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Party Slaves




I left my slaves alone all night, after my pub night I went back to my flat alone.  I watched some porn and went to sleep.  In the morning I got up and went to university, studied for my PhD, took a study group of undergrads before calling it a day just before six.  I caught the bus back to Chloe & Kirsty’s, arriving around six thirty.  I’d not given them any warning or notification about what time I’d be back.  I was ready if they weren’t.

I climbed the stairs and unlocked the door.  They were on their knees, naked and subservient waiting for me.  I didn’t speak, just walked past them and went to the lounge.  They followed me in on hands and knees.  Chloe assumed her correct position as a footstool and I placed my legs on her back.  I loved the way she’d become utterly submissive to me in under a week. 

“May I get you a drink master?” Kirsty asked.

“Get me a beer slave,” I replied.

“Yes Master,” came the reply and she crawled off to the kitchen, returning a couple of minutes later.  While she was out I unbuttoned my flies and pulled my cock out.  As Kirsty crawled back in I watched her move, head down, breasts moving gently.  I pulled my belt out of the loops and waited for her.  She handed me the beer and knelt down next to me.  Without being asked she took my cock into her mouth and started to suck.  I lay back, closed my eyes and started to drink my beer.  I could feel my cock swelling in her talented mouth.  Kirsty was moving her head up and down, using her hands to stroke my balls.  When my cock was fully hard she popped it out of her mouth and started to wank me.  She took one of my nuts into her mouth and sucked it gently, holding the entire ball in her mouth, all the time running her tongue over it.  This was bliss.

She swapped to my other ball and repeated, all the time rubbing my shaft.  I was getting close to cumming, my cock was starting to twitch.  Kirsty could sense it too – she released my ball and took my shaft back into her mouth and sucked hard.  I put my spare hand onto her head, took a handful of her hair and started to push her head up and down. 

“That’s it slave, suck my cock hard girl . . . come on . . . suck me harder.  Harder.  HARDER bitch – YESSS,” I shouted as I came in her throat.  I forced her head down until my entire cock was buried in her mouth.  She was incredible, I held her there for almost two minutes until she started to buck and lift her head up, cruelly I forced it down.

“I’ll let you up when I want to, now stay still slave,” I told her.  Kirsty tried to stay still but she kept bucking her head.  I held her there for another 15 seconds before I released her.  She gasped and gagged, slobber coming out of her mouth.  Poor girl was gasping and coughing, the slobber dripping down her face and onto her body.  I ignored her and drank my beer.

“Take my shoes off and rub my feet Kirsty.”

Between her gasps she managed to say yes master and started to move to rub my feet.

“What are you cooking tonight slave?”

“Master, your slaves have prepared a lasagna for you.”

“Sounds great slave.”  I let her rub my feet for a while before I took my legs off Chloe’s back.  I ordered the girls to set the table and bring the food.  I had them kneel next to me as I ate.  Kirsty really was an excellent cook, shame I’d have to punish her for that earlier display of insolence as she tried to pull her head off my cock.  After I’d eaten and drunk a couple of glasses of wine I fed the girls by hand.  I could see that they wanted to say something. I ignored their obvious hints for a while until I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Spit it out Chloe, what do you want to say?”

“Master, don’t you want to hear about last night?” she asked.  I smiled.  Last night I’d ordered them to a lesbian bar with orders not to leave until they had scored.  I presumed that Chloe wanted to tell me about it.

“Last night Chloe?  What happened last night?”

“Master, we went to the bar as ordered.  We ordered a drink at the bar.  We’d not been there for long when a woman approached us.”  I put my index finger to my lips to show that I wanted silence.  Chloe looked up and me and stopped talking.  I smiled at her.

“So Chloe, did you enjoy fucked Lynda?” I asked.

Both girls looked astonished.  I laughed.

“Kirsty, I put a couple of security cameras in your room and I watched the whole show.  I loved your choice of woman, who doesn’t love a redhead?”  The girls looked at each other, their mouths were open wide.  Chloe spoke first, “You  . . . filmed us?”

I raised my hand and slapped her hard across the face.  Her head moved swiftly to the side and she gasped in pain.

“You address me as Master.”

“I . . . I’m sorry Master,” she said, putting a hand onto her face where I slapped her, “I was just shocked that’s all.”

I looked at them both.  “If I want to film you, I’ll film you.  Got it?”

The both looked dumbfounded but nodded their agreement.  “That’s better slave.”

I picked up the rest of the wine and my glass.  “Clean up girls.  When you come back bring a couple of bowls.  And the clothes pegs.”  They looked confused, but scurried away to carry out my orders.  I sat on a chair and waited for them to arrive.  While they were out I poured and drank another glass of wine.

When they came back they placed the bowls on the floor and handed me the clothes pegs.  I ordered them to sit back to back and link their arms at their elbows.

“First one that speaks will suffer,” I told them.  “We’re going to play a game.  The winner gets rewarded, the loser pays a price.  Chloe, you spoke out of turn.  Kirsty, you tried to take my cock out of your mouth.”

I picked up the bag of clothes pegs.  I pulled one out and pinched one of Kirsty’s tits.  I opened the peg and clamped it onto her breast.  She winced in pain.  Next I applied one to Chloe.

“OK girls, this is how it will go.  I’m going to put the pegs onto you tits, your legs, your cunts and I’ll keep doing it until all the pegs are used.  All the pegs will be applied.  When they’ve all been applied we wait.  First one that asks be to freed will be punished.  The other gets a reward.  You ask to be released by pulling your tongue into you mouth.  Oh, and to make it interesting, even after you’ve asked to be released the game continues until the other one asks to be freed.  Stick you tongues out then girls.”

Both girls complied and I put a couple of pegs onto each of their tongues.  Next I spent a good deal of time applying the pegs to their delicious bodies.  Each girl got 30 or so pegs to their bodies and then we sat down to wait.  With every peg that was applied they would wince or moan in pain.  Sweat was pouring off them as they knelt, coupled together.  My cock was rock hard in my pants, I loved making them suffer. 

Kirsty was the first to give in, she waited about 20 minutes until she pulled her tongue into her mouth.  She did it silently.  When I didn’t move I could see the look of pain in her eyes.  Another five minutes passed before Chloe gave up.

I’m a man of my word.  As soon as Chloe pulled her tongue in I went to her and removed all of the pegs.  I did it slowly, one by one, pulling the pegs off.  Each one caused her pain, but she took it well.  When all the pegs were off I allowed her to stand, to get some life back into her limbs.

I sat back in the chair and ordered Kirsty to face me.  I told Chloe to suck me and I pulled the pegs off Kirsty’s body.  I loved the way she took the pain without complaint, each moan from her caused my cock to throb a bit harder.  Chloe was working hard to get me off.  When all the pegs had come off Kirsty I was so close to cumming, I just needed that bit more so I leaned in and grabbed her nipples and twisted them hard.  She couldn’t help it and screamed.  Her scream made me cum and I filled Chloe’s mouth with load after load of cum.  I released my grip on Kirsty.

I picked up the bowls, the remains of the wine and told the girls to follow me.  I went to the bathroom and put the bowls on the floor.  I picked one up and poured the wine into it.  I ordered Chloe to kneel in front of it.  I gave the second bowl to Kirsty and ordered her to lift it to my cock.  Our eyes met, mine wide and excited, hers half closed and terrified.  I took my now soft cock and pissed into the bowl.  Now she looked really terrified. 

“Put the bowl on the floor in front of you Kirsty,” I ordered her.  Kirsty was shaking as she took the bowl from me.  She placed it on the floor and looked up at me.

“You can either drink that or take the next punishment I think of.  Choose.”

Kirsty looked down at the bowl and swallowed.  She waited 20 seconds or so, thinking about the options before she looked up at me.

“Please may I drink your piss master,” she said.  Kirsty looked disgusted, I wasn’t sure if she was more disgusted with me or herself for making the choice.

“You may only touch the bowls with your mouths girls.  Drink up.  Enjoy!”

Neither of them spoke.  I watched as Chloe leaned forward and started to lap at the wine.  Kirsty, understandably was more hesitant.  She leaned in and smelled the vile yellow liquid before tentatively sticking out her tongue and touching my urine.  As soon as she touched it she withdrew her head and shook her head.  She looked up at me.  I smiled and swished my belt through the air.  I didn’t need to speak, the inference was there.  Kirsty put her head down and started to lap up the foul liquid, I sat on the pan to watch. Chloe drank her wine in about five minutes, Kirsty took almost 15 to drink it all.  As soon as they’d both finished I got them to tidy up and then I took them both to bed.  I went to sleep with my cock in Kirsty’s mouth.

In the morning the girls sucked me off, I loved the way that they worked together to pleasure me.  After breakfast I spoke to them.

“On Saturday James is having a party – the theme is Romans.  I’ll be going as a senator.  You two will be going as my slaves of course.  Chloe, get you sewing machine out and make something suitable for us all.  You dresses will be armless, off one shoulder and ending just below your cunts.  Get some sandals for us all. Any problems?”

“No Master,” they both replied.  I knew that they both only had one lecture on a Friday, so they’d have plenty of time to buy the materials and make the outfits.  Then I left for another day at uni.

I went for a couple of beers after work, it was Friday after all.  I didn’t bother to call my slaves, I’d get home whenever I felt like it.  It was gone seven when I made it back to the flat.  As expected they were both naked and on their knees, waiting for me.  We’d fallen into a routine.  I stood there, they removed my shoes and I went to the lounge, Chloe following me like a puppy dog.  When I sat down she assumed the position of a footstool and I put my feet on her back.  She was looking down at the floor, her hair falling around her face.  I loved the way I could see her tits hanging down.

Kirsty appeared and held out a beer for me.  I took a couple of swigs before ordering her to suck me. Then I spoke to Chloe.

“Any problems today slave?”

“None Master, we’ve started work on the outfits.  They are hanging up in my room, waiting for your first fitting Master.”

“Great, we’ll try them on soon.  Did you get a wreath for me?”

“Yes Master, we made one for you.”

“Excellent.”  I scratched my back and took hold of Kirsty’s hair and pulled her up hard.  She looked at me.

“Right, I need to piss.  Would you like to volunteer Kirsty?”

She shook and looked horrified.  She swallowed before speaking.  “Would you like to me to drink your piss Master?”

I laughed and released her.  “We’ll save that for special occasions girl.  Get dinner ready.”

I took my legs off Chloe and went to the bathroom, the two girls went to the kitchen on all fours to cook.  When I came back Chloe was waiting for me, kneeling submissively. 

“Master, your dinner will be ready in about 20 minutes.”

“Great, what’s it going to be?”

“Master, we’ve made chicken Kiev with chips for you.”

“Sounds great.  Get me another beer and then come back and suck me while Kirsty cooks.”

“Yes Master,” she said, crawling off.  When she came back she climbed onto the sofa next to me and started to suck me.  I could reach her tits easily and played with them while she sucked on my cock.  After a couple of minutes I was fully hard.  Chloe tried hard, but she just couldn’t take me as deep into her throat as Kirsty.  I loved putting my hand on her head and forcing her down until she gagged.  She clearly remembered Kirsty’s punishment and tried not to resist as I held her there, spitting and gagging, the slobber rubbing down my shaft and onto my balls.

I released her and ordered her to climb onto me, straddling my cock, facing me.  She sank straight down onto me cock, her pussy was soaking.  She started to fuck me, pushing herself up and down.  Chloe was panting and groaning, grinding her pussy down onto me.  I put my hands on her tits and started to pull them, taking her nipples between my finger and thumb. 

“Please fuck me master, fuck you slave hard master,” she begged.  She placed a hand onto her clit and started to rub it, I loved the feel of her hand on my groin as she fucked me hard.  I looked into her face, her eyes were closed, she was lost in the moment.  Chloe was breathing really deeply and quickly, she was panting hard.

“Master . . . please master . . . plea . . . plea . . . please can I cum . . . please Master . . . PLEASE.”

I made her wait another 10 seconds before I granted her permission to cum.  As soon as I spoke Chloe came and came hard on me, screaming in delight.  Even while she was cumming she kept riding me.  I’d had too much beer and cum too often, and she was so wet there was no way I was going to cum in her cunt.  Once she’d come down from her orgasm I pulled her off and ordered her onto her hands and knees on the couch.  I lined my cock up with her ass hole.

“Pull your cheeks apart slave,” I ordered.  Chloe pressed her head down into the leather and put her hands onto her ass, pulling her cheeks apart to reveal her ass hole.

“Beg me to fuck you ass Chloe.”

“Please fuck my ass master, please master, fuck me hard master.”

Who could resist that?  Certainly not me.  I spat onto her butt and watched the saliva dribble down her ass crack, when it was over her hole I thrust into her, sinking maybe an inch into her.  Chloe yelled in pain, then started begging again.

“More Master, please fuck me hard.  Sink your full length into me, please Master.”

I pushed harder, getting another couple of inches in before I pulled back and started fucking her, getting a bit deeper with every thrust.  When I’d got maybe five inches in I went for it and thrust really hard, sinking my full 8” into her.  Chloe just screamed, I loved the sound of her screaming and begging, I was rutting her hard, not caring about her.  I could feel my orgasm building, I was getting closer and closer – yes, my balls tightened and I yelled in delight, slapping Chloe’s ass hard as I came in her.  My cock pulsed 9 or 10 times before my orgasm subsided.  I held my cock deep inside her for a couple of minutes, loving the sensation of being inside her ass.  Then in one swoop I pulled out of her ass, causing her to scream in pain again.

As soon I was out I expected her to turn round and start to suck me clean, but to my surprise Kirsty was there – I hadn’t heard her come in and she took my cock straight into her mouth, sucking Chloe’s shit off my cock.  She expertly took the full length of my still hard cock into her mouth and throat.  I let her suck me for a couple of minutes before I pulled her off.  Without being asked she lay back on the couch and pulled Chloe’s ass onto her face.  I was struck dumb, this was incredible, even for these two hot sluts.  Chloe sat up and I watched as my sperm dribble out of Chloe’s ass and into Kirsty’s mouth.  Chloe and Kirsty were both masturbating as Kirsty ate my cum, Chloe reached a hand behind her and held one of Kirsty’s tits.  It wasn’t long before both of them were begging to cum and I quickly granted them permission – hell, they deserved it after a show like that.

I helped them both off the couch and we sat at the table and ate, sharing a bottle of wine, discussing the party tomorrow.  We’d all been to James’ party last year – the theme last year had been the 70’s, platform shoes, huge multi colored shirts and long hair.  Romans was a new one, but it was going to be fun.

After the slaves cleaned up we watched the TV until late and went to bed.  I knew what I had planned for the girls tomorrow at the party, so I let them sleep in the bed with me.  I drifted off to sleep with my cock buried in Chloe’s mouth.

I slept late in the morning, not waking until after nine.  When I finally awoke I could sense that my cock was in a girl’s mouth and she was sucking gently.  I loved waking up like this, I was going to make it a standing order for them that one of them had to do this.  Next I smelt fresh coffee.  I looked over to the side of the bed.  Kirsty was kneeling at the side of the bed, legs apart, head down with a coffee on the side table.  She heard me move and looked up at me.

“Good morning Master.”

“Good morning slave.”

“Master, I made the coffee about 45 minutes ago.  It’s bound to be cold now.  Would you like your slave to get you a fresh one?”

“No, just microwave this one back to life Kirsty.”

“My pleasure Master,” she replied.  Kirsty stood up on a fluid movement.  I loved looking at her hairless teenage body.  My cock was already getting hard from Chloe’s attentions, looking at Kirsty just made me harder.  She returned quickly with the coffee red hot.  She placed beside the bed and resumed her submissive position.  I drank the coffee, all the while Chloe working hard on my cock.  I purposely thought of something else to stop me from climaxing, this was just too enjoyable, I wanted to prolong the situation.

When I finished the coffee I put the mug down and picked up my phone.  I found one of my favorite porn videos and lay back to watch it.  Poor Chloe had been sucking me now for over 15 minutes, plus however long she’d been doing it before I woke.  In the film two girls had been tied together and were being fucked from behind.  I put one hand onto Chloe’s head, anticipating my cum.  It wasn’t long before I did, I held Chloe’s head still as I filled her mouth.  Shit, I was going to wake up in this manner every morning from now on– fresh coffee and a blowjob.

I ordered Chloe to swallow and we got out of bed.  I went to Chloe’s room and the girls followed me on hands and knees.  Fuck that was hot.  I picked up the senator’s outfit that they had made for me, a full length white robe with red lining. 

“Help me put this on girls,” I ordered them.  They stood up and helped dress me.  It was a pretty good fit, showing off my arms and toned stomach.  The girls told me that the purple stripes on it indicated that I was a senator – one of the highest ranks in Rome.  Kirsty placed the wreath on my head, it was covered in gold paint.  I looked in the mirror, I looked good, particularly with two naked girls at my side.

“Put your outfits on slaves,” I ordered.

“Yes Master,” came the inevitable reply.  Shit, was it really only 10 days since I enslaved them both?

They put their outfits on, they were figure hugging, ending just below their pussies, over the right shoulder and their left shoulders free.  I looked at them both.

“Make them fasten with a brooch on the shoulder girls, other than that, well done.”

They both smiled – they loved being rewarded like that.  Chloe spoke first, “Thank you Master, I’m glad you like them.”  I did, they showed off their bodies superbly.  I left them to adjust the outfits, got changed and went out for a run.

I came back about an hour later, they were both waiting for me on their knees by the door.  I didn’t speak when I came in, just stripped off and went for a shower.  Kirsty joined me immediately and started the clean me, Chloe was there a couple of minutes later.

“You took your time,” I said to her.  She looked worried.

“Master,” she replied, “I was putting your clothes into the washing machine and putting your shoes away.”

“Fair enough.”  I leant back to let them clean and bathe me.  When I was fully clean I got out of the shower.  The girls tried to follow me but I ushered them back into the cubicle.  I smiled and turned the shower to fully cold.  They both gasped as the ice cold water hit them.

“Get clean girls,” and I started to dry myself slowly, watching them shiver as they tried to get clean in the cold water.  “And make sure you wash your hair.”  They didn’t answer and I left the room.  I stayed naked and went to the lounge to watch the TV.  When they came to join me they both had dripping wet hair, huge firm nipples and their bodies were covered in goosebumps.  They looked incredible.

“Right, let’s try the outfits on again.  Go get them Chloe.”

“Yes Master,” she replied, turning to walk out of the room.

When she came back we got dressed.  They had adjusted their outfits to add the shoulder clasp I wanted.  I tested them to make sure that they came apart easily as I wanted.  Luckily for the girls the clasps came off easily in one hand.  We stripped off and hung the outfits up – we wouldn’t need them until the evening.  Instead I got dressed and picked out clothes for the girls.  I put them both on a leash and we left the flat – I allowed them to dress behind the bins again and we went out for brunch.

We spent the day in town, Kirsty wanted to get some makeup and buy some new clothes.  Normally the prospect of clothes shopping with two women would be my idea of hell, but to spice things up I had them try on sexy underwear in several shops.  To degrade them and reinforce their status I sat outside the changing rooms and had them come out to parade themselves in nothing but bra and pantie sets while I critiqued their outfits, occasionally asking other men what they thought of them.  Their faces kept blushing in embarrassment, especially when I encouraged bored men to touch them and feel their breasts.  Chloe had a resigned look on her face during this, but Kirsty smiled.  She was enjoying being exposed like this.  I made them walk up to strangers and get their opinions as well.  I made Chloe walk up to an older man, must have been about 50.  She had nothing on apart from a tiny bra and matching see through panties, exposing her bald pussy.

“Excuse me sir,” Chloe said, “What do you think of these sir?  Do they make me look sexy sir?”

He looked round, no doubt terrified in case his wife found him talking to a virtually naked girl a third of his age.  He looked round again before replying.

“I, er, I think that you look great.”

“Thank you sir.”  Chloe looked at me, she could see the look on my face.  She took his hand and placed it on her breast.  “Do you like the feel of the material sir?”

Jesus, I was worried he was about to have a heart attack.  After a moment he squeezed her breast hard, before stating that he thought it felt great.

“Thank you for your opinion sir,” Chloe told him.  As she turned round he slapped her ass hard.  Chloe paused and looked over her shoulder.

“Mmmm, thank you sir,” she told him.

The day continued like that, parading them both half naked.  In one store I had them kiss passionately as they modeled in front of a group of three or four bored middle aged men.  This went quite well until we were asked (told) to leave by the store manager, but not before he gave them his card and asked them to call him.

We got back to the flat just after six.  I’d allowed them to buy some of the underwear (not that they got to wear if often).  Again, I left them at the bottom of the stairs to strip as I climbed the stairs to Kirsty’s flat.  When they rang the bell I ignored it for five minutes before I let them in.  We got dressed into our roman outfits, I put them both on leashes and we set off for the party. 

James lived about 30 minutes’ walk from Kirsty’s and I paraded my scantily clad sex slaves the whole way there.  We called into a supermarket on the way to load up with beer, wine and snacks for the party.  As a member of the roman government I made my slaves carry the provisions.  They both got lots of looks from the staff and other shoppers, but it could be passed off as students going to a party.

As we left Tesco I spoke to them both.

“Slaves, I expect total obedience at this party.  I will not be embarrassed by you.  To that extent, I am removing your safe word from now on.  Do you understand?”

They looked at each other before Chloe spoke first.

“Yes master,” she replied.  Kirsty was straight after her with the same response.  I smiled.  Now they were mine, totally and utterly.  With that we resumed our walk.

When we got to James’ house I rang the bell.  He opened the door quickly and looked at me.

“Senator, how good to see you!”

“Centurion,” I replied, “Thank you for inviting me.”  James then looked behind me to see the girls with their collars on, attached to my leashes which I was holding.

“And . . . fuck Josh, two slave girls?”  He pointed at Chloe who looked down, “Chloe I know but who is the other one?”

“This slave’s name is Kirsty sir,” she replied.

“Come in slaves – put the beer in the kitchen and join us in the party room,” James added.

As we went in James took me to the main room in the house.  The building was really old and the main lounge was a huge room, must have been 20 feet wide and 50 or 60 feet long.  There were about 30 people there dressed as romans.  Most of the guys were wearing togas, but James had the best outfit as the centurion.  All of the girls were wearing togas and I was pleased to see that several of the girls were wearing collars – it looked like my girls weren’t the only slaves present (but I suspected that mine were the only lifestylers).

I started talking to James and a couple of others guys I knew.  My slaves came back a few minutes later with a beer for me.  Chloe handed it to me and spoke.

“Your beer Master,” she said, before dropping to her knees.  Kirsty was straight behind her.  The guys I was speaking to all fell silent, shortly followed by the rest of the room.  I spoke loudly into the room.

“My slaves are well trained people.  They will obey your orders for the night, won’t you slaves?”

As expected, they replied in unison, “Yes Master.”

No one spoke for a moment until James joined in.

“Get me a beer slave Kirsty,” he ordered Kirsty.  She smiled at him and replied, “My pleasure sir,” and stood up to get him a drink.

As she left the room he spoke to me, “Fuck me Josh, how did you get them so into this?”

I laughed, “Weeks of training and discipline!”

The guys I was with all started laughing at this, not knowing how close it was to the truth. 

The party progressed, as more people arrived Kirsty and Chloe were kept busy, refilling glasses and getting food for the guests.  After a couple of hours I noticed that another three of the ‘slaves’ got into the spirit of the night and were serving and obeying orders. 

As with most student parties it descended into drunkenness and debauchery.  The five ‘slave’ girls continued to serve and obey – this was great.  Everyone was very impressed at Kirsty and Chloe.  Late on in the party as it was starting to wind down I found myself in the kitchen with my slaves, James and his girlfriend who had also slipped into slave mode for the night.  No doubt she was just acting and playing along, but she was doing it well.  I was very drunk, as was James.  The girls had all had a lot to drink as well.

“Get me a beer Anna,” I ordered James’ girlfriend.

“Yes Sir,” she replied and moved across the kitchen to the table with the beer on it.  I loved watching her move, she was very graceful with large breasts packed into her toga.  She picked up a bottle, opened it and handed it to me.  James and I were leaning on a wall, the slaves opposite from us.

“So Josh, just how obedient are your slaves?” he asked me.

I looked at them.  “Totally,” I said.

James looked at me, very drunkenly, then looked at Chloe.

“Chloe, remove your toga,” he ordered her.  Chloe looked at me and then huffed a little before replying.

“Yes Sir,” she said and unbuckled her toga at the shoulder.  She allowed it to fall to the floor and reveal her naked body underneath.

“Fuck,” said James.  Anna turned to look as well, I don’t think she could believe what had just happened.  James didn’t wait long before he turned to Kirsty.  He was about to speak when Chloe reached up to her shoulder and undid the clasp, her toga falling to the floor.  James’ eyes were out on stalks, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  I looked at Anna, just like here owner she was staring at my slaves.

Eventually James spoke.  “Dude, how the fuck did you get them trained like this?  What have you promised them to get them as slaves for the party?”

“Mate,” I replied, “They are just in character.  Aren’t you girls?”

“Yes Master,” they replied together.

“But James, what about your slave?  Think she’d obey an order like that?”

All four of us turned to look at Anna.  I half expected her to turn and leave the room, I certainly thought she’d refuse an order to strip, but of course I wanted to see her naked.  She had a great body.

James waited, Anna didn’t move at all.  Eventually he said, “get naked Anna.”  He had crossed the Rubicon and given Anna an order.  How would she react?

Anna stood there for a full two minutes, clearly thinking about the situation.  Eventually she responded very quietly.

“Yes Master.”  She looked at James, she must have been hoping that he would rescind the order.  Instead he just put his beer on the table top.  The room was silent, even the music from next door seemed to have gone quiet.  James spoke again, in a very low voice.

“Remove your clothes slave.  All of them.  Now.”

Anna hesitated again, looked at James, me and then at the two naked girls before accepting her fate.  She turned her back to Chloe and pushed the straps off her shoulders.  Chloe could see that there was a zipper in the back, so she pulled it down.  Anna turned back to face James and I, she was holding the toga in place just above her ample breasts.  Anna took a deep breath, hoping for a last minute reprieve before pulling the dress down.  Underneath the toga she had on a matching set of white panties and strapless bra.  Nobody spoke as she reached behind her back and undid the bra.  As she removed it she placed her left arm across her nipples.  Next she used her right hand to slowly push her panties down, trying to cover her pussy as she did it.  When her panties were round her ankles she kicked them away to one side and stood there naked, one hand covering her pussy and one hand covering her nipples.

“Fold your arms behind your backs slaves,” I ordered them all.  Instantly my girls obeyed, Anna stood there covering her modesty.  I gave her five seconds before I spoke again.  “Did you not hear me slave?  Fold your arms behind your back as you were ordered.”  Anna desperately looked to James to countermand my order, instead he just laughed. “You heard him slave, do it.  Now.”  The last word was barked harshly at her. 

It did the trick.  She lifted her arms and folded them behind her back, exposing her naked breasts and smooth, hairless pussy.  With her long black hair she looked incredible.  Despite my drunken condition I could feel a twinge in my cock.

James took a step forward towards my girls.  He put out his hands and pushed them between the girls’ legs.  He rubbed their pussies for a moment, before pulling his hands out.  He looked at them, glistening wet from their soaking wet cunts.  James turned and looked at me.

“Jesus Josh, there’re a pair of wet sluts.”  I didn’t speak, just stood and watched.  Chloe’s face blushed, at least she had the decency to be embarrassed.  Kirsty was glowing, she really loved being treated like this. 

James turned back and lifted his hands up to Anna’s mouth.  She opened wide and he placed one of his hands into her mouth and she started to suck it.  Then he swapped and she licked the other one.

“Do you like the taste of a woman slave?” he asked her.

Almost silently she replied “Yes Master.”

James turned to my slaves and ordered them to start kissing, which they did instantly.  James then slapped Kirsty’s legs, forcing them apart.  He grabbed a hand full of Anna’s hair and pulled her round in front of Kirsty.

“Please master . . . please”, fuck I wasn’t sure if she was begging to be allowed to do this or to be allowed not to do it.  It didn’t matter, James pushed down on her head, ignoring her pleas.  He pushed her head to be level with Kirsty’s cunt and the pulled back on her hair.  Anna’s mouth opened and James pushed her face into Kirsty’s pussy.  Anna still had her arms folded behind her back.  She stayed like that for a moment.  James held her in position and looked round the kitchen.  He picked up a spatula and struck Anna on the ass with it.

“You’re not there to look slave,” he told Anna.  Still she did nothing until he landed another six blows.  Finally she started to move and extended her tongue into Kirsty’s slit.  This was incredible to watch.  Kirsty broke off kissing Chloe to let out a long slow moan as Anna’s tongue touched her clit.

“Get on your knees Chloe,” I ordered, “and service the centurion.”

Chloe dropped to her knees and slid across the floor.  James lifted up his skirt to reveal his growing cock.  I’d never been in a room with another guy showing off his hard on, but somehow this didn’t bother me, or James by the look of it.  As soon as she was level with him Chloe opened her mouth and started to suck on James’ cock.  She’d learned well over the last couple of weeks and could deep throat like an expert.  Under his skirt I could see her head moving rapidly as she sucked up and down.  James had a hand on her head, but his eyes were transfixed on Anna and Kirsty in front of him.  Both girls were trying hard to keep their arms in place.

This may well have been Anna’s first time with a girl but judging by Kirsty’s reactions she was a fast learner.  Kirsty looked at me and started to beg.

“Please can I move my arms master, and please can Anna use her fingers?  Please Master . . . PLEASE?”

“Yes.”

As soon as I spoke Kirsty unfolded her arms and put her hands onto Anna’s head to control her.  At the same time Anna moved her arms and quickly pushed two fingers up inside Kirsty’s cunt and started to finger fuck her new friend.  She was quickly rewarded by Kirsty breathing quickly and moving her hips, pulling Anna by her hair.  Anna stuck to her task, finger fucking her harder and harder.  I stole a glance at James, he was transfixed.  It wasn’t long before Kirsty started begging to be allowed to cum.

“Master . . . please may I cum, Master . . . please Master . . . PLEASE MASTER PLEASE”

I left her waiting for a minute before I allowed her to cum.  As soon as I granted her permission she climaxed, her knees buckling and she started to collapse, she only stayed up as her body was jammed onto Anna’s face.  To the side of me James had had enough and he pushed Chloe across the kitchen, holding her in place on his cock.  Once her head was up against the cupboard he started to fuck her mouth hard, not caring about her gagging and spluttering.  He put a hand up onto Kirsty’s tits and started to abuse them, slapping them and twisting her nipples.  The pain brought her round and she looked at James, before their mouths met and they kissed.

I’d had enough of being left out and I grabbed Anna by the hair and pulled her to my side of the room.  I lifted my toga and pushed my cock into her mouth.  There was no way I was going to cum, I was that hammered but I could still enjoy the sensation of a new girl sucking my cock.  She wasn’t as good as either of my girls but I still enjoyed making her gag as I fucked her face.  She tried to pull away at one point, I just pulled her back by her hair.  On the other side of the room I heard James yelling, “I’m cumming, holy fuck I’m cumming  YESSSSSSS” as he came in Chloe’s mouth.  He pulled out and looked down at her, stepping back.  He looked round, looking for Anna and laughed when he saw her under my toga.

“Fuck me Josh, she’s got a well-trained mouth.”

“Try Kirsty, she’s much better.”

“Really?  Chloe’s better than Anna,” he said.

This was weird, discussing our girlfriend’s cock sucking abilities while I fucked his girlfriend’s mouth.  Across the room Kirsty dropped to her knees and opened her legs as she’d been trained.  Chloe adopted the same position.  James looked at Chloe and spoke to her.

“What makes Kirsty better than you then?” he asked.

I replied, “She can’t speak, she’s got a mouth full of your cum.”  James looked at me and shook his head in disbelief.  I continued, “She’s not allowed to swallow without your permission.”

“Jesus man, this is incredible.”

“I know right?”  I pulled Anna out from under my toga and let it fall to the floor.  She looked up at me.  James spoke to her, his voice harsh.

“Get over there with the other slaves.”

“Yes master,” she replied and moved to the other side of the room, settling on her knees with her legs apart.

James turned to me.  “I’ve got an idea,” he said.  He picked up a handbag, I guess it was Anna’s.  He looked around in it and brought out a lipstick.  He walked up to Anna and extended the lipstick.  He wrote on her chest and tits, ‘I do what I’m told’.  He then repeated this on Kirsty and Chloe.  The three of them looked incredible, kneeling like that on the floor.

“Stay there,” he ordered, “In silence.  Josh, come with me.”

We left the kitchen and closed the door.  In the corridor I told him about the last couple of weeks and how lucky I was. 

“So,” he asked, “Your girls, up for anything?”

“Absolutely, they aren’t allowed to say no.”

“That’s fantastic man.”

“What about Anna?”

“Oh, she’s quite submissive.  Never thought she was this submissive mind – the beer and the lead from your girls – slaves, seems to have helped her.”

We talked some more before James opened the door – he was pleased to see the three of them in a line.  I heard him order Chloe to swallow and she thanked him after she did.  He came back out and spoke to me again.

“Happy to share your slaves Josh?”

“Fuck yes,” I replied, “They love the abuse.”

“Sluts.”

We went into the main room of the party.  It was the usual end of a party dregs, all the guys that had scored had left and about 20 losers were left, all of them male.  James walked over to the hi-fi and turned it off.  There was a chorus of boos but he rode it well. Several stood up, thinking that the party was over.  James spoke to them all.

“Gentlemen, the night is young and in the kitchen is a treat for you all.  Three young, hot, naked slave girls, eager to obey and suck your cocks.”

Silence – the crowd started to look at each other.

“Guys, I’m not kidding.  Take it in turns – help yourselves.”

One guy stood up – I knew him vaguely, Pete I think, and he wandered out to the kitchen.  The rest started talking.  He was back 30 seconds later with the three slaves on their hands and knees crawling behind him.  You could have heard a pin drop as they came in and resumed their submissive poses, legs apart, breasts thrust out, arms folded behind their backs and the words ‘I do what I’m told’ written on them. 

A guy I didn’t know pointed to Chloe.  “Come here slave.”

“Yes sir,” she replied and crawled to him.  He just raised his toga as she slid under it and started to suck.  That was the signal and the other guys almost fought to get themselves a girl.  James and I smiled at each other and went back to the kitchen and out into the garden.  We drank a couple of beers and talked about our girls and our plans for them.  From the garden we could see into the lounge, there was no sign of any relief for the girls, they were being used hard.  We left them for another couple of beers before we returned.  When we went in Anna was on her back, lying on a table.  A guy neither of us knew was fucking her throat, while slapping her huge tits hard.  They were red from the abuse he was dishing out.  The lipstick on her chest was smeared all over her body and there were tear tracks down her face where she’d been crying. 

Kirsty was up against a wall, another guy hammering his cock in and out of her mouth with no thought about anything other than his impending orgasm.  Her body writing was smeared and cum covered her hair and face.

Chloe was on her knees, alternating between two cocks as she sucked each one in turn.  I just stood there enjoying the picture of the girls being abused like this.  Outside James and I had reached a deal, he was going home with my sluts and I’d get Anna for the night.  The girls, of course, had no say in this.

“Wrap it up guys, you’ve got five minutes,” I told the room.  The guy fucking Anna came quickly and slapped her tits hard for a last time as he came with a guttural roar, shooting down her throat.  As soon as he pulled out she slipped off the table and crawled across the floor, to resume a kneeling position next to James.  Once she was in position he patted her head.

“Good girl,” he told her. 

The guy fucking Kirsty’s throat came next, grunting as he came.  He held her in position, his groin jammed up against her face, his fat belly blocking her nose, leaving her unable to breathe.  He stayed like that for over a minute.  Kirsty started to struggle, trying to move her head but he was much stronger – he held her for another 20 seconds before he released her.  Her face was blue and she fell to the floor, drinking in the air.  Once she recovered she moved to my side and took up the submissive position.

“Go Chloe,” I yelled to my other slave, “You’ve got one minute to get them both off.”  She was trying hard bless her but she didn’t manage it. 

“Keep at it Chloe,” I ordered her.  To provide encouragement I picked up a belt from the sofa and brought it down onto one of Anna’s tits.  She screamed as the leather bit into her flesh.  I waited 15 seconds and then brought it down into one of Kirsty’s tits.  She screamed. 

“I’ll keep doing this until you get both guys off,” I told her.  Every 15 seconds I hit one of the girls, alternating between girl and breast.  Poor Chloe now knew that her poor performance was causing her sister slaves pain and suffering.  The pain though seemed to excite the guys (shit, I was getting hard again, I now know how much I love hurting a submissive girl) and it wasn’t long before one guy started to buck his hips, at the same time bouncing Chloe’s head up and down.

“Yessssssss,” he yelled as he came.  As soon as he finished he released her head and she swallowed (without permission – she’d get punished for that later, Kirsty didn’t have a choice as the guy came in her throat) and she moved to the other guy, taking the full length down her throat as he used her without mercy.  Kirsty and Anna both took another five blows before he came, grunting in delight.  When he released her she crawled over to my side.  She paused just before she got to me and looked at the other girls, their breasts red and marked from the belt.

“I’m sorry,” she said.  I brought the belt down on her ass and told her to be silent.

I picked up the leashes I’d brought and clipped them to Kirsty and Chloe’s collars, then handed them to James.  They looked up at me.

“James and I discussed this, you’re spending the night with him.  Serve him well or you’ll be punished tomorrow.”

Anna looked up at James.  He ran his fingers through her hair as he spoke to her, “And you know where you’re spending the night, don’t you?”

Anna looked at me and replied, “Yes sir.”  She put her head down and moved to my side.  James looked at her.  He took a leash off Chloe and instead clipped my two slaves onto the same leash and handed the other to me.  Anna didn’t have a collar, so instead I wrapped it round her neck and passed the leash through its clip.  It would do.  My two girls necks were held together, getting around would be hard for them. 

“Bed time girls,” James said and then gestured to the rest of the guys in the room, “And you lot, fuck off home!”  They laughed and started to drift off. 

I spoke to Anna, “Get your toga slave.”  She hesitated, then said “Yes sir” and went to collect her clothes.  When she came back she was carrying the toga and her phone.  James and I were the last two people there (well, free people, slaves don’t really count do they?).  We shook hands, I dragged Anna out into the night and told my girls to serve my friend well.

“And don’t you disappoint Josh,” James told Anna.

“I will try very hard to please him master,” she replied.

The cold air hit me in my thin toga.  Anna tried to put hers on but I just pulled her leash.  “You can walk back naked, it’s only 30 minutes,” I told her.  She opened her mouth to speak, then thought better of it and closed it again.  I looked down at her, her nipples were fully erect in the cold air.  We set off into the night.  We were going to Kirsty’s, I wanted to film myself fucking Anna – I wanted a record of the night, it’s not often you get to fuck a girl because she’s been told to do it, and one so willing.

It took almost an hour to walk Anna back to the flat, we had to keep ducking into gardens and stay in the shadows to avoid people and cars – there weren’t many about at that time in the morning but even so.  After we’d been walking for 30 minutes or so Anna spoke to me.

“Sir, please sir, I need to use the bathroom sir.”

“Look around girl, do you see one?”

“No sir,” she replied, looking despondent. 

I walked to a grid in the road and told her to squat and pee.  She looked at me and then squatted down – I’m not into watching girls pee, I just wanted to exert control over her to show my new slave for the night that she had no rights.

“Open your legs wide and face me while you piss slave.”

Meekly she replied, “Yes sir,” and turned to face me.  She opened her legs and peed into the gulley pot.  After that we resumed our journey uneventfully.  At the flat I took her into Chloe’s room. 

First I tied her arms to the bedframe – it was against the wall so I tied her at 90o to the wall, her head almost hanging off the bed.  Next I took a rope and tied it to each of her ankles.  Anna spread her legs wide, but that wasn’t what I wanted.  I pulled the ropes tight back up over her head, forcing her to bend at the waist, lifting her ass off the bed, exposing her holes.  I tied the ankle ropes off just above the wrist ones.  She was fully exposed, all of her holes available for use.  I loved the way her huge tits looked, they’d be fully available for me as well.

I started with her mouth.  As I approached her she opened it compliantly and I pushed my still soft cock into the warm, wet inviting hole.  Anna started to suck and move her mouth up and down as best she could – her movements were very limited by her position but she was trying hard.  To help her I grabbed her hair and pulled hard.  She grunted in pain but I controlled her head, forcing her up and down by pulling and releasing her hair.

As soon as I was fully hard I leaned down and whispered in her ear.

“I’m going to ask you if I can fuck you in the ass.  I want you to beg me to do it, understand?”

Anna swallowed and replied, “Yes sir.”

I went back to fucking her mouth for a couple of minutes before pulling my soaking wet cock out.  The poor girl was slobbering everywhere.

“I want to fuck your ass – any objections?”

“No sir, please fuck my ass sir.  Fuck it hard please sir.”  Her voice tailed off as she said it.  She wasn’t exactly begging, but it was good enough.

I walked round the bed and climbed up, her ass was at just the right height for me.  I was on my knees, I lined my cock up with her ass and pushed hard.  I sank about an inch in, Anna started crying as I fucked her.  She was so tight I couldn’t get any more in.  I reached between her legs and slapped one of her tits hard.

“Relax you ass slut.”

“I’m trying sir, please fuck my ass sir,” she sobbed.

I tried again but she was resisting.  I pulled out and slapped her ass hard again.  Her tears subsided, dumb cunt thought she was getting away with it.  I left the room and came back with a gag which I put into her mouth and secured.  Next I showed her a small butt plug which I greased in front of her terrified eyes.  When it was covered I lined it up with her asshole and pushed, she tried to resist but I’d put so much lube on it slid right in.  Her eyes opened wide as the short plug penetrated her ass.  I fucked her with it for a minute, getting as much lube up her ass as I could.

She knew what was coming.  I pulled it out and lined up my cock and thrust.  This time I managed to get three inches in before she contracted her ass.  Her tears started to flow, I guess it hurt but she had asked for this, hadn’t she?  I pulled back and thrust in again, this time getting another half inch in.  I kept at her, all the time she was crying and screaming through the gag.  I fucked her hard, like she’d asked for, ramming my cock in and out.  Even in my drunken state it didn’t take long before I could feel my balls start to tighten.  I grabbed her tits hard, one in each hand and sank my fingers into the fleshy mounds.

“Yes . . . yes . . . yes . . . squeeze my cock slave . . . yes, fuck YESSSSS,” I yelled as I came hard.  My cock pulsed seven, eight, maybe nine times inside her.  I stayed there for a minute or so before pulling out, eliciting another cry of pain from Anna.

“Missing something in your ass already slave?” I asked.  She didn’t respond so I picked up the butt plug and re-inserted it.  I got off the bed and walked round to her head.  Again I whispered into her ear.

“I’m going to remove the gag, beg me to be allowed to clean my cock.”

Anna nodded as best she could through her tears.  I undid the gag and pulled it out of her mouth.  She sobbed and spoke.

“Please let me clean your cock sir, please allow me the privilege of cleaning your cock sir.  Please sir?”

How could I say no? Anna opened wide and I pushed my cock into her wide open mouth.  She wasn’t as skilled as my slaves but I could still get two thirds of my cock into her open hole.  I let her clean me for a while (OK, I fucked her mouth) until I got bored.  I showed her the gag again and she spoke.

“Please gag me for the night sir.”  That was better.  She opened her mouth and I put the gag in and I left her for the night.  I went to Kirsty’s room to sleep, I doubted Anna would get much.  As I drifted off to sleep I wondered what kind of a night Chole and Kirsty were having?

In the morning I woke late – I looked at the clock, shit it was gone nine.  And why the fuck wasn’t anyone sucking my cock?  Then it came back to me, I’d come home with Anna, the new found slave girl and she was tied up next door.  My head was sore, I’d drunk too much.  I picked up my phone, there was a new message from James

Hi Bud, I’ll bring them back about 12 OK?

See you then chief

What a night!  Thanks

I played with my phone for a bit until I couldn’t put off the need to pee.  After I showered, making me feel a good deal better, and I went to Chloe’s room.  There was Anna, just as I’d left her, no real surprise.  I didn’t speak to her, instead I untied her and as she moved her legs down I swear I could hear her back crack.  I studied her face, it was covered in dried saliva and cum.  Next I untied her arms – I studied her tits, they bore the belt marks from last night when Chloe had failed to get the two guys off in time.  I left the gag in.  I gave her a couple of minutes to stretch before I spoke to her.

“Get me a black coffee slave, I’ll be in the lounge.  And don’t take all day.”

I went through and sat down.  I heard her come out after me and look around.  She opened the bathroom door first – if she was going to pee without permission or orders she’d be punished.  Then it struck me, she’d never been here before and was just looking around.  I heard her scamper past and into the kitchen.  I sat down and flicked on the TV.

Ten minutes later Anna appeared and presented me with my coffee.  I didn’t speak to her and she waited for a moment, before dropping to her knees, legs opened wide with her arms behind her back as she’d be trained last night.  I drank the coffee with one eye on the TV and one on her body.  She really did have great tits, much bigger than Chloe’s or Kirsty’s (Chloe and Kirsty’s put together for that matter).  I’d have to make the most of this.  When I’d finished the coffee I handed her the mug.

“Put that in the dishwasher and come back with the lube.”

She looked worried, but nodded her head and took the mug from me.  When she came back I opened my legs wide.  Anna looked at me quizzically.  I clicked my fingers and pointed to my cock.  Something clicked into place and she worked out what I wanted.  Anna came close to me and dropped to her knees, placing them under the sofa.  She took the lube and dripped some onto my growing cock, then lubed up the cleavage between her tits.  She fixed her eyes on me and smiled as best she could with the gag in her mouth.  She put her hands onto her huge breasts and positioned them around my cock.  Without being asked or told she started to move her tits and body up and down, caressing my cock between those sweet mounds.  I let her fuck me with her tits and just lay back to enjoy the ride.

Up and down she bounced.  She squeezed harder and harder, and moved faster and faster and soon I found myself getting close to cumming.  I was breathing heavily, panting and pleading to cum.  When I did I pushed my legs together, trapping her in place.  Anna stopped bouncing and held my cock in place, sandwiched between her heavenly tits, my cum spurting onto her breasts.

When I sat up I removed her gag and started to scoop up the sticky white cum.  Anna opened her mouth and I dribbled it in.  She licked my fingers clean to get as much as she could into her mouth.  When it was all in place she closed her mouth and looked at me.  I released her.

“Get us both a drink slave,” I ordered her.  Anna stood up, she’d not been trained to go on all fours, I could forgive this, and went to the kitchen.  She was back quickly with two mugs of hot black coffee.  Anna presented me with mine, then resumed kneeling beside me, holding her mug.  I drank half of mine before I spoke.

“Swallow and drink slave.”

Anna swallowed my cum, then spoke.  “Thank you sir.”

She drank the coffee quickly and when we were finished she took the mugs away.  As she walked out of the room I gave her permission to use the bathroom.  While she was out I picked up one of the cameras and mounted it across from the sofa.  I’d not filmed the tit fuck, but I was going to capture what happened next.  Anna was fast, she was back within five minutes but I was in place.  When she returned I had her lie on the sofa next to me, sucking my cock gently as I caught up with the world and my social media.

After I was all caught up with the world (and my cock was fully hard again) I looked at Anna.  She was beautiful, maybe 23 years old, long dark hair and a cracking body.  I wanted her.  I grabbed her hair and pulled her off my cock.  She winced a little but took it well.  I spun her round, onto all fours and pushed my cock into her pussy.  She was soaking wet and I sank straight in. 

“Thank you sir,” she said, “Thank you for fucking me.”

I pulled back on her hair, lifting her head up and started to fuck her hard.  Our bodies were slapping together, pulling her hair showed her face almost directly into the camera.  She took one hand off the sofa and started to rub her clit.  As soon as she touched it she was pleading with me.

“So close sir . . . sir . . . can I cum please sir . . . sir . . . PLEASE, I NEED to cum sir . . . please.”

I let her beg for over a minute before I granted her permission.  As soon as I did she collapsed down, her arm giving way and I released her hair.  Anna was screaming with pleasure, grunting hard as she came and came, orgasm engulfing her body.  She set me off and I came in her, my cock pulsing.

“Thank  . . . thank you sir . . . sir, I’m still . . . I’m still cumming sir . . . I can feel your cum . . . sir”.

I fucked her slower as I came, it just seemed to intensify her orgasm even more.    Finally when we’d both calmed down I pulled out and she was instantly on me, sucking my cock clean.  Anna was a greedy slut.

We went for a bath together – I’d just showered but I wanted to play with her naked body some more. When we got out I got dressed, she remained naked, and I had her cook something for lunch – James and my slaves would be back soon.  She found a chicken in the fridge and roasted it, she was going to serve it with pasta and some garlic bread she’d made.  The doorbell went just before 12, I looked at the security camera, there was James ringing the bell with Chloe and Kirsty kneeling naked at his side.  I went to let them in.  I was pleased to be getting my slaves back, but I was going to miss Anna, well, I was going to miss her tits.  Hopefully James and I could swap girls again soon.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond 
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