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I looked at the screen of my Iphone and
considered, then pressed the microphone and spoke.

“I want you to pay very close attention.
Maybe print these words out for posterity. They could be deeply
important to the entire future fate of the human race, and maybe to
all of existence!”

The words were typing themselves across the
screen as I talked. I pressed the send key, then brought up the box
for the next test.

“Bebop binglebang, bippity bangle pop, pop,
pop,” I said, then sent it.

“You're weird, Zoe” the reply came.

I giggled happily.

“Nonsense. I'm just in touch with the
mystical inner plane of the universe,” I said.

“You're touched, all right. Nerd.”

“I am so not a nerd!”

“Nerd.”

“Airhead!”

“Dork!”

“Bimbo!”

“You're just jealous I'm getting some and
you're not.”

I was, but I wasn't about to admit that.

“I could have a boyfriend easily. I just have
to relax my standards – like some people I know.”

“Nerd!”

That was kind of the way text conversations
between me and my cousin Amanda went. She was a blonde cheerleader.
Or a least, she had been a cheerleader before we'd graduated from
Saint Mark's Academy, the Catholic high school we'd both gone to.
And she wasn't really blonde, though she'd had her hair dyed blonde
as long as I could remember.

The truth was I do have high standards, sort
of. But really I'm just not entirely comfortable around guys. I'm
an introvert, and their sexual interest in me and my body parts has
always left me feeling self-conscious.

Plus most guys are idiots, and mostly
interested in sports and cars... and sex, which they then brag
about to other guys.

I'm not into sports and cars. So what do you
talk to guys about? Music. Okay, but I'm not interested in the type
of music most people are these days either. I like sweeping
orchestral music with romantic themes, and I play the piano.

You can get musical tracks for all sorts of
music which have removed a particular instrument so you can play
along with the music. Amanda does that for drums, which she plays,
but the music she uses is rock and pop from super-groups. I
download orchestra music and play that through my earphones as I
play the piano.

It's kind of my hobby.

One of my hobbies. I like video games, too,
which is why Amanda calls me a nerd. I also read science fiction
and fantasies. And sometimes mysteries, if the detective is a
girl.

“Come over to my place tonight and hang out,”
she typed.

“With whom?”

“Only you would use whom,” she said.

“You didn't answer.”

“My friends and me.”

“You're friends think I'm a nerd.”

“You ARE a nerd.”

“Meh!”

Bart Simpson isn't a nerd, is he? Of course
not!

I kind of regret being a nerd sometimes. I
mean, I'm not bored, but I don't do the exciting sorts of things
Amanda gets up to. I don't go to parties and dance wildly with
boys, and have sex in back yard swimming pools and stuff like that.
And I have this vague feeling I'm missing out by not doing that
stuff.

But her parties are full of shallow girls who
really only care about what you look like and what you're wearing
and want to talk about reality TV shows. Mention politics or what's
going on out in the real world and their faces go blank. The boys
are even worse, as I've already mentioned. Maybe if I get to
college I'll meet more intelligent, thoughtful guys.

Nerds, I guess.

Hot sexy nerds.

Can you be a hot, sexy, nerd? I thought I
could be if I could bring myself to abandon my inhibitions. Which I
couldn't. I mean, I'm on the internet. I know what passes for hot
and sexy. I have the body. Sometimes I'll pose for myself in the
sexy poses I see the girls on the internet doing, and slide my
tongue out and vamp for the mirror. And as long as I'm wearing my
contacts I sure don't look like a nerd then!

Although, the truth is I don't spend much
time on my hair except to make sure it's more or less straight.
It's a little over shoulder-length, thick and soft with heavy bangs
that cover my forehead. I love how thick and soft my hair is and
often slide my fingers through it.

I know my hair isn't a fashionable style or a
fashionable color. Amanda has suggested I dye it red. She thinks
I'd look hot as a redhead. Me, I don't want people staring at me.
Redheads get attention, like blondes. No thanks. Plus they sort of
have a reputation for being aggressive and having a temper, and
that's so not me.

So no, brown is fine for me, and basic
clothes that look good on me and aren't too tight or revealing or
anything. I'm not super shy but I don't like the idea of eyes on me
everywhere I go. Amanda is fine with that. She knows every eye is
on her ass whenever she walks by and is okay with it. That makes me
uncomfortable.

“I have to go to bed early anyway, I said.
Got work tomorrow.”

“Bleh,” she said.

*

You might imagine the rules of behavior at a
big bank are pretty severe, that doing almost anything against
policy will get you fired, and that as a result, people walk around
being very, very careful of what they say and do.

And you'd be absolutely right.

Everyone in the bank dresses in business
clothes. The men all wear suits and ties. The woman all wear
dresses or suits with skirts – and sometimes trousers, though
that's rare. The atmosphere is very formal. No one addresses their
boss by their first name. There is no laughter in the halls, and
nobody would be insane enough to try to send a joke or cartoon
through email.

It's kind of a dreary place to work. And I
count down the days until I don't have to work here anymore.
Fortunately, I'm only a summer student. I'm given relatively
straightforward tasks as a sort of temporary replacement clerk type
for staff who've gone on vacation in the summer.

I keep quiet, act respectfully, and do what
I'm assigned without complaint. After all, I was lucky to get this
job, very lucky. It pays well, and it will look good on my resume
some day when I finished college.

I'd had to raid the used clothing stores for
enough different skirts and blouses to wear. My usual tastes ran to
sweats and jeans and sweaters or long T-shirts, or in the summer,
shorts or short skirts. None of that is acceptable here. Nor were
summer dresses allowed. You can't have bare shoulders here if you
can believe that.

The bank is privately owned by some religious
billionaire. Even swearing, even mildly, will get you reprimanded.
So if people trip or drop something they say ''darn' or something
similar. It's very weird!

Almost everyone I work with is old; as in at
least twice my age, and almost always lots more. It means very
little conversation and a very boring day. When I have lunch, it's
like having lunch with my mom and dad and their friends. Meh.

My current task was using a big paper trimmer
to cut some brown paper which I would then use to wrap a package
that was going out. I was in the mail-room, and dutifully measuring
and cutting paper on the low table.

Until a hand gave my butt a good squeeze
through the thin gray skirt I was wearing.

I gasped and jerked upright, whirling to give
Derek a glare. Derek is another summer student, though he's older
and has a more important job. Or so he tells me.

“Are you trying to get fired!?” I hissed.

“Naw. But you have a beautiful ass and I
couldn't resist.”

I flushed, in part because I liked that he
thought I had a beautiful ass. He's super good looking, after all.
But I was also uncomfortable in that he was acting like the guys
always did in seeing me as a collection of body parts they wanted
to get their hands on.

“Why do you wear those glasses?” he
asked.

“So I can see,” I replied dryly.

“Get your eyes zapped,” he said, leaning on a
cabinet.

“You mean laser surgery? I don't like the
idea of someone cutting pieces of my eyes.”

“So wear contacts.”

“Why? To look hot? There's nobody here I need
to look hot for.”

“There's me!”

I sniffed and went back to trimming the
paper.

“You have a nice body, Zoe,” he said. “I bet
you'd look great in a bikini.”

I would look great in a bikini, or at least,
I do in lingerie, which is basically the same thing. But I never
went swimming. I appreciated the compliments but I knew this bank
had very few young people, especially young women, so it wasn't
like I was competing with people like Amanda for his attention. If
Amanda was here he probably wouldn't even look at me.

“I don't think the bank would approve of me
wearing a bikini to work,” I said.

He laughed. “I'd love to see the looks in the
faces of some of these old fossils if you walked down the aisle in
a bikini.”

“You could always put on a thong and walk
down the aisle yourself,” I said.

He smirked. “What makes you think I'm not
wearing one?”

“Oh sure.”

“Wanna check?”

“No!”

“Thongs look a lot better on girls, though,”
he said, “especially when they have nice bubble butts like
yours.”

“Stop staring at my butt!”

I was still conflicted, embarrassed, and
annoyed but also flattered.

“Well, if you bend over more I'll go around
to the other side of the table and see if I can look down your
top.”

“How have you not gotten fired already?” I
asked, exasperated.

“Everyone loves me!”

He wasn't wrong. Everyone did like him a lot
here.

“I bet you don't talk like this around
others.”

“Oh right! I'm gonna go tell Mrs. Spawlin
about her great butt?”

I laughed. Mrs. Spawlin had a huge butt.

“Face it, babe, you're the best eye candy in
here.”

I felt that conflicted sense again.

“I'm not eye candy!”

“You would be in the right clothes.”

“Nobody is allowed to wear those kinds of
clothes here.”

“Yeah, I know. You think I'm wearing this
stupid suit by choice? I mean, the jacket hides my fantastic
butt!”

He turned around and lifted the jacket and
bent over, rolling his butt at me.

I rolled my eyes and turned away.

“Admit it. I have a great ass!”

“How would you know?” I asked as I wrapped
the package.

“All the girls tell me so.”

“Maybe they're just trying to make you feel
good about being so short and ugly,” I said.

He was, of course, tall and handsome, and had
really nice blonde hair – real blonde hair.

“Naw, that's not it. They can hardly keep
their hands off me.”

“God, the ego,” I sighed.

I turned on him with a scowl as I sensed him
coming closer, warning him with a look not to grab my ass again.
But he only grinned and moved in closer so I had to put my hands up
against his chest.

“Why don't you come to my place after work?
We have a swimming pool.”

“I don't have a suit,” I said as his arms
slide behind me.

“We can skinny dip!” he exclaimed, grinning
wildly.

“Yeah uhm, no.”

“I can make you a steak!”

“You cook?

“Well, no, but the cook can make you a
steak.”

“You have a cook? You mean your mom?”

“Nope. A real cook. I'm rich, baby.”

His hands slid down my back onto my butt and
he pulled me in against him, folding my arms back against my own
chest.

“Derek!”

“I bet I could change your mind with one
kiss.”

“I don't think so! And I don't want to get
fired!”

“Nobody comes down here but us peons.”

And then he slid a hand up behind my head to
keep me from turning away, and kissed me.

Now, I know I should be disapproving of this
kind of thing. And I know it's really, really shallow to let him do
it just because he's, like, hot and sexy. But that's just the way
life and hormones work.

And damn if he wasn't a really good kisser! I
mean, a great one! I felt I had to express my disapproval. And a
part of me worried he was just slumming because some sexy blonde
goddess-like Amanda wasn't available. But the feel of his lips on
mine and his tongue delicately dipping and darting and stroking
were doing weird and wonderful things to my lower belly.

I felt my nipples hardening inside the cups
of my bra, and felt my chest tightening as excitement began to make
me thrum with some strange sense of pressure.

He eased his hand off my head, but I didn't
turn away as we continued kissing. I was focusing on kissing him
back in a way that didn't make me look like some kind of virgin,
even though I was supposed to be expressing my disapproval. But
then his hand slid up between us and got a good, solid squeeze of
my breast.

I felt a kind of jolt of heat mixed with
outrage. I jerked my arm back in and twisted away.

“Derek!”

“Wow, better than I'd thought,” he said with
a grin.

“You're a pig!”

“True. But all guys are.”

Which, as far as I could tell was true,
including nerd guys.

He winked and left the room, leaving me
red-faced, indignant, and more than slightly flushed with heat.

I have to admit I had fantasies about him.
But they were just fantasies. He might be hot and sexy and all but
he wasn't my type of guy. He seemed like a jock, one of those
arrogant sports types. And all he saw in me was my ass and
breasts.

Telling myself that didn't mean I couldn't
have fantasies, of course. I'd often had completely unrealistic
sexual fantasies (as well as other kinds). Most of them involved
big, hunky, musclebound guys who would turn out to be sensitive and
intelligent, and gentle, and like playing chess and cooking and
like the same music as me.

Of course, they'd also be rough and tough and
ready to kill anyone who so much as looked like they might be
thinking about being rude to me.

Anyway, I finished out the day, which, aside
from that one incident, was as boring as ever, then went back home.
Of course, I called Amanda and told her all about him. And of
course, she was as blunt and slutty as ever in her advice.

“Next time he gropes you grope him back. That
way you can see if he has a big cock before deciding if you want to
do more,” she said.

“God, you are so slutty!” I said as I crossed
my bedroom and looked out the window.

“Meh!”

“Hey, that's my word!” I said.

“That's Bart Simpson's word.”

“But now it's mine! And I have no intention
of groping him!”

“Why not? He gropes you.”

“But not... there,” I said.

“Oh don't be so dainty. If he wants to see if
your boobs are big you should be able to see if his cock is
big.”

I went back to the closet and considered what
to wear tomorrow. There wasn't much I could wear that would be the
least bit sexy that the bank would tolerate.

“Well, he wouldn't be, like, hard, so how
could I tell?”

“You hold him there for a couple of seconds
and if he doesn't get hard then he's probably a dud. Especially if
he's squeezing your breast.”

“And what then?” I asked.

“I dunno. Give him a blow job. You're good at
that.”

“Oh, I don't think so!” I exclaimed. “You
want me to do that at work!?”

“Sure, why not? You say it's boring
there.”

“He'd think I was a slut!”

“So what? He doesn't know any of your
friends. He doesn't go to school with you. He's not likely to be
bragging around at that office because everyone's old and he could
get fired. You say he's some cocky jock type who isn't your type,
so just have some fun fucking his brains out and move on.”

“You know, that's not exactly an attractive
visual,” I said.

“Meh. Jocks don't need brains anyway.”

“He's not, like, a football type jock. He's
more like a, uhm, tennis or polo-playing type jock.”

“Huh? Rich guy?”

“Maybe. He said he has a pool and a
cook.”

“Definitely give him some deep throat,
then.”

“Don't be so mercenary!”

“Hey, handsome with money is better than
handsome and poor.”

I hung up and tried on various dresses,
skirts, and blouses. I also considered my contact lenses, but no
way was I going to wear them now. He'd think I'd done it for him,
and he was arrogant enough as it was! Imagine just groping a girl
like that! No way I could wear contact lenses so he thought I liked
it!

I would probably wear some sexy lingerie,
though, just to feel sexy and give me confidence. But for a dress,
hmm, I wasn't sure.
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The next day I encountered him again. For a
guy who was supposed to be doing important stuff up in his office,
he wandered around a lot in places he had no need to be. I was in
the stock room this time, where we kept office supplies. It was a
big, closet-sized room without windows that had high metal shelving
units against all four walls.

I had let myself in to grab a list of stuff
to replenish the cabinet next to my office for the office staff,
and my warning this time wasn't him grabbing my butt but the door
closing behind me.

“Hello, gorgeous,” he said with a grin.

“Derek!” I said sternly.

“Don't worry. No one can see us,” he
whispered.

God, what an ego!

I pushed him back, or tried to, but he
gripped my wrists and lifted them up above my head to pin them
against one of the shelves.

“Derek!” I said warningly.

“I love hearing you say my name.”

“You'll hear me saying your name to human
resources if you don't let me go!” I hissed.

“One kiss.”

“No!”

And then he kissed me. Well, I wasn't really
all that opposed to it, to be honest. I mean, I didn't want to
admit it but that kiss the previous day had been truly excellent!
And the one today was starting out the same way!

My head was kind of wedged between my two
arms against the shelf behind me, but I didn't really have much
inclination to turn away. My heart was thumping and my chest was
tight and I was feeling a wild, swirling rush of confused
excitement and pressure as his lips moved delicately against
mine.

I was wearing a black sweater-dress. It was
affordable and easy to clean. It had a turtleneck and was long
enough to be acceptable at the bank. It was a bit tighter than I
was usually comfortable with, but it being black made me okay with
that.

But when he slid his hand up my side and then
cupped my breast through it there wasn't a lot in the way of his
fingers. My breast throbbed and burned as he squeezed and kneaded
it, and I started to pull my head around, feeling the need to
object. I mean, I wasn't some slut he could just do whatever he
wanted to!

But then his hand slid off and stroked
lightly up and down my side, which was... okay. It slid around me
and his kiss deepened, becoming more... hungry as I gasped into his
mouth and fought to kiss him back the same way – again not wanting
to seem like some naive, inexperienced girl.

His other hand, the one not clasping my
slender wrists together over my head, slid back around and cupped
my breast again, but then moved away. It slid down my side and hip,
then in and around. I felt him tugging the skirt up a bit, then
more, then his hand slid in under to stroke the back of my thigh
before sliding up onto my ass!

And yes, I was wearing a thong. In part
because of the previous day. His hand caressed my nearly bare butt
as he continued his oral assault on my mouth, and I fought to keep
my head in the proper space, wary of being seen as a slut, wary of
being caught, and not at all sure what I ought to be doing just
then!

His hand slid back around my bare hip, and
then, shocking me, continued to slide around until, having raised
the elasticized dress up, it was cupping my pussy through the thin
thong.

I felt a wild, dark rush of heat and
excitement, even as a similar jolt of embarrassment, discomfort,
and anxiety swept through me. Which meant I was kind of frozen for
a few seconds. And during those seconds, his fingers slid up a bit,
and then pushed down into the front of my thong. I felt his fingers
slide right down across my naked sex!

This was going too far too fast! But the
thing was that even as I was thinking that and starting to tense up
to push him back I felt his incredible burst of pleasure and heat
as his fingers rubbed against me! I tried to twist away anyway, but
it was a, well, half-hearted effort as his fingers continued to rub
me and that rush, that hot continuous rush of heat, sensation, and
pleasure made me want to grind my hips against him!

His lips were jammed against mine, too,
turning as I turned, and his kiss was... voracious! I was feeling
this incredible sense of excitement and my body was already
thrumming with sexual tension! Still, I knew I had to stop him! I
mean, otherwise, well... Okay, I didn't want him to stop, but I had
to! It was a self-respect thing!

Fortunately, he slipped his fingers out of
the crotch of my thong and brought his hand up my body against to
squeeze my breast. That felt like a retreat for him, and let me
gulp in air and try to get my head straight.

“You have a gorgeous body,” he said softly as
he drew his lips back.

I honestly had no idea what to say! I was too
busy trying to think straight. And then, weirdly, he tilted his
head up away from me and brought both his hands up high just as I
was thinking that I needed to grab his crotch to see if he had a
big cock or not. I looked down, but he was too close to really see.
It did look like the front of his pants was pushing out,
though!

He grinned at me and undid his tie. It was a
real tie, not a clip-on, so I figured that was kind of classy.

“I-I have to... to... get back to... my
office,” I gulped, fighting to keep my breathing and voice
straight.

“It's almost lunchtime,” he said.

“But – what are you doing!?”

He lifted his tie up high and now I felt him
wrapping it around my wrists as I twisted my head up and back to
try and see.

“Derek!” I exclaimed.

“Have you ever tried bondage, baby?”

“Wha – Derek! We're at work!” I hissed.

The metal shelf units had strong supports at
the corners, and he tied the tie around one of them, then grinned
at me.

He dropped both his hands and I jerked
against the tie with my wrists even as he kissed me again! I had no
idea what he was doing! But then he pulled his lips away from mine,
grinned at me, and sank down to his knees before me.

The sweater-dress was kind of elasticized, so
it hadn't really slid down again. Now he pushed it up higher to
reveal my purple panties. His big hands slipped between my thighs
and jerked them apart, which made me gasp in alarm. I felt the silk
fabric of the necktie tighten around my wrists even as he moved in
and opened his mouth and kind of took my pussy into it!

“Yum-yum,” he said, his voice muffled as his
tongue started to lick rapidly up and down the neat, tight little
line of my sex.

“Derek!” I gasped.

His tongue felt... very... very good as it
slid up and down the outside of my thong. The fabric moistened
rapidly, which increased the sensation. And then a moment later he
cocked his head back, looked up at me, grinned, licked his lips,
then gripped the thin string at the side of my thong and tore
it!

I gasped as he yanked the thong down, letting
it fall down one leg as he began to lick at my naked pussy!

I tried to jerk my legs closer together as I
squealed in alarm, but he quickly forced my thighs wider, and then
this wild, churning wave of sensations began to pour up through my
body as his tongue attacked my clitoris! He used his forearms to
hold my thighs apart, and his fingers gently peeled my pussy
open.

His lips sucked rhythmically at my clitoris,
then his tongue swirled and lapped and stroked against me. The wave
of sensations was intense! My hips began to tremble and shake and
my mind felt like one of those balls of yarn battered around by a
kitten.

I was thinking this was absolutely
intolerable! I had to stop him, because... well, because he
hadn't... like, even asked and we hadn't dated or anything! I
remembered Amanda telling me I should perform oral sex on him at
work with a sense of confusion, because I had at least considered
it, and he was now doing it to me.

So how could I exactly blame him!?

I'm proud of my oral sex skills, though to be
honest they had mostly been used in practice on a dildo, as opposed
to real guys. Still, the guys I had done it with had been left
amazed. Amanda and I had experimented to see if we could deep
throat this dildo, and after some experimentation, I had turned out
to be way better at her in controlling my gag reflex.

But if I hadn't had a lot of opportunity to
make use of it I had even less experience in receiving oral sex.
Certainly, I'd never experienced anything like what Derek was
doing! And the sensation turned my bones to rubber and made me burn
so hot I couldn't think! My hips began to grind and jerk, my
buttocks rubbing against the shelf behind me as I gulped in
air.

His hands slid up along my hips and belly,
under the dress. And that pushed the dress up. Like I said, it was
kind of elasticized, so as his hands slid up the dress slid up, all
the way up, until his hands were on my breasts and squeezing them
through the thin cups of my bra.

Then he jerked the bra up over my breasts and
his fingers feasted on my bare breasts!

I was gripped by a sense of astonished
wonder. I was basically naked at work! My dress was bunched up
above my breasts, and the rest of me was naked. And I was tied up!
Which meant I couldn't do anything to even cover my body if anyone
walked in!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Oh God! Oh! Fuck!” I gasped as
his tongue swept across my clitoris with hard, fast strokes.

My breasts felt hot in his hands, throbbing,
the nipples hard, tingling little buttons. Then his hands slid down
my body and around to squeeze my ass before sliding back around
front again and sliding up to squeeze my breasts. All the while his
tongue and lips were attacking my clitoris!

The sensations rolling through me were more
powerful than I'd ever felt with anyone before! I felt like my
entire body was trembling and shaking with the tension and
pressure, and I was on fire inside even as he pushed a finger up
into my body.

I was very wet, which embarrassed me on some
level, but his finger slid deep inside me to produce another rush
of sensations, and I knew I was nearing an orgasm! Some thinking
part of me felt I needed to stop him, but that part of me wasn't
really in control. The orgasm hit and I tried to repress it, but
couldn't really.

I kept myself from screaming, somehow, but my
back arched violently, my head jerking back and rolling from side
to side as my hips bucked against his lips and fingers in a
desperate explosion of muscle spasms.

There was this incredible roaring in my ears
as my body was wracked by convulsions, and I forgot to care about
anything else, including whether we'd be caught, as my hips ground
feverishly into his mouth and his fingers plunged up into me with
hard, fast strokes.

He stood up slowly, while I continued to
tremble and shake and gasp for breath. He looked smug, which made
me feel, well... low and slutty. I was used to being taunted at
school, see, so I was half expecting him to do the same, like “Boy,
what a slut you are for coming so fast!”

“Well now, little slave girl,” he said. “I
hope you liked that.”

Little what?

He gripped the elasticized dress bunched up
above my breasts and jerked it up higher, up over my head, in fact,
taking the bra with it. Then he managed to wedge it in around my
wrists as his hands dropped and ran over my body.

“I think you owe me something in return,
don't you slave girl?”

What the fuck was this slave girl stuff, my
muddled, muzzy mind wondered.

I gasped as he gripped my hair and jerked
back on it, tilting my head up. Then he leaned down and his mouth
closed on the center of my right breast. I gasped and then made a
helpless cry of pain and pleasure as his teeth bit into my soft
flesh.

His lips closed around his teeth to seal
against my skin, and then began to suck even as his teeth sort
of... chewed on my breast. He wasn't biting hard, mind you, but it
did ache as his teeth squeezed down on me! Then his tongue found my
nipple and he began to sweep it back and forth across it

“D-D-Derek!” I gasped.

He lifted his head and grinned at me.

“Master. Call me... master, little sex
slave.”

“I'm not your sex slave!” I said,
panting.

“Clearly you're mistaken,” he said.

He spun me around and then slapped my
bottom!

“Ow! Derek!” I gasped.

“Admit you're my sex slave,” he said.

Okay, It's not like I don't play goofy,
inventive fantasy games now and then – though never in sex. I had
even cosplayed as Ariel once at a comic book convention. Mostly
because she wore a nice, restrained dress that went down to the
floor, as opposed to a lot of other characters who were sexed
up.

But calling Derek master and saying I was his
sex slave – while I was tied up naked – was a whole other level of
make-believe!

“I will not!” I gulped.

“Hmmph. Disobedient, impertinent, sex
slave.”

Sex slave! Yikes! Wow! The idea was
outrageous – but... I have to admit it was kind of hot!

He was searching for something and took down
a roll of masking tape. He yanked a long strip off and then before
I knew what he was doing he was putting it across my mouth, taping
it closed! I tried to twist away but that was kind of hard with my
wrists tied!

He put another piece of tape over my mouth,
grinning evilly as he did it, Then he stood on my left and thrust
his left hand down my belly and in between my legs. I gasped as he
used the heel of his hand to push my hips out and then began to rub
me with his middle finger.

“Good slave girls get rewarded,” he said.

He used his right hand to slap my bottom
sharply and I yelped at the sting.

“Bad slave girls get punished,” he added.
“Sometimes they're hung by the wrists and whipped!”

Crack!

I yelped and moaned as his hand slapped my
bottom again. Of course, as I moved his finger continued to rub
against my clitoris.

Crack!

“You have to learn to obey your master,
slavegirl,” he said.

Crack!

“You can't resist the will of your master.
He's too strong for you,” he said.

Crack!

This might be pretend, but his spanks were
real, and they stung! At the same time, though, the orgasm hadn't
exactly left me cold and calm. My body had still been hot and
almost shaking. And now his finger was rubbing expertly against me
as my hips ground and jerked and rolled at each spank.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said in a low,
purring voice.

He spun me around again and bent to lick and
chew and suck on my breasts and nipples as his fingers continued to
rub and stroke my clitoris. Then he sank down to his knees again,
spread my legs, and started licking me!

His fingers pushed up into me, and he had
long fingers! He pumped them in and out as he licked my clitoris,
and it felt like he was also kind of... rubbing against the front
wall of my sex like he was trying to press his fingers back against
where he was licking.

The heat began to build up again and my body
began to tremble and burn as I moaned helplessly, my head falling
back as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

He rose up before me again and peeled the
tape off my mouth.

“Would you like your master to make you come,
slave girl?” he asked.

I moaned helplessly and he jerked back on my
hair, even as his fingers rubbed me.

“Would you?”

“Yesssss!” I moaned.

“Say, master.”

Oh, what did it matter, I thought
dazedly.

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

He forced my head back, which made my back
arch, and bent to lick at my nipple.

“Are you my slave-girl?”

“Yes, masteeer!” I moaned.

A third finger pushed up inside me, and he
pumped them in and out as his thumb kind of... flicked across my
clitoris from left to right, again and again, then up and down,
then right to left, then left to right.

A part of me didn't want to come. It felt, in
some way, like surrendering, like admitting he could make my body
do anything he wanted. But the heat and hunger were too powerful. I
felt the orgasm pouring through my nervous system and trembled and
shook, my breast on fire where he was sucking and chewing it, my
hips grinding and rolling against his fingers.

He reached up above me, and I felt him doing
something at my wrists I didn't care enough about to look. I was
feeling this hot, trembling sense of afterglow from the orgasm that
made me want to curl up in a ball and lay in my bed.

He untied the tie, not from my wrists, but
from the shelf, and let my arms down. As he did, he pulled the
bunched up dress, and my bra up and off, and then let me sink to my
knees.

Doing that was almost instinct as I felt so
trembly and weak. But it let him tie the tie back around the shelf,
only lower. He didn't just unzip his trousers. He undid the belt
and opened them, then pushed them and his shorts down. His cock
sprang up and pointed hungrily right at my face, and I thought that
even Amanda would be pleased.

It was definitely not small!

“Now it's your turn, slave girl,” he
teased.

He reached down and gathered up my hair,
twisting it around his fist, then began to slowly rub his cock over
my face!

“Are you ready to please your master like a
good little sex slave?” he asked.

“I'm not your sex slave,” I grumbled.

He jerked slightly on my hair, but since he
was holding my hair in his fist just that little jerk made my scalp
sting and made me gasp in pain.

“Don't be impertinent to your master, slave
girl,” he growled. “Open your mouth.”

It was weird, but while I felt a sense of
outrage at him pulling at my hair like that, at punishing me, at
hurting me, it also produced this weird, twisted sort of sense of
awe and excitement. I mean, in a weird way, I could sort of feel I
was a sex slave, which, frankly, was a pretty hot fantasy. At least
as long as it was of some sexy guy.

It also really made me maybe subconsciously
think of how powerful and strong he was, which also made me think
he was hot – that this was hot. And, I felt I kind of owed him a
blow job. After all, he'd performed oral sex on me, and done it
better than any other guy ever had. And too... I wanted to impress
him with how good I was.

I gulped and then opened my mouth.

“Wider, slave.”

Why? I mentally shrugged and opened my mouth
wider, and he began to sort of rub the head of his cock along my
lips, back and forth, like lipstick or something.

“Are you ready to service your master's cock,
slave girl?” he demanded.

Wow, he was really weird! But this slave girl
fantasy was sexy!

I gasped as his fingers tightened in my hair
again.

“Yes, Master!” I gulped.

He pushed his cock into my mouth and I closed
my lips around it. It was a very nice cock, and thicker than any
other I'd had in my mouth, thicker even than the dildo me and
Amanda had practiced on. I felt a rush of sexual energy and heat as
it slid along my tongue. I began to lick at it eagerly as I started
sucking.

I was able to slide my lips in and out
somewhat, but my movements were restricted by my wrists being tied
to the shelf up above me. Not to mention his fist gripping my hair.
He began to pump slowly in and out himself, then pulled his cock
out and began to rub the head over my face again.

“Beg your master to let you suck his cock,
slave,” he said.

I was starting to get into this now, so I
did.

“Please may I suck your cock, Master!” I
begged.

He pushed himself back into my mouth and I
wrapped my lips around his cock, feeling a hot, giddy little thrill
again at how long and thick it was as I sucked and bobbed and he
pumped slowly in and out. The head pushed deep, almost to my
throat, and I felt a little nagging thought about how I'd never
done this before without using my hands.

He pulled out again and pulled his cock up
against his belly, his other hand jerking my face forward.

“Suck my balls, slave,” he growled.

Wow! Talk about outrageous! But outrageously
hot too!

I moaned and sucked his balls into my mouth,
feeling a dark crackling sexual storm growing down low. I sucked
and licked them and massaged them against the roof of his mouth
until he pulled them out again.

“Beg me to suck my cock, slave.”

“Please may I suck your cock, Master!?” I
gasped.

He pushed himself into my mouth again and I
moaned around it, sliding up and down, getting ready to try and go
deeper, despite his hold on me. But he saved me the trouble. He
pushed forward deeper than he had and the head pushed right into my
throat!

I was surprised, and gagged, but he kept
going, and even though I instinctively jerked back I couldn't jerk
back more than an inch because of the shelf. And he just... fed his
cock into my mouth and down my throat in a long, steady push that I
couldn't do anything about!

I was able to deep throat, but he'd taken me
by surprise. Also, his cock was thicker than I'd tried before, so I
had to fight down panic and my gag reflex. Especially since I
realized just how completely helpless I was with my hands tied and
him pinning me between his body and the shelf.

I squirmed helplessly as his cock went down,
down, down, and then I was staring at his abdomen as he pushed the
last inch into me. My lips were wrapped around the very base of his
shaft, pressed up against his body, and I could feel his long,
throbbing cock deep in my throat!

He held himself in position for long seconds,
then slowly drew his big cock back so that I could see inch after
inch of glistening cock coming out of my mouth. He pulled all the
way out and I coughed and gulped in air as he rubbed the head along
my lower lip. Then he pushed himself into my mouth again.

This time I sucked in a breath of air just
before his cock pushed into my throat. And like the first time, he
pushed himself all the way into me and held it there. This time
when he drew back, though, he only pulled back about three inches.
Then he thrust in again, all the way, and started... fucking my
throat.

I felt another sense of panic and fought my
gag reflex. I hadn't really practiced this level of deep throating!
He wasn't moving quickly but the sensation of his cock sliding up
and down in my throat was... weird and strange and difficult to
adapt to.

I was also running out of air!

He pulled out all the way and I gulped in air
in deep, ragged, shaky breaths.

“Hot little sex slave,” he growled.

He pushed himself back into my mouth and down
my throat, then started fucking me again, faster this time. I
gurgled and gasped and wriggled in his grasp as my head began to
spin from lack of oxygen. He laughed and pulled out, then dropped
down low.

“Turn around, slave.”

He grabbed me and roughly spun me around,
then slapped my bottom.

Crack!

“Push your ass back.”

Crack!

“Do it, slave.”

I was gulping in air, light-headed, and my
knees jerked back on the floor as he seized my hips, then my thighs
to spread them apart. The way my wrists were tied limited how far
back I could go. But it was enough for me to be sort of leaning
forward at a forty-five-degree angle.

I moaned as I felt his slick cock rubbing up
and down against my pussy. Then I felt him shift the angle and push
forward. I felt my pussy stretching and aching as his thick cock
moved into me. Then his right hand, which had been gripping my
thigh pushed forward so he could rub my clitoris with his
fingers.

The other hand lifted up and gripped my hair,
jerking it back hard enough to make me cry out in startled pain. He
leaned in and I felt first his warm breath, then his teeth and lips
on the nape of my neck. He bit into me, sucking at my throat as his
cock pushed higher inside me, then started to pump.

I trembled and moaned and gasped for breath
as his cock pumped, going deeper and deeper, until it ached, until
I thought it must surely be as high as it could do! I mean, how
deep could it go!?

“Hot little slut!” he growled, chewing on my
throat.

I moaned as his fingers rubbed my clitoris
and his cock pumped harder and fast. Then the head of his cock
somehow punched even deeper into my aching belly because his hips
slapped against my buttocks!

The hand rubbing my pussy jerked away, only
to roughly grab and squeeze and mash my breast. Then it returned,
rubbing faster as his cock drove up into me like a spear! His hips
began to slap against my buttocks faster and faster, and my breasts
swung below me as the impact made my whole body shake.

It was the biggest anything I'd ever had
inside me, and it ached! But the dark heat became a wild, animal
thing that took control of my mind like a sexual fever! I shuddered
and jerked and moaned and cried out until he released my hair then
clamped his hand over my mouth instead.

His slick fingers rubbed my clitoris as his
hips pummeled my buttocks, the impact resonating through my lower
belly. The hard, deep stroke of his thick cock was churning my
insides to hot, liquid mush as my mind swam dazedly. I'm sure my
eyes were glassy. God knows I wasn't looking at anything more
caring about anything but the wild, carnal heat burning me up from
the inside.

Another orgasm tore through me, even more
intense than the first two, and I cried out again and again into
the palm of his hand, my body squirming and twisting and bucking
back against his cock, my hips rolling wildly as my muscles spasmed
again and again and my mind was drowned in pleasure, passion, and
lust.
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There were limits on what I would tell even
Amanda. The sex with Derek left me flustered and confused. It had
been so wild, so hot, so intense! But I felt incredibly slutty for
having let him do all that stuff to me! The tying up part was
especially weird and kinky.

Instead, I told her that we had made out with
lots of heavy petting, and then that I had given him a blow
job.

“I bet he loved it when you deep throated
him,” she laughed.

“Oh, you could say that,” I said.

“So when are you guys gonna go out?”

“I.. don't know. Maybe that was all he
wanted.”

“Oh please! No guy ever says 'enough' to
something like that!”

“Well, we kind of took up a lot more time
than we expected and had to get back to work before someone
noticed,” I said. “We'll probably talk tomorrow or something.”

“You should call him.”

I didn't want to tell her I hadn't even
gotten his number.

“No way. I'll wait and see what he has to
say,” I said.

I felt.. skanky, but in a good way. And yes,
I know how weird that seems! I had bite marks on my breasts, for
god's sake! And I felt sore down low from that hard fucking I'd
gotten. And fucking was what it was. I sure wouldn't call it making
love!

But hey, if I couldn't have a little hot,
nasty sex at my age, when could I? So I also felt it was kind of an
achievement. Because it was the sort of thing nerdy girls didn't
ever do.

I'd felt weird afterward having to go back to
work without any panties. But it wasn't as if the dress was short.
Still, I felt uncharacteristically naked around other people, and
especially on the train and bus home. It sort of felt like I was
just wearing a long sweater with no pants. Which in a way, was
true.

At least he hadn't torn my bra, the
pervert.

I was sure glad I had been wearing sexy
lingerie, though, instead of something like boy shorts.

I needed to go shopping. Of course, I did it
on the internet. I could look at some really sexy lingerie there
and imagine wearing it as I stripped before him. I could imagine
his eyes getting hungry and hot as he saw my revealed body, and how
eager he'd get to touch me.

Then I checked out bikinis, especially the
ridiculously revealing ones I would never in a million years wear
around anyone. No way I was buying any of those! I'd have to hide
it because if my mom found it... that just didn't bear thinking
about!

The same went for a lot of the lingerie,
especially the complicated stuff like teddies and corsets and
filmy, see-through baby-dolls. It's not like she could say no. I
mean, I am eighteen. But she'd sure want to know why I'd bought it
and for whom!

I went back to my closet and ransacked my
dresser trying to think of what to wear tomorrow. I knew one thing
I'd be sure wearing, my contacts. I mean, it was a little late to
be playing hard to get, right?

Tomorrow was dress-down Friday. But it was
understood that this didn't really give you the option of dressing
down very much. Jeans were okay for men, not for women. And
whatever shirt you wore it was expected to have a collar. No
shorts. No bare shoulders. Nothing tight. And their definition of
tight was awfully... uh, loose.

Not that I had any miniskirts or tight tank
tops to wear anyway. Nor had any interest in doing so.

I wanted to look cute, and, well, sexy, but I
knew sexy was out. No way they'd tolerate sex there. So cute was
all I could try for.

I did have a dress which I could wear. It was
black and buttoned down the front from the collar to the knee. The
sleeves could be pulled up above the elbows and buttoned in place
to give it an informal look and the skirt was kind of loosely
pleated. It ended just below the knees, which should please the
bank. But I could wear these cute open-toed, strappy heels which
were held on by thin straps winding up past the ankles.

That was sort of... sexy.

I could wear something like a leather cord
necklace and leave my hair loose, and I was sort of formally
informal.

And I looked cute.

Or at least, I thought so. I could only hope
Derek did.

I kept wanting to mentally slap myself when I
had romantic type thoughts about him. Yes, we'd had sex – hot,
steamy, wild, kinky thrilling sex. But that didn't make him
boyfriend material. He was still an arrogant jerk. He just happened
to be a sexy, arrogant jerk who'd probably had lots of sex with
lots of girls to learn how to do it right.

This was just a slutty fling. I had to think
of it that way or I'd wind up embarrassing myself with some jerk
who didn't even care about me.

I glanced down at my wrists, which were still
a bit red from the way they'd pulled against the tie. It had been
weird being tied up like that, but there was something deliciously
hot and outrageous about it. I mean, it was part of his 'sex slave'
shit, so I had kind of accepted it as just that. But I now had
these weird thoughts about being tied up and helpless and...
ravished, like some medieval lady!

It had certainly been easy enough letting him
do everything. Well, until he'd started shoving his cock down my
throat, of course. That had been difficult and uncomfortable! My
throat was still sore from that, too. It showed what an
inconsiderate jerk he was, though.

Even if he was incredibly hot and sexy.

In the meantime, I had to walk the dog.
Walter isn't a very big dog. He's a Yorkshire terrier, and he loves
to run around. I hesitated before dressing for that, then decided
not to bother. I was wearing gray sweatpants with a drawstring
waist. Pretty basic, right? But even though it wasn't really tight,
I had never really worn it outside where anyone could see me.

Why? Because I was self-conscious about guys
staring at my butt! Stupid, huh? When I did wear something like
this I always wore something long that hung down over my butt. But
all I had on today was a green t-shirt. And like the sweatpants, I
never wore just a t-shirt out and about.

Because I was self-conscious about guys
staring at my boobs!

Stupid eh?

I mean, neither is actually tight. They're
just sort of, well, kind of form-fitting. At least, they don't
actually hide my shape. Which I usually liked to do. Only today,
for some reason, I didn't really feel the need to hide my
shape.

Maybe it was because a guy I hardly knew had
just seen me completely naked and touched me all over! What did it
matter if someone saw me in sweatpants and a t-shirt compared to
that? I mean, big deal, right?

Don't get me wrong, I'd had sex before,
though not often. But it had never been as... visual as that! I'd
had sex in a bed once, in the semi-dark, and in the back of a car,
in the almost complete darkness, and on a basement couch where it
was also kind of dark. Having sex in a brightly lit room with
fluorescent lights overhead was a new experience.

And being tied up the way I was, with my arms
above my head, just all... completely... totally exposed! That was
a bit of a shock even now.

So now I just went downstairs, got my shoes,
the leash, and the little bag and shovel, and headed out, with
Walter straining eagerly at the leash. I had put in my contacts
because Walter likes to run and I run with him. So once we reached
the park we started to run around, and I had a little rubber bone I
threw for him to chase.

He's a very eager, happy, energetic little
dog, and he was having a ball.

I, meanwhile, was very conscious of every
male I passed, and of their eyes on me. It made me a bit
self-conscious, but not as much as usual. In fact, it even made me
feel a little, I don't know, cocky.

I'm so goofy about what I wear that it sort
of felt like I was wearing something revealing, and that made me a
bit self-conscious, but I also knew they were appreciating what
they were seeing. And that didn't embarrass me for the first
time.

In fact, as I ran around the sweatpants began
to slide down – not a lot, but enough to leave an inch and a half
of bare flesh between the waistband and the t-shirt. Big deal,
you'll think. But it was for me! I never wore midriff tops!

Not that the t-shirt was, but... well, it
wasn't long, and the waistband of the pants was now low on my hips.
And for some reason that felt very sexy to me. Certainly every time
we went past a guy they looked. That was kind of weird, though,
when it was an old guy. I wondered how old guys got before they
stopped undressing girls with their eyes.

It made me feel a bit uncomfortable, but not
nearly as much as it used to. Then again, I'd been undressed with
more than eyes today!

*

The next day at work I wondered if I had
dressed up and worn my contacts for nothing. I had seen no sign of
Derek all morning and through lunch. Maybe he wasn't even at work
today. I wasn't going to go check, though. I wasn't even entirely
sure where he worked. He just seemed to appear from time to time.
Supposedly he was some sort of assistant for one of the big bosses
up on the top floor.

If I went looking for him, though, he'd be
even more arrogant. He'd think I came looking for more sex, like
some kind of slut. No way I was going to do that. I'd embarrassed
myself enough letting him do all that shit to me. Even if it had
been incredibly hot.

Derek had never sent me an email. But when I
got an email near the end of the day from someone I had never met
or heard of up on the forty-seventh floor I immediately suspected
something. It was from a senior vice president named Michael J.
Stirling and asked me to come up and see him.

Of course, the second possibility was that
somehow some big boss had heard about what we'd done in the
storeroom. That idea made my stomach drop. I went upstairs and got
off on the forty-seventh floor.

It wasn't like my floor. Here there was a
wide corridor of some kind of gleaming white, blue and black stone,
and the walls were of wood paneling. Instead of cubicles and
cabinets, there were doors – wooden doors – running along the
corridor. I stopped at the one I'd been directed to and knocked,
but there was no answer.

Licking my lips nervously, and bracing myself
against disaster, I pushed the door open and found myself in an
anteroom with a desk, cabinets, and chairs to wait. Past the desk
was another door. I knocked and waited.

“Come,” I faintly heard a voice call.

I pushed open the door and looked inside, and
felt a wave of relief at seeing Derek sitting behind a big
desk.

I glared at him as I walked in.

“You sent me that email,” I said
accusingly.

“Yup.”

“Who is Michael J Stirling?”

“My boss, of course.”

“Nice office,” I said, looking around.

It was the biggest office I'd ever seen in my
life. It had a big L-shaped sofa at one end, with a coffee table
and upholstered chairs, and a bar against the wall, then a meeting
table that would seat ten. The desk itself was huge and sat in
front of a gleaming dark wood cabinet filled with books, curios,
and knick-knacks. The room was well-lit because it had huge windows
looking out on the city.

“So where is he?”

“Not here,” he said, getting up and coming
over to me.

I moved back a little warily but he gripped
my shoulders, pushed me against the wall, and started to kiss
me.

Shades of Deja Vu!

My body began to hum and thrum with life and
anticipation right away, triggered by memories of yesterday. I put
my hands against his chest again, but unlike yesterday I didn't try
to push him away. Instead, my hands slid up and down his chest
under his jacket as our lips melded together in a long, slow,
deliciously erotic kiss!

Boy, he could sure kiss! He was way better
than any other guy I'd kissed!

When his hand went to my breast I almost
instinctively grabbed at his wrist. He grabbed at mine and lifted
both of them up and back, pressing them against the wall behind me.
It was again just like yesterday, and my chest tightened as I felt
my stomach fluttering wildly!

He grinned at me then kissed me again. As he
did so his right hand fondled my breast, then began to unbutton my
dress. I moaned into his mouth as he carefully undid the buttons,
one at a time, going down my body until the dress was open all the
way to my knees.

His hand moved freely inside it then, jerking
my bra up over my breasts so his fingers could kneed and squeeze
them, then pushing down the front of my thong to finger my
pussy.

“Tell me you're my slave girl,” he said,
pulling his lips off mine.

I gasped as his fingers rolled my clitoris
between them, moaning, my hips twisting.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm your slave girl!” I gasped.

He let my hands drop, and then in the same
instant shoved the open dress back over my shoulders so it fell
down to my ankles. He spun me around, startling me so I almost
fell, pressing my breasts into the wall as he undid my bra.

“Hey!” I gasped. “W-wait!”

He ignored me, and yanked my bra off, then
gripped my arms and pulled them up behind my back, crossing my
wrists. I moaned helplessly, my lower belly hot and throbbing.

“Why do you keep tying me up!?” I moaned.

“Because it turns me on,” he said from behind
me.

It didn't feel like his tie, this time. I
tried to twist my head around but couldn't see what he was doing as
he tightened something soft and thin around my wrists. Then he
looped it over them again and again, crisscrossing both wrists
until it felt very... solid and firm!

That sent a rising rush of heat through my
body as he spun me around again. His lips crushed mine as he
gripped my hair in his left hand and shoved his right down into the
crotch of my thong. I shuddered at the burst of sensation, intense
enough to make me squirm again as his fingers rubbed my
clitoris.

“Tell me you're my slave girl,” he growled as
he pulled his lips back.

“I'm your slave girl!” I gasped.

He snorted then jerked me roughly forward and
bent me over the desk.

“Oh! Derek!” I gasped.

I felt my thong torn from me, then his hand
slapped down sharply across my bottom.

“Ow! Hey, that hurt!”

“You forgot to say master,” he said calmly.
“Every time the slave girl forgets she gets punished.”

“You're not my master!” I said.

“Oh no?”

He gathered my hair in together and then
pulled it up and back sharply, forcing my head back and opening my
mouth. Then I saw him lean forward over me and push something pink
– a cock – into my open mouth! I had a moment to realize it was
some sort of dildo before it slid along my tongue and pushed into
the back of my throat!

There was a soft, but thick leather pad
attached to its base – or maybe I should say it was attached to the
leather pad. Anyway, the pad pressed down over my mouth like a gag,
covering much of my lower face as he drew a strap around behind my
head and fastened it in place.

I was too busy coping with the sudden
intrusion into my throat! It made me want to gag, even though it
wasn't as thick as he'd been, and even though it didn't go nearly
as far down. Still, it was in my throat, and I had to focus my
attention on coping with that.

He heaved me up onto the desk then turned me
over, moving me as if I was practically weightless – which was sort
of impressive. I was still coping with the dildo in my throat,
though, as he spread my legs wide – achingly wide apart and put my
buttocks right at the edge of the desk.

He pulled the chair in and sat down, then his
tongue began to lick my pussy.

This was insane!

I was able to conquer my gag reflex, though
not easily, and even able to breathe a bit around the dildo as I
lay there on my bound arms. I tried lifting my head to look down my
body, but that made the dildo in my throat press even harder
against the back of my throat and made me gag.

Then Derek shoved my body forward so my
buttocks were further from the edge of the desk. But that made my
head fall back over the opposite side! It was now upside down and
staring at the windows across from me! This, though, did make it
easier to breathe and cope with the dildo because it now had a
straight line from my mouth down my throat.

Derek's tongue and lips started working on my
clitoris again, and his fingers began to push into me. I moaned
helplessly, the blood rushing to my head as his fingers pumped in
and out and his tongue did amazing things to my clitoris.

Now that I was coping with the dildo better
the dark, wild, kinky heat of this began to get to me, especially
with the way his fingers were pumping inside me and his tongue and
lips attacking my clitoris. My body began to burn with heat now,
and there was this tremendous sense of sexual pressure that would
have had my hands shaking if they hadn't been tied up underneath
me.

My legs were spread so wide the tendons in my
inner thighs burned, but that heat was nothing compared to my
pussy. I was slick and sopping as his fingers pumped in and out!
Well, I thought so, but then I realized he must have had something
slick on his fingers. Because he pulled them out and began to push
them against my ass!

I moaned a complaint, but he ignored it, his
finger slowly sinking into my ass while he licked my clitoris. A
moment later I felt something thick pushing into my pussy. I
thought for a moment of dazed confusion that it was his cock. But
though it was big, it couldn't be since he was still licking
me!

It must be another dildo of some kind, I
thought wildly, as it pumped slowly in and out of me. I could feel
my nerve endings starting to flicker with overload as my hips
jerked and ground up against him. The dildo was big and thick and
long and I cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain as it pushed
way up inside me!

Meanwhile, his thick finger was pumping in my
ass. All the crackling hot sensations rolling through me were
making me wild with heat and confusion.

His finger was joined by a second, sliding
deeper, then they pulled out and something else pushed into me,
something thicker, like another cock! God, what a pervert he was!
Where was he getting all this stuff!?

It ached as it pushed into me, then it
abruptly narrowed as if it was all inside. He pulled away from me
and I moaned helplessly as I lay there, raising my knees so that my
thighs were not quite so straining and stretched. I saw him coming
around the desk and stared up at him as he reached down and undid
the strap behind my head.

He pulled the pad away from my mouth, sliding
the dildo up out of my throat as he did so.

I coughed and gulped in air as he pulled his
cock out, stiff and hard.

“Now then, who is your master, slave
girl?”

I moaned. “You are.”

“Beg me to fuck your throat, slut.”

I didn't like that 'slut' business, but I was
feeling a weird, wild, dark storm of excitement gripping my mind
and body, and since we were play-acting, what the hell.

“Please fuck my throat, master!” I
moaned.

He shoved his cock into my open mouth, then
drove it deep down my throat, all the way, until my lips were
pressed against the fabric of his suit trousers. A moment later the
dildo in my pussy began to vibrate and I squealed in surprise, then
jerked my thighs together around it.

He pulled slowly back out of me.

“Can't have that, little sex slave,” he
said.

He moved around to the other side of the desk
as I gulped in air, and I felt my legs pulled wide. Then I felt
more of whatever was wrapped around my wrists wrapped around my
ankles until they were tied wide. He came back around to my side of
the desk and gripped my hair, rubbing his cock over my face.

“What are you?” he asked.

I stared up at him, gasping, moaning, and he
slapped his cock against me.

“What are you?” he demanded.

“I-I... I'm a slave girl,” I gasped.

He let the head of his cock rub slowly around
my lips.

“You're a sex slave,” he said. “And who is
your master?”

“You,” I groaned.

“As your master, I own your body,” he said,
reaching forward to squeeze my breast. “I can do anything to you I
want.”

I shuddered as he shoved his cock deep into
my throat and started fucking me. It was actually easier than it
had been the other day because of how my head was tilted back. It
was still hard to breathe, though, and I became light-headed, even
as my body trembled and shook, my ankles pulling again and again at
whatever bound them as the vibrator made the muscles in my body
spasm and jerk.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I
gasped for breath.

“Tell me you're my slave.”

“I'm... I'm... your slave... master,” I
gasped.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

I groaned. “I'm your slut, Master!”

Yes, it was degrading, but I didn't care. In
fact, it excited me to say it, to degrade myself. I was starting to
embrace this strange, kinky fantasy of his with open arms because
it was just so fucking hot and wild and intense!

He pulled out of my mouth and moved around to
the other side of the desk again. I was on the edge of climax as my
muscles spasmed and the vibrator thing in my pussy drove me wild.
He pulled the vibrator out and then his own cock sank into me to
the hilt.

I cried out, trembling and pulling against
the bindings, my upper body twisting and arching as he started to
fuck me. I felt one of his hands on my breast while the other
rubbed my clitoris, and the orgasm welled up inside me and
exploded.

I cried out in dazed ecstasy, bucking and
jerking and shaking as the orgasm howled within me. I felt as if I
was on fire with pleasure. And the burning center of it was his
cock thrusting into me with hard, fast, deep strokes!

God, it felt so good!

I arched my back, my head twisting and
rolling as the intensity of the wall of pleasure made every muscle
in my body spasm again and again. I cried out in wildfire pleasure,
wallowing in that tremendous storm of fiery pleasure.

Then I slowly collapsed, gasping, moaning,
eyes slit as he slid his cock out of me. A moment later his tongue
began to lick me again and I groaned dazedly. I felt the vibrator
pushing deep inside me again as his tongue lashed my clitoris, and
my hips began to jerk helplessly against him.

“You know, if you're going to do that you
should have at least closed the inner door,” a strange male voice
said.
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Derek stopped licking, and a moment later the
reality of it burst into my sex-sodden mind and I gasped and jerked
violently against the bindings on my ankles. I couldn't do a thing,
though. I did manage to raise my head up, and tried to sit up, but
couldn't. I was able to see a guy walking up beside the desk,
though.

My face flamed as my neck burned with effort,
and I had to let my head drop back over the back of the desk
again!

I had no idea who the guy was! He was around
our age, late teens or early twenties, and wearing a suit and tie.
He had dark, mid-length brown hair and strong looking body, with a
broad chest and wider shoulders than Derek. But I wasn't really
considering anything but that I was laying spread open naked on the
desk and couldn't even cover myself up!

“Get out, Chase,” Derek said in
annoyance.

“Some piece of ass you've got here,” the
other man said. “Where'd you find her?”

“The clerical pool. She's a summer
replacement.”

“Veeeeery nice,” the other guy said
appreciatively. “And a screamer. That's always interesting.”

My face was so hot it wouldn't have surprised
me if it had burst into flames!

“Let me have her when you're done.”

“No way. Get your own bitch.”

“I bet Stirling would be most unhappy at how
you're using his desk,” the guy said. “Be really sad if someone had
to tell him.”

“You asshole.”

“Hey, you should have closed the inner door
if you were going to do a screamer.”

“I didn't know she was a screamer.”

“You've got a vibrator jammed into her pussy
and you're licking her clit. No wonder she's screaming.”

“She was screaming because I fucked her.”

I felt a hand on my left breast, squeezing
lightly until fingers caught at the nipple and rolled and plucked
it. Since both of Derek's hands were on my thighs that meant the
new guy – Chase – was doing it! I felt a surge of outrage, but was
so mortified I couldn't bring myself to speak!

“I'm a way better cocksman than you,” Chase
said.

“You think so anyway.”

“All the girls think so.”

“In your mind.”

I was humiliated and laying here as if on
display and these two were just casually arguing over who was
better at sex! I was also feeling a growing, gnawing sense of fear
at what would happen if this guy told Derek's boss, or if he told
others at the bank and word got out! Even if I wasn't fired I'd
have to quit rather than face anyone!

I could see the other guy now, this Chase
guy, because he had come to stand around at my side of the desk. I
was seeing him upside down, of course, and I didn't really see much
of him because I couldn't possibly meet his eyes!

But I was much closer to his crotch and so I
saw his hands drop down to his zipper, pull it down, and then pull
out his cock. Even as I watched it began to grow, to lengthen and
thicken. I felt a wild array of emotions at that, including fear
and outrage, anxiety and uncertainty, and more embarrassment.

And also, I was impressed. It was a big
fucking cock! It was very, very impressive looking! It was
completely shaven, and so thick I would not have been able to
completely wrap a hand around it. It was also very hard and pointed
right at my open mouth.

“What do you think, girl?” he asked
proudly.

“Bigger isn't better,” Derek said. “You have
to know what to do with it.”

“Oh I've had lots of practice,” Chase
said.

He gripped the base of his shaft and then let
the head rub against my face.

At first, I flinched away, well, as much as I
could, but then, well, I felt a strange blankness set in, as my
mind became confused about how I should react. Because if he … took
part... Well, he couldn't exactly go running to the boss and tell
on me and Derek, now could he?

And then he pushed the fat head into my
mouth. I hesitated only briefly, then closed my lips and started
sucking. He pushed deeper, then and my tongue began to lick at it.
I felt Derek pulling the vibrator out of me, then pumping it slowly
in and out. Then he took it out and his own cock pushed into
me.

A moment later I felt the head of the
vibrator rubbing against my clitoris as he started thrusting into
me.

“No fair cheating,” Chase said.

“Who's cheating?”

I gasped as the thick cock pushed deeper into
my mouth. He was starting to pump in and out, which I really
couldn't blame him because there wasn't much I could do from this
angle. His cock was upside down in my mouth, after all, so my
tongue couldn't really get at the underside where it was
sensitive.

I felt his hands on my breasts, and I knew
they were his even though I couldn't see them because Derek had a
hand on my thigh and the other was rubbing the vibrator against
me.

And this was all fucking crazy and slutty and
insane!

I gurgled as Chase pushed his cock into my
throat and kept going. It ached. His cock was thicker than Derek's
and my throat found it hard to accommodate it as it slid down. But
like I said, it was a straight line from my open mouth so it was
easier than it otherwise would have been.

He pumped in and out as Derek did the same in
my pussy. His hands kneaded and caressed my breasts, and his
fingers rolled and stroked and lightly pinched and plucked my
nipples.

And me? All I could do was lay there gurgling
and gasping and hoping I could get to breathe before I fainted! But
my mind was also gripped by a strange sense of relief – because he
was now involved – and also shock, because... he was now
involved.

Two guys were fucking me at the same time!
God, I was a slut! I didn't feel guilty about it, though. I felt
wild and strangely thrilled.

Chase pulled back and I sucked in deep,
desperate breaths of air while he undid his pants completely and
pushed them down. The rest of him was shaved, too, and he pushed
his big balls into my mouth so I could suck and lick them while he
continued to fondle my breasts. He pulled out and then plunged down
my throat again, fucking me slowly as Derek picked up the pace of
his own thrusts.

“I don't hear her screaming now,” Chase said
mockingly.

“She can hardly fucking breath with your
horse cock jammed down her throat,” Derek replied.

“You're spoiling the mood.”

Chase snorted and pulled back, letting me
breathe again.

“Maybe we should try a different position,”
he said.

“Yeah, that makes sense.”

“Why is she tied down?”

“Because she's my little sex slave,” Derek
said.

I felt my ankles being untied, and then the
two guys dragged me off the desk and basically carried me, one
holding each arm, across the floor to the sofa. I was so dizzy from
being turned right-side-up all of a sudden I would have fallen on
my face if I'd tried to walk.

“Where do you find sex slaves around here?”
Chase asked.

“Clerical.”

They set me down on my knees in front of the
sofa, and I gasped as Derek wrapped my hair around his fist and
pulled me forward and over his cock. He pushed it into my mouth and
I moaned and closed my lips.

“Suck, slave girl,” he said.

Big hands gripped my hips and jerked them
back, then one of them slapped my bottom stingingly.

“Spread your legs, sex slave,” Chase said in
amusement.

I moaned and obeyed. My mind was still fuzzy
and dizzy. I only realized what was going to happen when I felt the
head of his cock rubbing against my pussy. I had sort of agreed to
suck his cock because that involved him in the sex. Besides, oral
sex isn't like, real sex. I mean, not real, real sex. But fucking
is.

Before I could think about whether I wanted
to protest, though, his big cock was spreading me wide and sliding
into my pussy. And right about then Derek shoved down on my head
and his cock drove deep into my throat.

“Ahh, she's tight,” Chase said.

“You say that about every bitch.”

I felt his thick, slick cock jamming itself
deeper, drawing back, and pushing harder, drawing back, and pushing
deeper. The lips of my sex ached and strained wide around the thick
spear of flesh as he pushed it deeper into my quivering belly.

I gasped at another slap to my bottom, then a
big hand roughly groped my right breast. Another hand groped my
left. And I knew, somehow, that the second one was Derek.

This was so sick, so perverted, so wild!

I found Derek's cock a little easier than
Chase's had been but still got light-headed as he pumped my head up
and down on his cock, in essence, fucking my throat on his cock
rather than the other way around.

Chase was starting to thrust steadily now,
and the head of his cock was punching me inside, thumping against
the back wall of my pussy even as his hips began to hit my
buttocks.

“What a body,” he said. “She was built to be
a sex slave.”

Derek pulled my mouth off his cock and I
gulped in air.

“That right, baby? Are you a born sex slave?”
he asked.

I was too dazed to answer, and he slapped my
face several times with his cock.

“Answer your master, sex slave,” he said as
Chase laughed behind me.

“Y-Yes, Master!” I gasped breathlessly.

The cock fucking me felt enormous! I
shuddered as his hips hit my buttocks. Derek let me suck his balls
while I was catching my breath. Then Chase reached down around my
hip and his fingers found my clitoris, rubbing it skillfully.

My initial humiliation had faded by now, and
I felt a sort of strange, calm sense of acceptance. What had
happened had already happened, after all. There was no point
worrying about it now. I was in the middle of being fucked by two
guys at the same time, and that would probably never happen to me
again so I had better remember the experience.

And fuck but Chase's cock was big inside
me!

I shuddered and squirmed as he continued to
thrust, gasping around Derek's balls as he reached down to fondle
my left breast.

“This is one hot little bitch,” Chase
said.

I gasped in pain as Derek jerked back on my
hair.

“Are you a hot little bitch, baby?” he
asked.

He slapped his cock against my face

“Are you? Huh? Are you?”

“Yes...” I gasped.

“Yes, Master,” he said, jerking on my
hair.

“Yes, Master!” I cried breathlessly.

“Let me hear you say you're a hot little
bitch.”

I could hardly think, much less talk. Chase
was fucking me harder and faster, and my whole body was trembling
and shaking.

“Say it,” he insisted, twisting his fingers
in my hair so that it stung.

“I-I'm a... hot little bitch!” I cried
helplessly.

“Say you're a hot little bitch slut.”

Chase stopped fucking me, his cock jammed
into me to the balls.

“Say it,” Derek ordered.

“I'm a... a hot little bitch slut!” I
moaned.

“Let's switch it up,” Derek said.

He wasn't talking to me.

I moaned as Chase pulled me back. Derek slid
off the sofa, and then Chase came around and sat down. He gripped
my hair, but he didn't pull my mouth onto his cock. Instead, he
pulled me forward and up, and I cried out in pain, forcing my knees
to push me up, half dragged, half crawling up onto his lap to
straddle him.

Now Derek took my hair. I could feel him
behind me, could feel his hard cock against my back as he pulled my
hair to raise me. Chase guided his cock up against my sex, and then
Derek let go of my hair as I slowly sank down.

God, it felt darkly thrilling to feel the way
my pussy was straining and stretching around his cock as I impaled
myself on it! I sank down all the way, shaking and moaning as he
pulled me forward and began to suck and chew and lick at my
nipples.

I felt fingers at my bottom, against that...
whatever it was that Derek had pushed into my ass. I felt it
pulling out, forcing its way up out of my body. A moment later I
felt Derek's cock pushing into me there. Only it pushed way
deeper.

I felt a shock roll through me, then a sense
of almost animal hunger, then anxiety, because I didn't see how
they could get both of their big cocks into my belly and not tear
me up!

Derek kept jerking on my hair, making me cry
out. Every time his cock pushed in and my muscles clamped down he'd
jerk on my hair and my muscles would loosen. In this way, he
managed to get all of himself inside me. Then the two of them
thrust into me together and I felt my brain starting to fry as the
heat poured over me.

This was just... the most... incredible
experience of animal sex, of wild abandon, of totally unbelievable
sluttiness that I had ever imagined! And it was happening to me!
That was the shocking thing, not that it was happening, for of
course, I knew such things sometimes happened to the wildest,
sluttiest girls out there.

But not me!

I was a boring nerd! Everyone knew it! Things
like this don't happen to boring nerd girls like me!

Someone was rubbing my clitoris as those two
cocks thrust into me, and I was losing my mind as Chase practically
ate at my breasts! Their cocks were moving faster and faster in my
aching, thrumming, churned up belly, and all I could do was... just
let it. I mean, my wrists were still tied so it wasn't like I could
do anything!

They shifted themselves around so that Chase
was laying down along the sofa and I was leaning forward over him.
Derek thrust into my ass more freely now and I felt my entire body
enveloped in an overheated crackling sexual tension.

They were not gentle. But that just made it
more raw and carnal! And then the orgasm swept up through me and I
screamed – or tried to. A big hand clamped around my throat and
tightened so I couldn't even breathe, never mind scream. It was
Chase's hand, and I gurgled, my eyes wide as my body threatened to
shake itself apart!

I was frantically riding his cock even as he
thrust into me. My thighs working in feverish hunger as I bounced
atop him as Derek clung to me, hammering his hips against my
buttocks. I screamed and screamed and screamed – silently, while my
head threatened to explode.

The orgasm almost lasted long enough for me
to pass out from how Chase was choking me, but he let go and I
collapsed atop him, gulping in air as the two continued to thrust
their hard cocks up and down in my belly.

*

Derek wouldn't give me my thong back. He
ordered me not to wear panties or thongs anymore, in a lofty,
arrogant voice which was just annoying since the heat had left me.
He promised to give it to me later, after work.

With Chase there, smirking, I didn't fight. I
had to get out of there and be by myself for a bit to settle my
mind on what had happened. I went downstairs, though not to my
floor. I found another floor and the ladies' room.

I went into a stall, sat down, and opened my
dress to examine myself.

God! Fuck! What the hell was the matter with
me that I'd allowed all that!?

My breasts had more bite marks on them. Damn
them! My nipples ached! They were still hard.

I was especially sore down there, of
course.

At the same time, that orgasm had blown my
mind. I knew that as reluctant as I felt about it I was going to
have to continue to see what would happen with Derek. This was just
the most intense, incredible sexual experience of my life. The most
intense, incredible experience of any kind in my life!

Maybe we could talk about it by the pool at
his place. Assuming no one was around to hear.

In the meantime I stroked my finger along my
pussy, remembering the size of Chase's cock, and the feel of it
stretching me, and shuddered, my nipples tingling. I felt equal
parts guilty and giddy at having taken part in something that
slutty.

But at least no one here knew anyone I knew.
So my reputation was safe. I could just quit and be done and this
would be a memory in my past that no one else I knew ever found out
about.

Except I didn't want to do that.
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It didn't really surprise me that Derek had a
BMW. I would have been astonished if he'd shown me to some older
model Ford or something.

“So where are you planning on going to?” he
asked as he pulled out of the parking lot.

I looked at him in confusion.

“College,” he said.

I wasn't sure I wanted him to know. Then
again, it was a big college with lots of campuses.

“SUNY,” I said.

“Ah. I go to Harvard,” he replied.

“How nice for you.”

“They only let the best in, you know, the
smartest, sexiest, most handsome men with the best cocks.”

I rolled my eyes at him. “Who have rich
parents.”

“That too.”

“I suppose Chase goes there too.”

“No. He goes to Cornell. Shitty school.”

“Uh-huh. Will he keep his mouth shut about
what happened?”

“Chase? No, he's an incredible gossip. I'm
sure half the building knows by now.”

I stared at him and he smirked.
“Kidding.”

“It's not funny!”

“Chase won't talk. He works there, too, after
all, even if his father is the president of the bank.”

“He is? Why is he working there?”

“Because it's what his family expects.”

“What about you?”

“Because it's why my family expects.”

“Do you always do what your family
expects?”

“No. Oh, by the way, I forgot.”

He reached down next to his seat and took out
a big dildo, then put it in my lap.

“Put this inside your hot little pussy.”

“What!? Forget it!”

“Obey me, slave, or you'll get a spanking,”
he said.

I looked at the thing, scowling. It was
realistic-looking, sort of. I meant, most of it was. The base,
though, the last inch, was just a flat out round, white plastic. It
had a weird sort of clip like you'd find in a pen, only larger,
made up of two slim round plastic bars an inch or so long and
joined together at the end.

“Don't you think yours is big enough?” I
taunted.

“Of course. But I can't exactly drive you
crazy on the drive there. And I want you in the right mood when we
arrive.”

“What mood?”

“Feeling like a bitch in heat.”

I felt annoyance and outrage at his words,
given how ridiculously matter-of-fact they were. And was curious
about why since he'd just fucked me hard.

“Why?”

“Because I'm trying to turn you into a sex
slave,” he said. “Duh!”

I tossed it in his lap.

“You sit on it.”

“Wouldn't do anything for me,” he said,
tossing it back.

“I think I need to... relax a bit before you
try any more of your weird shit.”

“But I don't want you to relax. I want you in
a permanent state of heat so you beg for my cock.”

I laughed and he raised his eyebrows. “Why is
that funny? You've already begged me to let you suck my cock.”

I flushed. “You made me,” I said.

“Put it inside you.”

“I'm not your sex slave,” I said.

It wasn't that I really objected that much. I
was curious about what he intended to do. And the thought of
lifting my dress up and putting that inside me right here in the
car, right out in the open, as he watched, was kind of, well,
daunting. Besides, he was getting too overbearing. He needed to be
pushed back some.

We were heading north on the highway so there
wasn't much he could do to me anyway, and I took advantage of
that.

“If you disobey your master you can't really
complain when you get your ass turned red,” he said.

“You're not my master.”

“You called me master. Several times.”

“I was just doing it to make you feel
good.”

“The feel of your lips around the base of my
cock makes me feel good. I don't need much more.”

I flushed.

“My throat is sore,” I said. “That Chase guy
has a big cock.”

“Bigger isn't always better,” he said.

“It's better than small,” I said. “You have a
very tiny cock.”

Now, understand I'm not an idiot. I would
never taunt a guy with a small cock. Derek had a very large,
impressive cock, even if Chase was bigger. I was fairly sure he
knew that, though, and knew I was teasing.

“Someone is looking to get her round little
ass spanked,” he said.

“Maybe I'll spank your ass,” I said.

“That's very unlikely. You're the sex
slave.”

“Maybe I'll be Chase's sex slave,” I said.
“You got his number?”

We turned off the highway onto a long,
curving off-ramp, then onto a narrow two-lane road. We drove down
that a brief distance then turned into a parking lot of some kind
of truck stop. But he didn't drive in close to the buildings.
Instead, he drove to the far, empty corner and parked.

Suddenly he was grabbing me, and I squealed
in surprise even as he undid the seat belt and yanked me across the
center console so my face was practically mushed against the padded
door next to him.

“Hey!”

I felt my hem jerked up and then his hand
snapped down across my wriggling buttocks.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and squealed and squirmed as his big
hand slapped stingingly down on my bare bottom, but there was
absolutely nothing I could do to get away! He had me pinned easily
in place as his hand came down repeatedly, my bottom getting hotter
and hotter with every blow!

“You can apologize any time,” he said.

“Fuck you!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Agh! Derek! Ow! Stop! Ow! Quit it!”
I cried as my bottom began to burn.

“Say I apologize for my rudeness master,” he
said.

“Eat me!”

“That comes later.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Fuck! Okay! Okay!”

“Well?”

“I apologize for my rude behavior, Master,” I
cried.

“That's a start,” he said.

I felt his fingers rubbing along my sex.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I gasped at the word, at the arrogance, but
there was also something deliciously hot about the way he was
pretending to boss and order me around.

I moaned as I felt the head of the sex toy
pushing into me. I was still wet, and he twisted and turned it as
he pumped it in and out.

“Naughty little slave girl,” he said. “You
had better learn to behave or the punishments will get worse.”

I gasped as he thrust the dildo deep into my
pussy, then slapped my bottom.

“Ow!”

I groaned as the dildo pushed deeper still,
until the plastic base slid between the lips of my sex and I felt
the... clip thing, being pulled away from me, then re-positioned.
Then I felt pressure against my ass, and that thing he'd pushed
into me earlier slowly worked its way down inside me as I squirmed
and gasped helplessly.

Derek pulled my dress back over my shoulders
and off, then undid my bra and removed it. He grabbed my wrists
then and tied them together behind my back before pushing me back
onto the passenger side.

I squealed as my buttocks and the base of the
dildo made contact with the leather seat. My bottom ached and still
burned, and the pressure pushed up a little more on the base of the
sex toy. I looked down at it and saw the 'clip' had pushed up
across my clitoris so that it pressed down against the flesh on
three sides, making my clit appear to kind of swell out.

He reached down and fingered it and I gasped
and tried to not show how intense the sensation was.

“We could get arrested!”

“I know some good lawyers,” he replied.

He reached across me and pulled the seat belt
across my chest, between my breasts, and locked it in place, then
reached down between my legs.

“Spread your legs wide.”

I gulped and obeyed, and the sex toy started
to vibrate.

He put the car in gear and drove back onto
the highway and continued heading north.

I was desperately anxious not to have anyone
see me. The door was actually at shoulder height on me, but I still
slumped down. The car wasn't tall, after all, and the drivers of
other cars might look down as they passed.

Derek reached down and let his middle finger
rub lightly up and down against my clitoris, and I shuddered and
closed my legs.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he barked.

I moaned and obeyed, and his finger continued
to stroke me.

We turned off the highway and onto some rural
road.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said.

I groaned, closing my eyes, and he gripped my
hair and jerked back sharply enough I cried out in pain.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch!” I gasped.

He jerked my head in and out by the hair.

“You forgot to say master.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!”

He released my hair and began to rub my
clitoris again. With the way the vibrator was... vibrating, and the
way the little prongs squeezed in on the flesh around it – and made
it sort of stick out – his finger didn't have to rub very hard to
make me gasp at the rush of sensation.

“The life of a sex slave is filled with
passion and orgasms,” he said, “ just so long as they obey their
master. Of course, if they disobey, they get punished, maybe even
tortured.”

“T-Tortured?” I gulped, trying not to grind
my pussy against his fingers.

“Have you ever felt an ice cube against your
nipple?” he asked with a smirk.

Ice cubes on the nipples? Yikes!

“Pervert!”

“Hmm. You think wanting to tie you
spreadeagled to the bed and use your beautiful body until you're
screaming in pleasure is perverted?”

That actually sounded kind of hot, but then,
being naked and having a vibrator inside me was doing that too.

“Well... the tying up part is!”

“Can't have you interfering in my work.”

“You're weird.”

He shrugged and reached up to a press a
button overhead. We were driving along a tall hedge of some kind,
and just up ahead was a turn-off. As we approached it I saw a pair
of high brick walls with a black fence crossing a driveway. The
fence was sliding back as we approached and he turned in and went
through it.

This guy's family sure had money, I thought,
as I looked across a wide lawn to a very large brown brick colonial
type house. It had an awful lot of windows, including a bunch of
dormer windows in what looked like the attic.

He parked in front of a set of wide stairs
leading up to a pair of big double doors and got out. I looked up
nervously as he came around to the passenger side and opened the
door.

“Untie me,” I gulped as he reached in and
undid the seat belt.

“Why?”

He pulled me out of the car and I squirmed
away, trying to put him between me and the house.

“What if someone inside sees me!?”

“No one is inside just now.”

“In that big house?”

“My parents are in Europe.”

“What about that cook you mentioned?”

“We can order pizza.”

He closed the car door and then used the fob
to lock it before turning to the house.

“Come along or don't,” he said.

Since my wrists were tied behind my back it
wasn't like I was going to stay out here alone! I hurried after
him, wearing nothing but my high heels! Worse, I had just the very
tip of the base showing, flush with the lips of my sex. I was sure
I looked like some crazy slut!

I was very nervous, despite what he said
about the place being empty. I was outside completely naked, and
couldn't even try to cover myself with my hands and arms!

He opened one of the doors and I scurried in
after him, my eyes darting around inside, now, anxious in case
someone was here anyway. He closed the door behind me and walked
through a large front hallway and up a winding staircase to the
second floor. I, of course, hurriedly followed.

“This is a big place for only three people,”
I said in a near whisper.

“My sister went to Europe with my
parents.”

“So you're all alone?”

“No, I have a sex slave.”

I flushed.

This house was huge, the ceilings very high,
the corridors very wide, and the doors looked like they were made
of solid wood. I'd never seen a real wood door before. Usually,
they were made of press-board or something cheap like that, and
hollow.

He entered an open doorway and I found myself
in a very masculine bedroom. The floor was a dark wood with a dark
red and brown rug in the middle. The furniture was all dark wood,
too. The bed was a big, four-poster with high, thick round posts on
each corner that reminded me of what he'd said about tying me to
the bed.

He went over to a low dresser and opened a
drawer, beckoning me over. I went over, staring at myself in the
mirror anxiously. My hair was kind of mussed and I couldn't even
comb my fingers through it.

He turned me around and I felt his hands at
my wrists. That gave me hope he was going to untie them. Instead, I
felt something else being wrapped around my wrists, something that
felt like metal!

“What are you doing!?” I exclaimed, trying to
squirm away.

“You'll find out.”

He untied whatever was holding my wrists
together, which turned out to be some sort of soft black rope. But
my wrists wouldn't come apart. The metal bands around them were
holding them together.

He tossed the rope on the dresser then opened
a drawer and took out what I at first thought was a short, thick
belt. He gripped my upper arm and swung me around to face the
mirror, then moved behind me to pin my abdomen to it as he brought
a stainless steel metal band up against my neck.

I gasped, then gasped again as I realized
what it was. It was a collar! I gaped at the mirror as he pulled it
in firmly around my neck, then fastened it behind me. It was
shining stainless steel, and had a large ring dangling from it!

“Oh wow! You really are a perve!” I
gasped.

He snorted, then pulled me back from the
mirror, turning me around and pressing me against one of the
bedposts at the foot of the bed. I felt him doing something with
the metal things around my wrists, then he gripped both wrists and
lifted them up above my head before I could even think about
pulling away.

I tried to pull away, then, but he was way
stronger than me, and in a second or two he'd managed to lock them
together through a kind of ring that stuck out of the post way over
my head.

“There you go,” he said.

He walked across the room, taking his jacket
off, and opened the door to what appeared to be a huge walk-in
closet.

I turned around, staring at myself in the
dresser mirror. The things around my wrists were little metal
bracelets, much like the collar, with little rings in them! I
stared at myself, standing like this naked, collared, with my
wrists in something like shackles, and felt a rush of something
dark and hot, anxious but wild.

The vibrator was still inside me. The clip
thing which pressed firmly into the flesh at the top of my sex
combined with the thickness of the sex toy had kept it from sliding
out even as I'd walked! And it continued to vibrate against me as I
stared at myself.

I was getting very, very hot just standing
here, and my thighs squeezed together around the base as I moaned
softly and ground them together.

He came out of the closet, wearing what
looked like a black bathing suit, and nothing else. This was the
first time I'd seen his body out of the suit, and it definitely
looked fine! He had a nice chest, with nicely defined muscles. His
shoulders were lovely and wide, and he had a narrow waist.

He went over to the dresser and came back
with two more of those metal bracelets, then knelt behind me and
fastened them around my ankles. He grinned and gripped my hips,
turning me to face the post, then as I looked down I saw him
attaching some kind of chain to the two metal bands, and running it
behind the post.

“Now then,” he said, getting to his feet, “I
think we spoke about the punishment slave girls get for
disrespecting their masters, did we not?”

That was when I saw the belt in his hand!

It wasn't like a belt you put around your
waist. It was wide and short and perfectly flat. But it was still
folded in half.

“D-don't you dare!” I gulped.

This was so freaky! And the way I was bound
my pussy was pressing against the post right where the vibrator
stuck out of me a little, which was putting pressure on it and
making its vibrations feel even more powerful.

He swung the belt and it hit my bottom with a
stinging little slap.

“Ow! Derek!” I cried, trying to pull away and
failing.

“The name is master,” he said, swinging it
again.

I yelped and jerked against the shackles.

“Stop it!”

“Would you like to talk about my tiny cock
again?

Crack!

“Ow! I was kidding! You know you don't have a
tiny cock!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Are you saying you lied to your master?”

He wasn't swinging very hard, so it was only
stinging a little. The pain which came from it wasn't nearly enough
to offset the wild thrumming excitement filling my body.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“What is my name again?”

“Master!” I cried.

“Much better. Let's hear it again.”

“Master!” I gasped.

It felt weird saying it, especially being
naked and shackled to a bed like this! Weird and... and exciting.
This was hot, no matter how strange it was!

“And you are?”

I hesitated.

Crack!

“Ow! I'm a slave girl!”

Crack!

“You forgot to call me master. Try
again.”

“I'm a slave girl, Master!” I cried.

“In fact, you're a sex slave, isn't that
true?”

Oh wow! That was so nasty and hot!

Crack!

“Yes, master!”

“Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master”!

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

This was getting wicked!

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

“Well that sounds encouraging,” another voice
said.

I gasped, then flushed hotly as Chase came
into the room.
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I gulped, my heart, already beating rapidly,
beating even faster.

“You said no one was here!” I cried.

“No one was here. He followed us out
here.”

“I like sex slaves too,” Chase said.

“Everyone likes sex slaves,” Derek
replied.

“Can I whip her now?”

“No. This isn't whipping anyway. It's
strapping. Because she's been a bad girl.”

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped.

As freaky as this was it had just gotten even
freakier! Having sex with two guys at once was the highlight of my
sexual experiences, and, I'd thought, would be forever. Was I now
going to do it again so soon!?

“What's my name?” Derek asked.

I was self-conscious and squirming with
embarrassment, despite the face Chase had already seen me naked,
touched me everywhere, and fucked me hard. Why? Maybe because this
sex slave stuff was freaky.

Crack! Crack!

“What's my name?”

“Master!” I gasped.

He swung harder.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“What's my name, slave girl?”

“Master!” I cried. “That stung!”

Crack!

“What are you?”

“I'm... I'm... a – .”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it! I'm a sex slave, okay!?”

Crack!

“Again.”

“I'm as ex-slave!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say master.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

“Is that a vibrator in her pussy?” Chase
asked.

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“Because I'm trying to mind-fuck her and turn
her into a nymphomaniac.”

“Just looking at me ought to do that.”

He was as bad as Derek!

I squealed as Derek jerked my hair back
sharply.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” I gasped.

“Are you sure?”

His other hand moved around me and roughly
squeezed my breast, then dropped down to rub my clitoris.

“Y-Yes, Master!” I gasped.

My bottom was hot and sore but I wasn't far
from coming. Only the thought was daunting with Chase standing
there and just... watching!

He dropped low and undid the chain between my
ankles, then turned me around. I dropped my eyes as Chase moved in,
grinning and fondled my breast. Derek moved away, then returned
carrying another chain. At first, I thought it was to lock the
bracelets around my wrists together. But then I saw the opposite
ends of the little chain had little rubber-coated clips.

Chase squeezed my breasts to make my nipples
stand out even more rigidly than they already were, and then Derek
opened one of the clips and let it close on my right nipple.

I yelped in pain as it dug into my nipple,
but he ignored me, feeding the chain up through the ring of the
collar, then down to attach the other clip to my other nipple. Both
nipples throbbed and burned and they ignored my squealed demands
for them to removed.

In fact, Derek jerked back on my hair and
when my mouth instinctively opened as my head went back, pushed a
black ball into it, a hard ball, a ball which barely fit, and had a
strap attached to it! I gaped at myself in the mirror as he let my
head come forward again, and saw the ball in my mouth as Chase
fastened the straps behind my head.

It was a ball-gag! I'd seen them occasionally
on the internet.

This was seriously kinky!

Derek and Chase brought my wrists down and
locked the shackles together behind my back. Then Derek attached a
longer chain to the ring in the front of the collar, and he and
Chase went back into the hall, with Derek tugging on the chain
fastened to my collar like it was some kind of leash.

Which was exactly what I was, I realized!

I was feeling alternate waves of anticipation
and anxiety as he led me down the hall. I was way out of my depth
with this kinky shit! On the other hand, what could happen? I mean,
I'd already fucked both of them so it wasn't like they needed to
attack me or anything. So the shackles were just, like, a game.

Sort of!

Derek looped the chain over a hook in the
kitchen, while Chase walked past and slid open the big glass doors
leading to the back yard and pool.

And all I could do was stand there naked! I
couldn't even talk anymore!

Derek got some drinks out of the fridge, some
sort of imported beers. I looked around, anxious and excited,
nervous, and hot. It was a huge kitchen, and incredibly luxurious.
Derek seemed to take it for granted, though. He was fetching snacks
from a cupboard, then he went past me, patting me on the head, and
disappeared, leaving me alone.

That was kind of frustrating! I mean, all
that was holding me here was the chain looped to the hook overhead,
but I had no hands to remove it with. So it was like I was some
kind of horse or dog who was chained in place.

I stood in place, the vibrator buzzing away
inside me and making me grind my thighs together again as the heat
rose to epic levels. I just needed a little rubbing of my clitoris
to make me explode! But there was nothing I could do to accomplish
that.

Derek returned, moved behind me, and undid
whatever was locking my wrists together. But then he brought my
wrists up and over my head, then back behind my neck and locked the
shackles to the back of the collar. I struggled a little, but
feebly. He was way stronger than me.

He took the leash thing down and led me out
of the kitchen, then stopped and turned to look at me.

“Elbows back, chest out,” he ordered.

I glared at him.

“Want another strapping?”

I gulped and obeyed, flushing more as I
pulled my elbows back and arched my back a bit.

He tugged on the leash and led me outside to
a thankfully well-shielded back yard.

It was gorgeous, to be honest, like paradise.
The pool was surrounded by tall, perfectly trimmed evergreens.
Don't ask me the type. Some were round, like emerald cedars, some
were leafy, but still perfectly trimmed, and then some larger ones
were just, well, trees. Those were behind the trimmed ones. In
front of them were bushes, also perfectly trimmed, some hanging
over the edge of the pool.

The pool was painted a sort of light green,
instead of powder blue. The stone around it was gray and smooth at
opposite ends of the pool. But along the sides were high, stone
rocks. There were several knee-high stone rocks at this end too,
just in front of a round fire-pit. There were more at the other
end, and another fire pit.

There were chairs and what looked like sofas
at either end, made of wicker, but with big padded cushions over
them. Derek sat down on one of the 'sofa's and then pulled me down,
dragging me across his lap.

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

I moaned and then gasped as he jerked back on
my hair.

“Obey your master, sex slave,” he
taunted.

I yelped into the gag but obeyed and he eased
up, his other hand dropping down to rub a finger up and down
against my clitoris.

“Hot little sex slave,” he teased.

Chase came out of a little cabin off to the
side. He was dressed in a bathing suit now, and came and dropped
into one of the chairs across from us.

“Gonna have your sex slave put on a bikini?”
he asked in amusement.

“Why would I do that? Sex slaves should
always be naked.”

This was so freaky! My body was starting to
pulse and burn as his finger stroked me. This was all so wild and
outrageous and dark and yet thrilling and wild and desperately
wicked! It was hard to even remember that I barely knew him, and
didn't know Chase at all! I mean, we'd been so... intimate!

Derek did something to the vibrator thing and
slid it down and almost out, then began to pump it in and out. He
held his thumb along the base so that every time he thrust it into
me his thumb rode across my clitoris.

“Come for me, little sex slave,” he said.
“Come for your master.”

I didn't want to! But I desperately wanted
to! Yes, I know, it was all wildly confusing. Coming like this with
Chase sitting across lazily sipping on a beer and watching me was
just so embarrassing! But the heat of it was too great to
resist.

My body began to tremble and shake, and I
started to jerk my legs together. That got my hair pulled painfully
and my head forced back across his left shoulder.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he ordered.

Moaning and gasping for breath, I spread my
legs as he continued to thrust the dildo/vibrator into my pussy. My
entire body started to pulse with heat and excitement. Then the
explosion came and I cried out in helpless bliss! My hips jerked
frantically against his finger and the pumping dildo as convulsions
tore through me.

My left leg was across the wicker arm of the
lounge chair, while my right foot was on the cushion off to the
right. My leg muscles spasmed violently, jerking my hips up hard
and fast against the thrusting dildo as heat poured through me and
drowned my brain in pleasure.

I was not... unaware... by the way, of what I
looked like, of being, in effect, on display for Chase, of being
splayed and bowed back and that he was watching excitedly as Derek
drove me into orgasm. It both embarrassed and thrilled me, in some
dark, strange, confusing way.

That I was helpless, bound, collared, and
being used like some kind of sex slave was another wild, strange
thrill, as if I had fallen into a game which had become real –
though of course it wasn't.

My muscles continued to spasm, if less
violently, my body shaking as the orgasm faded, and I was sucking
in air around the ball in my mouth, which made it sound of loud and
wet. I moaned as Derek forced the thing all the way into me and
then made me stand up.

“Go see Chase,” he ordered.

He slapped my bottom hard, which made me
squeal in pain and stumble and nearly fall across the few feet to
where Chase sat. He lifted me up and sat me across his lap like
Derek had done, and then, just like Derek, jerked back on my hair
to make my back arch.

“I bet I can make her come faster,” he said.
“And I don't need a vibrator.”

He pulled the two out of me and slid his big
fingers up inside instead. He also began to feast on my breasts,
sucking and licking and biting them, nibbling and licking and
sucking on the nipples, and running his hands over them to caress
and knead them.

“Lovely tits,” he said.

This was so sick and depraved!

But my breasts began to throb hotly, my
nipples quivering with energy and pleasure and tension so that
every time he tweaked or rolled them that energy crackled through
my body. Then he abruptly let my upper body drop back and rolled me
over so I was lying across his lap.

Crack!

His hand slapped my bottom and I yelped and
flinched as he laughed.

His thumb pushed into me, and as he was a big
man it was a big thumb. It pumped in and out slowly, pressing down
against the front wall of my puss as the rest of his fingers
stroked and rubbed and massaged my clitoris in a strange way I
hadn't felt before.

His other hand slid up and down my body,
sometimes kneading my buttocks, sometimes sliding forward and down
under my ribs to cup my right breast. Then it shifted up to
grabbing my hair and jerking my head up and back, just because, I
guess, he could.

“This is one fine looking sex slave,” he
said. “Every man should have a sex slave like this.”

It was just so outrageous! And bizarre! And
wild and thrilling and hot!

My body pulsed with heat and dark sexual
energy, and I moaned and gasped around the ball filling my mouth,
trying to swallow my saliva so I didn't drool around it.

He slapped my bottom, then began to play with
that thing Derek had shoved into my ass. It wasn't a dildo, even a
small one. Because it was narrow at the tip, then got wider and
wider, then abruptly narrowed, with all of that inside me attached
to a tiny flat base on the outside like some kind of plug.

He pulled on that base and pulled the thing
out of me, then sank it back in, repeatedly, even as his other hand
was fingering my pussy. All I could do was moan and squirm, my
wrists tugging against the steel shackles.

Derek tossed him a plastic squeeze bottle and
he squirted it over me, then began sliding his hands up and down my
body, spreading the slick stuff out. The feel of his hands kneading
my breast and fingering my pussy got even more incredible now that
they were all slippery!

I shuddered and moaned as he pulled the plug
out of my ass again and began to pump his oily fingers in there. I
figured he wanted to fuck me in the ass and I knew how big and
thick his cock was!

I was right, too. He lifted me up like I was
a rag doll and sat me on his lap, straddling him, facing Derek. He
gripped my hair to make me rise up and then pressed the soft, slick
knob of his cock against my ass and pulled down on my hair.

I moaned helplessly, feeling the pressure
mounting against my ass. I tried to resist, pushing up with my
legs, but he pulled on my hair so that my head wound up arched way
back. And my weight slowly forced my bottom to open wide enough for
his thick cock to begin moving up into my belly.

It did ache but... I was in a kind of fever
heat, driven into it by all this insanely sexual perversion and
their skillful fondling of my body. And when he reached his arm
around me and began fingering my clitoris again I could only
tremble and moan as I sank down further and further on his monster
cock.

It really felt as if I were being impaled!
But in a hot, erotic, and overwhelmingly exciting way!

My feet were jammed into the back cushion on
either side of his hips as my knees pushed down into the seat, and
I slowly began to ride his cock, gasping and panting around the
ball-gag as he continued to finger me.

“You should stick the vibrator up into her. I
bet that feels good against your cock,” Derek said.

“Her tight ass feels good around my cock
already,” Chase said.

He put a big hand on my thigh and pushed down
and I squealed and cried out as my buttocks came down all the way,
his big cock jammed achingly deep, giving me cramps.

Derek laughed. “I can see your cock against
her belly,” he said.

Chase ran his hand up along my belly, rubbing
against me, and laughed too.

“Up, slave girl,” he said.

He pulled on my hair to get me to rise, then
jerked down on it and my thigh to push me back down and I cried out
again as the head of his cock jammed up high.

“Yeah, I see it,” he said in amusement.

“She needs something in her cunt, too,” Derek
said.

“You love your toys, don't you, boy,” Chase
said in amusement.

But he reached down and picked up the
vibrator, then worked it up into my pussy and turned it on.

Fuck!

“Ride your tight ass up and down my cock,
slave bitch,” he said, gripping my hair and pulling up while
fingering my clit.

My head was throbbing with pressure and heat
as I began to do just that, riding slowly up and down on his thick
cock as my insides churned with sexual energy. It was like being
drunk. The heat and pleasure had washed away my inhibitions as I
worked to feed the excitement and bring myself another orgasm!

“Well, this is a pretty sight.”

I gasped and froze as another guy walked out
of the house! He was, like Chase and Derek, around twenty or so,
wearing an expensive suit. He had much shorter hair, almost shaven,
with dark brown eyes and a light beard.

My instinct to jump up and run off was foiled
by Chase holding my hair and putting his right hand down on my
thigh to force me down fully on his cock again. I tried to twist my
face away but I didn't even have that much control over myself.
Chase controlled my head fully by his tight grip on my hair.

“This is Derek's sex slave,” Chase said in
amusement.

“Nice! Where you buy her? Ho Depot?”

The other two laughed.

“Nice tits on her.”

“Yeah, grab a feel.”

“Don't want to get the suit dirty.”

I felt insulted by that for a second, then I
realized he meant the oil Chase had spread over me.

“You know where the suits are,” Derek said.
“Want a beer?”

“Sure.”

The new guy wandered over to that cabin thing
while Derek got up and went into the house. Chase chewed on the
nape of my neck and started rubbing my clitoris again while I
continued to deal with the shock my new sudden exposure had given
me.

Another stranger! And he'd seen me like this!
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

At least he wasn't someone from work. Was he?
But what was I going to do? What could I do? What did I want to
do?

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” Chase said,
chewing on the nape of my neck.

This was all fucking crazy! But did it matter
that I didn't know this guy given I didn't know Chase either?
Except how many guys were gonna show up to fuck me!? Should I just
let anyone!? Could I do anything about it anyway!? I couldn't even
complain about it!

“Sex slave,” he whispered.

Fuck! The whole idea of being a sex slave
was... wild! But it brought with it a complete absence of
responsibility. I didn't have to do anything or make any decisions.
Whatever happened was someone else's choice. And that sort of
exempted me from having to protect some sort of image of myself as
a 'good girl'. I mean, sex slaves didn't get a choice, right?

Derek returned with beers, and the new guy
came out of what had to be some sort of changing cabana with a
swimsuit on. He took the beer in one hand and took a swig while
reaching out to fondle my breasts with the other hand.

“Chase has his cock buried in her ass,” Derek
said.

“I already fucked her pussy and her throat,”
Chase said.

“You got that cock down her throat?”

“She's a natural sex slave,” Derek said.

The new guy put down his beer and then
reached behind my head. Chase let go of my hair and the new guy
leaned my head forward, then undid the strap that went behind it
and worked the ball gag out of my mouth.

Then he jerked his swimsuit down and his cock
sprang up right in front of me!

“Got something here for you, little sex
slave,” he said.

This was insane!

But I had no idea what to say, and then his
cock pushed into my mouth, making it impossible to say anything
anyway. I moaned around it as he pushed deeper, and began to suck
and lick as he reached around and gripped my hair.

I felt Chase's fingers at my pussy again,
rubbing my clitoris as the vibrator buzzed. Then the new guy pulled
back while pulling on my hair. That made me lean forward. Chase
started to pump his hips up and down, then, fucking my ass while
the new guy pushed his cock deep into my throat.

I think I just gave up at that point having
much care about what was done to me, or who saw me, or who touched
me, as long as it didn't hurt. Much. And anyway, every time they
did something outrageous I felt this wild, shocking sense of
thrilled heat sweep through me. And this was no different.

The new guy drew back suddenly, then he
reached down and grabbed my ankles and lifted them up and back! He
grinned at me, and Chase pulled the vibrator out of my pussy a few
seconds before this guy pressed his cock against me, then drove
himself into my pussy!

OMG!

For the second time that day, I had two cocks
inside me, and felt as if I was going to explode from how full I
was! Chase was starting to thrust up into me as the new guy leaned
in harder, his hands forcing my ankles up back behind my head and
out to either side.

And then Derek came up beside the chair and
gripped my hair. He turned my head to the side and shoved his cock
into my mouth!

Three guys at once! I was overwhelmed! I was
astonished! And I cooked off into a massive orgasm almost
immediately, just as he started pumping his cock in my mouth. The
climax was a monster. It just howled and howled inside me, and in
the midst of it, Derek shoved his cock down my throat!

I felt so utterly used! So slutty! So wild!
So like a helpless sex slave like they called me! It was sooo hot
and thrilling that the orgasm just blew my mind away! It went on
and on until I thought it would never stop! Then, when it did, I
felt my muscles go limp even as the three guys continued to use my
body for their pleasure.

I felt the heat build up again, my mind fuzzy
and muzzy and dazed, but wallowing in the wild sex until another
orgasm swept over me. God, I was such a slut!
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Unlike Derek, Chase, and Randy, the new guy,
were pretty basic in what they wanted. They wanted to fuck me.
Having done that, they were fairly content. They went swimming, and
then I did too. Though Derek made me keep the collar and shackles
on.

Also, they pulled their swimsuits back up. I
stayed naked.

Have you ever been naked around other people
who are fully clothed? I mean, even as we had pizza I had to stay
naked. Oh, and I had to call everyone 'master', which I thought was
goofy. Chase and Randy seemed to be amused by it, too. But like
Derek, they slapped my butt whenever I forgot.

Although that was probably mostly cuz they
liked slapping my butt.

I had never 'hung around' with a group of
guys before, and certainly not naked, and certainly not as some
kind of submissive sex slave they were free to grope or spank
whenever they liked. It was really strange!

Also, Derek made me kneel on the ground while
they sat on the lounge chairs. Which was okay, but also served to
remind me that I was the 'slave girl'. As if being naked with a
collar around my neck didn't already do that!

I was very much on display, very much
eye-candy. Even when they talked about school or gossiped about
people they knew their eyes would flit over me fairly often as I
knelt there eating. And it wasn't like I could hide anything.

And when Derek went inside to warm up the
pizza in the microwave he returned with a big dildo in his
hand.

“That desert?” Chase asked in amusement.

“I hope you appreciate this cock, slave
girl,” Derek said, showing it to me. “It's the most expensive dildo
in the world.”

It certainly was lifelike! Right down to the
balls at the base. It had a suction cup, though, right under the
balls, and Derek squatted next to me, then slapped that down on the
stone. The dildo stood upright in front of me.

“Get on,” he said, standing and then sitting
back in his chair.

I suddenly felt a LOT more sexual. I mean,
the sexual tension had never gone away, but now it rushed up to
make my face flush and tighten my chest.

“That looks like a nice cock, slave girl,”
Chase said. “I bet you want it inside you.”

“I don't want every cock inside me,” I said
defensively, blushing.

“But you want that one. It's so nice
looking.”

“Of course, if you don't obey your master
you'll have to get spanked,” Derek said.

That left me two choices; slide my pussy down
this dildo while they watched, or get dragged across Derek's lap
and be spanked while the other two watched. That would be much more
painful and also more embarrassing.

I gulped, my heart beating faster and then
rose up on my knees, flushing hotly as I gripped the head and
pressed it against myself. I was still oily because Derek and Chase
had made sure to keep me oiled up with this sunscreen stuff they
said was edible.

The feel of the head rubbing against me made
my pussy thrum with energy. It ached as I slowly sank down, as it
slowly spread me open, but the heat swirling inside me didn't care.
I sank down, inch by inch, while all three watched until it was way
up inside me.

“Spread your legs wider, slave,” Chase
said.

“Yeah, way wide,” Derek said with a grin.

I obeyed, my insides pulsing with heat.

They looked at me even more often now. Even
as we ate pizza. The sexual tension I was feeling was way higher. I
couldn't move without feeling how long and thick the dildo was up
inside me. And it was a very realistic looking and feeling dildo.
And not at all small!

I felt so incredibly... blatant! I mean,
kneeling like this with my legs spread wide and the dildo almost
buried inside me! Right in front of guys!

The dildo began to feel warmer, thicker, as
if it was growing, as if it was alive.

Derek got up and moved behind me, then
gathered up my hair in a tail, only from the top of my head, not
the back. He tugged on it and I gasped and rose up several inches.
Then he let it go. I hesitated, then sank slowly down, feeling a
wild shudder of heat as I did.

He pulled up on my hair again and I gasped
and rose up. Then he let go and I sank down.

He leaned over.

“Ride that cock, slave,” he whispered in my
ear.

I hesitated, but he tugged on my hair again
and I rose up. And all the while the other two were watching me
raptly. I sank down, then rose up again as Derek sat down. I
hesitated again, then rose up, a little higher, then sank down once
more.

This was wild!

“Squeeze your tits,” Chase said with a
smirk.

I gulped and ignored him.

“Reach down and rub your clit,” Derek
ordered.

I hesitated again, my face hot all the way
down to my chest. But... I wanted to! I moved my right hand in and
let my fingers touch myself, then began to rub my clitoris as I
rode the dildo. I rode faster and higher as the heat billowed up
inside me, fucking myself while they all watched!

As the excitement grew more intense, I rubbed
harder and rode faster. I was putting on a show for three hot guys,
and that was incredibly exciting, even if it was also embarrassing.
I squeezed my left breast with my left hand, then my right, moaning
low in my throat as I rode the dildo.

And then I came. Again! How many times was
that today!? I orgasmed while riding a dildo with three guys
watching me do it!

OMG!

I sank down, gasping, panting, trembling a
little as I took the dildo fully inside me again.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” Derek
said.

“I'm your sex slave, Master,” I said,
panting.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy.”

I flinched, feeling both outraged and
hot.

“I'm your fuck toy, Master,” I gulped.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master,” I said.

I might have just come but I was still
flaming hot!

“Get on your hands and knees,” Derek
said.

I slid up off the dildo and then dropped onto
my hands.

“Turn to your right. Now lower your chin and
chest to the ground. Keep your ass high.”

Confused, I obeyed, feeling my breasts pillow
out beneath me against the warm stone.

“Hands out in front of you, arms
straight.”

I obeyed, starting to again feel a dark,
squirmy sense of hunger, heat, and thrilled sexual desire as I
exposed myself to them all so... obscenely.

“Spread your knees wider.”

It was the new guy who mounted me. He quickly
dropped off his seat, knelt behind me, jerked his suit down, and
rammed himself into my sopping wet pussy as the other two looked
on.

Well, they'd already fucked me twice.

Randy was feverish with his own heat as he
drove himself into me to the balls and started to hammer away at
me. His hips slapped against my buttocks as he leaned over, his
hands on my shoulders.

“She likes to have her hair pulled,” Derek
said.

I gasped as Randy did just that, gathering it
up in a thick mass and jerking back sharply. Derek squatted next to
me, the dildo in hand, and then pushed it through my open lips,
sliding it deep into my throat and fucking me with it.

I instinctively grabbed at his wrist and he
and Randy pulled my wrists behind me and locked them there. Then he
fucked my throat while Randy hammered himself into me from
behind.

The heat welled up inside me and I felt my
mind-melting, felt myself sinking into this sort of totally passive
sense of submission to whatever they wanted to do to me. Someone
got a hand under my hip and started rubbing my clitoris, and that
set me off into a series of bucking, jerking orgasms that exhausted
me.

*

I told my parents I had gone out with some
people from work, had dinner, and just sort of hung around and
chatted for a while. They seemed content. They certainly didn't
seem to suspect I'd had sex with three guys! Was that a gang-bang?
Was three enough for that?

God! I was getting so slutty and wild!

A part of me was dismayed at how I'd just let
these guys use me and treat me so disrespectfully. But another part
of me felt like a sexy, sophisticated woman who did wild things
society wouldn't approve of. Which was way, way different than
being a boring nerd!

I kind of liked the thought of myself as a
daring, wicked seductress who did wild things!

Not that I was really very brave...
Everything had sort of just... happened. I mean, first one thing
and then another, like going down a flight of stairs. You'd never
jump from one floor to the next, but, well, it didn't seem like a
very big distance going from one step to the next. And then from
there to the next.

I did some internet surfing – on porn sites –
and looked at pictures of women tied up, women having sex with men
while tied up, women acting like sex slaves. It all seemed super
hot to me given my recent experiences. Looking at pictures and
videos and thinking “I must have looked like that” was really
strange!

At the same time, I knew I shouldn't be doing
shit like this. I mean, good girls just didn't! Even normal girls
who weren't so good, like Amanda, wouldn't have done that kind of
thing. Still, it had been an eye-opener, and I was becoming
obsessed with seeing what other wild sexual things I could do with
Derek.

And I was also becoming more comfortable with
my body, more relaxed about it being seen, more cocky and, well,
not exactly proud but... kind of, about how sexy I was! And that
was such a huge change for me!

And then the next morning I got a text from
Derek. It said “Tonya and Jordan will come and pick you up in an
hour.”

I was clueless. Like, what? “Who are Tonya
and Jordan and where are we going?” I asked.

“Tonya and Jordan are your new friends from
work, and you're going out shopping,” he said.

I stared at my screen in confusion.

“But who are they?”

“Just obey your master, sex slave.”

“Well... where are we really going? And will
you be there?”

“I'll be driving.”

Going out and doing something with Derek
sounded more exciting than staying home and playing on the
internet. But I wondered who these girls were. For a moment I felt
jealous. They must be girlfriends of his! Then I told myself I was
being an idiot because he wasn't my boyfriend anyway. Maybe he'd
just recruited them to give me an excuse as to where I was that
didn't involve fucking some guy in his basement.

And what if he wanted me to have sex with a
girl, too, I thought nervously. A lot of guys liked to do that kind
of thing, have sex with two girls at once. Well, since I'd had sex
with two guys at once (and three!) I supposed I could understand
that. But the guys hadn't had anything to do with each other, just
with me. And I was pretty sure that wasn't the way the guys wanted
it when it was two girls and one of them.

Still, the thought of messing around with a
Derek and a girl wasn't too scary. I mean, I'd never really done
anything with girls, but it wasn't like lots of other girls hadn't
played around. I knew Amanda had.

I had to dress and get ready pretty quickly,
though. I put on my sexiest lingerie, including a thong, and then
put on a t-shirt under a light, loose sweater, and a pair of
slacks. When the door rang, I hurried down and opened it to find
two girls about my own age dressed in very short skirts and tight
midriff tops.

One was a busty blonde, with straight, golden
hair spilling down her back and very blue eyes wearing a t-shirt
that said 'I'm a crazy girl' and a short denim skirt. The other was
a slim black girl with narrow, Arabic features wearing a small tank
top with no bra, and a short skirt.

“Hi, Zoe!” the blonde said. “Ready for some
shopping?”

“And maybe a movie after!?” the black girl
asked.

I just sort of stared at them. They were
acting like we knew each other and I'd never met them before. But
my mother showed up and she seemed happy to see me 'making friends'
so I left with the two, walking out to a dark sedan with tinted
windows.

“Who are you guys?” I asked as we walked to
the car.

“Friends,” the blonde said.

“Friends and lovers,” the black girl
said.

That made my chest tighten with both anxiety
and excitement.

The blonde opened the back door of the car
and slipped inside, while the black girl urged me to follow. I did,
seeing Derek in the front seat even as the black girl got in behind
me and closed the door.

“Where are we going?” I asked nervously.

“Funland,” Derek said, pulling away from the
curb.

“Uh-huh. And where is that?” I asked warily,
looking around us and at the two girls.

“You've met Jordan and Tonya,” he said.

“Uh...”

“I'm Jordan,” the blonde said.

“And I'm Tonya,” the black girl added.

Like I couldn't figure that out!

“Where are – ?”

And then the two girls both leaned into me
together and each grabbed one of my arms, pulled them out to the
sides, then sat back against them to pin them against the back of
the seat! Jordan grabbed my hair and my breast while Tony put her
hand on the other breast and cupped my pussy through my trousers! I
would have said something, protested, but Jordan's mouth was on
mine almost immediately.

I was... startled, maybe even shocked. And as
before I had no idea how to respond! But one of the things I'd
worried about was being seen as some ignorant, virginal choir girl
who didn't know anything – you know, some scared, prudish girl who
wasn't in the same league as them. So I sure didn't want to do or
say anything to give that impression!

And I wasn't even sure what I could say given
they were both leaning in against the back of the seat and pinning
my arms to the sides.

I struggled, but only briefly, then just let
my arms stay in place as Jordan kissed me and they both kneaded my
breasts. I was... embarrassed, though, self-conscious, confused,
and nervous. But I did my best not to show it, and to kiss Jordan
back in a way that didn't look too clumsy.

I did start to squirm, though, when I felt my
trousers undone, and Tonya's hand pushed down inside, and inside my
thong! My face heated wildly as the black girl fingered my pussy.
Her fingers were soft and warm, and not rough, but I was still
deeply uncomfortable even as my arousal grew more intense.

Jordan was kissing me more passionately, and
her hand pulled the t-shirt and sweater up and slid up underneath,
pushing my bra up to fondle my bare breast. At the same time, Tonya
gave up fingering my pussy and slid off the seat onto the floor,
gripped the waistband of my trousers, and jerked them down!

I gasped, instinctively trying to stop her,
but Jordan jerked back more sharply on my hair, which hurt! I cried
out and she giggled.

“Slave girl,” she whispered.

Tonya jerked my trousers out from under me
while my head was forced back, because that had kind of lifted my
butt. My thong had gone down with the trousers, and I felt
horribly... naked as she pushed my legs apart. I was already kind
of slouching because of the way Jordan had pulled my hair, so Tonya
had no difficulty getting her lips on my pussy.

“J-Jordan! Tonya!” I gasped. “Derek!”

Derek was watching us in the mirror as he
drove and grinning.

Tonya's tongue was lapping at my pussy like
some kind of wild dog. And it was long and thick as she worked on
my clitoris.

“You're gonna be our slut, aren't you, baby?”
Jordan purred.

She pulled my t-shirt and sweater up over my
head and I didn't really fight her. A rush of heat spread over my
skin as I realized I was now completely naked!

She grabbed my right hand – still leaning her
body against my left, and I saw she had a studded leather band in
her hands. She slipped it around my wrist and fastened it instantly
with a strong Velcro strip. She giggled and then let my other arm
free, only to slip one of the straps around it too!

Next came a collar, a thick, studded leather
one with a ring in both the front and the back! I moaned, gasping
as Tonya's fingers began to push against my pussy and wriggle up
inside me.

Jordan pulled my wrist up and back behind my
neck, then somehow fastened the band against the ring in the back
of the collar. Then she pulled my other wrist up and back and
fastened it behind my neck too.

“Nice tits,” she said, leaning forward and
taking the center of my left breast into her mouth.

This was so insane! I stared at the mirror up
front, at Derek's eyes, and he smirked back at me.

“Spread your legs, slave,” Tonya said.

Jordan gripped my left leg, pulling it up and
apart, while Tonya shoved my right leg up and apart. This made me
slump down more, and then suddenly Tonya had a dildo in her hand.
It was black, and the surface looked like it sort of... rippled
unevenly. It was thick and long, though, and I moaned as she began
to work it into my pussy.

She licked and sucked my clitoris as she did,
while Jordan bent to suck on first one nipple, then the other, then
began to chew the flesh around them as she sucked and licked.

My mind was just... overwhelmed with it all!
Not to mention with the tremendous surge in sensations racing up my
spine from what the two girls were doing to me!

Jordan pulled back and then grabbed this...
what looked like a bunch of straps to me, at first. It turned out
to be a sort of leather halter, only one that didn't cover anything
up. The halter was made up of a series of inch wide straps held
together with little buckles.

These formed two rings which went around my
breasts. Jordan tightened the buckles so they were both flat
against my chest and tight around the base of my breasts, squeezing
my breasts out somewhat and making them throb.

The halter had one strap that went around me,
and two short ones which went up to fasten to the ring on the front
of the collar.

As she was fastening that to me Tonya was
fucking me with the black dildo, working it in deeper and deeper as
she licked and sucked my clitoris. Which was, to put it mildly,
distracting.

“I-I-It's too big!” I squealed as the head
thumped against the back wall of my pussy.

“Bury it in her,” Derek said.

He had stopped the car and I'd hardly
noticed. Now he was turned around watching with interest as the
black girl fucked and licked me.

Jordan leaned over and started sucking and
licking at my rock hard nipples again, but still had a hand in my
hair, forcing my head so far back I couldn't even see Tonya!

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” I gasped.

“Slave slut,” Tonya said, her voice
purring.

Jordan straightened up, then shoved a ball
into my mouth – the ball-gag Derek had used on me before, I
presumed. That both aroused and scared me. I wouldn't even be able
to protest anymore. Still, I hadn't been able to yesterday either,
and that had sure worked out!

I moaned around the ball gag as Jordan
resumed sucking and licking at my nipples. They were already on
fire, and every time she bit into the soft flesh of my breasts
around them they pulsed with excitement.

Tonya shoved the dildo even deeper, twisting
it around inside me as she sucked hungrily on my clitoris. Then she
and Jordan lifted my legs up and back and she worked another big
dildo into my ass!

This was all so fucking perverted and kinky
that I was just dazed with it! I had no idea what was going on
other than kinky sex, and my body was thrumming with heat and
excitement even as my mind swirled with confusion and anxiety.

Derek turned around and the car started
forward as the two girls fastened straps from the dildos up across
my hips to lock them in place. Then they pulled my shoes off, and,
giggling a little, they slid these black leather boots up my legs.
They were quite high, going way past the knees and almost up to my
crotch. I'd never worn them before, but they fit.

The car stopped and they got out, then Tonya
pulled me out as well. I flushed, looking around anxiously. We were
outside again, and I was even more naked and kinky than the other
day.

“Elbows back, slave,” Tonya ordered.

And then she brought up this thin sort of
strap and slapped it across the center of my right breast!

I'm not at all used to having anyone slap me
there so of course, I yelped loudly, trying to twist away. Someone
had hold of the back of the collar, though – Derek, it turned
out.

“Elbows back, slave,” she growled.

I gulped and jerked my elbows back, which
served to arch my back more.

“Learn to obey your mistress, sex slave,” she
purred, gently caressing my breast.

Oh wow, this was hot and sick!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


We were standing on the long driveway of some
kind of abandoned mansion. The house was very large and beautiful
but clearly abandoned. The grounds were covered with trees, brush,
and weeds.

Derek clipped a leash to the front ring of
the collar and tugged, and I stumbled and almost fell – would have
fallen if Jordan hadn't grabbed me. The boots had very high
stiletto heels and I wasn't at all used to walking in
stilettos!

“Elbows back, slave girl,” Jordan said.

I squealed as the little strap cut across my
buttocks, and jerked my elbows back as Derek led me up to the front
stairs, then up them to the doors. He pushed open the front door
and we walked into a shadowy, dusty entry hall with faded paint and
wallpaper.

He led me off down a broad hall, then into a
huge half-circle room with a ceiling forty feet high. There were
multiple rows of windows going up the entire semi-circular wall,
and giving the room plenty of light. There was a plush, dark red
wall to wall carpet covering the floor, but it was very dirty and
torn and worn in places.

He led us right through it and as we reached
the back wall I saw that there were a pair of french doors ahead of
us. He pushed them open and tugged me out onto a stone balcony
which looked out the back of the mansion.

The land fell away behind the house, so the
balcony was raised about twenty feet, but further out the land fell
further and further so there was a view which looked out on
multiple buildings going back quite some ways.

More importantly, I was in view of
those buildings, as if standing up on a stage – naked! The closest
ones were a good hundred yards away. I would be a tiny figure from
that distance. Unless someone had binoculars or something.

“Spread your legs, slut,” Tonya ordered.

Crack!

I yelped as the thin strap cut across my
bottom again, and quickly jerked my legs apart.

“Keep those elbows back, Slave,” she
said.

She swung the belt in around my right side so
it slapped at my breast again and I yelped and jerked my elbows
back.

“That's it. Lovely,” Derek said. “Show the
world how gorgeous your body is, sex slave.”

This was so weird! What was he doing!? What
were they doing!? What was I doing!?

Jordan moved around in front of me, sank to
her knees, and started to lick my clitoris!

There were sure a lot of windows out there!
Maybe one of them had someone behind it which would notice movement
on this balcony and maybe they had binoculars and would look!

I felt hands behind my neck then the straps
which cut across my cheeks and held the ball-gag in dropped away.
Derek reached around and pulled the ball from my mouth and I gulped
in air, licking my lips.

“Now, what is my name, slave girl?” he
asked.

“M-Master?”

The strap swept around my left side and
slapped at the soft flesh of my breast.

“Ah!”

“Speak firmly, slave!” Tonya said.

“What am I?” Derek asked.

“Master!” I exclaimed.

“And what are you?”

“I-I'm... a slave girl!”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” I cried.

Crack!

The strap swept around my side and hit my
breast again, and I yelped in pain.

I mean, it wasn't a heavy strap or anything,
but it did sting, and I absolutely wasn't used to anyone daring to
cause any pain like that to my breasts!

“Don't try to give orders, sex slave,” Tonya
growled.

Jordan sucked hungrily at my clitoris and I
shuddered. That got me another slap on the left breast from the
strap.

“Elbows back, slut!”

“Ah!”

“What are you?” Derek asked.

“I'm a slave girl!”

Crack!

I gasped and hissed, then gasped again at
another blow.

“Keep your back arched, slut!” Tonya
barked.

I arched my back, pulling my elbows back,
getting dazed and bewildered by all this.

I was also burning up with a dark sexual
fever as Jordan sucked and licked my clitoris and those two big
dildos filled me to overflowing! This was all wickedly outrageous
and hot, if confusing.

“You forgot to say master, slut,” Tonya
said.

“What are you?” Derek asked again.

“I'm a slave, Master!” I exclaimed.

“What kind of slave?”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

“And who gets to fuck a sex slave?”

“I... anyone who wants to, Master?”

Crack!

I gasped at the stinging slap from the strap
at the side of my breast.

“Anyone your master says, slave.”

“Yes, Master!”

Jordan had undone the strap and was now
pumping the dildo slowly up and down inside me as she sucked and
licked my clitoris.

“What kind of a woman becomes a sex slave?”
Tonya demanded.

I didn't know the answer to that and gasped
as she flicked the strap up around my right side, then my left,
snapping at both breasts.

“A filthy whore, isn't that right?”

“I... I –!”

Crack! Crack!

“Isn't that right, you filthy whore?

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes mistress,” Tonya said.

Crack

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

“Are you a filthy whore?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a filthy whore, Mistress!”

My breasts were starting to really throb and
heat up from the little slaps. I mean, the halter thing squeezed in
around the bases pretty firmly, to begin with. Plus my breasts had
felt swollen and hot because of how aroused I was. The little
stinging blows made them ache, but they did nothing to diminish the
level of heat gripping my mind and body.

“I bet you'd love to be fucked in the
ass.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned, knowing the answer
she wanted.

“Beg for it!”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Master!”

I felt the dildo pulling out of my ass, then
what had to be a hard, hot cock pushing against me. It slid in, a
little thicker than the dildo, but the dildo had been oiled up and
that meant I was too. His cock pushed deep fairly quickly even as
Jordan stood up and moved behind me.

Tonya took her place. She pulled the dildo
out of me completely and pushed three fingers into my pussy as she
started to lick me.

Derek pumped slowly in my ass, his hands
sliding around in front of me to fondle my breasts now and then as
he worked himself deeper.

I shuddered and moaned at how wild and
intense this all was, desperately hoping no one in any of those
windows was watching even as I felt myself getting closer and
closer to an orgasm. My pussy ached and burned simultaneously as
Tonya twisted her fingers around inside me.

She pushed a fourth finger in, stretching me
out as Derek started to fuck my ass harder and harder. He gripped
my hair roughly, jerking it back, holding my head in position as
his cock thrust in and out of my ass. I felt the orgasm starting to
build, then explode up out of my pussy, overwhelming my body and
mind.

I cried out in dazed pleasure, my hips
bucking against Tonya as Derek shoved his cock into me harder and
faster, using long, powerful strokes.

I felt Tonya jamming her fingers deeper,
stretching the mouth of my pussy achingly wide. But given the long,
roaring rush of pleasure tearing through me I could hardly bring
myself to care.

I swayed on my feet, moaning and gulping in
air as Derek continued to fuck my ass, and Tonya continued to lick
my clitoris. I felt horribly full, and the mouth of my sex felt so
achingly stretched I tried to lower my head to see, but couldn't
because of Derek's grip on my hair.

Her fingers were pushing deeper inside me,
though, impossibly deep, and as my mind began to come back to me I
realized that she had somehow managed to shove her entire hand up
into my pussy! No wonder it was stretched! Even as I focused my
attention on it, gaping up at the sky, I felt the lips of my sex
narrowing a little as they closed on her slender wrist.

Still, the hand moved deeper as she resumed
licking at my clitoris, and I was gripped by a sense of wonder and
fear. Wonder, that she'd gotten it into me, fear that she'd damaged
me somehow!

Derek shoved the ball-gag back into my mouth
and drew the straps around behind me, and Tonya continued to slowly
turn and twist her hand while pushing it deeper. Derek fucked me
slower, his hand often sliding around me to roughly squeeze my
breast.

Jordan handed a small device to Tonya, and
she clicked it on. It was a vibrator, and she began to rub it
against my clitoris as she pumped her hand slowly in and out.

Oh. My. God. this was so fucking crazy!

But I was totally in the grip of a deep,
enthralling sexual hunger and passion as the two of them drove me
upward into a second orgasm, then a third! Tonya's hand moved
deeper and deeper inside me so that the lips of my sex had to
stretch wider around her forearm as her wrist slid into me.

It ached! But it was such a hot, fierce,
wildly exciting ache that I could hardly keep from trembling and
shaking with excitement!

I had never been so... full!

And the vibrator, given that, was making my
entire body shake wildly!

“Are you going to come again, slut?” Jordan
sneered.

“I bet she is. Watch the slut come again,”
Tonya laughed.

“Slave whore!” Jordan whispered in my
ear.

Derek jerked back on my hair more, forcing my
back to arch even more, and now Jordan began to lazily swing the
strap around my ribs to slap repeatedly at my throbbing breasts
until they both burned hotly!

And I came again! Like a slut!

Tonya slid her hand out of me even as Derek
finished fucking my ass. I sank to my knees, dazed, shell-shocked,
aching, burning.

Derek unclipped the wristbands from the back
of the collar, letting me drop my hands at last. Then he released
my hair, picking up the leash again.

Jordan and Tonya, at the same time, undid the
straps from my wrists, then slid these long, black leather gloves
up my arms. The thing was, they had no fingers, not even a thumb.
They went almost to my shoulder, and then they put the leather
bands on over my wrists again atop the gloves.

“On all fours, slave,” Derek barked.

I trembled and moaned as I fell forward, even
before the voice registered.

It wasn't Derek's voice.

Gasping, I turned and saw a man standing
there, obviously the guy who had just fucked my ass. And obviously
no one I'd ever met before in my life! He was way older than me,
easily twice my age! He was wearing nothing above the waist but a
leather halter, not totally unlike mine.

He had a very muscular and powerful chest,
though, and his halter consisted of two thick straps coming down
over his shoulders and going down his chest, joined by another
thick strap coming around his chest from just under his arms. He
wore heavy black boots, and a sort of hard leather cup over his
groin, which he'd lowered and now raised again.

Who the fuck was he!?

Some stranger had just fucked my ass, I
thought dazedly. I didn't even know anyone on this balcony! And
where was Derek!?

“Come, slave,” he ordered, jerking on the
leash.

I had little choice but to obey, especially
after Tonya slapped my bottom with the strap! I crawled into the
big room, dazed and confused, anxious, and embarrassed.

It was easy to crawl, at least, because the
high leather boots protected my knees, and the leather... gloves,
for want of a better term, protected my hands. But my breasts hung
below me, swinging as I crawled, and I was completely naked in
front of three strangers!

I crawled along the carpet, then he stopped
and turned back on me.

“Face down, arms stretched out before you,
bottom high and legs spread!” he said in a harsh, commanding
voice.

Gulping, I dropped my chest to the floor,
more than happy to do that, and blushing fiercely as I raised my
bottom high and spread my knees.

What was going on!? Who was he!? This guy had
fucked me in the ass! Okay, I'd come like crazy – which made things
confusing – but still! Where had he even come from!? It felt
totally shocking to be posing and positioning myself so obscenely
in front of a stranger!

“Nasty little slave girl,” Tonya said,
lightly slapping the strap across my bottom.

“Up on your knees, hands behind your neck!”
the man barked in an aggressive voice.

I gulped anxiously but obeyed.

“Knees spread!”

I gasped and spread my knees as I knelt
there. And I didn't need Tonya slapping my breasts to know to pull
my elbows back! My face was hot, though, at this strange guy
looking at me like this! If it hadn't been for the previous couple
of days, where other strangers like Chase and Randy had also seen
me naked and... in obscene positions, I think I'd have been utterly
stunned and horrified. As it was this felt like the weird
continuation of that dark sexual slave game Derek had started.

It was comforting that Tonya and Jordan were
there, even though, realistically, I barely knew them. But Derek
had kind of introduced us, in a way, and... I don't know. My head
was all fucked up!

I had to crawl around the room more, and then
lay on my back on the floor and draw my legs up and back, spreading
them wide. THAT was certainly an experience! I mean, how much more
obscene can you get in front of a strange man twice your age? And
that he was older made this seem darker, more serious, than the
tie-up pretense I'd engaged in with Derek and his friends.

They had me roll over and raise my bottom
again, spreading my legs. This time Jordan and Tonya pushed dildos
into me, working them in and out. Then one of them began to use the
vibrator against my clitoris.

My chin was against the floor, my arms
stretched out to either side as they worked on me from behind. I
felt this weird sense of unreality, not being able to see them or
what they were doing, but only feeling them as this guy
watched.

Another guy walked in, then. I gasped,
starting to jerk up, but the girls held me down, and after a moment
I realized it was Derek. He was wearing leather shorts and a kind
of halter like the first guy, but he was also wearing a mask. I
knew it was him, though. I recognized his eyes and mouth.

“This whore needs a good, solid fucking,” the
older guy said. “Give it to her.”

Derek moved around behind me and I felt the
dildo in my pussy being pulled out. Tonya and Jordan moved up on
either side of me, and one of them pulled on my hair, dragging me
up onto my forearms.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Jordan taunted,
leaning in to whisper in my ear.

'Filthy little fuck toy,” Tonya purred in the
other ear.

Both of them began fondling my breasts, then
I felt Derek's cock push into me as he jerked back on my hair.

“You love big cocks inside you, slave!”
Jordan said, chewing on my earlobe.

“You were born to be a fuck toy, slave girl,”
Tonya said, chewing on the other.

Derek drove himself into me to the balls and
started thrusting hard almost at once, slapping my buttocks and
yanking on my hair. The two girls gripped my arms and kissed and
chewed at the nape of my neck while fondling my breasts. One of
them reached in to finger my clitoris too.

How insane was this!?

Then another guy, who I quickly recognized as
Chase, came in dressed the same as Derek. I shuddered and moaned as
he knelt in front of me. He undid the gag and pulled it free, then
pushed his cock into my mouth as he took control of my hair.
Derek's big hands gripped my waist as he drove himself into me
harder and faster, the world seemed to swirl around me.

“Sex slave!” Jordan cooed, kissing me.

“Slave slut!” Tonya whispered.

All of this, needless to say, was having an
impact. Derek's arrival provided a lot of reassurance and had
calmed me down. Chase was another... well, familiar... person. My
anxiety faded and the dark heat began to creep up through my body
as my mind relaxed into it.

Pretending to be a sex slave was a wild, dark
thrill, and the sexual excitement and pleasure were like nothing
I'd ever experienced in my life. So I was more than willing to go
along with it. Even though the way Derek kept introducing newcomers
to the game made me uncomfortable.

Now, though, he was fucking me hard and fast
while these two girls were stroking and caressing me and Chase was
pushing his cock in and out of my mouth. It wasn't long before he
pushed into my throat, too, and started to fuck me there in time to
Derek fucking me from behind.

They stopped suddenly, at some word the older
guy barked at them. One of the girls shoved the ball-gag back into
my mouth, and the old guy took the leash and jerked on it to pull
me fully onto my hands and knees. He made me crawl across the floor
and then out into the hall. The others all followed as we turned
down a narrower hall and continued up it, then turned into an empty
room.

It was a lot grubbier looking than the big
room. The floor was bare and dirty and dusty enough I was glad to
be wearing the gloves and boots. The room had a high ceiling,
though not nearly as high as the first one. It was a lot more dimly
lit through the dirty windows.

The two masks guys I knew were Derek and
Chase reached down and pulled me to my feet, gripping my arms and
lifting my hands up and apart. There were chains hanging from the
ceiling! They pulled them in front either side, then clipped them
to the wrist restraints, then pulled my ankles apart and tied them
down too!

Jordan knelt in front of me licking my pussy
and pumping her fingers in and out while Tonya knelt behind me and
to my shock, began to lick my back opening! Her tongue circled and
swirled and dipped into me again and again as I gasped and panted
and moaned around the gag.

The old guy then moved to stand behind me and
to the side as the guys moved up. He had something in his hand that
made me nervous. It looked like a bunch of thin leather laces –
very thin, like shoelaces or something, attached to a handle. Then
he swung it. At me!

I gasped as the thin laces swept in and
spread out to hit my back. None of them hurt, really, though they
did sting a bit. But there were like two dozen, and two dozen
little stings... well, stung!

Oh, this was sick!

He swung it again, and then again, lower
down, and was explaining to the guys in a strangely normal voice,
how to do it, and how not to swing too hard, and how to work your
wrist.

“You let your wrist do the work, see? You
don't want to swing too hard, especially at first. Let the slave
build up a tolerance as you whip her.”

Whip her!? Yikes! That should have scared me!
But given the little stings were just – little stings, it didn't.
Instead, it filled me with a sense of shock, and then more of that
dark, wild, sick sense of excitement.

Especially with Jordan and Tonya licking me
the way they were!

Then he stepped up behind me and swept a
black silk blindfold around my head and over my eyes, tying it
behind me.

“Blind, the slave lives in a world of
sensation,” he said to them.

The little flickering crackle of stinging
jolts from his whip continued, only now I had no time to brace
myself for them, for I had no idea when they would arrive. I gasped
and moaned into the gag as they struck, my head turning and
twisting uselessly as if I could see better.

I felt a dildo pushing up into my ass, then
another sliding up into my pussy. No, the one in my pussy was the
vibrator with that clip thing that Derek had used before. It began
to vibrate around my clitoris as someone licked me.

Tonya had moved away from licking me behind,
and now the whip moved lower, snapping across my bottom. I thought
Derek or Chase was using it now, because I could hear him
instructing them, correcting them.

My skin was starting to feel more tender now,
hotter, as the thin laces snapped down again and again. And now the
laces were starting to curl around my ribs and waist to nip at my
breasts and belly!

The vibrator in combination with the tonguing
was starting to drive me insane, though. This whole scene was
insane! It was like something out of my darkest fantasies! The
whip, though, was starting to snap down directly across my breasts,
as if they'd moved around in front of me, and that stung!

I twisted and pulled against the chains,
crying out as the whip landed, then gasped as someone came up
behind me, someone male, and jerked back on my hair. I felt warm
breath against my ear, then teeth and lips on the nape of my
neck.

The dildo was pulled out of my ass and a hard
cock slid up inside me, thrusting steadily as those lips continued
to suck and chew on my throat.

“Sex slave!” I heard Derek whisper.

I shuddered and then the vibrator pulled out
of me and I felt another male body pressing against me from the
front. A warm cock pushed up into my pussy, and I was crushed
between the two of them as they began to thrust up into my
belly.

Hands squeezed my buttocks, jerking my hips
forward. Other hands squeezed my breasts, and teeth and lips
feasted on both sides of my throat.

The orgasm started slow but then built up
rapidly until I was shaking and jerking and trembling, and could
only stay on my feet because of the chains holding the wrist
restraints.

“Slave whore,” Chase growled.

“Slave slut,” Derek said.

“Fuck toy!” Tonya said from next to me.

The orgasm rolled over me and rolled my mind
over like a cork in a churning storm surge. My body bucked and
shook, convulsions rippling through it. My mind floated, wallowing
in the thrilling passion and forbidden kinkiness of it all.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


The game of being a sex slave kind of took
over my life. It was so much more exciting than anything else I
could possibly be doing, after all. Yes, I know it was sort of
outrageous and anyone who found out would have been horrified. But
it had fascinated me! It enthralled me!

We left the old mansion in a limousine! I
remained naked in the back – on the floor. Randy had shown up at
some point, and I was ordered to give him a blow job, and not a
quick one. Both Jordan and Tonya sat on either side of him,
criticizing me, calling me a useless ignorant virgin who didn't
know how to do anything.

They took turns kissing and fondling him as
well as slapping my breasts and tugging my hair and telling me to
slow down or speed up or suck his balls or lick his thighs and
stuff. And since my wrists were locked together behind me there
wasn't a lot I could do about it!

Of course, he eventually pulled me up to
straddle and ride him, as he sucked on my nipples and the two girls
fondled and squeezed my breasts and fingered my clitoris. I had no
idea where Derek and Chase were – probably in Derek's car. The
driver of the limo was, of course, that older guy.

I felt so wildly slutty! It was thrilling
doing all this wicked stuff! I felt so alive!

We drove to a new mansion. I had no idea who
owned it. I guessed Chase. I wound up on the floor as Tonya licked
my pussy and Jordan knelt over my face making me lick hers. Randy
sat back and watched.

It wasn't exactly fast, either. Girls don't
get soft. So those two could continue for quite a while, and did!
Tonya fucked me with a double-sided dildo, and then Jordan ground
our pussies together. Tonya spanked me – while fisting me again.
Then Jordan drove me insane with a vibrator and hot wax on the
nipples.

Chase and Derek showed up eventually, and
then the guy who had driven the limo made dinner. His name, it
turns out, was Gerard. The five of them sat at the table eating,
while I knelt on the floor, my wrists still bound behind me. They
fed me bits and pieces of their dinner, making me lick from their
fingers, at least at first.

After a while, they started throwing the food
on the floor, and I had to wriggle around on the floor and lick it
up. Why did I do it? Because I was deeply enmeshed in the dark
fantasy and heat of being a 'sex slave.' It was just so different
from my boring self-image and nerdy life!

I called home and said I was staying at
Jordan's, giving the number here, wherever here was. Then they
brought me up to a hot attic and hung me upside down from the
ankles, with my legs spread wide. The vibrator went into me again,
along with a dildo, and then they whipped me with the little laces
again all over my body before leaving me to hang there for
hours!

A stranger came and got me. I had no idea who
he was! But I wasn't going to complain when he lowered me to the
floor. No, not even when he lifted my hips high as I lay on my
belly, entered me from behind, and started to fuck me hard and
fast.

I was too dizzy to have stood up anyway. I
just groaned dazedly and let him do whatever he wanted. I didn't
even care that much that he was a complete stranger.

He brought me downstairs, then put me into a
cage and left me there. I didn't care. It was air-conditioned here,
and there was a nice, comfortable mat or mattress in the cage. I
had had a pretty wild day and fell asleep fairly easily.

The next morning Tonya and Jordan came to
fetch me. No sooner had I crawled out through the door of the cage
– in fact, while I was crawling out – they grabbed my hair and
jerked my head back, then shoved the ball-gag into my mouth before
I even knew what they were doing!

That left all the things I wanted to say
unsaid as Tonya clipped a leash to the ring of the collar and
tugged, and then Jordan brought the thin strap down across my
bottom to send me scurrying after her.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Tonya said.

“She's practically an animal,” Jordan
taunted, swinging the strap lightly down across my bottom.

Fuck, this was sick!

But it was having an effect on my mind, this
weird shit about being, as Jordan said, some kind of sexual slave
animal. It was just so deliciously sick and kinky! So I was a bit
irritated but even so, I was feeling aroused again.

They brought me into a large bathroom and
didn't even leave me alone to use it! Then they stripped off the
leather restraints and boots and gloves, as well as the halter and
collar, leaving only the ball-gag. They had me kneel on all fours
in the tub, then they used a hand shower to soak me and then washed
me as if I was some kind of dog!

A bitch dog in heat!

And as you can imagine, when they got me all
soapy their fingers worked on my breasts and nipples and clitoris
until my breathing began to get ragged. I couldn't even see what
they did because they'd shampooed my hair and left my head and face
covered in it. I was effectively blinded as their hands roamed my
body.

They rinsed me off, then dried my hair and
body before putting the gloves and boots back on, along with the
restraints and collar. They left the halter off, though, as they
led me – crawling again – back up the hall and into another
bedroom.

Jordan and Tonya stripped naked. Jordan
removed the ball gag and then she lay back on the bed with her legs
spread and jerked on my head and hair to guide me down against her
pussy. Tonya pulled my wrists back together behind me and locked
them in place. Then she used a strap-on to fuck me while I licked
Jordan's pussy.

“You're our bitch, slave girl,” Tonya
sneered.

“Our sexy little fuck-doll,” Jordan said,
twisting her fingers in my hair.

“We own you, bitch!” Tonya said, slapping my
bottom.

“Sex slave!” Jordan said.

This was so wild! My body thrummed with
passion and excitement as they treated me like their slave! I
managed to lick Jordan to an orgasm but didn't come myself until
they flipped me onto my back. Then Tonya lowered her pussy onto my
face while Jordan slid a double-headed dildo up into her own pussy,
then down into mine.

As I licked Tonya, Jordan ground her pussy
into me while the dildo twisted around in my hot little belly,
driving me up and over the edge.

When they were done with me Tonya led me,
crawling again, and leashed, up the hall and into Chase's bedroom,
then up into bed to wake him with a blow-job which ended in him
fucking my throat. Then it was up the hall to Randy's room where he
fucked me hard, then to Derek's where he did the same.

It didn't really seem to matter that the
other guy, the older one, the chauffeur guy, was next in line and
that he got to do whatever he wanted to me, too. In fact, it just
made it seem more realistic and more exciting. I came powerfully as
he let his big body crush me beneath him and pinned my ankles back
behind my ears while his cock pounded into me.

Yes, all this hot, steamy sex was definitely
having an effect on my mind!

I'd fucked six people before breakfast! And
at breakfast, I had to crawl again and lick the food from their
hands and off the floor! God, it was outrageous and degrading and
wild and hot!

When he was finished fucking me the older
guy, Gerard, forced my ankles back behind my head again, locked the
restraints together, then tied a rope to the rings and lifted my
ankles up, raising my head and shoulders off the bed as he tied the
rope to the top of the headboard above. He drew my arms back behind
me and locked my wrists together behind my back.

He gagged me, blindfolded me, and then shoved
a big dildo up my pussy, and the vibrator – the one with those
narrow bars that framed my clitoris at the base – into my pussy.
Then he turned it on. A minute later I felt him putting things into
my ears, and soon the sounds of pleasure came from them. It was
like I was listening in on an orgy, with lots of female gasping and
moaning and crying out in pleasure.

And that was how I spent at least an hour
after breakfast, gasping and moaning myself around the gag, the
vibrator buzzing inside me and around my swollen clitoris – but not
touching it. I had no way of touching myself, including my swollen
breasts, and insanely hard nipples!

All I could do was think about how hot and
nasty and kinky and wild this all was, and how much my pussy wanted
a hard pounding.

When I got it, I didn't even really pause to
wonder who it was. Because it didn't matter! All I knew was that
some guy pulled the vibrator out of me, thrust his cock into me,
and started pounding away at me! I came in about twenty seconds,
crying out around the gag as my body erupted in fiery explosions of
pleasure!

I lay like that, moaning, for another time,
though a lot less. Maybe it was fifteen minutes, maybe thirty? Then
another guy was there, fucking me hard and fast, groping my
breasts, twisting and rolling and pinching my nipples while his
cock drove into me hard and fast.

Who was it? I wondered, but it didn't really
matter. In fact, the thought it wasn't any of the guys who had
fucked me so far was both horrifying and wildly exciting. I came
violently almost as soon as I thought about it!

Every fifteen or twenty minutes – or at
least, every fifteen or twenty minutes after the last guy had left,
someone showed up and fucked me. Sometimes they fucked me in the
ass, and sometimes in the pussy. Then a few began to pull away the
gag, straddling my body so they could shove their cocks down my
throat.

When they were done they replaced the sex toy
they'd taken out – or the gag – and left.

I realized after a while this couldn't just
be the guys I knew. I mean, they'd already fucked me when they woke
up. They couldn't keep doing that all day. That thought did weird
things to my mind. It was degrading, outrageous, and... added to
the realism of the fantasy sex slave thing.

I had no idea how many guys there were, or
how many did me twice or more, but I was fucked about thirty times,
and I came about two-thirds of the times they did it to me.

I had spent most of the day in bed but was
exhausted, at least emotionally. Someone came and got me and untied
me, then let me lay there moaning in desperate relief at my back
being straight again. Then I had to crawl somewhere and someone
raised my up and lifted my wrists up together above me.

Way up. They lifted me off my heels so I
dangled from my wrists!

I moaned but still couldn't see or hear
anything. Then the little whippy things started hitting me, the
thongs from that flog they'd used before. Or maybe another. They
swung it in again and again as my body slowly twisted and turned,
turning my skin hot and achy from neck to knee. My breasts throbbed
and my nipples ached!

Then came more fucking, as big males came in
from front and back and fucked me at the same time, like
before.

Finally, I was led by the leash, crawling
again, back to the bathroom, where the girls washed me and
shampooed my hair again.

Jordan drove me home, where I told my mother
a story about going out picnicking and watching a ball game with
some friends of Jordan and then going to her place to hang out. She
didn't really inquire too deeply.

I went up to my room and stripped down to the
halter she'd had me wear. The dildo and vibrator were inside me and
I slipped those out too. I was, as you can imagine, kind of sore
down there. Mind you, I was kind of sore all over. My breasts felt
bruised, and my throat ached. My skin was covered in thin,
crisscrossing pink lines from the thongs they'd used to flog me
with.

It had been a simply impossible weekend, and
I felt forever changed. I felt so very... sexual now, as if sex was
now the major focus of my life, and all I really wanted to do.

Later in the evening, I got an email from
Derek. It was a video of me on the bed, blindfolded and gagged,
with some strange man fucking me hard – and me coming. It made my
face burn but the heat soon drifted south as I watched,
mesmerized!

I looked so helpless! So used! Like a sex
slave!

I masturbated as I watched it a second time,
then a third, watching his big body crushing me, his big cock
driving deep into my body, his big hands roughly groping my
breasts!

Wow!

I went to work as usual the next day, wearing
a gray turtleneck sweater to help hide all the hickeys on my neck,
and an ankle-length black skirt. Of course, I had to let Derek
throat-fuck me in the supply room. Then at lunch, he brought me
into one of those fancy offices upstairs, stripped me, tied my
wrists together behind me, blindfolded and gagged me, and left me
there.

A man came in and fucked me. I don't know who
it was except it wasn't him. He started out by licking and sucking
me all over, his hands racing over my body. The outrageousness of
it combined with that to fill my body with heat so that when he
fucked me I had a massive orgasm.

Then Derek came and dressed me and I went
back to work.

After work he had me change from the
ankle-length skirt to a very short leather miniskirt. He removed my
panties, put a butt-plug in me, and replaced the sensible heels I'd
been wearing with stiletto-heeled boots. They weren't as high as
the ones on the weekend, so about ten inches or so of thigh showed
above them.

It took me a while to get used to walking
around like that in public. We went into a bar where he met a
friend of his I didn't know named Barry. Then Barry took me into
the men's room and I rode his cock as he sat in a stall, my sweater
pushed up over my breasts as he sucked hungrily on my nipples.

That Friday I went to amateur night at a
strip club and stripped naked in front of what looked like hundreds
of men! Then I performed lap dances in a small private booth,
grinding my buttocks and pussy against grown men who often came in
their pants! They paid me a lot of money, though!

I spent all weekend naked at Derek's being a
sex slave to him and anyone else who showed up. I did a lot of lap
dances, though these mostly ended with me riding stiff cocks. I had
sex with five guys at once Sunday morning, riding one, being fucked
in the ass by a second, swallowing the cock of a third while my
hands pumped the cocks of two more.

And Derek took videos.

The next weekend I not only stripped at a
club and did lap dances, I worked as an escort, a call girl, to men
who liked to spank and then fuck tied-up girls and were willing to
pay a fortune for it. At least it seemed a fortune to me!

In three days I made as much money as I would
working at the office for three months! And I didn't have to have
any deductions off it! You better believe that was eye-opening! I
went to work as a call-girl full-time, for $2500 a visit. And if
the men wanted to spank or strap me and call me names that was fine
with me! I came more than they did!

I made a hundred thousand dollars before
school started again. Then I switched my major to one where I'd be
taught how to handle a lot of money. I continued to work as a
call-girl three or four nights a week, and my mind was now filled
with thoughts of money and hot, nasty sex.

To put it mildly, I didn't get my
entertainment watching TV anymore. And my taste in clothing changed
– radically. Well, except around my family and friends. My life had
been changed forever, and, in my opinion, for the better. No boring
drudgery in an office for me! Instead, I'd be an 'entertainer' and
give men and some women pleasure. And be richly rewarded for
it.

I stopped thinking of myself as a nerd and
started to embrace the thought of myself as a sleek, sophisticated,
sexy woman. And that brought confidence and the kind of attitude
that drives men wild.

It was ironic it all started with a little
groping in a copy room during a summer work term.
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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.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


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 do 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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