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  kitten’s tale


  Sarah, aka kitten, has a wonderful BDSM play relationship with Ray and Oot. She knows they aren’t looking for anything other than play and friendship, and she loves being a submissive and sex toy to them. But when Ray enlists a good friend to help out with play at the club one night, she soon sees another side to Ray and discovers what a lucky kitten she is.


  Ray and Oot love playing with kitten at the club and in their bed, but neither are they planning on adding her as a permanent third. Then a night at the club changes Ray’s perspective when he realizes they’re not the only one with their eyes on kitten. Now he’s about to find out that when you have a kitten by the tail, she just might steal your heart.
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  Chapter One


  


  Sarah pulled up in front of the warehouse building but didn’t shut the engine off. The building was one of three in a nondescript industrial complex in central Pinellas County. Ten bays to a building, with some businesses taking up more than one bay. Nothing remarkable about it, except that it was nine o’clock on a Friday night, and there were at least thirty cars clustered around one particular bay while the rest of the complex lay desolate and dark. A sign over the door simply read Axis.


  I can do this. I can do this.


  She still didn’t shut the engine off, the AC blowing cool air into her face. She knew when she stepped out that muggy July Florida night air would assault her and wilt every attempt she’d made to straighten her hair.


  Why am I doing this?


  She sat there, engine running.


  Another car pulled up, parked, and the male driver shut it off. The man and a woman passenger got out. He wore jeans and a button-up shirt, the color of which she couldn’t accurately tell because of the orange tint from the sodium vapor security lights. They looked…


  Normal.


  The woman wore a plain black sundress. The man went to the trunk of the car, took out a small, black rolling suitcase, and they went inside.


  She took a deep breath. They didn’t look like ax murderers. Not that she knew what an ax murderer looked like, but they probably didn’t go around toting black, rolling suitcases that weren’t large enough to conceal an ax.


  Well, it could hold a hatchet.


  “Argh! Listen to yourself! You fucking pussy.” That started her giggling.


  She took another deep breath to suck up her courage. Then she shut off the car and got out. Ray Fisher said he would be here by nine, and that if he wasn’t here yet to wait in the lobby for him so she could get in.


  She had no idea what to expect when she opened the door and stepped into the club’s lobby. Even though they had pictures on their website, it still didn’t feel real. Her? In a BDSM club?


  Beats the hell out of meeting some grungy asshole in private, at least.


  That was the one thing that forced her feet forward and carried her to the front desk where two women sat. She’d done that private meeting thing three times already, and that was more than enough. Sarah caught sight of the man and woman who’d just entered before her disappearing through another door into what she assumed was the club proper.


  One of the women behind the front desk wore a black corset over jeans and had bright copper-red hair. She smiled at Sarah. “Hi! Can we help you?”


  Sarah swallowed hard. “I’m supposed to meet Ray Fisher here tonight. Is he here yet?”


  The other woman, who wore a nose ring and heavy black eyeliner along with her lacy black shirt, shook her head. “Not yet. He should be here any minute though.” She glanced at a clock on the wall. “He’s usually here by now. Never been here before, have you?”


  “No, I’m new here. Can I sit here and wait for him?”


  “Sure.” She slid a clipboard with a form on it across the counter. “Just fill this out for us, please. And we’ll need to see legal ID. You’ll have to fill this out regardless, so it’ll save you time when he gets here.”


  Sarah took the clipboard and proffered pen and walked over to a folding chair out of the way.


  Although the club had the form on their website, she still read through it to make sure it didn’t say anything different, or that she was doing something like signing away her life, or volunteering to donate an organ or something. No, it was still the same. Acknowledgement of the rules—no alcohol, no drugs, and no penetration being the top three—street-legal clothing beyond the dungeon, no touching anyone or anything without permission, and “no” meant “no” absolutely. Also, a privacy agreement not to reveal what she saw in the club without everyone’s permissions in the matter. Also, what appeared to be a standard insurance waiver.


  She filled it out and returned it to the women at the desk, along with her Florida driver’s license. They made a copy of her license before returning it, entered her information into the computer, and then all Sarah could do was sit there and nervously wait and think about possibly bolting out of there.


  Inside, she heard music, muffled by the walls. Walls which held merchandise for sale like paddles, collars, and things she’d never seen before but assumed they were used to inflict sadistic attention on a person.


  Part of her grew even more nervous, but she knew her panties were slightly damp as well.


  Dammit, I want this.


  She’d been messaging back and forth with Ray Fisher for over two weeks through FetLife.com. She’d missed meeting him in person at a monthly munch in Tampa because she didn’t sign up for an account at the site until a couple of days after the event.


  He seemed nice. Didn’t appear to be a predator. In fact, he’d encouraged her to ask around to other people in the local area to check him out. Which she did after she joined a few local groups on the site and contacted their leaders. No one had anything bad to say about him. He was well-known in the local community as a teacher and group leader.


  That, more than anything, bolstered her confidence. The three assholes she’d met through CollarMe didn’t want her to talk to anyone else, and after just a few dates with each it was obvious they were looking for a fuckable doormat and not a submissive.


  She was nobody’s doormat. Especially to some douchetard who slapped the label “Dominant” on themselves as an excuse to be an abusive asshole.


  She didn’t even want a relationship so much as she wanted…


  Relief.


  Her itch scratched.


  She could get herself off as much as she wanted with her vibrator or her handheld showerhead, but it was pretty frakking hard to spank herself.


  


  * * * *


  


  She nervously jumped when she heard the outer door open. “Oh, there he is,” the redhead said. “Ray, this lady is waiting for you.”


  Sarah stood and turned to face him. He smiled, the expression reaching the depths of his hazel eyes. “Hi. Sarah?”


  She nodded, but before she could respond, another man tried to step in around him. “Hey, dude, move it.”


  Ray didn’t even look back. “Hold your horses, Oot.” Ray held out a hand to her. She realized that the other man was his partner. Ray had told her about him in their exchanges.


  She shook with Ray. “Nice to meet you,” she said, then stepped out of the way so Ray could move.


  Oot carried two bags. His black hair was obviously dyed, but looked good with his light blue eyes. He smiled at her. “Hiya! You must be Sarah.” He set one bag down so he could shake with her. “Nice to meet you. Master’s told me about you.”


  “Thank you. Nice to meet you both.”


  Oot picked the bag up again. “Let me go dump this stuff inside, and get the rest of our stuff. I’ll be right back.” He headed through the inner door, the music briefly sounding louder, then muffled again as the door swung shut behind him.


  Ray walked over to the desk. “Did you take care of your paperwork yet?” he asked Sarah.


  She nodded. “Yes.”


  “Did you already pay?”


  She shook her head.


  The redhead said to Ray, “You get one comped entrance fee tonight for bringing in a newbie.”


  He nodded and pulled out his wallet. “Then I’ll take care of her entrance tonight.” He handed over a couple of bills.


  “Oh, that’s okay,” Sarah said. “I don’t mind paying for myself.” She rather preferred it. She didn’t want to feel indebted to him.


  Ray shook his head. “We invited you here tonight. Had you not come, I still would have been paying for two. Consider yours the freebie.”


  Oot returned and headed for the outer door. “One more load and I’ll be ready, Master.”


  “Good. I’ll take Sarah inside and show her around.” He held out his hand toward the inner door. “Since I’m your sponsor into the club tonight, I’m responsible for you. If you have any questions about anything, feel free to ask me.”


  She nodded. “Right now, just one. Where’s the bathroom?”


  He smiled. “Right this way.”


  Chapter Two


  


  She followed him inside. It took her eyes a moment to adjust to the dim lighting, punctuated by strands of colored lights strung all over the place in a haphazard manner. One half of the converted space was filled with round café tables and chairs where people sat and stood, talking. Candles on each table gave the area a nice, intimate feeling.


  The other half of the space was, from what she could tell, the dungeon proper. Various pieces of equipment sat along the wall and the middle of the space was dominated by a huge, wooden A-frame, similar to what might support a large swing.


  “The bathroom’s over there,” Ray said, pointing. He led her around what she knew from the website was called the social area to the far corner. She tried not to look over at the play equipment, where several people were playing. People in the social area were dressed in everything from formal fetish wear to jeans.


  “Thanks!” She locked herself in and looked in the mirror.


  What am I doing? Fear warred with excitement. Ray had assured her in their messages back and forth that she was under no obligation to do anything but watch and ask questions if she wanted. Or if she wanted to try something, he could accommodate her there, too. Excitement, and eagerness, she realized, were winning the upper hand in her mental war.


  Ray and Oot were both waiting outside for her when she emerged. Ray and Oot spent half an hour discussing the dungeon rules and protocols with her, showing her around, explaining equipment and the scenes she was watching. It was a lot to take in, and both confirmed and debunked a lot of BDSM fiction she’d read in the past year.


  “And there’s no worry of anyone just grabbing me and playing with me?” she nervously asked.


  The men looked at each other and laughed. “Not quite,” Ray said. “Not unless they want to be kicked out and banned from the club, or brought up on assault charges. Everything you see here tonight is consensual. You might see stuff that looks like it’s spur of the moment, or a bunch of people piling on, but it’s all been prenegotiated at some point.”


  That relaxed her. “Okay.”


  After talking for a while longer, the men started introducing her around to their friends in the social area. As they did, Sarah noticed a man standing under the A-frame with a woman who wore nothing but a thong.


  “What’s he doing?” she asked.


  Ray looked. “Ah. That’s Teufel. He’s a rigger.”


  “A what?”


  He smiled. “Just watch.”


  Teufel had used a rope to secure a large brass ring to the center of the A-frame’s upper brace. Then he proceeded to use rope to tie an intricate harness across the woman’s torso. After finishing that, which took nearly twenty minutes, he then used more ropes strung through the brass ring to help hoist her in the air.


  The woman had closed her eyes upon being suspended, and her face bore what Sarah thought was one of the most blissful expressions of peace she’d ever seen in her life. Teufel used yet more rope to contort her body into the desired position. Then he pushed her and stood back.


  Something in Sarah’s soul cried out to trade places with her.


  The woman slowly spun in a lazy circle, looking something akin to a floating imp. Her smile never faded.


  “Wow,” Sarah whispered.


  Oot grinned. “Teufel’s flown me before. I love it.”


  “You know how you told me to ask if I wanted to try something,” she said to Ray.


  “Yeah?”


  “That. I want to try that.”


  


  * * * *


  


  After Teufel finished with the woman and had unwound the ropes from her, Ray led Sarah over to him and introduced them.


  Not the tallest of men, Teufel stood about her height, with piercing brown almond-shaped eyes behind his wire-rimmed glasses. He wore jeans and black motorcycle boots, but he’d taken his shirt off in the middle of the scene, exposing two tribal tattoos on his upper biceps. He had a trim, lithely muscled dancer’s body.


  “She’s a noob, Teufel,” Ray said. “This is her first time in a dungeon. Go easy on her.”


  Teufel didn’t smile, but he nodded. She suddenly thought about one of her college profs, who’d had a nearly identical way about him. Happy or irritated, he always appeared to be sizing you and the situation up.


  “I’d be happy to suspend you.” He asked her a series of questions about her health and any physical injuries she had before asking permission to touch her. He then efficiently prodded her arms, sides, and hips before having her push down on his arms to judge her upper-body strength.


  “Is your bra underwire?” he asked.


  She thought it was an odd question, but she shook her head.


  “Any problems taking your dress off, or do you have a T-shirt or something you want to wear over your underwear?”


  “Oh. No, I don’t mind.” She smiled nervously. “Sort of like a bathing suit.”


  He nodded. “Okay. I’m ready if you are.”


  She set her purse down and kicked off her shoes. With more than a twinge of nervous anxiety, she peeled her sundress off over her head and neatly folded it, laying it on top of her purse. She didn’t miss how Ray and Oot stayed close, talking with her and Teufel the entire time as the rigger constructed a rope harness around her torso. Teufel explained every step of the process to her, joked with her, and set her mind at ease.


  She also noticed that while he did occasionally brush against her breasts in the course of tying the harness, he never tried to cop a feel.


  By the time he was ready to suspend her, she felt her pulse spike. The feel of the rope against her skin was like nothing she had words to describe. Teufel looped a rope through the ring, then through the harness, and scooped her into his arms.


  “Grab the ring,” he said.


  She did, and he took his hands off her for a moment to do something before supporting her again. “Okay, relax.”


  She felt him guide her back into a reclining position as the rope took up the slack. He made a few adjustments, then gave her a gentle push that sent her swaying back and forth.


  Eyes closed, she spread her arms and…


  I’m flying.


  That was what it felt like, the rope comfortably confining as she felt him reach out and push her again so she began floating in a lazy arc.


  She barely registered Ray’s voice at first. “How does it feel?”


  She let out a deep breath. “Wonderful!”


  All three men laughed. “You just created another rope slut, Teufel,” Oot said.


  “Yeah, that’s me. Inspiring rope-gasms all over the place.”


  She forced one eye open and noticed the rigger wore a slight smile. She suspected that was his happy face.


  By the time she’d been returned to terra firma and untied, puddles of rope lay around her feet. In awe, she ran her fingers over the ligature marks left on her skin. Ray and Oot both looked amused as Teufel began quickly and skillfully coiling his ropes.


  “Have fun?” Ray asked as he handed her dress to her.


  She nodded as she took the dress, but she didn’t put it back on. “What next?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Can we try something else?”


  “Like what?”


  I’ve come this far, so I guess I’m not going to get murdered. “I don’t know,” she softly said. “What would you suggest?”


  “Well, you are already partially naked,” he said with a smile. “Would you like to experience what a flogger feels like?”


  She eagerly nodded.


  By two o’clock when the dungeon closed, Sarah’s panties were soaked and her mind had been expanded. After parting company with Ray and Oot with a promise to call them later when she woke up, she went home, gave herself three orgasms with her vibrator, and crashed into blissful sleep with a smile on her face.


  Chapter Three


  


  “So, did we scare you off?” Ray asked by way of greeting.


  Sarah giggled. “Not quite. That was amazing.”


  “What was your favorite?”


  She sighed. “Everything. Do you do ropework, too?”


  “I don’t do suspension. Teufel’s an expert at it. My friend, Mike, he also does it. Teaches, too.”


  “Will you be at the dungeon next weekend?”


  “I was going to ask you about that. Oot and I were talking on the way home. Would you like to get together for dinner one night this week? Our treat. We’d like to spend some more time talking with you in person.”


  Her stomach fluttered. Part of her wanted to jump, headfirst, down the waterslide. She’d seen nothing about Ray or Oot that led her to believe they had nefarious purposes. By the end of their play, she’d hoped they’d suggest doing orgasm play with her, something she’d noticed others doing in the dungeon, but they’d kept their hands noticeably clear of her breasts and pussy.


  She swallowed, hard. “Sure.”


  They agreed on Tuesday night, and she arrived at the restaurant fifteen minutes early. Ray and Arthur, as she’d found out Oot’s real name was, waited until the waitress had taken their drink orders before getting to the meat of their conversation.


  “What I’d like to establish,” Ray started, “before we go any farther, is your intentions.”


  “Huh?”


  “What do you have in mind? Communication is key. I want to be totally up front and honest with you that we’re not looking for a permanent third to add to our relationship. We’re both bisexual as well as poly, and we love playing with men and women both in the dungeon and sexually. However, right now, we don’t have any women as lovers. We’re open to that, if that’s something you might be interested in after playing with us for a while.”


  She blinked. While he’d been open and forthright in their messages, she didn’t expect this level of communication in person.


  In fact, she’d never had this level of communication in person from someone claiming to be a Dom. “Um, okay.”


  “Let me tell you what we are interested in.” Apparently as the Master, Ray was the designated spokesman because Oot remained silent. “Once the three of us get to know each other better, I’m open to possibly taking you on as our submissive and play partner, if that’s something you’re interested in. Perhaps even as a poly sex partner. But if it did get to that level, we wouldn’t expect you to stay monogamous, so to speak, to us. We would, however, have some safety concerns regarding sexual contact with others. And we would insist that there’s open communication between all parties.”


  She nodded, not sure how to respond.


  Oot finally opened his mouth. “I think she’s speechless, Master,” he said, keeping his voice low so it wouldn’t carry.


  “No, not speechless,” she said. “Just…flattered and floored.”


  Ray’s brow furrowed. “Floored?”


  “Yeah. The three fucktardos I dealt with before I met you guys were real asshats.”


  “Well, I make it a habit to try to not be an asshat or a fucktardo,” Ray said. “It creates too much drama. I’d rather be straightforward from the start so no one wastes time or gets their feelings hurt. I’m also not a mind reader.”


  “It’s refreshing.” She gathered her thoughts. “I’m allergic to drama.”


  “Good,” he said as the waitress brought their drinks. “Then I think we’re off to a good start.”


  When the waitress left, Sarah asked, “Why didn’t we talk about this last weekend?”


  “Because I prefer everyone’s brains be in their heads and not between their legs when negotiating.” He smiled. “We’re as allergic to drama as you are.”


  By the time they parted ways three hours later, Sarah knew with certainty she’d made the right choice. They’d agreed to meet at the dungeon again that Friday night to play.


  She giggled to herself as she drove home. Orgasm play was on the table unless she chickened out at the last minute.


  As she buzzed one out with her rabbit vibrator, she suspected she wouldn’t be chickening out.


  


  * * * *


  


  The men exchanged text messages with her for the rest of the week, teasing and tantalizing her and building her sexual tension to the point she thought she could come if she leaned against her washing machine for too long while it ran in the spin cycle.


  That wasn’t to say she didn’t take care of herself with her vibrator every night. Despite that, she found herself walking around in a state of perpetual horniness.


  Friday night, as per Ray’s orders, she wore her shortest sundress, a pair of thong panties she suspected wouldn’t stay on her long, and no bra. She would call him “Sir” once they were all at the dungeon, and while she could safeword at any time, in all other ways she’d submit to him for the duration of the evening.


  A thrill ran through her. She trusted both men, unlike her three failed experiences before them. And she trusted both men more than she’d ever trusted a vanilla boyfriend before that. This wasn’t some juvenile sex game to them. It was a very real part of their daily lives and something they took seriously.


  Ray and Oot had arrived before her, even though she was ten minutes early. When she walked into the lobby, Ray awaited her at the front desk.


  He greeted her with a smile that would have melted her panties had she not been wearing a thong. “You’re early. Good. I like that.”


  She returned his smile. “Thank you. Sir,” she quickly added.


  He noticed. “Good girl.”


  She insisted on paying her own entrance fee and followed him inside. It was fairly early in the evening, and not many other people had arrived yet.


  Ray crooked a finger at her and had her follow him across the dungeon to where a couch sat in a dim corner. Oot stood there, ready, beside a large pillow on the floor.


  Ray turned her to face him, with her back to the rest of the space. In a low voice, and with his hands on both of her arms, he said, “How are you feeling tonight?”


  “Good, Sir.”


  “Still in a mood to play?”


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “I’m going to put a collar on you for tonight. Do you have a problem with that?”


  A nervous giggle burped through. She smiled. “No, Sir.”


  Both men laughed. “You’re in a mood, aren’t you?” Ray asked.


  “Yes, Sir. You’ve got me pretty horny.”


  He stepped in a little closer. Oot handed him a black leather collar. “Well, my little pet, we’re going to take care of that for you, if you’d like.”


  She eagerly nodded. “Yes, please, Sir!”


  He pointed at the pillow. “Kneel.”


  She did. He leaned over, and she held her hair out of the way as Ray buckled the collar around her neck. “This is an old one of Oot’s,” he explained. Then he hooked a finger through the ring on the front of the collar and gently tugged, pulling her lips close to his. “Are you ready to play?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  He smiled. “Such a good girl.” He kissed her. No tongue, but passion flowed from every pore in his body. Her juices flowed. She wanted to deepen the kiss, but he used his hold on the collar to gently break their kiss and push her back. Without releasing her, he said, “Let’s go play.”


  With Oot following, he led her to a nearby spanking bench, the same one they’d used the week before. Oot spread a towel out over the top of it, and she quickly peeled off her dress and kicked off her shoes.


  For tonight’s play, Ray wouldn’t restrain her to the bench. He wanted her to feel as comfortable as possible. Although he made it perfectly clear if their play continued long term, she would be wearing wrist and ankle cuffs.


  The thought made her even wetter.


  She closed her eyes and tried to relax despite her racing pulse as both men began caressing her flesh. Not only did it ramp up her need even more, she knew from the feel of her practically nonexistent thong that moisture had to be coating the insides of her thighs.


  Part of her wanted to beg the men to take her home and fuck her, despite their long and detailed talk at the restaurant Tuesday night. She desperately wanted the feel of a real cock inside her.


  The thought of having their two cocks at the same time, one in her pussy and one in her mouth—or ass—made her cunt contract and her clit throb.


  She tried to rub against the bench, drawing laughter from both men as well as a playful slap on the ass from Ray. “You settle down. No getting off yet.”


  “But I’m horny, Sir.”


  “Master, she looks like Pecoe did when she was in heat, before we got her spayed.”


  Sarah cocked open an eye. “Pecoe?”


  Ray laughed again. “Our female cat. Hmm. You know, Oot, I think that’s the perfect name for her.”


  “Pecoe?” she asked again.


  “No. We’ll call you ‘kitten’ with a lowercase k. How’s that strike you?”


  “Why with a lowercase?”


  He leaned in close, the weight of his body over her back pressing her firmly down onto the padded bench. “Because that’s what I want, kitten,” he said in her ear in a soft, growly tone. “Do you have any objections?”


  She swallowed hard as she closed her eyes. She nearly came right then. “No, Sir. No objections.”


  “Good girl.” He nipped the back of her neck, making her moan. He’d warned her he liked to bite during play.


  Good thing she enjoyed being bitten.


  He kept his weight pressing her against the bench as he reached back and smacked her ass again. He grabbed a handful of her flesh and squeezed, hard, making her squeal.


  “Are you going to be a good girl for us, kitten?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  His weight disappeared so suddenly she nearly sat up, wanting the contact to continue. A hand appeared in the middle of her back, between her shoulder blades, holding her down.


  Another hand came to rest on her lower back at the base of her spine, firmly pressing, keeping her in place. She quickly found out why as one of the men, she assumed Ray, started spanking her again.


  The strokes alternated between hard, jarring blows to stingy slaps, sometimes stopping to rub and soothe her flesh before starting again.


  She squirmed, wiggled, cried out. She gripped the lower part of the bench with her hands and held on tight, determined to take whatever they could give out.


  The rush she felt, a warm river of need and desire coursing over and through her, threatened to drown her world in a good way. It was more than sexual. She wanted and needed more from him.


  When the blows stopped a few minutes later, she gasped as cool air blew across her flesh. Her chest heaved with each breath she sucked in as her body struggled to process the delicious, stingy pain in her ass cheeks.


  “Give me a color, kitten,” Ray murmured in her ear.


  “Green, Sir.”


  “Good girl.”


  Those two words alone, she realized, said in the tone he spoke them, would be her undoing. They churned her insides in a good way and made her want to take whatever they could give to her and then some.


  By the time he switched to a flogger a few minutes later, her ass stung, but she didn’t want any of it to stop. She felt her juices slicking her thighs and wondered why she even bothered with the thong.


  From the flogger, Ray switched to a cane. Oot held on to her shoulders while Ray took each stroke, starting gently and building up, soothing her flesh with his hand between each strike, until she couldn’t take the sting.


  “Yellow!” she gasped.


  He immediately stopped, rubbing her ass cheeks with his hand. “Good girl. I wanted to see how much you could tolerate so I don’t take it too fast.” He then continued with the cane, varying his strokes from easy to just below her threshold of pain.


  “Five last strokes, kitten. Good ones with a paddle. They’re going to sting.”


  She closed her eyes. Tears had streamed down her cheeks, but she wouldn’t trade any of the pain. “Yes, Sir.”


  The first swat nearly raised her off the bench, but Oot stayed there, soothing her and signaling to Ray when she was ready for the next one. By the time the fifth one landed on her ass, she was sobbing. Not just from pain, she realized, but relief as well. A cathartic release the likes of which she’d never felt before.


  Then she heard a click and a hum. She didn’t have time to process that before Oot suddenly shifted his weight onto her, pinning her to the bench. Ray pressed a vibrator between her legs, finding her swollen clit with unerring accuracy. As the first orgasm slammed into her, she almost had time to think about why Oot had pinned her down. Had he not, she would have come up off the bench.


  She surfed her way through the first orgasm, moaned her way through the second, but by the time she hit the third, she’d had enough, the sensation overwhelming.


  “Yellow, Sir!” she gasped.


  Oot’s weight disappeared off her shoulders and Ray pulled the vibrator away. He leaned in. “Then just one more,” Ray said, biting her neck as he pressed the vibrator to her clit again.


  She felt Oot’s hands grab her shoulders as she screamed, sobbing with the force of her orgasm before Ray finally withdrew the vibrator and turned it off.


  Both men released her. One of them immediately draped a light fleece blanket over her and the other took her hands in his. When she finally felt steady enough to sit up, both of them helped steady her.


  She looked into Ray’s eyes, at the concern there. “Are you okay, kitten?”


  She grinned. “Yeah. Yes, Sir,” she corrected herself. “Can we do that again?”


  Both men laughed.


  Chapter Four


  


  After three more weekend playdates, and five vanilla dates, Ray and Oot extended an offer to Sarah that she’d been hoping would come sooner rather than later—to spend the weekend with the men, at their house.


  More specifically, in their bed.


  The week crawled for kitten. Both men took great pains to tease her mercilessly all week, Ray and Oot over the phone and through text messages. Ray ordered her not to masturbate or come until she was under his and Oot’s care on Friday.


  By Friday morning, she felt ready to rip out of her skin and run around screaming. She received permission to wear panties at work and when running errands or she’d have a wet spot on her pants as well.


  What she hadn’t counted on was working herself into a frazzle, nervous energy combining with adrenaline as she raced through work before leaving early and heading straight home to clean her house and get ready for Ray and Oot. She plopped down on the couch, dressed and packed and ready to go, with the early news on a little after five o’clock. It seemed like seconds later when the doorbell rang.


  “Crap!” Shocked to see it was ten after six, she jumped up and tried to shake sleep from her system.


  Ray and Oot smiled at her as she threw the door open. Ray’s smile faltered. “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing. I’m sorry. I dozed off on the couch.” Five minutes later, they were in Ray’s car and heading for his house.


  “Honey, you okay?” She looked up, startled, at Oot’s concerned question.


  “Huh?”


  He laughed. “We’re here. You dozed off again.”


  “Oh, sorry.” She looked around. Sure enough, she’d dozed off in the backseat of Ray’s car. They were parked in his driveway.


  “Hard day at work?” Ray asked.


  She reluctantly nodded. “Long week.”


  Oot helped her out of the car while Ray grabbed her bag. “I think,” Ray said, “that tonight is going to be pizza in bed in front of the TV with a movie on.” He smiled at her. “You’re wiped out.”


  She resisted the urge to pout. “I’m okay, Sir.” Calling him Sir felt so natural now, she frequently had trouble remembering to call him Ray when out at a restaurant.


  He let them into the house and handed her bag off to Oot. “That may very well be, but let’s just plan on having a relaxed evening. If you feel up to playing later, we can. We’ve got all weekend together.”


  Ray called in the pizza order while Oot helped her strip and don her leather collar and wrist and ankle cuffs. She curled up on their huge bed with him while he began channel surfing. What felt like only a few minutes later, he was gently nudging her.


  “Hey, Sleeping Beauty. You want pizza?”


  She sat up, fuzzy-headed and trying to get her bearings. “What?”


  Oot smiled. “Master’s right. You’re out of it tonight. Pizza. Food. Mangia.”


  “Oh. Okay.” She followed him to the eat-in kitchen where two pizza boxes lay open on the table.


  Ray had already put three slices on his plate. “Feeling a little better after your nap?”


  She nodded as she sat. “Yes, Sir.” She realized Oot was now also naked and wearing nothing but his leather collar. Ray wore shorts and nothing else. “How long was I asleep?”


  “Almost an hour,” Oot said. “That’s how long it took for the food to get here.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “No,” Ray said, “don’t feel sorry. I’m sure we can find ways to wake you up if you feel up to it later.”


  Oot took the chair next to her. He winked at her. “Master hasn’t let me come at all this week, either. You might not want anything to do with us after we get done fucking your brains out, sweetie.”


  She smiled. “When I get my second wind, I just might suck your dick right off your body.”


  His jaw gaped. “Holy fuck. I nearly came just then.” She looked down into his lap and noticed that, indeed, his cock stood rigidly erect, a pearly drop of pre-cum on the slit.


  Ray laughed. “Eat now, fuck later.”


  Oot and kitten cleaned up the kitchen after dinner was finished. Ray had already retreated to the bedroom and was sprawled in the middle of the bed, naked and channel surfing. He patted the mattress to his right. “Come here, kitten.”


  She crawled into bed while Oot took the left side. Ray handed the remote off to Oot. He curled his arms around her, kissing her.


  His cock stiffened between them and another flood of moisture pooled in her pussy. At this rate, it’d be running down her legs if they didn’t let her come soon. Thank god they’d already gotten medical issues out of the way. She was on the pill, so no reason to use rubbers. They’d be “fluid bonded,” which meant if she did end up sleeping with someone else, either she’d have to use condoms with her new partner or with them. And the two men wouldn’t sleep with anyone else, either, without using protection.


  Ray rolled on top of her and pinned her hands over her head. “Spread, kitten.”


  With her heart pounding, she did, opening her legs wide. He held her hands with one hand, and lined up the head of his cock with her pussy with the other. “Do not come or I’ll send you into the playroom to bring me the biggest, hardest paddle I have and I’ll give you twenty smacks with it.”


  She moaned as Ray slowly slid his cock home inside her. Then he used both hands to keep her wrists pinned. He nuzzled her neck, nipping her earlobe. “You’re going to be a good girl for us this weekend, aren’t you?” His grip tightened on her wrists even as he fully settled his weight on top of her.


  “Yes, Sir!” she gasped. Holding her orgasm back would be hard. He’d positioned himself perfectly, his cock brushing against her swollen clit.


  “Then do not come.” He started fucking her, slow at first, then harder and harder. “Look at me, kitten,” he ordered.


  She stared up into his hazel eyes, her body straining not to come despite the delicious pounding her eager cunt took from his cock.


  His body tensed as he let out a low moan. He fell still inside her, and she chewed on the inside of her lip to distract her from the wonderful feel of his pelvis rubbing against her sensitive clit.


  He let out a long breath and kissed her. “Such a good girl,” he whispered. He sat up, releasing her arms. As he pulled out, she fought the urge to hold him there, to keep his weight pressing her into the mattress.


  He smiled down at her. “Oot?”


  “Yes, Master?”


  He rolled off her and stretched out alongside her. “Time for you to fuck our kitten.”


  Oot leapt on her in a flash, his cock driving home faster than she could even process it.


  “May I come, Master?” he asked Ray.


  “Yes, you may.” He reached over and tweaked her right nipple, stopping just short of pain. “But, kitten, you may not come yet.”


  She whimpered and whined, but nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  Oot didn’t take long, exploding with a shuddering cry in less than a minute. He fell on top of her and kissed her. “Thank you, Master. I didn’t think I could take it much longer.”


  “You could if I’d told you to.”


  The good thing was that Oot didn’t last long enough to get her over. But Ray’s constant torment of her left nipple now wasn’t helping her situation any.


  “How long before you think you can recover?” Ray asked him.


  Oot sat up with a playful grin. “Oh, at this rate, about five minutes.”


  Ray laughed. “Well, get down here and suck my cock and get me ready.” He leaned in and kissed her, blocking her view of Oot diving between Ray’s legs. Ray continued tormenting her nipples, first one, then the other, making her whimper, adding a delightful bite of pain to the pleasure.


  Apparently, Oot wasn’t the only one eager for round two. Ray patted him on the head. “Good boy. Go get me lube, a glove, a towel, and a condom.”


  Oot, his cock already bobbing at attention, jumped up and ran for the master bathroom. He returned a moment later with the items.


  “Good boy.” Ray snapped his fingers and pointed at the bed. “On your back.”


  Oot obediently flopped down on the bed. Ray grabbed kitten’s hand and pulled her up into a sitting position. He snapped and pointed at Oot. “Kitten, get on top of him. Don’t come yet.”


  She scrambled into position, unable to hold back her own happy moan as she impaled herself on his cock.


  Ray put his hand between her shoulders and pushed her down onto Oot’s chest. “Oot, hold her open.”


  She closed her eyes and resisted the urge to wiggle and rub her clit against Oot as his fingers grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wide to give Ray the best access.


  Ray worked quickly, spreading lube on her and working it inside her. The feel of him inserting two fingers in her ass and working them back and forth nearly finished her off, but she managed to hold back. Then his hand disappeared and she heard him rip open a condom wrapper.


  “Sorry, honey, but I prefer a condom for anal,” he told her. A moment later, his engorged cockhead pressed against her ass, seeking entrance.


  He went slow, but she nearly came just from the pleasant burning pinch in her ass as he buried himself to the hilt inside her. When he had all of his cock fisted by her tight channel, he sat up and smacked her ass, hard.


  “You both have permission to come.” He started fucking her ass while beneath her, Oot grabbed her hips and pistoned up into her. As Ray fucked her, he continued slapping her ass and it didn’t take more than two or three strokes for her first orgasm to hit.


  “Holy fuck!” Oot groaned. “Feels like she’s gonna squeeze my dick off!”


  “Keep fucking her,” Ray ordered. “Give her a good ride.”


  Oot reached up and grabbed her nipples, tweaking them and setting her off on a second wave of pleasure intensified by Ray spanking her as he fucked her. By the time she rolled through her third orgasm, neither man could hold back any longer. Their moans merged and mixed as she felt their dicks swell inside her before exploding.


  Heavily breathing, as one they all collapsed to the bed. It was a couple of minutes before Ray carefully withdrew and got out of bed. When he returned, he carried a warm, wet washcloth and gently cleaned her up. Then he returned to bed, where the two men spooned her between them.


  Ray tenderly kissed her. “Go to sleep, kitten. You did good.”


  A satisfied smile drifted across her lips. “Thank you, Sir.”


  Chapter Five


  


  It was the rare weekend when the three of them couldn’t play together, either at the club, in private, or sometimes both. While Sarah enjoyed the men’s company, she also realized something big was missing from her life.


  Mainly, someone to share her life.


  The men hadn’t played sexually with anyone besides her in the eighteen months since they’d taken the relationship to a sexual one. While she’d gone on a few dates, none of them thrilled her enough to make her want to sleep with them.


  None of them were dominant enough for her.


  She knew part of her was in love with Ray and Oot, but she didn’t bother wasting time deluding herself that it could ever be anything other than what it was. The men were committed partners, and Ray had asked her a couple of times during the ensuing months if she was doing okay emotionally with their arrangement.


  She was, but she’d never admit her loneliness to the men. That was her cross to bear, and she’d do it privately. She missed having someone she could let go to completely and not just on the weekends.


  One weekend she drove to the club on a Friday. A friend of hers from college was coming into town for a visit on Saturday afternoon, so she couldn’t spend the weekend with the men. She felt a little nervous because Ray had told her he had a surprise for her.


  When she arrived, she found the men already there, and talking with a third. She’d never met him before. Taller than Ray and Oot, a large, beefy man, but not one she’d call fat. His green eyes studied her from a face that looked like it smiled a lot. His brown hair was graying, but not thinning.


  Ray made the introductions. “Sarah, this is Mike. I’ve told you about him. We finally managed to get him here on a weekend he didn’t have to go out of town for business. Mike, this is Sarah.”


  “Sarah, nice to meet you.” He extended his hand and she found she couldn’t take her eyes off his.


  She shook with him. “You can call me kitten.”


  She’d taken every opportunity to let Teufel suspend her. After she’d started playing regularly with Ray and Oot, the two men would wait until she was suspended and then start doing all sorts of deliciously evil things to her, including orgasm play.


  It had become one of her favorite things.


  “If you’d like,” Ray said, “Mike said he’d be happy to suspend you.” He grinned. “I told him you are a real rope slut.”


  Predictably, her pussy contracted as her clit throbbed. “Yeah, that’s accurate.”


  As Mike talked to her and evaluated her before starting a chest harness, he joked with her and had her fully at ease.


  When his hand brushed against her nipple, she thrust her chest out. “Come on,” she joked. “You can cop a better feel than that.”


  He smiled and cupped her breast with his hand, rubbing his thumb over her nipple and turning it into a stiff peak. “You mean like that?”


  She mewed. “Yeah.”


  He leaned in closer. “How much permission do I have to play with you, kitten?”


  She felt the sharp sting of a full-handed slap against her ass. “Only as much as I say, kitten,” Ray said. “And no more.”


  Mike laughed as his hand disappeared. “Ah, no problem. Sorry about that.”


  She swallowed hard as Ray’s steady gaze met hers. She nodded. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered.


  “Good girl,” Ray said. Then to Mike, he said, “No problem. I should have clarified that earlier. My fault.”


  By the time they got her suspended, she was ready to burst with need. Ray and Oot had worked her into a frenzy. It didn’t help that two of the ropes Mike had tied in the hip harness he’d also used ran between her legs, along her swollen clit.


  As Ray and Oot went to work using the Hitachi vibrator on her, Mike stood at her head, bracing her.


  “Look at me, kitten,” Ray ordered.


  She stared into his eyes.


  “Good girl,” he whispered.


  Ray’s and Oot’s hands working on her had her so deep in subspace she never wanted to come up for air. Her back arched in the ropes, and Oot forced her to keep her legs apart as Ray relentlessly pulled orgasm after orgasm out of her. The whole time, her eyes remained locked on Ray’s face.


  When she finally had to safeword, Mike wrapped his arms around her, enfolding her in his huge embrace as he undid the ropes and carefully lowered her to the floor. Oot handed Ray the lightweight fleece throw they used for aftercare. He wrapped her in it and took her from Mike. She clung to Ray, not wanting to let go of him.


  It took her a while to get her mind back under control. She looked into his eyes. “Thank you, Sir,” she whispered.


  He smiled and brushed the hair away from her face. “You’re welcome, kitten. It was my pleasure.”


  There was something different in Ray’s expression tonight. “No way you can come home with us tonight, huh?” he asked.


  “I’m sorry, Sir. I have my friend coming in to visit.”


  When the evening was over and she got dressed, Ray insisted on walking her out to her car, alone, which was odd. At the car door he pulled her to him. “How about Sunday night. Can you come over?”


  “Yes, Sir.” His voice sounded odd. “But all three of us have to work on Monday.”


  He kissed her, fisting his hand in her hair and holding tight, melting her. “How about,” he said in her ear, “you plan on spending the whole week with us. To see how you like it.”


  Her heart nearly skipped a beat. “What?”


  “I talked to Oot already. We want you to move in.”


  She couldn’t form words. She nodded.


  Chapter Six


  


  She cooked in her usual attire—naked, except for her pink collar. After dinner, once the dishes were washed and dried and put away, she walked into Ray’s study and knelt on the large pillow on the floor next to his desk.


  Without looking away from his laptop, Ray reached down and stroked her hair. She closed her eyes, content. This was part of their routine, one she had quickly grown to love. She would sit there all night next to him, her head resting against his thigh, his hand in her hair, if he asked her to.


  “You take such good care of us, kitten,” he said, looking down at her.


  “I try, Sir.”


  “No, you do. And I appreciate it.” He gently held her chin and tipped her head up so he could look her in the eye. “Doesn’t mean you’ll get out of your spanking tonight, however. You were pushy with me today on the phone.”


  She smiled. “Yes, Sir.” She’d argued that Ray and Oot needed to be watching their diets. Oot was out of town at a training conference for work, leaving her alone with Ray.


  “Good girl.” He shut down his laptop, stood, and held out his hand to her. She took it, stood, and followed him out to the living room. He settled himself on the couch, then patted his lap.


  She lay across his lap, facedown, her bare butt in the air. As one warm hand lovingly caressed her ass, his other slipped under her hair and took hold of her collar.


  Closing her eyes, she felt the familiar pulse deep in her core. Pain brought pleasure. Lots of pleasure. Even when there wasn’t time for a reward following a spanking, it still made her wet. It hadn’t taken Ray and Oot long to rewire her brain to irretrievably link the two sensations. Now, two years later, just the mention of a spanking would get her juices flowing.


  “Is my kitten ready for her spanking?”


  “Yes, Sir,” she whispered.


  “Good girl.” Without further words, his hand lifted, palm coming firmly down to smack her right ass cheek.


  The sting bloomed, blossomed as another, and another stroke came, one after another, back and forth, each impact stoking her desire despite the pain.


  She didn’t count. He rarely made her count, knowing it was harder for her to focus when he did that. Her hands balled up into fists as the sting spread and deepened with every strike, increasing in tempo and strength until she cried and had to force her legs to stay still and not kick or curl up to try to protect her ass.


  Then his hand stilled. He stroked her flesh, soothing it. “Good girl.” He kneaded her upper thighs, the globes of her ass, where he’d no doubt turned her skin red. “Such a very good girl.”


  After a few minutes of this, he started spanking her again. Each stroke bled into the next until she writhed on his lap. As always, when she reached the point she thought she’d have to safeword, he stopped, as if reading her mind instead of her body. Once again, his palm soothed her stinging flesh.


  Only this time, his skilled fingers worked lower, slipping between her legs. There would be no more punishment for being pushy tonight, she knew.


  She spread her legs for him as his grip on her collar tightened.


  “Good girl,” he cooed again, sending another flood of erotic heat straight to her pulsing clit. His fingers probed, slipping into her wet pussy. First one, then two.


  She gasped and rocked her hips in time with his hand.


  “You’re a very wet girl. You like it when I take you in hand and spank you, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir,” she whispered. She wouldn’t deny it. Why try? It was one of the things she loved about him. Oot was the playful one. He topped her, too, but they both submitted to Ray.


  He withdrew his fingers and found her clit. She whimpered and spread her legs as far apart as she could. As he flicked at the piercing through her clit hood, the curved barbell that intensified every stroke of his fingers, she felt her climb toward orgasm start.


  “You’re my dirty little girl, aren’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  Game on. His grip on her collar tightened even more. Even though she wanted to jump up, bury her face between his thighs, and go down on him, the iron grip pinning her facedown across his lap made that impossible. Tonight, he would get her off, and all she could do was lie there and take it.


  He changed tactics again, sinking his thumb into her cunt while using two fingers to stroke her clit.


  A moan escaped her lips.


  “Don’t come until I tell you to, kitten.”


  That simple command amped up her need even more. “Yes, Sir,” she gasped.


  He brought her closer, ever closer to that sweet drop into the abyss, when he withdrew his hand. After quickly slapping her ass several times, he returned his hand to her pussy and picked up where he left off. He repeated this several times, each time taking her closer, ever closer to climax.


  Then he grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back. “Come now, kitten!”


  Her orgasm exploded, blossoming into white-hot fire that spread from her clit to the very center of her existence. He fucked her with his hand, using three fingers to fill and thrust into her wet channel.


  Only when he’d wrung every last ounce of pleasure out of her that he could did he pull her up and into his lap, where she curled into a content ball, her head resting on his chest and his arms around her.


  He nuzzled the top of her head. “Such a good girl,” he whispered.


  “Thank you, Sir.” She caught her breath and let out a happy sigh. “May I take care of you?”


  “Not right now, kitten, I’m okay.” He tipped her chin up and kissed her. “You ready for bed?”


  She nodded, stifling her disappointment. It always made her feel a little guilty to get off when he didn’t. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good girl. Go get in bed, hands and knees, ass in the air.”


  She felt her disappointment immediately flip to anticipation. She jumped to her feet. “Yes, Sir!”


  Chapter Seven


  


  Sarah had recovered from that spanking by the time Saturday night rolled around. Which was a good thing, because they were going to the monthly privately held play party they tried to frequent but had missed several months in a row. Sarah enjoyed this particular play party even more because a lot of their close friends in the BDSM lifestyle attended it.


  The private dungeon parties were held in a retrofitted barn on a rural piece of property. Before they went inside, Ray turned to Sarah. “We have a surprise for you tonight, kitten.”


  “What, Sir?”


  “You’ll see soon enough.” He glanced at the other cars parked out in the field. “Mike’s not here yet. Once he’s here, all shall be revealed.” His playful smile told her she’d enjoy whatever it was even as her curiosity piqued.


  Oot put their bags on a bench inside and continued on into the play area to take their covered dish contribution to the buffet table. She didn’t even have time to get changed out of her street clothes when Mike walked into the changing room.


  “Sir says you all have a surprise for me,” she said by way of greeting as she received a hug from him.


  His eyes sparkled with mirth. “Yes, we do.” He lightly smacked her on the ass. “You need to learn patience, kitten.” He looked like he’d just got a haircut. Then he laughed. “Of course, it’s so much fun watching Ray punish you for being impatient. And why are you still dressed, kitten?”


  She stuck out her lower lip before she pulled her blouse off over her head. “I’m getting there, Sir. We just got here.”


  “Well, change faster.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good girl. Get changed and meet us all inside.” He also headed into the play space, leaving her standing there.


  It was still early in the night, and less than half of the expected partygoers had arrived. Sarah changed into her leather harness, cuffs, and collar that she wore for play and walked into the play space. The three men stood talking near the buffet table. At her approach, they all turned to look at her.


  She felt her comfortable, submissive mindset slipping. “Okay, you guys want to tell me what’s going on?”


  Ray grabbed her ponytail and pulled her to him, forcing her to look up at him. “You want to watch that tone of voice, kitten?”


  She immediately felt herself dropping back down. “Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir.”


  “Good girl.” He relaxed his grip on her hair without letting go. “Let’s go into the back and talk in private.”


  She laid her head against his shoulder, her face tucked against his neck. “Thank You, Sir,” she softly said.


  Without releasing her hair, the four of them walked through the play space to the very back where no one had set up for a scene yet. He wrapped one arm tightly around her shoulders, his lips pressed against the top of her head while he slipped his other hand between her legs. “Spread, kitten,” he ordered.


  She spread her legs, giving him access.


  He unerringly found her clit and started stroking. “I wouldn’t mind you sucking my cock while Mike’s caning you, and Oot’s between your legs licking your clit.”


  Her eyes dropped closed and she moaned. Every flick of his finger against her clit, rubbing on her piercing, sent bolts of need through her. She felt herself getting wetter.


  “In fact, I was kind of hoping for that tonight,” he rumbled in her ear. “Watching Mike redden your ass before Oot used the Hitachi on you and then fucking your brains out. Feel you moaning around my cock. Just standing there and enjoying the view while you show everyone what a good little cocksucker you are for me.”


  She whimpered against his neck. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered. Rational thought vanished as a stiff breeze of desire flooded her brain and body.


  “You’re my good little cocksucker, aren’t you, kitten?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  His finger worked harder, faster. “You want to show everyone what a good little girl you are for me, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir!” Her orgasm grew ever closer.


  “You’d love the thought of having everyone watching while Oot fucks your ass or your pussy, all while you’re deep-throating me, wouldn’t you?”


  She felt like she’d melt in his arms from the heat in his voice. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered, barely able to form coherent words.


  He withdrew his hand from between her legs and brushed his fingers against her lips. “Open, kitten,” he ordered.


  She did, eagerly sucking his fingers into her mouth even as she whimpered in protest over him stopping what he’d been doing.


  “Such a good girl. Now, do you want to do this tonight, or do you want to think about it?” While they played sexually in private, Ray and Oot usually kept their clothes on at parties. The thought of everyone watching her service Ray and Oot turned her on and had been one of her long-time private fantasies.


  “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled around his fingers.


  He chuckled. “Yes, what?”


  She forced her eyes open, to look into his face as he pulled his fingers from her mouth with a wet pop. “Yes, Sir, I want to do it.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Every nerve in her body felt alive, tingling, as the men gathered their equipment. They staked out a spanking bench in the farthest corner of the play space, and she watched from where she knelt on the floor, waiting, her pussy growing ever wetter, as they laid out implements to use on her.


  “Kitten.” Ray’s voice pulled her out of her thoughts and back to the present. “Would you like to join us or kneel there all night?”


  Her face reddened as she looked up to see all three men smiling at her, expectant expressions on their faces. She stood and walked over to the bench, lying facedown on the towel they’d placed over the top of it.


  They quickly clipped her wrist and ankle cuffs to the restraint points on the bench. Ray knelt in front of her.


  “You’re sure you’re okay with this?”


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “If at any time you decide to change your mind, call red. Okay?”


  She nodded.


  Ray leaned in and kissed her, a deep, sensual, probing kiss that took her breath away and sent another flood of moisture into her cunt.


  Mike brought her leather blindfold over and handed it to Ray.


  “Is our good girl ready to play?” Ray asked.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He kissed her before buckling the blindfold on her. As darkness overtook her world, she took a deep breath and relaxed against the bench and her restraints. Strong, warm, tender hands caressed her flesh. As her desire built, their fingers traveled along her curves. In her mind she visualized the heat following their movements, tracing erotic shapes across her skin.


  One hand slipped between her legs, two fingers parting her labia and sliding inside her wet pussy.


  “Oh, she’s really wet.” Oot. She smiled and playfully wiggled her hips for him. He finger-fucked her, making her whimper. Soon, her mind was flying, deep in subspace despite them not using a single implement on her yet.


  A hand slipped through her hair and fisted it, forcing her head up.


  “How are you, kitten?” Ray asked.


  “Fine, Sir.”


  “Such a good girl.” He gently lowered her head back to the bench. Then she felt something warm and firm brush against her lips. “Open, kitten.”


  His cock. She smiled as she opened wide and greedily accepted his stiff member.


  He cupped her head with his hands as he let out a low moan. “Oh, that’s so good, kitten. Show everyone what a good little cocksucker you are.”


  She needed no encouragement. And as Oot continued fingering her, she felt him reach beneath her with his other hand and find her clit.


  Ray’s fingers firmly held her head in place. “Come for us, kitten.”


  It felt like her world would unhinge. As she felt her orgasm climb, Mike started slapping her ass, first one cheek then the other, a steady back-and-forth rhythm that accelerated her climax like a shuttle launch.


  When she moaned around Ray’s cock, he chuckled. “Such a good girl. That’s one. We plan to give you many more tonight.” His hips slowly thrust, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth, taking total control.


  The smacks on her ass turned into strokes from what she suspected was a riding crop. And as Oot’s fingers in her pussy disappeared, the strokes quickened until she was crying and writhing, trying to get away from them.


  Until she heard the unmistakable click of the Hitachi vibrator switching on. She felt it pressed against her clit, and her world unhinged again, the sweet sting of the crop instantly fading in her consciousness as the vibrator shot her straight to another explosive orgasm.


  Ray held her head firmly in place, still no closer to his own orgasm. She knew from experience that once he got it up, he could hold off his climax as long as he wanted to. Something she loved usually, but she suspected she might be begging for mercy from all of the orgasms before he shot his load.


  Oot wielded the Hitachi relentlessly kept it in place, forcing two more orgasms out of her while Mike switched from the crop to a paddle. She’d started yet another climb when Oot switched off the vibrator. Five hard swats, nearly enough to make her safeword, were delivered to her ass before the impacts stopped.


  Tears rolled down her cheeks, her world a blissful mix of pleasure and pain and submission, the world dissolving so only the delicious things being done to her filled it.


  Cool lube was drizzled between her ass cheeks. Oot’s gloved finger, also covered with lube, slowly worked some into her rosebud. She continued sucking Ray’s cock as she absorbed the new sensation, knowing what was coming next.


  Sure enough, after working a second finger and more lube into her, the fingers disappeared, just to be replaced by a small butt plug.


  “Push, kitten,” Oot commanded.


  She did, gasping as the butt plug settled home. The full sensation in her ass only served to ramp her need up yet again.


  “Good girl,” Ray cooed at her.


  She redoubled her efforts sucking Ray’s cock, her lips and tongue doing as much as he’d allow her to do with the firm grip he still had on her head.


  Bare-handed spanking followed, every few strikes intentionally hitting the butt plug as well and leaving her craving the feeling of something stuffed inside her pussy, too. A few minutes into the spanking, she felt Oot’s hands on her breasts. He tweaked her nipples between his fingers, laughing when she let out a loud moan of pleasure.


  “She likes that, Master.”


  “Of course she does,” Ray said. “Duh. You like it, too.”


  Then she froze. A nipple clamp was attached first to her left, then her right nipple. She cried out around Ray’s cock as she struggled to process the new sensation that bordered on pain.


  “Code if you need to, kitten,” Ray said. “You’ve had these on before.”


  She had, and she struggled to cope with the new sensation. Pinching, yet at the same time sending additional bolts of need to her already swollen and throbbing clit.


  “Not quite,” Oot said, a smile in his tone. She felt the nipple clamps grow heavier, pulling straight down.


  That’s when the vibration started.


  She moaned, her back arching. No, she’d never had vibrating nipple clamps before.


  Mike laughed from somewhere off to the side. “Oh, she likes that.”


  “Yes, she does,” Ray agreed.


  She managed to mumble, “Mmhmm,” around his cock. It had grown even stiffer and harder.


  Oot slapped her ass. “Don’t talk with your mouth full, kitten,” he playfully chastised.


  They gave her a moment to assimilate the new sensations. She suspected they were also preparing for whatever the next round of play would entail.


  She didn’t have to wait long. The warm heat of a body clad in jeans pressed against the back of her thighs. Oot. Then a finger probed between her labia again, coating her already-slick pussy with more of her juices.


  “Okay,” Ray said.


  The click of the Hitachi again gave her a split second to anticipate before Oot’s cock slid deep inside her.


  She gasped, followed by a deep, rolling moan as her climax slammed into her.


  “Oh, fuck,” Ray whispered. His fingers grabbed her hips as he fucked her, hard and fast, slamming her even deeper onto Ray’s cock. “Dammit, she feels good. No offense, Oot.”


  Oot laughed. “None taken, Master.”


  She struggled to go even deeper on Ray’s cock, to deep-throat him, but she was helpless to do anything but lie there and enjoy the feeling of being totally filled and fucked at both ends.


  “You’re going to swallow every drop of cum I give you, aren’t you, kitten?” Ray asked her.


  “Mmhmm!”


  “Such a good girl.” She felt his cock begin to throb and the first drops of pre-cum slide along her tongue.


  Another orgasm hit her, the pleasant stretch of the butt plug intensifying every stroke of Oot’s cock inside her, multiplied by a gazillion with the Hitachi against her clit and the vibrating nipple clamps.


  Oot began to slap her ass as he fucked her even harder. “Come for us again, kitten. Come on, you can do it. I can feel your body every time you squeeze my cock. You’re loving this.”


  “That’s because she’s our good little cocksucker,” Ray grunted as he tightly fisted her hair and drove his cock deep into her throat.


  The force of her orgasm ripped a scream from her. She somehow managed to swallow every drop of his juices shooting down her throat without losing any. Not a single ounce of muscle control remained in her body. She lay there, quivering and climaxing and moaning.


  And never wanting it to end.


  “Good girl,” Oot also said as he plowed deep inside her with one final thrust before falling still.


  The Hitachi disappeared and shut off. She winced as Oot carefully removed the nipple clamps. He gently sucked each nipple into his mouth after removing the clamps, soothing the sting.


  Ray’s hands relaxed as he stroked her hair. His cock grew soft in her mouth, but she didn’t want to relinquish it. “Such a good girl. Such a very good girl.”


  “This, Master?” Oot eagerly asked.


  Ray laughed as he stroked her head. “Yes, go ahead.”


  The Hitachi fired up again.


  Without Ray’s stiff cock in her mouth to muffle the noise, she let out a loud, low moan as pleasure rippled up and down her body in incessant waves.


  Oot switched off the Hitachi. “How’s that?”


  She could barely nod.


  Someone draped a light blanket over her while the three men quickly worked together to remove the butt plug, clean her up, and unfasten her restraints. As Ray helped her sit up, he folded his arms around her. “Blindfold on or off, kitten?”


  She tucked her head against his chest. “On, Sir,” she whispered, shivering as echoes of her last climax washed through her.


  “Good girl.” He scooped her into his arms. When he sat with her a moment later, she knew they were on the leather couch near where they’d played.


  Drawing her arms and legs tightly inside the cocoon of his arms, she let herself cry.


  A few minutes later, she heard Mike and Oot walk over. A warm hand stroked her shoulder. “Is she okay?”


  “Yeah. Her post-scene cry.”


  She nodded, sniffling.


  Someone held a tissue up to her nose. “Blow, hon,” Oot urged.


  She did.


  From the sound of their voices, she suspected Oot had taken up a place on the floor in front of them, while Mike sat on the couch next to her and Ray. Mike began rubbing her feet while Oot reached under the blanket, found her hand, and laced his fingers through hers.


  They talked in soft tones about a variety of things, except her, while she lay there and recovered her wits. When she felt ready, she nuzzled Ray’s chest.


  “Ready to come up, kitten?” he asked.


  She nodded.


  She kept her eyes closed while he unbuckled the blindfold and removed it. Despite the dim lights in the dungeon, she slowly opened her eyes, blinking a few times to let them adjust.


  All three men looked at her with equally worried expressions.


  “What?” she asked.


  “Are you okay, kitten?” Ray asked. “Really?”


  She smiled and nodded. “Just one problem.”


  “What?” they all asked.


  “I want to do it again. Like right now. Think you and Oot can get it up again?”


  She laughed as her men’s eyes widened before they smiled and broke into laughter.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Despite her comment, there wasn’t another round of play in store for her that night. Ray told her to get dressed and they spent the rest of the night talking with friends and eating from the delicious potluck buffet spread.


  When she started yawning, Ray called it a night. “Come on, kitten. Time to put you to bed.”


  The next morning when she woke up before her men, she felt sore in ways she hadn’t felt sore in a long, long time.


  Good ways.


  In the bathroom, she turned and examined the bruises on her ass. She smiled. Yep, it was a riding crop. The unmistakable shape was etched in purple on her butt. As she ran her fingers over the marks, she enjoyed the feeling of them there. Some subs didn’t want marks.


  Not her. She loved proof of the night remaining on her flesh for a couple of days. It also meant sitting down would be a constant reminder and keep her more than wet until they faded.


  Giggling, she pulled on a robe and went to the kitchen to start the coffee before going outside to get the morning paper. Ray was just waking up when she carried both in to him a few minutes later. Oot wanted to be left alone on Sunday mornings. He would likely sleep past noon.


  “Here you go, Sir.”


  He sat up, yawning. With an arched eyebrow he noted her attire. “What’s that robe still doing on you?”


  “Sorry, Sir.” She shucked it and dropped it to the floor.


  “You know,” groused Oot from his side of the bed, “some of us are not fricking morning people, if you don’t mind.”


  Ray reached over and swatted his rump through the sheet. “Then if you’re going to be that way, go back to sleep. I like having her all to myself sometimes anyway.”


  “Too late.” He yawned as he rolled over. He reached out and pulled her to him for a deep, good-morning kiss. “You woke me up.” He peered beneath the sheet. “Not all of me is as awake, though. Give me a little bit of time to catch up.”


  Ray sipped his coffee. “How are you feeling this morning?” he asked her.


  “Good. Really good.”


  “Are you okay?”


  “Yes. I said I’m good, Sir.”


  “That’s not what I mean.”


  “Are you okay with what happened last night, Sir?”


  A slow smile crept across his face. “Very.”


  She looked at Oot.


  He arched an eyebrow at her. “Hey, you heard no complaints from me last night, did you?” He gave her his soul-melting grin.


  Ray pulled the sheet back, and she noticed with glee his cock had stiffened. “Definitely no complaints from me.”


  “Morning wood, Sir?” she playfully asked.


  “Maybe more.” He set the steaming mug on the table and lay back with his hands crossed behind his head. “Why don’t you find out?”


  She needed no further encouragement. She dove onto his cock, sucking it deep into her mouth. It only added to the heat of the moment when she glanced at Oot and saw the smile on his face and the heat in his eyes as he watched her.


  Ray let out a satisfied groan. “Oh, you’re such a good girl for the two of us, aren’t you?” He spread his legs to allow her better access to his balls. She gently cupped them in one hand as she stroked the base of his cock with the other.


  Working hard and fast, it didn’t take her long to get him fully erect and throbbing under her attention. Soon, he rewarded her with the taste of pre-cum.


  “Good girl,” he hoarsely said. His hands settled on the back of her head, urging her faster, deeper, as he thrust his hips in time with her motions.


  This was what she loved, craved. Blow jobs were at the top of the list of things she enjoyed doing. She knew some women found it distasteful, but there was a powerful feeling to having a man vulnerable, his most sensitive body part in her mouth and between her teeth.


  “Get ready, kitten,” he grunted as his juices exploded into her mouth. With a happy moan of her own, she went deep, sucking, milking every last drop from him until his cock finally softened and went limp in her mouth.


  His hands didn’t leave her head. He twined his fingers through her hair while she curled up between his legs with her cheek resting against his inner thigh.


  “Ahh,” he said. “Such a very good girl.”


  “Thank you, Sir.”


  “Are we really okay, Sarah?” Ray asked. “Last night wasn’t too much for you?”


  “She said she was okay,” Oot said. “Didn’t you?” He looked at her.


  She lifted her head. She looked at Ray, then Oot. “We’re really okay. And if you think the two of you are getting rid of me anytime soon, think again.” She still had her hand cupped around the base of Ray’s now-limp shaft. She wiggled it a little. “Looks like Mr. Happy here enjoyed last night, too.”


  “He did.”


  “I know I sure did,” Oot said, letting out a yawn. “Sorry. The whole not-awake-yet thing.”


  Ray lifted one hand and crooked a finger at her in a come-hither motion. “And if you think we’re about to get rid of you anytime soon, you’d better think again.” He kissed her. “We have handcuffs, and we’re not afraid to use them to keep our kitten. Right, Oot?”


  “Yeah,” Oot said, hooking an arm around her and pulling her back against his chest. “Get used to it. We don’t let our kittens run free. The two- or four-legged varieties.”


  “Thank you, Sir.”


  Oot nipped the back of her neck. “I’ll get my turn after I’ve had my coffee.” He eyed Ray’s mug. “Where is my coffee, by the way?”


  “You were still asleep. You told me to let you sleep.”


  “Ah. So I did. Good girl. Now go get me my coffee, please.”


  She wiggled her rump against him. Poor Oot really wasn’t a morning guy. “Right this second?”


  She felt Oot’s cock stir a little against her ass. “Hmm. Maybe not right this second. Let’s give it a minute and see what happens. You know it gets me all hot and bothered watching you suck his cock.”


  Ray laughed. “Make up your mind. You’ll have her all confused.”


  “Like she minds.” He nipped the back of her neck again. “If she minded, she would have run screaming from us a long time ago when we told her we loved her.”


  “You have a point there,” Ray agreed.


  She giggled. “No, I don’t mind. Why would I run from my owners? I love you.”


  “I love you, too,” they said in unison, glaring at each other for a second before laughing.


  She laughed with them. If life never got any better than this moment, it would still be perfect.


  And it looked like she’d have a lot of years of perfect moments with them.
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