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Eager to experience what these men had decided was in store for me, I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it across the room. I quickly removed my bra, revealing my firm, round breasts.

"Put your hands behind your back," said Justin. I did as asked, feeling like some kind of servant. Still, it was incredibly intoxicating.

Trent opened a cabinet in his living room, revealing a whole collection of toys. He pulled out a bundle of rope and tossed it to Justin. "You know how to use this?" Trent asked.

"Oh yeah," Justin replied. "I've learned a few things."

"You hear that, Kat? You found yourself two men with very similar tastes. How lucky for us."

"Yes, sir," I said. I didn't disagree. In the past I'd been fortunate enough to meet some guys freaky enough to fulfill my needs, but none had awakened the desires I was starting to feel now. What I wondered was, Would these new feelings replace my original need, or join it?
 The idea was startling, but I was having too good a time to consider stopping now.
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Kinky Katrina's Double Date

I arrived at the restaurant twenty minutes early and asked to be seated. I had to be first to arrive or this wouldn't work. Trust me, I know. I've done this a few times. Sitting there by myself was nerve-wracking, but it would be worth it. I sent a text to say I was here. Come find me.

The waitress asked if I wanted a drink while I waited, so I ordered a chardonnay. It would calm me down, help me relax. I was nervous, not because of what I wanted to do, like most people would be. What I wanted, I wanted badly. It's all I could think about. The craving wouldn't go away until I had it. No, I was nervous about something else: getting the chance to do what I wanted. That was the hard part.

I'd have to be convincing. Seductive. Irresistible. To accomplish this I wore my smallest, tightest, lowest-cut black dress, showing off my long legs and healthy chest. On the way to the table I drew everyone's eyes like July fireworks, only louder and hotter.

For this to work, I'd have to be smart too. Read the room. Be fluid. I'd have to be open-minded, if I expected open-mindedness in return. I kept the planning to a minimum. I knew the outline, the broad strokes, but instinct would lead the way tonight.

Trent arrived first, right on time. "Hey Katrina," he said, leaning in to kiss me on the cheek. "You look incredible."

"Thanks," I said. I knew what he meant. My clothes said Fuck me
, and he could hear it, loud and clear. "Now I know why you chose an oyster bar," he joked.

"Am I that transparent?" I said coquettishly. "I hope you're hungry."

"You have no idea," he replied.


No,
 you have no idea
, I thought. "Good." I smiled. Surprisingly, he hadn't noticed that we weren't sitting at a table for two. Too distracted by the dress, I hoped. He was a kind and charming guy, but in the bedroom he took charge, both physically and mentally, ordering me around, demanding subservience. It was hot as hell, I admit, but whether or not that would work to my advantage tonight or not, I didn't know.

"Honestly, I was a little surprised to hear from you," said Trent. "It's been, what? A couple weeks? I wasn't sure what the deal was."

"Sorry, it's not your fault. I've just been busy," I said, only half telling him the truth. It wasn't his fault, and I had been busy: I needed time to set up tonight. I didn't want to string a nice guy like Trent along if tonight wasn't going to happen.

"If you say so, babe. I know how it goes," he said.


No you don't, not really
, I thought, finishing my glass of wine. But you will
.

"Katrina?" came another voice. Justin had arrived.


Here we go
.

Both Trent and Justin looked at each other, smiling to mask their confusion. This was it. This was the crucial moment. I tried to prepare, testing out lines and arguments, but I knew I had no real clue what was going to happen.

"Justin, this is Trent. Trent, this is Justin. Have a seat," I said, praying they stayed calm.

"What's going on?" asked Trent, his polite mask starting to fray. I didn't blame him. Justin was jacked, boasting a body-builder's physique. He was tall and dressed elegantly, which clearly proved challenging for a man his size. Though he lacked Trent's brains and charisma, no one would ever call him dumb or mean. He was just quiet, and thoughtful. In bed he was powerful, of course, but also sensitive and generous.

"Yes, I'm wondering that too," he said.

I took a deep breath. No turning back now
.

"I know this seems weird," I started. "And I'm sorry for the deception. I invited both of you here because I like you both very much."

"Are you fucking kidding me?" said Trent. He kept his voice down to avoid causing a scene, but the anger in his tone was unmistakable. This wasn't off to a good start. "What, are we here so you can decide who you're going to choose?"

"Actually, no," I said, set to launch into the explanation. "I'm not going to choose. It wasn't an accident that I invited each of you here tonight. I didn't text the wrong number or make a mistake in my schedule. I told you the same time, same place because I want you both. At the same time."

There, I said it. Took my shot. Rolled the dice.

"You mean, at the same time, in bed?" asked Justin. He spoke so calmly, it was almost unsettling.

"Yes," I replied. I was about to say more when the waitress returned to the table. She was a hot piece herself, wearing a short, navy blue skirt and a tight, white, button-down shirt with a skinny tie. I was glad for the distraction.

"Could you bring a bottle of this to the table?" I asked, holding up my now empty glass.

"Sure thing," she said. "Are we expecting a fourth?"

"Yeah, are we?" Trent asked, sounding indignant.

I maintained my composure. He had a right to be mad. "No, just us three," I told her. She nodded and left.

"You've got some nerve," said Trent. "Is that why I haven't seen you lately? You've been shacking up with this guy?"

This was getting to be a problem. Trent was not handling himself well. "Trent, I know you feel wronged. Justin, you too. Just stay and hear me out. Food and drink are on me."

Trent looked at Justin, who merely shrugged. I got the sense that Justin was more amused than angry. After all, he could get nearly any woman he wanted and he knew it; why would he be jealous?

"All right," said Trent as a server approached the table. He poured wine into our glasses quickly, perhaps sensing the tension. None of us spoke until he was finished.

"How did this happen?" Justin asked. He said it with no inflection to indicate what he was feeling. He may as well have been asking whether I preferred paper or plastic.

"Yeah, I mean, did you meet us around the same time?" Trent asked.

"No, I met you," I said to Trent, "and then I met him. Finding two men at the same time is more ideal, but it doesn't always work out, you know?"

Trent nodded. "I think I'm getting it. You put me on hold until you could fill your lineup."

Justin chuckled. "Sorry bud."

"I guess," I said. "Again, I didn't want it to go that way. That's not what I'm about."

"What are you about, exactly?" Trent said. "One guy at a time isn't enough for you?"

"No, it's not. If I want to get off, I need two men inside me."

"Why not just use toys?" Trent asked. "You know, plug yourself while you're with a man?"

I shook my head. "It doesn't work that way. I've tried it, believe me. It's not the feeling of fullness I need: it's the sensation of having two guys going at with me together. Otherwise I can't really... you know... go all the way."

"Really?" said Justin, sounding hurt. "Were you faking those other times?"

I nodded. My as well rip off the bandage quickly. "Yeah, I was. I'm really sorry guys," I said, throwing all the remorse I could into my voice. "Please don't be insulted. I still thought you were both great. Any other woman would have been more than satisfied, for sure. It's on me, not you. I'm just different."

"Fair enough," said Justin. "Thanks for being honest."

"Yeah," Trent agreed. "I guess I'd be pretty frustrated in your position. Desperate, too."

"Thanks," I said. "I know I'm asking for a lot of understanding. The good news is, you're both invited to my place after dinner. You know, if you're willing. Otherwise, we can all go our separate ways, because I won't pick one of you. It wouldn't be fair."

I couldn't believe it. I'd gotten through the hard part, the confession, as well as the proposal, and neither one walked. So often men would storm out at this point, furious at being lied to or disgusted at the thought of sharing me with another man. It was so rare that I convinced both to stay, and I wanted so badly for it to work out, especially with these two. It was at this point, when things were going well, that I could feel the finish line. I could taste it.

Trent looked over to Justin, sizing him up. Perhaps he felt intimidated at Justin's size and strength, but he knew he had nothing to be self-confident about. He was fit, good-looking and successful. He could handle himself beneath the sheets. He had nothing to worry about. The only question was, how did he feel about having another man beneath them too?

"Justin, would you join me at the bar for a minute?" Trent asked.

"Sure."

"Excuse us," said Trent.

Together they got up and headed for the bar, leaving me alone. I forced myself to sip at my wine, knowing I would drink far too much otherwise. If tonight went well, I'd want to remember it in all its detail, not risk blacking out. And just as importantly, I'd want to have all my strength and stamina, not be too tired and drunk to last the night.

I played with my phone, scrolling through Facebook and Twitter feeds, but I couldn't concentrate on what I was reading. In my head, all I could think about were their massive rods and how they would both feel sliding into me; the sound of both of them groaning; the gust of their hot breath against my skin. I could feel wetness dripping through my panties. I hoped Trent and Justin would notice somehow, as if they were animals detecting the pheromones of a willing mate.

When the men returned, they both carried a pint of beer and a plate of oysters. I wanted to jump out of my chair to do a victory dance, but instead I just smiled. "I take it this means you've accepted my offer?"

"We have some conditions," said Justin, sipping his beer.

"First, we're going back to my place, not yours," said Trent.

"Okay," I said. Be fluid.
 I'd be more comfortable at home, but Trent's place was much nicer, in truth. He worked for a good law firm, and didn't try to hide how well he was paid. "What else?"

"You're going to submit to our will," said Justin. "We'll treat you right, but you have to make up for lying to us first."

"And that means you'll do as we say, without question," Trent added.

I gulped, not expecting such a demand. This was new. Be open-minded.


"You're not going to do anything violent, right?" I asked.

"Of course not," said Trent. "We have no interest in injuring you. But, some parts might be painful."


Painful?
 "Like, spanking?" I asked. I could feel adrenaline kick my heart-rate through the roof. I was a little afraid of what they were asking, but also very intrigued. I couldn't explain it, but I felt an overwhelming sense of curiosity.

"Sure, spanking," said Justin. "And more."

I didn't have to think about it more. I needed this to happen. It had been too long since one my double dates went all the way. "I'm in," I said.

"Good," said Trent. "Now let's eat."

---

We consumed our meal like gunslingers at a three-way standoff, eying each other in silence, waiting for somebody else to make a move. It was so surreal I nearly giggled, which either would have resulted in an awkward quiet or broken the tension, I don't know which. Trent and Justin watched one another wolf down the oysters, but I sensed that a friendly competition was brewing, rather than a rivalry. Maybe it was wishful thinking.

None of us spoke on the way to Trent's place. Whatever our cab driver was thinking, he must have known our little group was not having a typical night. Trent tipped him well as we all got out. While we rode the elevator up to the tenth floor of his building, he reached a hand out and grabbed my ass. Following Trent's lead, Justin clutched my end from the other side. Their twin grips were tight and I could feel my pussy drip. I was aching for release.

Once we got inside Trent's apartment I tossed my purse onto the kitchen table and started to take off my dress.

"What are you doing?" asked Justin.

"What do you mean?" I said, confused. "You don't want me to get naked?"

"You don't do anything you're not told to do," Trent explained. "You do what we say, when we say. That's how this goes. Got it?"

"Okay," I said, flustered. Was he really serious?

As if to answer my question, Trent came up to me, twisted me around, then slapped my ass with his hand, "Okay? Okay what?"

"Yes, okay!" I said.

He spanked my ass again, aiming for the same spot. The hit stung, sending tendrils of pain throughout. "You'll address both of us as 'sir.' Now, try again."

"Yes sir," I said. I was in pain, yet the burning felt electric. I savored it, though I couldn't explain why. It just felt good.

"That's better," said Trent. "Now, lift up your dress,"

The idea of obeying their orders was appealing to me more and more. I did as instructed and hiked my dress up to my waist, revealing my skimpy black thong.

"Very good," Justin said circling me and staring. "You have a great figure."

"Yes," added Trent. "A hot body and a dirty mind. Makes for a nice pairing." Looking into my eyes, he reached down and slipped his hand into the waistband of the thong. He ran his hand over my warm mound, massaging it. I groaned and squeezed my eyes shut until I perceived just his touch and the sporty scent of his cologne. Then he clutched the thong in his hand and pulled on it hard, drawing it deep into my folds.

I started to pull back, but Justin put his arms around me, holding my arms tight against my body. "You can back out of this any time you like," he said. "But if you want us to give you what you want, you have to behave yourself."

Some part of me wanted to run, to get out of Trent's apartment and call the last few weeks a loss. However, I was increasingly turned on by the way I was being treated. The manhandling, the warnings: it was kinky, being dominated like this. The way Trent held my thong caused it to split my pussy, but the sensation was as erotic as it was painful.

"Sorry sirs," I said. "Please, do as you will."

"Excellent." Trent gave the thong another harsh pull, causing me to squeal, but I didn't try to writhe free. Finally, he yanked the panties downward, and let them fall to the floor. "Now you can finish undressing."

Eager to experience what these men had decided was in store for me, I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it across the room. I quickly removed my bra, revealing my firm, round breasts.

"Put your hands behind your back," said Justin. I did as asked, feeling like some kind of servant. Still, it was incredibly intoxicating.

Trent opened a cabinet in his living room, revealing a whole collection of toys. He pulled out a bundle of rope and tossed it to Justin. "You know how to use this?" Trent asked.

"Oh yeah," Justin replied. "I've learned a few things."

"You hear that, Kat? You found yourself two men with very similar tastes. How lucky for us."

"Yes, sir," I said. I didn't disagree. In the past I'd been fortunate enough to meet some guys freaky enough to fulfill my needs, but none had awakened the desires I was starting to feel now. What I wondered was, Would these new feelings replace my original need, or join it?
 The idea was startling, but I was having too good a time to consider stopping now.

Justin wound the ropes around my wrists, binding them together behind my back. The rough fibers were uncomfortable against my skin, but not being able to escape them was making me hotter than boiling kettle. If Trent and Justin were to plunge their shafts into me right now, I could be finished in minutes, I knew. When he finished tying my wrists, he pressed down on my shoulders; I got the message, and dropped down to my knees.

"When we're finished tonight, you won't be faking anything," said Trent. "But first, you're going to warm us up. All right?"

"Yes sir." I'd already gotten used to saying it; now I was enjoying it.

Without another word, Trent unzipped his pants and took them off, with his boxers. His rod was already fully engorged. I wasn't surprised: I'd turned him on just fine back when we started going out, and he hadn't even mentioned wanting to tie me up. It's a shame he didn't
, I thought. I wish I'd discovered this new side of me much sooner.


Trent stepped forward so I could reach him. I opened my mouth as wide as it would go, taking his cock deep. It felt strange not being able to use my hands, but he didn't seem to mind; he groaned in pleasure as I worked my lips and tongue up and down around his stiff erection. I sucked as hard as I could, and with a gasp he climaxed, spilling his seed into the back of my throat. I swallowed hungrily, pleased at my effectiveness. Trent crouched down to my eye level and kissed me on the cheek.

"I enjoyed that a lot, Kat. Did you?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir."

"Good. Now it's Justin's turn," he said, standing up and stepping aside. "But first I think he's got something for you first."

I turned my head to see Justin was waiting patiently. In his hand he held some type of short, thin chain with clips on the ends. "Ever see these?" Justin asked.

"No, sir."

"I'll show you." He crouched down in front me and took my breast in his hand. Squeezing it, he guided one of the clips onto my nipple, then released it. The metal clip bit down on the sensitive skin, causing me to shriek in pain. He attached the second clip to my other breast in the same manner, and soon it felt like an electric current had been turned on across my chest. I sniffed and forced myself to look away and not to focus on the pain.

"Hurts, right?" said Justin.

"Yes, sir," I said. It definitely hurt, but the idea that I couldn't remove the clamps was exhilarating. I blushed, thinking about my helplessness. It was amazing how just a little bit of rope could so effectively cancel out a person's will. And yet, I could tell from all the toys in Trent's cabinet that there were many other ways of being bound, that I hadn't even scratched the surface. At that moment, all I wanted was to go as deep as possible into this new world.

For now though, Justin had his own ideas. His cock was bigger and longer than Trent's, which was quite an impressive boast. Even Trent had to comment, "Holy shit," when he saw Justin's fully erect member.

"Thanks," Justin replied. With such a developed musculature throughout his body, the fact that his piece still appeared to be massive was enough to make me swoon. Taking it into my mouth, I struggled to suppress my gag reflex. I could feel him in my throat. I thought I would choke, but forced myself to suck hard. Fortunately, his intense arousal meant it didn't take long to reach his climax. When he was on the edge, he grabbed my hair and held my head so I couldn't break away. With his staff buried in my mouth I sucked with what felt like my entire body, desperate to extract his load. Just as I couldn't hold back gagging any longer, he pulled out his cock and let it spray his hot cum across my face.

I was stunned. When I blinked, drops were knocked from my eyelids and ran down my cheek. The sensation was a revelation. I couldn't believe how powerfully erotic something so humiliating could be. I'd never been a prude, by any means, but I never expected having a man's juices on my face could be such a thrill.

The men gave me a couple minutes to catch my breath and collect myself. They whispered to each other, and I imagined it was to discuss their plans. When at last I was ready I looked up at the two men. I wasn't sure which I wanted more: the release I'd been promised, or to be dominated further in ways I couldn't fathom. Of course, the decision wasn't up to me.

"On your feet," Trent said at last. He came toward me carrying a plain, wooden chair and another bundle of rope. He placed the chair in front of me, then stepped on top of it. "Raise your hands," he commanded as I rose from my knees. He took a tissue from his pocket and wiped off my face, then tossed it into the wastebasket.

My arms were feeling sore from being restrained behind my back, but lifting them up over my head made them burn even worse. Trent took the ropes at my wrists and fed the new line through it. I looked up as he worked and noticed a series of thick metal rings sticking out of the ceiling. He fed the other end of the line through one of the rings, then pulled until my arms couldn't stretch out any further. I moaned from the strain. Sweat ran down my forehead as I tried standing on my toes to relieve the pressure.

"This is a predicament," Trent explained. "You can stand on your toes so your arms will hurt less, but you won't be able to hold yourself up that way for very long."

Wetness trickled down my thighs as he spoke, recognizing the truth of what he said. I knew I could stand on my toes for a while, but not forever, and they could leave me tied this way as long as they wanted.

Trent got down from the chair and set it aside. Justin approached me carrying another length of rope. What is that one for?
 I wondered. I was already incapable of escaping. He looped the rope around my waist and pulled it tight, like a corset. Then he tied a knot in the back and pulled the rope downward. With a mean smile on his face, he drew the rope through my ass cheeks and up my crotch. The feeling of the cord cutting through my slit was painful but also intoxicating, as the pressure on my clit was constant. He pulled harshly on the rope, making it extremely taut, then tied it off in front.

"Could you make it any tighter?" I asked sarcastically.

"Sure I could," Justin replied.

Trent whistled. "With that kind of upper body strength, trust me, you have no idea. I admit, I'm jealous."

Justin walked over to Trent's cabinet of toys and looked over the selection. Finally he chose a flogger with dozens of long, black tendrils. He swung it around in the air a few times, getting a feel for it. I could hear the whooshing
 sound it made; the idea of being struck that hard terrified me, yet somehow part of me ached for it to happen.

"You'll count," he said, stepping behind me and taking the perfect position to take aim at my pert, toned ass.

"Count what?" I asked.

His answer was to let fly with the flogger, striking my cheek so hard I screamed. I twisted  around, gasping in shock. I couldn't believe how much it stung, but also how it made me even more aroused. Knowing that these men desired me to feel this pain didn't upset me; if anything, I was pleased that I could give them what they wanted. After all, they were here to give me
 what I
 wanted. No, what I needed
. I should be able to reciprocate.

"You liked that?" asked Justin.

I took a deep breath and steadied myself. "Yes, sir."

"Then count." He swung the flogger again, hitting my other cheek.

I still let out a yell, but it was shorter, less surprised. "One," I said at last.

He continued to lash my behind with hard hits, making sure every inch of skin tasted the sensation. My ass felt as though I had sat down on a car's hood on a scorching day, red and burnt all over. "Twenty," I said when he was finished.

"Very good, Kat," Trent said. "You took that very well for someone with so little experience."

"Thank you, sir."

"Knew she could," said Justin. "She likes it rough."

"My only critique would be that she was really loud the whole time," said Trent, examining the toys in his cabinet. "Let's fix that." He selected something I didn't quite recognize: a ball with what looked like a belt around it. He brought it over toward me and let me see it up close. "Open your mouth," he said.

Stunned by the realization of what it was, I did as he asked without argument. I was eager for him to put the gag in my mouth, knowing the feeling of fullness there would only further fuel my passion. Like the nipple clamps and the rope through my crotch, the gag would increase my sense of helplessness, as I could do nothing to remove it. Once Trent tightened the strap in back, I couldn't push it out with my tongue or open my mouth wide enough to let it fall free. I loved it.

Justin handed the flogger to Trent, but instead of moving to stand behind me, he crouched down in front. Oh god
, I thought, realizing his target. He was right to gag me - this was going to be loud.

Trent placed his hand against my moist crevice and felt around the rope running through it. I moaned at his touch. Drool ran down my chin. "I'm not going to hit as hard as Justin did," he assured me. "But it's still going to hurt. All right?"

"Oh-ay," I said through the gag. I was anxious about how much pain the flogging would cause, but I was ready.

"Good." Trent raised the flogger and gave it a series of quick flicks, barely making contact with the tender flesh of my swollen pussy. They stung slightly, but I barely flinched. His next series, however, was a little harder, as was the next. Methodically he was increasing the intensity of the flogging until it was powerfully cruel. I'd like to think my cries were muffled slightly by the gag, but really I knew they were still quite loud. I had a feeling Trent and Justin didn't really mind. By the end of the session I was shaking, in disbelief about the amount of agony I'd endured. I wasn't mad about how I'd been treating, though: if anything I was proud of how much torment I'd toughed out.

Thankfully, they let me take a minute to collect myself. I felt like every part of me was sore, and not just the parts they flogged: my feet and arms burned too. While I stood there, panting and sniffling, they poured themselves tumblers of whiskey in the kitchen. I heard clinking glass as they toasted something before downing their drinks. It sounded like they were quickly becoming friends, I realized to my chagrin. Go figure
.

I started whimpering as my feet became too tired to hold me those few precious inches up in the air, and soon my arms felt the full strain of their position.

"All right, all right," said Trent. "A little mercy is in order. After all, it's time for your reward." He brought the chair back and got on top if it. Reaching up to the ring hanging from the ceiling, he loosed the rope enough to let out a little slack. Immediately relief flooded in through in my arms and feet. He untied my wrists to free my arms, but instructed me to keep them raised. He re-tied the rope around one wrist and tied it to the ring he'd been using. Then Justin handed him another bundle of rope so he could tie my other wrist to another ring a few feet away. The effect was to pull my arms in opposite directions in a less stringent tie, but one that was still challenging. Finally, Justin removed the nipple clamps and untied the rope running through my crotch while Trent put the chair away. I screamed as the clamps were removed and feeling returned to my punished nipples. The throbbing pulsed through my breasts, but I was thankful, as I'd never been so aroused before.

Justin poured himself another drink and took a seat. Trent lowered his pants again and came up to me. With my hands in the air and the gag in my mouth, all I could really do was stare into his brown eyes and hope he could tell I was smiling. Seeing his cock standing upright, thick and tall, I couldn't wait for what was to come next, though I was concerned that Justin was merely watching; they know I wanted them both inside me at the same time, although I was so turned on I wasn't sure if I really needed it anymore.

"Normally in these situations men like us tell women like you that you have to ask for permission to cum," Trent explained. "Until one of us says otherwise, consider the permission granted."

He gave my ass a quick series of slaps, then inserted his middle and index finger into my pussy, testing out my reaction. Feeling how ready I was, he removed his fingers and plunged his shaft deep into my inviting chasm and began to thrust slowly but firmly. I moaned in pleasure, eyes closed tight so I could focus on only what I could feel. Though I heard Trent sucking in his breath as bliss rocketed through him, I shut it out, experiencing ecstasy as an orgasm built from my sensations of helplessness and soreness. The pounding in my pussy was all I needed now, and soon enough I was exploding in delight.

Trent came mere moments after I did, groaning as his seed escaped him and ran down my leg. Temporarily sated, he withdrew from me, even though my second orgasm was starting to build. I panicked, worried it might fade away, but then I felt another cock drive right back inside. I opened my eyes to see Justin was now there, although I already knew it was him: Trent's package was impressively sized, but Justin's massive hammer was in another league. There was no mistaking the way something that enormous felt as it found its pocket. I shuddered in bliss as his cock stretched me further and further.

As the pleasure built within me toward another crescendo, I began to scream uncontrollably, the sounds of animal passion blasting the apartment. The gag made no difference. Happily the noise didn't disrupt Justin's rhythm: with one hand on my shoulder and the other fondling my breasts, he worked his cock in and out like a machine. He was breathing heavy, but I knew his stamina was great enough to continue for much, much longer.

Justin was still far from finishing when I felt another pair of hands grab me by the waist. "You ready to get what you wanted, Kat?" Trent asked, giving my ass another slap.

I gave a single nod, which was the best I could do. I was quickly launching into subspace, where all I could do was feel the rapture of utter erotic fulfillment. Somewhere in the back of my mind I felt a cool liquid dripping into my ass cheeks, then a hand spreading it around. I didn't think about it, though I knew what it meant was coming next.

Trent's member probed at my tight bud and then pushed. Maybe the lubrication helped, or maybe it was made redundant by how willing I'd become, but his cock penetrated my ass with ease. It felt as rigid and wide as a tree trunk, and I came immediately, bucking and howling.

Both men chuckled at my reaction and kept at it. This was what I always craved: the feeling of being taken by two men who both could absolutely hold their own in the bedroom. I had chosen Trent and Justin carefully, and would have been crushed if our "date" hadn't worked out. Thankfully, it did.

In fact, tonight was going far better than I ever could have imagined, as I'd felt unadulterated release not once, but several times, and my men showed no signs of stopping. More importantly, with the implementation of bondage and domination, I didn't just feel taken: I felt conquered
. They had asked me to submit, and I had; little did I know I would enjoy every second of it. The idea of faking wild throes never even crossed my mind.

By the time I felt Trent's warm seed erupt inside my tender back canal, I'd already stopped having individual orgasms; instead, the bliss was sustained and overwhelming. All-encompassing. Like a trance. Trent dropped out, and without a word, Justin pulled out as well, though he was still not finished. The two men changed positions to swap entrances and began to prod their way back in.

Now the size of Justin's elephantine dong was that much more astounding as it breached territory that had never seen such a potent invasion. Out of pure instinct I tried to twist and heave, but thankfully the men held me firmly in place. Tears of joy were rolling down my cheeks and a mixture of so much more was dripping on the hardwood floor.

After several fervid minutes of continuous stuffing, groaning and gasping, Justin at last reached his peak. When he came, his groan was almost as loud as mine. I could feel his love dripping out of me, especially when he backed away, leaving my exposed hole open to the cool air of the apartment. I watched as Justin headed for the bathroom; he didn't shut the door, and after a moment I could hear the running water from the shower.

However, Trent was still there, working to squeeze out one more orgasm for himself, and to draw mine out a little longer. He put his arms around me, now that he had me to himself, and held himself inside me while kissing the back of my neck. His chest pushed against my breasts, sending waves of pain through me, as they were still so sore. He reached down with one hand and slapped my ass, then put two of his fingers inside my anus. The extra stimulation sent me shooting off like a volcano as the protracted orgasm I'd been feeling coalesced into an even greater euphoria. As this happened, Trent climaxed as well, groaning from the pure elation.

Having finished, he kissed me again and backed away. He headed down the hall. I saw a light come on in his bedroom, then heard the sound of more running water, as he too had entered the shower, using the master bedroom's private bath.

Just like that, it was over.

---

Alone, standing there, I felt utterly used - like a puppet - but I sobbed in happiness. I had gotten everything I'd wanted and so much more. As I began to catch my breath, I wondered whether being bound and dominated would now be necessary for me to get off, and whether that was a good thing or bad.

Although it had only been a few minutes, I felt as though I'd been there for hours when the running water ceased and Justin returned, toweling himself off. "Hey," he said, looking at me. I grunted back, realizing I was still gagged. It was just as well: I had no idea what to say. It would take me a week to properly express my gratitude in words.

Justin walked into the kitchen and poured another whiskey. "Good stuff," he said, coming back into the living room and taking a seat at the couch. I blushed as I realized he was staring at me the way a painter gazes at a drying canvas, admiring a masterpiece while it was still fresh and no one else had yet the pleasure of seeing it.

When Trent returned from his shower he saw Justin and me, smiled and poured himself another drink as well. "So, what do we do next?" he asked. He came over to me and pulled the gag out of my mouth. He let it hang around my neck like a filthy necklace.

I pursed my lips sucked in the saliva that had been drooling down my chin, relieved to be able to use my mouth again. "How are you feeling?" he asked.

"There's no words," I said.

"That good, eh? What about 'tired?'"

I nodded. "Exhausted."

"Me too. How about you, Justin?"

"Yeah," he answered. "A little."

"Maybe Katrina here could stay the night, and we could pick up where we left off tomorrow. What do you think, Kat?"

Hoping tonight would go well, I had purposefully left my schedule for tomorrow open. "I can stay," I said, tugging at the ropes holding my arms up playfully. Get it?
 I thought.

Trent winked. "Justin, I have a guest room. You're welcome to sleep here," he offered.

"Cool," he said.

"What about me?" I asked. "Where will I be sleeping?" I wanted to know if Trent intended for me to sleep in his bed. Not that I expected Justin to be jealous, but I didn't want either of them to get the wrong idea. I belonged to both of them; neither had any greater claim on me than the other.

"That's a very good question, Kat. I'll show you in a minute." For the last time that evening, Trent brought over the chair so he could stand atop it. He quickly untied my wrists, which fell limply to my sides. Justin came over and put his hands on my hips, which was wise considering how wobbly my legs felt.

"Before I show you where you'll be staying, I have something to help both you and us enjoy the night a little more." Trent walked to the cabinet and opened a drawer. He retrieved something I didn't quite recognize at first. It looked furry and maybe two feet long, with a large plastic piece on the end that looked a lot like a...


A buttplug
, I realized. The lengthy part resembled an animal's tail. It was a tail.

"Looks nice, right?" said Trent as he came back to stand behind me. He took my warmth in his hand and massaged it, causing the dripping to start anew. I could hardly believe it. Have I always been this insatiable?


"If you're going to be our pet," he continued, "you ought to look the part. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, sir," I said. My ass was beyond sore from the job he and Justin had done on it, but that sense of fullness was always enjoyable. Although, did he really mean for me to have it in all night long?

"Good," he said, slapping my ass. I yelped, a sound that only increased as he spread my cheeks and began pressing the plug against my bud. The plug was nothing compared to Justin's monster cock, but it still felt thick and long as it plunged in deep.

"Turn around," Trent ordered. "Show Justin."

"Looks good," Justin mumbled after I turned.

"Thank you, sir," I said, rubbing my sore skin where I'd been slapped so many times. I was shocked by how hot it felt.

"On your knees," Trent demanded.

I got down on all fours, a position that made my heart begin to race. I truly felt like a possession, and was enjoying it immensely. Trent pointed toward his bedroom. "Move."

I crawled on my hands and knees. The motion of crawling caused the plug to shift inside me, a painful but intoxicating feeling. The brush of the tail against the back of my legs raised goosebumps on my skin.

When the three of us reached his bedroom, I looked around. There was no obvious place for me to sleep, other than his bed. I didn't understand what else I was supposed to see.

"Kat, to the closet," said Trent.


Oh.
 Oh.
 Opening the door to the walk-in closet cleared up my confusion: set up in the middle of the small room was a large cage. It looked like the kind in which a dog might be kept. The only thing inside the cage was a small, lumpy green pillow.

"That's for you," Trent said, grinning. "All I'll shut the closet door tonight to give you some privacy."

I was appalled at the thought of spending the night in a cage, but also aroused. It was so demeaning, so humiliating! But Trent would get so much pleasure out of it, I could tell, and then in the morning I'd be available to them as soon as they wanted.

"How's that sound to you?" he asked.

"Whatever you wish, sir," I replied, matching his smile.

"Good answer," said Justin.

Trent leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "Whenever you're ready," he said. He reached down and opened the door to the cage. I took a deep breath, then entered the cage, one limb at a time. I had to curl up on the floor, occupying the entire width and length of the cage, in order to fit inside. Trent shut the door behind me, then attached a padlock to keep it shut. I was now at their mercy completely, and was amazed by how erotically charged I felt.

"Sirs?" I said.

"Yes, Kat?"

"Am I allowed to pleasure myself tonight, while I'm in here?" I asked. I don't know why I sought their permission. It just felt like the thing to do, if I were truly being submissive. Obedient. Plus, asking the question had made my pussy throb in anticipation.

Trent looked to Justin, who shrugged. He didn't care.

"Well, pet. I hadn't thought about it, but now that you ask... No."


No?
 I mewled in frustration, wishing I hadn't opened my mouth. "Okay, sir."

"You need to rest anyway. You'll need your strength for tomorrow, I promise. Now, say good night."

"Good night, sirs."

"Night," said Justin.

"Sweet dreams," Trent added. He shut the door, casting the closet into total darkness.

I jostled around in the cage, trying to make myself comfortable. I rested my head against the pillow, grateful for it's moderately soft surface. After a minute I realized all I could hear was my own breathing and heartbeat; I shivered, enjoying the feeling of isolation and imprisonment.

When the night started, I had hoped it would end with me feeling the release I craved so desperately, and I had gotten more of it than I could have ever dreamed. At the same time, I never could have imagined it would end with me sleeping in cage with a tail buried in my behind. After just a few minutes inside it felt hard as a rock, stinging me with every movement, but I wouldn't remove it no matter what. I wouldn't pleasure myself without permission. I would wait until morning for whatever was to come.

I shut my eyes and drifted off into the nicest dream I ever had.
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Pure, carnal lust draws Maggie to Vincent the second they meet: he is buff, cocky and charismatic, an expert in bondage, domination, spanking and more. Maggie's submissive side responds to his touch immediately. His sexual prowess, his body, his gorgeous accent... everything about him sets her off.

Will this magnificent specimen of manhood be too tempting to resist, or can Colin prove he's the only man she needs? Find out when dirty, new passions are ignited and first timers have a steamy encounter they'll never forget!
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A long time ago, sweet, innocent Amy Lake messed up: she chose the wrong man. Her ex, the intense and ruggedly handsome Tag Hancock, left town and became a billionaire. Now, rumors have spread that Tag will attend the upcoming reunion party, and Amy sees a chance to correct the biggest mistake of her life.

Amy thinks she wants his forgiveness, but Tag knows the truth: she wants to be punished. She wants to be absolved through torment and humiliation. She wants to be dominated and used, and give in to carnal desires she never knew she had.

Tag has waited for this night to come for years, and is happy to awaken her new, insatiable need for bondage and discipline, but will their pent-up passion turn into something deeper?
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When very proper professor Victoria Lovelace meets hunky college student Kevin Cross, something carnal and intoxicating awakens inside her: a deep, sexual need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Fortunately, Kevin has some experience in giving women like her what they need.

Meeting at a seedy hotel in a dangerous part of town, Victoria discovers that the fear of being discovered doesn't just scare her, it excites her. She could lose her job if she's recognized, but that only makes her ache for release more desperately.

Little does Victoria know that Kevin has a thrilling, eye-opening evening planned for her, as he plans to show off her perfect body to an eager audience and expose her to the bliss of bondage and submission.

But will the experience fulfill her desires, or make her regret she ever gave in to temptation?
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"Let's move this to the bedroom," he said, after they'd made out for a while.

Rebecca giggled. "Bedroom," he'd called it. The term was relative. "Okay," she said.

In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised whoop
 and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short - petite - but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.

She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn't have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.

Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. "I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite," he said.

"Ropes are like chocolate," Rebecca replied. "They're cheap and simple, but they always satisfy."

"Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you're asking for Milk Duds."

"I like Milk Duds," Rebecca argued.

"Quiet," Harry ordered. "Spread your legs."

Just like that, he was in the zone. He knew what she wanted: dominance. His tone changed from playful and loving to demanding and cruel. There would be no more tender kisses or smooth caresses, not for a while.

With her legs spread and her wet chasm exposed, Harry spooled out a length of rope and tied it around her ankle. He then drew the rope through the bed's lower headboard and tied it off. Unlike the head and headboards on most beds, this one was custom made by Harry, and it was not a decorate piece of wood with posts on each end. Instead, it consisted of a series of inch-thick metal pipes that formed a grid of hollow squares. This allowed ropes and other binding tools to be fed through the board in a nearly infinite number of ways. Additionally, the contraption was adjustable, and could be lifted up or down, or detached altogether. Harry had also made three more of these boards, and they could be used on any side of the bed, in whatever number necessary. Normally only two were in use.

Harry finished with one ankle and then secured the other. "Hold out your arms," he said. She did as asked, Harry repeated his bondage work on her wrists, spreading them wide and fastening them to the bed. Each time he tied a wrist, he pulled her forward as far as she could stretch, and he made sure there was no slack in any of the ropes.

Just as Harry described, the technique was simplistic, but as Rebecca pointed out, it was effective. The stringent ropes immobilized her completely, and exposed her sex to whatever pain or pleasure was in store.

Rebecca didn't know why, but this was what she craved. Being made helpless aroused her like nothing else could. Submitting to the sexual whims of a man like Harry satisfied her on a level some women couldn't even contemplate.

Harry picked up the ball gag. "Open," he said. Eyes shut, she opened her mouth and let him put it in. He lifted her head and fastened the gag's buckle, pulling it tight. Rebecca tested his work, attempting to spit out the gag, but of course this would have been impossible. She tested his rope work, but his expert ties were inescapable, as she expected.

His prep work finished, Harry climbed onto the bed and positioned himself on top of Rebecca. "Are you ready for your payment?" he asked.
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