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Leah was sitting back on the third tier of
the lecture hall, pen in hand, watching professor Lear and taking
notes when Josh slipped a note in front of her. She rolled her eyes
at him and frowned. Professor Lear was not an easygoing man and
they were only in the third tier. He liked his students to pay
close attention to him.

So, in case Lear had noticed, she ignored
the note for a bit, looking down at him as he strode back and
forth, hands gesturing rapidly, as was his wont, to emphasize
points.

They were in second year psychology course,
the subject being addiction and the human brain. Lear was
discussing whether addiction was a disease or learned behavior, as
some suggested.

“All learning changes brain chemistry,” he
said. “When one uses opiates, the brain learns exponentially faster
because the reward is intense pleasure. The brain instantly
associates the taking of opiates with intense pleasure, and so
longs for them. Pleasure of this intensity is, like pain, highly
motivating on both the physical and psychological levels.”

She scribbled something on her pad as she
casually opened the note. She had suspected it would be something
sexual. Everything was sexual with Joshua Cooper, and she wasn't
surprised to see a drawing (he was a rather good artist) of an
erect male penis.

This is what happens when I see you in that
top, the note said.

She rolled her eyes at him but otherwise
continued to watch the professor, though she wasn't displeased. The
top was blue silk, buttoning down the middle. It was very
respectable, but it went very nicely with her thick, glossy brown
hair, and it was tight across the chest.

“The taking of opiates activates the
striatum, that powerful desire center of the brain,” Lear said,
“And causes a lasting memory of the event. Addiction is the desire
for the immediate high intensity pleasure, an intense desire which
ignores the possibility of future pleasure in favor of this
immediate satisfaction.”

Under the table, Josh's left hand slid down
behind her and his fingers slipped in between her shirt and
trousers, stroking her bare back until she casually jabbed her
elbow into his ribs. There was a time and a place for stuff like
that and this was neither.

Lear finished his lecture and they got up,
along with two hundred others.

“You're going to get us in trouble, idiot,”
she said.

“He didn't notice a thing.”

“You hope. He's not dumb. In fact, he's
brilliant.”

“Yes, but there are two hundred of us. He
can't watch us all at once.”

They filed out to the stairs, then made
their way slowly up the aisle to the doors amid the crowd of
others.

“And I'm going to make you pay for that
elbow later,” he whispered in her ear from behind.

She grinned, but felt a little rush of heat
at the thought. Lately, Josh had been getting a little kinky in
their sex life, and though it was a bit... daring and daunting, it
was also incredibly hot!

“Promises, promises,” she said back.

They made their way to the cafeteria, got
lunch and sat down at a table near the corner.

“You know, Lear's talk about addiction is
interesting,” he said.

She nodded as she fed a french fry into her
mouth.

“If you felt pleasure every time you did
something, would you want to do it all the time?”

She shrugged. “Why wouldn't you? If you feel
pain every time you did something you'd stop doing it, right? The
burned finger teaches fast, as they say.”

“Suppose every time you talked back to me
you got a slap on the bottom. Would you stop talking back to
me?”

She snorted. “Suppose every time you slapped
my bottom you got a knee between the legs? Would you stop slapping
me?”

“Let me put it another way,” he said,
lowering his voice. “Suppose every time you were tied up you had an
incredible series of orgasms?”

She frowned and looked around, but no one
seemed to be close enough to overhear. Tying her up was the new
kinky thing he'd begun doing during their lovemaking.

“You suppose you're capable of giving me an
incredible series of multiple orgasms every time you tie me up?”
she asked with a grin.

“The point is that sort of thing would build
on itself, right? I mean, if you got incredible pleasure every time
you got tied up, you'd soon start to feel aroused just at the
thought of being tied up.”

“Pavlov's dog drooling at the sound of the
bell,” she said, nodding and feeding another french fry through her
lips.

“Right. So that would mean just tying you up
would turn you on so much that it wouldn't be hard to give you
incredible orgasms.”

“You mean you wouldn't have to stay hard?”
she asked with a smirk.

“Or suppose every time you got your butt
slapped, you felt pleasure.”

“Getting my butt slapped doesn't bring me
pleasure,” she said.

“Suppose that you felt pleasure immediately
after getting your butt slapped?”

'You mean like as a reward? Psychologically?
It would have to be immediate. I don't know how you'd go about
doing that. Getting your butt slapped stings, you know.”

“So the pain would have to be more
influential than the pleasure.”

'Well, the pleasure would be short term, if
it was just one slap. You could make the pleasure last longer, and
that would help outweigh the pain.”

“Or if the pleasure was continuous, but
interspersed with brief pain, what affect would that have?”

She shrugged and took a bite out of her
burger.

“I wonder if I could turn you into a
nymphomaniac,” he said.

She snorted. “You mean like you?” she
said.

“I'm not a nymphomaniac, I'm just a
guy.”

“Same thing.”

“Which is interesting, don't you think? Guys
are all horny bastards. Why aren't girls?”

“Different societal upbringings, different
trigger points.”

“If we accept it's psychological!”

“Well, of course it is.”

“So you're like, repressed by society's
belief women have to be good girls.”

“No, I don't think that's it exactly. It
might be that guys just think about sex more often, and that's why
they're always horny. Girls don't think about sex all the
time.”

“Maybe that's because guys have orgasms a
lot more often.”

“That's physical,” she said.

“Yes, but it affects the motivation, right?
If a guy masturbates every night and has an orgasm easily, but
girls don't, then guys are going to be way more into sex than
girls.”

“You don't ever masturbate,” she said with
another smirk.

“That's cause I have you. And you can bring
me off in about two minutes flat. I can't do that with you.”

She nodded acceptance, taking another bite
from her burger.

“Maybe I need a better boyfriend.”

“No guy is going to be able to bring you off
in two minutes flat any time of the day like you can to any guy.
Physically, we're just easier to get off.”

“Cheating,” she said.

“On the other hand, your orgasms, the female
orgasm, is more intense, and spread out more.”

“When we get them.”

“I don't hear you complaining, babe.”

She smiled.

“But a guy has to work at it. A girl just
has to lay there, or open her mouth.”

She laughed.

“I wonder if it's your bodies that are
harder to please or your minds aren't coded to be as sexually
hungry as ours are.”

“It could be instinctive. You want to
procreate all the time and get children on every female in
sight.”

“God no!”

“Instinctively. Girls only want one mate
because they need the mate to support them and their children. Not
that they do these days. Bastards.”

“Let's get back to turning you into a
nympho.”

“I thought I was already,” she said with a
smile.

“An addict, addicted to my cock!”

She laughed and threw a french fry at
him.

“Now see, that there deserves a spanking,”
he said.

She stuck her tongue out at him.

*

Leah had met Josh last year, first in
another class, then at a party. What had attracted her to him
initially was that he was tall and broad shouldered, and he had
this incredibly strong square jaw. He'd been kind of goofy, with
tousled hair and a laid back attitude. They'd turned out to be
compatible, and became, first, fuck-buddies, then genuine
lovers.

He was smarter than he let on, had a great
body, and was a fun loving, adventurous guy who had gotten her
involved in white water rafting, wall climbing, and kite surfing.
They are at UCLA, after all, so the ocean was their playground.

He had been an okay lover, at first, but had
become better and better over time as he learned what turned her
on, how to touch her, and when. But he had a daring side to his
sexuality which was also dragging her along into outrageous
things.

They'd made love in the library, for
example. That had been wild! They'd made love on a public beach in
the middle of the night with the waves lapping at her feet and the
moon overhead, and that had been incredible! Being completely naked
on a beach where they often went, which was always crowded with
people, was a wild, dark thrill.

He'd also taken her from behind on a balcony
of an outdoor stairway of the Physical Sciences building, three
floors up, with students walking by below and her naked from the
waist down leaning over the railing! He'd suggested even crazier
things, which she'd vetoed so far.

And then there was the bondage thing. He'd
only started that a few weeks ago. She had been okay with it as
kind of interesting, and kind of silly, except it had definitely
had an influence on her. Once she was tied spreadeagled to the bed
and helpless she'd felt a sense of breathless anticipation as he'd
begun working on her body. The heat had built up rapidly until
she'd felt as though she were in a fever heat!

And she acknowledged to herself that she was
already beginning to like the idea of him tying her up again. She
certainly put up no more than pro forma objections when he proposed
to do it now. She mocked it and teased him in part to hide the
sense of arousal she was feeling.

She wasn't quite sure why being tied up
turned her on so much, but it did. Just the other night he'd tied
her spreadeagled to the bed and kept her writhing and twisting and
moaning for a long time, backing off whenever she approached
orgasm, until she'd begged him, almost in tears, to let her
come.

And now that she thought about it, she
frowned, wondering if he was already trying this on her as some
kind of psychological experiment, as if he was only proposing what
he had already started.

“Is that why you've started wanting to tie
me up so much?” she asked accusingly.

“Hmm, no. I'm just using it as a frame of
reference. I mean, I wouldn't want you addicted to opiates, after
all, but addicted to sex, now that would be pretty cool.”

“Aren't you already addicted to sex?” she
asked dryly.

“Well, I'm awfully fond of it,” he said.
“I'm not sure I'm an addict.”

“Can you go a full day without it?”

“Obviously. Do I want to? Obviously
not.”

“When was the last time you went a whole day
without an orgasm?”

“Ahm... when I was twelve, maybe?”

She snorted. “Maybe that's what makes men
such perverts. You're addicted to orgasms.”

“I bet I could make you addicted to them
too, baby,” he said with a leer.

“Have to buy me a vibrator,” she replied,
smirking.

“Maybe I'll do that.”

*

They broke apart for a couple of classes,
and when she got home to the apartment they rented together just
off campus he was already waiting – with something else he'd
bought.

“What is that?” she asked, putting down her
shoulder bag with a frown.

He grinned and tossed it at her. It was...
rope. It was black rope, the softest rope she'd ever felt, in fact.
It didn't take a genius to figure out what it was intended for.

“Perve,” she said, tossing it back.

He usually used panty hose or ties or towels
to tie her to the bed. Now he'd actually bought real rope! A
special kind of rope! That made her chest tighten a little in
breathless anticipation.

“Take off your clothes, baby, and we'll
start the experiment,” he said with a grin.

“Before dinner? Give me a break!”

“I'll make dinner tonight.”

“But it's my turn, but hey, if that's what
you want, go for it!”

“Get naked first.”

“Why?” she asked suspiciously. “What are you
planning?”

“Something... interesting... and addictive,”
he said.

Leah licked her lips uncertainly. Then, with
a rush of interest and heat, she shrugged and went into their
bedroom. He followed, rope in hand, and watched as she began to get
undressed.

Posing always excited her. After all, she'd
grown up measuring herself alongside the sexy girls all the guys
looked at on the internet, shaping her body into the same poses,
assessing herself on that basis. She knew she looked hot, and liked
it.

After all, how hot you looked was incredibly
important. If you weren't considered hot, you weren't worth much.
At least, not to the guys. Even other girls were constantly
measuring each other against themselves as if they were forming a
hierarchy as to who was most attractive.

The ones on top got to have tons of friends,
and go to parties, and be sought after by all the guys. The ones on
the bottom... they stayed home watching TV and eating ice
cream.

She'd gotten lucky, and knew it. She had
been born with major advantages over most girls. First, both her
parents were very good looking, and she'd gotten the same traits.
She'd also inherited creamy white, unblemished skin, and her mom's
thick mass of soft chestnut hair.

Second, her mother wasn't very busty but
both grandmothers were, and she'd inherited her thirty-four-D cups
from them. Not that she was huge, but her breasts were full and
round and heavy, but still very firm with youth, and the determined
exercise she put in every day.

She had a flat belly, also courtesy of
exercise and careful eating, rounded hips, and an even more nicely
rounded bottom. All of this made her almost entirely satisfied and
even a little smug when she had, over the years, looked at herself
in the mirror and assessed her value in comparison to the sexual
hotness factor which was so prevalent in society.

She knew she looked hot naked, and was
pleased by it, and pleased by being able to demonstrate that, for
she rarely could, of course. So as she undressed, she gave him a
saucy look, again, learned on the internet, sliding her tongue
across her lower lip as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, then
eased it open and back. There was an art to undressing when a guy
was watching, and she had learned it quite well.

Basking in a hot guy's undisguised lust was,
after all, arousing in itself, and pretty damn ego flattering.

But of course, it wouldn't do to let him
know that.

She slid her bra off, half cupping her
breasts at first, then sliding her hands and bra away. Of course,
she watched his eyes locked in on her breasts and saw the
appreciation in them as they hung on her chest like plump peaches
on a tree.

She felt a little thrum of excitement as she
slid her pants down, then turned to step out of them, showing him
her thong clad bottom. She knocked his hand away casually as it
slid in to grope her, then slipped off her thong to stand there
casually naked, or doing her best to appear casual.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked in a
tone of one going along with something just to please him.

“First, bend forward over the bed.”

“That's not exactly new,” she said with a
snort.

“You'll see,” he said.

She leaned forward, then more, as he pushed
down on her back, leaned over until her hands were on the bed and
her upper body was bent over at a ninety degree angle. He was
fooling with the rope and she was curious as to what he was going
to do to her in this position.

She was startled when he drew the rope under
her, with what looked like two loops in it, then pulled the loops
up around her breasts!

“What on earth are you doing!?”

“Just wait and see. You'll like it,” he
promised.

Leah was dubious about that! Though she was
feeling a little rush as he pulled the loops up around the base of
her breasts, then pulled the rope around over her ribs and in
together behind. He was pulling on the rope from either side so
that the loops tightened slowly, and she gasped as she felt the
pressure squeezing in on her breasts.

As the loops tightened, he'd reach under her
with one hand, pushing them up, making sure they stayed close to
her ribs. She felt her breasts starting to throb, her nipples
already rock hard below her. The pressure of the ropes was now
starting to harden her breasts, making them swell, and making them
kind of... angle outward to either side.

“Don't tie it too tight!” she exclaimed.

“I won't.”

She was more than a little confused by it
all. She understood tying her wrists and ankles, but why on earth
would he tie rope around her breasts!?

She gasped as he gripped her hair behind her
neck and pulled her firmly up and back.

“Hands behind your back,” he said.

She complied, crossing her wrists but he
moved them so her arms were crossed higher up, then she felt the
rope which he'd drawn around her ribs on either side, looping in
around her arms and then drawing in closer and closer. She felt her
arms forced further in on either side, and her shoulders getting
tighter as they were forced further back.

She was a lithe girl, but even so it began
to ache.

“Not too far!” she complained.

He slapped her bottom and she gasped.

“No complaining, slave girl.”

She snorted in disdain, but the words were
not without a dark, exciting flavor.

“You wish!”

He moved around her, drawing the ropes
around either side again, then crossed them at her belly, leading
them back around behind her. He crossed them behind her, then led
them around in front of again, crossing them again at her
abdomen.

“Bend over and spread your legs.”

Again, the words, though said brusquely,
gave her a small rush as she complied. Then she felt his hand
gripping the back of her neck, bending her over even more, so that
her forehead was pressed against the bed. At the same time, his
right foot forced her right leg further apart.

She felt his fingers at her sex, stroking
her clitoris, which was already hot and swollen. Her pulse rate
picked up as his fingers dipped inside her, then squirmed and
twisted as they pushed deeper. He'd put something on them for they
were slippery, but she didn't think she really needed it. She felt
pretty wet!

His fingers slid in and out, but not with
any great sense of pleasure. It was more as if they were just
trying to open her up. They drew back and something else pushed
against her. It was much thicker, and she thought for a moment it
was his cock, but he was standing beside her.

“What is that!?” she demanded, starting to
straighten.

Crack! His hand slapped her
bottom.

“Ow!”

“Stay bent over. It's just a dildo.”

“What dildo!?”

“I bought one,” he said in amusement.

She let out an incredulous laugh. “You
bought a dildo!?”

She could feel it sliding deeper inside her
as he pumped it slowly in and out, could feel the familiar and
exciting pressure and fullness as it drove higher, and her chest
began to get tighter as her excitement grew.

The pressure on it eased and she felt his
finger instead go to her wrinkled anal opening.

“Joshua!” she moaned.

Crack!

“No complaints, slave girl.”

She didn't like anal sex. She did it, now
and then, to please him, but she thought it was kind of dirty and
nasty. Now she squirmed mentally as his slippery finger dipped in
and out, then was replaced by something else, something which was
narrow, at first, then got thicker and thicker until she ached.

It suddenly slipped inside her completely,
sucked in by her body, or so she thought. But no, she could feel a
bit of it outside pressing against her, something no bigger than a
coin.

“What is that?”

“A butt-plug.”

“You're such a pervert!”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop that!”

She felt her hair pulled, straightening her
again, then he turned her and fed the two ropes down between her
legs. He knelt there, carefully crossing the two ropes at the top
of her sex, then crossing them again, then separating them to slide
down to either side of the dildo which still protruded several
inches from her body.

He got up and moved behind her, pulling the
ropes, now joined, up between her buttocks, and tying them off
behind her back.

“Okay, come back to the living room.”

He gripped her arm, leading her along.
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They had a two bedroom apartment. The main
bedroom was large, the second bedroom smaller and used as a study
room. The windows were large and continuous, running along the
outside wall of the building.

He led her out past the door to the second
bedroom and the bathroom, then turned up the hall and then turned
again at the front door. The long living room had a kitchen without
windows on the left, and then the dining room past that.

The long living room had them arranging the
furniture a bit awkwardly to cover so much space. One of the things
they did was to have a love seat facing towards the conversation
area, at a ninety degree angle to the TV and sofa, which had the
back of the love seat facing the rest of the long room.

“Get on the love seat, facing the back.”

He bent her over the back of the sofa,
spreading her legs a little, then pushed against the base of the
dildo. She groaned as it was forced even deeper. At the same time,
her torso was bent over the padded back of the sofa so that her
taut breasts were again hanging down below her.

She felt him tying rope around her legs,
just above the knees and pulling them to the sides, so she was
unable to close them, then he came around in behind the sofa,
grinning at her and showing her what looked like a silver chain
with two black loops at the ends.

He knelt and placed the first loop up
against her swollen right nipple, pressed it in firmly so her
nipple pushed through it, then began to tug softly on the tip. The
loop closed, closed tighter and tighter, as she began to moan, then
hiss.

“Ow! Not so tight! Ow!”

He didn't open it, though, but instead put
the other end up around her other nipple and tightened it just as
much.

“Ow! This stings, Joshua!”

“It will be better in a minute.”

The chain hung below her, and he soon
attached a thin cord to it, then fed the cord downward and tied it
off below the sofa somewhere. Leah felt a surge of heat as she
realized she couldn't straighten up, that he had found an inventive
and nasty way to tie her up!

He disappeared behind her, then she felt his
fingers at her sex, and a moment later, his tongue on her clitoris.
She gasped and moaned, her bottom flinching, her hips starting to
roll back against him as the heat which was already bubbling away
inside her now began to churn with growing intensity!

He had worked hard over the past year to
make himself good at oral sex, to learn just what she liked, and
he'd succeeded. Given her already heightened state of arousal it
didn't take long before she was grinding her hips back and moaning
excitedly.

He stood back, and, gasping, she turned her
head around to see him holding up a belt or strap of some kind. She
heard a strange buzzing sound, then he swung the belt down. It
struck her bottom a stinging blow and she cried out in pain!

But it was the only blow, and a moment later
she felt – something – pressing against her moist sex, something
rounded and hard and which... buzzed with alarming power! She was
so startled by it her protest was halted before she could vocalize
it! Her groin buzzed, and that churning sensation grew instantly
more powerful!

“Oh! Oh God! Oh my God! What is it! Is that
a vibrator!?” she cried, her voice rising rapidly.

“Yup,” he said.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! Oh!”

Her hips ground back with more and more
hunger and passion as she felt her very body beginning to shake in
tune to the vibrations. Her pussy was squeezing tightly around the
dildo, and she suddenly realized that moving her body much tugged
her nipples against the loops he'd bound to them.!

That... stung! But it stung in a strange,
fascinating, exciting way which added to the firestorm of heat that
was starting to consume her mind and body.

And then he stopped and went past her into
the little kitchenette and began to make dinner.

“Joshua!” she groaned in protest.

He hummed to himself and she raised her
head, glaring through her own bangs, shaking her head to get then
out of her eyes.

“Are you trying to drive me crazy!?”

“A little,” he said over his shoulder.

She glared at him and tried to draw her legs
in closer together, but they were just far enough apart she
couldn't grind them against each other, nor even against the
swollen lips of her sex which were stretched tautly by the
dildo!

“Bastard!”

He grinned, then put down the pot and came
around behind her, and before she could react had picked up the
strap and swung it down sharply across her bottom, twice.

“Ow! Fuck!” she cried.

But then the vibrator came on and jammed up
against her sex, up against her clitoris, rubbing against her more
roughly than she wanted, squeezing her swollen clitoris in and back
against the dildo which was up inside her.

“Oh! Oh! Not so hard!” she gasped.

He eased up, but only a bit, and rubbed the
vibrator up and down against her so that within seconds she was
gasping and moaning and rolling her hips up and back again.

And then he stopped, put down the vibrator,
and went around in front to continue with dinner.

“Fucking Christ!” she moaned. “What... where
did you get this thing?”

“What? The vibrator?”

“I've used one before and it wasn't like
this!”

“This is a more expensive model, and it
doesn't use batteries. It's plugged into the wall.”

Leah tried to turn her head around, to see
it, but any attempt to twist her upper body pulled her nipples
against the loops and made them sting hotly.

“Joshua,” she moaned. “Make me come!”

“Slave girls don't give orders. They
beg.”

“Pleeease make me come!”

“I think to get in the right mood, you
should call me sir.”

“What!? I'm not calling you sir!”

He shrugged, opening the refrigerator and
getting something out.

“I can kneel here all day. I don't care! I'm
comfortable!”

“That's good,” he said.

“Asshole.”

“What's that? Are you asking me to fuck you
in the ass?”

“No,” she said, glaring, face flushed.

She rolled her hips a little, testing the
ropes, and hissed as she pulled her nipples against the loops. Her
breasts were throbbing and hot, the nipples burning little pebbles!
She'd never felt her breasts so... swollen! If she eased back a
bit, the underside of them pressed in harder against the corner of
the sofa back, squeezing them even more.

Moaning softly, she rolled her body a bit,
in and out, rubbing and squeezing her breasts against the top of
the sofa, and not incidentally, tugging her nipples against the
loops. It was bizarrely pleasurable, perhaps given the level of
heat swirling and roiling through her body.

Joshua came around behind her and picked up
the strap, then swung it down sharply, twice.

“Ow! Ow!”

Then instead of the vibrator she felt his
lips against her swollen clitoris, felt them suck rhythmically
against her as he applied pressure to the base of the dildo.

Leah gasped and moaned, her hips almost
immediately beginning to grind back against him, which also pulled
on her nipples and squeezed her breasts. Her breathing became
faster and more ragged, the air rattling in and out of her as she
gasped for breath and her body began to tremble.

And he stopped and walked past her to the
kitchen.

Leah moaned in denial, her head dropping,
tremors rolling through her.

“I-I'm not going to let you tie me up any
more!” she moaned.

“Yes, you will,” he replied confidently.

He put something into the oven, and came
back to her, then abruptly gathered her hair up in his fist and
jerked her head up as he unzipped his trousers. She gasped in pain,
her nipples tingling and burning as he forced her head back. But
then he drew her face forward again and his rock hard cock pushed
through her open lips and slid along her tongue.

She moaned around it, closing her lips
hungrily, excitedly sucking and licking, feeling that long, swollen
tube along the underside of his thick shaft as he pushed it slowly
in and out.

It wasn't just the size of his shoulders
which had attracted him to her, after her initial blow job. It was
the startling, to her, size of his cock, which she found incredibly
arousing. People could talk how they wanted about size not
mattering, but it did, at least psychologically. She loved feeling
so full when he pushed into her or when she slid down the length of
it!

Leah prided herself at being pretty good at
oral sex, but she now found herself slightly confused. She had
always controlled it before, and now she didn't even have her hands
to use to ease how fast he moved in and out – or how deep.

He pulled out and she cried out as he tugged
sharply on her hair, raising her head up and back.

“Tell me you want my cock, slut.”

“I want your cock!” she moaned.

“Say sir.”

“No way!”

He chuckled and dropped her head, then moved
around behind her.

“Don't!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Fuck! Ow!”

The blows cut stingingly across her buttocks
and made her jerk sharply, but then the vibrator came on before she
could protest, and she shuddered a sit began to grind up and down
against her clitoris.

“Oh fuuuuck!” she moaned, rolling her hips
back hungrily.

“Nasty little slut,” he said, slapping her
bottom. “You know you want my cock inside you.”

She moaned, gulping in air as the heat swept
up around her mind and pulled her into a feverish need and
hunger!

He stopped and moved around behind her. She
moaned in denial even before he gripped her hair and jerked her
head up and back. He thrust his cock into her open mouth and she
moaned around it, sucking as he pumped slowly in and out.

Then, startling her, he pushed deep.
Deep!

Her eyes bulged as she felt the head
entering her throat. Her body jerked convulsively, instinctively,
her arms pulling against the ropes binding them back, and finding
she could do nothing!

His cock slid down her throat as she gagged
weakly, gurgling around the thick, slick flesh, rolling her eyes up
at him even as he pulled her in tighter, even as he forced the last
few inches into her and locked her, trembling, against his groin
with her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.

“Oh yeah!” he groaned. “Fuck, yeah!”

It was only the second time she'd ever deep
throated. The first time had been him, as well, months earlier.
She'd tried since then, but it was so difficult to force her lips
down as the thick flesh filled her throat! Only this time, it
hadn't been her doing it. Nor had she been able to pull back!

He held her firmly against him as her chest
burned and her head pounded, as she began to feel a sense of panic
at being unable to breath. Then he slowly pulled back, and her eyes
dropped, dazedly staring at the long, thick length of his
glistening cock as it came out, inch after inch after inch of
it.

She coughed as the head came out of her
throat, then gasped for breath as he pulled out entirely, dropping
her head as he released her hair.

She moaned weakly as he returned to the
kitchen to do something, catching her breath.

“Ohmygod!” she groaned.

“Knew you could deep throat,” he said.

He came back, moved behind her, and picked
up the strap.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Don't!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Joshua!”

The vibrator came on, and she moaned in
relief. Her bottom was hot and stinging! But now the vibrator
ground against her clitoris and she began to roll her hips back as
her nerve endings began to burn and crackle with energy and
power!

He moved around behind the sofa, in front of
her, then leaned over, letting his long reach slide the thing down
between her left leg and the back of the sofa, sliding the head up
against her clitoris to grind again.

His other hand gripped her hair and lifted
her head, then his still very hard cock slid through her open lips
and drove deep into her throat.

Her eyes bulged, and she gurgled and gagged
around it, but not as much as she would have expected. Her hips
were grinding wildly against the vibrator pressed against her
clitoris, and a dark, animal heat filled her body and mind!

This was the kinkiest sex she'd ever had,
and her mind was burning with passion as her body thrilled to the
sensations pouring through her nervous system!

He pulled his cock back out and she coughed and gasped for
breath.

“Nasty little slut,” he said. “You know you
want to be my slave girl.”

He moved around behind her again and picked
up the belt.

Crack!

“Ow!

“Say it.”

Crack!

“Oh! Josh!”

Crack! The belt cut across her bottom
again, with a sharp, stinging blow.

“Call me sir.”

“No!”

Crack! The belt slashed down across
her bottom and sent a jolt of pain through her bottom!

“Oww! Don't!” she gasped.

“Say sir.”

Crack!

“Sir!” she exclaimed.

The vibrator came on again and began to rub
back and forth over her clitoris. At the same time, she felt the
dildo shifting as he tugged the rope aside, pulling back, sliding
slowly down her tightly stretched tube – then sliding back into her
again!

She moaned, her hips grinding back against
it as the dildo pumped in and out faster and faster while the
vibrator ground up against her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”
she cried, heat boiling through her body as the orgasm finally
washed over her!

He was thrusting the dildo into her hard and
fast as her hips bucked back against it, and a swirling, churning
wave of heat and pleasure tore through her as her body jerked and
shook and trembled, her nipples tugging insistently against the
narrow chains, her insides a firestorm of pleasure exploding
outward!

She jerked violently as her nervous system
was overloaded, her muscles spasming again and again at the sudden
intense release of pleasure and energy. Then she half collapsed
across the back of the sofa, gasping for breath, her head dropping
as she groaned weakly.

She felt the dildo shoved deep inside her
once more, the rope pulled up around it as the vibrator was turned
off. Then Josh appeared, moving into the kitchen to finish making
dinner.

She, of course, was still tied up
helplessly.

“Joooosh,” she groaned.

“Yes, slave girl?”

“I can't eat like this,” she said,
panting.

“Sure you can. But don't worry about it. The
point of being a sex slave is you don't have to worry about
anything. I'll take care of it.”

She slowly regained her breath, raising her
head up to try and see what he was up to. She was lucky in her hair
in that it grew in thick and rich and soft. It was shoulder length,
and she kept it thick on the sides and over her forehead, heavy
bangs sometimes even getting in her eyes so that she had to brush
them aside.

Now, of course, it was very hard to see with
pulling her head up and back sharply, and it was harder to hold it
in that position, obviously, than if she had been upright.

“Untie me!” she groaned.

“Nope.”

“Bastard,” she sighed.

He walked over to her then around behind
her.

“Wait! Wait!” she gasped as she turned her
head and saw him picking up the belt.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Shit!”

He walked back into the kitchen and she
glared at him.

“We're experimenting in psychology,
remember?” he said over his shoulder.

“How come we can't experiment where you get
your ass smacked every time you say something I don't like?”

'Because that wouldn't be very natural.”

“Ha!”

“I'd have to be kind of wimpy to allow that,
and you'd never live with a wimpy guy.”

“I have nothing against wimpy guys!”

“Yeah, right, and you think they're so sexy,
right?”

“Well...”

“On the other hand, there's no question at
all about how incredibly sexy you are, and how incredibly sexy you
look right now.”

“My nipples hurt,” she grumbled.

“They'll be very sensitive when I take those
loops off and start licking and suck on them.”

She gulped, feeling a little rush of
anticipation.

“Aren't you still hard?”

“I'm rationing you.”

“What?” she laughed.

He came back to the sofa, then moved past
her. She gasped, turning her head, but he went past and into the
bedroom. She glared, pulling against the ropes around her legs
again, trying to free her arms. When she sensed movement she turned
her head again and saw him coming out of the bedroom wearing just
sweatpants.

He moved past her and checked on the dinner,
then came back to her, drawing his cock out of the fly of the
sweatpants.

She gasped as he seized her soft hair and
jerked her head around, then stuffed his cock unceremoniously into
her mouth.

She glared up at him but closed her lips,
sucking on him as he pumped slowly in and out.

“You hot little sex slave you,” he said, his
hand reaching down to knead her swollen breast.

Leah moaned around his cock, growing more
aroused as he pumped slowly in and out. He pulled out entirely,
jerking his sweatpants down and guiding her lips to his balls so
she could suck and lick them.

“Suck your master's balls, slave girl,” he
said.

The words were kinky and exciting and
wicked, and Leah was doing just that as she mouthed them and worked
them around in her mouth.

He released her hair and moved around behind
her, and she felt his fingers at her clitoris, then his tongue
licking hard and fast as she gasped and felt a shudder run through
her. The dildo began to move slowly in and out as he licked her,
and she was astonished at how fast the heat began to build!

Then again, despite how incredible the
orgasm had been, the heat had never really left her entirely, not
with the position she was in and the dildo and butt-plug inside
her!

She groaned, squeezing her breasts against
the sofa, tugging on the nipples as his tongue licked hard and
fast. He stopped suddenly, through and then – .

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Josh!”

Crack!

She squealed at the stinging pain, then
gasped as she heard the vibrator again, and then moaned as it
ground against her clitoris!

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she cried, grinding and
rolling her hips back in helpless passion and need.

He turned off the orgasm and moved around in
front of her, seized her hair, jerked her head up, and thrust his
cock into her mouth again. He pumped it in and out slowly, then
pushed the head deep, waited, and then pushed it deeper.

She gagged and gurgled weakly, her body
jerking against the ropes as his cock pushed into her throat and
then slid firmly down through it's tight, slick depths, his hips
pushing forward until every last inch was buried in her mouth and
throat.

“Hot little deep throating slave girl,” he
said, pulling back on her hair as he pumped in and out of her
throat.

He pumped harder, faster, and she gurgled
and gagged weakly, her head starting to spin from lack of air!
Then, suddenly, he buried himself in place and held her there,
gasping, groaning, and starting to relax. He drew his shaft slowly
up out of her throat, and out, and she coughed and sucked in air as
he moved around in back of her again.

The vibrator came on and began to grind
against her clitoris, but at first she paid little attention, being
occupied in the simple task of breathing. As her pulse rate eased
and the burning in her chest lightened she began to grind herself
back against the vibrator once again. But her head throbbed, and
she felt light headed.

The vibrator stopped.

“Say sir,” he said.

Crack! His hand slapped against her
bottom.

“Say sir.”

“Sir!” she moaned.

“Say please make me come, sir.”

“Please make me come, sir!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Again.”

“Please make me come, sir!” she cried as he
started pumping the dildo again and ground the vibrator across her
clitoris.

“Again.”

“Please make me come, sir!” she gasped, her
hips grinding more and more feverishly.

“Again.”

“Please make me come, sir!”

The heat was a churning, frothing flood of
pressure filling her body, making her tremble and shake as it
mounted higher and higher.

Crack! “Again!”

“Please make me come, sir!”

And then she did, crying out again and again
as the orgasm tore through her body, as she twisted and jerked,
pulling her nipples against the cords, mashing her breasts against
the back and top of the sofa, and glorying in the deep, powerful
thrusting of the thick dildo inside her!
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“This is dumb,” she groaned.

“Eat, slave girl.”

She sighed and licked a piece of meat out of
his hand. He had pulled the table over next to the back of the
sofa, and was sitting there while she continued to bend over the
back of the sofa, tied in place. He fed himself, but also had to
feed her since she was still bound. He didn't seem to mind,
though.

“You need to eat so you have the energy for
many more orgasms tonight.”

She snorted but felt a little quaver in her
stomach.

“How long are you going to keep me tied up?”
she asked plaintively.

“As long as I want. You're my sex slave,
after all.”

She snorted again, then took another piece
from his fingers.

“How is your hot little pussy?”

“Sore,” she complained. “You pushed that
thing in too deep!”

“You didn't seem to mind when you were
having orgasms.”

“It's like being punched in the belly on the
inside,” she grumbled.

“I bet if some guy had a giant cock like
that you'd love to be pounded by him, maybe some big black guy with
a long, black cock.”

“I don't think so.”

“Maybe I'll find one and invite him over.
Leave you tied up like this and let him pound you. I could fuck
your mouth at the same time”

She glared at him as she took another piece
of meat from his fingers, hiding the dark thrill his words sent
through her. Of course, he would do no such thing, but the very
idea was so... kinky and nasty and thrilling!

After dinner, he left her there as he rinsed
things off and put things away, then put the dirty dishes in the
dishwasher.

“Jooooosh! My nipples hurt!' she
complained.

He came back to her and untied her legs at
last, then undid the loops around her nipples and pulled her back
off the sofa.

Leah groaned as her stiff body was finally
able to move and turn, but she didn't go far since he sat down and
then turned her and had her sitting across his lap, her back
propped against the arm of the sofa.

His hand went immediately in between her
thighs, his palm pressing softly against the base of the dildo, at
first, then his fingers finding her clitoris. She was busy gasping
and hissing in pain, for her nipples were burning and aching now
that the tight clamps had been removed.

That didn't last very long, though, and they
subsided into a powerful tingling sensation.

Which was when he jerked back on her hair to
make her back arch, and then bent and began to gently lick her
nipples, then suck them, then chew harder and harder on the flesh
around them as he sucked rhythmically.

“Oh! Oh! Josh! Wait! Oh! Not so hard!” she
squealed, her nipples incredibly sensitive.

He ignored her, sucking strongly as his
fingers rubbed her clitoris. He tugged the rope back from the
dildo, then, and began to pump it in and out as his thumb stroked
her clitoris. He transferred his mouth from one throbbing breast to
the other, forcing her head back, sometimes shifting up to chew and
suck briefly on the nape of her neck instead before shifting back
to her breasts.

He stopped, picking up something from the
coffee table and then eased his grip on her hair, letting her head
fall forward enough to see he was holding a plastic ruler for some
reason.

“Say sir,” he said.

She groaned, and he slapped the ruler
against her right nipple.

“Ow!”

“Say sir.”

“Josh!”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

“Say sir.”

“Sir!”

He slapped the ruler down again anyway, but
only very lightly, and repeatedly, slapping one nipple, then the
other as he slowly forced her head back again.

“Joooosh!” she moaned.

“Sir,” he said, slapping hard.

“Ow! Sir! Fuck!”

Crack! “No swearing.”

“Ow!”

“Would you like to come again, slave girl?”
he asked.

She gasped at the question. “Y-Yes!” she
gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir.”

“Yes, sir!”

He put down the ruler, licking and lightly
sucking at her nipples, his hand, which had stopped moving,
beginning to work the dildo in and out again as his thumb rubbed
against her clitoris.

“Beg me to make you come, slave girl.”

“Please make me come, sir!” she groaned.

“Again.”

“Please make me come, sir!” she gasped, her
insides thrumming wildly as he thrust the dildo and stroked her
clitoris.

Now he bent and began to suck and lick at
her nipples again, her exquisitely sensitive nipples

Leah began to squirm and moan, mouth agape,
staring up at the ceiling as he held her hair so tightly, hips
grinding against his fingers and the hard, thrusting dildo!

“Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“Again.”

“Please make me come, sir!”

And then the orgasm hit, her third in not
much over an hour, and she shuddered and squirmed and arched back,
her head jerking as her insides spasmed violently!

*

She spent the entire evening tied up and
naked. Sometimes she was slumped beside him, sometimes across his
lap. She spent some time on her belly across his lap as he
alternately spanked and fingered her, rousing her, only to spank
her, then rousing her again before driving her into another intense
orgasm.

Before bed he bent her over the back of the
sofa, from the rear this time, placing the vibrator under her sex
as he strapped her, making her beg to come again. Only this time he
pulled the butt-plug out and slowly sheathed his thick cock in her
tight ass, pumping in and out as he jerked back on her hair and
slapped her bottom, and she ground her clitoris against the
powerful vibrator!

It was, all in all, an astonishing and
thrilling evening for Leah. And it didn't end with bedtime. He
licked her to another orgasm, then had her sleep with her wrists
tied together behind her back. In the morning, they showered
together with her wrists still tied, and she deep throated him on
her knees. He then licked her to another intense orgasm.

It was somewhat astonishing to realize, she
thought, as she headed for classes, that she hadn't worn a stitch
of clothing since she'd come home, and been tied up the entire
time! On the other hand, it had sure been worth it, given the
incredibly powerful orgasms she'd had during his little
'experiment'!

Their day at class was much like any other,
with no real signs of what had transpired the previous evening.
They only had the one class together, and they didn't have it that
day, so she didn't see him until lunch. They ate lunch as usual,
but it wasn't until the end that he brought anything up which
referred to their hot little sex session.

“I bought something else for you,” he
said.

“Huh? What?”

He waggled his eyebrows, and she felt
herself flush, eyes guiltily flicking from side to side.

“Josh,” she said, frowning.

He grinned. “Don't worry. You'll like
it.”

“My wrists are red from those stupid ropes,”
she complained.

“Yeah, not a good idea to keep you tied up
so long.”

“I'm glad you realize it!”

He took her hand and then kissed her
wrist.

“How do your nipples feel?” he asked with a
grin.

She felt her flush deepen. Her nipples still
felt warm and sensitive to the touch!

“I'm going to make you come even more often
tonight,” he said, before leaving.

She gulped, glared at him and then headed
off to her own class, feeling a swirling, churning confusion and
heat within herself as she wondered what her perverted boyfriend
was up to now.

*

“I'm not staying naked all night again!” she
protested.

“Strip, slave girl.”

“And I'm not your slave girl!”

He grinned smugly.

“I'm not!” she said, glaring.

She sighed, though, and took off her
clothes, though with less ceremony than she had the other night.
She was making it clear she thought this whole thing was silly and
she was just doing it to humor him.

“What is that?!” she demanded as he pulled a
studded black leather bondage collar from a bag.

“Got this for you.”

She felt a rush of heat. “I'm not wearing
that!”

“Oh yes you are.”

She glared but didn't really resist as he
slipped it around her slender throat and buckled it behind her
neck, then, when she started moving towards the bathroom to look in
the mirror he jerked her back.

“Not so fast.”

He had several smaller versions of the
leather collar, and Leah felt her insides starting to thrum with
energy as she let him slide them around her wrists, then her
ankles.

“You really are a pervert,” she said.

She let him lead her to the bedroom and
looked at herself in the full length mirror, a bit wary, a bit
rueful, and helplessly excited, even as he drew her wrists back
behind her back and locked them there.

“On your knees, slave.”

She knelt in front of the full length mirror
as he stripped, then guided her to his cock. Sucking him here, in
front of the mirror, was sexy and hot since she could see herself
out of the corner of her eyes, and she moaned, feeling hot, as
though she were in one of those sex videos she'd seen on the
internet!

As he had yesterday, though, he demonstrated considerable patience,
for after buying his cock in her throat several times, leaving her
gasping and dazed, he pulled out and then repositioned her, bending
her over, pushing her down so that her breasts and chin were on the
floor, again, with the mirror on her side so she could see, and her
bottom raised high in the air.

This time he thrust himself into her, and
she groaned excitedly, staring at herself, watching him fucking
her, with her wrists locked behind her back, the collar large and
visible around her throat!

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said, slapping
her bottom.

Crack!

He reached forward and gripped her soft
hair, pulling it up and back so that she gurgled and gasped, then
held himself still, with the head of his cock tightly clasped by
the lips of her sex.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.

He thrust himself into her with a long, slow
stroke which ended with him grinding his hips against her upraised
buttocks, then drew himself back out and stopped again.

Crack! Crack!

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

He cock plunged deep into her belly once
more, and he ground himself against her, then drew back.

Crack!

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, sir!' she cried, moaning as
his thick shaft pumped inside her.

He jerked back on her hair again, his other
hand sliding under her hip to finger her clitoris as he pumped,
then sliding up to roughly grope her breast before drawing back to
slap her bottom.

“Again!”

“Please fuck me sir!” she gasped, her
insides burning with excitement, heat and energy.

His fingers stroked her clitoris once more,
then groped her breasts, then came back up again to slap her
bottom.

“Please fuck me, sir!' she gasped, before he
could ask.

His hips worked faster, his left hand
jerking back on her hair while his right darted back and forth
between kneading her breast and fingering her clitoris, until her
hips started to spasm uncontrollably. Then he pulled harder on her
hair and focused his slick fingers on rubbing her clitoris as
rapidly as possible!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Josh! Oh! Fuck! More!
More! Harder!” she cried, her hips bucking back desperately as the
roar of pleasure flooded her mind.

*

She spent that evening naked, just as she
had the previous one, only with her wrists clipped together behind
her with the more comfortable leather restraints rather than ropes.
Sometimes she lay across his lap so he could finger and caress her
body, and sometimes she could simply sit on the sofa – though only
with her legs spread wide and slumped back because of the dildo
he'd pushed into her once again.

And of course, his hands would often reach
over to fondle and caress her then, as well, or worse, use the
vibrator, which was constantly at hand, to make her tremble and
moan and squirm.

Twice he put her across his lap when she was
worked up, then spanked her while using the vibrator at the same
time to drive her into a state of writhing, moaning heat, then push
her over the edge into powerful climaxes

But this night he had her remove them before
going to sleep.

“After all, the experiment is to see if
constant sexual pleasure while you're tied up will cause you to
want to be tied up more. So we should probably avoid doing casual
stuff like sleeping while tied up because, well, that's not much
use in turning you into a bondage slut.“

“And we do so want me to be a bondage slut,”
she said with a sarcastic smirk.

“Well, sacrifices must sometimes be made in
the interests of science, babe.”

“Ha. Where's your sacrifice?”

“Beautiful naked girls make way better
sacrifices.”

“And who decided that?”

“Guys, I guess,” he said, grinning.
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On day three Leah felt herself starting to
get tight chested even as her last class came to an end, out of
sheer excitement at what might happen that night. She didn't think
it was just the bondage, though, but rather, the hot, kinky,
incredible sex! It wouldn't be any better if her wrists were
untied, she thought.

Then again, the thought of being tied up
was... exciting. But hadn't it been before? Was it more exciting
now than it had been the first time he'd done it? Was anticipation
of hot sex arousing her or anticipation of being tied up? She
thought it was just the former, not the latter.

It wasn't that sex with Josh hadn't always
been good. But now, with his 'experiment' the sex didn't depend on
his staying power. He had plenty of that, of course, but going for
hours was just not in him, or any other man she'd ever met. Who
could stay hard that long? But using sex toys, well, those never
softened. And she should have looked into getting one of those
powerful vibrators herself years ago! Who knew how incredible they
would feel!?

Josh had kept her in a state of arousal all
evening long, just as he had the previous evening! And she didn't
think that had ever happened in her life before. Oh, she'd been
feeling hot, feeling aroused lots of times previously, but not for
hour after hour! And that was probably why her orgasms were more
intense, because of the long build-ups.

This time Josh had been home all afternoon,
due to how his classes ran. And it was clear to her from the look
in his eyes he was up to something. Since she already had
butterflies in her stomach, she felt a rush of anticipation, along
with wariness, as he greeted her with a soft kiss.

“And what nasty, dirty things do you have in
mind for tonight, perve?” she asked.

“I think you should call me 'sir' out of
respect for me as the authority figure in this relationship,” he
said.

She snorted in amusement. “I don't think
so... sir!”

“I bet I can change your mind.”

“I bet you can't.”

He took her arm, firmly, but not roughly,
and pulled her into the bedroom. Her eyes caught the collar and
restraints sitting on the bed, along with something else, a kind of
black ball with straps on either side. She also noticed the heavy
chair from the hall was here, sitting in the corner, but didn't pay
it much attention.

“What's this?”

“Sir,” he said.

She snorted.

This time he didn't wait for her to undress.
Instead, he began to undress her, and slapped her hands away when
she moved to help. She felt a thrumming sense of excitement
building low in her belly as he jerked her shirt up and roughly
undressed her, her chest tightening still further.

It was … novel! And it was strangely
exciting! She did nothing but stand there submissively, her insides
starting to thrum with excitement as he roughly undressed her!

When she was naked he placed the collar
around her neck and the restraints around her wrists, drawing her
hands together in front of her and locking the restraints together.
She did nothing but absorb what was happening with a breathless
sense of anticipation and excitement.

Up until he picked up the ball. She
recognized what it was at once, and felt a rush of heat as he held
it to her mouth. Moaning softly, she opened her mouth as wide as
she could, and he squeezed the ball through, filling her oral
cavity while holding her jaws a little apart.

She felt her heart pounding as he drew the
straps together behind her head and snapped them closed, then
jerked her over to the corner, where the chair was. She eyed it
doubtfully, wondering what purpose it served.

Josh drew her arms forward with one hand,
the other pressing against the small of her back to work her
abdomen in against the back of the chair. She saw that he'd screwed
a round ring bolt into the wall, right in front of them, at about
shoulder height, and watched as he pulled her forward until he
could clip the restraints to it.

She gulped, pulse racing. She was bent
forward, but not far over. She had to rise onto the balls of her
feet, though, which made her buttocks vulnerable. He dropped down
beside her and she dropped her eyes, watching as he tied her left
ankle to the left rear foot of the chair, then tied her right to
the other side.

She moaned into the gag, feeling the wild
heat within her, chewing softly on it, experimenting with trying to
move her jaw or at least her tongue against its pressure.

Josh took the big vibrator, then, and bent
over beside her. The chair had slats in the back, and he thrust the
long handle through the center pair, wedging it there with the
rounded head jammed up against her sex, then tied it tightly in
place with cord.

He moved behind her and she moaned again
into the gag as she felt the dildo sliding into her body, obviously
lubricated, pumping in and out slowly and twisting from side to
side as he worked it deeper and deeper, and then achingly deep!

The butt plug was placed into her bottom
next, and then he took some time to let his hands enjoy her body,
sending them skimming up and down her back, along her ribs, up
under to cup and knead her buttocks and roll her nipples, then down
to caress her buttocks.

She couldn't help grinding her sex against
the round vibrator, or, rather, grinding the top of her sex –
including her clitoris – against it. The pressure also did
interesting things to the dildo which was inside her, as it pushed
against the edge of its base.

“Remember, pain brings pleasure,” he
whispered into her ear.

She moaned again into the gag, feeling a
rush of anxiety amidst the heat.

“Do you know why you need to feel pain?” he
asked.

Crack! His hand slapped against her
bottom.

“Because you're a bad girl,” he purred.

His fingers kneaded her bottom, then his
hand drew back and gave her another sharp slap.

“Because you're such a naughty girl,” he
said.

Crack!

“Because you're such a slutty girl,” he
added.

Crack!

“And everyone knows slutty girls need to be
punished.”

Crack!

“Do you understand, me, slutty girl?”

Crack!

“Say yes sir,” he said.

Leah shook her head determinedly.

Crack!

“Say yes sir,” he purred.

She shook her head again and he chuckled,
then took something from his pocket and reached in to finger her
breast. She looked down and saw he had a pink ball the size of a
golf ball in his hand. It was attached to a two inch long leather
cord, and at the end of the cord was a small leather loop.

She gasped as he fit the loop around her
rigid nipple, pressing it firmly back and then tightening it. She
felt the loop squeezing in more and more firmly around her aureola,
around the base of the nipple, until her nipple began to sting and
burn with the pressure.

She moaned in protest, jerking her head from
side to side since she was unable to speak.

“You're a bad girl, Leah,” he said in a
teasing voice.

He let the ball dangle from her nipple. It
wasn't as heavy as a golf ball, but it was heavy enough to notice,
dangling there from her nipple!

And of course, he quickly fit the second one
around her other nipple, so that both hung there below her as she
remained bent forward. He used his fingers to send them swinging
back and forth as she moaned in protest, then picked up something
else.

He'd obviously been preparing for this!

It looked like a very thin black stick,
about two feet long, and quite flexible. It had a leather handle,
but most of it was thinner than a pencil.

He swished it back and forth through the
air, the sound of the slender rod cutting the air like torn
paper.

She moaned and shook her head.

“Say yes sir,” he said with a smirk.

She glared and shook her head.

He drew the short rod back and swung it. She
heard it cutting through the air, then it impacted across the soft
round surface of her upraised bottom. The feel of the blow was
surprisingly light, but a half heartbeat later she felt a sharp
sting that made her gasp! Her body jerked at the sting, which sent
the balls bouncing a little beneath her nipples!

“Bad girl. You need to be punished, don't
you, Leah?”

She moaned as the rod swished through the
air again, then struck her bottom with a sharp sound.

Whiick!

She flinched and gasped at the sting, and
again at the way the balls jerked and tugged against her burning
nipples!

“You need to be punished, don't you, bad
girl?”

She moaned and the rod swung down across her
bottom again.

whiick! whiick! whiick! whiick!

She gasped and moaned as her bottom began to
ache, twisting and wriggling helplessly, yet still wildly thrilled,
breathless with heat and excitement. Every time her body jerked or
flinched the balls dangling from her nipples jerked and bounced,
tugging on them!

whiick! whiick! whiick! whiick!

“Say yes sir,” he ordered.

whiick! whiick! whiick! Whiick!

Her bottom was starting to feel fiery red
from the sharp little biting blows, and Leah was moaning and
gasping around the gag, her ankles pulling against the bindings as
her nipples burned with a wild, crackling swirl of aching
pleasure!

“Bad girls need to be
punished, don't they, Leah?”

whiick! whiick! whiick! whiick!

“Yes, sir!” she cried weakly, her words, of
course, heavily muffled by the gag.

He reached out and the vibrator came to
life, causing her to gasp and flinch. She moaned in place, the
round head buzzing sharply against her sex, against her swollen
clitoris. She waited, heart pounding, for the rod to come down
again, but he held it back, watching, waiting.

The vibrations resonated within her groin,
crackling upward through her belly and chest so that her hips began
to grind more and more frantically against the rounded head.

Then it stopped.

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

“I'm a bad girl!” she moaned into the gag,
her breath ragged.

whiick!

'Again.”

“I'm a bad girl!' she gasped.

Whiick!

“Again.”

“I'm a bad girl!' she moaned into the
gag.

The vibrator started again and she
shuddered, her hips grinding feverishly against it as she felt his
fingers prodding at the base of the dildo. She cried out as the
nose jammed deep inside her belly, but somehow, it managed to find
a little more space to slide an inch or so deeper inside her!

Her heart was pounding like a triphammer and
she was gasping raggedly for breath as the heat swirled and churned
within her. The vibrator stopped.

“Tell me you're a bad girl.”

“I'm a bad girl!”

whiick!

“Sir. You forgot to say sir.”

Leah shuddered, head rolling, eyes
closing.

Whiick!

“Say I'm a bad girl,
sir.”

whiick! whiick! whiick! whiick!

“Say I'm a bad girl
sir.”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!” she moaned into the
gag.

The vibrator started, and she felt the dildo
drawing back slowly, then plunging in. He started pumping it as she
ground herself more and more frantically against the vibrator, and
then she began to cry out in wild, inarticulate yelps and cries of
pleasure, hips bucking and body shaking as a tremendous orgasm tore
through her.

She screamed out all the breath in her
lungs, then sucked it in only to scream it out again, writhing and
twisting as her muscles spasmed and nerve endings crackled with the
fiery overload of pleasure. Her body jerked and shook, the balls
tugging again and again on her aching nipples.

Nirvana!

Her body was enveloped within a firestorm of
heat and it went on and on and on as she ground herself against the
vibrator, sobbing in helpless pleasure until it finally began to
fade.

He turned off the vibrator and left her
there for long, long minutes, long enough for her to regain her
breath and sanity, to marvel at the intensity of the orgasm, and
then to begin to wonder what the hell he was up to and when he was
going to untie her.

She tried calling his name, but that was
pointless with the gag filling her mouth.

When he came back again he went to her
dresser and took out a black scarf. She frowned uncertainly as he
folded it, then folded it again, then swept it around her head. She
tried to shake her head no, but he easily placed the blindfold over
her eyes then tied it behind her head.

What was he up to now, she wondered, still
more than a little drained by the powerful orgasm.

There was a pause. Then she heard the
doorbell ring! She gasped, jerking against the restraints, but of
course, to no avail.

“I wonder who that could be,” he said.

The doorbell rang again.

“Oh, I remember. I invited a few of my
friends over,” he said, his fingers kneading her bottom. “Don't
worry. You look great.”

Her heart began to pound and she shook her
head violently, calling out his name through the gag. He didn't
answer, and a few seconds later she heard the front door open and
close, then the sound of his voice!

“... she's back here,” he said. “Wait until
you see her. But keep silent. I don't want her to know who you
are.”

She felt his hands on her bottom again, and
her heart race as she listened for any sounds of any other people.
Surely he would never invite anyone here to see her like this!

“What do you think of this gorgeous ass?” he
asked, slapping it lightly.

There was no answer that she heard.

“Do you know how deep this cock is in her
hot little pussy?”

She grunted as the dildo slid slowly back,
back, back, growing more and more certain there was no one there
and he was just messing with her mind.

He pulled the dildo completely out, and
inserted his fingers, thrusting them in to the knuckles, twisting
and turning them.

“She's hot and wet and tight and ready,” he
said, “And she loves a big stiff cock inside her.”

Her mind was squirming and twisting wildly.
She was – almost – sure that he was alone, but the mere idea of
there being other guys behind, seeing her like this, was doing
weird things to her head!

On the one hand she would have been
mortified and furious. But since she knew – or thought she
knew – that he was making things up, the raw wild shock of the
idea of there being other guys watching there was starting
to set her blood on fire!

Because the idea of someone seeing her like this was indescribably
shocking and arousing when robbed of the humiliation she'd feel if
it were real!

“But she's a bad girl, and has to be
punished,” he said, as if to her audience.

The vibrator came on, and she gasped and
then moaned as the overpowering sensations began to set her insides
to pulsing. Josh pulled the butt-plug out of her bottom, then.

“Here, you want to feel her? Just stick your
fingers into her pussy and shove your thumb up her ass. I guarantee
you she'll come like a whore.”

The words were electrifying, even as a thumb
sank slowly into her ass, then fingers pushed into her sex! Of
course it was Josh! Of course it was! But the thought was still
sending a wild crackling flood of heat and excitement through her
mind and into her body!

His fingers thrust in and out as the
vibrator buzzed against her, her body began to jerk and tremble,
sending the balls dancing and bouncing against her overheated
nipples. She sobbed dazedly, squealing and crying out as his
fingers – as someone's fingers – thrust in and out, twisting and
turning, driving into her with hard, rough thrusts as the thumb
pumped in her ass!

The orgasm tore through her in under a
minute, and she screamed and sobbed in breathless pleasure, jerking
and bucking as convulsions tore through her!

“That was pretty good. You sure know how to
make a hot little slut like Leah come!” Josh said as if
congratulating someone.

The fingers came out of her, and a hand
slapped her bottom sharply.

“What was that?” Josh said. “I don't know.
Tell you what, give me fifty bucks, and you can fuck her ass.”

She shuddered and then moaned as she felt a
hard cock sliding into her back passage! Of course it was Josh, she
thought dazedly. But it was hard to be absolutely certain. He'd
sodomized her before, just the other day, but it wasn't like she
had a great memory of how his size felt in there!

But of course it was him!

Of course it was!

The vibrator came on as he slid deeper and deeper, and she moaned
weakly, then cried out as hands jerked back on her hair and hips
began to slap her bottom. It was a hard, rough fucking, jerking her
body in and out and making the balls bounce and dance beneath her
nipples even as the vibrator ground against her.

It was more than enough to make her climax,
though, only this time she felt a strange, startling string of
orgasms erupting one after the other, only breathless seconds
apart! She cried out again and again, her insides starting to ache
from muscle spasms as the thick hard cock thrust up into her ass
with a deep, powerful stroke, and strong fingers jerked back on her
hair.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


“Coming down with something?” Emily asked at
class the next day.

“Uhm, yeah, uh, I guess a little bug,” Leah
said, flushing a little.

Her throat sounded hoarse. It felt hoarse
too, but she certainly wasn't going to say it was from screaming so
intensely!

Josh had insisted, with a smirk, that there
had been ten guys watching her the other night, which she knew damn
well was ridiculous. Still, the idea was helplessly arousing, in a
darkly sensual sort of way.

She ached a little inside from the deep
penetration of the dildo, and her nipples were still sore – and
sensitive, but her bottom showed no sign of the switching and
slapping he'd treated it to. Perhaps it was the most resilient part
of her body, she thought in amusement.

The last two evenings had been incredible
sexual adventures! It was frankly weird to be naked all night! Not
to mention tied up all night! It was nice to be the subject of
Josh's mostly undivided attention the whole time, though, and she
wondered if she was really feeling more... sexual, already.

Because she did feel more sexual! Of course,
part of that was probably just anticipation of what the pervert
would get up to tonight! God knew the stuff he had already done was
kinky and nasty and... and hot! She didn't think it was really
changing her attitude, though, not really.

Of course she was enjoying herself, but
she'd have done that without the tying up and the spanking stuff.
He'd never introduced her to a vibrator before either, not to
mention a dildo, so it was probably just that. But if he wanted to
think it was working and keep at it, that was just fine with
Leah!

She'd never had so many powerful orgasms in
her life!

And that wild playacting he'd done! Oh, he'd
shown her afterward how he'd simply unscrewed the doorbell button
ahead of time and brought it into the bedroom. That was how he'd
made the doorbell ring and then pretended to answer it. That was a
bit of a relief, though she'd been almost certain he'd been
faking.

But the idea was still a dark, thrilling
one, that someone might have come in and seen her and touched her
and even fucked her with the blindfold on! That was so nasty and
outrageous it couldn't help excite her imagination!

Just like yesterday, she began to feel a
rising sense of sexual tension as the day wore on, and as it came
closer to the time for her to return home. That was true even
though Josh had a later class than her today, so she would get home
first and be on her own for a short time.

*

There was a note waiting for her, waiting on
the hall table, with her name written on it. And the chair which he
had bent her against yesterday was placed in the hall, facing away
from the door. Her highest black heels were sitting on the chair,
along with a pair of black lace stockings, the ball gag, blind fold
and... what turned out to be a pair of very high lace gloves!

Put on the shoes, stockings, and gloves. Put
the dildos inside you – deep. Put in the ball gag, then step into
the loop at the back of the chair and pull it tight. Bend over, put
on the blindfold, put your hands through the loop on the front side
of the chair, and pull it tight. I will be home at exactly five for
your spanking and will be bringing several of my friends to
help.

You better be in position. Or else!

Leah read the note, partly in amusement,
partly in excitement, partly in a kind of cynical sense of
appreciation of the nonsense he was attempting to put across. As if
he were the boss of her!

She saw that the black rope had been tied to
the rear legs of the chair, in a complicated pattern, with a loop
in the middle so that she could put something in there, like her
legs, as he said, then pull it closed and her ankles would be
firmly tied in place, tightly together. Laying on the floor just
behind it was the switch he'd used on her yesterday evening!

Walking around to the front of the chair,
she saw a loop of rope projecting just across the front of the
seat. It was coming from under the chair, tied to a bold directly
underneath.

She snorted in amusement.

She went into the bedroom, changed from her
school clothes to a pair of sweatpants and a tank top, and came
back, then had a drink as she studied the setup, her stomach
bubbling a little with the thought of him coming home and finding
her like that. What would he do!? Her spanking!? Why should he
spank her? She hadn't done anything.

Not that that really mattered, of
course.

She checked her watch, feeling a growing
sense of fluttery excitement as the time got closer. She resisted
doing what the note said, thinking he had a lot of nerve, but at
the same time, doing what he wanted promised another wild start to
the evening!

At ten to five she undressed and drew the
stockings up her legs to just below her crotch, then examined the
lacy gloves, wondering where he'd gotten them. She slipped them on
and discovered they slid up all the way past her elbows to just
below her shoulders.

He had left a little jar of lube, which she
used to help sink the dildos into her body. They were identical,
with fat rounded bases, and she sat on the chair, drawing her knees
up and back to work them into herself, feeling her body thrumming
with growing sexual excitement as she did so.

This is so nasty! she thought
excitedly.

Putting the ball gag in wasn't difficult,
and then she moved behind the big chair and stepped gingerly into
the loop, holding onto the back of the chair for balance. Closing
her legs tightly squeezed her thighs against the base of the dildo
in her pussy, and her buttocks against the one in her ass, but that
just added to the heated sensation.

The loop was a kind of noose, so that as she
held the back of the chair with one hand she could bend over and
tug on the line to tighten the rope around her ankles. She bent
over, hands on the seat of the chair, examining the other noose. It
seemed even more straightforward. She'd have to really stretch to
get her wrists into it, but then if she worked them around and back
it should tighten around them.

She slipped the blindfold over her head and
tied it, then pulled up one corner so she could see, just a little
under it. She slid one hand through the noose, grunting with effort
as she bent way over, her abdomen pressing heavily against the top
of the chair. Then, hardly thinking about it, she slipped the
corner of the blindfold down, then slid her hand up her arm to ease
her fingers into the noose around her other wrist, gingerly
wriggling her hand in until both wrists were in the noose.

She moved her hands to the side, and then
up, and then back, feeling the noose tightening around them. And
that was it. It was done! And with that realization she felt a wild
rising heat inside herself at the thought of him coming in and
finding her like this!

She knew she had a great ass, after all, and
was proud of it, and the fact that the dildos would be peeking out,
well, that would certainly add to the kinky sexuality of the pose!
She could feel her breasts hanging heavily below her, dangling, her
body bent way over, but stretched out.

The door bell rang, and she felt a jolt of
shock and anxiety. Someone else was at the door! But they couldn't
get in. It was locked!

The door bell rang again, and the thought
some stranger was only about six feet away made her heart pound.
Imagine if someone came in and saw her like this!

She heard someone trying the door, then,
shaking the handle as they turned it from side to side!

It occurred to her, about then, that it
might actually be Josh, play acting again. But of course, she had
no way of knowing that!

Then the door opened!

It opened quickly, and then closed quickly,
and she waited in an agony of suspense for him to say something!
But there was not a word behind her!

Her heart pounded, and she waited!
Nothing!

She twisted a little in place, pulling now,
against the rope around her wrists, seeing if she could pull free.
And then she froze, as she felt a very light, delicate touch, like
the touch of a fingernail – against her clitoris!

It caressed her swollen clitoris with the
lightest of touches, at first, then slid up a little, tracing the
line of her sex where it was tightly gripping the dildo she'd
stuffed up inside herself. She felt pressure against the base of
the dildo, then against the base of the other one. Each was drawn
slowly back about an inch, then pushed forward, firmly forward,
until she groaned at the deep, aching penetration!

A moment later the fingers left, then
reappeared, clutching her left nipple loosely. She felt her nipple
rolled between the pads of two fingers, or rather, a finger and
thumb, then pinched a little and pulled downward.

He continued to say nothing, which left her
with the breathless, frightening, exciting, horrible possibility it
might not be him!

Of course it's him! she thought
wildly.

Now two more fingers caught at her other
nipple, and both were squeezed and stretched downward before being
released.

Then she felt the fingers rubbing against
her clitoris once more, and moaned helplessly as dark excitement
mounted within her.

They went away, and then she heard the swish
a moment before the switch cut across her upraised bottom with
stinging force.

She cried out, jerking against the ropes at
the sharp blow, a line of heat rising across her buttocks!

She moaned into the gag, then cried out
again, at another blow, then another, and another, and another!

Swish - whiick! Swish - whiick! Swish -
whiick! Swish - whiick!

Again and again the switch cut into her
taut, rounded buttocks, turning her bottom hot, making her moan and
squirm and whimper as the switching continued, as her bottom got
hotter and hotter, and the stinging felt more and more intense!

She began to twist and pull against the
ropes as the pain now began to draw her out of the dark heat, began
to make her anxious, then desperate, but the ropes wouldn't come
free and she could do nothing to defend her throbbing, burning
bottom as the switch continued to lash her!

The switching stopped, and she moaned
raggedly in anxious relief, hoping he was finished at last! She
felt his hands at her ankles, felt the loop opening. She groaned as
a strong hand seized her left ankle and pulled it wide, then she
felt it tied against the back leg. Her right ankle was pulled
apart, too, and tied to the other side f the chair.

Then she felt the dildo being pulled free of her sex. She groaned
as it slid down her tight passage, then pulled free. A moment later
she was penetrated again, only this object, she was sure, was not
artificial. She groaned in even more relief, for him thrusting into
her meant the punishment was over.

He thrust into her hard and fast, and she
cried out as he seized her hair, jerking her head up and back. She
cried out again at his rough groping of her dangling breast, but
the dark heat began to rise once more, her excitement mounting as
she was so outrageously and violently used!

There were no vibrators at hand this time,
nor did she need them, as the orgasm burst open within her, the
power spiraling upwards to envelope her mind and body and set her
to shaking and trembling, crying out again and again into the ball
gag as he pounded her through it and out the other side.

He continued to ride her with unrelenting
savagery, ramming himself into her again and again until suddenly
burying himself deep, then grinding himself against her bottom
before slowly drawing back out. Almost immediately, the dildo was
pushed into her again.

She was alone for about five minutes,
moaning, wondering when he was going to come and untie her. Instead
she felt his hands on her breasts, squeezing and kneading them.
Then she felt the ropes sliding around her dangling breasts and
pulling tight. They were tied to something below her, as if to the
seat itself, and then something was jammed up against her sex.

And began to buzz!

She moaned into the gag as the vibrator sent
pulsing waves of sensation through her groin. It was pushing upward
against her soft sex, jammed against her clitoris, pushing her soft
flesh up into the thick dildo inside her. She felt the rope around
her wrists pulled a little further forward, stretching her body
down and forward more.

And then she heard the front door open, and
then close, very firmly.

Moaning, panting, Leah, of course, stayed in
place, her breasts throbbing, her sopping insides squeezing down
around the dildo, her buttocks still hot. She tried calling his
name, but the ball gag made it an unintelligible moan.

For that matter, she didn't even know for
sure he was even still there! Or that it had even been him!

But of course it was! It had to be!

Five minutes later another orgasm washed
over her, and she trembled and jerked as her muscles spasmed
wildly. She jerked upward against the ropes around her breasts,
again and again and again, reveling in the tight throbbing pulse
every time she did, every time they squeezed harshly around her
breasts.

When she sagged, gasping, the orgasm
passing, she twisted with discomfort over the continuing vibrations
against her overheated, over sensitized clitoris. But there was
nothing she could really do about it, and after a few minutes the
discomfort faded into a sudden rising sense of pleasure once
again.

Another orgasm hit her, and then a long
string of them, coming only about twenty or thirty seconds apart,
as she twisted and bucked and cried out again and again at the
explosive build-up and release of pressure within her body!

She was soon exhausted, dazed, and feverish
as the parade of orgasms trampled her mind underneath the pounding
drumbeat of pleasure. Still the vibrator buzzed, still she ground
herself helplessly, breathlessly, moaning and crying out, pulling
her breasts against the loops as the sexual energy build up yet
again.

Some time later the door opened and closed
behind her.

“Hey gorgeous,” his voice said. “Holy shit!
Don't tell me you've been waiting all this time! Didn't you get my
phone message telling you I was going to be an hour or so late and
to forget it?

She felt his hands on her bottom, then the vibrator being pulled
away.

“I didn't tell you to put the vibrator
there,” he said. “That was clever of you.”

Leah was still dazed and moaning, her mind
sluggish as she tried to work out what was happening. She felt her
ankles untied.

“You were supposed to tie these together,”
his voice said, “not apart.”

Then she felt his hands at her breasts.

“And this wasn't part of the deal. You've
been improvising.”

She moaned as he untied her breasts and
wrists and helped her to stand up. She was still gagged and
blindfolded as he helped her across the room and onto the sofa. She
yelped as she sat down on the cushion, for it jammed up against the
base of the two dildos still inside her, forcing them even higher
and deeper!

She jerked the blindfold off as he undid the ball gag, then grinned
at her.

“Sorry I was late,” he said. “But I had this
assignment.”

He shrugged and headed out to the
bedroom.

She pulled the ball gag free, gasping, then,
moaning, and half laying on her back, she slowly drew the two
dildos out of her aching body, letting them fall on the floor as
she lay back, chest heaving.

“Bastard!' she called.

“Hey, I said I was sorry,” he said. “Not my
fault you didn't check for messages.”

He came back in the room, grinning, and she
glowered at him.

“You think you're so funny,” she said
accusingly.

He raised his eyebrows innocently.

“You are not a good actor!” she
exclaimed.

“Don't know what you mean, sweetheart,” he
said.

“You lying bastard! I know it was you!”

“What was me?”

“I know you came before!”

“Before? No, I've been away all day until
just now,” he said blithely.

“You are so full of crap!”

“You know, if you keep being rude I might
have to spank you,” he said, picking up one of the leather
restraints.

“Ha!”

He reached out and she batted at him, but he
grabbed her arm as he extended her hand to slip the restraint
around.

“Don't! Let go!” she cried, struggling –
though not nearly as hard as she could have.

He got the restraint buckled around her
wrists, then fought her to get the other on, then wrestled with her
to get her arms behind her back and clipped together. Getting the
collar on was relatively easy. Then he sat down, pulled her across
his lap, and started the spanking.

Her bottom didn't really hurt any more. The
switching had faded, but her buttocks began to warm rapidly as he
started to bring his big hands slapping down on them. Of course, he
paused often, his fingers gliding over her body, groping her
breasts and caressing her sex.

He finished with his big thumb jammed into
her to the knuckle, his fingers rubbing and grinding her clitoris
up and back against it as he spanked her into and through an orgasm
with his left hand.

Then, because she was still speaking
'disrespectfully', he gagged her once more, and had her kneel on
the floor of the kitchen, sitting on her heels, as he made
dinner.

The rest of the evening went much as the
previous ones had, with her tied up the entire time, and him using
fingers, lips, tongue, and sex toys to rouse and push her over the
edge of orgasm several times.

Since it was Friday evening they ended up
with her tied spreadeagled to the bed as he experimented with
candle wax, the vibrator, ice, and various other devices and
instruments to drive her over the edge multiple times, further
exhausting her.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Leah woke slowly, eyes fluttering open as
she regained consciousness. There was nothing unusual about the
feeling of Josh's hand stroking her, for he often woke her like
that for a quicky before they went to school. Today, of course, was
a Saturday, and the unusual part was that she had gone to sleep
with the collar still around her neck, and the leather restraints
on her wrists and ankles.

Furthermore, he had tied the wrist
restraints to the headboard! It was a good thing she slept on her
back, or she would have put an end to his silly game. She almost
did anyway! But there had been something deliciously kinky about
the thought of actually going to sleep while still tied to the
bed!

Now she opened her eyes to see her boyfriend
on his side, head propped on his elbow, his other hand skimming
lightly over her full breasts.

“Good morning, perve,” she said.

“Good morning, sex slave,” he said with a
grin.

She snorted, but felt a little rush of heat
regardless.

Her nipples still felt sore. He'd been
squeezing them a lot the last few days, but that just made them
feel hot and sensitive as he rolled them between the pads of his
thumbs and fingers. Then his hand slid down her body and between
her legs, two fingers forced down lengthwise between the lips of
her sex as his hand let them slide up and down across her
clitoris.

“Nasty girl,” he said. “Naughty slave
girl.”

“Nasty boy, naughty pervert,” she said, a
trifle breathlessly.

“Ha. You love nasty boys,” he said.

“And you love nasty girls!”

His fingers slid up to her mouth, caressing
her lips, then slid into her mouth. She closed her lips around
them, sucking as she met his eyes, feeling her heart beating faster
as his fingers slid in and out along her tongue.

He drew them out and pressed them against
her sex, slowly wriggling them into her as she spread her legs and
groaned softly. They slid deep, and pressed up as his thumb pressed
down against her clitoris. Slowly, carefully, he began to massage
her flesh, including her clitoris, between them as he leaned in and
started to suck and lick at her nipples.

It was impossible to lose awareness of her
bound position, of her wrists firmly enveloped by the leather
restraints, and the rope binding them above her head to the
headboard. The knowledge of her helplessness was a constant as he
did whatever he wanted to do to her body, which burned with growing
desire.

“Would you like me to make you come, slave
girl?” he asked, raising his lips from her throbbing nipple.

“Yes, sir!' she groaned.

Her lower belly was already bubbling with a
rising sense of heat and excitement as his fingers stroked and
massaged her clitoris, and she gasped suddenly as his other hand
gripped her soft hair and jerked her head up and back, so that he
could lean in and kiss his way along the exposed front of her
throat!

She groaned, then gasped as she felt his
jaws closing on her jugular, then heard him growl low in his
throat. He eased back, jerking her head forward as his lips crushed
hers and he kissed her passionately, and Leah moaned into his
mouth, kissing back with enthusiasm and excitement as her body
began to thrum with an almost electrical tension.

He drew back suddenly, shoving the sheets
back off him and then climbing atop her, straddling her belly, then
sliding forward. He was already hard, and her eyes were wide and
excited as he gripped her breasts and slid his cock in between,
squeezing her soft flesh around his hard shaft.

“Slave girl,” he said, looking down at
her.

“Perve!” she gasped weakly, moaning as his
big hands mashed her breasts around him and his hips began to slide
himself in and out.

“Should I fuck your brains out, slave girl?”
he asked, his hips pumping slowly.

“Those aren't where my brains are, sir!” she
gasped.

He snorted in amusement.

“I know how to fuck your brains out slave
girl.”

He slid backwards, kneeling between her
legs, then gripped her thighs and hip and flipped her onto her
belly as if she were weightless. As it always did, the sign of how
physically strong he was made her body thrill to being manhandled,
except that this time she yelped as his hand slapped against her
buttocks sharply!

Crack!

“Up, slave! Get into position,” he
ordered.

Crack! Crack!

“Move!”

She yelped and hurriedly scrambled upwards,
raising her bottom high.

Crack!

“Higher, slave, and draw your belly in
tight!”

Crack!

“Legs apart!

She yelped again, but quickly assumed the
pose, her breathing getting ragged as her bottom burned.

“Naughty little sex slave,” he said, his
fingers now caressing her bottom.

She moaned as one hand slid down over her
clitoris.

“Want me to fuck you, slave girl?”

“Yes!” she groaned.

Crack! Crack!

“Sir,” he barked.

“Yes, sir!”

“Say please fuck me sir.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she groaned.

“Say please fuck me hard sir,” he said, now
rubbing the head of his cock up and down against her sex.

“Please fuck me hard, sir!' she gasped.

She felt the head pushing into her, felt the
pressure against her labia, and felt her muscles slowly give way as
it sank into the mouth of her sex.

“Say please fuck your sex slave sir,” he
ordered.

“Please fuck your sex slave, sir!” she
groaned.

She shuddered with heat as his cock sank
into her, a long, deep stroke that let her glory in the fulness of
his girth and the delicious feeling of being fully penetrated!

His hands slid along her hips, then up her
soft back as he ground himself against her. They gripped her hair
and pulled it up and back as she gasped and moaned in both pleasure
and pain.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said as he
began to draw himself out, then push back in again.

He began to build up speed quickly, his hips
slapping against her raised buttocks, jarring her body on the bed
as she gasped and moaned and grunted and trembled in rising heat
and excitement.

Then he stopped, drawing himself out of her.
A moment later two, then three fingers slid into her body, twisting
and turning, pumping in and out.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Bad girl,” he said, twisting his fingers
around so his thumb could stroke against her clitoris.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped, sexual
tension thrumming through her body and mind.

Crack!

“Hard,” he said.

“Please fuck me hard, sir!” she cried
weakly, as his fingers drove deep into her hot, bubbling sex.

Crack!

“You're such a bad girl,” he said, rubbing
his cock against her clitoris as his fingers pumped and twisted
inside her.

He nestled the head in the mouth of her sex
again, leaning over her body, his open hands pressing down heavily
against her shoulders.

“Are you my bitch?” he demanded.

“Ohhhh! Yeeess!” she groaned.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch!” she gasped as his cock
started to slide forward.

“Ow!” she gasped, as he jerked on her
hair.

“Sir.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she gasped.

“Are you my whore?”

“I'm your whore, sir!” she moaned as his
cock slid deep into her flaming belly.

He started to thrust again, deep and hard,
making her body and the bed they were on shake and shudder as his
hips pounded against her buttocks.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Yes! Yes! Harder! Oh! God!
God! God! Fuck! Josh! Josh!” she cried, the sexual pleasure
becoming a howling storm of sensation that threatened to overwhelm
her mind.

He drew back suddenly, then roughly flipped
her onto her back again. He gripped her legs behind the knees and
shoved her legs up and back against her chest, then entered her
again. As he began to thrust into the breathless girl he forced her
legs back harder, until the backs of her feet were pressed against
the headboard above her with most of his weight behind the hands
gripping them.

His hips slammed down against her again and
again, his cock spearing deep into her belly as the orgasm tore
through her mind. Leah cried out again and again, her head
thrashing and rolling as the storm of pleasure shattered her mind
and set her body to trembling, shaking convulsions!

She was crushed in two beneath him! Her back
ached a little, but she didn't care. Only the pleasure mattered, as
it shook her like a dog with a rag doll. The orgasm was long and
intense, far more intense than the usual morning sex they had
before, and she reveled in it, glorying in the incredible power of
the ecstasy washing over her!

*

“I'm not staying naked all day, Josh,” she
said, a little exasperated.

He'd untied the wrist restraints so she
could get out of bed, but her wrists were still locked together in
front of her, and he'd ordered her to stay naked. Well, she'd been
able to go to the bathroom and make coffee and toast without much
problem. Nor did she have a problem sitting there on the edge of
the sofa to eat and drink.

He was on the other end, doing the same, the
TV on before them.

“Yes you are. I've got a bunch of guys
coming over today to see you. Maybe if they pay me enough I'll even
have you give them a lap dance.”

“Seriously,” she said.

“What makes you think I'm not serious? Do
you have any idea how much I could make if I let you give lap
dances to my friends? They all think you're incredibly hot, you
know.”

“I am incredibly hot,” she said,
pleased.

“Why, just the money I've made from selling
all those naked pictures of you was enough to buy all those sex
toys.”

She glared at him. “You ever show anyone my
pictures and ...”

“Don't threaten your master, slave girl or
you'll get a spanking,” he said, pointing a warning finger at
her.

She rolled her eyes, but decided not to
tempt him. He didn't need much excuse to slap her bottom these
days!

“We need to get groceries and do laundry and
clean the house. You want to do all the chores, master?” she asked
mockingly.

“You can do chores naked, and I can get the
groceries.”

“What's the point of my doing chores naked
if you're not even here?”

“Psychological.”

“I thought the test was that I would get
turned on by bondage if I was always turned on when I was in
bondage?”

“You think you can't get turned on doing the
chores?”

She laughed.

“I bet you can,” he said in amusement.

“You think I'm going to get turned on
washing the floor and the bathroom?”

“You wash the floor and clean the bathroom.
I'll get the groceries.”

“You suck at buying groceries. You don't
even test the fruit or vegetables to get the fresh ones.”

“I leave that to you, but I can do it easily
enough.”

“There's no way I'm going to find washing
the floor to be a turn-on. Sorry, oh master. It's not going to
happen.”

*

Leah groaned as she washed the floor, her
body and mind wrapped in heat.

Josh, she thought ruefully, had certainly
equipped himself for his perverted little 'experiment'!

She was in the kitchen, on her hands and
knees. She had no choice because he'd put a leather belt around her
waist, and then attached slim chains between the sides, and her
ankles. The chains were too short for her to straighten her legs,
so it was either crawl or squat and duck walk. She'd tried the
latter, but it got tiring fast.

The belt and leather restraints were locked
with small padlocks, as were the chains, so she couldn't remove
them. He'd thrust those dildos into her body, almost burying them
in her aching belly. The identical dildos had little rings at the
base, which he'd also attached chains to, the chains attaching to
the belt, front and back.

There were also two chains dangling from her
nipples. As he had before, tight little loops made her nipples burn
and sting – at first. Now they just throbbed wildly. Small dangling
balls swung and tugged on them as she moved, as she scrubbed.

She could have removed them, but then he'd
know when he came back and he'd promised her a strapping for it.
After the initial sharp stinging the pain had been reduced to a
dull throbbing anyway. And besides, though she'd never admit it to
him, it turned her on.

It all turned her on!

She couldn't remove the ball gag he'd put in
her mouth because that too had a little padlock locking it behind
her head. She knew for she'd tried.

Now, with a bucket and sponge, she moved
slowly across the floor, scrubbing by hand, something she'd never
done before. And despite a sense of indignation and some outrage,
she felt a thrumming, throbbing heat filling her.

It was kinky and wicked and hot!

He'd told her he wouldn't be long, and that
he'd be bringing back some of his friends to gang bang her!

Not for an instant did she believe him, but
the thought, mostly because she didn't believe him, was hot
too.

She finished the kitchen and had to crawl
down the hall, dragging the pail, empty it in the toilet, then
refill it from the tub before starting there.

This was so nasty and perverted, she thought
with helpless, squirming delight!

Scrubbing the tub was a little more
difficult, especially as she had to stretch, but she managed it.
Then she did the floor, and rose on her knees to do the sink and
counter. She dropped low again to do the toilet, inside and out,
then poured out the bucket and refilled it again.

Her nipples ached! She paused as the bucket
refilled, moaning, kneading her swollen breasts, then reached down
between her legs as she bent over the tub, fingering her clitoris.
She felt a sudden rushing explosion of heat and forgot about the
bucket, moaning into the gag, gasping and panting as her fingers
stroked roughly against her clitoris!

She ground her breasts against the side of
the tub, her hips jerked and bucking as her fingers stroked
herself, and within a minute a tremendous orgasm ripped through her
body!

Her head jerked back and her eyes rolled up
as she cried out in helpless pleasure, heat racing through her
system as the climax shook her for long, long seconds.

Then, gasping weakly, it was time to turn
off the water, lift the bucket out, and drag it along the floor to
continue her work.

*

Despite his threat, Josh returned with only
the groceries, and no group of men to gang bang her. She felt a
strange shudder of something foreign pass over her as he came in
and found her on all fours, washing the dining room floor. She
wasn't quite sure what it was, but was wary about it.

She was, after all, obeying him in his
outrageous demands, and getting off on it at the same time – though
she would not tell him that. But him walking around upright while
she crawled naked conveyed a strange dark, seething sense of …
submission to her overheated mind.

For it was overheated. Again! The orgasm had
been great, but she had gotten turned on again as she'd continued
to clean.

He put the groceries away, then returned to
check on her, unlocking the gag and pulling it out of her
mouth.

“Did you do a good job on the kitchen floor,
slave girl?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she said, resisting the impulse
to say something snotty.

“Show me.”

She blinked uncertainly, then gasped as he
produced another chain, which he snapped to the collar around her
throat, then tugged on!

“Well, you said you were my bitch,” he said
at her obvious surprise.

Heat washed over her as she crawled into the
kitchen while he held the – leash.

“Is this clean?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Prove it.”

She looked up at him uncertainly.

“Show me how clean it is?”

“I don't – .”

He bent and his hand slid into her hair,
then pushed her face downward, down low, towards the floor.

“Lick the floor.”

The words were so shocking she wasn't
entirely sure she'd gotten that right, not at first.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Ow!”

“Lick the floor, slave girl.”

Moaning, she hesitantly pushed her tongue
out. Well, why not, really? She had just cleaned the floor, after
all. More importantly, this was wildly, insanely perverted, kinky
and darkly thrilling to the already deeply aroused co-ed!

She licked the floor as he released her
hair, and he tugged on the leash, leading her further forward.

“Again.”

She licked the floor.

“Long slow licks, slave.”

A crackling miasma of dark heat surrounded
her mind as she bent and let her tongue lick along the floor while
he watched.

“Good slave girl,” he said. “You deserve to
be rewarded for your obedience.”

Again, she thought of saying something
snotty and mocking, but repressed it.

What reward, she wondered excitedly.

*

He'd wrapped the rope around her breasts
again as she'd sat on the floor, knees up and apart, making them
throb and swell tautly! He removed the chains from her ankle
restraints, then raised her ankles up and back, rolling her back
onto her back as he'd continued to shove her ankles back – and back
– and back!

She moaned a protest, but he'd put the ball
gag back into her mouth again as he forced her ankles back behind
her head, behind her neck! He clipped the rings of her ankle
restraints together, then attached rope and fed it up to the top of
the radiator. That raised her legs off the floor below the knees,
and helped prop her head up and forward as he'd pulled her arms
over her legs, then drawn them back together behind her and locked
her wrist restraints together.

That, of course, left her obscenely
displayed, with her breasts swollen and throbbing between her
thighs and the two dildos jammed into her almost to the hilt. He'd
pulled the chains attached to her nipples upward until they were
taut, then tied them to a cord and fed that up to the top of the
radiator too. Then he blindfolded her and left her like that.

She moaned dazedly into the gag, suffocating
in her own inner heat!

His fingers began to stroke her swollen
clitoris, then, and the resulting surge of sexual heat was
immediate. She began to tremble and moan, but was hardly able to
move in her tightly bound position. The only thing she could do was
to pull her nipples against the loops a little, but that sent hot
little stings into her burning breasts, and she soon came
explosively, crying out in blind heat as his fingers stroked her
clitoris!

He left her there for several minutes. When
he returned he had the vibrator in his hand, and pressed it against
her, grinding it from side to side until she was crying out in
growing passion. He put it away, then, and she felt his fingers
against her clitoris, rubbing and stroking her even as he gripped
the dildo in her pussy and started to thrust it in and out.

Another massive orgasm tore through her and
left her breathless, dazed and moaning weakly.

He left her alone again, only to return and
start in on her with the vibrator once more. Then he snapped it off
and began to lick and suck on her clitoris as he used both hands to
pump the two dildos in and out of her and drive her into another
screaming orgasm!

The next time he returned it was his own
cock which pounded down into her and drove her to climax. But the
next three times he just used the vibrator and pumped the
dildos.

Each time, though, he bent and whispered
into her ear.

“Sex slave! My friends are here and watching
you! They're going to be gang banging you soon!'

It was all so dark, nasty, wicked, wild and
thrilling!

And she ached all over! Even her insides
were aching from the pumping dildos and the way her muscles were
spasming so violently at each orgasm!
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She felt the pressure on her nipples ease,
then the rope tied to her ankles went slack. He didn't allow her to
unbend, however. Instead he picked her up carefully like that, in
the same position, and carried her somewhere!

He set her down on something soft, obviously
the sofa, but then the rope tied to her ankles was pulled up and
back over the top of the sofa to keep her in position. The loops
pinching her nipples were released, however, and her swollen pink
buttons burned with returning sensation!

He began to lick and suck on them as his
fingers stroked her clitoris, then the vibrator came on, but to rub
against her nipples, which crackled with the pins and needles of
returning sensation as he licked at her clitoris instead!

Another powerful orgasm tore through her as
he punched the dildo in her pussy in and out using deep, almost
painfully hard thrusts!

He removed her blindfold, and she quickly
rolled her eyes around to make sure there was no one in the room.
Well, she hadn't really thought he would do that but still...

She was facing the TV, and he grinned at her
and then picked up the remote and pressed a button.

She stared... at herself!

She had resisted him taking video of their
lovemaking, resisted, but hadn't refused entirely. He had taken a
few of her giving him blow jobs, but only on the condition she
controlled the camera and deleted it right after.

The video she was looking at was taken from
to her right and back a bit, clearly the table which sat just next
to the kitchen. It showed her from an angle, bent over the back
seat of the love seat, with the lines attached to her nipples
holding her in that position.

She flushed and then, while feeling a sense
of indignation that he'd taken the video without her noticing, she
felt a rush of heat as it showed him moving in front of her and
showed his cock sliding into her mouth and then down her
throat!

That was so fucking hot!

She couldn't see her lower body, even as
Josh fucked her hard, but she saw her face, saw the look of lust
and passion and then ecstasy come over her as she'd tugged her
nipples against the cords and climaxed so intensely!

Josh began to rub her clitoris, began to
pump the dildo, and she whimpered dazedly, gasping anew as the
video changed. Now it was when she was blindfolded yesterday! She
watched him switching her body, and watched him entering and
fucking her!

She came again, powerfully, crying out into
the gag as she stared at herself even as Josh fingered her clitoris
and pumped the dildo.

There was even video from this morning! He
must have put the camera on the dresser next to the bed, zoomed in
on her, and turned it on before waking her! Now she watched his
hands on her body, watched herself waking, watched as he fucked
her, and watched as she came!

And while she watched herself coming, she
came again!

It was so incredibly hot to see herself like
that!

He picked up the vibrator and began to pump
the dildos, driving her mind into howling madness again and again
as orgasms tore through her body!

*

He set her to watching a video in the second
bedroom, where the computer was. The video was of a stripper giving
a lap dance. He put a pillow on the chair and told her to practice
the moves so she'd be perfect when he came back.

She was still naked, and still had the
restraints and collar on, but she could move freely now, and had
the dildos out of her body, though he'd put the butt-plug into her
bottom.

“You need to get used to having big cocks
ramming into that hot little ass of yours, slave girl,” he'd said
in a teasing voice.

She was aching and sore from the tight
bondage he'd put her through that morning, but once she worked the
stiffness out of her limbs she was able to go out it with a fair
degree of fluid, erotic grinding motions – or at least she thought
so. It wasn't like giving a lap dance was a foreign concept to her
as he'd had her do it before. This was just a bit more
complicated.

She was still a little shell-shocked as she
began to practice the dance moves. She'd had so many intense
orgasms that morning she'd lost count! And her mind was filled with
the memory of the incredible pleasure which had resonated through
her body, and the videos of her he'd shown her!

She had been in total sexual immersion since
she'd gotten home Friday afternoon, and had not even considered
protesting as he'd set her to practicing the lap dancing. Instead
she'd practiced carefully, watching the beautiful girl on the
video, wanting to be her, to be perfect and sexy and sensual like
her, to please and impress him, and turn him on!

The truth was this wild little 'experiment'
spoke to that deeply ingrained side of her personality which told
her how incredibly important it was for her to be sexy and look
sexy. Doing all these kinky, erotic things made her feel sexy,
especially since it turned Joshua on so much. She knew very well
that they would turn on any other guy watching too!

Looking at herself in those videos was
almost like seeing those girls she and her boyfriends had been
exposed to on-line since practically forever. It was thrilling and
exciting to think of herself as being sexy and sensual in the same
way!

It was not the way she would act around her
friends, of course, not the way she had been taught to act. There
she had to be more restrained, while still being sexy, of course.
But this... this was just intensely sexual! Being naked all the
time and tied up! What was hotter than that! Which meant she was
hot, of course.

Josh kept talking about bringing men over to
look at her, to watch her, which thrilled her not because she
wanted it to happen, but because it reminded her of how incredibly
attractive she was, and the result should any other guy happen to
see her like this!

His eyes would go wide, he'd get a hard-on,
and he'd stare at her in excited delight!

At her! Because she was so freaking hot!

Intellectually, that didn't really matter.
Leah thought of herself as an intelligent, sophisticated, modern
woman who believed in equality. But emotionally, it catered to
everything society had taught her about what was desirable and
attractive since she'd first started perusing fashion magazines and
Cosmo and watching MTV on television.

Doing all this … stuff... made her feel like
a wildly sexual creature, a wildly desirable creature, built up her
ego, and in turn, excited her with her own daring and slutty
behavior! In a weird way, it was like she was taking a holiday from
reality, a sexual holiday, where she didn't have to worry so much
about her dignity and pride, and could throw herself with
abandonment into the dark, churning waters of sexual hedonism and
debauchery!

Even grinding herself against the pillow
underneath had its impact. Not only did she imagine it was Josh,
then imagine it was some strange man, but of course, she was
physically grinding herself against the pillow. And given
her state of mind that had a predictable result. She had another
orgasm.

It must have been noisy enough to attract
his attention, because he showed up in the doorway to see her
slumped over the back of the chair, catching her breath, face
flushed.

“Hey! I didn't say you could masturbate,” he
said.

Which, on the surface of it, was a pretty
outrageous statement to begin with! As if he had any say in such
things!

But her face flushed even deeper, as if
she'd been caught doing something she shouldn't be.

“I-I wasn't...” she stuttered.

“I think you definitely need a spanking, you
slutty little girl.”

She felt a jolt in her lower belly as he
came forward, and then his big hand filled itself with her hair and
she gasped, reaching up for his wrist even as he pulled her
sideways out of the chair and onto the floor.

“Ow! Josh!”

“Hands and knees, slave girl,” he ordered,
lowering his hand.

With the pressure off her hair she did so,
but then he pulled forward, firmly, making her gasp again and crawl
forward.

“Josh! Don't!” she gasped.

“You're off to your spanking, slave girl,”
he said, walking out of the room and up the hall.

Leah had little choice but to scramble along
beside him, on all fours, as he pulled on her hair. He led her into
the living room and over to the sofa where he sat down and dragged
her, protesting and gasping and scrambling to ease the pull on her
hair, up across his lap.

“You don't get to masturbate without my
permission, slave girl,” he said, drawing her wrists back behind
her and locking them together.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs.”

She obeyed, gulping in air and felt him
shoving something in between her legs, up along her abdomen,
something narrow and hard. It was, it turned out, the handle of the
vibrator, and he wedged the vibrator itself up against her sex,
then closed her legs and began to spank.

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
asked.

“Y-yes, sir!' she gasped.

Crack!

“Are you sorry for masturbating without your
master's permission?”

It was such an outrageous question, but hot
because of that, squirmy hot.

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Josh!”

“Let me hear your say it.”

“I'm sorry for... masturbating without
permission, sir!”

Crack! Crack!

The vibrator came on and she gasped as it
buzzing powerfully against her sex.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said, fingers
kneading her buttocks.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You have to learn to only come when your
master tells you to.”

Crack! Crack!

Leah moaned and gasped and squirmed
helplessly atop him as her bottom and insides heated up with every
passing second. Her bottom became red and sore, but her insides
began to churn with a wild, seething sense of heat and excitement
which overrode the pain.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy,” he said.

“I-I'm Josh's fuck toy!' she gasped
excitedly.

Crack! Crack!

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm Josh's sex slave!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm Josh's slut!” she moaned, grinding
herself against the vibrator even as his hand spanked down against
her burning buttocks.

“Have you been practicing your lap dancing,
slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“All right. Show me.”

He unlocked her wrists and rolled her off
him.

Leah moaned, getting to her feet, shaky and
trembling with arousal as he put aside the vibrator. Got up and
turned on the stereo, then sat down on a narrow, high-backed chair
as she moved forward.

She began to roll her hips in time to the
music, her flushed face taking on a look of sensual heat and desire
as she straddled the chair, then lowered herself atop him. She
ground her hips in a circular motion and arched her back, then slid
in and up, brushing her stiff nipples across his face as her hands
slid through her thick, soft hair.

She let her hands slide down, cupping and
squeezing her breasts, sliding down her body, down her thighs, and
then up onto his shoulders. Her hips rolled and ground her body
against him, and then she got up and turned, lowering herself
again, grinding her buttocks against him, feeling him hardening
beneath her as his hands began to stroke her hips and thighs.

“No touching the dancer, sir,” she said
breathlessly.

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair,
pulling her head back across his shoulder. At the same time, his
other hand slid between her thighs, caressing her sex.

“The dancer belongs to me, slave girl,” he
said into her ear.

He released her hair and she bent forward,
still grinding her buttocks against him, before standing and
turning again to straddle him once more. This time his hands slid
up and down her bare back as she ground herself against him, and
when she gripped the back of the chair and leaned forward, he began
to lick and kiss and then suck on her nipples as she pressed them
around and against his face.

She moaned as she felt one of his hands
slide in between her legs, felt his fingers stroking against her
clitoris. They penetrated her and slid up inside, but then stayed
where they were as she rode up and down them, his thumb pressing
against her clitoris with every move.

“Oh! Oh! God!” she moaned, as he chewed
harder on her nipple.

“Hot little slut!” he growled. “Tell me
you're my fuck toy again.”

“I'm Josh's fuck toy!' she gasped, riding
his fingers with more and more passion and heat.

“On your knees, slut,” he said, pushing her
back and drawing his fingers away.

Panting for breath, flushed and overheated
inside and out, Leah slid to her knees before him as he undid his
trousers and pulled his stiff cock out.

“Show me how your worship my cock,
slave.”

At that moment Leah wanted nothing more than
to do just that!

She moaned as she leaned into him, her full
breasts pillowing out against his thighs and the seat of the chair
as she licked at his shaft. She gripped his cock, pressing it up
and back, licking a trail up and down the underside, then pushing
her lips forward to suck on his balls.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” he ordered,
reaching over with a long arm to slap her bottom.

Gasping, she obeyed, mouthing his shaft as
she slid up along its length.

“What we need is another guy to come in
behind you and do you hard while you're sucking my dick,” he
said.

Leah drew him into her mouth, moaning around
it, rolling her eyes up at him, letting the image wash over her. It
was so scalding! The thought of a guy fucking her while she sucked
his cock was wild and nasty and kinky and filled her with a dark,
roiling sense of glittering excitement!

She slid her lips down his shaft, without
even being pressured, taking him deep into her throat and pressing
forward until her lips were jammed in against his groin! Her heart
pounded and her pulse raced with excitement and heat as she moaned
around him and then slid slowly back up.

“Nasty, dirty girl,” he said, gripping her
hair and twisting it until she moaned.

He slapped her bottom again.

“Hot little sex toy,” he said.

She ground her breasts against the chair and
gulped down his cock again, then bobbed up and down on it, gagging
a little at first, but exultant at her ability to do it! And the
more she did it, the more confidence she got in doing it and the
less she gagged!

She was enveloped in a thrumming sexual heat
which baked her mind, leaving no room for cares and concerns that
didn't relate to physical pleasure. Even the fact she could barely
breath as she swallowed his shaft meant little to her. It made her
head throb and her chest burn and made her more than slightly
light-headed, but she didn't care at all about minor things like
that.

And then Josh roughly jerked her up and back
by the hair so she fell onto the floor before him.

“On your knees, face down, ass up,” he
barked.

She scrambled into position, moaning in
heat.

“Hands behind your back.”

She jerked her hands up and back together,
feeling another little rush of pleasure and excitement as he locked
them together. Then she felt his cock rubbing up and down her
sopping opening before pushing forward, penetrating her, and
pushing deep into her belly.

She came, almost at once, crying out in
pleasure, squirming and twisting and jerking as he slapped her
bottom and began to ride her hard and fast.

It was so hot, so wild, so sexual and
sensual, so passionate to be taken like this, so masterfully, to be
manhandled, tied up and just... fucked hard! He was using her like
she was his bitch, his slut, his sexual animal, and the thought
made her mind burn with a sexual fever the likes of which she had
never known!

He had already come a couple of times that
day, which gave him staying power. His hips worked strongly as he
drove himself into her, his hands roaming her body, slapping her
bottom, roughly groping her breasts, pulling at her hair, or
squeezing her waist to jerk her back against him.

Leah was in a near meltdown almost from the
start, and her cries of passion, pleasure and heat, only served to
excite him more as he drove himself into her. Her orgasm seemed to
never fade, but only diminish in strength now and then before
rising up once more to set her to thrashing and twisting and
screaming!

Even when he pulled the butt-plug out of her
ass and thrust himself there instead her trembling, sobbing cries
of pleasure continued. He rode her through orgasm after orgasm,
pounding his thick shaft deep into her ass while she trembled and
shook, and left her dazed and flushed and gasping for breath before
finally finishing himself and letting his heat drain off into her
bowels.
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It happened on Monday.

The entire weekend had been a sexual fantasy
for the both of them, so much so it almost felt a bit strange on
Monday morning to be putting on clothes again and going out to act
like a normal girl once more.

When she headed home she expected hot, nasty
sex with considerable anticipation, and got it, but not in the way
she had expected.

“Strip, slave girl.”

She hardly had to be asked at that point,
but was surprised to see he'd laid out clothes on her bed.

“Put these on.”

She shrugged. The clothes were a very short
kilt, which she occasionally wore when they went clubbing, and a
tight tank top. Since he didn't give her any underwear to put on
the tight cotton slipped over her full breasts smoothly and dropped
down to an inch or so above the waistband of her lowslung pleated
skirt.

“Now bend over.”

He showed her a strange little device. It
looked like an egg with a bendable, pencil thin tube on the fat
end. The tub in term had a fat little round head the size of a
coin. The egg slid slowly into her sex, spreading her wider and
wider, then sliding fully inside.

The narrow, bendable neck protruded, and let
him bend it upward to place the little coin sized thing directly
over her clitoris. He had her straighten, stood back, and then
picked up a small plastic box. Leah looked at him curiously as he
did something to the box, then gasped as the thing against her
clitoris began to buzz, to vibrate.

It wasn't as powerful as the big plug-in
variety, but it was certainly noticeable.

“I can't hear a thing,” he said.

“I hear it.”

“That's because it's inside you, against
you. I can't hear it.”

“What difference does that make?”

The door bell rang, and she started, then
stared at his grin.

“No way! I'm not – !”

He gripped her arm and pulled her to the
door with him, turning off the vibrator and putting it in his
pocket. Before she could pull free he'd yanked open the door, and
then it was too late!

There was a guy at the door. He was about
Josh's age, which was to say about Leah's age plus two. He was
broad shouldered, with very powerfully built arms and a thick chest
under his golf shirt. His head was smoothly bald, and a dark coffee
color, along with the rest of his skin.

“Hey Josh,” he said, his voice very deep and
the words perfectly enunciated.

He did not have what Leah thought of as the
'black accent' which both impressed her and then made her feel bad
about thinking it!

“Dave! Hi!” the man at the door said as the
man eyed Leah appreciatively.

“This is my beautiful, drop dead girlfriend
Leah,” Josh said.

“She sure is drop dead beautiful,” Dave
said, showing two rows of perfect teeth. “Hi, Leah.”

“H-Hi!” she gulped, blushing.

She did not dare look down, but she was
pretty sure it was damn obvious she had no bra on. In fact, her
nipples, while not visible, would certainly be noticeable through
the thin cotton! Not to mention she was wearing a very short skirt
with no underwear!

“Come on in, man,” Josh said, backing up.
“Let me show you the place.”

“Thanks.”

“Dave was one of the subjects in our testing
in my Cognitive Science class last year,” Josh said. “We kind of
got to know each other.”

“Yeah, he has this weird fixation on the
Lakers and I was trying to point out to him how much more
intelligent it would be to cheer for the Bulls instead,” Dave
said.

“Because they won the championship in 1998,
you know,” Josh sniffed.

“This is a nice little place,” Dave said,
“Way better than the room I rent in the athletic dorm. Then again,
we have a lot of fun there.”

“Me and Leah have a lot of fun here,” Josh
said with a smirk.

“Yeah, I bet, man,” Dave said, eying her
appreciatively again.

Leah gulped as she felt the little vibrator
thing come on, and gave Josh a glare. She wanted to scurry off and
change her top, or at least, put on underwear! She'd been looked at
since puberty, in no small part because of her breasts, but a good
girl didn't show them off! Well, maybe at the beach, but not like
this!

On the other hand, it was hard not to feel a
little breathless in the face of the two men's open admiration for
her body. It wasn't like it would do any harm, after all. This guy
wasn't in any of her classes and wasn't one of her circle of
friends or even acquaintances.

Besides, he was freaking hot!

Josh showed him the bedroom, where she
almost had a heart attack for fear some of his new sex toys would
be visible. Fortunately, they weren't. He showed him the study
room, then they went back out to the front room.

“You got a lot of space here,” Dave said,
impressed.

“It's a bit unusual, but probably cheap
because it's right on the highway like it is.”

“Yeah, I see that,” he said, gazing out the
window at the cars passing by.

“But it's what's inside that counts. Well,
with apartments anyway. With girls its what's inside and what's
outside.”

He smirked at her and she scowled at
him.

“Honey, would you get us a couple of beers?”
he asked.

“Sure.”

She went into the kitchen while they sat
down, talking in low voices, and glanced down at herself, wincing
at the way her nipples pushed against the thin fabric. Well,
everyone had them, she tried to tell herself, gulping
anxiously.

And he was hot, and what did it matter if he
noticed her nipples!?

The thing inside her stopped, and she felt a small sense of relief,
tugging on the skirt to see if she could make it go a bit lower. It
was just like Josh to make her dress like this and then invite
someone over! Well, it hadn't been like him, not before, but the
way he'd been acting the last week, she couldn't say it surprised
her.

She opened a couple of beers and then
carried them out, handing on to Josh, who sat on the sofa, and the
other to Dave, who sat in the big corner chair.

“Sit down, beautiful,” Josh said, patting
the seat beside him.

She gulped then sat down, keeping her knees
together. The skirt was even shorter sitting, of course, and Dave
was sitting, if not directly across from them, certainly at an
angle towards her.

The little vibrator started to buzz, and she
flinched.

“I have to say, you got all the comforts
here,” Dave said.

“Yeah, washer and dryer, swimming pool
downstairs, covered parking.”

“Oh, that too,” Dave said with a grin,
looking at Leah.

She blushed a little and smiled
self-consciously.

“Leah isn't exactly a comfort. She's more
like.. a wild, crazy leopard chick,” Josh said, pleasing her.

“She doesn't look too wild,” Dave said with
a smile.

“You haven't seen her naked.”

“Josh!' she said, punching his arm.

“My loss,” Dave said.

“You know that video you sent me the other
day? That lap-dancing video?”

Dave nodded as Leah gulped anxiously.

“She's been practicing that.”

Leah cringed a bit, and her face heated as
Dave grinned at her.

“Lucky guy!” he said.

“Yeah, don't I know it.”

The vibrator was still buzzing between her
legs, and Leah was feeling both nervous, and anxious, even while
pleased that two good looking guys were talking so flatteringly
about her. There was also a certain sense of thrilled sexual daring
in sitting half naked as she was, with no underwear, and a damn
vibrator between her legs, all while some strange (but hot) guy was
looking on!

It was hard not to get turned on by all of that, even harder after
a week of nearly total sexual immersion in Josh's little perverted
experiment!

She did her best not to preen, not to look
like she was enjoying their flattery. That was how good girls were
supposed to act, after all, like they didn't know they were
hot.

“You know that girl in the video was Dave's
girlfriend?” Josh asked.

Leah looked at him in surprise.

“Yeah, she was one hot little number. I took
that video when she went to the amateur night at the Blue Stork.
She was pretty damn good! The crowd loved her.”

“You weren't... upset at all those guys
seeing her naked?” she asked.

“Nawh, I know she's crazy for me. And I
liked seeing how all those guys wanted her, and knowing I was the
one who had her. All they got to do was look.”

“Yeah, I know the feeling,” Josh said with a
grin which made her blush again.

He put his arm across her shoulder and
hugged her in close.

“So how's the psychology thing going?” Dave
asked.

“Pretty good. I'm into a new experiment
now.”

“Oh yeah? What's that.”

“Well... it's kind of a secret experiment,”
he said, looking at Leah and grinning.

She blushed and snorted disdainfully.

“A secret experiment?”

“About certain aspects of how the brain
learns and responds, related to addiction,” Josh said.

“Oh. Well, Architecture is more
straightforward,” Dave said.

“You're studying Architecture?” she
said.

He nodded. “I like building things.”

“I like building people,” Josh said.

“People are already built, man. All you can
do is fix them.”

“Or change them.”

“You trying to change Leah into a
stripper?”

Josh laughed as she blushed.

“No, just make her more … uninhibited,” Josh
said.

“More obedient, you mean,” she sniffed.

“Obedient and uninhibited is a great
combination for a beautiful girl,” Dave said, looking at her.

She flushed even more, her insides
thrumming.

“Maybe I'll have Leah go down to the Blue
Stork too.”

“No way!”

“Why not? You got a great looking bod,
girl,” Dave said.

“Yeah, and you like having guys look at
you,” Josh added with a grin.

“Not naked!”

“You seem to like it when I look at you
naked.”

“That's different!” she exclaimed.

“And I bet Dave would like to see these,” he
said.

The hand which he'd casually draped over her
shoulder dropped down to give her left breast a squeeze. Leah
gasped and batted it off, blushing furiously as Dave looked on and
grinned.

“Why don't you show Dave your
lap-dancing?”

“No way!”

“You can do it on me if you're shy,” he
said.

“Forget it!”

No way she was going to do that with Dave
watching, especially not in a short skirt with no underwear!

“Maybe you need to sleep some dollar bills
into her G-string, man,” Dave said.

“I think I'm worth a lot more than dollar
bills,” she laughed a little shakily.

“Twenties? Would that do it? I got some
here,” Dave said, reaching to his pocket.

“No,” she gulped, feeling her insides
squirming wildly.

“I think that would be crazy hot!” Josh
exclaimed.

“Forget it!”

The problem was that Leah was starting to
think that would be crazy hot too!

“Come on! Show Dave how quick you learned,”
he said in a teasing voice.

“I knew how to lap dance already! I mean –
.”

The two laughed and interrupted her with
catcalls and whistles.

“Every girl knows how to lap dance,
okay!?”

“And every boy wants to see it!” Dave
said.

Josh suddenly slid his right hand in under
her legs and scooped her in his arms, pulling her around to sit her
on his lap!

“Josh!” she gasped.

“Dance for me, baby,” he said.

“No way!”

She threw her body aside so she fell away
from him across the sofa, then yelped as his hand slapped down on
her bottom, a bottom only partially covered by the short kilt!

“Pretend I'm a customer and call me sir,” he
said, slapping her bottom again.

Jolts of heat rippled through Leah's lower
belly as a breathless heat swept through her chest! She squealed as
Josh easily dragged her back, desperately reaching down to grasp
the hem of her skirt to hold it down as he raised her up onto his
lap again, then turned her around so she was facing him, her knees
on the sofa cushion on either side of his hips.

“Dance, baby,” he said in a soft, insistent
tone.

He was grinding his hips beneath her as he
spoke, and she moaned helplessly, face burning and pulse
racing.

His hands gripped her buttocks and pulled
her in closer and she gasped again, grasping his shoulders, very
intensely aware of Dave looking on and grinning!

She ground her hips a little, reluctantly,
and giving every possible sign that she wasn't feeling any
enthusiasm for putting on a show in front of Dave!

Although, in truth, she was feeling, despite
her embarrassment, a powerful sense of arousal at the idea!

She rolled her hips a little, then yelped as
he slapped her bottom.

“Faster, dancing girl,” he said.

She gave him a glowering look, but ground
her hips more, assailed by embarrassment and heat, anxiety and
excitement, the determined effort not to look like a slut or some
sort of... sex toy, and the dark, delicious thought of being
exactly that!

She began to grind herself against him more
energetically, still horribly aware that in that position her
buttocks would be partially visible to Dave, watching her, as the
short skirt flared out.

Josh reached up and grabbed her hair
suddenly, pulling her head down fiercely, crushing her lips against
his. She moaned into his mouth, the raw, sensual heat starting to
make her feel trembly inside, and shaky on the outside!

He pulled back on her hair and she gasped,
forced to arch her back. Then he released her hair, his hands
pulling on her back, mashing her breasts against his face! He
chewed and sucked on them through the thin cotton before she could
draw back with a squawk of embarrassment.

Then, shocking her even more, she felt her
skirt fall away! It was fastened together on the hip by a series of
buttons and he had nimbly undone them without her even noticing!
Now she squealed as he laughingly jerked the fabric completely
away, leaving her naked below the waist!

Face burning, she tried to slap her hands
over her bottom, to hide them, and to dismount, pulling herself off
to the side away from Dave, but he had anticipated it and gripped
her hips to hold her firmly in place.

“Dance, baby,” he said with an eager,
excited, yet determined look.

Body, mind and face all flaming, Leah began
to grind herself against him again, nearly suffocating in the heat
washing over her as Dave watched, as she ground her naked sex
against Josh's groin, where she could feel him hardening, and tried
to get her ragged breathing under control!

Josh's hands squeezed her bottom, but also
kept slapping it sharply, making her gasp and wince and cry out,
but sending a crackling dark wave of seething sexual hunger through
her already overloaded nervous system!

“Dance, bad girl,” he said, slapping her
bottom. “Dance, you nasty girl.”

Moaning, speechless, breathless, Leah ground
herself against him, feeling his hands sliding up under her t-shirt
in back, sliding up her bare back and drawing the shirt up with his
arms. His hands slid back down again, cupping her bottom, then
slapping it, before sliding up into her T-shirt again.

This time, though, as they slid up her back,
they moved around over her ribs, and then slid up her front to cup
her bare breasts!

“Josh!” she moaned dazedly.

He grinned and then used his strength to
jerk her T-shirt up, forcing her arms up, pulling it over her
shoulders and head and leaving her completely naked! She gasped,
jerking her arms in over her chest, but he grabbed her wrists and
pulled them away, leaning in to lick and suck and chew at her
engorged nipples.

Then he slapped her bottom again.

“Dance!” he ordered. “Show Dave what you can
do!”

Rory was mortified! But at the same time she
felt a sizzling jolt of heat and excitement that left her almost
breathless! She yelped as Josh slapped her bottom again
sharply.

“Dance”!

Her mind spun wildly with indecision,
shocked by what had happened, but she began to grind herself
against him, face burning up, but the stinging of her bottom
setting her into jerky motion to avoid another!

“That's it, you hot slut,” he said, his
hands running up her front, fingers sinking into her breasts.
“Grind that tight little ass.”

His words made her flinch as if stung again,
but that searing heat continued to grip her mind and body as she
rolled and ground her hips atop him. She tried frantically to keep
her right arm, at least, down to block most of Dave's view of her
breasts. That meant he was mostly just seeing her buttocks, and
even then, most of that was hidden as long as she was sitting on
Josh!

“What's that black thing on her butt?” she
heard Dave ask.

She cringed again, shuddering.

“That's a butt plug. I put it there so I can
fuck her hot little ass whenever I'm in the mood.”

Leah's face burned even hotter, and she
yelped as he slapped her bottom.

“That's a good idea. Sometimes it takes a
little time to work my dick into Sara's tight little ass.”

“Well, you won't have that problem with my
little sex toy here.”

Crack!

Leah gasped at the blow. The world around
her seemed to be crackling with sexual electricity, overwhelming
her with the shock of her exposure and the fact she had become an
incredible, naked focus of the lust of the two men in the room with
her!

She didn't dare turn her head to look at
Dave! She knew he was watching her, though, staring at her, wanting
her!

Josh slid his hand up her spine and into her
hair, then filled his fist with it and forced her head up and back
sharply.

“Oh! Oh! Josh!” she moaned.

She felt his mouth on the center of her
right breast, felt his teeth digging into the soft flesh as he
sucked and licked at her nipple. Then he switched to her other
breast. Then, instead of pulling her forward, he pulled her back
even further!

She squealed as she rolled back along his
long legs, her head pulled back across his knees so that Dave could
stare at her naked breasts with unobstructed lust.

Another rush of humiliation poured over her,
but with it a rush of heat! She was, after all, proud of her
breasts, even if she rarely had the chance to show them to anyone
new.

Josh jerked her back upright again, crushing
her lips against his.

“What's that thing she's got between her
legs?” she heard Dave ask.

“I'll show you.”

She squealed as he laughed and them jerked
her over to his right side, slapping her bottom hard, and basically
forcing her across his lap with her bottom towards Dave! She felt
his fingers at her sex, and felt the push of the egg-shaped thing
he'd slid up inside her against the inside of her labia.

She shuddered as the egg slid out into
view.

“This here has the battery, see,” Josh
said.

He slid it back into her body, and then ran
his fingers over the vibrator part, rubbing it against her
clitoris.

“This is a vibrator, with a remote control
so I can burn her little clit whenever I want to.”

Dave laughed in amusement behind her. “Many,
you sure are all high tech.”

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

“Nasty little girl,” Josh said.

He pulled the egg out of her again, and
instead slid his fingers in, long, thick fingers! She gasped, heat
burning up her face as well as her insides as two, then three
fingers drove deep into her pussy and pumped in and out.

Her hands were scrambling back behind her
back, trying to either hide her sex or grab his hand and push it
away. He laughed and she felt him gripping her wrists, then pulling
them up and crossing them behind her back.

Crack!

“Are you being a bad girl, baby?” he
asked.

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow!”

“Are you being a bad girl?”

Crack!

“Ow! I'm not!”

Crack! Crack!

“I think you are. You're trying to stop me
from doing what I want to my sex slave.”

Leah's face burned anew!

He let go of her left arm, but then she felt
him wrapping something around her right wrist, pulling it tight. It
was rope! And he quickly pulled her left hand up against her right
again, crossing her wrists and tying them together!

Crack!

“Nasty girl,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad little sex toy.”

He flipped her over and pushed her onto the
floor, then, grabbing her hair, turned her around on her knees to
face Dave.

Naked!

Leah's mind was baking in the heat and shock
as the big Black man eyed her with unconcealed approval and
lust.

“Is this nice or is this nice?” Josh
asked.

“That is niiiiiice,” Dave purred.
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“This is my little fuck toy at her best,”
Josh said, forcing her back to arch even more.

“That's a pretty hot little toy you got
there,” Dave said.

Leah shuddered as Josh's other hand cupped
her breast and squeezed it.

“These are the best tits in the world,” he
said. “I have never seen or felt better.”

“They sure do look good,” Dave said. “Can't
say about what they feel like, unfortunately.”

“Oh, right,” Josh said.

He pulled forward on her hair and Leah
gasped in pain, forced forward on her knees, stumbling across the
floor until she was right in front of Dave! He leaned forward with
a grin, his big hands cupping her breasts gently, lifting them up
as if weighing them, and mashing them gently together.

“Very nice,” he said, his big thumbs sliding
over her nipples and rubbing them skillfully.

“You're gonna dance for Dave, aren't you
baby? Give him a nice lap dance,” Josh said from behind her.

She shook her head wildly.

Crack!

“You're not saying no, are you?”

Crack!

“Because that would be bad.”

Crack!

“You hear me?”

Dave's hands slid in between her bound arms
and her ribs, then lifted her up and pulled her forward. Leah's
legs scrambled to lift her up and support her, and then as Dave
pulled her forward she found herself straddling him!

Her wrists pulled frantically against the
ropes as he pulled her forward against him, and then his lips were
on hers, his tongue in her mouth, and his other hand was on her
ass, squeezing her and pulling her in more firmly against him!

Crack!

“Move your butt, baby,” Dave ordered in a
low growl.

Moaning, gasping, Leah obeyed, grinding her
hips against him as he examined her breasts, then cupped and
kneaded them again. Her eyes were wide, her mind still frozen with
overload and burning up with heat!

“You feel me, baby? You feel my dick under
you? You're getting me all hard,” he said.

His hands slid up and down her body, and one
hand moved around in front of her, pressing against the little coin
shaped vibrator over her clitoris.

He pushed her back, then, forcing her down
off his lap and onto the floor before him, gripping her hair and
drawing her in so that her full, throbbing breasts pressed against
the cushion between his legs as he unzipped his trousers.

Leah gaped and gasped, another overload of
emotion sweeping through her mind as he pulled his cock out into
the sight. It was as black as him, long and thick, even bigger than
Josh's! She stared at it as he guided her mouth down onto the head,
and then moaned as it pushed past her open lips!

“Show me what a hot little sex slave you
are, baby,” Dave said. “Suck that cock for me.”

Crack! Crack!

She yelped at the stinging blows to her
bottom.

“Keep your legs wide and your butt high,”
Josh said sternly.

She moaned and obeyed as her lips bobbed up
and down on Dave's cock. What was happening was insane! It was
insanely embarrassing and insanely exciting! She gurgled as Dave's
big hand pushed her down and his thick cock slid deep into her
mouth.

He pulled her back off and guided her in
against the base.

“Suck my balls, white girl,” he ordered.

She moaned as she obeyed, spreading her lips
wide, sucking and massaging them within her lips, licking at them
excitedly, then at his shaft as he guided her slowly up its length.
A sexual fever had grown within her, more and more intense with
every passing moment, and now as he forced her mouth down on the
head she felt a shuddering sense of perfection taking her.

Her lips slid down inch by inch, and she
took him deep into her throat, gurgling weakly as her lips slid
down all the way to the base and he held her there, her lips
wrapped tautly around the bottom of his shaft.

“Hot little slut,” he said.

He pulled her up slowly and she gasped and
gulped in air as he fondled her breast.

“Hot little fuck toy,” he growled.

He stood up and his cock thrust out at her
face as he took a firm grip on her hair, then guided her lips
forward once more. They slid around the head and down the shaft,
and she gurgled as he pulled her down, then held her in place with
both hands in her hair.

He started to thrust in and out, his big
shaft fucking her mouth, fucking her throat. She gurgled weakly,
dazedly, as he jammed himself into her to the balls again and
again. Leah became light headed once more, unable to breath.

He pulled free and she gulped in desperate,
shuddering breaths.

“I'm gonna fuck your, baby,” he said.

He shoved her and she fell back onto her
back, onto her arms. Then he gripped her legs and flipped her onto
her belly.

Crack! Crack!

His hands slapped her bottom sharply.

“Push that ass up!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Raise that ass and spread em!”

Squealing and yelping, still out of breath,
gasping, moaning, heart pounding, Leah scrambled to raise her hips
high as his hands gripped her waist and jerked her back.

Crack!

“Nice ass,” he said.

She felt him gripping the egg and and
pulling it free, then felt something infinitely softer, yet still
very hot and warm, pressing insistently at the opening to her sex.
It pushed more and more insistently, forcing her to stretch wider
and wider

Crack!

“Hot, tight little slave girl,” he said.

Crack! Crack!

“Nasty little fuck toy.”

Crack!

She yelped and moaned and gasped as he
slowly forced his thick shaft into her body. She'd never felt so
full and so stretched, as he began to push the long length of him
deeper!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Ohmygod!” she cried
helplessly, feeling the thick cock pushing ever deeper into her
aching belly.

She wriggled helplessly, twisting and
gasping and moaning as he began to pump in and out. He used slow,
short strokes, at first, but began to increase them quickly in both
speed and length.

Leah rolled her eyes up to see that Josh was
taking a video!

She moaned, turning her head away, then
yelping as Dave's cock jammed achingly deep inside her, giving her.
She felt so incredibly stretched out!

His big hands gripped her waist, jerking her
back against him as he started to stroke in earnest, and Leah felt
her body churning with a violent storm of heat and pleasure. It was
so wild, so incredible, so impossible! She felt almost dizzy with
the enormity of it! How had she ever allowed this to happen!?

And then the orgasm hit, and her mind, what
was left of it, was sent tumbling end over end as a wall of
pleasure swamped it. She cried out again and again, head twisting
and thrashing as Dave pumped his cock into her harder, his hips now
slapping against her upraised buttocks, his cock spearing deep into
her aching, burning belly!

His heavy hips slapped hard against her,
that long, thick spear of black flesh driving deep into her
quivering belly with every stroke as his big hands held her tightly
in place. Again and again he buried himself in her, his hips
slapping her hard enough to jar her entire body, moving faster and
faster as she squealed and twisted and writhed in wildfire
pleasure!

She sagged dazedly as the incredible orgasm
finally faded, leaving her dazed and moaning. Then she cried out,
eyes glazed, as he gripped her hair and forced her up and back even
as his cock slid out of her belly.

He stood up, and moved before her as she
knelt, jaw slack, moaning, chest heaving. He pushed his big cock
against her open mouth again and slid himself into her with a
steady, firm stroke, burying himself in her throat, then drawing
back, pushing in, drawing back, pushing in again, fucking her
throat slowly before pulling free again.

Leah gasped for dazed breath as he threw her
forward once more onto her belly, then flipped her onto her back.
He jerked her legs up against his body and pushed himself into her
sex again, then slowly leaned over her, forcing her legs back,
spreading them apart as he slid his cock deep into her belly once
again and began to ride her.

Leah's eyes were still glassy as she looked
up at him above her, his big body now almost horizontal, his arms
forcing her ankles back over her head as his hips began to slam
down against her with painful strokes!

He drew back once more, flipped her over and
slapped her bottom repeatedly until she scrambled to raise it up
high and spread her legs. Then he was entering her again, driving
himself deep, and beginning a long, hard, steady pounding that made
her brain tremble and shake within her skull!

He gripped her hair and jerked her head up
and back, slapping her buttocks as her rode her, and Leah's mind
tumbled again, overwhelmed by the sensations and emotions, by the
heat and passion, another orgasm rippling through her, then
another.

It was like being ridden by a bull, by a
wild animal that didn't care what you wanted or thought or said,
but was simply set on fucking you hard and fast! Her breasts ground
against the rub below as his hips pounded against her, and her eyes
rolled back in her head as her body exploded with sensations and
her battered mind shut down all higher order functions.

There was little thought in it now but
pleasure, heat, passion, lust and desire. She gurgled and drooled
and moaned and cried out helplessly as the big man continued to
ride her, her body his helpless toy to use as he chose.

He pulled her hair especially hard, lifting
her head and shoulders up off the floor and holding them
horizontally as Josh moved in before her, still holding the camera,
but out to the side now.

His cock was stiff and hard and it slid into
her mouth and deep into her throat with one stroke. Then he and
Dave alternated strokes, their cocks pumping in and out in tandem,
one using her sex, the other her throat.

Leah's mind floated amidst a hot, swirling
ocean of passion and pleasure, reveling in the wild dark thrill of
what was happening, drowning in sensation and a seething storm of
sexual passion.

It felt almost as if she were gripped by one
long, intense orgasm, one which went on and on and might never end!
She cried out every breath she could take, sweating, shaking,
trembling and dazed as the two men used her, as her body and mind
melted down and her nervous system crackled and burned.

*

“She sure is a bad girl,” Josh said.

“No question about it, man. She's a very bad
girl,” Dave added sadly.

“You know what happens to bad girls,
bro?”

“I think they gotta be punished, right?'

“Yep.”

Leah groaned wearily, her body still feeling
fluttery and trembly. She was laying on the floor at their feet,
her bound wrists underneath her.

“You guys,” she moaned.

“You wanna stay to dinner?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“We'll get my little slave girl to
cook.”

“She's pretty hot. She can cook food
easily,” Dave said.

Josh reached down and gripped her arm and
then dragged her up as she gasped weakly, then led her into the
bedroom first.

“I can't believe you did that,” she groaned
as he picked up the black collar and slid it around her throat.

“Did what? Gave you an incredible bunch of
orgasms?”

He drew the collar in tighter and buckled
it.

“You let another guy fuck me!” she
groaned.

“Yeah, but you loved it, and I got great
video.”

“Josh!” she gasped, eyes widening. “You have
to delete that!”

“Don't worry. Be happy.”

“Josh!”

He untied her wrists and rubbed them, then
pulled out her right hand, sliding one of the leather restraints
around it.

“What are you doing?” she asked, trying to
pull her hand back.

“You think we're finished, baby?” he asked
with a grin.

Leah gulped, and felt a ripple of anxious
heat up her spine.

“Wh-what are you going to do?” she
asked.

“Not sure yet, but it will be hot.”

He buckled the restraint around her wrist,
then took her left hand and slid the restraint around her other
wrist.

“He has a huge fucking cock!” she said in a
hoarse whisper.

“Yep. And you sure loved it.”

“I... it was... wild,” she groaned. “I'm
sore inside!”

He pushed her so she fell down on the bed,
then lifted up her left foot and slipped a restraint around her
ankle, then did the same for her right.

“God! That was so incredible, to have him
fucking me and you in my throat!” she said, marveling at the
remembered sensation.

“I think your family would be very upset
with you.”

She glared at him.

“Your friends too. I think they'd all say
you've been a very bad girl.”

Leah gulped anxiously and licked her lips as
he stood up, took her arm, and pulled her to her feet.

“Now you're going to make dinner.”

And so she did – naked – while the two guys
sat in the living room with ESPN on, talking about things in low
voices which she couldn't hear!

That made her even more nervous!

She felt oddly shy as she stepped out of the
kitchen, flushing as Dave looked at her.

“Uhm, dinner is ready.”

Josh grinned and stood up, coming around the
love seat to her, then took her wrist and pulled her forward.

“Sir? Did I hear a sir in there?” he asked
softly.

“Josh!” she gulped, flushing.

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” she said softly.

“Don't forget it, slave girl.”

“You're such a pervert!” she moaned.

“All men are perverts, babe,” Dave said,
coming up beside him.

She gulped, flushing, then gasped as he
cupped her breasts and pinched her nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers! She felt her pulse suddenly rocket upwards as he
rolled and squeezed her nipples, then tugged them upward,
stretching them, making them ache!

He laughed and let them go, and passed her
by. She stared up at Josh, who grinned, slapped her bottom, and
passed her on the other side.

The kitchen was a modest size. The table was
a small round one with four chairs. Dave sat down, then Josh pulled
out one of the chairs and placed it against the wall before sitting
across from him. Leah frowned, since the chair was pressed against
the wall there was now nowhere for her to sit.

Josh took her plate and put it under his,
then began to scoop up creamed corn from the bowl to put it on his
place. Dave was doing the same with the meatballs as she came over
to the table.

“Uhmm...”

“Kneel there, slave girl,” Josh said,
pointing to the floor between him and Dave.

Leah stared at him, face flushing as Dave
grinned.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

She bit her lip anxiously then knelt next to
the table.

“Sit down on your heels,” he said.

She obeyed, but then couldn't even see over
the top of the table.

“Knees apart. Show Dave your pretty little
pussy.”

She flushed and felt a jolt of heat and
embarrassment, but reluctantly spread her knees apart.

“Wide.”

She sucked in a breath and obeyed.

“That is a nice looking pussy,” Dave said.
“She does a good job shaving.”

“And waxing. I'm surprised it's not looking
all stretched out from that big horse cock of yours.”

“Maybe if I fuck her a few dozen more
times...”

Josh grinned and laughed, then smirked at
Leah, who continued to blush.

He slid out of his chair, then took her
wrists and pulled them together behind her back, locking them
together, then got back in his chair.

Leah looked at him uncertainly

“You know what's missing here?” he said.

Dave raised his eyebrows.

“Cucumber.”

“You think?”

Josh rose and got one from the fridge, then
put it in the microwave for a few seconds to take the chill off. He
took it back to the table and put some butter on the top, then he
and Dave grinned at each other as Leah's eyes widened.

“Wait!” she gulped as he slid out of his
chair.

He gripped her hair and she gasped as he
forced her head up and back, then pulled upward, forcing her up off
her heels.

“Josh!” she cried.

He laughed and she felt the rounded nose of
the cucumber pressing against her sex, rubbing and grinding against
her with a slick layer of butter around it.

“It's too big!” she squealed.

“Hell, you took Dave's horse cock. I'm sure
you can manage.”

He pulled down on her hair, forcing her
lower, and she felt her sex press firmly against the end of the
cucumber.

“Oh! Oh! Wait!” she gasped as he pulled
harder.

“Down, slave girl.”

She moaned as her body's own weight jammed
her against the end of the cucumber, feeling the lips of her sex
slowly forced in and back. They stretched wider and wider, aching
dully, then more sharply as the cucumber began to slide into
her.

“Oh! Oh fuck! Oh God! Wait! Wait! Slow!”

“Dinner's getting cold,” he said.

But he only pulled her down a little more.
Of course, that meant she was stretched achingly wide around the
thick green vegetable as he released her hair and got back into his
chair.

She pulled her head forward and down and
stared at herself impaled on the cucumber! She was perched
awkwardly, her knees apart, her body being held up by straining leg
muscles and the resistance of her pussy jammed against the
cucumber.

But there was no way she could stay in that
position. Her leg muscles were growing strained, and as her body
began to adjust and the slippery butter played its part, she began
to sink slowly down the long, thick green cock.

It took a few minutes, with her gasping and
wincing and moaning and cursing along the way, but slowly, inch by
slow inch, it slid up into her body until her buttocks were sitting
on her heels to help hold her in place.

Of course, that position was not sustainable
either. Her feet were bent sharply beneath her as her weight
pressed against her heels, and they soon began to ache, too.

Josh and Dave were talking about basketball,
ostensibly ignoring her as she moaned and gasped and writhed ever
so slowly atop the thing. But when the pain grew too great she
forced herself up off her heels, and Josh frowned at her.

“Sit down on your heels.”

“My feet are sore!”

“Your butt is going to be sore if you
don't.”

“I mean it! My feet are going to break!” she
said anxiously.

He snorted.

“So pull your feet in properly and sit on
your heels.”

He slid off the chair in annoyance, then
took her right foot and straightened it so the toes weren't
balancing her, then did the same to her left. That had both feet
flat on the floor, well, the backs of her feet, at least.

“Now down.”

He pushed on her shoulders and she sank
downward. The cucumber had risen with her, of course, so tight was
it, but as she sat back down the other end pressed against the
floor. She winced and moaned, for with her feet flat under her she
had to slide down another five inches!

Groaning and shuddering, she did, though the
last few were painful.

“Oh my God!” she gasped breathlessly, face
flushed.

“That's a lot of cucumber,” Dave
observed.

The vegetable was almost buried inside her
belly now, with only the last couple of inches sticking out of her
aching opening.

“Oh God!” she moaned.

“Here. Eat,” Josh said.

He held a meatball out to her in his hand,
but Leah was focused on the aching inside her and hardly paid any
attention to it. He reached out with his other hand and gripped the
hair behind her head, jerking her head sharply up to get her
attention, then fed her the meatball.

“Gotta keep my bitch fed,” he said to
Dave.

“She needs to have energy to ride your
cock,” Dave replied with a grin.

“You bet.”

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


It was the weirdest dinner of Leah's life,
and also the most painful, and also, the most wildly thrilling. Her
insides gradually began to adapt to the thick vegetable, and the
pain faded to a dull ache inside her.

Josh insisted she eat out of his hand, and
then Dave began to hold out food so she could lick out of his hand
too.

After a while, Josh left the room, then
returned with the little pink golf ball things which had tiny
chains and loops on the end. Leah moaned as he fit the loops around
her stiff nipples, pinching them tightly, then returned to his
seat.

Now the balls dangled from her burning
nipples, and bobbed and swung as she moved, which was whenever she
had to lean forward to lick food out of Josh's hand or Dave's. Her
nipples sparkled and burned and her breasts throbbed as her mind
began to fill with a shimmering flood of sexual heat.

This was so wild and kinky and dirty and
nasty, after all! And there was Dave looking at her with dark eyes
promising he would be plunging his big cock into her again! Not to
mention Josh with that mischievous look on his face promising who
knew what was to come!

She felt her mind encased in a strange,
honeyed sense of heated sexual arousal, and the outrageoueness of
what was happening was oil on the fires within her, making her feel
like a raw, helpless sexual animal in the hands of the two big
men!

When Josh was finished eating he reached out
and gripped her hair, forcing her to rise on her knees, then to
stand shakily as he guided her over onto his lap.

“Oh! Please! Be careful!” she squealed as he
eased her down.

His legs were apart enough, however that the
base of the cucumber didn't touch anything as he sat her on his
lap. His fingers began to caress her buttery clitoris, however, as
he held her hair tightly and then pushed her face forward.

“Clean off my plate, slave girl,” he
ordered.

“But – !”

“Lick it clean.”

He pushed her face down and she shuddered,
her tongue flicking out, licking at the gravy and loose corn and
and mix of leavings on the plate. There wasn't much, but he
insisted she lick the plate clean, even as his fingers stroked and
massaged her swollen clitoris!

Then, of course, she had to do the same for
Dave, sitting carefully on his lap as he fingered her clitoris and
kneaded her breast, moaning and licking breathlessly at his
plate.

After that, Josh put a bowl of milk on the
floor for her and made her kneel before it, her bottom high and
knees apart as she tried to angle her head up to drink. It wasn't
easy since her wrists were still locked together behind her back!
Her breasts were pillowed out beneath her, nipples aching as she
awkwardly licked at the milk.

And then Josh showed up with the powerful
vibrator and brought it up against her clitoris.

'Oh! Fuck! Oh! Oh! Please! Josh!” she
squealed, her hips bucking and jerking wildly.

“Sir,” he said.

He slapped her bottom.

“Say sir.”

“Sir!” she gasped.

“Keep drinking.”

Moaning, trembling, she angled her head up,
her neck aching, and began to try to slurp milk from the bowl, but
he brought the vibrator in against her clitoris again, pushing up
firmly to press her swollen little button back against her – with
the hard cucumber jammed up behind it.

The orgasm burst within her and she shook
and trembled violently, knocking over the bowl and spilling the
milk on the floor as she squealed and cried out in helpless
pleasure, her bottom jerking violently as her muscles convulsed
with pleasure!

“Oh God!” she moaned breathlessly, face
against the floor, trying to catch her breath.

“You spilled the milk,” Josh said.

“She sure is a clumsy girl,” Dave said.

“Lick it up, slave.”

He slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Lick it up!”

Dazed, gasping, moaning, Leah began to lick
the milk off the floor as Josh's fingers gently caressed her
clitoris.

“Please!” she gasped. “Please!”

Crack!

“Keep licking.”

She licked the milk off the floor, and Josh
turned her around.

“You missed a spot,” he said, extending his
foot.

She rolled her eyes helplessly upward, then
gasped as Dave knelt behind her, fingering her clitoris, and also
pressing a buttery finger against her back opening!

“Oh! Please!” she moaned.

“Some milk got on my shoes,” Josh said.
“Lick it up.”

“I-I don't see any!” she moaned.

“You calling me a liar? Lick it up!”

Shuddering, moaning, whimpering, dazed, Leah
began to lick at his shoe, then the other shoe, while Dave fingered
her clitoris and worked his long finger slowly down into her
butt.

“What a hot fucking slut!” Dave growled.

Leah moaned and licked.

“But she's still a bad girl,” Josh said.

“Definitely a bad girl, man.”

Josh clipped the leash to her collar and
unclipped her wrists, jerking her up onto all fours. Leah moaned in
relief, permitted to straighten her neck at last, even as he
slapped her bottom lightly and led her from the kitchen.

“Man!” Dave said. “I can't fucking believe
this!”

“Believe it. My Leah is one hot little
slut,” Josh said proudly.

Leah shuddered, feeling a fresh rush of dark
excitement as she crawled out of the kitchen and then into the
living room, the balls dangling from her aching nipples as the two
men followed.

“Face down, ass up,” Josh said as they
reached the carpeted living room.

Moaning, Leah lowered her torso to the
floor, stretching her arms out before her, raising her bottom high
and spread her knees.

She winced and gasped as she felt him
working something into her ass, the butt plug, she thought
breathlessly. Then Josh locked her wrists together behind her once
again as Dave slid his pants down and sat on the sofa. Josh guided
her in between his spread legs and onto his thick cock.

Moaning, breasts pillowing out against the
sofa, nipples sparkling as the weights tugged on them, Leah began
to lick at his testicles, then sucked them into her mouth as Josh
slapped her bottom and raised it high.

Dave began to harden as she licked her way
up and down his cock, and soon he was jamming her head down so that
she took the thick shaft deep into her throat.

Crack!

She gasped in pain as Josh brought the strap
down across her bottom.

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

“What are you doing with another man's cock
in your throat?”

Crack!

“Nasty little slut.”

Crack!

“Imagine sucking another guy's dick!”

Crack!

“She's one nasty girl,” Dave said.

Crack!

“She sure is!”

Crack!

“And she deserves to be punished.”

Crack!

Leah moaned and gasped and cried out dizzily
as her bottom began to burn, but Dave held her thick hair in his
big fist, and guided her down onto his balls, then up the shaft,
then back down with the thick cock filling her mouth, then her
throat, working her up and down as Josh strapped her!

Crack!

“Hot little cock sucker,” Josh said,
sounding indignant.

Crack!

“What would your mother think?”

Crack!

“What would your sister think?”

Crack!

There wasn't much she could reply to any of
that since Leah barely had any breath. Her head was pounding and
her chest burning as was light headed.

Dave pulled her up off his cock and she
gulped in air.

“Are you a bad girl?” Josh demanded.

Crack!

“Answer me.”

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Sir,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!” she gasped
dazedly.

She moaned as his fingers gripped the
cucumber which protruded from her aching sex, then began to slowly
draw it out of her. She groaned in relief as the pressure deep
inside her finally eased! Then as the cucumber slid back further
and further, she began to feel empty.

Finally, the thing came out of her
completely. A moment later Dave pulled on her hair, forcing her up
on her knees, then forcing her to climb atop him, to straddle him,
and to sink her thrumming pussy down on his long, slick shaft.

The feeling was... intense. Leah cried out
in pleasure as the slick shaft slid deep into her belly. It felt so
much more natural, so much warmer, so much softer – while still
being very, very hard! There was almost no ache, despite how tight
she was around it, and without being told, she began to die him
with a growing sense of passion as a sexual fever gripped her
mind.

Her cries of pleasure began to rise higher
and higher. Then Dave removed the weights from her nipples, and
after the initial aching they began to crackle with pins and
needles. He gripped her breasts and began to suck and chew on her
nipples, and an orgasm tore through Leah which was so wonderful it
was terrible!

She screamed, she howled out all the breath
in her lungs, riding him with crazed desperation, riding the entire
length of his slick cock without regard to her aching leg muscles!
The raw pleasure flayed her mind and turned her into a feral sexual
animal, crazed and in heat!

Sobbing, gasping, she rode him through a
second orgasm, crying out again and again.

He gripped her bottom and shifted himself
around, laying down on the sofa, then pulling on her breasts to
force her to bend over so he could suck and chew on them. She felt
the weight on the sofa behind her, felt the butt-plug pulling free,
and then Josh fed his own thick cock slowly into her ass!

Leah had never imagined anything like it!
The sexual fever deepened and intensified! She felt as if she was
going mad as her insides burned with a heady froth of sensations!
She screamed and sobbed, climaxing again and again as Josh forced
himself deep and the two men began to pump in and out of her.

It became so intense she literally blacked
out, breathless and stunned, shell shocked by the intensity of the
sensations tearing through her!

*

Dave left for home, and Josh took her into
the bathroom. She was utterly exhausted, drained, every muscle
aching. He washed her, brushed her teeth and her hair, then led her
to bed, though with her wrists still locked together behind
her.

She felt so sore between the legs, but that
almost meant she was highly sensitive to Josh's tongue, and she
sobbed and writhed in the grip of fresh heat as he licked her to
another orgasm.

Sunday started with more of the same, though
with his cock sliding into her to complete their morning
greeting.

She made him breakfast, then ate from his
hand again. They showered together, where his fingers forced her
into two more intense orgasms. He had her put on the short kilt and
tight top again, but this time insisted they go out for a walk.

A slap to the bottom dissuaded her of much
protesting, but her mind squirmed as they walked through the
downstairs entrance hall and out onto the street.

Josh had added the butt plug, and that weird
little remove controlled vibrator, which he would turn on every now
and then, like when they were at the newsstand amid a crowd of
people looking at magazines and newspapers!

Josh bought her a Popsicle and they sat on a
bench while she sucked it in the most obvious way imaginable,
bobbing her lips up and down it, and licking it along its length as
people passed by. The men looked at her hungrily, while the women
frowned with disapproval.

“Are you my whore?” he asked.

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Say it.”

“I'm Joshua's whore,” she replied.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it.”

“I'm Joshua's bitch.”

“What a bad girl you are.”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned. I'm a bad girl!”

They got up and walked further in onto the
college campus. It being Saturday there was very little going on.
All the classes were shut up, and only the far side, where the
dorms were, had any real activity. Josh led her along a deserted
path and then across a lawn to an old two story brick building. It
had once been an actual house, but now it was some kind of
administration building.

“Put your hands against the wall, bad
girl.”

“Josh!” she moaned.

“Sir,” he said, slapping her bottom.

“Sir!” she gasped. “What are you going to
do, sir!?”

“Whatever I want. You're my bitch, aren't
you?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Bottom out.”

She was wearing her highest heels, at his
orders. Now she pushed out her bottom as she pressed her breasts
against the brick wall. They were not exactly in a private
location. The path went by twenty yards on one side. Behind them
and to the other, were a mass of trees and hedges.

“Oh! Josh!” she gasped as he undid her
skirt.

Crack!

“Sir,” he said sternly.

“Sir!” she moaned. “Someone might see!”

“Then they'll get a thrill,” he said,
pulling her skirt away from her body.

He gripped the t-shirt and peeled it up her
body and over her breasts, leaving it bunched up under her arms,
which were above her head and pressed against the wall. Leah
shuddered as her bare breasts pressed against the cool, rough
bricks, her bottom pushed out behind her.

The vibrator buzzed, and she felt a jolt of
anxiety and heat as Josh removed the belt from the loops of his
pants and doubled it up.

“Are you a bad girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned shakily.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Do you need to be punished?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

The belt snapped across her out thrust
bottom with a sharp, stinging impact!

“Oh! Please!”

“Did you like Dave's big horse cock last
night?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack!

“Nasty little slut.”

“I'm sorry, sir!” she half sobbed.

Crack!

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, sir! I'm your bitch, sir!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, sir! I'm your slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Leah shuddered and jerked, her bottom
heating up, the soft flesh of her breasts grinding against the hard
stone bricks as she gulped in air and felt her insides roiling
wildly.

“What a bad girl you are,” he said with
disapproval.

Crack! Crack!

“Please!” she gasped. “Please, sir!”

“Spread your legs, bad girl.”

Trembling, she obeyed, and groaned as she
felt his fingers at the butt-plug, felt it being pulled slowly out
and back. Then he moved in behind her as she held her position,
legs straight, body bent forward, breasts against the wall, arms
stretched upward.

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

She felt his cock pushing into her, and
moaned low in her throat. She was are of people moving around
distantly, small people passing through the widely spread trees.
None were quite close enough to notice, but it wouldn't take much
for them to pay attention and realize what was happening!

Josh was sliding his thick cock up and down
with more and more authority, driving it deeper and deeper until
finally his hips began to hit her sore buttocks repeatedly. She
gasped and moaned, the vibrator buzzing against her clitoris, her
breasts throbbing as she ground them against the brick, her insides
roiling as her mind burned with more and more passion.

“I told you I'd be fucking this hot ass
more,” Josh groaned. “You're so fucking tight! I could just stay in
here forever!”

He couldn't, of course, but before he
finished a couple walked by on the path, an older couple. Leah
gasped, turning her face away, skin burning as the old lady noticed
first and let out a squeak of outrage. The couple hurried past as
Josh laughed, his hips never slowing.

“Oh God!” she moaned.

“I never knew how religious you were, baby,”
he said.

 


 





Chapter Eleven

 


 


 


 


While Dave was the first, he was not the
last guy that Josh invited to make use of her body. Nor was that
the only time he got to use it. Leah had to give lap-dances to him
and Josh the next weekend, and also dance and strip for them. Then
Dave brought his girlfriend over to instruct her, and to let both
men watch as Leah was forced to learn how to perform oral sex on
the woman!

Peter and Michael were next, at the same
time! Leah had to give a performance which didn't end until She was
riding Peter's cock while Josh fucked her ass and Michael drove his
cock deep into her throat!

And after 'perfecting' her dancing, and with
her will to resist collapsed, she wound up one evening at the Blue
Stork, during amateur night, terrified, anxious, heart pounding,
sweating, but also darkly aroused as she waited her turn!

It was terrifying at first, and horribly
embarrassing, but the more clothing she removed, the hotter she
became, until, naked, grinding her sex against the pole as the men
cheered, she came right up on stage in front of them all!

The Stork didn't have private rooms for lap
dancing. That was done right the tables in the open, and Josh
insisted she perform some lap dances on some of the eager men
watching. That was another incredible experience to her, twisting
and writhing and grinding atop their laps as everyone around
watched!

She couldn't even make it back to the car
afterward without begging him to take her up against the wall in
the alley!

It shocked her how quickly her attitude had
changed about sex, but the number, quickness, and intensity of her
orgasms washed away any thought of concern for those changes. She
had gone from having a few orgasms a week to having a dozen every
single day! And they were far more intense than they had once
been!

She switched her major to Human Sexuality,
for sex, passion and pleasure had become so integral to her life
and who she was now. Her inhibitions began to melt away to the
point she went to the Blue Stork every amateur night for the wild
thrill of showing herself off to all those watching men.

She even began to do a paper on Josh's
little experiment, which turned out to have the effect he had
thought it might, but also another he hadn't mentioned.

Being tied up turned her on. Even looking at
the rope in his hands turned her on. Being spanked, strapped, or
paddled turned her on even more, so much so that he barely had to
dip his cock into her for her to have a screaming climax.

But the constant smacks to her bottom for
any excuse whatever had another psychological impact. She found
herself being more respectful, not just towards Josh, but to
others. She also found that she had a rising tendency to do
whatever he told her to do without questioning it, to obey him and
not to argue.

She certainly stopped with the quick,
snippy, or mocking retorts, even when he might deserve them, even
when she was simply joking. They always brought a stinging slap to
the bottom, after all, and so, without any conscious decision on
her part, she stopped.

It was also unconscious, the way she obeyed
him. It wasn't as if she was afraid of being smacked on the bottom,
after all. It just sorted of happened, as if subconsciously, her
mind had realized that showing disrespect or disagreement would
bring her pain.

The fact that pain wound up bringing her
pleasure was irrelevant.

She had become more soft-spoken, more
polite, more attentive, and certainly more obedient, not merely to
him, but to everyone. This was an interesting and strange
psychological contradiction given that the threat of a spanking
turned her on, as did the spanking.

It would, she knew, make for a great paper,
though she would likely not name the subject involved. And, of
course, it called for more experimentation to see just how far this
behavioral change would go!

 


 


END
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