the look of the
boots. But while they covered much of her bare legs that just
brought more attention to her bare thighs.

And there was a lot of bare thigh! The skirt
was extremely
short!

She tried to argue but his enthusiasm was too
much, and before she knew it he was hustling her out the door, claiming they'd be late.
Zoe didn’t have a lot of experience walking on high heels,
especially stilettos, and had to concentrate on that. But she still
noticed guys were noticing her and blushed hotly.

“People are staring at me!” She
protested.

“No, they're not. They wouldn't dare with me beside
you. They're noticing you, though. You're a very noticeable girl.
Guys like to notice beautiful girls like you.”

That reminded her that one of the reasons why she
had never dressed in a sexy way in public was her fear that it would attract taunts
and catcalls from strange guys. She didn't really have to worry
about that with Evan here. That was reassuring. She still felt
extremely self-conscious, though.

At least once they got to the café they'd be
sitting down and her
legs would be hidden under a table. It was a long walk but Evan was
in no hurry. He held her hand and strolled along, and she realized
he was showing her off.

That was probably why he wanted her to wear the
skirt. He wanted to show her off to his friends. She couldn't really be angry at him for
that. She would be showing him off to her friends to if she had any
here.

The café was crowded with the after-school crowd but not so crowded he
couldn't get a booth. He insisted on sitting across from her,
though. And before she knew it he pulled his phone out and the
thing inside her began to buzz.

She gasped aloud and jerked sharply.

“Evan!”
she gasped.

He grinned boyishly at her.

It was only the low-level vibrations so she
frowned at him and let
it be. She still squirmed a bit until the girl came over to take
their order, then she had to hold still.

“You're a bad man!” she chided
softly.

“Definitely.”

She blinked in surprise as the vibration seemed to
become more powerful. She squirmed helplessly, trying to minimize her movements. She
resolved to ignore it as best she could. Just like those who had
bullied her at school if he didn't get any response he'd stop
playing with her.

Zoe had a lot of experience in controlling
herself. She put it to use now, keeping her fase neutral, except for a little frown at
him as he played with his phone.

The thing was having an effect though. It started
to thrum and just like
that the vibrations and thrumming were more powerful than it had
been earlier in the class.

“What does this do?” he's asked.

She could see there was a little red ball on the
screen, and he had his thumb against it. Every time he slid
his thumb upwards along
the screen the ball slid up and the thrumming grew more
intense.

“It makes it stronger!” she gasped.

He could also make it throb more quickly by moving
his thumb faster.

She squeezed her thighs, only avoiding grinding
them together by
strength of will. Her breasts began to throb in time to the thing
within her and her nipples were hard and aching.

The server arrived with her cappuccino and she
took a quick sip in hopes of distracting herself. She scowled
across the table at Evan but he was clearly enjoying her discomfort. She had to admit
that from his perspective this would be a lot of fun.

In fact, it would be a lot of fun from her
perspective too if she wasn't worried about someone in the
restaurant noticing and wondering what was going on! Fortunately, the booth he had
chosen hid her from most of the restaurant.

The thing started to pulsate, then. She winced and leaned forward
against the table.

“Evan!” she gasped.

“Getting turned on, gorgeous?”

“Yes!”

“Good!”

“Someone might notice!”

“I'm sure you can control yourself,” he said in a
superior tone.

She scowled at him unhappily, then once
again tried to focus on
showing as little response to the vibrator as she could. As he
played with his phone, that became more and more difficult. The
sexual pressure built up within her and her resolve to resist began
to fade.

She closed her eyes and moaned low in her throat, squirming ever so
slowly against the wooden bench beneath her. She felt as if her
lower body was turning to liquid, melting and growing
hotter.
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“Well hello there, stranger!”

She looked up to see a couple there, smiling down at them. One was a
beautiful blonde a few years older than herself while the other was
a lithe, handsome guy with close-cropped brown hair.

“This must be Zoe,” the guy said.

Zoe looked up at him and smiled anxiously. “H-Hi!”
she squeaked.

“Sit down, sit down,” Evan said, sliding further into
the booth.

The guy sat down next to him while Zoe slid
further into the booth as the blonde took her place on her right.

“This is Alex and Kendra,” Evan said.

Zoe felt trapped. She brushed her
bangs back from her forehead
and licked her lips nervously as she tried to keep her body as
still as possible.

“Evan has told us a lot about you,” Kendra said
with a smile.

That made Zoe nervous for some reason. “All good, I
hope,” she gulped.

“Well, he said you are beautiful, but he understated the case,” Alex
said.

“Oh, thanks,” she said with a smile.

The two of them examined the menus as Evan asked
them about a mutual
friend and Zoe tried to clamp down on a sense of panic that they
would think she was crazy or something if she couldn't hold herself
still. Maybe she could make an excuse, and go to the ladies' room,
and remove this thing!

They asked the usual questions about how the two of them had met, and
exchanged information about what courses everyone was taking.
Kendra told her how lucky she was to have met someone like Evan so
early in the year.

“I was so lost for most of my freshman year,” she
said. “It's a big
campus.”

“Well I'm doing my best to show Zoe the way,” Evan
said loftily.

While they spoke, Evan leaned over to his left, his phone turned
told him, and his finger still on the screen. His finger rarely
stopped moving for long, and Zoe felt the throbbing changing and
shifting until suddenly it started pulsing as it had
earlier.

She tried to stare Evan into stopping but he only smiled when he
looked up from his phone. Now the thing was both throbbing and
pulsing. And then he added that undertone of steady vibrations that
threatened to make her entire body tremble.

She dug her nails into the palms
of her hands and felt herself
perspiring. Her nipples burned inside her bra and she fought to
control her breathing.

She had resolved to stand up and say she was
going to the bathroom,
when Kendra looked at her with concern.

“You feeling all right, Zoe?”

“Oh I'm fine!” she said a little desperately.

“You sure? You look flushed. You don't have a fever,
do you?”

“No, no! I'm perfectly fine!”

Then the blonde looked across at Evan and frowned. “Evan, you're not
using that vibrator app again are you?”

Zoe felt a wild jolt at the words, at the idea the woman might have
already guessed what was happening.

Alex leaned over and laughed. “He's got the app
open,” he said with a grin.

Zoe felt mortified as the two looked at her in
amusement. How could they know!?

Kendra
shook her head. “Alex used that on me last week,” she said to Zoe.
“He did it to me in class and when we are on the bus and again in a
restaurant.”

Zoe was astounded that the girl would admit it, and that this was
apparently the sort of thing some college people did! She also felt
strangely reassured at the blonde's casual attitude, that she
wasn't shocked and disgusted by Zoe allowing Evan to put the thing
into her and play with her like this.

“Kendra has a lot of self-control,” Alex said. “But
if you play with the app
enough, you figure out exactly how to overcome that.”

“Zoe has very little self-control,” Evan said in
amusement.

Zoe gulped, red-faced, refusing to
look at anyone.

“Then you should be a good boyfriend and not tease
her in public,” Kendra said.

“But I like teasing girls, especially cute, sexy ones
like Zoe.”

“Yeah, it's too bad we didn't bring yours along,”
Alex said to Kendra. “Me and Evan could have a competition to see who could make which
of you come first.”

The server arrived and took their drink orders and then left again as she
was trying to wrap her mind around the fact these two strangers
knew she had a vibrator inside her and that Evan was controlling it
with his phone. It was horribly embarrassing, of course, but their
casual attitude and their admission that they used the same thing
was a big relief somehow.

Of course that they used it meant they knew all
about how it worked. And Kendra in particular would know all about how it felt. That
was embarrassing in a whole different way for all three of them
were now watching her in amusement.

Evan had pulled the phone back to his right so
that he and Alex could both see it and Alex was giving him
advice on what changes
to make.

She was surprised that Kendra didn't seem at all
bothered by this, by her
boyfriend taking part in an effort to make her climax. But the
blonde was very beautiful and self-assured and apparently didn't
feel threatened by Zoe, especially since she was Evan's
girlfriend.

“You don't have to be embarrassed about
it,” Kendra assured her
with a smile. “If you only knew the kinds of things that Alex come
up with over the last year or so.”

She rolled her eyes and shook her head
slightly. “When it comes
to sex, guys really get their creative juices flowing, so to
speak.”

“We're trying to get Zoe’s juices flowing,” Evan
said.

Alex laughed and Kendra smiled sympathetically at
her.

Zoe felt lost, and had no idea how to respond or
react. She was still
horribly embarrassed that the strangers knew about the vibrator.
That embarrassment had pushed back against her arousal, but as it
started to fade a dark, strange thrill began to build within
her.

Zoe had never been one to make public
demonstrations, or do
anything that would have people looking at her or singling her out.
That was again due to her history at high school. But the idea that
this strange guy was now shoulder to shoulder with Evan as they
experimented with the app in an attempt to drive her heat higher
was doing something strange to her mind.

It was almost like two guys were having sex with her! And what was
more shocking was one of their girlfriends was watching. She
suddenly recalled some of the wild threats (promises?) Evan had
made about giving her to his friends and letting his friends use
her body. She had taken that is just more of his dark game of using
words to thrill her. But what if it wasn't?

Didn't slave girls often sleep with more than one
person? Weren't slave girls supposed to have sex with anyone their masters wanted them
to? Of course she wasn't really a slave girl…

“That doesn't look like quite the same,” Kendra said
as she looked across the table.

“This is the Lovesense version 3,” Evan said.

“We have the Two,” Alex said. “I didn't know the Three was out
yet.”

“So how does it feel?” Kendra asked
her.

How was she supposed to answer that!?

“It looks like you can have dual programs running at
the same time,” Alex said.

“That must be interesting to feel,” Kendra said
to her with a
giggle.

Zoe reached across the table to try and grab the
phone from Evan but he
pulled it back too quickly. The other three laughed at her as he
grinned and shook his finger. Their drinks arrived then and they
began to set from them and made appreciative sounds as Zoe tried to
cope with both the sensations and her embarrassment and
self-consciousness.

Kendra asked Evan about one of his courses and the
teacher there which she apparently also had on a different course.
They spent a minute or two casually discussing that while Alex ignored them, his eyes
on the phone.

The rhythm of the pulsations began to get to Zoe again. She wished she
had ordered a cold drink to cool her off. She leaned forward across
the table, trembling slightly.

I think that you should take her out of here,” Kendra said.

“But we're having fun,” Evan said.

“I don't think Zoe is having fun,” Kendra
said.

“It looks like Zoe is going to have an orgasm before
too long,” Alex said. “Those are a lot of fun.”

“You definitely enjoyed yours,” Evan said.

“Not in the restaurant,” Kendra replied.

The two guys were all for staying and continuing to play with her and
the app. Zoe felt desperately grateful to the blonde girl for
insisting they leave or turn off the app. Evan finally agreed and
the thing stopped pulsing, throbbing and vibrating.

She felt a surge of relief, and exhaled deeply, which had them all
laughing at her again. She cringed, but smiled hesitantly, trying
to put on a false front and hide her embarrassment and
discomfort.

The three continued to chat as they sipped their drinks but
stopped frequently to enlighten Zoe about the people they were
talking about. Then Alex and Kendra invited them back to their
place And Evan accepted before she could say anything.

The thing inside her started to buzz, to vibrate and throb and thrum
as they signaled for the bills. Chastened, she had remained largely
silent, and even now couldn't bring herself to say anything in
front of the two. She glared across at Evan, though, who smirked
back at her.

They got up to leave and she struggled to walk
normally and show no effects in case the other two didn't know he had turned it on again.
As soon as they reached wherever they were going she was going to
go into the bathroom and remove this thing!

She was
surprised when they led her to a black BMW parked at the curb half
a block up. Alex got in behind the driver's wheel and Evan got in
the front passenger seat. So she and Kendra slipped into the back.
Alex started the car and pulled away from the curb as they did up
their seatbelts.

“How far away is your place?” she asked
tremulously.

“We’re not very far,” Alex said. “After all, we go to
the same school.”

“He hasn't turned that thing on again, has he?”
Kendra asked her.

Zoe blushed and the two guys
snickered from the front
seat.

“Oh well. At least it's just us here and you're not
in public.”

Zoe was not all that reassured. There were virtual
strangers, after all. It was still embarrassing for them to know
she had a vibrator inside her and that it was turned
on.

“I want to see how frazzled she can become.”

“You always were a pervert, Evan,” Kendra said.

“Maybe when we get back to our place I'll put the
other one in you,” Alex suggested.

“I don't need a vibrator to turn me on,” Kendra said
in amusement.

“Looking
at Zoe trying to resist the effect of the vibrator is turning me
on,” Alex said as he looked over his shoulder at her.

Zoe gulped and flushed anew, wary that Kendra
would be upset. But the blonde girl only shook her head and smiled.
She turned to Zoe and
said, “Guys are all the same. They're so easy to turn on. Know how
easy it is to give both of these guys hard-on's?”

She slid her hand behind Zoe’s head and gripped
her hair to turn her face towards her then leaned in and kissed her
softly on the lips. Zoe
was so startled, at first she didn't react or respond. Then she
froze with uncertainty. The blonde's words suggested she was just
playing the usual girl game of taunting boys by pretending to make
out. Zoe had never done it herself, but she'd seen it done many
times before.

And Kendra was a very good kisser. Her lips were
soft and delicate, but
firm and filled with passion and heat, even though this was just a
put-up job to turn on the guys. Then again, this couple seemed to
be not the least bit shy of sex and sexuality and revealing things
about themselves like their use of remote-controlled vibrators in
public.

Apparently, Evan knew about it too and had even
been present on at least one previous occasion. Kendra wasn't the
least bit embarrassed about that, but then they all seemed to know each other pretty
well.

Alex was watching excitedly, his eyes kept darting to the rear-view
mirror. Evan was turned halfway around in his seat to watch, a
broad grin on his face. She knew she should go along with it, and
so kissed back. Then she started fearing that Kendra would think
she was a very poor kisser, especially since she was young. She put
more enthusiasm into it, then gasped as she felt Kendra's right
hand sliding up her bare thigh.

Her soft hand caressed Zoe's thigh and her fingers slid up just below the
short hem of the skirt. She felt a sudden jolt of anxiety, fear,
and uncertainty. How far was the girl going to take this?! And how
much of this was real and how much was just a game? The worst
possible thing for her to do would be to think it was real when it
was just Kendra playing a game to taunt the boys.

That would be mortifying no matter what she did!
If she pushed the girl back indignantly, they would all laugh at
what a silly, prudish, virginal child she was. If, on the other hand, she showed too
much enthusiasm, and Kendra was just pretending, she could pull
back and they would all laugh at what a slut she was.

Zoe's biggest fear had always been making a fool
of herself in public, in front of other people. So she was frozen with indecision as she
let Kendra lead, not at all certain how she should respond. But
desperate not to do something that would have them all laughing at
her.

The vibrator was still pulsing and buzzing and
throbbing within her as they stopped for a red light, and she saw that the phone was
now in Alex's hands. It felt very strange that a guy who wasn’t her
boyfriend, who she had just met, was controlling the vibrator
inside her! It felt outrageous, embarrassing, and very kinky and
dark and daring.

Kendra's hand slid up her body and squeezed her
breast openly as the two
guys watched. Given how her breasts were swollen, overheated, and
had been desperate to be touched for some time now, Zoe could
barely repress a cry of shocked pleasure.

Kendra’s fingers kneaded Zoe through the thin
sweater then skimmed down along her leg and up under the skirt. She felt the fingers
against the outside of her thong and this time did gasp
aloud.

“She's sopping wet!” Kendra said.

Zoe's face burned, but her head was still churning with indecision and
confusion, as well as suffocating in a dark storm of sensation and
heat. Suddenly, the blonde girl gave a laugh and abandoned her hair
and lips. She gripped Zoe’sthighs and forced them wide apart as she
dropped her upper body down across her right leg and placed her
face in between Zoe's legs.

She began to lick her through the thin lace and
satin of her panties and Zoe was so astonished her mind froze.
Surely this wasn't just a show for the boys! The blonde's
tongue was licking
excitedly against her right over where the thin tail of the
vibrator was pressed into her clit!

Then the slender blonde slipped onto the floor of
the car, her thumb pushing into the side of the crotch of the thong
and tugging it aside to bare her entirely both to her eyes and those of her
boyfriend behind her. Zoe was shocked once again and her hands
jerked down to cover herself. But Kendra's mouth was already there
licking furiously at her swollen, wet pussy.

The explosion of sensation that produced made Zoe cry out in shocked
heat and pleasure and she began to tremble there on the
seat.

Kendra gripped her legs and jerked them forward
and apart to slide her bottom forward on the seat so that she
slumped down. Then her tongue attacked her even more excitedly as she gripped the tail
and used it to lever the fat body of the vibrator slowly into view,
spreading her sex wide.

She pumped that slowly in and out as she licked
and sucked at her clitoris, pushing the tail to one side so her
tongue could get at
Zoe's burning little button. Zoe's bones seemed to melt away as she
shuddered helplessly, her legs spreading apart as the girl quickly
drove her over the edge.

The orgasm exploded within her and she couldn't
repress a cry of animal pleasure, her hips grinding and jerking against the blonde’s
eagerly licking tongue as she pumped the vibrator in and out of her
trembling body.

The orgasm tore her inhibitions and will to shreds
and she gurgled and moaned and shuddered, eyes narrowing to slits,
body flaring with heat.
That left her in a dazed afterglow that she was hardly aware of
Kendra peeling her panties down and off over her boots, undoing the
zipper, and then pulling her skirt down her legs and off, as
well.

She just started to gain back her
faculties as the blonde
pushed her sweater up her body and over her breasts.

“Oh! Ohhh! Wh-What are... what are you … doing?” she
gasped weakly.

The blonde rose off her knees, tugging the sweater
firmly so it lifted Zoe’s arms up and slid over her head. Zoe
gasped and crossed her
arms across her breasts even as the girl jumped up to sit beside
her, and reached behind and undid her bra. She tried to keep her
bra in place but Evan, his voice sharp, called from the front seat,
“Let her take your bra off, sex slave!”

She was almost as shocked at him using that phrase
in front of strangers,
as she was of the firmness of his voice and tone. It startled her
and allowed Kendra to yank the bra free, which left her completely
naked save for the boots.

“Wow, she's got some pair of tits!” Alex exclaimed.

Then Kendra was on her again, kissing
her passionately, gripping her
hair to force her head back across the back of the seat as her
mouth came down with hunger and determination. Her hand caressed
Zoe’s bare breast and her fingers rolled and stroked her tingling,
desperately sensitive nipples.

Zoe felt lost, overwhelmed by the suddenness of
the blonde girl's sexual attack. She was astonished to find herself
naked in the back of a car driving down the road. And her face
burned as Alex stared
hungrily at her in the rear-view mirror. Her instincts cried out to
cover herself, but that seemed absurd given what was going
on.

“She's a very new sex slave,” Evan said to Alex. “She
still requires a lot of training.”

“We'll be glad to help you with that,” Alex said in delight.

“She hasn't had much sexual experience before.”

“No doubt that's why she's so impressed by you,” Alex
said.

“Oh, right, I'm sure you'll be way better than me.
I've had her screaming like a nympho for days.”

Zoe moaned into Kendra's mouth as the girl continued to kiss her
passionately. Now the blonde girl's hand slid down her trembling
body and found her sex once more. She eased the fat body of the
vibrator out from between her lips then pushed her fingers
inside.

Zoe gasped and shuddered as the blonde girl's slender fingers
pumped slowly in and out of her, rubbing insistently against the
front wall of her sex right behind where the tail of the vibrator
was still taped to her body and buzzing furiously.

This had all happened so fast! Zoe was still wrapped in confusion
and uncertainty. She was horribly self-conscious being exposed like
this in front of Alex, and wildly bewildered by how to respond to
Kendra. Kendra’s enthusiasm for her seemed like a lot more than an
attempt to turn on her boyfriend and Evan. And of course Zoe had
had almost no experience with girls in terms of sex.

The blonde seemed to have no inhibitions about sex
with girls, though. And evidently had considerable experience.

“You should hear her scream when she comes,” Evan said
enthusiastically.

Another jolt of embarrassment hit her, but then the blonde dropped her
mouth down onto her left breast and started to lick and suck at her
nipple. Her head had come forward but at the rush of sensation it
fell back across the top of the seat again as she gasped
pleasure.

“Oh God!” she gasped. “Oh God! Oh God! Omygod!”

“I love sex slaves,” Kendra said in delight.

Then she dropped low again, pushing aside the tail
of the vibrator in order to get her lips against
Zoe’s clitoris. She
sucked rhythmically and Zoe cried out, her hands jerking down
against the blonde girl's hair. The sensation was simply too
powerful and she pushed desperately at her.

“The sex slave is being a bad girl,” Kendra said.

“Obey Mistress Kendra, sex slave!” Evan growled from the front
seat.

He reached out and grabbed Zoe's wrist, and she saw he had one of those
wrist restraints in his other hand. He slipped her wrist through it
and tightened it immediately, then buckled it in place before
letting it go. Kendra pulled the other arm forward and Evan reached
back and slid the second restraint around it.

While he was doing that, Kendra took the collar and
slipped it around her neck, doing it up in back.

“Y-You guys!” Zoe gasped in alarm and anxiety.

Her
eyes darted around, looking at the street and traffic around them
fearfully. “Someone might see me!”

“And wouldn’t they be turned on if they did,” Kendra
said with a smile.

While Evan held onto one wrist she forced the
other wrist up and back behind Zoe’s neck and then snapped the restraint to the back
of the caller. She took her other wrist as Evan released it and did
the same while Zoe was still gripped by indecision, uncertainty, a
wild confusion, and the bubbling, burning, simmering
heat.

“Man! What a body, this bitch has!” Alex said excitedly.

“Wait till you feel it,” Kendra said.

She bent over and closed her lips around the
center of Zoe’s right breast, sucking and licking as her teeth
chewed lightly, teasingly. Her other hand slipped down between
her thighs, her fingers
pushing up inside her as she used her thumb to rub the
still-buzzing tail of the vibrator against her clitoris.

This is not happening! Zoe thought dazedly.

Yet it was. And now that her wrists were locked
against the back of her neck there didn't seem to be anything she could do about it
unless of course, she worked up the courage to demand they release
her and that Kendra stop. The problem with that was that she would
have to be very firm about it and she wasn't at all firm about the
thought of wanting them to stop.

Oddly, the more exposed she had become, the less self-conscious about
it. She was shocked by being naked like this in front of Kendra and
Alex, not to mention in the car traveling down the street. But her
body was filled with a dark, scalding heat and her very skin seemed
to crackle with sexual energy.

Kendra's fingers were thrusting into her, pushing
through the soft, moist, overheated flesh as they pumped in and
out. The vibrator continued buzz against her, especially
since Kendra’s thumb was
grinding it from side to side. And the blonde girl was shifting her
mouth from one burning nipple to the other and back
again.

Zoe writhed under the flood of sensations, still
desperately aware of Alex in the front seat, staring at her
in the mirror. Somehow or other
she was both horribly embarrassed to have him watching her like
this and also feeling a wicked, but forbidden thrill.

She had a beautiful body. She knew it. But that
hadn't always been the case. And something within her had
longed to show off her body to
others, to show them how hot and sexy it was. But she had always
been far too inhibited, and far too afraid of being accused of
being a slut and a showoff.

But it was Kendra who had stripped her, and she
and Evan who had put the
restraints on her so that she couldn’t cover her nudity. She
couldn’t be accused of wanting to show off, because they had made
her do it! That left her free to wallow in his open admiration and
lust even as the blonde girl's fingers and lips made her body
tremble with excitement.

And then the car suddenly stopped and Alex turned off the engine and
threw open the door. Evan also turned away from her, opening the
passenger door and getting out. Then the back door opened and he
leaned in.

“Let's get our little sex slave inside where we can play with her
more freely,” he said.

He took Zoe’s arm and pulled her across the seat and
she realized he was pulling her outside naked.

“Oh! Oh, no! Don't!” she squealed in alarm.

He was too strong and she stared wildly
around her to see who might be
able to see her.

They were in an alley between two brick buildings. There were
windows stretching up on both sides, but there was no one in sight.
She gasped in pain at a sharp pull of her hair, and her head was
forced up and back.

“Shoulders back! Chin up!” Evan snapped in a
harsh, demanding
tone.

Alex opened a steel fire door with the key and
held the door open as Evan led her inside. She was in a narrow,
poorly lit hallway, with concrete stairs going up and down. Kendra
went up the stairs and
Evan pushed her forward to follow.

“Where are we going?!” she gasped in alarm.

Crack!

The sound of his hand slapping her bottom was loud in
the enclosed concrete stairwell. She yelped in pain as he looked at
her sternly.

“Sex slaves do as they're told!” he growled. “All you have to do is obey
your master. Now move your bubble butt up those stairs!”

Moaning, she climbed the stairs behind Kendra, turned
a corner and went up to the next level. Kendra continued and she
followed.

“Elbows back, chest out!” Evan snapped.

She stiffened, jerking her elbows back more sharply as she followed Kendra
up to the next level. The blonde girl opened a steel fire door and
led her down a dark hallway over thin carpeting. Zoe’s heart
pounded wildly and her pulse raced as her eyes flicked from door to
door as they passed. She felt a sense of unreality, of disbelief
that this was happening to her.

She needed to demand her clothes back and that
they stop this! Of course, it wouldn't do to make a lot of noise
out in the hallway. She
would wait until they got to whatever apartment they were heading
for. Then she would absolutely demand that they give her back her
clothes!”

Kendra stopped before a door, took out a key ring,
and pushed the key into the door to unlock it. She pushed the door open and stepped
inside and Evan followed, pushing Zoe ahead of him.

Kendra turned and kissed her passionately even as
Alex came in behind them. Evan continued to push Zoe forward until
Kendra was pressed against the wall facing the doorway. The blonde girl suddenly slid
down to her knees and gripped Zoe's, thighs pushing them back and
apart as she brought her mouth up against her sex.

“Oh my God! You people are all crazy!” Zoe squealed
as the girl's tongue lapped at her clit.

“No, just horny,” Evan said.
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Zoe felt another hand pushing against the back of her neck to
press her face against the wall. Then a hard cock pressed against
her sodden opening and she felt the pressure grow as it forced her
open and slid up inside her.

She was lost almost immediately, her
mouth opening in a cry
of wonder and shocked pleasure. It started to thrust in and out,
and within seconds hard hips were slapping against her buttocks as
Kendra licked furiously at her burning clitoris.

And
then Evan moved past them and she realized that it must be Alex
behind her. She cried out in surprise, and twisted her head around,
getting a glimpse of him before he pushed his hand against the back
of her neck to press her face into the wall.

“Bend forward, sex slave!” he ordered.

She felt another rush of awed disbelief, along with consternation as she
felt his cock rubbing up and down against the lips of her
sex.

Oh my God! she thought wildly. He's going to do me right here against the
wall with this girl here and I hardly know either of
them!

Then Evan appeared on her left, leaning back against the wall beside
her as he casually reached in to fondle her breast. Alex pushed up
into her with a sudden harsh thrust that made her cry out while
Kendall licked furiously at the top of her sex.

These people have no inhibitions or morals about sex at
all! she thought
dazedly.

She was deeply uncomfortable with what was
happening, self-conscious, embarrassed, and felt that this was
simply far too perverted for her. She was shocked to find herself in the midst of such
carnal depravity but had no idea how to stop it.

At the same time, the dark, raw heat which been
gripping her for some time was making her body throb with hunger
and need. She was sweltering with the heat and her mind was overloaded with emotions and
sensations.

She stared wide-eyed at the wall, gasping and
moaning and whining as Alex thrust into her again and again while
Kendall licked hungrily at her clitoris. She felt as if she was on
fire down there, and
every lick of the girl's tongue was sending hot rushing bursts of
sensation up through her body.

The presence of Evan right beside her, leering at
her from no more than a foot away while he pawed her breasts was
some comfort, some familiarity. She knew him, at least. He was her… boyfriend and she
felt... safe with him. But it reminded her that there were multiple
people here, and that was still an idea her mind had yet to adapt
to

“I'm next after him, sex slave,” he said.

She knew she should stop this, somehow. She should've stopped it back
in the car. She should've stopped it back in the restaurant! But
she had always been reluctant to upset Evan or make a scene. And
she had been filled with a deep, delicious sense of wicked
excitement in her own sensuality and attractiveness and newfound
sexual freedom.

And now the heat burned within her, growing more
intense as Alex – a virtual stranger - used her body so thoroughly and the girl's talented
tongue and skillful lips made her want to cry out in pleasure. Then
she did cry out as Evan gripped a fistful of her hair and yanked
her head sharply back.

“Tell me you're my sex slave, pretty girl!” he
growled.

Crack! He slapped her breast sharply.

Zoe's mind squirmed at the thought of saying that
in front of these two
strangers!

He jerked on her hair again sharply and she cried out in
pain.

“Say it, slave!”

Alex brought his hand up and gripped her by the
throat, squeezing so that she gurgled helplessly.

“Say it, slut!” he demanded from behind her.

Zoe whimpered in fear and alarm “I'm... I'm your sex slave, Lord!”
she gasped.

Alex released her throat while Evan let go of her
hair to knead her breast again.

Alex drove his cock deep into her belly and ground
himself against her while Kendall sucked rhythmically
against her clitoris.
Zoe shuddered, her eyes rolling back as she gasped for breath at a
new rush of heat and pleasure.

Alex thrust into her again and again and jerked back
on her hair himself this time.

“Tell me you're my slut!”

Moaning, overpowered by the heat, Zoe’s pride and inhibitions were fading
away.

“I'm your slut, Lord!” she moaned.

He slapped her bottom.

“Not him, slut! Me! Tell me you're my slut!”

Crack! Crack!

“Say it, slave!”

“I'm... I'm your slut!” she gasped.

Evan slapped her breast.

“You forgot to say master. Say it, slave.”

“I'm... I'm your slut, Master!” she cried, bewildered
and confused.

Alex thrust into her again, even harder so that
her whole body shook. Kendall had to push back against the front of
her thighs just below her crotch to keep her from mashing harder against her mouth. Then
Alex jerked back on her hair again forcing her head way
back.

As she did, her back arched back away from the
wall and Evan leaned in to place his mouth over the center of her
left breast, his teeth biting into her as he sucked hungrily. His other hand reached
across to roughly fondle her right breast while Alex leaned in to
chew on her earlobe.

“Tell me you're my whore!” Alex ordered.

“I-I'm your whore, Master!” she cried dazedly.

Then the orgasm shattered what remained of her mind she cried out, again
and again, her voice rising with ever-increasing passion and
ecstasy until Evan raised a hand and choked off her voice and
breath. Her body continued to shake and shudder as Alex thrust into
her from behind and her hips and belly spasmed
uncontrollably.

The power of the climax stunned her, literally.
Her slitted eyes stared unseeing at the ceiling above as Evan
continued to tug on her hair and slap her bottom while his hips
drove him into her burning sex with unrestrained power.

“Come for me, whore! Come for your master, sex slave! Come on my cock
while I pound you and Kendall sucks your clit, you filthy little
sex slave!”

His nasty words were oil on the raging fires
burning away her sense of self along with her inhibitions, dignity, pride, and any will to
resist.

“Look at this slut come!” Evan said as he stared into
her glazed eyes.

“She's a cum slut!” Alex laughed.

“I want some of this!”

Alex pulled out of her and Zoe's rubbery legs gave
way so that she fell to her knees. Kendall seized her head between her hands and kissed
her passionately, her tongue pushing into Zoe’s mouth.

“No reason we can't all enjoy my sex slave together,”
Evan said.

He pulled on Zoe's hair and she moaned and
stumbled to her feet. Holding her hair in his fist, he led her into the living room.
Kendall scurried away while after a quick discussion between the
two men Evan sat down on a sofa in the middle of the room. He
shifted his grip from her hair to her throat and pulled her forward
until she had to kneel on either side of him on the sofa,
straddling his body.

She sank down as he lifted his cock up and then
groaned in heat and pleasure as she felt it penetrating her still
throbbing pussy. Alex moved behind on the sofa, reached out and
took her by the hair.
Evan released her and Alex jerked her face forward so that as she
sank down on Evan's cock she leaned forward over his
shoulder.

Alex pushed his cock into her open mouth as she
felt Evan's own mouth against her breast, sucking and chewing
and licking at her
nipple.

“Suck it, slave girl!” Alex said excitedly. “Suck my
cock, slave slut!”

He gave her very little time to do so before
pushing himself forward and drawing on her hair to force her lips
down the length of his cock. Zoe gurgled wetly as she felt him pushing into her throat,
and her wrists jerking instinctively against the back of her
collar.

She had a brief view of Kendall returning from
wherever she'd been before the girl disappeared behind her.

Alex laughed as he ground himself into
her face. “Kendall’s got
her big strap-on!” he said.

A moment later a finger pushed against Zoe’s back
opening, slick with something cool and creamy as it pushed into
her. She moaned around Alex's cock, her head pounding and chest
burning from lack of breath. He pulled back slowly then thrust himself home again
before pulling out to let her breathe.

She drew in a deep, shaky breath of air, dazed,
and overwhelmed by it all even as she felt Kendall’s finger pumping
in and out of her bottom, and then a second pushing in beside it.

She had
no words to speak and her mind was barely capable of forming them.
And then Alex pushed his cock back into her mouth and down her
throat. He started to thrust in and out, fucking her face and
throat as Evan gripped her hips and jerked her up and down to ride
his cock.

Behind her, she felt the fingers withdrawn and
then something much thicker pushing against her small, wrinkled
opening. It pushed deeper and deeper and she moaned dazedly as it
pumped in and out. But most of her attention was on Alex's clock in her throat as she
fought not to choke while it pumped up and down in quick, savage
motions.

He jerked sharply on her hair as he pulled her
back and forth and thrust into her with no evident concern for her
pain or pleasure or ability to breathe. Meanwhile, the thing in her bottom
pushed deeper and deeper, and cramps started to roll through her
abdomen. Someone got their finger on her clitoris and started to
rub it she thought her mind was going as it was overwhelmed yet
again by the array of sensations and emotions churning within
her.

Alex pulled out and released her hair and she gulped
in ragged breaths of air, coughing and gasping. “I don't want to
come yet,” Alex said. “And this slut has me all ready to
explode.”

“Let's change positions,” Evan said.

The three of them discussed what that position
should be among themselves, but they didn't ask for Zoe's opinion.
Evan and Alex then gripped her arms, as they undid the clip binding
her wrists together against the collar and drew her arms down and back behind her back to
fasten them together once again.

They lifted her bodily into the air, then and
dropped her on her back on a small table. Her legs hung over one
side and her head over the other. She saw Kendall stepping out of a
set of straps that held
a dildo sticking out from her groin and the blonde began to strip
as Evan gripped her hair, pulled her head down sharply and then
pushed himself into her mouth and straight down her
throat.

She felt her legs spread wide and lifted up
and then Alex pushed himself
into her pussy, and began to thrust hard and fast. Hands mauled her
breasts as the two men drove their cocks into her from either end,
and her legs trembled as she gurgled and moaned around Evan's
pumping cock. Her back was bowed sharply, and her head was upside
down as Evan thrust freely in and out, using long, fast
strokes.

Zoe's mind had faded, her thoughts melting away
until she became little more than a creature of instincts. Almost
all her focus was on coping with the hard thrusting in her mouth and throat. What Alex was
doing was almost irrelevant.

Evan pulled out and so did Alex and she gulped in
air as the two men switch places. Then it was Alex pushing himself
down her throat and Evan using her pussy as their hands
raced over her
body.

Evan pumped slowly, and she found it much easier
to cope with, especially after the lessons he had given her. Not to
mention the practice. He had taught her to relax her throat
somewhat, and this allowed her to breathe after a fashion,
even with his big cock
sliding in and out.

That allowed her to relax a little more, and her
mind broadened to take in the feel of hands on her breasts and
Alex's own big cock driving into her body. She felt that wondering
sense of unreality take hold of her again and with a sudden surge of heat.

This was so outrageous! It was just so wicked and
kinky and perverted and sick! But she had two big, handsome men
making it very clear how hot and sexy they thought she was and how
much she excited them. That was something she took considerable pleasure
in.

They shifted positions once again, only this time
Alex worked his cock slowly in and out, apparently responding to
Evan's advice to make himself last longer. Then she felt something
pressed against her clitoris. And felt it beginning to vibrate. She shuddered as
someone began to grind a powerful vibrator from side to side
against her clit.

I can't believe this is happening!
she thought dazedly.
I can't believe I'm
doing this!

Of course, she wasn't really doing
anything but laying on
her back on the table. It was they who were doing things to her.
And that was comforting, too. As Evan had said, all she had to do
was what she was told. That meant she couldn't make any mistakes,
do or say anything that would make them laugh at her or think she
was dumb or ignorant.

Her clitoris seemed to be hypersensitive after all
the attention it had been given, including by the little vibrator
earlier. Now it throbbed wildly, and the sensations it sent
flooding up her body were intoxicating.

It's like I'm really a sex slave! she thought excitedly. This is so slutty!

Her body began to twist and writhe on the table,
and her back arched again and again as the crackling sexual
pressure grew within her. She couldn’t keep still! Her whole
body wanted to buck and
shake and drive her against the thick cock and buzzing
vibrator.

And then another orgasm shattered her mind and she
screamed around Evan's cock as her legs flailed wildly and
convulsions wracked her body.

They lifted her off the table and Evan lay along the sofa as she was
placed over him and sank down on his cock. Kendall, now naked, had
the strap on in place again, and climbed onto the sofa behind her
as Alex stood at the side of the sofa gripped her hair and pulled
her mouth down against his cock.

Crack! Kendall slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Ride that cock, slut!” she ordered.

Gasping and moaning dazedly, Zoe obeyed, riding up
and down on Evan's cock even as Kendall leaned in to push the
strap-on dildo into her ass. Alex leaned forward and pushed himself through her open
lips and down her throat.

I'm going to go out of my mind!
Zoe thought weakly.

Her mind was clear enough after the recent orgasm
to really feel Evan's cock sliding in and out of her as she rode
him, and also the textured surface of the dildo as Kendall drove it deep into her
bottom. Jolts of emotional shock rippled through her mind: awe and
wonder, amazement and outraged delight. Her inhibitions melted away
under the storm of sensation and a torrent of hunger and need, and
she lost herself to the role Evan had designed for her.

She was his sex slave! She was a creature of wild
sexual hedonism! She was a slut! She was an animal!

The passion began to fill her again, and pleasure
crackled along her skin as her body heated up once more. Everything about this was
unbelievable! Especially that it was happening to her!

She screamed her way through another orgasm, and
then another as someone rubbed her clitoris furiously. After that,
the boys were done, temporarily. Of course, Kendall could go on forever with her
strap-on dildo. But the blonde had other ideas. And so did Evan and
Alex.

She removed the strap-on and sat back on the edge
of the sofa, her long legs spread wide as the guys pushed Zoe in
between them. Kendall gripped her hair, winding it around her fist as she pulled her face
down against her sex. She felt the dildo being pushed up into her
bottom, and another into her pussy as the boys knelt behind
her.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, slave!” Kendall growled
down at her.

Oh my God! Zoe thought weakly.

Kendall jerked on her hair and she cried out in
pain.

“Obey your Mistress, slut! Tell me you're my
bitch!”

“I'm your Bitch, Mistress!”

“Now lick your Mistress’s pussy, whore!”

Moaning, Zoe stared at the blonde girl's naked
sex. It was wet and the
lips were swollen and hungry. Nothing might've been done to Kendall
so far, but that didn't mean she hadn't gotten very excited by what
she was seeing and doing. Now she pulled Zoe down onto her pussy
and rubbed her face back and forth against her soft
flesh.

“Lick, sex slave!”

Zoe licked hesitantly, afraid of doing the wrong
thing and having no experience performing oral sex on women. Still,
it had certainly been done on her lately, by Kendall as well as
Evan. Kendall slapped the side of her head and she licked more eagerly, as the
blonde girl, her voice full of haughty arrogance, instructed her on
how to please her.

The two guys were getting drinks, having stuffed a
dildo deep into her ass, and the vibrator they'd pushed into her
pussy now buzzing
frantically. That left her alone with Kendall for the first time
and made her feel an uncomfortable sense of inferiority to the
blonde.

Zoe had often felt inferior to beautiful,
self-confident girls before. And certainly, Kendall showed every
sign of being the kind
of girl who had a lot of experience The blonde was very sure of
herself and so didn't seem to have any fear of saying or doing
something wrong that would have people laughing at her.

Of course, she was also older than Zoe and had
much more experience
with both men and sex. And probably women. So it made perfect sense
for Zoe to submit to her and follow her instructions in this. And
that was all leaving aside this sex slave business.

Sex slave! It was such a preposterous, absurd, and
outrageous dark fantasy.
It excited her immensely, and she could see why it would please a
guy like Evan. But she had never imagined the fantasy or game
involving other people and becoming this dark and
perverted!

What astonished her was how quickly her
mind seem to have
adapted and embraced the role of his sex slave. Of their play toy.
It wasn't just that the sex was thrilling and exciting. It was that
the role gave her a sense of freedom to act out, to be the sexual
creature that she had always longed to be, yet without the sense of
shame and guilt she ought to be feeling.

Because if she was a sex slave, then it wasn’t
like anything she did was of her own free will. She was just
obeying orders, after all. And a sex slave had to obey her orders
or be punished. It was
like that absolved her of any responsibility for what happened and
removed any need for her to make decisions about what she would or
would not do or what she should or should not say.

That was deeply comforting to her.

Which wasn't to say she wasn't uneasy about this whole thing. She
still barely knew these two, though she felt now as if she had
known them for a lot longer than she really had. The level of raw,
dark emotions which had filled her mind almost from their first
meeting made for a very quick familiarity.

Not to mention having sex with them.

And while it had seemed natural for her to submit to
the sexual will of guys, she still felt a sense of rebellion at
submitting to a girl.

As if she sensed that, Kendall took every
opportunity to remind
her who was in charge and who was the slave girl. Having taken her
cue from Evan, she jerked frequently on Zoe's hair to force her
head back and make her confess to being her slut, her slave, her
bitch. Zoe didn't want to but didn't have any choice. And the more
she said it the more she began to almost feel it.

Hunger and heat grew within her as she licked at
the girl and humiliated herself before her. The heavy presence of
the two sex toys inside her certainly helped. But having Alex and
Evan there watching also
made her mind squirm.

She licked Kendall to orgasm, feeling pleased with
herself at what she regarded as the successful completion of the
task assigned to her. By then she was thrumming with sexual tension
again and her hips were rolling slowly in place, grinding back against an invisible
lover.

Kenda was not finished with her. She stepped into
the strap-on dildo and pulled it up her legs, fastening it against
the front of her so that the big cock thrust out menacingly. Then
she turned toward Zoe and scowled.

Turn
around, slut! Put your face to the floor, raise your little ass
high, and spread your legs wide for me.”

That was a position Evan had made her assume many
times. It was degrading and submissive, which made it exciting. She
was prostrating herself
on the floor, awaiting his use of her body. Now she was forced to
do it for the blonde girl and that made it more embarrassing, more
degrading.

But with the heat and sexual excitement pulsing
within her she obeyed instantly. She stared along the
floor and saw the two
men looking back at her and flushed as Kendall knelt behind her.
She winced in a slap to her bottom.

“Beg me to fuck your ass!” Kendall growled.

She winced again at the awful, dirty words.

Crack!

“Obey your Mistress, slave!”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Mistress,” she said in a trembling
voice.

She felt the dildo pulled from her and then
another inserted. Despite herself she felt a sudden quickening of
her pulse and a rising heat. She knew the blonde was now kneeling
and pushing herself into
her body the same way one of the guys would have done.

Crack!

“Filthy little sex slave!”

Zoe moaned as the big dildo drove deep into her
belly.

Crack!

“Whore!”

Kendall's hips moved in and out faster and faster
until they were slapping against her upraised buttocks. The big dildo was punching deep
into her abdomen, and her body shuddered to the impact of Kendall's
flesh against hers. The vibrator buzzed powerfully and then her
hair was jerked back by the blonde girl's fist just as Evan always
did.

She felt herself falling back into the now-familiar role,
submitting to the rough use of her body. Her mind floated amid the
bubbling, simmering waves of liquid heat. The waves grew higher and
rougher and she moaned and gasped and cried out as Kendall used
her.

Crack!

“Filthy little slut!”

Crack!

“Tell me you’re a filthy little slut!”

“I'm a filthy little slut, Mistress!” she cried

This is so sick! she thought breathlessly.

Kendall used her just as roughly as Evan always
did, and with the vibrator thrumming away at her pussy the fact she was using her ass still
inflamed Zoe’s mind. She came violently. It was humiliating to cry
out in pleasure while the blonde snickered and yanked on her hair
and slapped her bottom and used the strap-on dildo to sodomize her.
But she couldn't help herself.

After Kendall was done Alex pulled the vibrator
out of her and did her in the exact same position, and he too took
her roughly and cruelly, slapping her bottom, pulling her hair,
calling her names, and making her confess to being
a whore slut and his bitch. And
just as with Kendall, Zoe came, screaming.

She was lost. Lost in the role of sex slave. And knew
it. But it filled her with too much heat and excitement to want to
do anything about that. At least not yet.
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With all of them tired and having sated
themselves, they settled down and turned the TV on. The other three
dressed while Zoe remained naked, save for the boots. They found a
pair of high brown rabbit ears like Playboy bunnies used to wear.
There was also a puffy
brown tail attached to a large butt plug Evan inserted in her
bottom.

A ball gag went into her mouth and her wrists were
locked together at the back of the collar again. Then she knelt on
the floor, sitting on her heels with her elbows
drawn back and her back
arched while the three of them lounged on the sofa and the
upholstered chair next to it and chatted while watching
TV.

It was the first time Zoe had had to think about
what she was doing and why she was doing it. It was the first
period of calm she'd had
since meeting these two. It had been nothing but vibrators and sex
since even before they had shown up at the restaurant. Now she
could finally calm down somewhat and think.

Which wasn't to say she wasn't in a state of
constant arousal. This
whole role-playing game Evan had created was utterly enthralling to
her mind. And that was without the wild thrills she felt and all
the things she had done so far that afternoon. All the firsts. All
the outrageous, degrading, perverse things she had done or had done
to her.

Thank God she was far from home and none of them knew
any of her friends or family!

That placed this in a kind of isolated box away
from the rest of her life. Which meant that what happened here
didn't matter anywhere else. That was deeply comforting. And it added another sense of
freedom. Freedom to flaunt her beautiful, sexy body, freedom to
wallow in their admiration for it, and freedom to do anything she
wanted without being afraid of it following her around.

And anyway, it was just a game. They were just acting out a role, as
well. They didn't really mean the things they said to her. It was
just part of the dark and dirty game. Maybe next week, Kendall
would be down here on her knees naked and shackled. Had they spoken
about her being in the restaurant with that vibrator inside her not
that long ago? Obviously, she enjoyed being used as a sex object,
too.

I licked a girl's pussy, she thought wonderingly.
I had sex with a
girl! And I had sex with two guys! At the same time! I had sex with
three people at the same time! I can't believe this.

Much of the conversation the three were having
involved routine gossip among friends about other people they knew
and she didn't. But some of it concerned her, and she wasn't at all
sure how much of it was
real, and how much of it was said just to excite or scare
her.

There were discussions about making her work at a
strip club. Or as a prostitute. There was talk of her being gang
banged by the whole football team, or being strung up by
her wrists and whipped
mercilessly! There was also discussion about how much she could
fetch if she was sold as a white slave to some Arab sheik. All of
it done casually as if she wasn't listening.

She tried to show no reaction, and simply knelt
there, simmering softly
and doing her best to control her breathing.

“Hey, shouldn't she have a cock in her?” Kendall said
suddenly. “I mean, she's a cock loving slut whore, after all. She
was made to have cocks in her all the time.”

It was such an outrageous and insulting thing to say and said so casually
that Zoe knew that it was meant to provoke a reaction from her. It
did. Perhaps because of how casually she said it. As if it was the
clearest, and most obvious thing in the world that Zoe was such a
slut she should always have a cock inside her.

She managed to hide her reaction, but her pussy
muscles squeezed down on nothing and she felt her pulse rate pick
up.

“I suppose you're right,” Evan said. “Of course,
she's already had a lot of cock in her so far today. We
don't want to spoil
her.”

“But she's a sexual animal,” Kendall said. “The more
cock she has, the happier she'll be.”

She got up and left the room, and when she
returned, she came in behind Zoe and knelt behind her. She gripped
Zoe's hair and forced her head back then made her rise up of her heels. Zoe moaned
around the gag and felt pressure against her still very hot,
swollen, and wet opening. It was very thick, and she felt herself
beginning to ache more and more as whatever it was tried to stretch
her out wider and wider.

“That's a very big cock,” Evan said as he
watched.

“She's a whore,” Kendall said as if that was the most
obvious thing in the world. “That means the more cock she has, the
better.”

Zoe shuddered at how realistic the girl's words
were. Kendall was a very
good actress, she thought!

She ached as the lips of her sex were slowly
forced wide enough to envelop the fat head of the dildo beneath
her. She felt the strain as Kendall pulled down her hair, forcing
her to slowly sink down further and further. The thick cock forced aside the soft flesh
within her, burrowing up into her body as she winced and gasped and
groaned despite a flickering heat rising in the back of her
mind.

She could see the excitement in the eyes of the
two men as they watched and knew she must look incredibly erotic and sexy as she
slid down the thick cock.

Kendall released her hair and then got to her feet
and went around to join the two boys in front of her. Zoe dropped
her eyes and stared down, amazed at how thick the
realistic-looking dildo
was and how stretched she was down there. The mouth of her pussy
gaped wide around the thickness of the realistic-looking cock
half-buried inside her.

The sight excited her but also made her mind
squirm as she looked up and saw the other three watching her.

“All the way down, slut,” Kendall said.

It was more degrading when Kendall said those words
for some reason. More embarrassing. But given the mood she was in
that just excited her more.

“Keep those elbows back, whore!” Alex barked.

Zoe stiffened, jerking her elbows back.

“She's obviously a natural-born sex slave,” Evan
said.

“A nymphomaniac,” Alex agreed.

“She should be punished for that,” Kendall said.

It was impossible for Zoe to remain halfway down
the big cock impaling her. Her position was too awkward, and the muscles in her thighs
began to ache. She sank down slowly, though, given how thick the
thing was. She moaned and gasped as it pushed deeper and deeper
into her quivering belly. This was definitely the thickest thing
she had ever had inside her.

Evan did something with his phone and then the big
dildo inside her started to vibrate. It was a very weak vibration,
though. And she soon realized that most of it was inert. It was
only the base, which was held to the floor by a suction cup, which was vibrating. The
closer she got to it the stronger the vibrations felt.

She moaned low in her throat, but her legs were
aching and she had to go lower, slowly working herself down deeper
even as she felt the discomfort of the helmet-headed tip of the big cock jammed up so high
within her body.

She winced at the pressure and eased up a couple
of inches, then slid slowly down again , very much aware of their
eyes on her, and of the obscene and degrading picture she was
presenting. That both
embarrassed and excited her, though she really had no choice. She
sank down and rose up a bit, then sank down just a bit
more.

Finally, with a gasp at how the tip of the thing
was pushing so firmly into the back wall of her sex, she was able
to sit her buttocks down
on her heels. The lips of her sex engulfed the last inch of the
shaft and were then pressed firmly against the rounded
base.

Which vibrated powerfully.

She squirmed atop it, the sensations redoubling
within her and making her rise up to feel the sensual pleasure of the dildo caressing the
walls of her sex. She sank down again, moaning as she ground
herself against the base. Then she rose up again, only to sink
down.

“Elbows back, slut!”

She gasped and jerked her elbows back, moaning as
she slid slowly up and
down, pausing to grind herself against the vibrating base,
accepting the ache deep inside her as the nose pushed against the
very back of her sex in order to wallow in the direct pressure of
the vibrator against her clitoris.

Her excitement mounted and she began to ride harder, faster, gasping
and moaning, terribly self-conscious as they watched, but filled
with a deepening sexual fever she could not resist.

“Elbows back, whore!”

She shuddered and obeyed, but as her mind swam
with liquid heat she
became more and more dazed and forgot. Her head rolled up and down
and her eyes narrowed to slits as she rode the big dildo and
approached orgasm.

It was Kendall who came over to kneel beside her.
She had a collection of straps in her hand. It
might've been a couple
of boot laces folded over several times. But she looked sternly at
Zoe and said, “You keep forgetting to hold your elbows back, you
filthy little whore. So now you have to be punished.”

With that, she brought the thin laces down
across Zoe's right
breast. They were very lightweight, quite thin, but they
stung.

Zoe cried out at the sharp sting, astonished at
the outrageousness of her using some kind of thin straps on her
sensitive breasts. The dark heat crept over her as the girl
smirked at her and then
brought her hand down again and again.

She gripped Zoe's hair to force her head back and
Zoe cried out at each blow as the thin laces cut down across one
breast then the other, again and again, and again. Her breasts
stung and burned, especially when one of the thin laces cut across a swollen
nipple. But she never stopped riding the dildo, and the swirling
waves of heat and dark, feverish hunger never relented.

If anything, what Kendall was doing excited her
even more. It was so perverted and kinky and nasty, after all.

The climax took her and she screamed out all the
air in her lungs as she rode desperately up and down on the thick
cock, impaling herself repeatedly even as her breasts stung and
burned. The pleasure clawed at her mind And she almost forgot to breathe. She plunged
down, again and again, heedless of the pain, until the orgasm
finally faded and she sank down exhaustedly, her chin falling on
her chest as Kendall released her hair.

Having the big ball in her mouth produced a
large amount of saliva
which she had to continually remember to swallow. She had of course
forgotten while her mind was being rolled and roiled by the orgasm
and now her saliva slowly drooled out from around the ball and fell
down onto her chest as Kendall laughed and moved back to her
seat.

“She's like an animal,” she said to the others.

“She's my fuck-pet,” Evan said.

“I thought she was your sex slave.”

“She's both. But as a sex slave she needs more
training.”

“She seems pretty enthusiastic about it.”

“Yeah, because she's a slut. She just needs to be taught to obey
without thinking. Sex slaves don't need to think. It's better if
they don't know how to think.”

“I think all the slut thinks about is her next cock,”
Kendall said with a sneer.

Zoe shuddered and forced herself up off the powerful vibrator but the
feel of the thick shaft sliding through the lips of her sex made
her shudder with excitement. She forced herself higher and higher
and then sank down with a moan of pleasure. Then she did it again.
She was aware of them watching, and that contributed to the dark
heat gripping her mind. As well as her sense of self-conscious
embarrassment.

The hunger wouldn't let her stop, though. She rode
up and down slowly, trembling and moaning, grinding herself against
the vibrator every time
she sank down fully atop it. The fever rose and she rode higher and
faster, crying out with pleasure every time she sank herself down.
Another orgasm took her and she cried out in pleasure, back arching
and head rolling back as she rode the thing with desperate
passion.

“She definitely has the talent to be a sex slave,”
Alex said.

“Or the instincts,” Kendall said.

*

It was late that night when they brought her back
to Evan's apartment. She walked down the stairs the same way
she'd walked up them,
naked with her wrists behind her neck and her elbows held back.
Only this time she had the ball gag in her mouth.

She had eaten dinner the same way she had the
previous night. She'd been naked on her knees and had licked bits
of food from Evan's hand
as well as from Alex and Kendall's hands and fingers. She had drank
from a bowl of milk placed on the floor and had knelt with her
bottom raised and legs spread as she licked the milk from the
bowl.

Evan decided she would stay with him the
night rather than go
back to her dorm. She called her roommate to tell her and then Evan
had put her on his bed, basically in the same position, face down,
bottom high. Instead of her bound wrists being behind her, though,
they were below her, the rope pulling her wrist back between her
legs and tied to the lower bedpost.

Her bottom was raised high, her legs spread wide,
Ropes tied to her ankle restraints held them in place. There was
also a thick curved metal hook in her bottom and which curved up
and then over her
tailbone and was attached to another rope which pulled firmly
forward and was tied to the headboard.

“Stay here until I feel like coming in to make use
of your body,” he said. “Maybe I'll invite some friends over and
they'll come in to use you. Having your body used for sex is the purpose of your
life, sex slave.”

Before he left he placed a pair of earbuds in her
ears. They didn't play music, the. Instead, she heard only her own
voice and was astonished that he had somehow recorded her.
Especially since it was
so clear! Her own voice was saying the kind of dirty things he had
been telling her to say for the last several days. That was when it
wasn't moaning and gasping in passion or crying out in
pleasure.

“I'm a filthy slut! I'm a sex slave! I'm your
bitch! Please fuck my
ass! I'm a cock hungry slut! I'm a cheap whore! I'm a fuck toy!
Please fuck me! I'm a slave girl! I'm a nymphomaniac! Please fuck
me harder! I'm your animal! I'm a fuck-pet! Please use my whore
ass! I'm a fuck toy! I love cock!”

The words came over and over again along with her long,
undulating cries of passion and pleasure as she came, and then the
background moans, gasps, whimpers, and whines as she burned with
heat while someone used her body.

How had he recorded all this?! Had it
been his phone? Was it
that good that it could record her words and make them so clear?
Was there video to go along with this!? Her mind swirled around
questions like this at first, but as time passed and she knelt
there on her shoulders in that obscene and submissive pose, unable
to move, she stopped thinking about that.

Instead, she felt the growing eagerness for him to
come in and use her. She felt more and more aroused, more and more
need to feel him behind her, thrusting hard into her body. Her
pussy felt vacant, the
muscles squeezing and spasming on nothing. She wanted him inside
her. Or something! She wanted to feel his hard hips slapping
against her buttocks.

She was amazed that given how many times she had
come so far since the end of classes she was still this hungry for more. But she
couldn't control her body any more than she could control her mind.
She moaned helplessly, listening to her own voice telling her she
was a slut and a whore and a sex slave and crying out in passion
and pleasure.

Over and over and over again.

Then she heard a different voice in her ears. It was his voice.
And it was demanding what he had demanded so many times before, and
responded to with the words she had been listening to for what felt
like an hour or more.

“Tell me you're my slut!”

She still had the ball gag in her mouth and yet she found herself
responding, though her words would have been unintelligible to
anyone standing there.

“I'm your slut, Lord!” she moaned around the gag.

His voice spoke firmly, sternly,
demanding she tell him
she was his Bitch, his whore, his sex slave, his animal. And she
responded each time, feeling the heat swirling and churning through
her mind as she trembled and moaned in helpless need.

Then she heard Alex saying the same thing and then
Kendall. She responded
the same way except that she said master when Alex demanded the
words from her and Mistress when it was Kendall's voice. And then
there was a new voice, one she had never heard before. But it was
demanding the same things.

“Tell me you're my bitch!” it growled menacingly.

“I'm your bitch, master,” she moaned around the
gag.

“Tell me you're my slut!” It ordered.

She answered.

Then it was another strange voice and another.
Sometimes there were men and sometimes women but she answered
with the same words
again and again until they stopped asking and she heard her own
voice once more crying out that she was a slut and a slave and a
whore and a bitch animal and a fuck toy and moaning and crying out
in pleasure.

Her hips rolled up and down as she tried to somehow ride herself on the
hook in her bottom. But it was they'd lodged firmly in place,
refusing to move. Her wrists tried to pull upward towards her
pussy, and she stretched her trembling fingers up as high as she
could, but she couldn't get them close enough to touch her
body.

She wanted a cock inside her. She needed it! Her
pussy was sopping wet and she whimpered unhappily around the gag,
wondering when he would come in and use her the way she needed to
be used. And it didn't even have to be him, she realized with a start. She would be
delighted if Alex was to come in, or even Kendall with her
strap-on. Or even… Or even one of the men attached to those voices
that she had heard. Just so they had a big cock to use her
with!

“Please fuck me Lord!” she moaned around the gag. “Please fuck me,
Master!”

Her bottom jerked, trembled, and rolled
desperately.

“Please fuck me, someone!”

And eventually, someone did. The lights were out
in the room, and she was dazed and weary, hardly able to
look behind her. Especially
after whoever it was gripped her hair and jerked sharply. She
assumed it was Evan but... it didn't really matter by then. They
had a big cock and they used it on her and she screamed and
screamed as the passion blossomed within her mind and the orgasms
swept through her again and again.
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Zoe shut down her laptop and began to put her
things away as the class ended. She stood up, a little uneasy and
self-conscious still, in the short skirt and tight top. She
dressed a lot sexier now
for school because Evan wanted it that way. She got more attention
too, of course. Evan said that he was providing a public service
for the men in the classes she attended by making her much
better-looking eye candy for them during boring
lectures.

If any of them had a clue what she was wearing underneath they'd be even
more interested in watching her. Fortunately, there was no hint of
that which showed through her clothing.

With everything in her bag, she slung the strap
over her shoulder and
headed for the door. She was delayed by a guy who found an excuse
to chat with her, and see if she was interested in going to lunch
or dinner. She put him off as smoothly as she could.

She moved easily in the high, stiletto heels she
always wore now. That
too was Evan's idea. She thought the shoes were awfully impractical
but hadn't been willing to argue too much with him. He was always
much more determined than her to get his way.

She felt the leather straps squeezing up against
her crotch and in and
around her breasts as she moved. She wasn't wearing underwear, as
such. Instead, she had a sort of halter made of thin leather straps
held together with small metal rings. The straps went over her
shoulders, circled the base of her breasts, crisscrossed her belly
and back, and then went down between her legs and up between her
buttocks.

They held a large butt-plug in place as well as a
long, narrow, but powerful vibrator. The vibrator was controlled by
a phone app, of course. But Evan never turned it on
high when he wasn't there to
watch her. He wanted her simmering, not bubbling and boiling. Not
unless he could enjoy the sight of her.

She made her way up the hall and out the front
door then down the stairs to the sidewalk where she started walking
towards Evan's
apartment. She spent very little time at her dorm these days.
Though she thought her studying would be done much better there
without the constant distractions she had to suffer at
Evan's.

It wouldn't be nearly as exciting, of course.

She let herself in, put her things away, and quickly stripped, then
found the rabbit ears he liked her to wear and put them on, along
with her ball-gag, collar, and the wrist and ankle restraints. The
vibrator began to buzz, growing in power. That meant he was on his
way or soon would be. He liked to have her nicely heated up for
when he arrived.

She turned on his computer for him so he wouldn't
have to wait for it to warm up, then turned on a couple of table
lights to give the living room a nice, warm, welcoming
glow. As the vibrations
grew more intense, shifting through various programs he knew would
arouse her the most, she hurried back to the front door.

A chain hung from the ceiling six feet inside the
door. There was a small, step stool Just to the side,
against the wall. She
took it out, then very carefully reached up to grasp the clip on
the end of the chain to steady herself as she stepped onto the
stepstool.

She was wary of the stepstool while wearing these
high, stiletto heels. She placed the ring on her left
wrist into the clip easily.
Working the ring on her right hand in was a bit more of a challenge
but she had done it many times now and soon had it in
place.

She eased down off the stool, then kicked it aside
before shifting a little bit forward so that she was directly under the chain. Evan had
carefully calculated the height of the chain. Her body was now
absolutely straight and taut. The restraints around her wrists held
tightly in her high heels barely touching the floor. That meant
that without the stool, she could not get free and must stay here
until someone came to let her loose.

She squirmed a little as she waited for him. The
vibrator pulsed and throbbed in a now-familiar rhythm that made it
impossible for her to keep still. Her eyes were caught by
some of the pictures on his
computer monitor for he had set it to its slideshow setting and all
of the pictures were of her.

She squeezed her pubic muscles down around the
vibrator as she remembered when many of those pictures were taken.
He, Alex, and four other
male friends of his had all gathered around her with cameras while
they called out different poses for her to take. Many of them, of
course, were obscene.

Some of them were featured in the pictures with
her, though never their faces. But there she was with a thick cock half in and half out
of her mouth. Then in the next picture there she was with her lips
pressed around the base of the shaft. Then in the next picture, she
was on all fours, with a guy thrusting into her from behind and
another in front of her, with his cock deep in her
throat.

Other pictures were the kind you would see in
softer men's magazines, with her back arched, or bent over, or
posed seductively across a bed or chair. Then some were of her tied
spreadeagled to beds, or in a number of other creative bondage positions. She often had
dildos sticking out of her various orifices. If not actual
cocks.

There were pictures of her doing everything a girl
could do, and having everything done to her a girl could have done
to her. Yes, there was
the picture of her straddling someone, riding their cock, another
in her ass, another in her mouth, and one each in each of her
hands. Then there was the picture of her licking some girl's pussy.
That was Kendall, she knew.

There were hundreds of pictures of her and she had no idea how many
videos. She'd posed for all of them willingly even though Evan had
said he was doing it in order to ensure she was his slave forever.
He’d put all the videos and pictures on the website he had created,
which he occasionally reminded her, he could give anyone she knew,
including everyone she went to various classes with, as well as her
professors, access to.

But the idea of making herself so utterly
vulnerable to him, of making it so that she had to obey him no
matter what, had been
too deliciously exciting and thrilling. Even as she had posed for
the most obscene of pictures, or let him take the most obscene of
videos of her masturbating with dildos are having sex with multiple
guys the thought of how she was creating material he could use to
trap her thrilled her.

Because, of course, he needed no such things to
trap her. She was too addicted to his dark, scalding fantasy. She
had embraced it utterly and had no intention of doing anything to
break free and return to
a normal, boring life. But him having so much leverage just made it
seem that much more… real.

She heard the key in the door and her pulse raced
with anticipation. It opened and she gasped as her eyes widened. He
had brought home friends before, sometimes even strangers. This time he wasn't even there.
There was a stranger there instead. He was an older man, easily
twice her age, carrying a briefcase. He looked at her excitedly as
he closed the door behind him and locked it.

He moved forward and stared at her as she flushed in
embarrassment.

“You're
just as gorgeous as your pictures,” he said.

His hands rose, his fingers trembling slightly until
they found her breasts and then he squeezed them hungrily as he
stared down at her the soft flesh in his hands.

“My God, you have gorgeous breasts!” he
said
excitedly.

Zoe was self-conscious and uncomfortable as the
man fondled her. She hoped Evan would show up soon. But it would be
just like him to send this man on ahead because he was always
trying to shock her with
something new. And the more he did, the harder she was to
shock.

The man undid the halter and it dropped away then
his hand slid down to rub excitedly against her pussy. He felt the
base of the vibrator, felt her flesh thrumming with its energy, and
cursed softly as he
pushed a finger in and then drew it out.

“You're just as much of a slut as he said you were!”
he said in delight.

He found the stool and brought it back, then
stepped on it himself, reaching up past her to where the small
secondary ring was that
she knew Evan used to alter the length of the chain. She felt her
arms drop several inches as the chain lowered.

He moved behind her and then slapped her bottom
sharply, stingingly.

“Spread your legs, whore!” he barked.

Gasping, she obeyed it once. His pants dropped to the floor and a
moment later she felt his cock pushing up against her pussy. His
hands jerked her hips backward, raising her onto the balls of her
feet and he drove himself into her with no
preliminaries.

He gasped and grunted happily as he thrust up into her again and again,
and since the angle he was using was one of her favorites, which
forced his cock to roughly caress the front wall of her sex where
her G-spot was, Zoe began to heat up almost immediately.

She did know his name, didn't know anything about him, and did not
find him sexually attractive. And it didn't matter. It was the
wickedness, the kinkiness, the fact she was chained helplessly
before him and had been given to him by Evan without him even
warning her. It was the outrageousness of it that made her mind
burn.

She gasped and moaned and whimpered as he thrust
into her with unrestrained passion, her body trembling and shaking
as his hips slapped against her buttocks, and his bony fingers
jerked back on her thighs, again and again, to drive himself into her hard and
fast.

“What a tight little slut you are!” he gasped. “It's
been a long time since I had a tight teenage slut wrapped around my
cock!

One of his hands rose from her thigh to roughly
squeeze and mash her breast back against her ribs, then returned to jerk her back even
harder as he panted for breath.

Zoe felt the heat riding her, the passion growing to
feverish heights. But then he stopped with a gasp, coming inside
her already.

He pulled himself out, already softening then hurriedly went to the
briefcase he had set on a nearby table and opened it.

He took two lengths of chain from it, attaching
one to each of her ankle restraints, then pulling her ankles wide,
so wide her feet barely touched the ground, He attached one of the chains to a ring in the
wall, and another set in the floor under the rug.

Obviously, Evan had briefed him well.

And then he took another object from the
briefcase. It was a very large, realistic-looking dildo. He
returned to her, gripping her hair and yanking her head back sharply. She
felt him working the thing back and forth against her, increasing
the pressure, slowly trying to force it inside her.

“He said you loved big cock,” he said with a sneer.
“He said you were addicted to cock. That cock drove you insane. That you are a
nymphomaniac. Do you like this big cock, slave girl? Is it big
enough for you, slut?”

It ached, and so did her scalp as he tugged
sharply on her hair. But Zoe's nipples burned hotly and dark
excitement roiled her
mind as she slowly forced the thick dildo higher and deeper inside
her. It was thick, but not so deep he couldn't get almost every
last inch inside her. Almost. A sliver of the base remained,
holding the lips of her sex straining wide around it.

He snickered excitedly and returned to the briefcase and took
another item out. Zoe gasped as he showed it to her gleefully. She
had never seen one in person, but it was a whip. Evan and his
friends had used flogs on her, long, thin strips of leather which
they had playfully used on her breasts and bottom to make them burn
and ache.

This was something different. It was a six-foot-long,
slim black length of something flexible, perhaps leather.

“Bad girls have to be punished,” he said sternly.

Zoe's heart pounded in her pulse raced as anxiety gripped her. Then
the whip flew and cut across her back, leaving a thin, diagonal
line of heat behind that made her cry out in pain. It hurt more
than the flogs did. Or did it? It cut across her back again and
then again before striking at her bottom. It certainly hurt more
than any of the slim strings of the flogs but there was only the
one instead of it being part of many.

The blows stung sharply and made her cry out again
and again, but she quickly realized she had had
worse. The straps that
he and others had used on her bottom, for example, hurt much worse.
The realization calmed her, and then started the heat bubbling
within her again.

By the time he began to curl the whip across her
ribs to snap at her bare breasts and make them burn and sting she was already halfway to
orgasm. Then he began to curl them down across her hips to snap at
her pussy and she squealed even louder, thrashing and twisting
against the chains as she heard him giggling in delight as the whip
flew across and around her again and again.

He whipped her breasts and belly and back then zoned in on her pussy
once again, making Zoe cry out even more loudly as the thin whip
landed across her clitoris.

Suddenly he threw the whip down and his body
pressed up against her
from behind. His pants dropped again and he fumbled for the slim
round base of the butt plug before pulling it free. His cock thrust
up inside her and he rode her frenziedly as his hands came around
her body and his fingers dug into her breasts.

He drove his cock up into her ass with furious
strokes, his breathing
ragged and wild. It was too much for Zoe and she came herself, her
hips bucking back as the familiar rush of overpowering sensation
took control of her mind and body.

He didn't last as long as her orgasm did. He spent himself inside
her for a second time, and then withdrew. He said nothing after
that. He hardly even looked at her. He removed the chains from her
ankles, put the stool back so he could raise her wrist back to
where they were, put the butt plug back inside her along with the
vibrator, then put his things back in the briefcase and
left.

Zoe stood there panting for breath and wondering
what had just happened. Who was that man and how had Evan come to
invite him in to use her body? She didn't question Evan's right to do so. She was his
sex slave, after all. He could order her to service any man or
woman he chose. That was the rule of the dark and forbidden game
that she was willingly playing.

The vibrator began to buzz and pulse,
again and she flinched dazedly.
What game was Evan playing tonight?! Was she going to get a parade
of strangers visiting to use her body? To beat her?

But when the door opened and next it was Evan
himself, along with Alex and his friends Paul and Diego.
None of them was
surprised to see her. They had all used her body before. Diego and
Paul took the opportunity to fondle her as Evan and Alex move past.
Evan dumped his things on his desk and returned to release her
wrists, then the four of them settled on the sofa and
chairs.

Evan asked them what they wanted to
drink and snapped his fingers
at her and so she quickly went into the kitchen to get them their
drinks. She returned with a tray, kneeling before Evan and raising
the tray up for him to take his drink. He did so and she rose
gracefully then moved to kneel before Alex. When they all had their
drinks she brought the tray back to the kitchen then returned to
kneel, sitting on her heels with her hands behind her neck and her
back arched.

The vibrator continued to throb within her, but she didn't need it
to be excited. She knew she was going to get a lot of cock soon.
Nothing drove her out of her mind so much as being triple-teamed
and she was quite sure Evan would see that done to her
tonight.

He always gave her to his friends when they came over. That was, he
said, her purpose in life – to please men with her body. That was
what whores were for, after all. And she had little doubt that the
term applied to her. A part of her was bothered by that. But she
had long since stopped listening to that part of her.

The hunger and need and lust and pleasure and passion and thrill
of being a sex slave, of being a sex object, of being a sex toy for
his use and that of his friends was simply too wonderful and
exciting and wild and filled with heat for her to resist. It was
also a role she seemed made for, one where she never had to make
decisions. She never had to worry about what to do or what to say
because those were all decided for her.

And besides, she liked showing off her beautiful body. She liked to see
the approval and excitement in the eyes of everyone who looked at
her. She liked pleasing them and giving them orgasms with her body.
And all of them certainly seem to appreciate it, and her. They were
all jealous of Evan for having a hot, sexy, slave girl like
her.

She worried, sometimes, about how long this could go on, and
what she would do if it ended. When it ended. The thought of
returning to her little dorm room and her boring day-to-day life of
attending classes, studying, and being alone did not fill her with
enthusiasm.

She hadn’t made any real friends here. She spent
all her free time with Evan and being used as a slut by his
friends. Sometimes she longed for a regular life, or what she
thought of as regular,
the life of the popular girls who had oodles of friends. Maybe
someday that would be her. Until that happened, this was just about
as good and a lot more exciting.

 


END
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Other erotic
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Molly's
Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy
blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very
black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about
to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I
came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set
the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he
taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky thought
it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents
at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad
decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a
lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the
butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to
submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of
Uniform

Rookie cop
Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into
plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted
into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent
Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis
and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to
the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and
falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige gets a
job as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner
is a strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination,
with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from
the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but
the scalding heat the women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's
New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a
spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things
at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a
muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting
him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is
schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd
Girls

Paige is a
tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts
student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she
lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude
photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky
intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them,
Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their
mercy!

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a foggy
London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the
middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as
she strips naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So
begins her introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of
enslavement, of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's difficult
to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like
to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and
told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I
just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and
arrogant man who seems to do nothing but work and drink and growl
at people. But when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur
she finds out his domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the
car! And as she melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the
dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by
Mister Trask

When Melody
Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it
was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until
the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was
breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon
he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her
to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney is a
poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a
fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But
he's not her date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha
male used to getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of
submission and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her
inhibitions before him, his son, and the servants!
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