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So, I’ve always been a bit of a tomboy. Not
in all ways, I mean, I liked to look hot and sexy, but not in a
slutty way. I mean, not with showing a lot of cleavage, say, or
wearing a miniskirt. In fact, I mostly didn’t like dresses. But I
did have, I don’t know, like an ego trip knowing that the boys
wanted me so much.

Of course it also made me kind of squirmy and
uncomfortable being looked at like that, and having some idea of
what they wanted to do to me. But I didn’t mind it. I wasn’t going
to play into it too much. I kept my hair fairly simple, about
shoulder length, sometimes a little shorter. At the same time, I
kept it nice and thick and soft, with bangs cutting across my
forehead.

I was not, in other words, trying to pretend
I was a boy. And while I didn’t wear tops that would show cleavage
I wore them tight enough for people to know I was definitely not a
guy. I didn’t want to wear high heels, but I did have a thing for
boots.

And while I didn’t want to wear frilly, lacy
stuff on the outside, I was partial to wearing them as lingerie on
the inside where nobody could see. I loved lacy, sexy lingerie,
including thongs and G-strings.

Now one of the things I had done when I was
younger, not even into my teens, was to climb trees a lot. One of
the ones which seemed easy was the tree next to the back porch,
because then I could climb right up onto the roof over the porch
and then get into my room without anyone noticing.

That was just a game when I was younger, but
as I became older it became a very practical solution to what I
regarded as too much parental supervision. And even after I turned
18 and my parents granted me more freedom, I kept in practice using
that route from time to time.

As it happened, I was home a bit earlier than
expected due to a date which had gone wrong. God was he boring! I
didn’t want to admit this to anyone, so decided to sneak in the
back way. I was quite practiced at climbing this tree and
supporting myself on the railing of the porch and the roof. I got
up there without any problem.

And that’s when I found the problem, well,
not so much a problem, but a shock.

You see, it was a wide porch with a wide
roof, and my window was at the far end. At this end, just as I
climbed onto the roof and sat up, was the window to my sister’s
room. As it happened, the curtains were open, and the lights were
on, but my sister, Olivia, wasn’t there.

I vaguely recalled now that she was having a
sleepover with some friends. And there was blonde Taylor and cool
Beth on her bed, both naked. Taylor was actually on her knees, her
face pressed against the pillow and her bottom raised high while
Beth was fucking her from behind with a strap-on dildo!

I could see that the same ropes that tied
Taylor’s wrists and arms together behind her back, wrapped around
her chest and squeezed her full breasts firmly. Meanwhile, Beth,
who was smaller, had short, black hair, and high, small breasts,
was yanking on her hair, and roughly groping her breast as she
rammed the big dildo into her with hard, powerful thrusts.

I’m not sure which of us was more astonished.
I saw her maybe a second or two before Beth turned and saw me. I
yelped and jerked away from the window, almost falling off the roof
before scrambling back down the tree and taking off.

I went to my friend Michelle’s place to pass
some time, not eager to return and face them, or my sister, who
they would probably tell. And of course, what the hell they were
doing that for in my sister’s room with my sister home. Obviously,
my sister knew about it. Did that mean she like, took part in stuff
like that? The idea was bizarre. Because she had always struck me
as so straightlaced.

I also have to say that the sight of those
two naked and having kinky sex had taken my breath away at the
time, and did so again every time the memory flashed into my head.
I’m not sure why, unless perhaps it was just that I had never
considered that particular type of sex. I mean, it wasn’t that
lesbian sex or straight girls playing around with lesbian sex was a
shock to me. I just had never imagined it in the context of being
tied up and having a girl fuck you as if she was a guy.

Whenever I thought about girls and play sex,
I thought about kissing and stroking and caressing and sliding
bodies together. Which, to be honest, I was awfully, awfully
curious to try. I was just way too careful of my reputation to do
it with just anyone.

But anyway, I had thought of it more as a
gentle, loving, tender, sort of sex without the wild, frantic
thrusting and grunting that you see from guys. Not that I would
know personally, but I’d seen a lot of videos.

Yes, I was still a virgin. And it wasn’t that
I didn’t have the curiosity, but just like with girls, I was
careful of my reputation and hadn’t found anyone to trust yet.

Anyway, I came back after a couple of hours
and decided to let myself in normally. I slipped up the stairs, and
into my room, closing the door quickly and quietly. I sighed in
relief and peeled off my T-shirt, then slipped my pants down and
off after toeing off my shoes. I slipped off my bra and then went
over to the bed to tug the sheets aside.

That was when Beth turned on the light, and I
saw her sitting back on my bed watching me.

I let out a little cry of shock and she
pressed her finger to her lips as I clapped my arms across my
chest.

“You and I have to talk,” she said.

“I-I don’t know what you mean, I gulped,
red-faced.

She was wearing a red nightshirt which came
down to mid-thigh and was tight enough to show she had no bra
underneath. Her dark, spiky hair dropped down around her chin as
she motioned me forward with her finger.

“I will give you the benefit of a doubt that
what you saw was accidental,” she said.

I started to protest that of course I hadn’t
had a clue what I was going to encounter and she shushed me.

“Fine,” she said. “But I would rather you not
tell Olivia or your mother about it.”

I stared at her in surprise. “How can Olivia
not know?” I asked.

She smirked at me. “Your sister is not the
most aware person in the world when it comes to sexuality,” she
said. “She had to drive your mother somewhere, and left us alone in
the house for an hour. We passed the time the way I felt like
passing the time.”

I stared at her in surprise. “Wait a minute,
you brought ropes and a strap-on dildo to a sleepover and my sister
didn’t know a thing? Give me a break.”

“I know it’s a little edgy, but me and Taylor
were going to do it in the bathroom, without her knowing a thing.
That was part of the excitement. Doing it so near other people
without them finding out. We like taking chances, doing edgy stuff
like that. It’s kind of like public sex but without anyone
noticing. At least if you do it right.”

She slid forward off the bed, and in doing so
the hem of the nightshirt slid up so high I could see her pussy
briefly. She stood up before me, and I backed up. She grinned and
came closer until I felt the wall against my bare buttocks.

“Don’t you have fantasies, Megan? Maybe some
dark, nasty fantasies that you don’t share with anyone? Maybe some
kinky thoughts about doing things that you don’t ever dare do?
Taking chances, taking risks?

“N-N-No!” I squeaked, intimidated despite her
being only an inch taller than me.

“Are you suuuuure?” she drawled.

She looked down at my arms crossed over my
chest and smiled.

“You have a very sexy body to not be doing
anything fun with it,” she said.

“I do lots of fun stuff!” I gulped. “I don’t
have to be a sex maniac like you guys!”

“When not sex maniacs. We’re just enjoying
being girls.”

She let her fingers caress my upper arm as
she said that and smiled at me. “Maybe you should try some time,
little girl.”

I scowled at her, for I was always ‘little
girl’, or ’baby girl’, or ’little sister’ to her and the rest of
Olivia’s friends.

“You don’t know what I might’ve done!” I
exclaimed.

“You’re an open book to me, little shy girl,”
she said.

“Just because I don’t show my breasts off to
anyone who happens to be in my room -!”

I gasp as she suddenly reached out and
gripped my wrists, then lifted them up and back and pressed hard
against the wall above my head.

“Hey!” I hissed. “Let’s go!”

She grinned at me and looked down. “I can see
your boobies, Megan,” she taunted me.

My face had already been red but now it
flushed hotly as she looked down at my bare breasts. I tried to
twist away but it was fairly clear she was stronger than me. She
had always been a very fit girl, heavily into sports.

Maybe like a lesbian?!

“You definitely have nice tits,” she said.
“Nice and big and round but not too big so that they sag. Now
they’re great tits. You should show them off more.”

“Some of us have morals!” I hissed.

In truth, my chest was tight and my heart was
beating a mile a minute. And it wasn’t for fear of her, nor even
embarrassment. This was Beth, tough girl Beth, who I now knew liked
to have sex with girls. And here I was practically naked in front
of her and she pinned me to the wall! It didn’t take a pervert to
imagine what might now happen.

What was tumbling and churning uncontrollably
through my mind was the indecision about what I wanted to happen.
I’d always been afraid of approaching a girl in case she said no
and then told others. But if Beth approached me and tried to have
sex with me, then it was on her. Besides, even though she was only
a couple of years older, she didn’t really hang with anybody I
knew.

So I didn’t know if I wanted her to actually
start anything or not. A part of me definitely did, filled with a
wild sense of anticipation and excitement. Another part of me was
desperately afraid of giving myself away and being the subject of
rumors for the rest of my life.

“Your nipples certainly are hard,” she said
as she looked down at the small, sharply peaked pink buttons.

“It’s the air conditioning!” I gulped.

She shifted my wrists together and then
pinned them with her left hand as she leaned forward, then dropped
her right hand and squeezed my left breast gently. She caught the
nipple between the pads of her thumb and forefinger and rolled them
in opposite directions.

A powerful rush of sensation spread through
my breast and then into my chest and straight up into my mind. She
plucked at it then stroked it again. A moment later her hand slid
down my taut, trembling body, her fingers caressing my abdomen.

“Nice and firm body you have here, little
sister,” she purred.

Her fingers slipped lower, dipping down into
the front of my panties, then stroking lower and lower until they
found my naked sex. I jerked sharply, instinctively, letting out a
helpless gasp of shock as a tremendous burst of sensation hit me
along with a dark, psychic jolt.

“What a nice, soft, tight little pussy you
have, little girl.”

Her fingers rubbed against the top of my sex,
right over my clitoris, and I jerked against her hold on my wrists
again, though not, to be honest, as hard as I could have. I was
shaking and gasping as a tremendous rush of need and hunger spread
through my body and swept over my mind.

“D-Don’t!” I gasped, my voice almost a
whisper.

“Why not, little girl?” she whispered as she
let her finger slowly sink in between the lips of my sex. “You feel
warm and wet.”

She leaned in and let her tongue ease up
along my neck and in under my earlobe which she sucked lightly.

“Are you afraid someone will think you’re a…
lesbian” she whispered.

“I-I’m not!” I gasped.

The heat was churning wildly within me, I was
rapidly losing control of my body as I felt my buttocks grinding
against the wall behind me. I had never felt this level of
excitement before, to the point my entire body felt as if it was
quivering.

Her hand pushed deeper into the small crotch
of my panties, forcing the strings lower on my hips so that they
barely stayed up. I felt her finger sliding between the lips of my
sex and pushing up inside me as her thumb stroked rapidly across my
clitoris.

“Oh! Oh, please!” I gasped helplessly.

“Please what, little girl?” she whispered.
“Please fuck you? Was that what you were going to ask? Were you
going to beg me to fuck you?”

“No!” I gasped.

“Wouldn’t you like to be my little bitch?”
she cooed in a low voice.

And then to my shame, the climax tore through
me. Nor was there any way I could hide it, as my buttocks began to
slap frantically against the wall while my hips ground furiously
against her fingers. I gurgled and gasped, swallowing the cries of
pleasure I wanted to issue, rolling my head back against the wall
as her fingers sent waves of pleasure through my trembling
body.

“What a responsive little bitch you are,” she
said. “Hot, sexy little slut,” she taunted. “But I didn’t give you
permission to come on my fingers, slut!”

She kept stroking me anyway, and didn’t stop
until I sagged against the wall, gulping in air dazedly.

“What a bad little girl you are,” she
said.

She roughly spun me around and pressed me
against the wall then yanked my panties down to my ankles and
pulled them off. She gripped my wrist and drew them back behind my
back even as my mind started to recover from the incredible
shockwave of heat and pleasure and passion which the orgasm had
sent flooding through it.

“W-Wait! Oh, wait!” I gasped. “What are you
doing!?”

What she was doing was tying my wrists
together behind my back! But by the time I realized that she had
already done it. She roughly yanked me back by the hair so that I
stumbled back and fell sprawling across my bed.

She climbed into bed with me, gripping my
thighs and forcing them wide then dropping low and staring at my
naked sex for long seconds.

“You have a gorgeous little cunt, you
gorgeous little cunt she said with a small giggle.

Then she started to lick, her tongue swirling
around and around my clitoris as her thumb spread me open.

I lay there on my back, gasping, jerking my
head up to stare at her then dropping it back, overwhelmed by all
that was happening, and the violent, churning emotions and passions
and sensation sweeping through me. Her fingers slid into my tight
pussy, pressing upwards against the front wall of my sex as she
licked down strong and fast.

My body began to burn again, and I writhed
and twisted on the bed below her, gulping in air, my chest heaving
as I whimpered and moaned in passion and excitement. Another orgasm
tore through me, so intense that I arched my back to the point I
was afraid I might break my spine. Not that I cared. I cared only
for wallowing in that incredible wave of passion and heat and
intense pleasure that swept over me for long, long, long
seconds.

I got lightheaded because I didn’t even dare
breathe, until finally I was forced to suck in a deep, frantic
breath and then barely stop from screaming it out again as the
climax continued to set my muscles to spasming and my nerve endings
to burning.

“What a responsive little slut you are, baby
sister,” Beth said.

She let her tongue zigzagged up across my
trembling abdomen and belly, and then slid upwards until she was
sucking and licking and chewing at my breasts each in turn. I could
do nothing but lay on my bound arms, whimpering and gasping at each
new flood of sensation, at each new rush of excitement and
heat.

By the time she abandoned my breasts they
were throbbing wildly. She climbed up and then straddled my head,
sinking her pussy down against my mouth as she peeled her
nightshirt up and off. She reached down and gathered in my hair,
then jammed my mouth against her sex.

“I just showed you what to do, little girl.
Let’s hope you’ve learned something or else I’m going to turn you
on your belly and spank your little round ass.”

Oh my God!

I was looking face-to-face with her naked sex
even as she peeled her lips open and pressed it against my mouth.
Her other hand tugged on my hair and I winced in pain.

“Get to work, little slut,” she growled.

I started licking, hesitant, at first, then
with growing enthusiasm and excitement for how wild and thrilling
and exciting and new and to my naïve mind, sophisticated and adult
this was. And so I licked determinedly, taking every instruction
she gave without protest despite them being accompanied by stinging
little tugs on my hair.

I made her come, with her grinding her
sopping pussy back and forth over my mouth and face to leave me
gasping. She slid off and chewed, licked, and sucked her way back
down my body until she was working on my pussy once again. It
didn’t take long for me to start writhing and twisting and
helplessly panting in pleasure once more.

Then she rose up onto her knees, straddling
my left thigh as she gripped my right and half rolled me onto my
side. She worked her naked sex in against mine as she lifted my
right leg high along her chest, then reached forward with her right
hand, wrapped my hair around it, and jerked it sharply back to
force my back to bow.

Her left hand soon found one of my breasts,
squeezing roughly as she ground herself against me.

I felt in a haze, in a daze, gasping and
whimpering, my mind churning and swirling in confusion and heat,
passion burning wildly away as floods of sensation spread out
through my body.

“You’re a sexy little slut, Megan,” she
whispered.

She squeezed my breast hard enough to hurt
and I gasped in pain.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, little girl. Say
you’re my bitch. Say it, slut.”

I gasped in pain and whimpered helplessly.
“I-I’m your… your bitch!” I gasped.

She eased her grip on my breast and kneaded
it gently instead.

“Again, little slut.”

“I’m your bitch!” I whispered.

“Say I’m your bitch, Mistress Beth,” she said
in amusement.

I shuddered, my hips grinding back against
hers as the ground against me.

“I’m your bitch, Mistress Beth,” I
moaned.

And then I came again, my lower body grinding
frantically as I started to cry out in pleasure. Her hand shot up
from my breast close around my throat, and I gurgled helplessly,
the cries softening to hoarse croaks and gasps as she rode me
furiously through the orgasm. It was an orgasm that went on and on,
convulsions racking my body as my mind swam with the sheer ecstasy
of it.

She laughed softly, then eased aside,
dropping my leg back to the bed. She yanked me out of the bed by
hair and arm, ignoring my squeal of pain as I tumbled onto my knees
on the rug beside the bed. Then, gripping my hair in both hands,
she forced me back against the side of the bed, tilting my face up
and pulling it into her sex as she spread her legs apart.

“Make it good, slut, or I’ll whip your pretty
little bottom.”

I licked frantically as she ground her face
against me, moaning and gasping for breath, my eyes glassy as I
sucked on her clitoris and licked as fast and hard as I could.

“Dirty little girl,” she purred “Nasty little
lesbian.”

I licked as best I could, until she came
again, rubbing her pussy over my face from forehead to chin as she
smirked down at me, twisting her fingers in my hair just to make me
gasp and wince and moan in whispered protest.

“Remember, slut, you belong to me now,” she
said. “You’re my little bitch. And anytime I want my pussy licked,
that’s going to be your job.”

With her fist buried in my hair, she forced
my head back so that I was bent back across the side of the bed,
and my eyes bulged as she closed her fingers threateningly around
my throat.

“Isn’t that right, little girl? You’re my
bitch now. Say it.”

‘I’m your bitch, Mistress Beth!” I gasped
weakly.

She smiled and released me, and I sank down
onto my heels as she pulled her nightshirt on again, then went to
the door. She opened it slowly, peering out into the hall, then
slipped out quickly and closed it behind her.

I groaned dazedly, getting to my feet and
falling into bed. My mind was still churning with wonderment and a
dark, glittering sense of almost giddy excitement at what I had
just experienced. That had been amazing! I had never had such
intense orgasms. Nor had I ever had that degree of excitement, of
arousal.

I just never felt anything like that
before!

Of course, now I found myself still naked,
with my wrists tied behind my back. And it didn’t look like Beth
was coming back. At first, I waited, then I got up and went to the
door. I certainly wasn’t going out looking for her like this. I
turned my back to the door and locked it, then tried to figure out
how to turn on the light. I had to use my chin on the switch.

With light in the room, I went over to the
dresser and looked at myself in the mirror, feeling a flush of heat
for I looked like a girl who’d just been fucked hard. I turned to
the side, trying to get a better look at what she used to tie me up
with. It looked like black rope. And as much as I twisted and
pulled against it, I could not pull my wrists free!

What the hell was I going to do now!? I
suppose in a movie I would have like rubbed the rope against a
sharp rock or found a knife, but there were no knives or rocks in
my room. And the only pair of scissors was for cutting paper.

Did Beth expect me to get out of this or
not?! Surely if she didn’t want this discovered, that is, what we
had done, she wouldn’t want me found naked with my wrists tied
behind my back. That would cause questions, whoever discovered
it!

I turned the lights out, afraid that someone
would notice the light under the door and knock. What could I do
then?! I wriggled in under the sheets and lay there on my side,
waiting for Beth to return. She didn’t. Eventually, I fell asleep
like that.

I woke up, eyes fluttering in the light from
the window. I felt a sense of confusion, and then it all flooded
back into my mind. I glanced at the clock and saw it was just after
eight. My parents would both have left for work by now, though I,
being unemployed, tended to sleep in more.

I knew Olivia and Taylor worked at The Gap,
and I was pretty sure that if they hadn’t left yet, they would have
to leave pretty soon. But I couldn’t take the chance that Olivia
was still here. I would have to wait to be sure, and then I could
sneak downstairs to the kitchen and somehow get a knife or
something to cut the ropes.

Then the door opened and Taylor came in.

I had locked it, of course, but it was an
interior door. You locked it to stop people coming in by accident,
but if you wanted to open it from the other side all you needed was
a coat hanger or a pin or something.
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I felt a moment of panic and tried to wriggle
a little more under the sheets, to hide my breasts more fully.

“So, the little peeping Tom likes to spy on
other girls having sex,” she growled.

“I don’t! I didn’t! I mean, I was just going
past!”

She strolled over to the bed, scowling at me.
“You just happen to go past the second-floor window where we were
inside having sex?”

She yanked the sheets away and I burned hotly
as her eyes moved up and down my body.

“Beth said you had a nice little slut body,”
she said. She also said it was up to me to punish you for being a
peeping Tom.”

“But it was an accident!” I gasped, horribly
embarrassed.

“Roll over on your belly, little bitch,” she
barked.

Since that was something I had wanted to do
anyway I obeyed at once, hiding everything from her except my
butt.

“Now raise your ass in the air, high.

I hesitated and she swung something down at
my bottom which hit lightly but stung.

I yelped in pain and scrambled to raise my
bottom high as she had ordered.

She had a very thin plastic wand in her hand
about two feet long. I recognized it at once. It was a thing that
hung from the cheap plastic blind in Olivia’s window, which you
used to turn the Venetian blinds open or closed.

Taylor was using it for another purpose now.
She snapped it down across my butt a second time and I yelped at
the stinging jolt of pain.

“Oh! Don’t!” I gasped.

“Nobody’s in the house but us,” she said. And
it’s time for you to be punished for being such a nasty little
girl.”

She brought the thing down against my butt
again and I squealed in pain. “Raise that ass higher, and bring
your belly in tighter against your thighs, slut.”

Crack!

It snapped against my butt again and I
squirmed into position, gulping in air, heart pumping wildly.

She leaned over and I felt her fingers
sliding up and down between the lips of my sex, then rubbing
against my clitoris as her thumb pushed down into my body.

“Dirty little girl,” she growled.

Crack! She brought the thin wand
snapping down across my butt.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” she ordered.

This might seem strange but I felt the sudden
rush of relief at her words. Because there was so similar to what
Beth had said that it put her into the same kind of sexual
category. I mean, she wasn’t really the outraged, indignant girl
that she had been pretending, but was more intersex stuff, like
Beth. Sex stuff with weird, kinky shit added!

Crack!

“Ow! Oh!” I squeaked.

“Say it, slut. I’m Mistress Taylor’s
bitch.”

Crack!

“I’m Mistress Taylor’s bitch!” I cried.

“Do you know what a bitch is, little girl?”
she asked, pumping her thumb slowly in my pussy.

I whimpered uncertainly, heat starting to
roil my mind now as my initial embarrassment faded. Her obvious
sexual interest and the way it mirrored what Beth had done was
pulling me free of the initial sense of shame at being caught the
way I was. It was also reminding me, like muscle memory, of the
dark excitement which had filled me the previous night.

Crack!

“Oh! Please, Mistress Taylor!”

Crack!

“A bitch is a female dog,” she said.

Crack!

“In your case, a female dog in heat, a slutty
little girl with a hungry pussy.”

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my slutty little bitch,” she
ordered.

“I-I’m your slutty little bitch, mistress
Taylor!” I gasped helplessly.

Her fingers were making my pussy thrum with
energy, and my body was now starting to burn as excitement crackled
through my mind. This was so sick and hot and kinky and exciting
and thrilling!

She climbed into bed behind me, did
something, shifting around, and then something pushed against my
throbbing, overheated sex. It was thick and rounded and pushed
slowly through the mouth of my sex as I trembled and shuddered
there, my face against the sheets and my bottom raised high.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!” she ordered

I cried out and jerked my knees apart.

Crack!

“Keep that little ass high, slut.”

Whatever it was she was pushing it deeper and
deeper, and then she leaned forward, her hand coming down on the
back of my neck to pin me in place as she pushed it deeper still.
It was too big, too thick, and too long! I ached as she forced it
deeper and deeper!

“Oh! Please! Please, Mistress Taylor! It’s
too big!”

Crack! The wand snapped down across my
butt.

“A slut like you can take any size inside
you. Nasty little girl.”

I could feel whatever it was pushing deep
into my abdomen, further than anything I’d ever put into myself
before. It was certainly thicker, as well! I felt like my body was
being stretched achingly apart as she forced it deeper. Then I felt
something, sort of like, a wider base pushing in against the mouth
of my sex. A moment later she drew a thin strap up across my hip
while pulling another up my abdomen to fasten them together. A
moment later a third strap went across my other hip and she jerked
it in tightly before fastening them together.

Then the thing started to tremble and vibrate
and I squealed in alarm, my hips jerking sharply before she slapped
my bottom.

“It’s a vibrator, slut. Don’t tell me you’ve
never felt a vibrator before.”

She climbed off the bed and then stripped
before coming around to the head of the bed and climbing in front
of me. She slumped back against the headboard then gathered in my
hair and pulled my face forward against her pussy.

“Please your mistress, whore, or else I’ll
whip your ass,” she growled.

It was almost the same thing as Beth had said
and I began licking anxiously at her pussy as the vibrator thing
throbbed and thrummed inside me. At first, it was only a little
distracting, but my nerve endings in that area started to quiver
like a plucked guitar string sending intense bursts of sensation up
through my body.

She reached down and roughly fondled my
breast as I licked at her.

“Dirty little girl,” she purred. “Nasty
little sex slave.”

I shuddered, heat roiling and swirling
through my mind. My hips began to roll back, an instinctive need to
thrust myself against the cock which had penetrated me filling my
mind. Only I couldn’t. It moved as I moved. My pussy squeeze down
around it but I couldn’t do as my instincts demanded and somehow
work it in and out of me.

That filled me with both heat and frustration
as I licked at Taylor’s pussy, I moaned helplessly, pulse racing as
she guided me in and had me sucking on her clitoris then stuffing
my tongue into her tight little round opening.

“Dirty little lesbian,” she growled, twisting
her fingers in my hair. “Nasty little slut.”

She came faster than Beth had, and more
expressively, gasping and moaning, her hips grinding up against me
as she cried out softly, her back arching.

“Thank me for letting you lick my pussy,
slut,” she groaned.

She tugged on my hair and I gasped in
pain

“T-Thank you for letting me lick your pussy,
Mistress Taylor!” I cried.

“Now beg me to fuck you.”

“P-Please… Please fuck me, Mistress Taylor!”
I whimpered.

She released my hair and then slipped off the
bed, her hand sliding over my upraised bottom and her other hand
easing in to touch the base of the vibrator thing and grind it
against me.

When I started to come she ground it harder
and harder, her other hand coming down on the back of my neck to
jam my face into the bed as she started to pump the thing hard in
and out of me.

I cried out, again and again, squealing and
gasping with every thrust. Every time she buried it inside me the
vibrating base ground against my clitoris and her fingers rubbed
furiously

My cries grew more intense as I lost control
of my mind and body, my hips bucking back frantically as she fucked
me with the vibrator. Heat, passion, and pleasure hit me like a
hurricane, an endless storm of wildfire passion and pleasure that
overwhelmed my mind.

She kept fucking me with the vibrator until
the orgasm finally faded away, leaving me twitching and shuddering
and gulping in air. Then she buried it inside me again and slapped
my bottom.

“Don’t you move an inch, little bitch,” she
growled.

She turned and left the room, and I moaned
softly, my pussy still throbbing as the vibrator buzzed strongly
inside me and against me. I couldn’t stop it, and jerking my hips
as my muscle spasmed did nothing. The vibration seemed to shift,
becoming more intense, closer together, and then taking up a kind
of pattern where they started in low and grew more and more and
more intense.

Then it seemed like the vibrations were
moving up the length of the thing inside me. It would start right
there at the mouth of my sex, then move another inch deeper than
another and then another, and it would do this faster and faster so
that it almost felt as if the vibrator was thrusting up into
me.

My hips began to roll and grind back
helplessly as heat swept my mind clear of all coherent thought. My
wrist twisted against the rope holding them together and I
whimpered as need and desire clouded my mind and I felt a desperate
hunger growing within me.

I was almost ready to come again when Taylor
returned. This time she had the strap-on cock, the one I’d seen
Beth using on her the other day. I shuddered and felt a wave of
heat as she climbed onto the bed behind me and slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Beg me to fuck you, bitch.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress Taylor!” I half
sobbed.

She wound my hair around her fist and yanked
sharply as she slapped my bottom

“Beg me to fuck you hard, slut!”

“Please fuck me hard, Mistress Taylor!” I
cried.

She unstrapped the vibrator and pulled it
free then pushed something even thicker through the swollen lips of
my sex, leaning forward as she pushed it deeper and deeper,
grasping my hair and yanking back as she started to fuck me.

It took maybe thirty seconds of that before
the orgasm hit. I cried out, again and again, my voice rising as
her hips began to slap against my upraised buttocks while the dildo
or vibrator or whatever it was spiked deep into my quivering,
burning abdomen with every stroke.

She was fucking me in the same way Beth had
fucked her the other night, so I knew exactly what I must look like
with her kneeling behind me and shoving that big cock into me again
and again. The image filled my mind only with me instead of Taylor
on my knees with my bottom in the air. It was scalding and I cried
out as the orgasm seemed to become even more intense.

“Whore!”

Crack!

“Slut!”

Crack!

“Bitch!”

Crack!

“We own you now, bitch. You’re our little sex
slave!”

Crack!

The feel of that big cock, real or not,
plunging in and out of my burning, overheated sex was driving me
out of my mind. The orgasm seemed to fade into a dark, steaming
cloud of hunger and passion, but in less than a minute that had
built up again and exploded once more to make me cry out what
little breath I still held within me.

“You like that, slut!”

Crack!

“You love my cock inside you, don’t you
slut?”

Crack!

“There’s nothing a little slut likes more
than a big cock inside her hot little pussy!”

Crack!

“Isn’t that true, slut?”

Crack!

I was losing my mind as wave after wave of
astonishing passion and heat swept through me. I was growing
lightheaded from crying out and gulping in air, hyperventilating as
my body shook and quivered and burned like fire.

And all through it her hips were slapping
against my bottom and that that big cock was punching deep into my
abdomen again and again and again. I was being fucked and fucked
hard and it was glorious! Yes, it was by a girl, but in a way that
was even better because it meant I couldn’t get pregnant and I
probably didn’t have to worry about my reputation.

Whatever kinky, perverted stuff she and Beth
had been doing together, they had now involved me, and I was
finding myself awed and breathlessly giddy with excitement.

“It’s time for breakfast, slut,” she
said.

She got dressed, then roughly pulled me out
of bed by grabbing my hair and arm and forced me out the door and
then down the stairs. I looked around nervously, still shellshocked
from what had happened as she marched me into the kitchen and made
me kneel on the floor and spread my knees wide.

“Keep your head up and shoulders back, little
bitch,” she said.

She went over and made coffee, and looked in
the fridge, humming to herself. She opened up several cupboards and
took down a plate.

“Something light today, I think.”

The vibrator was still throbbing away inside
me, and I was fighting not to squirm too much, my mind starting to
come awake again and starting to feel a sense of embarrassed
self-consciousness about everything I had done so far.

She put something into the microwave and
pressed the button, then turned to look at me.

“Tell me you’re a filthy little slut,” she
ordered.

I flushed hotly but felt the ripple of dark
heat and passion.

“I’m a filthy little slut, Mistress Taylor,”
I gulped breathlessly.

“Tell me you love cock.”

I felt my face heating. “I love cock,
Mistress Taylor.”

She smirked as I knelt there shakily, wanting
to squeeze my thighs tightly around the base of the vibrator. When
she turned her back to turn her attention to the coffee maker I
did, shuddering as I ground my thighs together and the heat
soared.

She strode across the room and knelt before
me and I gurgled and gasped as her hand closed around my throat and
she shoved my head back hard against the wall.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I obeyed, gasping for breath as she glared at
me. Her other hand slipped in between my legs and ground the
vibrator against me.

“Are you going to come again, you nasty
little slut? Is that what you’re going to do, you cum-slut?”

And then I did, my hips grinding furiously
against her fingers as I gurgled and coughed and gasped for breath,
my back arching and my body burning up with heat.

“Dirty little girl,” she said. “Cock-hungry
little whore. You’re going to make an excellent sex slave”

I twisted and writhed there against the wall
as the orgasm shattered my mind and reduced me to the state of an
animal, caring about nothing but pleasure.

When the orgasm faded she turned off the
vibrator, though she left it inside me, and went back to the
counter to pour herself a coffee. She had just gotten some bagels
and croissants and sat at the table, buttering them and eating she
looked at me.

And she cocked her finger at me.

“Crawl to me, bitch.”

I moaned softly, then rose off my heels, and
awkwardly knee walked across to where she sat. She held out a piece
of bagel, rubbing it against my lips.

“Eat it, slut.”

I licked it out of her fingers, chewed, and
swallowed.

She tore off another piece and fed it to
me.

“Say thank you for feeding your little bitch,
Mistress Taylor,” she ordered.

I flushed, another dark ripple of heat
sweeping through me.

“Thank you for feeding your little bitch,
Mistress Taylor,” I moaned softly.

She fed me another piece.

She picked up her phone and I gasp and
twisted my head away, hearing her laugh softly.

“Are you afraid I’m going to take your
picture like this, little slut? Want to see what I already have on
my phone?”

I turned my head back hesitantly then gasped
as I saw a picture of me, with my face jammed between some girl’s
thighs. I wasn’t sure if it was her or Beth but it was definitely
me licking a girl's pussy.

“Delete that!” I squeaked.

“You don’t give me orders, little sex
slave.”

Then there was another picture, and this one
was definitely her because it was someone slumped on my bed with
their thighs spread wide and I was kneeling with my butt in the air
as she pulled my mouth to her pussy.

“I guess when these get on the Internet there
won’t be any doubt that you’re a horny little lesbian slut,” she
said.

She flicked her thumb across the screen and
there was me on my knees beside my bed with my face jammed into
Beth’s pussy. Then there was a picture of me from half an hour
earlier, face down, bottom-up, a vibrator jammed into my pussy. No,
it was a video! She had taken it from the doorway before returning
with the strap on and it showed me there moaning and gasping as I
ground my hips back at the buzzing sex toy.

You could easily see my face, too, including
my glassy eyes.

“Don’t worry, slut, no one’s going to see
these except me and Beth. As long as you keep your mouth shut about
what you saw the other night.”

The very idea I would talk about seeing that
given what I had done with the two of them seemed strange to me but
I hastened to assure her that I had no intention of telling anyone,
least of all my sister, about what I had seen.

She took the phone back and did something to
it and the vibrator started thrumming again.

She resumed feeding me pieces of pastry,
making me thank her for each one as my lower body began to tremble
and quiver, my pussy squeezing down again and again on the buzzing
vibrator.

When she was done, she made me kneel with my
legs spread wide while she put things away, then she casually
gathered in my hair and I squeaked in pain as she forced me to my
knees and made me stumble on my knees out the door and across into
the living room.

She turned off the vibrator, unstrapped it,
and slid it out of my body. It was sopping wet and I flushed as she
brought the head in against my lips and rubbed it back and
forth.

“Open your mouth, slut.”

I turned my head aside and she gripped my
hair, making me gasp in pain, then shoved the vibrator through my
open lips. I moaned around it as she smirked down at me.

“Suck it. Lick your own pussy cream off it,
whore,” she ordered. “Do it slut! So it, lesbian!”

I shuddered under her dark words and tone but
dazedly obeyed, licking and sucking at the cock-shaped
vibrator.

“Who would have known Megan was such a little
fuckbot?” she taunted. “Who would have guessed she loved cock so
much and would come like a whore if you barely touched her?”

She pushed the thing deep and I gagged as the
head neared my throat.

“You don’t deep throat? You’ll need to learn,
little sex slave.”

She pulled it out of my mouth, though, and
then untied my wrists at last. Then she made me sit on the big
armchair, and drape my legs across the arms as I slumped down low.
She pushed the thing into me again and ordered me to take it in my
hands.

“Fuck yourself, little slut. Let me see you
fuck yourself to another come.”

I couldn’t stop myself from pushing it
deeper. Once I had done that I couldn’t stop myself from thrusting
it in and out with growing excitement, a feverish heat coming over
me as I slumped lower, rubbing my clitoris with the fingers of my
left hand as I used my right to thrust the dildo in fast and hard.
Doing this with her watching was so fucking outrageous! It was so
dark and wicked and thrilling in a strange way I couldn’t even
identify!

And then as the climax burst over me I saw
her holding the phone up to me, probably taking a video.

I felt a dark stab of breathless anxiety and
fear, but it was quickly washed away under a flood of pleasure and
heat. I cried out as the orgasm swept my mind, my hips bucking up
frantically as my back arched again and again and my head rolled
from side to side.

“This is a great video,” she said. We can
sell this to one of the pay sites for a lot of money, I’m
sure.”

She pointed at her feet.

“Come here, slut. Kneel before your
Mistress.”

Gulping in air, flushed and trembling, I half
fell forward off the chair and onto the rug.

“Crawl to me, slut.”

I crawled over in front of her and she
chuckled softly.

I don’t really know why I was afraid, since
obviously I didn’t have to be, or even do what she wanted. But the
thought of refusing didn’t even seem to occur to me. My mind was
too wrapped in heat and hunger and excitement and passion. This was
some kind of wicked, dark game she was playing and I was definitely
all in!

“Ass high, face low. Do it, slut!”

I collapsed to my elbows and forearms, then
lower, letting my breasts pillow against the floor as I kept my
bottom high.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I spread my legs apart, trying to roll my
eyes up to see hers so very high above me.

I realized she had stepped into her shoes,
black leather ones, as she prodded my chin with one.

“Show your submissiveness to your Mistress,
little slut. Lick my shoe clean.”

I felt a jolt of something dark that took my
breath away, but I stared at her shoe and then hesitantly gripped
her ankle, and licked my way up and down the front of it, then
around the side and back around the top, licking harder and faster
as a dark, feral excitement burned within my mind.

“Filthy little sex slave,” she growled.

The idea was scalding and I licked
harder.
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Was that insane!? I was amazed at myself,
what I had just experienced, my mind filled with wild, jagged
thoughts at the memories of what I’d done with both Taylor and
Beth. Talk about satisfying your curiosity about girls! Wow! And of
course there’d been all that kinky slave stuff with them tying me
up and stuff. That had been wicked!

I had some anxiety about whether or not
they’d tell anyone, and more about whether they’d show anyone those
pictures and videos they’d taken of me. I didn’t think that was
likely, though. I mean, they were the ones who wanted me to keep
quiet about them being involved in kinky lesbian stuff. So it
didn’t seem likely they would be talking about it themselves.

And if anyone was to talk to me about such a
rumor, or if anyone actually accused me, they’d want to know who
the other girls were. So no, that didn’t make a lot of sense to me.
They wouldn’t want word of this getting around. So they would keep
quiet themselves as long as I did.

That was fine with me. I had never had any
intention of telling anyone… Well… Okay, maybe I would’ve told a
couple of my friends what I’d seen. It was too shocking a story not
to. But not now that I had become involved!

I just didn’t know how involved. Taylor and
Beth were Olivia’s friends, not mine. They were only two years
older than me but that seemed like a lot. At least, it had all
through my teenage years…

Anyway, I didn’t know if they were satisfied
with having been able to convince me to keep quiet by essentially
giving me a reason to.

Maybe they were, and maybe they wanted more…
nasty stuff with me. I hoped so! That had been such a rush! The
excitement, the way my body had virtually trembled with the sexual
pressure inside, the way my body had burned with pleasure, oh yeah,
I wanted more of that!

After Taylor had gone, and after I had
showered, shampooed, and then dried myself off, I looked at myself
in the mirror, basking in what I felt was my own sexiness. Oh, I
had been aware that my body was, let’s say much admired by the
guys, of course. Not that any guys had actually seen me naked, of
course. But I could compare my body to what I saw on the Internet,
the sexy girls that all the guys were panting over.

I could do that and even as cynical as I
might be I had to admit that mine fared pretty well. My breasts
were always drawing looks of approval if I wore anything the least
bit tight, I had a slim waist and rounded hips which most people
never really noticed under my loose clothing. And I have soft green
eyes and even softer auburn hair.

So I had been well aware that I was
attractive enough, and that if I had worked at it much I could’ve
had all kinds of guys hitting on me all the time. But most guys my
age are jerks, and the only thing they want with a girl is to have
sex with her and then brag about it later. No thanks!

Besides, I could do without guys hitting on
me in the streets or on buses or subways. Why would I give my phone
number to some stranger who walks up to me from nowhere? How
desperate do you think I must be?

But now my thoughts filled with a brand-new
set of wildly confused fantasies, this time involving women, girls,
maybe even friends of mine. Now that I had face-to-face,
body-to-body experience, I tried to skim through the mental file
folder of all the girls I knew, wondering which might be open to
some interesting experiments.

Not that I was likely to dare approach most
of them, of course. This was still a dark, nasty secret, which I
hoped no one ever found out about. To see what the possibilities
were of this lesbian stuff.

*

A few hours later I got a text from a number
I didn’t recognize. There was no doubt in my mind that it came from
either Beth or Taylor, though. It was a picture of me licking a
girl’s pussy. I didn’t even know how to get in touch with them
other than to reply to it, asking which one it was.

It didn’t respond, though. Every hour or so
another picture arrived, some of them clearly had been taken from
one of the videos. No one ever replied to me when I texted back. I
figured one or both of them was having fun at my expense, teasing
and taunting me. But I didn’t even know how to get in touch with
them or where they lived.

And if I asked Olivia, she would definitely
want to know why.

The pictures continued until late evening.
They started again the next day and continued intermittently all
day and evening until just before I was set to turn out the lights
and go to bed. The final one of the day arrived. Only it wasn’t the
picture. It was instructions.

Go outside by the pool, stripped naked.
kneel, sitting on your heels, legs wide, and hands behind your
neck. Make sure you arch your back to push your lovely breasts
you’re so proud of out at the world. Await my attention, slave
girl.

Wow! Holy crap! I stared at the words on my
phone, my pulse rate quickening, my heart starting to thump
alarmingly. Obviously, this was Beth or Taylor or both. And they
wanted me to go outside and take off my clothes! I turned the
lights off, then went to my window and looked down at the backyard.
I could see parts of it, is dull and gray, shapes and forms, but
much of it seemed in shadow, impenetrable because it was in the
shade of the house.

My window and my sister and the guest room
looked out on the backyard so it was most unlikely my parents would
climb out of their bed across the hall into the guestroom and peer
out into the backyard. But even if they did, they probably wouldn’t
see much.

Doing this would still be insane! But I could
already feel my nipples prickling, and a soft, warm pulse between
my thighs. My chest was tight and I licked my lips nervously. Then
I decided to go downstairs. I scurried around trying to think of
what to wear, and finally just pulled on an old denim dress. It
came on and off with one zipper.

I eased open the door to my bedroom and
peered into the hall, then slipped outside and quietly closed the
door behind me. I tiptoed to the stairs and slid down them as
quietly as possible then went through the kitchen to the back door
and unlocked it. I slid the door open, eased through, and then slid
it closed behind me, my pulse racing as I peered out into the dark
backyard.

I moved slowly out into the yard, head
swiveling from side to side. I glanced up towards my sister’s
bedroom window, but as long as I’ve known her she slept like one of
those vampires she’s always reading about in her sappy romance
books. Like the dead, in other words. Get it?

I kept telling myself I was out of my mind,
but I was filled with a strange, breathless sense of anticipation.
I was all ready for something outrageous, something wicked and
kinky! I just wasn’t sure I was daring enough for these two
girls.

My phone pinged and I brought it up to see
the new text.

Take your clothes off, slut, and kneel next
to the diving board, facing the pool.

I stared at it, feeling another wild rush of
confusion, anxiety, uncertainty, and a dark thrill of excitement. I
licked my lips nervously, then unzipped my dress. I glanced up
towards Olivia’s window again as I shrugged it back over my
shoulders. But even if she saw anything, I told myself, I could
just say I was doing a little skinny dipping. No big deal.

I flushed as I slipped off my bra and then
remove my thong. I got down on my knees next to the diving board at
the end of our pool. I spread my knees wide as I sat back on my
heels and then put my hands behind my head and arched my back. This
was so fucking sick and wild! I had never felt my nipples so hard,
tingling wildly!

My heart was pounding as I knelt there,
staring out at the water. The pool was half in shadow, and half
just barely visible. I glanced at the fences, and the tops of
nearby houses, but didn’t think any of them could see into the
yard, especially at night.

Suddenly hands gripped my wrists and held
them tightly as I jerked in alarm and let out a yelp of fear.

“Don’t move, slave,” a female voice
whispered.

I thought it must be Beth, for it had her low
gravelly tone. Then something likes a silk scarf swept around my
face and across my eyes, before being drawn back behind me and tied
in place.

“Wh-What are you guys doing!” I gasped.

“Whatever we want. You’re a sex slave, after
all, ” a girl’s voice practically breathed into my ear.

Their hands gripped my wrists and pulled them
up and around and then back down again, crossing them above the
small of my back before tying my wrists with some other kind of
silken fabric. Then I was pulled to my feet, hands on both my arms
as I was led across the yard.

“You guys!” I hissed, “Where are we
going!?”

I felt leaves brush against my arms and even
my breasts as I was led through something, then I realized as my
feet came down on concrete that they must’ve led me out of the
backyard and into the front. I gasped in alarm and tried to draw
back but they pulled me on.

“You guys!” I moaned.

They pulled me along and then I felt
something like crushed gravel underfoot. There was a footpath
across the street and just down a bit from my house which went
between the other houses and then out to a park beyond. That was
where they were taking me, apparently.

I felt some relief in that since it would be
dark and empty with no curious neighbors looking down from windows.
But I was still wildly confused about why they hadn’t simply asked
me to come and get into a car or something. I would have, after
all. Or even told me to come to an address.

Finally, we halted with my feet on grass.

“Do you know how to obey orders, little slave
girl?” Beth’s voice growled.

“Y-Yes, Mistress Beth!” I squeaked.

“You shall see. I’m going to put you through
a little test to see if you are worthy of being my slave girl. And
all you have to do to pass the test is obey my orders. Do you
understand me, little slut?” her voice purred.

“Yes, Mistress Beth!” I gulped.

“I am going to untie you. You will not take
off your blindfold. You will not move except as you are told. Do
you understand me, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress Beth!” I whispered.

I felt hands undoing the silk around my
wrists until it came free.

“Stand straight, shoulders back chest out!”
Beth barked.

I obeyed at once, heart thumping wildly.

“Now put your hands behind your neck, arch
your back, and spread your legs farther apart.”

I felt myself flushing hotly as I obeyed.

“Well now, isn’t this a lovely little sexpot
on display.”

I felt a soft, female hand stroking my
breasts, gently gliding across the round surface of each breast
slow enough for fingers to roll and stroke my tingling nipples.

“Such a nice, neat little pussy,” her voice
added as another hand slid down between my legs. Fingers there were
stroking gently up and down the naked line of my sex, the middle
finger pushing slowly in so that it sank between the lips of my
sex. The other hand continued to gently stroke and caress my
breasts.

“And what a lovely bottom this slave girl
has,” her voice continued.

Another hand began to caress my buttocks,
squeezing and lightly kneading the soft flesh, gliding down between
them and back up again.

That was three hands on me, but I was hardly
alarmed at this since I was almost certain the second girl there
was Taylor.

“Why, she is practically the embodiment of
female sexuality in all its beauty and glory,” Beth said.

I couldn’t help thinking there was going to
be a but at the end of this. Because she was being way too
complementary towards me, whereas the Beth I knew was generally
pretty snarky and teased me a lot.

“Of course, the drawback is she’s a slut,”
she said.

Another hand began to caress one of my
breasts and I felt hotter and hotter inside me. The fingers
stroking my clitoris were sending hot, liquid heat sweeping up
through my body. I wanted to grind my hips against them even as
those other two hands began to squeeze my breasts more firmly.

“A very filthy little slut,” Taylor said.

I felt a finger push slowly up inside me, and
pump in and out.

“She’s such a wet little slut,” Beth
taunted.

“Apologize to us for being a slut, slave
girl,” Taylor’s voice demanded.

“I-I’m sorry for being a-a slut, Mistress
Taylor,” I gulped.

“Apologize for being a filthy little cock
hungry slut,” Beth ordered.

“I’m sorry for being a filthy little cock
hungry slut, Mistress Beth!” I moaned.

A second finger pushed up inside me, they
pumped slowly in and out as another finger rubbed my clitoris.

“You want a cock inside you, don’t you,
slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

The fingers and hands all drew back.

“

kneel like that, sitting on your heels, knees
wide,” Beth ordered.

Gulping in air, chest heaving, I did as she
ordered me.

“Now fall onto all fours and crawl forward
like the little bitch in heat you are.”

I felt a ripple of dark heat as I obeyed,
crawling slowly across the grass until something cut across my
bottom with a very light, but stinging blow. It felt like the
Venetian blind wand again, or something like it and I yelped in
pain.

“Face down ass up, slut.”

Heat thrummed within me as I pressed my
breasts to the warm grass and raised my bottom high, spreading my
knees. I felt fingers stroking me lightly.

“Beg me to fuck you, whore,” Beth
demanded.

“Please fuck me, Mistress Beth!” I
moaned.

“Roll over onto your back, slut,” Taylor
ordered.

I rolled over on the grass and then at her
further instruction put my feet flat on the grass, put my hands up
under my hips to raise them high as I spread my legs as wide as I
could get them.

“Do you like showing off your pretty little
pussy, slave girl?” Beth demanded.

“Yes, Mistress Beth!” I answered almost
automatically.

“The little bitch wants to be gang banged by
a whole football team, did you know that. Taylor?”

“No, but it doesn’t surprise me since she’s
such a filthy little whore,” Taylor answered. “She confessed to me
that she loves stealing other girls' boyfriends just so she can
fuck them once and then taunt the girls with it.

That was absolutely ridiculous, and so was
the bit about the football team! I had no idea why they were saying
this but was fairly certain they knew that it was nonsense. It was
just another way of taunting me, of trying to pretend I was their
sex slave and they had complete power over me. Which was a dark,
wicked, deliciously sick fantasy.

One I was delighted to embrace, at least as a
game.

They had me kneel on all fours again only
this time it felt like one of them slipped a belt down around my
neck, and then I felt it tugging.

“Crawl, slut,” Beth ordered.”

“Crawl, you little bitch in heat,” Taylor
said.

I didn’t have a lot of choice since whichever
of them was pulling on the belt moved forward. The belt tightened
around my throat and made my eyes bulge until I crawled after them.
I crawled across the mercifully soft grass, going I knew not where,
occasionally feeling the tap of that wand thing against my
bottom.

“Stand up, slut, and raise your hands above
your head.”

I did as Beth ordered and felt her and Taylor
wrapping some kind of leather straps around my wrists, holding them
up and apart. They pulled my ankles apart then, and strapped him in
place, too. By then my heart was beating a mile a minute, for I was
being tied up, helpless, spreadeagled and naked to the world!

I felt something pushed against my mouth as
hands tugged my hair back sharply. I cried out, instinctively
widening my mouth as something smooth and round pushed into it,
some kind of ball. It was too big to completely fit in, though, but
apparently it wasn’t meant to for I felt thin straps being pulled
back along my cheeks and around my head to join together there.

Now I couldn’t even protest! The realization
sent a wild, crackling rush of excitement and heat through my
already overheated mind. Helpless! Completely at their mercy! I was
theirs to abuse and misuse, to fondle and grope and torture!

“Dirty little girl,” Beth whispered into one
ear.

“Filthy little slave,” Taylor whispered into
the other ear.

I felt lips at my sex, a tongue probing and
stroking, and fingers pushed into me. Before long, my body was
twisting and writhing, and I was having a hard time keeping from
making too much noise, gasping and moaning and letting out soft,
passionate cries of pleasure as the mouth drove me to the edge of
climax.

“Nasty little girl,” Beth’s voice
whispered.

Something struck my buttocks, almost like a
thin cord of some kind. It stung and I yelp[ed around the ball in
my mouth. It made a hissing sound as it swung through the air and
struck my buttocks with the lightest of touches before leaving a
second line of stinging pain behind. Each blow hurled my hips
forward and made me cry out into the gag filling my mouth.

“Naughty little girl,” Beth said again.

I felt another stinging bite across my
buttocks and squealed, my hips jerking violently forward.

“Slutty little girl,” Beth said.

I heard the soft hissing sound again and then
the cord snapped down across my bottom a fourth time. Once again it
struck with very little weight or force and the stinging came a
strange instant or two after the impact

I moaned into the gag, my mind squirming with
confusion and uncertainty, a dark, thrilling heat, and now anxiety
and alarm. It was when the line of whatever it was struck
diagonally across my back that I suddenly realized with a
tremendous rush of shock, outrage, alarm, and then gushing heat,
that it was like I was being whipped! Like a slave girl!

Oh my God! My eyes were wide and round behind
the blindfold even as the whip came down across my back a second
time and I squeaked in startled pain.

My instinct was to protest but an instant
later I realized I could say nothing around the ball gag in my
mouth. I felt the tongue and lips at my pussy again, felt the lips
caressing my clitoris and then sucking deliciously on it. Hands
caressed my breasts and rolled and plucked at my nipples.

And a minute later the whip came down across
her lower back and I squeaked in pain.

But… It wasn’t that much pain. Not really. I
mean it was a little stinging. Compared to the wild, throbbing heat
and passion sweeping through me, it seemed a small thing.
Especially when you added in the wicked, sharp heat at the thought
of being whipped.

It struck diagonally across my shoulders then
hit my buttocks again then cut across the small of my back and my
buttocks once more. It was a slow, steady blow from whatever whip
they were holding. And meanwhile, the mouth down between my legs
was licking and sucking very skillfully and the two hands on my
breasts were caressing and stroking them.

I didn’t quite put together that all of this
couldn’t be done with just two people, my mind more than slightly
confused and filled with dark passions and excitement. It was only
when a pair of mouths moved onto the center of each breast and
began to suck and lick them that the thought suddenly struck
me.

And then there was no doubt, could be no
doubt. There were three mouths working on me at the same time so
there had to be three… And then the whip cut across my back again I
felt another psychic shock. There had to be four! There were four
girls there! Strangers! Or worse people I knew…

I moaned and shuddered, trembling and
whimpering as my body tried to cope with an overloaded nervous
system and a mind swamped with contrary emotions. Hands moved up
and down my body in front while the whip cut across my buttocks and
back.

And all I could do was stand in place and
absorb all of it, unable to do anything to affect whatever was
being done or was to happen to me. Completely helpless!

The heat built up once again, the throbbing
heat and need more and more intense within me as those mouths
licked and sucked and chewed. Three fingers caressed and stroked
and wriggled inside me.

I cried out in pain as a hand roughly jerked
back on my hair.

“She’s such an animal!” someone said in an
awed voice.

I flushed self-consciously even as my hips
ground frantically against whoever was sucking my clitoris.

“This must be why she’s a sex slave,” said
another girl’s voice.

I felt fingers at my back opening, then
something else, something thick pushing against me there. It felt
like a dildo and it pumped slowly in and out as it was worked
deeper and deeper.

“I bet she loves getting fucked in the ass by
a hard cock,” one of the newer voices said.

“Of course she does. She’s a slut, after
all.”

This was so insane!

My breasts were on fire, throbbing like
crazy, the nipples ready to explode, and then the mouths bit and
sucked together on my nipples and I twisted and writhed, whimpering
and moaning in heat. I heard laughter, then they drew back.

I had an instant to hear the hissing sound
and then the whip cut across my chest, the thin leather or whatever
it was lightly slapping across the center of both breasts just
above the nipples. The sting followed and I squealed loudly,
jerking back against the straps around my wrists and ankles before
being drawn back helplessly.

I cried out as my hair was pulled back by the
girl fucking my ass with a strap-on. That caused my back to arch as
the whip came down across them again.

“Dirty little sex slave,” Beth’s voice said
into my ear.

Crack! The whip came down across my
breasts once again, and then again, and then again as Beth fucked
my ass, pulling at my hair and taunting me with being her slut, her
bitch, her whore.

Her sex slave!

Hips were starting to smack against my
buttocks now as she drove the big dildos into my ass with more and
more authority. The whip cut across my breasts repeatedly, while
someone continued to lick and suck at my clitoris.

The stinging and burning had pushed back
somewhat against the raging heat, but soon it simply was absorbed
into that heat. My mind was so drunk on feverish heat and hunger
that I willingly arched my back, thrusting my sore, throbbing
breasts out to meet each new blow.

The orgasm was an explosion of sensation that
shocked and stunned me. I felt as if it was actual force, hurling
me back against the straps so that I hung there quivering and
shaking as my muscle spasmed uncontrollably.

I twisted and writhed, thrashing in place and
straining against the straps on my wrists and ankles even as Beth
continued to fuck my ass hard and fast and call me her whore and
her slut as she chewed on my earlobe. My breasts burned as the whip
cut across them faster, and three fingers twisted and pumped up and
down inside my pussy. At the same time, a tongue licked hard and
fast across my clit.

How could anyone stand up to that? Why would
you want to? My mind dissolved into melted slush, as my body
trembled and shook. And just as the other day, the orgasm went on
and on as if my body would shake itself apart before it ended.
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It finally faded and I sagged in place,
moaning dazedly around the gag just as fingers tugged the blindfold
up and off. I dropped my eyes and head as I saw three girls looking
at me, Taylor and two others. I knew one of them, a little. I had
met her in drama class a couple of years earlier when we had both
volunteered for the school play. She had long, loose brown hair,
and her name was Kaylee. The fourth girl I didn’t know. She was
black, and had a thin face and very short, close-cropped hair.

I cried out in pain as Beth, still behind me,
pulled back on my hair and ground her hips against my buttocks. I
shuddered as I felt the thick dildos twisting around in my
belly.

“Don’t you want to see your new mistresses,
slut?” she whispered.

She indicated the black girl.

“This is Robin. She’s the one who’s been
licking your pussy and made you come like a whore.”

She lowered her voice to a whisper “I think
you owe her the same,” she said in my ear.

Beth did something with the base of the strap
on, and then step back even while pushing against it so that it
slid deeper into my butt. I groaned as it widened, thickening to
the point it could barely fit inside. Then it narrowed again so
that the thick part would keep it in place.

“I think she needs a bigger cock,” Beth
said.

She and Taylor untied my ankles and then
undid my wrists and pulled them back together behind me once again
to tie in place there. Someone had thrown a blanket on the grass
and now the black girl, Robin, peeled off her clothes and then sat
back on it, raising and spreading her knees.

Taylor and Beth pushed me to my knees and
undid the strap which held the ball in place. They pulled it out of
my mouth and then bent me forward as Robin reached for my hair and
pulled my face the rest of the way in.

“Lick my pussy, slut,” she ordered.

I moaned and began to do just that while
someone, I figured Beth, spread my legs apart from behind and
pushed a dildo against my pussy. It twisted and turned, pulled
free, and then pushed in again harder. It was slick with something,
some kind of juice or oil or cream as I licked frantically at
Robin’s pussy while she tugged on my hair and fondled my
breast.

“Lick harder, slut,” she ordered.

The big dildo Beth was pumping inside me
drove deeper and deeper as fingers stroked my clitoris. The fingers
moved away and a vibrator rubbed against me there as my hips began
to spasm uncontrollably. I felt the belt going around my neck again
and cinching tight as Robin tugged casually on it.

I didn’t know why since she already had a
firm grip on my hair, and it wasn’t like I was trying to get away
or anything. But then the orgasm hit, and as I started to cry out
in pleasure and passion she tightened her grip so that the loop
closed around my throat and choked off my cries. I gasp them out
anyway, moaning and groaning and sobbing with pleasure as my mind
was battered by waves of delicious, overpowering sensation.

The other two girls knelt on either side of
me, fondling my breasts and sliding their fingers up under my
abdomen to stroke against my clit. Meanwhile, Beth rode me, her
hips now slapping against my buttocks is that big cock punched deep
into my belly with every thrust. It was glorious! I felt like I was
really being pounded! Helpless! A helpless sex slave taken prisoner
by evil, slutty women!

I wallowed in the dark, thrilling pleasure
and passion as another orgasm followed the first while the four
girls taunted me on what a slut, a whore, and a nymphomaniac I
was.

I had to lick Robin to climax, and then
Taylor took her place and I had to lick her. After Taylor, Beth sat
back while Kaylee fucked me with the dildo. Then she drew it out
and her fingers pushed against me instead. Two then three of them
pushed and twisted and turned again and again. I was licking Beth’s
pussy by then, gasping and moaning as Taylor and Robin ran their
hands over my body.

There were four fingers inside me, I
realized, turning and twisting and pushing, and then I felt the
ache sharpening at the mouth of my sex as they tried to push deeper
and deeper. I groaned aloud and tried to twist my head around but
was held firmly by Beth.

“Lick your mistress, little whore.”

I resumed licking even as my body burned and
mounted towards the peak of another climax. Then the sharp ache
faded from the mouth of my sex as her hand slid deeper. I realize
that it was getting narrower now at my entrance and with a jarring
shock realized that was because she had her whole hand inside me
and my pussy was now wrapped around her wrist.

The realization filled me with astonishment,
a sense of awe, and no little anxiety. But as the hand slowly moved
in and out, twisting and turning and the vibrator played across my
clitoris and those other two massaged my breasts while I licked
Beth my mind blanked out, surrendering to the heat and wicked
excitement.

Another orgasm set my body to trembling and
shaking as I cried out again and again before the belt was
tightened around my throat. Then I screamed soundlessly, my mouth
wide, my eyes slitted as I trembled and shook.

A string of powerful orgasms tore through me
as Beth ground my face against her pussy and Kaylee drew her
fingers into the palm of her hand to form a fist and then fucked me
with it until I thought I would lose my mind.

“Such a slutty little sex slave,” Beth said.
“She loves being fist-fucked. Look at her squeal like a cheap
whore.”

“She should be whipped again for being such a
slut,” Robin said.

“I think she’s too far gone for that,” Beth
said, her voice taking on a dramatic tone. “I think she needs the…
Ultimate punishment.”

The hand slowly slid out of me but was almost
immediately replaced by the big vibrator, the one that had straps
that went diagonally across my hips and up between my buttocks to
lock it tightly in place. With the dildos still jammed in my ass,
they drew me up to my feet and led me beneath one of the trees
before pushing the ball gag back into my mouth.

“We must do this for the honor of all women
everywhere,” Beth said dramatically.

She pulled the belt off and then slipped a
thick strap around my neck, tossing it above me across the branch
overhead. I gurgled as she pulled it tight but it loosened a moment
later so that I could gulp in ragged breaths of air.

Kaylee knelt before me, licking at my
clitoris as Robin and Taylor massage my breasts then bending to
lick and suck and chew on my nipples.

Beth pulled a little more on the strap and
the loop tightened further so that I could hardly breathe. I rose
onto the balls of my feet, gulping in air as my body thrummed with
dark, edgy excitement and heat. My pussy throbbed powerfully as
Kaylee sucked on my clitoris and ground the vibrator against
me.

Taylor, Robin, and Beth all gripped the strap
and pulled a little more so that it tightened around my throat and
I was forced up onto my toes, gasping weakly for air as my body
burned up from passion and wicked, kinky, breathless
excitement.

“This is your punishment for being a filthy
whore,” Robin said as if angry at me.

“This is what you get for being such a nasty
little slut,” Taylor growled.

“This is justice for your dirty, animal
lusts,” Beth said.

And then my toes left the grass. They moved
frantically, trying to find something to support me other than the
strap around my throat. My wrists pulled desperately against the
silk binding them together, but to no avail. My legs began to
tremble and jerk while Kaylee continued to suck and lick on my
clitoris.

They tied off the strap and my entire body
trembled and shook, fear and alarm warring with the intensity of
the dark, edgy heat sweeping through me. For this was the most
outrageous and shocking and wicked thing they could do, I thought.
Wrapped up in drama and heat, I screamed soundlessly as I came
again, my head feeling as if it was going to explode as my body
thrashed and twisted on the end of the strap.

Only when the orgasm faded did they lower me
to the ground where I could gulp in deep, desperate, ragged breaths
of air.

“We give you your life back on the condition
you devote it to pleasing us with your sluttish body,” Beth said in
that dramatic voice.

“You are our sex slave,” Taylor said.

“And you better learn some obedience, slut,”
Robin snapped.

“Show your obedience, slut,” Beth growled.
“Lick my feet.”

I trembled, whimpering as I gulped in air,
then crawled a little way to the side on my belly and licked weakly
at her feet.

“Tell me I own your body, slut.”

“Y-You… you own… my body, Mistress Beth!” I
panted dazedly.

I crawled on my belly to Taylor and did the
same, then to Robin and finally to Kaylee.

*

I had thin red lines crisscrossing my body,
front and back when I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. I
stared in disbelief, gripped by a sense of awe. They didn’t really
hurt that much. Each line felt a little warm, just a bit stinging,
a little like a sunburn. I gently stroked my breasts and shuddered
as they throbbed excitedly.

Maybe they were right and I was some kind of
nymphomaniac. I had never known myself to be this full of passion
and heat and lust and desire before. Fortunately, by morning they
had faded to the point of being virtually invisible.

The strap they had used to hang me with had
left no marks at all, which surprised me. That had been intense!
Scary but wildly, wickedly exciting! I showered and shampooed, then
went downstairs and had something to eat before going back up to
check my social media accounts.

The doorbell rang while I was on the stairs,
and I hesitated before scurrying to the door to peep through the
hall.

I felt a wild, emotional jolt as I saw Beth
looking back at me. It knocked the breath out of me and tightened
my chest, and from one moment I wasn’t sure what to do. Then I
almost timidly unlocked the door and feasted back.

She came inside, look me up and down, and
then said “Strip.”

“Wh- Wha-What!” I squeaked.

“Naked, slut. Right now,” she barked.

I was instantly gripped by tension, much of
it anxiety, but the sexual kind starting to catch up as I stripped
naked in front of her and then brought my hands behind my head so
she could examine my body. I felt a wave of heat swirling within me
as her hands gently glided over my breasts then down between my
legs.

“Good, no damage. I’d hate to see my property
damaged, after all.”

She pushed a small plastic bag against my
stomach drop my hands to grasp it.

“Put this on, slut.”

I opened the bag and saw pale green slips of
fabric. One was a very short skirt, which I stepped into and pulled
up my legs and over my thighs. It did not go very high, or at least
I couldn’t pull it very high without the hem lifting up above my
buttocks. It was very tight, but I could move easily enough since
it was slit up one hip.

The other thing was a kind of tank top made
up of two thin straps that went over my shoulder attached to a
loose silk square. I pulled it down over my head and the fabric
settled loosely in place, falling across my breasts like a thin
curtain to dangle an inch or two below. It did nothing at all to
hold my breasts in place, of course.

“Excellent,” she said. “You look like a
proper slut in that.”

There was a full-length mirror in the hall
and I agreed. My nipples were very visible pressing against the
thin fabric, as were the puffy little areoles around them. And if I
moved either of my legs too far forward everything I had would be
revealed through the slit in the side of the little skirt.

And then she opened the door and pulled me
outside.

“Beth!” I gasped. “I can’t go anywhere like
this!”

“Of course you can, slut. You can go anywhere
your mistress tells you to go. And do anything your mistress tells
you to do. That’s the nature of being a slave girl. You don’t get
any choices. Nobody asks your opinion.”

This time there was a car waiting, with
Taylor driving and Robin in the backseat. I was glad to get inside,
not wanting neighbors to see me in such a slutty outfit, so quickly
ducked my head and climbed into the back where Robin pulled me
further forward to make room for Beth coming in behind me.

“Where are we going?” I asked anxiously.

“Wherever we feel like taking you,” Taylor
said.

“Maybe we’ve got a football team lined up to
fuck your tight little white pussy,” Robin growled as she roughly
fondled my breast.

I cried out as she gripped my hair and jerked
my head back sharply, her hand sliding up under halter to squeeze
my bare breast.

“You’d love to be gang banged by a football
team, wouldn’t you, slut!?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress Robin!” I cried
helplessly.

I felt Beth’s fingers stroking my pussy as
she and Robin pulled my thighs wider.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave, slut” Beth
ordered.

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress Beth!” I
gasped.

Robin flipped up the halter and bent to suck
and chew on my nipple while Beth bent over from the other side to
take the center of my other breast into her mouth. Fingers squirmed
up inside me as others stroked my clitoris and I lay my head back
against the backrest, gasping and chattering and moaning as the two
girls roused me to a desperate heat once again.

Then the car stopped and Beth opened the door
and pulled hard on my arm while Robin pushed from the other side.
Before I could get my befuddled mind working again I was out on the
sidewalk as Robin came up behind me and closed the car door.

The car drove off and they let go of my arms
because I had little choice but to scurry after them as they walked
up the road.

“Oh! Where are we!? What are we doing
here!?

“We thought we’d go shopping,” Robin
said.

“But I can’t walk around in public dressed
like this!” I exclaimed anxiously.

“You can do whatever we tell you to do,” Beth
said coolly.

“You can go wherever we order you to go,”
Robin growled.

“You’re a sex slave, you stupid girl,” Beth
said. “You have no choice in anything we tell you to do.”

The way she said that was so incredibly
stern. I felt the dark ripple of excitement and heat sweep through
me at how realistic she was being. It almost sounded like she
really believed that!

I cringed every time we passed someone, every
time their eyes, man or woman, older or younger, swept over me in
the tiny little silk halter and skirt. I was practically naked! And
they would surely all think I was a slut in this kind of
outfit.

They led me into a sex shop of all places. My
face burned as every man there turned to stare at me. At least it
felt like it! Giggling, they pulled me over to one of the shelves
and examined several immense dildos, trying to decide which one to
use on me then and there.

They had me try on a couple of pairs of
thigh-high stiletto-heeled leather boots. When they found one that
fit they decided they would buy it for me. But I would have to wear
it out of the store. They led me to a corner that said pet play. I
had no idea what that was except that there were a lot of
weird-looking things there, including various types of animal ears
on headbands as well as what looked like tails and furry paws of
various kinds.

The paws turned out to be gloves, or mittens,
or maybe something else since they didn’t have any fingers or
thumbs. Robin and Beth slip them over my hands and buckled them
tight around my wrists. Then they found a matching headband, with
tall, furry brown ears sticking out of the top of my head. Beth
picked up a long brown tail and grinned at me and I stared at it
uncertainly, wondering what they intended doing with it.

Then Robin put her hand behind my neck
roughly bent me over the counter as Beth flipped my skirt up. I
gasped in horror but didn’t make any other sounds lest I draw more
attention! I shook as Robin and Beth held me down and Beth pushed
some kind of thick, elongated plug into my butt. It was narrow at
the front but widened painfully until suddenly narrowing again.

This was my introduction to a butt-plug. This
one was attached to the tail which dangled down between my thighs
but it was also attachable to the curved base of a vibrator they
slid inside me and clipped to the plug.

They ignored my protests, dressing me as if I
was their Barbie doll, their kinky Barbie doll. Robin slipped a
thick, studded leather collar around my throat fastened it
together, then clipped a leash to it and tugged on it so that I
stumbled forward in the stiletto heels and almost fell.

“Like I said before, you’re just a sexual
animal,” she growled.

They led me up to the front counter by
pulling on the leash. The furry mitt things over my hands were
puffy and had no fingers to allow me to grip anything, effectively
leaving me almost as helpless as if they were tied behind my
back.

I quivered with humiliation as the salesgirl
smirked at me, ringing up the purchases.

“What are you going to call your little pet?”
she asked.

“Maybe FiFi,” Beth said to laughter.

To my scalding embarrassment, they pulled me
out of the store and walked further along the sidewalk, Beth
holding the leash. I was mortified every time someone looked at me,
for this seemed astonishingly nasty and kinky to me, even though I
didn’t really understand it. What was with these animal ears and
the tail and paws!?

They turned a corner and walked up to another
street, then led me down a flight of stairs and into a dark bar
where the music pounded. We paused just inside the doorway and I
stared out into the dimly lit room, noting that there was a stage
off to the left of the L-shaped room, and a wide hallway going past
it.

Then Beth jerked back sharply on my hair and
my head pulled back automatically as I opened my mouth to squeal in
pain. Robin pushed a ball gag into my mouth then, and they quickly
fastened it behind my head before I could even think to try to
resist.

Then they led me into the bar, where I
quickly realized all the patrons were women. Most of them had very
short hair, and a lot of eyes turned on me to skim up and down my
body the way men usually did. My face flushed hotly and my mind
squirmed under their attention as Beth pulled on the leash and led
me further into the room.

To my surprise, they took me to the side,
both of them taking an arm and urging me up the two stairs to the
corner stage before I could resist. Then I tried to back away, but
they only laughed and pushed me forward, and then Robin pulled down
a strap similar to the one she’d had around my neck the other night
and slipped it around my throat again.

They left me then, going back down the stairs
and going over to the bar to order drinks. There was nothing I
could do except stand there on the stiletto heels horribly
embarrassed and self-conscious that so many women had turned to
gaze at me.

The vibrator inside me started to throw him
with energy and I gasped, my hips jerking, startled. I stared
across the room and saw the two of them with a cell phone out,
doing something to the screen and then turning to look at me as the
vibration shifted and turned into a pulsing rhythm.

My hands moved up towards my neck, but there
was nothing I could do about the strap with the furry mitten things
around them so I dropped them to my sides. My pulse was racing my
heart pounding as I stood there trying not to meet anyone’s
eyes.
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After about five minutes, Beth came back on
the stage, then moved around behind me and gripped my hair to tug
it sharply back again. My hands instinctively shot up and back and
as they did, she quickly undid the fastening at the side of the
skirt. My hands shot down but the skirt dropped away before I could
catch it. Panicking I brought my furry hands in front of my groin
as she undid the halter and slipped that free, as well.

There were cheers from the bar as she
laughingly gathered up the two pieces of fabric and jumped off the
stage to go back to join Beth at the bar.

I was now naked on a stage and unable to move
away! I had my furry left hand across my chest and over my right
breast and my right hand was down in front of my pussy.

The women watched and hooted in amusement. I
was humiliated as I stood there, cringing under some of the things
they were yelling out to me. Some were the same age as Beth and
others were way older, like in their 30s or even 40s! These were
women, not girls! Oh my God!

There was nothing I could do other than stand
there looking stupid with my furry hands covering myself.
Meanwhile, the vibrator was pulsing away at me, throbbing and
crackling with dark energy as it set my nerve endings to matching
it.

I stood like that, almost unmoving for long
minutes, though I had no way of telling the time. No one seemed
like they were getting ready to do anything to me and my
humiliation began to fade into a dull sense of deep embarrassment,
and then self-consciousness.

It never fully left me, but as it faded I
became less panicked, my mind calming enough that the throbbing
pressure between my legs began to have more impact. My hips began
to grind and jerk as the sensations multiplied and grew in
strength. The softly furred hand over my sex rubbed unconsciously,
trying to accomplish something it couldn’t as my chest tightened
further.

The arm I had across my chest began to ache
for it had nothing holding it up unless I was to squeeze the paw
tightly around my breast, which I couldn’t do and wouldn’t if I
could. Gravity fought my weak limb and I found the paw easing down
bit by bit, inch by inch. Several times I gasped as I realized I
was revealing a nipple and shifted it up again.

And then I finally gave in and dropped my arm
and they cheered as they stared at my bare breasts, my face
flaming. But it wasn’t just embarrassment causing that flush. That
dark, masochistic sense of being a victim, being oppressed, being
abused, if you can understand, was swirling powerfully within me.
This was sick and kinky and hot!

The vibration shifted, became more powerful
and I shuddered, moaning around the gag as my hips ground
helplessly, until I noticed and stopped. I was feeling less and
less intimidated by all those women there and more excited at
flaunting myself before them. At showing off my body because
someone made me, as opposed to me just doing it.

If someone made me, after all, it wasn’t my
fault. Not that I was exactly thinking along clearly. But there had
always been something of the martyr in me, a drama queen on
occasion, and now it was melding with my sexuality in this new
delight at the idea of being abused, a kind of masochistic sense of
dark excitement at being treated badly.

Outrageously! Perversely! Cruelly!

I realize with a sense of horror that I was
on the edge of orgasm and did everything I could to push it back. I
succeeded for a few minutes and then the seething sexual pressure
started to grow once more. I pushed it back again a little more
desperately. And then my body again felt as if it was ready to
explode or burn up.

I bit down on the ball in my mouth and my
fingers dug into the palms of my hands inside the furry mitts. I
tried to clench my muscles all over my body and focus my mind on
something that was absolutely not in any way related to sex and
preferably was a big turnoff!

But the waves of heat swept through me,
weakening my resolve, and finally when the vibration shifted again
and began pulsing at the same time the orgasm exploded within me. I
trembled and shook, gurgling and moaning and crying out in
pleasure, my entire body twisting and writhing there, only the
strap around my neck keeping me from falling.

Beth and Robin climbed onto the stage and a
moment later Beth stood beside me holding up something shiny in her
hand. How it looked like to me was a sharply curved piece of shiny
pipe with a bulbous head.

She moved behind me and I felt her pull free
the butt plug that held the tail in place, then something cool and
metallic slid up inside me. It was the pipe thing, because I could
feel it curving over my tailbone and going up my spine a little
ways as one of them attached the chain to the end and it rattled
overhead.

A moment later they wrapped chains around my
ankles and spread them further apart, then they removed the strap
from around my neck. A moment later they lifted my wrists up and
back and chained them to the chain above me, the one which was
holding the hook thing in my butt.

Then they bent and began to suck and lick and
chew on my breasts as their hands caressed my body. I shuddered and
moaned as fingers stroked my pussy and kneaded my buttocks. It
wasn’t just the vibrator or the sensations they were causing, it
was mostly that I was on a stage with several dozen women
watching!

And that should’ve been horrifying, and was,
in a strange, dark, hazy way that had me nearly blacking out. But
that heat was being fed by the outrageousness of what I was doing,
of what I was being made to do, at the outrageous way I was being
so abused!

And so when Robin picked up what I at first
thought was nothing but a collection of long. black laces and then
shook them down from the handle, I felt a tremendous spike of
excitement which knocked the breath out of me. It was a whip! Not
like that the one they had used on me the other day but a
collection of several dozen short thin strips of something leather
or plasticky.

I knew what she was going to do before she
did it, as I saw her arm draw back and then swing suddenly forward.
The thin strips spread out and then landed in a crackle of stings
across my bare breasts. I cried out almost instinctively, twisting
and writhing in place.

But I could do nothing to dodge the second
blow or the third as she brought the laces down across my breasts
repeatedly. I could see the excitement in the eyes of all women
watching and shuddered darkly as the laces crackle down across my
breasts again and then again.

The dark excitement spiraled up within me,
engulfing my mind in a flood of churning liquid heat that pulled me
into another orgasm. I cried out again and again, arching my back
deliberately to meet each blow as Robin brought the laces down
across my chest faster and harder. My breasts throbbed and burned
but I didn’t care about anything but the tidal wave of lust and
pleasure drowning me.

By the time it finished, they had removed the
chains from around my ankles. Beth unhooked the thick pipe thing
from the chain which still held my wrists, and slid it down and
out. Then she moved aside and Beth moved behind me I felt something
soft and yet hard rubbing up and down against my flesh.

She found the angle and it slid up inside me,
forcing the lips of my sex to stretch wide.

“Slut,” she whispered into my ear.

She jerked my head back and chewed and licked
her way down along the nape of my neck, sucking fiercely as her
other hand slid around my chest and fondled my throbbing, aching
breasts.

“Dirty little white girl. I own your white
ass now, bitch. You like my big black cock inside you?”

I trembled and moaned, my head forced back,
my breasts taut as she pinched and rolled the nipples. Then I felt
fingers against my clitoris, as Beth began to stroke me from the
side. The thick cock/dildo now thrusting up into me again and again
with deep, hard strokes. The angle she was driving it into me made
the rounded head rub hard along the front wall of my sex with every
thrust and then felt like it was pushing out against the front of
my abdomen.

I looked out at all those eyes on me and felt
a delicious, almost giddy wave of dark, thrilling excitement. I
knew they were getting aroused just watching me, just watching me
being abused! I knew they could see the thick dildo that Robin was
probably wearing thrusting up between my legs.

Their arousal and excitement turned me on
even more. And so I came again under their eyes, bucking and
grinding back and arching my back as waves of heat swept through
me. I lost myself to the orgasm, wallowing in the pleasure and
heat, uncaring about consequences.

They released my wrists from the chain and
unstrapped my ankles but they put the butt plug with the tail
dangling from it back in my ass.

Then they led me by the leash attached to the
collar around the bar, crawling on all fours like a bitch in
heat.

I was constantly being fondled and groped,
fingers and hands fighting over my breasts as I crawled along,
especially when I slowed or stopped. Their fingers stroked my pussy
and rubbed my clitoris and wriggled inside me whenever Beth held me
still near a group of them.

When she finally let me stand, slipped the
silk skirt and top on, and then and led me out of the bar I was
practically numb.

“Bet you’re not so shy anymore, little slut,”
Beth said.

“She loves showing off her pretty boobies,”
Robin said.

“She loves everyone knowing what a whore she
is,” Beth said.

“Are you guys -- ?”

Crack! Beth slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Bitches don’t talk,” she snapped.

“They bark and whine, and whimper, but they
don’t talk,” Robin said.

We drove to an old house only a few minutes
away, and Beth pulled me out of the car and over towards the
door.

“Who lives here!?” I gulped. “I’m dressed
pretty slutty!”

“Didn’t I tell you that bitches don’t
talk?”

Slap!

“I can see you’re just not a very obedient
little slave girl yet,” she said.

She pulled my hair back and Robin pushed the
ball gag in my mouth again and fastened it behind my head. Only
then did we climb up the stairs and go inside. It was a century-old
house, but it had been heavily renovated and modernized.

The furnishings were certainly modern, as was
the art on the wall and the big flatscreen. Beth had me sit on the
sofa while she and Robin went into the kitchen. There was a
football game playing, and I only had a moment to wonder why when a
guy came into the room. It was a large black guy and his eyes lit
up when he saw me sitting there.

I felt my face redden as he did a doubletake
and laughed before coming in and sitting down next to me.

“Hey baby?” he said with a huge grin on his
face.

Then he raised his voice “Hey! Who’s the
white girl on my sofa? Is she a present for me?”

“No, she ain’t your present, Marcus,” Robin
called from the kitchen. “You keep your dick inside your pants till
I’m ready for it.”

“You think I can’t handle both of you?” he
called back.

He reached out and poked at the ball gag.

“You talk too much? Is that the problem?”

I blushed even hotter.

“Hey? How come the white bitch has her mouth
closed? I can think of good uses for that mouth.”

“That mouth is closed off to you Marcus, and
so is her little pussy and ass,” Robin called.

“What’s with the furry hands and the
ears?”

“She’s a bitch in heat,” Robin said. “She’s
just an animal, a fuck animal.”

“Sounds like my kind of pet!” Marcus
exclaimed as he grinned at me.

Robin came out of the kitchen and scowled at
him, then at me.

“What are you doing on the furniture, bitch?”
she demanded.

The question confused me as she came over
grabbed me by the collar and yanked me down and off so that I was
on all fours on the floor. Then before I could adjust to that she
yanked off the skirt and halter to leave me naked!

I squealed in alarm and embarrassment and
managed to wriggle and crawl out of her grip as Marcus watched in
delight.

“This is a bitch animal,” Robin said to him.
“She belongs on the floor on all fours.”

“Oh yeah, baby!” Marcus cried.

She caught me by the collar. “Sit on your
heels, bitch, knees apart and paws behind your neck. Show Marcus
your pretty titties! You know you want to, slut!”

She slapped the side of my breast and I
squealed in pain, scrambling onto my knees and sitting back on the
edges of the heels with my hands behind my head. Then she clipped
the bracelets around them to the back of the collar somehow!

“What’s with all the red lines across her
tits?” Marcus asked.

“She got punished by having them
flogged.”

“Flogged? What the fuck are we, pirates,” he
asked as she went back into the kitchen

“Don’t you move, bitch, or I’ll whip your
ass!” she called out to me.

Marcus slipped off the sofa and then onto his
knees before me, leering at me excitedly as his eyes raced up and
down my body.

“You a bad little girl?” He asked
mockingly.

He reached out and caught my nipples between
the pads of his thumbs and forefingers, rubbing them softly and
pinching them a little and then a little more as he tugged up and
forward to make me arch my back more.

“I could make a lot of money off you,” he
said. “You ever worked as a call girl before?”

I moaned anxiously, horribly embarrassed even
as he eased his grip and rubbed and massaged them much more
skillfully. He looked behind me and reached for the tail to tug it
a little, just to convince himself it actually was anchored
there.

“You are one sick little bitch,” he said in
amusement. “You are one sick puppy.”

I felt frustrated at that, because it’s not
like it was my idea!

His big hands cupped my breasts and squeezed
lightly.

“You have really nice tits, baby.”

His right hand slid down my body between my
legs, lightly rubbing my pussy, and feeling the vibrator inside
me.

“What’s this bitch got inside her pussy?” he
called.

“Probably the vibrator with the batteries
worn out,” she called back.

He eased the lips of my sex open and tugged
on the thing until it came free. But then his index finger rubbed
against me and he bent my head back to bite his way down the front
of my throat onto my breast.

“Hey, you!” Robin snapped as she entered the
room.

“Hey, baby, you put something like this in
the room you expect a man not to touch it?”

She gripped me by the hair and pulled me to
my feet, marched me down the hall and up the stairs and into a
bedroom. She opened the closet and came out with what looked like a
collection of straps and buckles and swept them around my chest.
Straps and buckles were exactly what they were, and she was able to
adjust the kind of halter thing so that the straps were squeezing
around my breasts from all four sides, then the middle of my
abdomen between my legs.

She bent me over and pushed a very large
dildo or vibrator into my pussy then pulled the strap over it.
Another one came down the back between my buttocks. Apparently, it
even had a hole so that she could put the butt plug with the tail
through it. Because I could feel the leather pulling in tight
against my butt even with the plug still there and the tail still
dangling. I moaned helplessly as it pushed up against the base of
the dildo or vibrator in my pussy, then she snapped it closed and
put a little padlock in place.

“There now. Ain’t nobody getting’ at your
little pussy or ass less I say so.”

The football game had been turned up as we
got back downstairs. I looked around anxiously for Beth, wondering
where she had gotten to. I barely knew Robin and was feeling more
and more anxious and self-conscious. and squeaked in alarm as I saw
Marcus had been joined by two other large black men. All of them
looked up in delight as Robin pushed me into the room.

“This white bitch is getting some training in
how to be a proper little slut,” she said.

“We’ll be happy to help out!” Marcus
exclaimed.

“Ha! You help out but keep your dick out of
her.”

She pushed me to my knees on the carpet and
then turned for the kitchen again. Just then the thing in my pussy
began to vibrate powerfully. I shuddered and squeezed my thighs
together, grinding them instinctively then stopped, face burning as
the three of them looked down in delight.

“This is great quality merchandise,” one of
them said.

“That’s the good stuff!” the second stranger
growled as he stared at me.

“I think she’s a lezbo,” Marcus said.

“Why you think that? She don’t look like a
lezbo.”

“She belongs to that chick Beth, and she a
lezbo.”

“Yeah? You ever had a real cock inside you,
baby?” one of them asked me.

“Bitch looks like that should have 100 cocks
in her every day,” Marcus said.

“Especially if you was charging for it,” one
of the others laughed.

“Damn right. Bitch would make me rich in no
time.”

“You don’t have to kneel on the floor just
because what that mean black girl says,” one of the guys said
eagerly.

They half dragged me up onto the sofa between
them, though I had to slouch back rapidly when I felt the pressure
of the cushion against the base of the vibrator. There they
squeezed my breasts as they ran hands up and down my body. One of
them poked at the strap over my pussy and felt the vibrations.

“You like vibrators, baby?”

I shuddered and writhed in their grip, my
mind churning wildly away once again, events moving far too fast
for me to cope, sensations and emotions rippling through me, far
more intense than what I used to feel when I was a normal girl!

One of them got their finger in under the
strap and rubbed my clitoris as the other began licking and sucking
on my nipple. Heat rolled over me in dark, crackling electrified
waves that made my muscles spasm and twitch and jerk
helplessly.

“Stop molesting that poor little white
bitch,” Robin said as she came back into the room.

“The white bitch is wet as hell,” said the
guy who’d been rubbing my clitoris.

“She always like that.”

She grabbed me by the hair and I squealed in
pain as she forced me to my feet and then pulled me across the
room, turned me around and pushed me into a cushioned, hardback
chair. She lifted first one leg then the other and draped them
across the arms of the chair. Then she moved behind the chair and
gathered in my hair. It felt almost like she was braiding for some
reason, but then she pulled back firmly and my head was forced all
the way up and back across the backrest so I was basically looking
upside-down behind me.

I felt her somehow tying my hair down that
way, then felt her pulling my ankles down and towards the rear of
the chair, then fastening them together with some kind of strap or
rope. That left me parched across the back of the chair naked, my
legs tied down helplessly.

There were many appreciative male comments
after that, and then the vibrator started to throb much more
powerfully. It sounded from their conversation like that had some
kind of program that they were playing with, and each time they did
something that shifted the way the vibrator throbbed or pulsed and
quivered within me as if to test which work best.

I came four times, each to male cheers, then
someone rubbed a finger against my clitoris as I was grinding
helplessly and I came a fifth time. The belt was removed, and
someone began to lick my clitoris as the men cheered. I soon
recognized it as Robin’s tongue, and my body twisted and writhed
and rolled up against her mouth as she drove me into yet another
orgasm.

Another mouth took over, though, with male
voices much bigger and stronger now. It seemed they each wanted to
see how long it would take them to make me come and which could do
it faster. I don’t know who won, but I came several more times as
they licked and sucked on my clitoris and pumped the vibrator in my
overheated pussy.

By the time Robin came around behind the
chair and looked down at me I was shellshocked and dazed from the
incredible and exhausting rush of sexual energy and heat which had
swept over me again and again. She undid the gag pulled the ball at
my mouth then slipped her fingers in and stroked them on my
tongue.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, little girl,” she
ordered.

“I-I’m your bitch, Mistress Robin!” I moaned
to applause from the guys.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress Robin!” I
gasped dazedly.

She reached down and I felt her hand
squeezing my breast family.

“Who owns these titties?” she demanded.

“You do, Mistress Robin!” I whimpered.

“And who owns this mouth,” she demanded as
she stroked her fingers along my lips.

“You do, Mistress Robin!”

“And I can put anything in there I want to.
Open your mouth wide, slut.”

I shuddered as I opened my mouth wide and
Marcus came around to the side and then the rear of the chair to
look down at me.

“Marcus, take out your big, black cock and
shove it down this white slut’s throat,” she said as she stroked
his groin.

I shuddered, my body pulling against the
straps even as my eyes widened in growing intensity. I watched as
he slowly unzipped and then simply pushed his pants down so that
his cock sprang up thick and hard and long.

It was another one of those oh my God
moments, where I thought that surely I couldn’t possibly, agree,
couldn’t go along with this anymore. And yet the heat swirled
within me to the point I could say nothing, could only stare with
my mouth open as he pushed his cock closer and closer. Then it was
pushing between my lips along my tongue, and I was starting to suck
as his hand reached down and fondled my breast.

I felt myself sinking into the delicious dark
role of being a sex slave, wallowing in it like it was an old,
familiar bed. Helpless me! The poor, innocent, virtuous victim of
evil male lust! My eyes were wild, though as his cock pump slowly
in and out, then pushed deep. I choked on his cock as it pushed
into my throat, gurgling and gasping and trying to pull free. But
my hair and arms were held firmly as his cock slid slowly down my
throat until his balls were pressed against my eyes.

I quivered and shook and trembled in place as
he held himself against me, grinding himself against my face while
the long length of him filled my throat unbelievably far down to my
very chest!

“When you take a black man’s cock, white
girl, you take it all the way,” Robin said.

The thick cock slid slowly up my throat that
pulled free and I was able to gulp in deep, shaking breaths of air
before he pushed himself back into my mouth again. I twisted and
writhed as his cock drove down my throat a second time, arching and
straining against the straps to no avail.

“Sex slaves got to know how deep throat,”
Robin said.

They were determined to teach me. Robin
started to lick my pussy while pumping the vibrator in and out
again, and the three guys took turns sliding their cocks deep into
my throat until I started to get used to it. I got even better and
then began to take a certain measure of pride in being able to cope
with it. I mean, me being able to deep throat!? That was the kind
of thing only sophisticated, knowledgeable girls could do! It felt
like quite an achievement for me to be able to do that.

Robin untied me and had me give them lap
dances. But they objected to the feel of the straps and buckles so
she took those off then pulled the vibrator out of me. That left me
wearing nothing but the long boots, collar, and furry mittens,
along with the furry ears as I gave each a lap dance in turn and
trembled and shook as their fingers and lips and tongues moved over
my body.

I was losing myself to the wall of heat
again, panting, overheated, sexual pressure throbbing and pulsing
within me. Then Robin made me get down on the floor, face down
bottom up and legs spread, I thrust my arms out before me and she
locked the restraints together and put a foot on the back of my
neck to pin me in place as I felt male hands on my buttocks.

“This is how you nasty little lesbian sluts
should be taken for the first time,” Robin said. “Teach you your
place in life.”

Crack!

She slapped my bottom sharply.

“Keep that ass high, slut! I’m trying to get
one of these guys to fuck you and they don’t want to because you’re
so ugly.”

The fingers stroked along by sopping wet
opening as I knelt there, shuddering and moaning softly around the
gag she had put back in my mouth.

“Someone brought this white girl for me. She
needs to feel a big black cock inside her fucking out what remains
of her brains.”

I felt someone behind me, felt what had to be
a slick, thick, warm cock rubbing up and down against my puffy
lips. It pushed against them, harder and harder, and I felt them
being forced apart, stretched apart as a cock, a real cock pushed
into my body. I trembled and shook, whimpering and moaning as the
heat baked my mind.

And despite the incredibly intense sexual
perversions I had experienced over the last few days that was how I
lost my virginity!

Robin knelt right before me, before sitting
back on her heels, basically on my bound arms. She gripped my hair
and force my head up and then scooted a little closer. She undid
and removed the ball-gag then brought her skirt up over my head and
pulled my face in against her naked pussy.

“Lick your mistress, whore!”

Gasping, moaning, whimpering, I licked at her
pussy as she covered my head with her skirt, and whoever it was
that was pushing his cock into me drove it achingly deep and then
started to thrust.

I was sure she didn’t know that I had been a
virgin, if I could still have technically been called one given all
the dildos and vibrators they’d pushed inside me. But I suppose
technically I had been until now. And this certainly wasn’t the way
I had imagined losing my virginity.

But those boring fantasies paled compared to
the seething, carnal power of this one. I felt his big cock
thrusting into me, harder and harder, his big hands gripping my
thighs or hips, getting rough, slapping my butt, and jerking on my
hips as he drove his cock into me with more and more powerful
strokes.

My body began to tremble with the force of
his hips slapping against it, and I gasped, whimpered and moaned as
Robin tugged on my hair and ground my face into her pussy.

I licked her through an orgasm, hers and
mine, then a second, as whoever it was behind pounded me hard and
fast, their cock a black spear driving deep into my aching belly
again and again. My mind was seared by the scalding heat and I came
repeatedly, losing track of what I was supposed to do, my body
trembling and shaking too much as orgasm after orgasm tores through
it.

Robin got disgusted and simply got off me,
leaving me be as I knelt there, my chin to the floor, drooling
dazedly as hips slapped against my buttocks and that big cock
punched it to me again and again. I didn’t even know who was behind
me, and a part of me didn’t want to know. I wanted it to be
anonymous, to just be a big male cock using me ruthlessly.

At one point I realized that as long as he
was fucking me, it probably wasn’t the same guy anymore as the one
who started, and I had no way of knowing. Nor by that time did I
really care. The scorching heat and excitement had melted my brain,
and it felt like it had melted my bones too! I just knelt there in
that obscene, helpless position while I was ridden like a bitch in
heat, like I was somebody’s sex slave!

I just knelt there, glassy-eyed, grunting and
moaning as I was used, tender breasts pillowed out below me, as my
body was jerked back and forth by powerful hands, rubbing and
grinding against the rug as my nipples burned.

I felt hollow as their big cocks punched into
me again and again, thrusting deep, punching me in what felt like
the back wall of my pussy, their big hands yanking on my hair,
slapping my behind and jerking back on my hips as they rode me and
called me a slut and a slave and a whore.

I wallowed in the degradation, giddy with
dark heat, perpetually on the edge of climax and tipping over into
orgasm again and again.

What kind of person was I anyway, I wondered
dazedly when they were finally done and I was kneeling there alone
with my butt in the air and legs spread wide. What kind of person
thrilled to such abuse and rough treatment?
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Because I had spent that whole time with my
chin to the floor when my head wasn’t under Robin’s skirt, I hadn’t
really seen much of anything, only felt it.

But apparently someone was taking video,
because Beth sent it to me and I stared aghast, then incredibly
aroused as I watched poor little me being abused! There I was, a
slender, beautiful girl, prostrated against the floor, hands bound
helplessly while a big, black man knelt behind me and shoved his
big cock deep into my body again and again.

It was the most deliciously erotic and sick
thing I had ever seen and I masturbated furiously, coming again and
again as I watched myself being taken so roughly by first one-man
then another then another. Every time I watched them slap my behind
or call me a name or yank on my hair I felt another dark rush of
crackling sexual electricity ripple through my body.

Of course, a part of me was horrified by all
of this, but it was like I was a drug addict who knew what she was
doing was wrong but couldn’t stop herself anyway. Taylor came over
for dinner the next night, along with a green-eyed girl named
Amanda I had never seen before.

Before dinner, Taylor slipped into my room
and pushed a big dildo into my ass and another one into my pussy.
The one in my pussy was achingly thick but to ensure it didn’t fall
out it had thin straps going diagonally over my abdomen and back
behind me as well as up between my buttocks to hold it firmly in
place.

It wasn’t the vibrator, but it felt like I
was trembling around it. My pussy was crackling and spasming with
heat and hunger as I sat there uneasily on the dining room chair,
fighting not to squirm too much as everyone talked casually around
me.

I was seated between Amanda and Taylor,
wearing just my nightshirt, because Taylor had ordered me to. My
family didn’t think anything of it since I often went around the
house dressed like this and our visitors were girls anyway.

The nightshirt was not very long especially
when I was seated, and before long a hand had slipped over my thigh
under the table and tugged it to one side. I gulped anxiously, my
pulse speeding up even more as I rolled my eyes towards Taylor.

Over the next half-hour, she would slide her
hand in under the table and tablecloth, under my short nightshirt,
and rub my clitoris until I felt as though I was going to
burst.

I didn’t, somehow. I made it through dinner
without anyone being overly suspicious, though my mother did ask me
if I was feeling all right.

After dinner broke up, Taylor grabbed my arm
and put her lips near my ear. “Wait for me in your room, slut,” she
whispered. “And do not touch your hungry little pussy.”

I hurried upstairs to my room and peeled the
nightshirt off, and stared excitedly at myself in the mirror,
noting the two thin straps practically disappearing into my
distended opening, just the base of the dildo visible. I squeezed
my breasts and rolled my nipples as I posed seductively before the
mirror, my heart racing with anticipation.

She sent me a text, then, which ordered me to
sit on my heels, knees apart, hands behind my neck, back arched. I
licked my lips nervously, because what if someone else came? But
surely everyone else would knock first.

I knelt on the floor facing the door,
spreading my knees wide as I brought my hands behind my neck and
arched my back. My heart beat faster and faster with every sound I
heard in the hall beyond the door. I was ready to twist away if the
door opened and anyone else came in.

The door opened and Taylor peeked inside,
then slipped in, only opening it wide enough for her to squeeze by.
She closed the door behind her walked up to me then lifted her
skirt, reached down and gripped my hair, and pulled my mouth in
against her pussy.

“Get to work, slut,” she growled.

Moaning, I obeyed, licking at her naked pussy
as she twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Dirty little girl,” she purred. “Nasty
little slut. Do you like that big cock inside you, slut?”

She jerked back in my hair and I gasped in
pain. “Answer your mistress, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress Taylor!” I moaned.

She pushed my face back against her and I
started licking again.

“Just remember, slut, you’re a sex slave. You
need to learn to obey your mistresses.”

She jerked back in my hair and I gasped in
pain.

“Do you understand me, bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress Taylor!” I whimpered.

She shoved my face back in and I started
licking once again.

“Filthy little whore,” she growled. “Nasty
little sex slave. You deserve to be beaten for being such a slut. I
saw those videos of you being fucked by those black guys, slut. You
sure look like you enjoyed it. You looked like a cat in the cream,
like nothing in the world was so wonderful as those big black cocks
pounding you like a whore.”

She twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Lick harder, slut. You think I have all
day?”

I licked her to orgasm and she groaned in
pleasure, then pulled me to my feet by the hair. She marched me
over to the corner of the room and pressed my face into it then she
drew my wrists back behind my back and quickly tied them together
with a small cord. A moment later she pulled a ball gag out of her
bag and pushed it into my mouth, tying it behind my head.

She took a chain out of her bag and smirked
at me. It had two plastic or leather-covered alligator clips on the
ends and she pressed them over my nipples and let them close.

I squealed in pain, dancing from foot to foot
as my nipples were pinched and burned with pain, but she ignored
me. Instead, she pushed me into the corner face first, reached
around, and pulled the chain up with a finger underneath it, when
it was at the proper height, she pressed the hook into the wall and
began to twist it around and around pushing hard. The hook screwed
itself into the wall and then she slipped the chain over it and
then took several pictures of me like that.

She smirked and then pulled a final item out
of her bag. It was a black silk scarf. She folded it over several
times then swept it up around my face over my eyes, pulled it
behind me, and tied it in place. And then, as far as I could tell,
she left.

People usually didn’t bother me in my room
after dinner except for Olivia, but I felt a wild rush of anxiety
and fear as I stood there naked and helpless, my nipples burning,
even as they held me in position, with a butt plug and dildo quite
visible down between my legs. God help me if any of my family came
in and saw me like this!

How long was she going to keep me tied up
like this?! The longer I was like this the more danger there was
that someone would come knocking! And then there was a light
tapping at the door that almost gave me a heart attack. It came
again, a little louder. And then a voice I only barely
remembered.

“Megan? Hello? It’s Amanda. I was hoping I
could get a copy of that book we were talking about at dinner from
you.”

My pulse raced wildly and I moaned around the
gag, fear growing much more intense. I was sure that the door
wasn’t locked, and if she opened it I can only imagine the
scene!

And then she did.

“Oh, there you are. Well, I can see you’re
busy. Would you happen to have the book lying around somewhere I
can get at it?”

Then her voice was right beside me. “Oh, I
guess I can see why you aren’t replying. It doesn’t look very
comfortable. But who am I to judge?”

My face was on fire and I trembled there
against the wall.

“Don’t your nipples hurt like that?” she
asked in a curious voice. “They look like they would hurt.”

I gasped in pain as I felt the chain
shifting, lifting and turning so that I had to turn around
quickly.

“I wouldn’t have suspected you were into such
things,” she said as the chain forced me to stumble forward out of
the corner.

I yelped in pain as a chain suddenly rose up
and I had to rise on the balls of my feet to keep my nipples from
burning even hotter.

“Hmmmm. What’s this you’ve got inside
you?”

I was already beginning to suspect from her
attitude that this had not come as much of a surprise to her as I
would have expected. I was starting to be pretty sure that Taylor
had set this up.

The chain forced me to shuffle forward
further until I felt something firm and hard against my thighs
which stopped them from moving forward. But the chain continued to
pull so that I had to bend forward at the waist more and more.

“Spread your legs. I want to see this.”

I moaned, still horribly embarrassed.

Crack! Something thin and light hit my
bottom with stinging force.

“Obey your mistress, slut,” she growled.

I shuddered and shifted my legs apart on the
floor. Then I felt her fingers at my sex, tracing the swollen lips
of my pussy where they gripped the very base of the dildo.

“This feels like a nice big one,” she said
admiringly. “I know how you sluts really like big cocks inside
you.”

I gasped as she pushed down on the back of my
neck so that my breasts pillowed out against the surface of what
felt like my desk.

“And you’ve got something in your bottom
too,” she said in a low, cooing voice.

I felt her fingers tracing the rounded base
of the butt plug.

A moment later the straps were undone and
used to tug the dildo slowly back out of my pussy.

“Nice and thick,” she said
appreciatively.

The dildo slid out, inch by slow inch until
it came completely free. Then I felt it being rubbed up and down
against me.

“What a nice big black cock,” she said. “I
understand you like big black cocks. And your ambition is to be a
porn star! I hear some of them make okay money. But it’s not the
money that matters to you, is it?”

She continued to rub the slick head of the
dildo up and down against my throbbing pussy as she spoke.

“It’s having those big cocks inside you,
isn’t it? I know how you sluts really like that.”

The dildo pushed against me again, twisting
and turning as it slid up into my pussy. I squeaked in pain as she
pushed it even deeper than it had been before, then shuddered as I
felt her lips on my clitoris, sucking and massaging it between them
as she forced my thighs wider.

My embarrassment had started to fade once I
realized that she must have been in on this with Taylor, and it
faded still further once she started to demonstrate that she was
into the same kind of thing as Taylor and Beth… And me.

Now, as she pumped the dildo in and out and
sucked on my clitoris, my hips began to spasm and jerk back at her
as the dark excitement began to crackle along my nervous system
again.

She pulled me upright, then, and her hands on
my arm and neck turned me and led me back across the room until I
felt the corner of the room pressed against me once again. I
squeaked in pain as she lifted the chain up and slipped it across
the hook. Then I felt my ankles forced back by her foot, then
spread to either side.

“Nasty little girl,” she said, her fingers
caressing my pussy. “I can see you’re going to make a fine sex
slave. And what job could be better for a cock loving whore like
you anyway?” she asked sweetly.

The dildo moved up and down in short, deep
strokes, with her fingers on the edge rubbing across my clitoris
every time it moved.

“I suppose a slut like you must really like
this,” she said. “I mean, never having been a slut, it’s hard to
put my mind into the same place as a sexual animal like you, but
you certainly seem like you’re enjoying the feel of this big cock
inside you.”

I felt her breath warm against the back of my
neck as she dropped her voice to a whisper. “You certainly seemed
to be enjoying it a lot in those videos you made.”

I moaned dazedly, cringing inside, wanting to
tell her that it hadn't been my decision to make them.

“I’m surprised you’re still so tight, since
Taylor said you fucked thousands and thousands of men.”

I moaned again, wondering what Taylor had
actually told her. But the dark, wicked heat was building up inside
me. Even when she pulled back on my hair which tugged my nipples
against the chain painfully that heat continued to sizzle and melt
away my inhibitions and concerns about who might see me doing
what.

“Of course, if you’re going to be a sex
slave, you have to learn to obey people,” she said. “Sex slaves are
only here for one purpose and that’s to give pleasure to others
with their bodies.”

She leaned then again and whispered.

“But you love that, don’t you, slut?”

Suddenly I heard the door open and a male
voice I had never heard before calling out.

“Hey, Amanda, you in here?”

“Close the door, you big ape!”

I heard the door close as my heart skipped a
beat and I tried to pull against the hook. “Wow! What have you got
here?!” I heard the guy exclaim.

“Just a slut,” Amanda said. “I’m sure you
wouldn’t have any interest in a slut like this.”

“Are you kidding me? Look at that ass. She
has a fantastic ass!”

I shuddered as I felt a male hand squeezing
my buttocks then sliding up my side to cup and squeeze my right
breast.

“Whoa! Nice tits on her!”

“Tits and Ass are all you guys care about,”
Amanda said in annoyance.

“Not all, but a lot,” the guy replied.

“Well, this is just a sex slave. She is being
trained by Taylor.”

“I’d love to help!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, I’m sure she would be grateful if you to
do that.”

I gasped at a pull on my hair.

“Oh, by the way, Megan, this is my boyfriend
Declan. Declan, meet Megan, Olivia’s little sister.”

“Hey, Megan,” he said. “I think I saw you
back in the cafeteria in high school. But I was a couple of years
ahead of you anyway.”

His hand continued to squeeze my butt and
fondle my breast as he talked casually.

I was beginning to suspect that this too was
a setup. He was way too casual!

“Well, now she’s just a sex slave,” Amanda
said.

“Well if she’s a sex slave can I fuck her in
the ass? I mean, she’s got a great little ass. It would be a crime
if someone wasn’t fucking her in the ass every day.”

“Oh, all right, if you really want to.”

“Should I ask her?”

Amanda laughed. “You don’t ask a sex slave
anything, silly. She has no say in things. She’s a slave girl! It’s
her mistress who decided who gets to play on her playground.”

“So is that you?”

“No, silly, that’s Taylor. You’ll have to ask
Taylor if you can fuck her sex slave in the ass.”

“Cool,” he said excitedly.

“I’m sure you’ll love having his cock inside
you, Megan,” she said, whispering in my ear as she pumped the dildo
in and out. “He has a big cock and I know you love big cocks. He
always wants to fuck me in the ass. I have too much dignity and
pride for that, though. But I know you have no standards and will
probably come like a whore if he gets his cock up your tight little
ass.”

I shuddered and moaned, my mind being swamped
yet again with confusion, anxiety, embarrassment, fear, and a dark,
roiling sexual excitement that was drowning me in the heat.

“Taylor says to go ahead!” I heard his voice
say. “Just to keep it quiet so nobody hears.”

“And did she have any advice on how to keep
this slut quiet? Because I’m quite sure that when she comes she’ll
be a screamer. And she’s bound to come if you get your big cock
into her.”

“Yes, she did.”

A moment later a strap of some kind went
around my throat and then I felt the buckle cinched tight enough to
make me gasp.

I felt fingers at the base of the butt plug,.
Meanwhile, Amanda moved to my left, her hand pushing in between my
hip in the wall so her fingers could reach my pussy. She was still
pumping the dildo slowly as her thumb stroked across my
clitoris.

“Get ready,” Amanda said excitedly into my
ear. “He’s got a big, red, hard-on all ready for you.”

I felt it pressing against my small back
opening and then pushing forward. I shuddered and squeaked in alarm
and dark hunger as it slid slowly up inside me, riding a slick wave
of lubrication the butt plug had left behind.

I cried out as it pushed deeper and I felt
cramps inside me. Then the strap around my throat tightened and I
gurgled helplessly as he started to pump in and out.

“Isn’t that nice, little slut?” Amanda
purred. “You have such a nice big cock in your ass. You must be
very pleased!”

He drove his cock deeper and deeper up my ass
until his hips began to slap against me. Amanda continued to stroke
my clitoris and pump the dildo inside me as she fondled my left
breast. I felt someone tugging on the strap repeatedly, each time
tightening it around my throat so that I gurgled and gasped for
breath.

“It’s a pity we have to keep her quiet,”
Amanda said. “I’d like to hear the little slut screaming in
pleasure when she comes.”

“Maybe we can rent her for an evening or
something,” Declan said.

“You know, that would be a good idea. I’m
sure that they don’t charge much.”

“I can invite a few of my friends over,”
Declan said.”

“I’m sure the more cock Megan gets the better
she likes it.”

“Ahh, she’s so nice and tight inside,” he
gasped as he ground himself against my buttocks.

“Obviously she hasn’t been fucked in the ass
enough. I have to tell Taylor to make sure that changes.”

She chewed on my ear and whispered.
“Whore!”

Declan’s hips were slapping against my
buttocks with some authority now, his cock sliding up and down, the
head punching deep inside me as Amanda rubbed my clitoris and
pumped the dildo.

Neither of them was fooling me. This was
obviously part of an act, but it didn’t make it feel any less real.
And my body was responding to what they were doing to it while my
mind was exulting in my own cruel, mistreatment. I had that poor me
feeling once again. That sense of the martyr that turned into
masochism when combined with sex. Lust and passion grew into a
feverish need as my mind burned.

“You guys should charge for this,” Declan
said. “A lot of guys would pay to get into this tight little
ass.”

“Or we could just sell her to one of those
rich guys as a sex slave,” “I’m sure there’s plenty of rich men who
pay to have a little slut like this locked up in their
mansions.”

“And rich women,” he said, panting a little
now as he worked himself up, as his cock punched into me repeatedly
and his hips slapped against my buttocks.

“Oh yes, I understand she’s basically a
lesbian. Except that she loves any kind of sex. That’s what being a
slut does to you, after all.”

My mind was tumbling, buffeted by sensations
and emotions, my body trembling as they used me so roughly, so
cruelly!

And then I came, crying out in dazed
pleasure. The strap or belt tightened immediately around my throat
and I gurgled nearly soundlessly, the air rattling out of my open
mouth as I bucked back against his pumping cock and my entire body
burned like fire.

“She certainly seems to be coming hard,”
Amanda said. “I guess she likes being sodomized. Boy, what a slut
she is!”

I gloried in the rush of pleasure and passion
as my body threatened to shake itself apart and my nipples burned
furiously.

The orgasm trampled my mind to mush, and I
was reduced once again to the state of animal pleasure, thinking
and caring about nothing else as he rode me to his own orgasm.
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I became something like a sex pet to Beth and
Taylor and several of their friends. It was wicked and outrageous
and darkly thrilling, but I was always a little worried about who
might find out. Especially given the pictures and videos they had
taken and which they continued to take.

I was at Beth’s place the next evening
because she had had Taylor bring me there. When I arrived I found
Amanda and Declan there, as well as Robin and Marcus, and a guy
named Brad who was Taylor’s date.

Taylor had made me wear that same silk
outfit, the tiny skirt, and tiny halter, and I felt self-conscious
even though everyone there had seen me naked before except
Brad.

“Hey! Here’s the sex slave,” Declan exclaimed
as Amanda brought me in.

I flushed hotly then squeaked as Marcus
grabbed my wrist and pulled me across his lap.

“You tried this beautiful pussy of hers yet?”
he asked.

“No, but I fucked her in the ass the other
day.”

“Let me see this ass,” Brad asked.

I felt the skirt undone and pulled free and
yelped anxiously as his hand caressed my bare buttocks and then
slipped between my thighs.

“That is a nice ass,” he said.

Marcus pinned my wrist together and then
Robin leaned over and I felt her slipping some kind of bracelets,
leather bracelets around my wrists. When they were tight Marcus
released my hands but my wrists stayed locked together behind me.
Robert pushed the ball gag in my mouth and then slipped a studded
leather collar around my throat and fastened it behind my neck.

Marcus pulled me onto his lap, sitting across
his him as he undid the halter and pulled it free to leave me
naked.

“Wow, nice tits,” Brad said.

“Would you like to feel them?”

He pushed me up off his lap and slapped my
bottom so that I yelped and stumbled forward a few steps. That was
enough for Brad to reach out and grab me and pull me forward. He
lifted me up and sat me across his lap and began to squeeze my
breasts as I sat there red-faced and gulping in air/

His hands began to fondle my breasts,
squeezing and kneading them, then rolling and caressing my nipples,
which were still sore from the other day. One of his hands slid
down between my legs and his finger began to stroke up and down
along the line of my sex, then sink between them and rub my
clitoris directly.

“She sure is wet,” he said.

“She’s always wet,” Beth said.

“That’s the nature of being a slut,” Taylor
said.

Another couple arrived, Colin and Kristin,
and greeted everyone before sitting down. Brad fondled and stroked
me, bending his head to suck and lick my nipples and chew up my
breasts. He got me all flustered, then passed me over to Amanda who
was sitting next to him. Mandy’s fingers stroked my clitoris with
more expertise and rolled and stroked my nipples until they tingled
excitedly.

Then she passed me over to Declan who
continued to fondle and stroke me, his fingers slipping inside and
pumping in and out as his thumb rubbed across my clit. He had me
sprawled back across his lap, my legs spread wide by his, my back
arched as he pulled on my hair and rubbed my clitoris until I came
screaming.

There was a lot of applause and then he
passed me over to Robin, who slapped my breasts and then began to
roll my nipples until she had me panting before pumping for fingers
inside me and making me come a second time.

They weren’t all completely focused on me. It
was like they just got together and were chatting about all kinds
of things. But as I was passed around among them, they fondled and
stroked and caressed me and drove me into repeated orgasms.

Taylor took me upstairs and into a bedroom,
and then I licked Taylor’s pussy as Brad fucked me from behind,
then I sucked his cock and took it deep into my throat as she
licked my pussy. We switched around several times and I ended up
coming with him fucking me from behind while I licked her pussy
again.

They got dressed and left and I lay there
wondering what I was supposed to do now. Then the new couple: Colin
and Kristin arrived. They basically had me do much the same stuff
as Brad and Taylor had. Except that Colin also watched Kristin
spank me and finger me to a climax before he fucked me while I was
licking her pussy.

They left, and Robin and Marcus showed
up.

“You ready for some more black cock, slut?”
Robin demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress Robin,” I said in a shaky
voice.

Marcus lay down on the bed naked and I knelt
and sucked his cock, with my bottom in the air. Robin slowly worked
a big black dildo into my ass, then she had me mounting her
boyfriend and riding his cock while she slipped on a strap-on and
fucked me in the ass at the same time.

I came repeatedly!

They left and I wondered who was going to
come next.

Amanda and Declan came in next. Declan took a
lot of pictures and video while I licked Amanda’s pussy and then
ground my pussy against hers. Then while I was bent over licking
her pussy a second time he fucked me from behind.

They put the gag back in my mouth and led me
back downstairs, and then after some discussion, I was not a part
of, Beth and Marcus and Colin took me upstairs, then into the
attic. The attic was mostly unfurnished and unfinished. The floor
was bare but dirty, and the walls didn’t look like they had any
insulation. I could see the bare rafters of the ceiling
overhead.

It was hot up there, really hot! There was
very little air and the sun had been beating down all day even if
it was setting now.

Colin and Marcus lifted a big punching bag
off the hook and set it aside, then they undid my wrists and drew
them around in front of me. I saw that they were encased in studded
leather restraints with heavy padding on the sides before they
lifted my arms high above my head. Beth had me spread my legs as
she worked the vibrator up inside me, the one that had to have
straps to hold in place, then pushed a big dildo up my ass while my
wrists were being hooked to the chain overhead.

They had me standing on a low box while they
did this, then pushed it out and I squeaked into the ball gag as I
hung helplessly by my wrists.

The vibrator started to buzz as they turned
and walked downstairs, leaving me alone there with a single
overhead light bulb for company. My wrists ached even though the
leather things were padded, and my arms began to ache soon too. My
toes wriggled helplessly an inch or so above the floor while the
vibrator throbbed powerfully within me and against me.

It didn’t take long. I was aroused when they
brought me up, a bubbling steamy mix of liquid heat and dark,
desperate passion. The vibrator soon brought me to orgasm and I
thrashed and twisted and shook as I hung there by my wrists, my
feet and legs flopping helplessly.

I was already sweating before the orgasm and
began to sweat more afterward, I was gasping for breath, panting
and moaning weakly as I hung there, and perspiration began to
slowly trickle down my naked body.

Another orgasm battered at my mind, and then
another. I was exhausted, and soon sweating like a pig, the
droplets of perspiration trickled freely down my body to drop to
the floor below. I was also starting to drool around the gag in my
mouth because it caused my mouth to produce saliva and I had to
keep remembering to swallow it. That wasn’t the easiest thing to do
when you’re coming like a whore.

My mind was becoming hazy and dulled, still
gripped by a dark swirling heat as I swayed slowly in place. I
heard footsteps on the stairs, and Beth arrived, trailed by Taylor,
Amanda, and Robin.

They moved around me, scowling at me.

“This is the little slut that fucked all your
boyfriends?” Beth demanded.

“This is her,” Robin said. “She should be
punished!”

“This little slut invited my boyfriend Declan
to fuck her in the ass,” Amanda said indignantly. “And then he did
and she came like a whore!”

“What kind of a girl comes when a guy fucks
her in the ass?” Beth said in disgust.

“A whore! Amanda said.

They pulled my legs apart and tied them open.
Then Beth began to whip me with a long, single-tailed whip that cut
across my back and buttocks repeatedly. She seemed to be giving
lessons to Amanda, who then eagerly whipped my breasts until they
were on fire.

Taylor then snapped the whip across my hips
so it curled around and bit into my naked pussy again and again. I
squealed and cried out, again and again, twisting and thrashing and
straining against the ropes holding me in position. By the time
they stopped my body was crisscrossed by pink lines from my thighs
to my shoulders.

Amanda then put on a strap-on and fucked me
in the ass while Robin knelt in front of me and slowly forced her
entire hand up inside my pussy. Taylor ground the vibrator against
my clitoris as Robin pumped her fist slowly in and out while Beth
took video.

I came, screaming, my body feeling as though
it was going to shake apart as the orgasm went on and on and almost
swallowed my mind entirely.

They let me down, finally, onto my knees,
where I had to lick each girl’s feet while begging them for their
forgiveness for fucking their boyfriends. As I begged each girl,
face down, breasts pillowed against the floor and bottom in the
air, another girl fucked me from behind with a big strap-on.

And of course, they also took more videos and
pictures.

I called home and said I would be staying
overnight at my girlfriend Beth’s, and then they hung me upside
down by the ankles with my legs spread wide. And left me there all
night. I don’t know that you can say I slept, so much as my mind
went hazy for long periods of time.

In the morning, I woke up to someone licking
my pussy and slowly working a vibrator down inside me. I moaned
dazedly, only semi-conscious as she began to waken my body to heat
and need once again. I assumed it was Beth, though in truth it
didn’t matter. I knew it was a woman, anyway.

She did something with the rope overhead and
I started to feel myself being lowered. I felt the floor against my
head, and as more weight came down, I rolled it forward and took
the weight on my shoulders. My legs came down further and further
until my back and then my buttocks were on the floor. Then she
undid my ankles and lowered them to the floor one by one to leave
me laying there on my bound wrists

She had put the vibrator inside me first,
complete with straps to hold it in place. There was also a dildo
shoved up my bottom, with a fat bulging part near the base to keep
it in place.

She stood over me and I realized that I had
no idea who she was. She was an older woman, in her late thirties,
perhaps. She was tall, wearing black leather pants, black
high-heeled ankle-high boots, and a tight white T-shirt. She had
short feathery red hair and blue eyes.

I moaned around the gag, starting to feel
self-conscious as she looked me over.

“Well, you’re certainly built for the job,”
she said. “A very pretty face and a lovely body. You’ll make an
excellent sex slave.”

I moaned again, confused. Who was she? More
to the point, what was she doing here? Having older people involved
made me nervous. Playing games among us girls was one thing, but
this was no girl.

Then she produced a thin switch about two
feet or so long. It had a leather-wrapped handle, a long,
pencil-thin shaft, and a small flap of thin leather on the tip
shaped like a hand. I gulped warily as I stared at it, for its
purpose seemed fairly obvious. It was to hit slave girls with!

“Now, little slave girl, let us see how
obedient you can be,” she said.

With the ball gag in my mouth there was
nothing I could say, no argument or protest to make. The vibrator
started throbbing inside me and I trembled helplessly.

“Kneel before me, slut,” she ordered.

She slapped the switch menacingly against her
leg and I moaned helplessly and awkwardly rolled onto my side then
got to my knees. I squealed in pain as she brought the switch down
to snap at my right breast.

“When you are given an order, you obey
immediately, slave!”

I quickly sat back on my heels and spread my
knees wide.

She had me stand, then lay on my back again,
and raise my hips high while spreading my legs wide, my feet flat
on the floor. She undid the clasp holding the wrist restraints
together and ordered me to my feet. I stood before her with my
hands behind my neck and back arched. Then with my hands grasping
the opposite elbow behind my back.

I crawled across the floor at her order, then
assumed other positions, moving as quickly as possible to avoid the
bite of the switch in her hand.

I stopped wondering who she was, or how she’d
gotten here, and found myself focusing entirely on doing what she
ordered as quickly as possible. Because she was not the least bit
hesitant to swing the thing down across my bottom or hip or thigh
or even my pussy!

I was panting and sweating as I threw myself
into each new position, holding it as she took a picture, then
threw myself into another position. Along the way I had several
orgasms due to the vibrator and her stroking fingers, and my
exhausted mind was suffused in heat and confusion.

The easiest thing to do was whatever she told
me so that was what I did. She led me downstairs and into the
bathroom, then washed my hair, and then the rest of me before
brushing it and drying me off. When that was done she locked the
leather restraints around my wrists again and fastened them
together behind my back.

She had me kneel on the kitchen floor and fed
me bits of fruit and pastries for breakfast by hand, then brought
me to the bathroom and brushed my teeth. When I worked up the
courage to ask her her name, she bent me over and gave me several
swift, stinging blows from the switch before telling me that slaves
spoke only when spoken to.

The only name I needed was Mistress, she
said. The only name I owned was Slave.

She was making me very nervous, but the stern
way she was acting was also so realistic that it was exciting that
dark, masochistic side of my mind. Not to mention that her being
older gave things more realism than just fooling around with other
girls my age.

She had me lick her pussy, slowly, stopping
frequently with quick little blows from the tip of the riding crop
in her hand - for that was what it was, I had learned. She wanted
me to perform oral sex in a particular way, and take my time
kissing and licking my way along her thighs and then onto her
pussy.

Then she pulled me up higher so that I had to
mouth her breasts, licking and sucking on her nipples while she
pinched mine to correct my many mistakes. I kissed and licked my
way up and down her body, even sliding down her legs licking at her
thighs and the backs of her knees, then lower, licking and kissing
at her ankles and then her bare feet and toes.

She was in no hurry, but eventually pulled me
back up between her legs again, to resume my lessons on how to give
a woman oral sex properly.

After I had made her come, she drew me across
her lap by the hair and spanked me until my body burned for being
too slow to learn. Then she pumped the vibrator in me while
fingering my clitoris until I came several times, screaming.

She put the ball gag back in my mouth and led
me to the garage, where she had me climb into the trunk of a car,
then locked my wrist restraints to ones around my ankles and
slammed the hood closed.

I had no idea where we were going and felt
exhausted after almost no sleep, and the steady and continuous
jolts to my psyche. I was even more emotionally exhausted than I
was physically. Enough that I almost fell asleep in the trunk of
the car.

When the car stopped and the trunk opened we
were in another garage and she helped me out after undoing my wrist
for my ankles. She attached a leash to the collar around my neck
and led me inside. It was a much larger, more luxurious house. Much
larger! I gazed around me in astonishment as I was led down a wide
corridor, the ceiling at least twenty feet overhead.

We turned into an enormous living room, with
big glass walls looking out on a wide, private backyard. But my
eyes were instantly drawn to a man in a suit sitting in an armchair
next to an unlit fireplace. My face blushed hotly as he looked me
up and down while the woman led me over before him.

He was older than her, probably forty. He was
a good-looking man, though, with wide shoulders and a square drawn
face with dark, expressive eyes.

“This is Slut,” the woman said.

I cringed at the name.

“That’s the name you have decided for her?”
the man asked with a smile.

She shrugged. “It’s the name she
deserves.”

She brought the crop down across my body
sharply. “Feet apart and shoulders back, Slut!”

I gasped and obeyed.

“Excellent body,” the man said. “Lovely face,
too.”

“She should bring an excellent price on the
auction block,” the woman said.

I felt another jolt at her words. What!? Then
I reassured myself she was probably just acting, just pretending.
Like I was.

“She needs to learn absolute obedience,” the
man said, his tone getting more serious.

“I have no doubt she can be taught that.
She’s a weak-willed little slut.”

I gasped in pain as she seized my hair behind
my neck and forced my head back.

“These breasts are marvelous,” she said,
cupping and squeezing one. “The buyers will love them.”

She shifted her grip to roll my nipple
between her fingers.

“And such cute little pink nipples, too.”

“Are you capable of being an obedient little
slave girl?” she asked sternly.

I hesitated and then nodded my head.

“We shall see.”

She removed the ball gag and then unhooked
the wrist restraints from each other.

“Feet apart on the floor, hands behind your
neck, fingers interlaced and back arched. Do not move. You
understand me, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She let the flat leather tip of the crop rub
lightly against the center of my right breast and then slapped it
down sharply.

I winced but didn’t move.

She slapped it down again, then rapidly,
raining short, sharp little blows on my nipple. It quickly began to
burn as I trembled and moaned helplessly. Then she shifted to the
other breast, raining blows on my other nipple until it to burn
while I stood in place, quivering.

“Tell me you’re a whore,” she growled.

“I’m a whore, Mistress!” I gasped.

“What is your name, girl?”

“Megan, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

She brought the narrow length of the crop
whipping down across my bottom and I cried out in pain.

“That is not your name! I’ve already given
you your name your name is Slut!”

She brought the crop whistling through the
air crack stingingly against my bottom the second time.

“What is your name?”

“My name is Slut, Mistress!” I whimpered
helplessly.

She thrust the crop in between my legs from
behind, angling it up so that the narrow shaft pressed in between
the lips of my sex, and then rubbed it slowly up and down, letting
it stroke firmly across my clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock, Slut.”

“I love cock, Mistress!”

This was all wrapping my mind in a dark,
steaming aura of unreality. It was absurd and obscene, and yet
despite how impossible it seemed it was so realistic that my body
was crackling with sexual electricity. The fact that they were
adults… real adults, made this all seem much more wicked and dark
and edgy!

“Get down on your hands and knees, Slut.”

I obeyed, and then dropped to my elbows at
another order, then pressed my aching nipples to the floor as I
stretched my arms out before me and raise my bottom high.

“Beg master for permission to suck his cock,”
she growled.

I hesitated an instant before realizing that
master must be the guy sitting there looking at me. It was only an
instant but it was long enough for her to bring the crop whistling
down across my upraised bottom again. I squeaked in pain and
quickly rolled my eyes up towards him.

“Please may I suck your cock, master!?” I
gasped.

Crack! The crop cut down stingingly
across my buttocks.

“You’re not begging hard enough, slut. Put
your hands around his ankles and start licking his shoes as you
beg.”

Crack! Crack!

“Now, Slut!”

Crack!

The crop stung! I cried out in pain and
grabbed at the man’s ankle, quickly drawing myself forward until I
could lick my tongue across the top of his shoe.

“Please my suck your cock, master!” I
cried.

Crack! Crack!

“You’re not trying hard enough, slut!” she
growled.

I licked more and more frantically at his
shoe, my tongue sliding up and down around the top and sides as I
begged him to let me suck his cock. Meanwhile, the crop kept
whistling down to snap painfully against my bottom.

The weird thing was that it didn’t even enter
my mind to tell her to stop. I mean, I didn’t even consider that I
had a choice and that I could just say that I didn’t want to do any
of this and wanted to leave. In truth, I didn’t really want to
leave. Despite the stinging pain, my insides were still throbbing
with sexual hunger and lust, and while licking the man’s shoe was
horribly degrading, it was also darkly thrilling.

Again, it was the realism of the act, it was
how hot and edgy and kinky it was that was arousing me so deeply.
But I was growing more and more desperate as my bottom got hotter
and hotter with each new blow. Tears of frustration began to fill
my eyes as I begged him to let me suck his cock, licking my tongue
across the bottom of his shoe as he looked casually down at me.

And when he finally said “Very well, Slut.” I
felt a deep sense of relief.
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The problem was that sucking his cock was no
easier than licking the woman’s pussy had been in the attic.
Apparently, what I’d been doing before was too simplistic and
direct. Just as the woman wanted me to lick her in a certain way,
so too did they want me to perform oral sex on him in a slow, calm,
erotic way with a slow building up of action.

Once I got his pants down, I had to gently
mouth his balls while my hands massaged his cock. I had to kiss and
lick my way up and down along his thighs and rub my face and hair
over his cock and balls. I licked my way slowly up and down the
underside of the shaft, then mouthed it like it was a flute before
I finally was allowed to take the head between my lips.

At every step of the way, my instructions
were followed by sharp little blows from the crop across my bottom,
or sometimes the tip of the crop against the sides of my breasts.
That certainly spurred me to improve my technique rapidly.

And it was in that state of anxious
determination to obey and please them that I was able to take his
cock into my throat. Marcus had fucked my throat before, and so had
Brad and Declan. But that was different for I had been held in
place while they simply worked their cocks in and out of my mouth.
Now I had to force myself to move forward, to take his thick cock
into my throat.

Even that wasn’t good enough for them, for
they wanted me to learn how to relax my throat enough to breathe
even with his cock buried to the balls. That was very hard. At
first they had to lock my wrist together behind my back again. But
I got better at it so that they were able unlock them and then I
could simply let him control my head while holding my arms apart
even as he jammed me down on his cock and held me in position for a
full minute.

Of course, the vibrator in my pussy and her
fingers stroking my clitoris helped there.

Then I had to straddle him, work my hands up
and down his cock before rising up and taking him inside me. I slid
up and down atop him, shuddering with the effort of holding myself
back, for I wanted to move faster and faster.

But I was supposed to act slowly and
elegantly until I was instructed otherwise. He fondled my breasts
as I rode him, licking and sucking on my nipples, and sometimes
pinching and twisting them stingingly. When he reached down and
started rubbing my clitoris it became impossible to hold myself
back and I rode him frantically as the orgasm tore through my body
and mind.

For this, I was punished, of course.

I was taken to another room where my wrists
were lifted up and apart and chained in place much as they had been
at the attic. Then the man applied a whip like Robin had used on me
at her place. It had dozens of long, then leather laces which he
used on my breasts, as well as my back, even swinging them up
between my legs to snap at my pussy.

I then had to crawl across the floor to him
on my belly and lick his feet while begging forgiveness. When he
agreed, I raised my bottom up and spread my legs and he took me
roughly, even violently, pounding himself against me as he yanked
on my hair and slapped my bottom.

I came powerfully, screaming.

We returned to the main room where I
performed a lap dance for him, then gave him oral sex a second time
with the long, slow buildup before taking him into my throat. Once
again I straddled and rode him, only this time I forced myself to
hold my body back even as he fingered my clitoris. I rode him
slowly up and down at the pace he wanted.

When he slipped his hand up around my throat
and squeezed it tightly enough that I couldn’t breathe I continued
to ride him without protest, my hands unmoving until I almost
blacked out.

“Remarkable,” he said. “This one really is a
natural.”

“She’s very submissive and extremely
responsive,” the woman said.

I lay on my back on the floor, my feet flat
on the floor, my knees spread wide as I masturbated with the dildo
as they watched. Again, it felt weird that they were so much older,
and I felt like a naughty girl as I did this, but dark heat took my
mind anyway and I came explosively.

I went home soon after that but returned each
day. Usually, the man was not there, but other men were. And I
would practice lap dancing, oral sex, and of course having
intercourse with them. In the evenings I would often go to Beth’s
or Taylor’s or someone else’s place, where they would treat me like
a sex slave, and sort of low-level servant.

I didn’t really care as long as I got lots of
hot, steamy sex and orgasms. My parents were bugging me to get a
job, and when I told Mistress, she promptly said that they would
hire me. My job would be going there every day and being a slave
girl while they trained me further.

They trained me in erotic massage, using warm
oil and my fingers and then my body, sliding myself up and down
both men and women as I worked my fingers into their soft flesh and
then used my hands and naked body to arouse them.

They trained me in how to strip, how to
remove my clothes most erotically, and how to strip and dance to
music. They trained me in how to do my hair in different ways to
present different images, how to pose my body most attractively,
both naked and clothed. They also taught me things like how to make
various types of alcoholic beverages.

They taught me fashion and colors and makeup,
though I didn’t really understand how much of this related to me
having sex and being a supposed slave girl. They also sent me to a
place that did laser hair removal on everything below my neck. I
had to go several times before it was all complete but after that I
wouldn’t have to shave or wax or anything.

They gave me pole dancing lessons, which at
least was fun, if physically exhausting, and worked in with the
stripping lessons. And then they had my nipples pierced.

But much of the time was given over to
teaching me instant obedience to all orders, reinforced with the
riding crop or some other punishment. At any given time I could be
told to assume a particular position and no matter what I was doing
I was required to obey instantly.

I have to admit it did get to be a habit.

I had originally told my parents that I was
working as a maid. They weren’t very enthusiastic, but given my
lack of education, there weren’t terribly surprised. I think they
were just glad to see I was working. And the pay rate was better
than working as a waitress somewhere.

But it was more believable when a couple of
months later the woman said I should tell my parents I was now
going to be her personal assistant. It did make a difference to
what I was doing, but it sounded more impressive. And it came with
a higher salary, so I was fine, and my parents seemed happy.

She had me describe it to them as a sort of
glorified gopher, making appointments, running errands, fetching
refreshments during meetings, taking notes, giving her reminders,
and stuff like that. Of course, there was no such job, but then a
month later it became more believable when she said to tell them I
was accompanying her to Europe for a month.

She wasn’t going anywhere. I went to her
place where she put a metal collar around my neck. I thin metal rod
was attached to the back of the collar which went down my back to a
few inches below my shoulder blades. There it attached to metal
shackles she put around my wrists, before drawing them up and back
behind me.

There was a second metal rod attached to the
first. Or perhaps I should say that the metal rod itself was shaped
like an X tilted to the side. They put metal shackles around my
biceps and drew my arms in and back until they could lock them to
the opposite arms of the horizontal metal rod.

A stainless steel ball gag went into my
mouth, and then they threw a large black sheet over my head and
pulled it down around me so that it even covered my feet. It turned
out to be some kind of hooded robe which even covered the face
except for mesh over the eyes. It was like one of those Muslim
burqa things. They placed me in a car and drove me to a small
private airport, then I was walked out to a private jet and given
over to a man there who led me up the stairs and inside. There I
was strapped to a seat and left alone as the aircraft took off.

It was about an hour into the flight before a
woman came and unstrapped me, then lifted me to my feet and pulled
the black garment off over my head. I blushed a little as she
looked me up and down for she was a complete stranger. She combed
her fingers through my hair and then led me back along the aisle to
a door where she knocked.

“Enter,” came a voice.

She opened the door and pushed me inside and
closed it behind me. I found myself in a small bedroom with a
middle-aged man sitting back on the double bed. He looked me up and
down and then swung his legs and a bed came over to me.

“Have you learned to obey, slave?”

I nodded my head obediently.

He removed the ball gag then walked back to
the bed and undressed. When he was naked he lay on the bed, his
cock mostly erect and gestured to me with his fingers. I climbed
into the bed and then dropped my upper body down so I could lick my
way along his thighs. I took my time the way I had been taught but
finally had his cock deep in my throat as I slid my lips up and
down its length.

He pulled me off and had me straddle him and
then ride his cock while he fondled my breasts and stroked his
fingers across my clitoris. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I
had discovered that didn’t really matter. It didn’t matter whose
cock was in me, as long as I was aroused, and I was aroused all the
time when someone’s cock was in me.

I came twice before he did and he chuckled in
amusement.

I can see we’ll get along fine, slave girl.
Just remember to be obedient and submissive.”

I was wearing a stainless steel butt plug,
the little round base neatly covering my puckered little back
opening. Now he slid a short, metal dildo up into my pussy. It had
a V-shaped base which neatly if only just covered my sex. Two thin
chains went up over my hips and around behind me to join to 1/3
which went up between my buttocks to hold it in place.

Then I was sent back up front to sit back on
one of the seats, my arms still locked behind my back. The man came
up front shortly afterward, dressed again, and sat across of me. He
began making phone calls and working on the computer, but when the
woman came back to offer refreshments he had her turn on the TV in
front of me so that I had something to occupy myself.

It was a long flight, but not all that
boring. I was anxious and uncertain about what was going on. And
how long it would last. Mistress had not told me anything. But then
she rarely did. She said slaves didn’t need to know anything but
their immediate orders.

After a few hours, he was served dinner and
had me kneel beside him where he fed me by hand. Then I was
returned to my seat. Shortly before landing the ball gag was pushed
back in my mouth and I was strapped in place. I looked out the
window and was confused about what I saw. I’ve been to Europe a few
times this certainly didn’t look like it.

There were no tall buildings and very little
greenery. There was lots of dirt and sand, and small brown
buildings. I thought they would put the burqa thing back on me, but
instead the man attached a leash to the front of the collar, had me
stand up, and then took me down the stairs naked.

It was extremely hot and the sun beat down on
the pavement below my bare feet. Thankfully, he led me over to a
black, air-conditioned limousine and pushed me inside before
joining me. The windows were tinted and the seats were comfortable
as the car started out.

When I looked out the window it looked like
we were in some kind of small Third World town with lots of Arabs,
or at least people dressed in Arabic clothing. I felt nervous and a
rising sense of anxiety and uncertainty. Where was I? What was
going to happen to me?

The car went through a gateway guarded by
soldiers, then turned down a narrow path between buildings and
stopped in a courtyard. The man got out, tugging on the leash so
that I had to scramble to follow. Now my face blushed hotly for
there were people around, women in robes and men in Arabic style
clothing. They all stared at me as he led me in through an open
door.

The building was air-conditioned again, and
the floors were marble as I padded across them, obediently
following him, given little choice with the leash in his hand. My
face burned every time we passed someone, and there seem to be a
lot of people there!

We entered a large room, sort of like an
office, though everything seemed garish in how overly sculpted and
decorated it was. The curtains on the walls were thick gold and the
furniture was ornately carved gleaming wood. A man in Arabic robes
got up from behind the desk and came around to see us. He had a
neatly trimmed beard and spoke to the man holding the leash in some
foreign language.

The man in the suit gave him the leash, bowed
his head slightly, and then left. I gulped nervously before the
strange man, my stomach fluttering wildly as he looked me up and
down. He reached out and casually cupped one of my breasts,
squeezing it, flicking his thumb across the nipple.

Then he said something in that other language
followed by a little laugh. He pushed me to my knees before him and
then undid the straps holding the gag in place. He lifted his robe
and I saw he was naked underneath as he rubbed my face against
him.

I didn’t know what he was saying but I knew
what he wanted and began to lick my way up and down along his
thighs. He was more impatient than that, though, directing me to
his balls where I began to suck. His cock was hard very quickly and
I took it into my mouth, sucking and licking, bobbing slowly up and
down until he seized my head and then began to fuck my face.

There was not much I could do about it, so I
simply did my best to control my gag reflex as he thrust into me
hard and fast, his hands jerking me forward to meet each stroke as
my throat began to ache. Fortunately, that didn’t last long, he
dropped his robe and returned to his desk, leaving me in place. A
minute later a woman in a robe came and took the leash, tugging to
bring me to my feet and then led me out of the office.

I was taken down several hallways and then
down to the basement, to a bathroom where she and another woman
removed the butt plug and then to my humiliation, gave me an enema.
Twice! After that they pulled the dildo thing out and douched me
before sliding it back inside and pushing the butt plug back in, as
well. They bathed me in perfumed water and shampooed my hair.

Then I was taken back upstairs and through
the halls until I was led past a pair of guards in turbans and then
into another large room where several women sat around. They were
mostly dressed in skimpy silk skirts and halter tops and all looked
on with interest as I was brought in among them.

Half a dozen of them surrounded me as I was
left there, examining me and chattering to themselves in a foreign
language. Before long they began to touch me, sliding fingers
through my hair, then rolling and pinching my nipples before
squeezing my breasts. I still had no real idea what was going on,
but when they put me on my knees and drew me in between the thighs
of one of the women I started to lick.

I licked various women until my jaw was too
tired to continue without anyone speaking to me in English. Then
they put me down on one of the chaise lounge chairs and began to
use vibrators and dildos on me, squealing in amusement as I came
repeatedly.

I spent a couple of days like that, my arms
and wrists locked in place, unable to do anything for myself, and
naked. No one spoke English during that time and I started to get
more anxious, wondering if I had really been sold as a sex slave,
and if I would really be returned home a month from now.

I mostly performed oral sex on the other
women in that little area, but sometimes I’d be led by the leash
down the hallway and up a flight of stairs to a bedroom where a man
would be waiting. Again, they didn’t speak English but didn’t
really need to. They used my body as they chose to and then I was
taken back to the group of women.

I was fed by hand, strange, spicy foods, and
washed and bathed whether I wanted to be or not. It was a very
strange, helpless, and isolating existence. There was no TV or
radio or Internet, and I couldn’t talk to any of the other people
there. So basically all I did was eat, sleep, and have sex.

After a couple days they put me in another
car and drove me to another building. I was led down the hall and
then into a large, high ceilinged room along a wide red carpet.
There were long, low tables on either sides and a dozen or so men
sat behind them eating. I was getting used to being seen by a lot
of strangers naked but I still blushed a little at being the center
of attention as I was led between them and up to a man sitting at
an enormous chair.

There was a lot of chatter in that foreign
language back and forth between him and the guys sitting behind the
low tables, and a lot of laughter. Then I was pushed to my knees
and he stood up before me, lifting his robe and pulling my mouth
onto his cock. I had learned since coming here that the subtle,
time-consuming oral sex that they had taught me before was not what
the men wanted here. They were much more direct.

I worked my lips and throat up and down his
cock as he stood there until he came in my throat. Then I spent the
next couple of hours being handed around among the other men, used
in various positions sometimes one at a time, sometimes two or
three at a time.

After that, I was given over to women in
robes to be bathed again. Inside and out.

But at least they took off the middle rods
and undid the shackles around my wrists. That let me move my arms
around somewhat before they locked my wrist together again. Over
the following days and weeks I was sent to various men to perform
lap dances, to be their bedmates, or to dance for them.

No one ever said a word in English, but they
always made clear what they wanted. And they all wanted pretty much
the same thing. I kind of lost track of time, but just carried on
doing as I was directed to.

Then one day I was taken back to the plane
and flown back home. It was such an incredible relief! I hadn’t
been sure that I would be released until it actually happened. I
went home, lying about where I had been, and was pretty pissed at
whoever had sent me over.

I mean, I hadn’t minded the sex, but I had
sure not like being the only person who spoke English, and having
no TV or Internet or control of my life at all. I figured that it
was probably Beth who had arranged for me to go to that house in
the first place for training. But there was no way to know for
sure.

One thing I did know for sure, was that I
wasn’t going to get a job as a waitress or clerk. I wanted a job
with sex in it. Fortunately, Mistress had one available. In
reality, it was being a call girl. But it was a very high-priced
call girl, one who had a specific clientele who liked to tie girls
up and sometimes strap or spank them.

It paid ridiculously well, thousands of
dollars per ‘date’, and let me afford my own place. They also
provided me with ID which identified me as a consultant. My parents
don’t know, of course, but they certainly don’t complain about me
not having a job anymore. Meanwhile, I’m enjoying being everyone’s
temporary sex slave and making a fortune for it.
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nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a
very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was
about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his
computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to
wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much
heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky
thought it was a great
summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents at their
beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to
teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant
she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt
didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit
and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.
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Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into
plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work,
helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling
agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but
finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and
is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige
gets a job as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica,
the owner is a strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short,
quick, and slightly painful. But that was all right, because the
pleasure she gives the lovely young girl more than
makes up for it. But
Jessica isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination,
with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from
the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but
the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is
a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and
servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black
chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets
yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in
submission!

 


The
Nerd Girls

Paige is
a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts
student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she
lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude
photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As
Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself
helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new
boss was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was
obnoxious and arrogant,
yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body
each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and
tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission
than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and
his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a
foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the
middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked and
begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction
to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of
uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's
difficult to describe
what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no
control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told
myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just
wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and
arrogant man who seems to do nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But
when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his
domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she
melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling
heat of his dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by
Mister Trask

When
Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she
thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked
great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan
Trask was breathtaking
in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped
away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar,
and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney
is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse
with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date,
but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting
his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and
pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!
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	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













